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Transformations: Perversions

The giant stud called her Rose, but it wasn't her name.

Her name was Constance Burns, Doctor Constance Burns, DDS. She was one of the most sought-after dentists in New York. She had fixed the teeth of movie stars and royalty.

Because a smile was your most important feature.

Some people said it was the eyes, and, yeah, that was true to a point, but amazing eyes couldn't help you if you had bad teeth. Pretty face, big boobs, J-Lo booty? None of it meant shit if you had teeth like Snagglepuss.

Constance was a twenty-five-year-old success story - she was a YouTube influencer, goddamn it.

Rich, fuckable. Perfect teeth.

And, none of it meant shit, because now she was floating in a tube of pink goo in some lesbian mad scientist's chamber of horrors.

Fucking irony. That's what it was. Motherfucking irony.

The room outside the tube was dark. Sometime earlier, the seemingly never-ending sequence of porn images had stopped on the goggles over her eyes. The ceaseless droning of jumbled words from the earphones had stopped.

Before the goggles had flipped up and the earphones had gone quiet, the words "SLUTZ-NET System Failure" had appeared on the screen and been spoken by a computer voice on the headphones.

Thank God, Constance thought. She had been bored as fuck. Honestly, she couldn't understand the appeal of porn. Who wanted to look at pictures when you could fuck in real life?

The thick dildo pistoning in and out of her pussy worked in unison with its smaller twin that fucked her ass.

But, the memory of the giant stud was what kept her turned on. She wasn't used to being submissive, and she had tried to fight it at first, but fuck was he good?

Most of what happened was fuzzy. She was drugged - something in the air, maybe? But, the memory of that fucking cock was indelibly burned into her brain.

She remembered monsters, and then the giant saving her like some kind of fucking fairy tale. That had to have been a dream.

Not her normal fantasy.

Usually, she was the monster.

The doctor came back in the room. She was dressed like a slutty nurse in a tight pink uniform, but she had heard someone call her Dr. Demona earlier. She had also watched the lez eating out some blonde slut.

Now, that had been hot.

Constance kept her eyes partially closed as the doctor stared up at her.

"What the fuck?" the doctor asked the empty room.

The computer answered from somewhere. "Programming failure. The subject cannot be slutified."

"She's immune?"

"Negative. Subject Rose is too demented for programming."

"No shit? Remove her from the tank, please."

Constance felt herself lifted by the cables under her arms. She closed her eyes completely. The tube in her throat pulled free along with the dildos in her pussy and ass.

She slid out of the goo and up toward the dark ceiling.

She felt the cables lower her.

Her feet touched the floor and then she was in the doctor's arms.

She lowered Constance onto a gurney.

The room grew silent, and finally the doctor's heels clicked as she crossed the room.

Constance opened her eyes slowly.

The doctor stood with her back turned.

Now that she was out of the tube, she noticed some things that were strange. First of all, there was the weight on her chest.

Constance had always had a nice rack for her size, not too big, not too small. Pert. Athletic.

Now she had two DDD volleyballs on her chest. They were firm and stood straight up with no sag. She had always had smallish nipples; the new ones were about the same size as the last joint of her little finger.

And, they fucking throbbed. They felt full like they she was going to spray out breast milk. What the fuck had they done to her?

She could feel her pulse in her goddamned nipples, and her clit was worse! She felt super aroused. Like when the muscle stud had her on her hands and knees and that huge, gorgeous cock was going in and out, in and out… She blinked. What the actual fuck! She had to get hold of herself and focus.

Constance's eyes darted from side to side, taking in her surroundings.

She needed a weapon. A scalpel? There was one within reach, but she wasn't homicidal, not yet anyway.

Syringes. Her eyes scanned the vials on the medical cart. She saw one and smiled.

Propofol.

"Slutz-Net, describe the nature of Rose's demented state?" Dr. Demona asked.

"Subject has amplified sex drive naturally, enhanced by our ovary conversion. She is a sociopath with extreme fantasies that may have gone beyond mere fantasy. There is an 85% chance that she will join us willingly."

"Oh, well, that's good. We like them willing."

"Warning. Subject Rose is conscious."

"Huh?" Demona turned.

Constance smiled at her and jammed a syringe into her neck.

"Motherfuck..."

Constance lowered her to the floor. "Propofol, doctor. You'll be fine."

Demona's eyes went unfocused.

Constance eased the needle out of her neck. She felt her pulse. "Nice and strong. Sorry about the needle, babe."

Constance sat on her heels dripping pink goo from her tits and ass. She squeezed her big boobs and sighed. Fuck, they felt good. She reached behind her and felt her ass – same size. Well, at least they didn’t give her an ass to match the boobs.

She rolled the unconscious doctor onto her stomach and slowly unzipped the short, pink uniform.

The doctor was covered in tattoos, most of them goth but a few were downright pornographic. She wasn't wearing panties, and Constance smiled when she saw the multiple grommets in the brunette's pussy lips. "Damn, babe, you're hardcore." She fingered the inverted crucifix piercing in Demona's clit. "I would love to stay and play, but, you know, rescuing myself and shit." She looked around the room for more weapons.

***

Ray ran down the first-floor hall to the elevator. Slutz-Net was concise in its warning: Subject Rose has escaped the laboratory, on her way to first floor.

Ray's finger was almost touching the down button as the doors opened.

He looked up and saw Demona's pink uniform.

"Demona, what the hell?" Too short for Demona. "Rose?"

Ray didn't have time to react as the redhead wearing Demona's uniform pressed a stun gun to his nuts and pressed the button. The big man went out before he hit the floor.

Constance tazed him in the neck, just to be sure. “My name isn’t Rose.”

Ray jerked like bacon on a hot griddle.

"Oh, shit," Constance whispered. This was the guy from her dream! "I'm so sorry super stud. But, I gotta get out of here." She started to stand. Instead she knelt back down and rubbed the bulge at his crotch. "Holy fuck, I thought I dreamed that." She traced his cock down the leg of his khakis. “Shit, I hope I didn’t do any damage, baby. I just want you to know, I've never had cock that good." She kissed his lips.

She stood up and ran down the hall.

Constance opened the door at the end.

There was a mannequin on the other side, only it was moving. Her uniform was short and blue contrasted against her pink plastic skin and metallic pink hair.

"The fuck?!" Constance gasped. She pushed the stun gun against the robot's midsection and pushed the button.

The gun buzzed, but the robot just stared at her.

And, then Rita the Bimbot punched Constance in the face.

***

Voices. Just pieces of a conversation. Constance felt untethered, like she was floating again, only this time she was on her back.

"Got the drop on me. Fucking embarrassing. She's a nurse or some shit, knew how much propofol to give me and where to inject it..."

"I'm fine, just stunned me in the nuts..."

"Rita? What the fuck are you doing?"

"Goddamn bitch hurt my man. I'm going to lobotomize the fucker right here..."

Constance opened her eyes as the robot leaned over her with a wicked looking needle attached to a pistol grip. "So long, bitch."

The giant's big hand closed on the robot's wrist. "Shh, baby. It's okay. Gonna take a lot more than a stun gun to kill me."

"You're fucking dead, bitch," the Bimbot growled. She aimed the needle at Constance's face.

"Rita. Stop it. Ray is fine," a voice said to Constance's right.

A tall redhead sat by her gurney. She had boobs like watermelons and wore white latex bondage gear.

Constance turned as the robot screamed.

The robot brought her hand down and buried the needle... in the gurney beside Constance's face.

Constance peed a little.

Rita the robot turned and wrapped her arms around Ray's neck. "You can't leave me... never. You hear me? I couldn't bear..."

"Shh," Ray soothed. "Not going anywhere, honey. It's okay to be scared."

The woman in white latex looked at her with cold detachment. "Congratulations, nobody ever successfully escaped the laboratory levels. You almost made it to the parking lot."

Constance blinked. She couldn't move her arms or legs. She was naked and strapped to a rolling gurney.

And her nose hurt like fuck. "Ow!"

"Serves you right!" Rita screamed.

"Shh," Ray soothed and rocked the robot in his arms.

"Who... the fuck... are you people?" Constance asked.

The redhead smiled. "I'll be the one asking the questions. Who... the fuck... are you?"

Constance just stared at her.

The redhead shook her head. "Doctor Constance Burns, DDS... DDS? A fucking dentist took out Demona and Ray?"

Constance stared at her in disbelief. "How? How did you..."

"I read minds. Truth be told, I fuck up minds much better, but I can read them if I try. Pain, dear."

Constance screamed. Her broken nose felt like someone was twisting it.

"I can make your whole body feel like that."

Doctor Demona stood over her. "Sugar Tits, that's enough. I will not allow you to inflict unnecessary pain on my patient."

"Fuck off, Demona," Sugar growled.

The pain in Constance's nose was unbearable.

"Fuck you, Sugar. Goddamn it, I mean it. This isn't who we are."

Sugar Tits glared at her, and then her face softened. "Very well."

The pain subsided and Constance was left gasping for air.

Demona leaned over her. "Listen, honey, I have to put that nose back in place or you're going to look like Rocky Balboa for the rest of your life. Sugar? Block the pain."

Sugar raised a tattooed-on eyebrow. "All of it?"

"Fuck yes, all of it."

Sugar rolled her eyes.

The pain was gone. Constance's face went numb.

Demona pulled her nose.

It made a sickening snap.

Constance felt like she was going to puke.

"Steady now." The doctor sprayed something on her nose. “You’re damned lucky, sister. About half a pound more of pressure and Rita would have driven that cartilage into your brain.”

“I wish I had, fucking whore!” Rita screamed. Ray wrapped both arms around her waist and held her back.

Sugar moaned. "Can I let her feel her face again? This is taxing."

"Yes," Demona said. “Insta-heal should have taken care of it.”

There was an instant of pain and then it was gone.

"Thank you," Constance said.

Demona smiled. "Thank you for not injecting me with something lethal. Don't ever fucking do it again, or I'll swap your arms and legs and you can walk around like a crab for the rest of your life."

Constance stared at her.

"She can do it, too," Sugar said. "Where were you going, Doctor Burns?"

"Home. I have patients to see... what day is it?"

"You've been here two days."

"Fuck! I have to get back."

Sugar shook her head. "Yeah, that shit is over for you."

Constance stared at her. "Look, I have money..."

Sugar laughed. "So do I. So does the Church."

"The Church?" Constance suddenly understood. "The Church of Morpheus? So, the rumors are true..."

"What rumors are those?"

"Human trafficking, sex slaves, it's all true." And, then she smiled.

"Something funny?"

Constance began to giggle. "Yes, actually. It is."

***

Three Days Ago

Constance lowered herself onto his long, thick cock. Most movie stars were disappointments once you got them naked. But, whenever Constance had one in her office, she just had to find out for herself.

The right anesthetic mixed with the right cocktail of erection meds injected into the right stud made for a fun morning.

Rape was such an ugly word. She preferred to think of it as a professional perk.

This morning she had hit the jackpot. The sleeping stud under her was hung like a horse. He didn't have a cavity in his pretty head, but he didn't know that. He was dosed and now she had the morning to ride a man that millions of women would sell their first-born children just to be seen with.

"Oh, yes, God, baby. I love this," she whispered in the darkened room.

The dentist's chair squeaked a little as she rode him cowgirl style.

She was getting close as his big cock slid in and out, in and out.

His breathing was picking up.

Not yet! Not yet! Almost there! She thought.

She felt him stiffen inside her, and then she was cumming too. "Fuck yes! Oh, fuck!"

She hugged his chest as he grew soft inside her.

Cream pie. She giggled. Of course, she had done blood work on him to make sure he was clean before she scheduled his “dental” work.

She slipped off him and grabbed the syringe off the worktable. She pushed it into her pussy and pulled back the plunger.

Constance smiled as she watched the thick, white cum fill the syringe. Movie star cum could fetch $20,000 an ounce on the dark web - which was a steal when you thought about it. Impregnate yourself with this prime spunk, have a cute kid, and then file a paternity suit? Fucking amazing investment.

She strolled naked across the room to the intercom. "Allison? Come here please."

The door opened a moment later.

Allison was one of her dental hygienists. Tall, thin, brunette, nice fake boobs - paid for by Constance, of course. Perfect teeth.

And, totally obedient.

Allison came in and closed the door quickly. "Yes?" She looked at the floor.

"Put this on ice, please?"

Allison took the cum filled syringe. "Yes, doctor."

She wrote out a label and stuck it on the outside of the syringe. Then she opened the small refrigerator under the desk.

It was full of cum filled syringes.

Allison added the new syringe, closed the door, and stood up. She looked down at the floor.

"I'll want you to clean him up. And, then clean his teeth, he might as well get something out of this."

"Yes, doctor."

"Oh... also?" Constance sat down on the edge of the desk and spread her legs. "You can clean me as well."

Allison swallowed hard. "Please. Doctor. Don't make me."

"Allison, you know I don't like to give an order twice."

"But... doctor... I don't want to."

"Allison. On your knees. Or, would you like me to send those thousands of pictures of you to your husband, your friends, your family?"

Allison sobbed, but did as she was told. She got on her knees between Constance's open thighs.

Constance caressed her short black hair. "Allison, I'm only trying to free you. The two of us could have so much fun if you just let go."

"You're blackmailing me, that's the only reason I do these... things for you."

Constance smiled. "Well, I can hardly be blamed for your tawdry affair, now can I?" She pulled Allison's face into her open crotch. "Allison, just submit. This doesn't have to be blackmail. It could be fun if you let it."

Allison sobbed as she licked Constance's wet pussy.

"Mmm, such a good girl. Oh, that's right. Eat his cum out of me."

Allison gulped and sucked, making sure to get the sides of Constance's delicate pussy lips as well - she knew how to please.

“Darling, my asshole too. His cum dripped there.” Constance moaned as Allison tended to her little rosebud with good firm licks.

She was well trained.

Allison had been Constance’s obedient slave for six months, ever since Constance had filmed her having sex with a man she met while her husband was away on business.

The stupid bitch still had no idea Constance had dosed her with extasy and arranged the ‘chance’ encounter. The man was a professional escort, and he had taken the doped-up Allison to a swinger’s club in Manhattan.

Turns out with a little Ex in her, Allison was quite the party girl. Everybody wanted a piece of her pie, and everyone had taken a slice.

Constance still masturbated thinking about the look on Allison’s face when she had shown her the eight-hour footage. It was like her soul had just died right then and there.

She owned the bitch’s ass now.

“Oh, deeper with the tongue, sweetie. You know how I like it.”

Allison was sobbing as she tongue-fucked Constance’s butt.

Constance abruptly dropped off the desk and drew Allison into a deep soul kiss, savoring her own taste in the woman’s mouth. “Can’t you see what I’m trying to do for you, Allison? I want you to be like me. Fierce. Can’t you understand? I love you, Allison.”

“You’re a goddamned monster,” Allison blubbered.

Constance sighed and stood up. “I’m not giving up on you.” She shook her head. “Clean him up. Can’t have him suspecting he’s been fucking, now can we?” She picked up her dress and lab coat and put them on.

Allison nodded and sniffled. “Yes, Doctor.” She got her knees and began licking his cock and balls.

***

Edward Collins sat between the two dental chairs and stared.

The room was setup to allow two patients to be worked on together, should they not want to go to the dentist alone.

Such was the case now.

The blonde twins lounged on the chairs, the gas masks over their faces.

Early twenties, identical in every respect, right down to the same expensive boob jobs.

Pert C cups, long, thin legs, perfect tans.

Jenna and Jody.

Edward was breathing heavy. He was the anesthesiologist, although his degree was a fake. He had almost graduated down in the Caribbean, but then there had been the incident. It wasn’t his fault. The girl had woken up before Edward had finished.

He was only jerking off while she slept, and masturbation was normal.

Of course, he had administered an anesthetic to her so she would sleep through it.

If she had only stayed under another minute or so, she wouldn’t have opened her eyes just as he blew his wad into her silk panties which he had wrapped around his dick. Her screams signaled the end of his professional career.

Or, it would have if it hadn’t been for Constance Burns. She understood him. They were kindred spirits.

Edward held his breath as he eased the twins’ skirts up, exposing their, oh fuck yes! Identical red lace panties! And, he could tell the girls kept those nasty, nasty pussies shaved.

Whores!

He unzipped and pulled out his dick.

Three inches erect. He was so embarrassed by that. The woman at school who screamed at him? It could have been worse.

She could have laughed.

The door opened, and Edward quickly pushed his little dick back in his pants.

Constance frowned at him. “Edward. We’ve talked about this.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I know the McGann sisters are very pretty…”

“Please, Doctor Burns, I just couldn’t help myself. It won’t happen again.” He cried a little looking at the floor.

Constance touched his chin and raised it. “Sweet Edward, you know I forgive you. I’d forgive you anything.”

He managed a smile. “It’s just they’re…”

“What, sweetie, beautiful?”

“No. Sluts. Fucking sluts.”

Constance laughed. “Yes, they are, aren’t they? Pretty girls like them, they laugh at you sometimes, don’t they?”

Edward nodded and stared daggers at the twins.

She tilted his face up again. “But, not me. I’ll never laugh at you, Edward.”

He kissed her hand. “No, you’re the kindest, most beautiful…”

“But you must be more careful. It’s dangerous to be in here alone with them. What are my rules?”

“I shouldn’t be in here alone. If one woke up, they’d cause trouble.”

“That’s right, and we simply can’t have that,” she said as she leaned over and kissed the top of his head. “But, now that I’m here to supervise, you may jerk off, Edward.”

Edward felt like singing! He smiled from ear to ear as he pulled out his dick and began to jerk off with his thumb and index finger.

Constance massaged his shoulders as he masturbated. “You are so right, Edward. Those girls are nothing but disgusting whores.”

“Sluts. Fucking sluts.”

“Yes, they are. But we’re going to teach them a lesson, aren’t we?”

Edward laughed and nodded. Oh, they were going to be sorry they ever came here!

“Let’s have some fun. I think we’ve earned it, don’t you?”

Edward stopped jerking off and stood up, tiny dick standing straight out. He grabbed the paperwork off the desk. “I asked them before I put them under, and they confirmed they’ve been taking their medicine for a full month – stupid bitches actually thought they were taking anti-cavity pills. Idiots.”

Constance laughed. “A month? Wonderful! We timed this appointment perfectly.”

Edward opened the refrigerator under the desk. He stood up with two, quart sized bottles filled with white fluid.

Constance opened a locked drawer. She held up two long, thin flexible tubes. On each tube, one end was threaded while the other was tapered.

Edward opened the bottles. This was what he loved about Constance – sure she ran this business, both the legit side and the dark side, for the money.

But she knew this was Edward’s fantasy, and she would indulge it just to make him happy.

Rich sluts. He hated them.

He reached for the tubes.

“Not quite yet, darling,” Constance said. “We need to add a little more to the bottles.”

“There’s already two quarts of sperm here.”

Constance had retrieved two quarts of sperm from male patients without their knowledge over the past month. Not the movie stars, their jizz was worth its weight in gold. But, businessmen, even one or two homeless men she had jerked off on days she worked at the charity dental clinic downtown.

She tested it all for diseases, of course. She wasn’t a monster.

Constance smiled and caressed his little cock that had gone limp as he worked. “There’s always room for one more load…”

Edward laughed with glee as he suddenly understood what she meant. “Oh, Constance. I love you.”

“I know,” she said. “So sweet.” She jerked him gently. “Look at them, Edward. Such fucking sluts. I’ll bet they’re cruel, don’t you?”

Edward didn’t think so. They always seemed nice when they came here, but he wasn’t about to contradict his goddess. “Nothing but fucking bitches.” All women were, except his beloved Constance.

“That’s right. Fucking whores who’ve been taking fertility drugs for a month – way beyond the legal dose.” She jerked him harder. “They should be ovulating today.”

Edward was looking at them. Pretty red lace panties over their whore holes. Constance’s touch was better than anything he had ever felt.

“Probably releasing more than one egg, Edward. And, what are we going to do?” She said, her hot breath on his ear.

“Fill them with cum… from twenty different men…” He stopped looking at the whores and instead looked down at her perfect hand jerking his cock. “Oh, Constance.”

“Not twenty, darling.” She jerked even faster. “Twenty-one, Edward. We’re going to put your cum in them too. Knock them up. They’ll probably have six kids a piece, Edward. And, I checked. They’re Catholic. No abortion.”

Edward groaned. His dick spewed and Constance directed the spurts at first one bottle opening and then the other. “So perfect, darling. Oh, give me more. That’s it.”

She leaned over and kissed his cheek as he went soft in her practiced hand. “Edward, size doesn’t always matter. I’ll bet your sperm is just as potent as these other men.” She licked the excess from her fingers.

Edward just stared at her in star struck adoration. In all the world, she’s the only one who truly understood him.

Constance attached the threaded tubes to each bottle. She leaned on his shoulder and smiled. “Let’s artificially inseminate those cunts, shall we?”

***

He was dangerous, Constance knew that. Sooner or later, he would kill someone – if he hadn’t already somewhere along the line. His kind always did.

Really, she was doing the world a service by letting him play out his sick fantasies in a controlled environment. Besides, their games were fun.

And, who cared if rich, entitled little bitches got their comeuppance?

Of course, when he did finally murder someone, she’d have to kill him. He would fold under questioning by the police.

Constance couldn’t have that.

She pressed a button on each dentist chair, and the ends opened, spreading Jenna and Jody’s legs wide.

She knelt between Jenna’s legs. “You do Jody.”

Edward nodded and got down between the other twin’s thighs.

Constance breathed in the delicate scent of the woman’s sex. “Does yours smell as good as mine?”

Edward licked at the lace panties. “Yes, and she tastes like heaven.”

Constance laughed. “You know, Edward, as we’ve discussed, a man with smaller equipment must learn to please with his mouth.”

“Yes, Constance.”

“Slide the panty crotch to the side.”

She could hear Edward breathing.

“Isn’t she beautiful?”

“Yes… I just… I get so angry.”

“I know, but you must learn to separate the person from the pussy. That poor little cunt never hurt anyone.”

Edward laughed. “I guess not.”

“Of course not, let’s make it feel good.” Constance leaned forward and covered Jenna’s little puss with kisses.

The woman moaned under her gas mask.

She was so wet! She reminded Constance of Allison – the reluctant hygienist, as much as she bitched, was always dripping. She knew Allison would come around eventually. She just had to have patience.

Jenna’s pussy was opening like a delicate flower and coating Constance’s tongue with girl cream.

She could hear Edward slurping. He was a competent pussy eater – as men with small cocks generally were, but Constance knew she was better at it.

Jenna was moaning and gyrating her hips as Constance took ownership of her clit.

Normally, this is the point when she would add a finger to her symphony of lust, but she had a different goal.

She eased the tapered end of the tube slowly into Jenna’s squeezing cunt.

Jenna squirmed as the tube slid deeper and deeper.

Constance had done this before, so she was pretty good at finding the cervix.

Jenna groaned as the tip hit her little opening and glided into place.

Constance redoubled her efforts on the sweet girl’s clit.

In seconds, Jenna began to buck and thrash. Girl cream flooded out of her as she came hard.

Constance sat up. “Look Edward.”

He turned his head slightly as he continued to lap at Jody’s clit.

Constance moaned and squeezed the bottle.

White cum shot down the tube and deep into Jenna’s womb.

Edward sighed.

“Mmm,” Constance breathed. “Oh. Edward, I’m breeding her. Look at her taking every drop.

Edward’s little dick was hard again, and he jacked it with one hand as he suckled Jody’s clit.

The last of the cum disappeared into Jenna’s pussy and Constance eased the tube out of her.

She set it on the floor and then knelt by Edward. “That’s right. Make her cum.” She eased the second tube under Edward’s chin and deep inside Jody. She slid it into her cervix on the first try!

As if on cue, Jody thrashed in the chair.

Constance handed the bottle to Edward. “Make her your bitch, Edward.”

Edward smiled and squeezed.

Constance slid under him and took his hard little cocklet in her mouth.

Seconds later, he groaned into Jody’s cunt and shot a thin load down Constance’s throat.

Afterwards, they lay panting under the still unconscious twins.

Constance laughed. “Now, that was fun.”

Edward laughed as well.

Constance raised up on her elbow and smiled at him. “Let them soak for another hour, and then suction them out. Mustn’t have any cum leaking out and giving us away.”

“Of course, Constance.”

“Oh, and schedule them for a follow-up in a month. We’ll test them. And, we’ll repeat this process if it didn’t take.”

***

Stephanie sat down in the dentist's chair. "You're sure it's okay I don't have insurance?" She asked. She was tall and thin with big breasts and long, light blonde hair. Her green eyes sparkled.

"Aww, honey, it don't matter," the nurse said. He name tag said Rhonda. She looked to be in her late forties with white streaks in her wavy black hair.

Her voice was what put Stephanie at ease.

It was nice to hear a southern voice here in New York. "Whereabouts are you from?" the thin blonde college student asked.

"East Texas, what about you, doll?"

"Tennessee."

"Yeah, I thought you was a southern girl."

"This tooth is killin' me," Stephanie said. "I looked everywhere for a dentist that would take me without insurance and not charge me a fortune. I got health insurance through NYU, but not dental."

"Well, Dr. Constance knows how hard it can be when you're a college student. Don't tell anybody, but I'll bet she won't charge you a dime."

"Really?"

"That woman just gives and gives. Christian soul." She held up a pill and a cup of water. "Here now, you take this. That pain will just evaporate here in a minute."

"Thank you."

She patted Stephanie's hand as she swallowed it down.

"That's a good girl."

"What was that?"

"Something called MDMA."

"Oh. Is it some kind of pain killer?"

"Sort of." Rhonda laid out dental instruments on the little dental tray.

Stephanie's lip trembled when she saw the sharp metal objects.

"Now, don't you fret. She won't do anything to you that's going to hurt anywhere near as much as that tooth."

Stephanie nodded. She squinted her eyes shut. "Head's spinnin' a little."

"Yeah, that's from the molly."

"The... what?"

"The MDMA."

"Oh... is that normal?"

"Yep. Feeling warm yet?"

"Yes," Stephanie whispered.

"You bring anybody with you today?"

"No."

"Oh, that's not good. You need somebody to take you home. Dangerous to drive after pills."

"I... I don't have any friends here yet."

"Doesn't anybody know you're here?"

"Huh?" She felt so strange. Warm and comfortable, but anxious at the same time. It was so bright in the office.

"Does anybody know you're here, Stephanie?"

"No."

"Well, don't you worry. You'll go home with somebody. Everything is going to be just fine. Feeling like you can take a little Novocain?"

"Oh! You mean a shot?"

"Shh, calm down, sweetheart. I'll rub some anesthetic on your gum first. Open wide."

Stephanie smiled and opened her mouth. It was so nice to have Rhonda to take care of her. She just trusted her. It was odd.

"Such a pretty mouth," Rhonda said as she rubbed a chemical smelling swab on her gum. "Now, you ain't going to feel this at all."

Stephanie felt a pressure against her gum, but no pain.

"That's my good girl. Look at you taking that Novocain shot like it ain't nothin'." She pulled the needle out.

"Was that it?" Stephanie whispered. She felt like she was floating.

"Shot's always the worst. I looked at that tooth, I don't think it's that bad." She rubbed Stephanie's hair. "Maybe you're just a whiny little cunt."

Stephanie smiled. Wait... what? "What... did you say?"

"Gettin' hard to concentrate, ain't it? I love Ex. Strips away all the bullshit."

"You... called me..."

"What? A cunt? My Mama called me that ten times a day and a dozen times on Sunday. That's what we are when it comes right down to it. Just wet cunts to fuck."

Stephanie tried to get out of the chair. Something was wrong.

"No, you don't. Can't be wandering around on this much Ex. You wanna end up suckin' some hobo's dick in an alley?"

"Let... me go."

Rhonda laughed. "Yeah, don't think so."

Something closed over Stephanie's wrist and pulled tight. Leather cuffs! The woman was strapping her to the chair! "No!"

Rhonda rubbed her hair. "Shh. You keep quiet. If you don’t, I’ve got a big penis gag in the drawer over there I’ll make you swallow. It ain’t comfortable."

Stephanie's head was spinning. Drugged! She was drugged! Oh, God, she had to get out of there.

Both wrists were strapped to the chair, and soon her legs were strapped down as well.

"That's the thing about a dentist's office. So many people are pussies, least little pinch and they're screaming like little babies. Anybody hears you in here bawling is going to just think you're a whiny bitch, nothin' else."

Sounds were so loud in the room. Her head hurt, and she should be screaming at the top of her lungs.

But, for some reason, she felt calm settling over her.

"That's better. You'll get through this easier if you don't fight." She began unbuttoning Stephanie's blouse. "Nice fat titties. I thought these were fake when I first saw ya." She squeezed Stephanie's breasts through her white lace bra. "36C and natural." She winked and hefted her own tits. "44DD, and without this boulder holder, they're slappin' my knees. Nature's a goddamn whore."

Stephanie knew something was wrong about letting the woman fondle her, but it was so hard to think.

She rubbed Stephanie's face. "Can you feel that?"

"N... No."

She leaned over and pressed a button on the intercom. "Ready room 3." She parted Stephanie's lips with her fingers. "Bet you sucked a lot of dick, haven't you?"

Stephanie couldn't focus.

"Yeah, you have. Suckin' those fat, frat boy dicks, I'll bet. Swallow too, don't you? Me too. Us gifted cocksuckers can always spot another pro."

No. She didn't do... that. Not yet. Maybe with her husband someday. She thought about sucking a man till he squirted his stuff. She wondered how it would taste?

"My Mama could suck a mean dick," Rhonda said as she sat back. "Now, she didn't start out a cocksuckin' whore. See Mama was a preacher's wife. She was volunteer ministering at this prison in Texarkana, that's where she met my Daddy. Thomas Darrel Ray, you ever heard of him?"

Stephanie shook her head. It was hard to do, because she felt like her head was spinning around and around.

"Really? Thomas Darrel Ray? The East Texas Strangler? Oh, he was famous. Killed six women. And, my Mama, she tried to bring him to Jesus," Rhonda laughed and shook her head. "One taste of his big dick, and he brought her to Satan. She said he was so goddamn big he could hold the base of his dick with his right hand and still fuck her to the limit. She helped him escape. Didn't work out though. They shot him dead, and I was born in prison. Turned out to be prophetic."

The door opened and the dentist walked in.

Stephanie looked at the short redhead. "Help... me."

Constance Burns just smiled and shut the door.

"I want you to look at these fun bags," Rhonda said as she unhooked the front closing bra and let Stephanie's tits fall free.

They didn't so much fall as spring out.

"Wow. Excellent find, Rhonda."

"I got a john on the way. Promised him some juicy coed pussy."

"How much?"

"$1500 for the pussy, if he wants anal it's $2000."

"Wh... What? No..." Stephanie whined.

Constance leaned back and sized up Stephanie. "That's fair. Get that skirt off her."

Rhonda unbuttoned Stephanie's blue jean skirt and slid it down her long, tanned legs.

She was wearing a white lace pair of panties that matched the bra.

"Now, that's what I like to see: a girl with a sense of fashion," Constance said. "You have no idea how many young girls like you come in here wearing mismatched underwear. Men like a nicely wrapped present. I keep a drawer full of Victoria’s Secret things to doll my girls up."

Stephanie tried to fight against the restraints, but she felt weak as a kitten.

"Oh, almost forgot, Doc. She's good and numb."

"Rhonda, I swear you are the best nurse I've ever had."

Rhonda laughed. "Well, we both know where I'd be if not for you. Fucking hard to get a job with a prison record."

Constance winked at Stephanie. "How long was your stay in the big house? What was it for?"

"Armed robbery. Cocksucking boyfriend turned states - he was the one brought the shotgun. I did fifteen years for that." She smiled. "Ate a lot of jailbird pussy." She reached down and fingered Stephanie's pussy through the lace. Then she held the finger to her nose and smelled. "Mmm, but none of it smelled as sweet as this."

Constance rubbed Stephanie's blonde hair. "I know. So pretty. Gonna make a fortune off you, sweetie. Now, let's look at that tooth, huh?"

It was so hard to think straight. Stephanie would form a plan, and then totally forget it in the next second. The drill buzzed, the water jet sprayed in her mouth, and then the suction removed it. Over and over again.

Sometimes Rhonda would touch her... down there. She didn't like it at first. It felt wrong. But, after a while it felt good, especially when Rhonda was whispering in her ear about Stephanie being her "special girl".

All the while Constance worked.

"God, she is so fuckin' tight, Doc. I ain't sure she's ever been fucked."

"Maybe you charged too little?"

"Fuck. Guess we can't up the price now."

***

Stephanie opened her eyes. The chair had moved. She was still strapped down, but the footrest had split in two, and her legs were spread wide apart. The seat was tilted back so that her butt was higher than her head.

The dentist was gone.

A man stood on the other side of the room. He was a tall, fat man, with a bald head. He took off his expensive suit slowly until he stood there in a white pressed shirt, black boxers, and black socks. Tattoos in Cyrillic covered every free inch of his legs.

He undid his cuff links. There were more tattoos on his thick forearms. "She is coed? Yes?" His voice sounded Russian.

"Oh, yeah," Rhonda said. "NYU." She was sitting on a low stool just behind Stephanie's head.

"Virgin? She virgin?"

Rhonda leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Alexei wants to know if you're a virgin, honey."

"N... No. Had a boyfriend..." she whispered.

"Yeah, she says she's never had dick before."

"Good. Like fucking virgin. Nice and tight." He took off his tie and dropped it on the floor. Then he slid off his boxers.

"No!" Stephanie gasped. "Too big! Too big!" He was huge! At least twice as big as her boyfriend back in Tennessee.

"Shh, now, don't take on so," Rhonda whispered. "I had every sized dick in me. We stretch. We were made for fuckin'." She kissed Stephanie's lips.

"I cum in her?" The huge Russian asked.

"Whatever you want, babe," Rhonda said. "You ain't diseased are you? 'Cause if you are, you won't be welcome back. You put on a condom if you got anything bad."

"No, clean. Careful where I stick dick. This whore better be clean."

Rhonda cupped Stephanie's fat tits and pinched the nipples. "She's as pure as the driven snow.”

Stephanie still couldn't concentrate. All she could do was stare at the huge dick that looked like a billy club as the fat man stroked it.

"Damn, I forgot you got a whole butcher shop hangin' down there, Alexei." Rhonda laughed. "Little girl, you are definitely gonna feel this cock. Up near your tonsils, I'd wager."

Stephanie wanted to cry. And laugh. And fuck. Oh, God, what did they give her?!

"Yes, Alexei very big. Last long time." He touched his thick head to Stephanie's panty crotch. He rubbed up and down on the lace.

It felt... good.

She squealed when Alexei reached down and ripped the panties off her. He spit on his hand and rubbed it on her already wet pussy. "Got hair. Don't like cunt hair. Shave next time."

"I'll make a note of it," Rhonda said as she continued kneading Stephanie's big tits.

Alexei widened his stance and leaned forward.

The big head lodged at the entrance to her pussy.

"Too big! Rhonda, please, help me."

"Hush now."

"Quiet whore," Alexei grunted and thrust with his big hips.

Stephanie strained against the straps as the cock stretched her to the limit. "God! Oh, God! So big!"

His big beefy hands closed on her waist. "Fuck tight. Fit like glove." He grunted as he began to work himself in and out. He started rattling off Russian words that neither woman could follow.

Rhonda smiled down at her. "Yeah, I know that look. Not so bad now, huh?"

Stephanie was so confused. How could she be enjoying this? The drugs. What had they given her? Was it permanent? She started moving her hips. At first it was to ease the pain of the cock splitting her in two, but then it started to feel good. The warm, happy feeling came back.

She was moving her hips in circles, meeting his thrusts.

"Fuck! Good bitch. Make good fuck!" Alexei growled.

Rhonda smiled and kissed her again. "See? I told you. We're meant for this, sweetie. Just enjoy that big cock."

"You..." Alexei grunted. "Make her eat pussy. Want to watch her eat pussy."

Rhonda frowned at him. "Gonna cost you extra, Alexei."

"How much?"

"Eight hundred."

"Unnh, deal. Feed pussy."

Rhonda looked down at Stephanie and winked. "Customer's always right. You ever tasted a girl, honey?"

Stephanie was delirious from the drug and the assault on her pussy. "N... No. Rhonda... I don't..."

"Shh. I know I been gruff with you. But I can be gentle too. I spent enough time in prison to know how to treat a sweet girl like you. We gotta do what he wants."

"Unnh... Oh... I don't know how," Stephanie whined. The cock moving in her was so big and it was so hard to think.

Rhonda laughed. "I know, don't worry. I'll teach you."

Rhonda stood up and turned around. She bent over and pulled down her pink scrub bottoms.

She didn't wear panties, and she had tan lines from a thong bikini bottom and long hours in the sun. Her skin was bronzed, and her ass was fat and wide.

It didn't sag, though, and that surprised Stephanie.

Her eyes finally focused, and she saw that Rhonda was looking down over her shoulder at her. She was smiling, laugh lines crinkling in the corner of her eyes. "It's my best feature."

"Nice fucking ass," Alexei growled. "Sit on girl's face."

"Hey! This is her first time, I'll handle this."

Alexei fucked her harder. "Hurry up. Cum soon."

Rhonda rolled her eyes and mouthed the word, "Sorry" to Stephanie.

The older woman had a tramp stamp on the small of her back: Biker Slut in gothic letters above a naked woman lying on her back on a chopper.

The other tattoos were two big skulls on her ass cheeks facing in opposite directions. They held red roses in their teeth.

Rhonda squeezed her cheeks together making the skulls dance. “Like ‘em? My boyfriend got ‘em for me after a big score. God, he used to love to corn hole me and spank those fuckin’ skulls.”

Rhonda turned around and leaned over her. She kissed her slow, prodding with her tongue until Stephanie opened her mouth. Her tongue slid in and caressed Stephanie's smaller tongue.

It felt nice!

Rhonda pulled away and smiled. "See? Gentle." She caressed Stephanie's long blonde hair.

Stephanie smiled sleepily.

Rhonda raised up and leaned over her.

Stephanie looked up. There was a green snake tattoo coiling down from Rhonda's navel. The open mouth looked like it was ready to bite her thick, protruding clit.

Her pussy was bare.

Stephanie had half expected her to be wrinkled down there, but she wasn't. Her skin was smooth and tight.

Again, Rhonda saw her looking and smiled. She spread her legs.

Stephanie drew in a breath. There was a musky smell, not at all unpleasant.

Rhonda reached down and fingered her clit. Then she spread her lips open so Stephanie could get a good look. "Honey, I want you to open your mouth and stick out your tongue."

Stephanie obeyed. All her thoughts of escape were gone. Now all that mattered was the big, fat cock invading her depths... and Rhonda.

"Give my clitty little licks. Like this."

Stephanie screamed into Rhonda's cunt as the older woman leaned forward and began kissing Stephanie's clit.

"Fuck. Da! Eat girl pussy while I fuck!" Alexei grunted.

The feeling was unbelievable! The hard cock in her pussy, the soft insistent tongue on her little nubbin! It was heaven!

Rhonda moved her pussy gently up and down on Stephanie's face.

Her clit! Oh, Stephanie was being so selfish. She kissed Rhonda's big clit, sucking at it with her lips and tickling it with her tongue.

"Oh, God! Oh fuck, baby! Oh, sweet fuck!" Rhonda cried out and then she was licking and sucking Stephanie's little clit.

And, Rhonda tasted so good! The smell, the taste, the feel! Oh, God, this huge man was fucking her with his big cock and Rhonda was kissing her clitty and she was eating pussy! Oh God, she was eating...

She came, harder than she had ever cum in her life. She hadn't cum once with her old boyfriend, but now she was cumming like fireworks!

Rhonda cried out and her pussy started throbbing. Juice poured onto Stephanie's tongue and she swallowed eagerly.

A moment later, Alexei roared and unleashed a torrent into her well used hole.

The three of them just held still, juices emptying into each other.

It was the most beautiful thing Stephanie had ever experienced.

She dozed. She couldn't be sure for how long. When she came to, Rhonda was rocking her on the floor. Somehow, she was out of the chair and in the older woman's arms.

"Hi, sleepyhead," Rhonda whispered and kissed her cheek.

The big Russian was putting his clothes on. He left the tie loose around his neck. "She good fuck. Very tight on Alexei's cock. Make fuck more? Tomorrow maybe?"

Rhonda frowned and shook her head. "Have to talk to Tyrell on that one." She stroked Stephanie's blonde locks.

Tyrell? Who was Tyrell?

"Baah, Tyrell fucking loser. How much he pay? I pay more. Take her to city. Top dollar whore."

"Tyrell's payin' 25 grand, you gonna match that?"

"Fuck. Tyrell crazy."

"No, Tyrell rich motherfucker," Rhonda mocked.

"Yes. Rich motherfucker. Girl worth nothing in month. Diseased addict. Worth nothing."

"What? What is he saying?" Stephanie asked. She felt like she was dreaming.

"Don't you worry, honey. He ain't talkin' nothin' but shit." She hugged Stephanie close.

"Call next time have clean fucking whore, yes?" Alexei said as he walked to the door. He dropped a stack of bills on the desk. And, then he tossed a hundred-dollar bill at them. "Tip. For you Rhonda. Nice to see old pussy on young face. Make Alexei cum hard."

"Fuck you, you fat ass fuck," Rhonda growled.

Stephanie heard Alexei laugh as he left and shut the door. She passed out in Rhonda's arms.

***

"Hey, now, you awake, baby girl?"

Stephanie opened her eyes. She was back in the dentist's chair strapped down. Something rubber and big was in her mouth.

A handsome black man was smiling at her. "There she is. Damn, she is fine, Doctor Burns."

Stephanie tried to scream. The memories of what had happened to her came flooding back. Oh, God, what had she done?

The black man laughed. "Guess the molly has worn off." He reached out and squeezed Stephanie's bare breast. "Nice tig ol' bitties on this one. You said 20 g's?"

"Twenty-five," Rhonda hissed. She was standing on the other side of the room and looking like she wanted to be somewhere else.

The man nodded. "Damn, I'd have given you thirty if you hadn't let that fat ass Russian jizz in her. Gonna need Lysol on this nasty pussy." He tossed a wad of bills to Constance. "Go on, count it."

"I trust you," Constance said. She sounded bored.

"I think I'm going to call you Snowflake. My name is Tyrell, Mr. Tyrell. And, I own your whore ass. You feel me?" He grabbed her by the back of the hair so hard her eyes bulged.

"Hey! You don't have to hurt her. She ain't gonna sass," Rhonda said.

Tyrell turned and looked at the older woman who was now standing with her hands closed into fists.

"I'll do whatever the fuck I want with my bitch," Tyrell said and smiled. "Constance, you'd best to get control of your dyke."

Rhonda gritted her teeth.

Constance touched her arm. "The deal is done, Rhonda."

"She ain't... you don't have to hurt her... a little molly and she'll do whatever you like."

"I know how to handle my bitches, Rhonda," Tyrell grumbled. "Now, sit your old ass down before I shove your head up it."

Stephanie looked at Rhonda and pleaded with her eyes.

Rhonda mouthed the words: I'm sorry.

***

It was evening by the time Tyrell left through the service elevator with Stephanie.

Constance sat in her office and counted up the proceeds for the day. $25,000 from Tyrell, $2300 from Alexei. Free money. Not a bad day.

Someone knocked on her door.

“Come in.”

Rhonda came inside and closed the door behind her. She had changed out of her scrubs and into a tight pair of jeans, motorcycle boots, and a leather jacket over a white t-shirt.

“Ride your motorcycle today?”

“No. I just like to wear my shit every once in a while.” She stood and stared at the floor.

Constance leaned back. “I know you’re upset…”

“He don’t value these girls we sell him. Neither does Alexei, but at least Alexei tries to take care of ‘em.”

“They’re pimps, Rhonda. Come on, you know life isn’t fair.”

“I was wonderin’, could I get an advance on my salary?”

Constance closed her eyes and shook her head. “Seriously? You want to go buy Stephanie back from Tyrell?”

Rhonda sighed. Were there tears in her eyes? Maybe. “I mean, I’d still turn her out. She’s got a sweet little body. I could pay you back.”

Constance stood up and put her arm around Rhonda’s shoulder. “No, I won’t. We can’t be buying back the merchandise. These pricks take us seriously because we deliver with no drama. I can’t have you riding in on a white horse and rescuing the damsel in distress.”

Rhonda sobbed.

“Oh, Rhonda, don’t… listen, Tyrell hates you. He wouldn’t sell her back to you anyway.”

Rhonda nodded. “I know. I do. I don’t know what’s wrong with me?”

Constance smiled. “A momentary bout of conscience. Don’t let it happen again. It’s bad for business.”

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in,” Constance said.

Allison stood at the door. “I… I can come back.”

Rhonda looked at her and hurriedly wiped her eyes. “Jesus, what’s wrong with you? Somebody piss in your Cheerios?”

Allison looked away.

“And, tough bitch Rhonda is back,” Constance said.

“Sorry, Doc. Won’t happen again,” Rhonda said.

She turned and pushed past Allison. She tilted the brunette’s head up as she passed. “Hey, boobs, wanna come over to my place tonight? Eat a little pussy, fuck some sailors?”

Allison pulled her face away and choked back a sob. “You’re disgusting.”

Rhonda laughed. “You have no idea.” She walked down the hall.

“What do you need, Allison?” Constance said. She knew full well what Allison wanted, but this was a game they played.

“I… It’s seven PM.”

“Yes, I know what time it is.” She sat back down with the ledger.

“I… I need to go home. David will be there soon; I need to cook dinner.”

“What’s stopping you?” Constance said without looking up.

“I can’t leave.”

“Sure you can.”

“Constance, please. You know I can’t. I can’t go home wearing… it.”

Constance leaned back and looked at the model thin hygienist with her big fake boobs and smiled. “Don’t you like wearing… it?”

“Constance, please,” she begged. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

Constance shook her head. “Allison, why? Why do you do this? Everyone in this office knows what a fucking whore you are, you love what I make you do…”

“No, I don’t.”

Constance stood up and frowned. “Don’t you dare interrupt me!”

Allison cowered and sobbed. “I’m sorry.”

Constance rolled her eyes. “Strip.”

Allison looked horrified. She turned to close the door.

“Leave it open.”

“But, Constance, somebody might see…”

“Strip!”

Allison’s hands trembled as she pulled the pink scrub top over her head.

Her big, fake boobs were bare – Constance never let her wear a bra at work.

Constance smiled. “I do love looking at those beautiful tits I bought you. Does David like them?”

Allison looked at the floor and nodded.

“Remember the plastic surgeon argued with me for the longest time? He said the 800cc implants were too big – I ended up paying him double to shut him up.”

Allison stood with her arms crossed over her big tits.

“Arms down.”

“Constance…”

“Down! I bought them. I own you.”

She dropped her arms.

Constance leaned back in her chair. “Turn.”

Allison turned to the side.

“God, you are such a freak. Aren’t you ashamed? When you walk down the street, men know you are a slut.”

Allison sobbed and the big tits shook.

“Take off the bottoms now.”

“Let me shut the door? Please, Constance, I’ll do anything you want if you let me shut the door!”

Constance smiled. “You’ll do anything I want anyway. Take them off.”

Allison untied the drawstring and let the scrubs fall.

Constance smirked at her.

She was wearing a pair of latex panties. They fit tight against her skin. The top band was rigid plastic and it hugged her hips – so tight she couldn’t pull them down. There was a lock in the front.

Constance had the key.

If Allison needed to use the bathroom, Constance had to unlock her from her chastity first.

“You look so beautiful in your special panties, Allison.” She stood up and walked around the desk. “Position one.”

Allison looked miserable. She stood with her hands clasped behind her head, arms back, chest out. She arched her back and spread her legs.

She kept her eyes on the floor and sobbed quietly.

Constance ran her finger up the side of Allison’s left boob. “I love how fake they feel. You’re like my living doll.”

Allison tried not to shake as she cried.

Constance pinched the skin near her hip. “You’re losing weight. Good. Those diet pills I put you on are working. Do you need the restroom?”

Allison squinted her eyes shut. “No. No, Doctor.”

“But you want me to take off your chastity?”

“Yes, Doctor. Please. I need to go home.”

“Hmm, you know you’re in this for a reason, Allison. You’re such a slutty little whore, I mean you’ll probably fuck the first man you find if I take the panties off you. And, you know that would make your husband very angry if he found out.”

“No. No, I won’t, Doctor. Please. I have to go home. David can’t see me in this. I’ll die.”

“Oh, you won’t die. Not literally. He would probably toss you out when you tell him I own you, but you could just move in with me! Wouldn’t that be wonderful? No more having to go home. You could just be my good girl twenty-four seven. You wouldn’t have to take off your chastity until I wanted you. You know you want that, Allison.”

She shook her head. “No… Constance, please.”

Constance slapped her left breast.

“Ow!”

“You call me Doctor. When you are in position one, you call me Doctor.” She reached out and pinched her nipple, twisting it.

“Yes, Doctor. Ow! I’m sorry, Doctor.”

“Go home and tell him you are finished. You can move in tonight. I don’t know why you’re prolonging this.”

“No! Please, Doctor. I love David. I love him. I don’t want to leave him.” She was sobbing uncontrollably.

“No, you don’t. You love me, Allison. You want to be mine. Why are you lying?”

“I’m not.”

“Well, maybe I should just send him the blackmail pictures and take care of this myself.”

“No! Cons… Doctor! No! Please, I’ll do anything! I’ll please you.” She dropped to her knees and began kissing Constance’s pumps. She kissed her way up her calves to her thighs.

Constance pushed her away. “You’re pathetic.”

“I am. Oh, God, I am.” She collapsed on the floor and cried.

Constance smiled. The woman was almost broken. It wouldn’t take much longer, a few weeks maybe.

“Stand up. Back in position one.”

Allison looked up, her mascara running down her cheeks.

“Now, Allison. Do I need to get out the belt?”

Allison shook her head and got to her feet. She got back in position one.

Constance took the key from around her neck. She sighed. “This is becoming tedious, Allison. I want you with me. I won’t put up with this for much longer. You need discipline to keep you from fucking anything that moves. Your husband can’t give you that. I can.” She caressed her wet cheek. “I know what kind of whore you are, Allison. I’ve seen you for what you really are. You need my help.”

“I know, Doctor.”

Constance leaned down and unlocked the chastity device. She slid the panties down her hips. The panties fell to the floor exposing her damp, bare pussy. She was dripping. Such a whore. “Turn around and bend over.”

Allison did as she was told.

“Spread your cheeks.”

Allison separated her taut butt cheeks with both hands,

The thick chrome butt plug was firmly in place.

“Push for me.”

Allison cringed with anticipation as Constance began to pull the base of the plug.

It was enormous. They had gradually worked up to this fist sized plug over the last four months.

Her anus stretched open as Constance pulled the plug.

“Such a whore. Your ass is trying to pull it back in. You’re nothing but a cheap slut, Allison.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Allison said through clenched teeth.

It popped free, leaving her gaping.

Constance slipped four fingers into the loose hole. “Has he asked questions about your little ass pussy yet?”

“N… No, Doctor.”

“He’s inattentive. Any man worth a fuck would have noticed this stretched out ass cunt.” She pushed her thumb in with the fingers. “Has he fucked it yet?”

“No, Doctor. He prefers my mouth now.”

“Good. What do you tell him to keep him out of your cunt?”

“I tell him I’m having my period. Or, I tell him intercourse hurts now. He doesn’t mind since I suck his cock.”

Constance smiled. She pushed her hand in deep.

“Oh!”

“That’s very good, Allison. You mustn’t have anything in your cunt without my permission. You can’t control yourself. We know that, don’t we?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

The stretched anus closed around Constance’s wrist and she began fisting her.

“Oh! So big.”

“Yes, it is, Allison.”

***

Constance sometimes wondered if Allison was faking her distress or if she was enjoying the game as much as she did.

If she was faking, she was a phenomenal actress. Either way, she was Constance’s favorite toy ever.

She had sent her on her way with a light kiss, a gaping, sore asshole, and a promise to not let anyone fuck her tonight.

Constance gathered her belongings and locked the door behind her. It was just after 8:00 PM. Still time to pick up a hard stud in a local bar and let him service her.

She walked into the empty parking lot.

A semi was idling nearby, which pissed her off. They weren’t supposed to park near the building.

Constance had just retrieved her keys from her purse when someone pressed a stun gun to her back.

***

The Present

“…and I woke up here. What the fuck did you people give me anyway?”

Sugar and Demona stared at her.

Ray stood with his hands on Rita’s plastic waist and held her tight.

Demona finally broke the silence. “So, let me get this straight: You have a dentist’s office where you are abducting and then selling women into prostitution, and the other night we abducted you to make you a whore?”

“Irony, huh?” Constance said.

“Karma more like it,” Sugar said with a slight grin.

“Look, just let me go. I mean, it’s been fun – Ray, you are like the fuck of my life, seriously, there should be a sculpture of that dick in the Louvre. But I have a business to run and so do you guys.” Constance looked from one of them to the next.

Sugar bit her lower lip. “Hold that thought. We’ll be right back.”

Constance shrugged. “I’ll be right here.” She rattled the straps that held her fast to the gurney.

Sugar led the others into the hallway and shut the doors. “Well, fuck me.”

Ray laughed. “You told me you sensed she was twisted.”

Rita frowned. “Yeah, she’s just as big a psycho perv as you and Demona, Sugar.”

Ray kissed the top of her head. “What? I’m not a psycho perv anymore?”

She snuggled against him. “You’re my psycho perv.”

Demona rolled her eyes. “Please get a fucking room.”

“What are we going to do with her?” Sugar asked. She pointed at Rita. “Do not say kill her.”

“Fine,” Rita said. “I’ll just keep my mouth shut.”

Ray scratched his head. “Rita has one thing spot on – Rose… I mean Constance is one of us.”

“Yeah, like one of us in a dark fucking mirror,” Demona said. “Pimps? We don’t tolerate pimps, and we sure as fuck don’t tolerate cruelty.”

Rita shook her head. “Hello? Lobotomizer.”

“Point taken, robot girl,” Demona said.

“Okay, let’s take a step back here. What do we have?”

“A fucking psycho dominatrix midget,” Rita said.

“Not helping,” Sugar said.

“Okay,” Ray said. “She’s a dentist with an established practice. Lots of nubiles coming in for dental work. Twisted staff of abductors, ties with the New York mobs.”

“Organized crime?” Demona asked. “We want to get involved in that shit?”

“Demona, dear,” Sugar said. “We are organized crime.”

“God, everybody has fucking points today.”

Ray shook his head. “If we get in bed with these people, we have to make some changes with her business. Those pimps? They have to go.”

Rita smiled. “I can handle that.”

***

Stephanie arched her back and took Tyrell's long cock deep inside her. Her stomach was still sore from being fixed, but the molly took her mind off it. She had two little incisions in her lower abdomen from the tubal ligation sealed with liquid skin.

Stephanie was a little sad to know she couldn't have babies, but, again, the constant molly made everything okay.

"Yeah, take that dick, baby girl. Feels good, doesn't it?" Tyrell laughed as he pumped into her from behind.

"Yes! Love your cock, Mister Tyrell." The vet had told him not to fuck her for at least three days after the operation, but Tyrell had just laughed and said, "Bitch is on her honeymoon."

The veterinarian was one to talk - he had made her suck his dick as part of the payment. She had been nervous when Tyrell explained that he had all his bitches fixed by this vet instead of a doctor - fewer questions asked. But she had come through fine.

"Love to watch those fat titties swing while I fuck you, baby girl." His big hands were on her waist as he plowed her.

How many days had she been chained to this mattress? She wasn't sure. Time on molly was tricky. She felt amped up and numb at the same time. The only thing Stephanie knew for sure was that everything he did to her felt wonderful.

This must have been what being in love was like! She felt like she was the center of his world. All she wanted to do was please him... so long as he kept giving her molly. She had missed a dose yesterday (or was it the day before?), and that wasn't fun. She had been sick and crying until Tyrell gave her "her medicine".

He pressed her face down into the sweaty mattress. "Get that ass up nice and high, baby girl. Gonna ass fuck you good!"

Stephanie whined when he pulled out of her throbbing pussy.

"Ask me nice to ass fuck you, whore."

"Please! Mister Tyrell, fuck my slutty ass. Fuck my little hole!" She had learned the words to say to make him happy - he was her world, after all.

"Fuckin' Rhonda was right, a little molly turns you into one hot little slut, doesn't it?" He pressed his thick cock head against her hole and drove it home.

Stephanie cried out in pain, but, again, molly made it all better. She started to moan.

"Back in the day, baby girl, we dosed our bitches on heroin. Made 'em sloppy, though. Killed them eventually. Dead whore ain't worth shit..." He was pounding her ass hard. She felt him swelling inside her.

"Another couple of days and I'll turn your ass out. Start recouping some of that investment. You like that, baby girl? Bring in some money for your master, bitch?"

"Oh! Yes, Mister Tyrell. I'll be the best whore you ever had."

He yanked her hair back. "You're sure as fuck the prettiest."

And, then he was cumming. She loved feeling him spurt inside her.

A few minutes later, he slipped out of her and rolled over on the mattress. "Clean me up, bitch."

Stephanie fought against her spinning head and pounced on his cock, sucking him deep and slathering him with her tongue.

"Yeah, look at you taking it ass to mouth like a pro. Goddamn, baby, you were worth twice what I paid for you."

***

Constance got in the elevator with Ray. Demona had taken back her pink uniform, but Ray had found her clothes in Stallion's.

Which is why she was wearing a t-shirt with the words "Sweet Ass Bitch" in a rainbow of colors on the front. It was paired with a latex micro-miniskirt in a zebra pattern and five-inch stripper heels.

"You know, I was wearing a designer dress from Saks when you took me. Manolo Blahnik pumps. A Gucci purse. Probably $5000 worth of clothes."

The elevator door shut.

Ray pressed 10. "Sorry, they were probably burned - Ben was only after what was in the clothes."

Constance watched the numbers count up as the elevator went down. 2, 3, 4...

Her heart started racing. Without thinking, she reached out and grabbed Ray's big hand. "I... I've been here before... with you..." But that was just a dream! 5, 6, 7...

He pulled her close. "You remember that?"

8...

She hid her face in his big chest. What was wrong with her? "It was... real?"

Ray nodded and kissed the top of her head.

9...

She held her breath. Monsters were real. Days ago in this elevator, the doors had opened on level 9 and the monsters had almost taken her. Ray had saved her.

10. She could breathe again, but she stayed close to him. "I thought it was a dream." She looked up into his eyes. "You saved me."

Ray shrugged. "Well, sort of."

"Why?"

The doors opened.

He pulled her along into the hallway. "It's hard to explain. The Church wanted me to lobotomize you."

"What? Why?"

"You're... well, you're short."

"I am not! I'm five foot three!" She was sensitive about her height.

Ray laughed. "It's nothing personal, the Church just doesn't need as many... petite whores as tall ones."

Constance smiled. "You wouldn't let them... you saved me twice. Again, why me?"

He squeezed her hand. "There's something about you. Maybe I sensed you were one of us. Or, maybe I'm just a sucker for redheads."

"Am I? One of you?" She asked.

"Not quite. We're doing what we do to save the world, you're doing it for profit."

"What's wrong with that?"

"Nothing. We all have nice things too, but we're giving back. You'll have to do that too, if you want to be one of us."

Constance frowned. "What if I don't want to?"

"Then, Doctor Constance Burns, you are the luckiest woman to ever set foot in this facility - because we will let you go and let you continue your evil ways." Ray smiled and brushed her red hair out of her eyes.

"Really?" She asked.

Ray nodded. "Or, you can stay here with us... with me." He ran his hand down her face. "We'll make you immortal. You will be loved, cherished."

"By you?"

"Yes, Constance. By me. I can only have twelve mates in my coven. That's forever. I already have four. You will be the fifth. Now, you won’t be Constance. Sugar will erase your memory of being a dentist and your side business. You’ll be my Rose. Forever."

She smiled and reached out. She traced the thick bulge in his pants. "I'm tempted, Ray. In that cell? With you?"

"You remember that too?”

She bit her lower lip. “Yes. Every second of it. I mean, I didn’t know where I was or who I was. I thought it was a dream. But, yes, Ray. I remember it now. I mean you abducted me, and I got off on it, I guess I am a sick fuck.”

Ray laughed. “We all are.”

She ran a finger down the front of his shirt. “And, as tempting as your beautiful cock is? I like who I am, Ray… I think I need to go back to my old life.”

Ray sighed. “There is a third option.”

“There is?”

“You go back to your old life, but as an agent of the Church of Morpheus. You’ll still be my mate, but you’ll be Constance. Actually, you’ll be a White Witch like Sugar. You’ll be immortal, strong, and able to control people with your mind.”

Constance stared up at him. “I’d be like Sugar?”

“Yes. It would be like being a goddess. The catch is: no more freelancing, no more selling women to pimps, and no more drugs like molly.”

“Oh, so I’d be a good guy?” She asked with a grin.

“Fuck no. We’re evil. But we don’t inflict unnecessary misery, and we don’t tolerate people who do. We love our victims, and we give them back as much as we take. All those women we’ve turned into giggling bimbos? They are happy. Very happy.”

“They’re brainwashed.”

“Yep. They are. But we brainwash them into being fulfilled, happy members of the New Order. What’s better? Being truly happy, or being a nation of depressed, repressed, Prozac addicts?”

She looked up at him and smiled. “A White Witch, huh?”

“Yes. Maybe one of the most powerful beings on earth.”

She took his arm. “So, how do we start?”

“Option 3?”

“Who am I to turn down being made into a goddess? But, tell me, the Church? They’re okay with this?”

“Oh, yes. No problem.”

***

“No! I absolutely forbid it!” Sister Asmodea roared in the conference room on level three. “You and Ray have overstepped your bounds, Sugar Tits! If Havana finds out, they’ll lobotomize the lot of you!”

The skinny latex nun was trying her best to look imposing as she leaned on the table.

Sugar was unimpressed. “Asmodea, calm down.”

“Do not tell me to calm down! Goddamn it, I am the Church in this fucking facility. How dare you unilaterally decide to violate Church doctrine.”

Sugar looked across the table at Asmodea’s thick counterpart. “Sister Alicia, why don’t you take Asmodea back to your bedroom and eat the poor dear out. She obviously needs a good fuck – she’s cranky.”

Alicia looked up in confusion at her beloved.

Asmodea frowned. “She’s trying to make a joke, Alicia. And failing. I am not cranky!”

Doctor Demona was sitting at the other end with her pink heels up on the table. “Yeah, you are.”

“You! Be quiet. You of all people should know better – we know nothing about this woman. She is obviously a psychopath.”

Demona giggled. “Really? Look around, you rubber penguin. The world is mad, and we are the maddest of all.”

“A White Witch’s IQ has to be…”

Sugar tapped her nails on the table. “Demona?”

“Constance has an IQ close to 180. She’s a goddamn criminal genius. Perfect White Witch material. Only one smarter is Maria Marapova. Oh, sorry, Sugar. You’re smart as a tack too.”

“No offense taken, darling.”

Asmodea deflated. “And, what about her people? What are we going to do with them?”

“We’ll handle them on a one by one basis.”

Asmodea sat down and laid her head on her arms. “We don’t have permission to start a new recruitment center. Oh, God, when Havana finds out…”

“Just ask them.”

“And, if they say no?”

“We’ll do it anyway.”

“Sometimes I hate you, Sugar.”

“I love you too, you skinny bitch.”

***

Ray opened a door near the lab where Constance had been held. He motioned her inside.

She started laughing. It was a bedroom with champagne colored satin sheets. A crystal decanter sat on the nightstand.

The entire room was covered in rose petals.

“You cannot be serious,” Constance said.

“Hey, I don’t take a new bride every day.”

Constance sighed and looked down.

“What’s wrong?”

“Not how I pictured my wedding night.”

“You can back out. It’s not too late,” Ray said. He touched her arm and smiled.

“No, it’s not that. I just pictured, you know, a white dress, violins, doves, an audience…”

Ray laughed. “Well, you have the audience.” He pointed to the cameras on the walls and ceilings.

“Oh, my God! Are people watching?”

“Several million in Cuba. Making a White Witch is a rare event.”

She looked back at her feet. “But, my clothes…”

“Shh,” Ray whispered. “You’re beautiful.” He drew her into his arms and picked her up.

She thrilled at his touch. No man had ever made her feel this way.

“Wait, what about the robot girl?” Constance asked.

Ray smiled. “Rita? What about her?”

“Is she okay with us… fucking? Is she going to come down here and tear my arms off?”

Ray laughed. “Constance, honey, Rita wanted to hurt you because you hurt me. She loves me. We all protect each other.” He kissed her lightly. “We also fuck. Each other and other people, together and on our own. We don’t have jealousy, Constance. It’s stripped from us. If Rita was here right now, she would go to bed with us.” He cocked his head. “But, I’m taking you into the coven. This is our special night. I want you, Constance.”

He laid her on the bed, pushing her rubber skirt up over her athletic hips and peeling off her t-shirt. Her big breasts stood up like ripe melons and Ray wasted no time kissing and sucking them.

Constance gasped and pulled Ray’s t-shirt over his head. His body was hard muscled. If there was an ounce of fat on him, she couldn’t find it. An artist sculpting a perfect man would have wept at how inadequate they were in comparison.

Was it lust she felt or love? She didn’t know, and she didn’t care. He might be Satan, but he had promised her eternal life, unlimited power, and unending love. And, she had no doubt he meant every word he said.

He rose up on his knees and smiled down at her. She ran her nails down his washboard stomach. Six pack? He had at least a twelve pack, muscles bulged where there shouldn’t be any.

He unbuttoned and unzipped the khakis.

She laughed and slid them down.

He leaned forward and she grabbed the base of his cock.

Her hand wouldn’t fit around it.

“How… How do we do this?”

Ray kissed her neck. “I make love to you.”

“No, no, Ray, I want you to fuck me.”

“Same thing.”

“No, it’s not.”

“With us, it will be.”

“Oh, shit,” his cock throbbed in her hand. So big!

“See the decanter on the table?”

She looked at the container of milky fluid. “Yes.”

“That’s White Witch Ambrosia. When I cum, I’m going to make you drink that fluid at the same time. You’ll be bound to me forever, and the drink will give you White Witch powers. It has to be at the same time. If I cum before you drink, you’ll be bound to me but not a White Witch. If you drink before I cum, you’ll be a White Witch, but you won’t be bound to me.”

She grinned. “What’s to stop me from just grabbing the decanter and drinking right now?”

He shook his head. “Nothing.”

She slowly jacked his cock. “Lots of holes in that plan.”

“It’s all on you, Constance.”

“How do you know I won’t just turn on you after I’m super Constance?”

“You won’t.”

“Why?”

“You get one more thing from our bond.”

“What’s that?”

“Empathy.” He slid down her body and licked her swollen clit.

“Oh! Fuck!” His tongue was amazing. It pushed inside her, and she came. It wasn’t possible. Was she that turned on? Had they done something to her when she slept? She had never been so hot.

He licked and sucked, driving her to the edge again faster than she would have believed possible. She ran her fingers through his short blond hair, urging him on.

Again, hard spasms rocked her.

She looked at the closest camera, imagined all those people watching her being ravaged.

Third time, even harder than the first two. She must have always been an exhibitionist and not known it.

He slid up her body, smiling, his lips coated in her juice. He kissed her hard, and she tasted them both on his lips.

She felt his thick head pushing at her twat. She opened her mouth to say ‘yes’ but, in the same instant, he pushed deep inside her and nothing mattered but his beautiful, long cock.

Her eyes sprang open. So deep! So full! She felt like her whole life had been leading up to this and she actually cried.

He was looking at her as he fucked her. Smiling, he kissed away her tears and whispered, “I love you, Constance. From the minute I laid eyes on you.”

She wrapped her legs around his thrusting hips.

Constance wasn’t used to being the passive one. But Ray was a force of nature between her thighs. She kissed and suckled his neck as he pounded into her harder and harder. Orgasms rippled through her, one after another.

“Close, darling… I’m close,” he whispered.

“Yes! Do it, Ray! I want to be yours. I don’t even care about being a White Witch. I just want you,” she whispered. Did she mean it? She didn’t know.

It didn’t matter. Ray was in control. Had she ever been? He raised up, pushing even deeper.

And, then the decanter was at her lips.

Ray roared. She felt him cum deep inside her, and, at the same time, the sweet liquid filled her mouth. She drank it down.

And, then the world exploded in light and color.

***

White Witches can fly.

That thought passed through her mind as she soared through the clouds. The air was warm and smelled of sea salt. She flew faster and faster.

Words were carried on the wind.

"La Noche de las Brujas..."

"Thank you for flying Air Cuba. Remember to wear the proper necklace: red means you are not open to sexual activity, yellow means you might be open, just ask! And, finally, green means take me anytime, anywhere..."

"Morpheus is somewhere in the Caribbean. We don't know where..."

"Brittney!"

"Slutz-Net! It set a trap... the backdoor was a honeypot... my God, it's everywhere..."

Something was flying directly toward her, emerging from the clouds.

It was Sugar, but it wasn't. Her outfit was different, still white latex but somehow it seemed newer. She crashed into her and they rolled together through the cloud filled skies. "Constance! It's us! We are his hand, not the Church! Time is fluid, it bends!"

Sugar was swept away by the wind.

Constance fell. Blue green sea appeared as she fell through the clouds. A yellow sand beach grew larger and larger...

Warmth. She opened her eyes. The surf crashed somewhere nearby, and the sun warmed her skin. She snoozed, happy and warm on the beach.

A shadow fell across her.

The man was tall. He would have towered over Ray.

Ray. Her beloved. Oh, God, she loved him. She wanted to cry.

"Hello, little one."

She squinted in the bright sun.

The man was tall and handsome, wearing nothing but pants of thin gauze. The baggy legs fluttered in the sea breeze.

His cock was clearly outlined, bigger even than Ray's.

He was standing in the air two inches above the sand. "I see why he wanted you. You're beautiful, with a dark heart and mind, but a bright soul." He sat down on the sand... no, not on it... above it. He floated beside her.

"You're Morpheus," she whispered as she sat up.

He stared out at the calm sea. "I am."

"But, you're a man."

He smiled but kept his gaze on the horizon. "All gods are men - in the inclusive sense, mankind. Cock, pussy, it doesn't matter. You are a goddess, Constance. Do you feel different?"

She stared at him. "No."

"Neither do I. It's like a frog in a pot of water. If you bring it up to a boil slow enough, the frog won't even notice until he's dead. That's how you become a god, I think. A little at a time until you're fully cooked."

"What are you the god of?" she asked.

He finally looked at her. He laughed out loud. "You are something. I am the god of death and rebirth. Of sex. Of lust." He took her hand placed it on his hard cock through the gauze. “Of pure freedom and release.”

Constance was breathing heavy.

"You are mine," he whispered as he rolled her onto her back. "And, I am yours."

She wrapped her legs around him as he slid out of the gauze. His cock touched her pussy.

He thrust.

***

Constance opened her eyes. Ray was still deep inside her. He was smiling down at her.

"I love you," she said. She burst into tears unable and unwilling to control the emotion.

"And, I love you," Ray whispered. "That, my dear sweet Constance, is why I have no fear of you turning on me."

***

Polyamory. Constance knew what it was, but she hadn't ever thought about it as a lifestyle choice.

Now, lying next to Ray in the middle of a room with a floor that was basically a huge bed, she was experiencing it firsthand. Ray had wanted to keep her in the rose petal filled room all night, but Constance had been curious.

So, she lay on the soft floor of the harem in low light with Ray's right arm wrapped around her as the robot girl snuggled against him on the left.

Rita had her hand on his cock, stroking him gently as he kissed her.

She caught Constance staring. "Stop worrying. We aren't jealous. I won't kill you if you touch him."

Constance gingerly reached down and fondled his big balls while Rita stroked him.

Ray laughed and kissed first Constance and then Rita.

Rita slid down his body and kissed the tip of his cock with her rubber lips.

"Mmm," Ray whispered.

Rita was watching her as she kissed and licked.

Constance's mouth was watering. They had definitely done something to her. She was too turned on.

Rita leaned back. She squeezed Ray's cock and pointed it toward Constance. "Come on."

Constance smiled and slid down. She kissed the head of Ray's cock, letting his precum flow into her mouth as Rita pumped.

"Open wider. Take more of him."

Constance licked and sucked. She opened wide and felt the peach sized head glide past her lips.

Rita smiled and pumped.

Precum poured onto her tongue, slid down her throat. So delicious, she gulped it down.

"Enough," Rita whispered.

Constance pulled back, breathing heavy.

Rita threw her pink plastic leg over Ray.

The robot’s rubber pussy lips sucked onto his shaft and she sank down to the root.

Constance smiled and moaned.

Rita smiled at her and nodded as Ray groaned and grabbed Rita's waist.

He fucked her gently, letting her set the tempo with her up and down motion.

It was a strange dynamic. Constance loved Ray, but she now loved Rita as well. She knew instinctively that Rita was the love of Ray's life, and vice versa, but there was room for everyone in each heart.

She found herself crying again.

Ray must have sensed it, because he hugged her close. "What is it?"

"So... beautiful. I..."

Ray smiled as he fucked Rita gently. "It's the empathy. We complete each other. Now do you understand?"

"Yes!" She said and covered his face with kisses.

She felt a hand on her hip.

Rita was smiling at her.

She leaned forward and kissed Constance tenderly. She lifted her up, dragging her over Ray, who pulled her thighs open.

Rita settled Constance down on Ray's face, and he plunged his tongue deep inside her pussy.

"Oh, oh, God," Constance whispered as she began to grind her pussy on Ray's mouth.

Rita, who still rode Ray's cock slowly, pulled her close and kissed her.

Not gently this time, it was fierce, needy.

Constance moaned into her mouth as Ray brought her closer and closer.

She reached down with her right hand and found Rita's rubber clit. She stroked it gently. "You can feel this, right?"

Rita laughed in her ear. "Of course, I can feel everything you can feel."

She kissed Rita's neck and began crying again.

"Why are you crying?"

"I hurt him. You wanted to kill me."

"Shh, it's over now. You're one of us. I love you, Constance."

"I love you! So much!" She was so close to cumming, she rubbed Rita's clit harder.

"I can't believe you started without us," Sugar Tits said. She and Demona were already peeling off their clothes before they even shut the door.

Constance laughed. "Get over here."

The white latex halter fell away revealing Sugar's huge, beautiful breasts.

Can you hear me yet? Sugar asked.

Constance squinted. "Huh? Of course I can hear you."

I'm in your head, dummy. Just think the words back to me.

Sugar?

Yes.

Oh, my God!

Don't tell. Only us witches know we can do this.

"Oh, oh God!" Constance was cumming. She ground her crotch on Ray as he tongue fucked her hard.

"Unnh," Rita whispered. She had stopped fucking.

"Are you cumming?" Constance whispered.

"Yes."

She kissed Rita's face over and over.

Sugar and Demona knelt beside them.

Demona leaned Rita back into her arms, twisting the robot's nipples as she kissed her shoulder. "I've got you, Pinocchio."

Rita laughed and cuddled as she slipped off Ray and fell into the tattooed doctor's arms.

Meanwhile, Sugar pulled Constance onto her lap and cradled her against her big, leaking tits.

Constance wrapped her lips around a nipple and sucked, drinking down the milk.

Can you feel me in your mind? Sugar said with her mind.

Yes. I can.

You try. What am I feeling?

Love. You love me.

Yes, and I feel it coming from you too.

She raised her head and kissed Sugar's lips. And, suddenly she was crying again.

Sugar laughed. "That will pass. You've never been loved like this, have you?"

She shook her head and cried on Sugar's shoulder.

Sugar kissed her face. "Look."

Rita had taken control of Demona, spinning her around on the mattress and dipping her fingers into Demona's pierced pussy.

Constance giggled as Rita's fingers began to vibrate in Demona's cunt.

"Gaah!," Demona squealed. "Too high! You're going to make me..."

"Make you what?"

"Fuck, I'm going to squirt. Or pee, not sure which. Turn them the fuck down!"

"Mmm, watersports," Sugar laughed.

Constance giggled and kissed her breast.

"Fuck! Rita! Goddamn it!" Demona laughed, but she was working her hips as hard as she could to get more of the robot's fingers.

"Call me Pinocchio one more time, bitch," Rita giggled.

"Oh! You sensitive asshole!"

"Hmm, there's an idea," Rita said and her little finger swung in and up, sliding into Demona's tight hole.

"Fuck! Goddamn it! Sugar make her stop! I swear to fuck I'm going to pee."

"Rita, you really should stop."

"Fine," Rita said. The vibrations stopped and her little finger slipped out of Demona's ass.

"Thank you. Now, let's do that again, but slower." Demona was panting.

"Rita, you needed to stop, because I think Demona needs... cock."

Demona's eyes bulged. "No! Goddamn it!"

Rita laughed as Ray crawled over to them, his hard cock hanging down.

"Ray, don't you dare! I'm a lesbian goddamn it!" Demona pleaded, but she was laughing.

Sugar winked at Constance. "Come on. Let's help." They scurried over.

Rita was crouched behind Demona's head. She held her shoulders down as Sugar and Constance lay down on either side of the goth doctor.

Together Sugar and Constance nuzzled and kissed her face, neck, breasts.

"Oh, you goddamn assholes," Demona groaned. "I like pussy, you fuckers!"

"Me too," Ray said as he kissed and sucked her clit.

"Fuck!"

"Here's some pussy for you," Sugar said. She reached over and slid three fingers into Constance's pussy.

Constance moaned into Demona's neck.

Sugar pulled her fingers out of Constance's cunt and smeared the juice on Demona's lips.

Demona licked hungrily. "Oh, fuck me! You taste like heaven."

Ray raised up. "Did she just say, 'fuck me'?"

Demona shook her head. "Goddamn you Ray, don't you fucking dare."

Ray laughed and slid into her gently, his thumb rubbing her clit.

Demona's eyes rolled back in her head. "I'm a lesbian you jerks."

"Oh, shut up and pretend it's Courtney with a strap on, you ditzy lez," Sugar whispered.

"Unnh, oh, God, so good! Damn you, Ray. So fucking big. Guess I really am bi... assholes."

Constance and Sugar covered her body with kisses as Ray brought her off over and over again.

***

Ray and Rita were spooned together as they slept, though the sleep was probably feigned by Rita.

Demona was curled in a ball beside them, cum dripping from her pussy, down her thigh, and onto the mattress.

Sugar and Constance lay on their sides nearby, facing each other. Sugar caressed Constance's full breasts idly with one hand. "Demona makes nice breasts, doesn't she?"

"Do they look good?"

"You're beautiful, Constance. We all love you."

The tears. Again. "Goddamn it, when is this going to stop?"

Sugar smiled and touched her face. "Soon. So, what do you think of our little 'marriage'?"

"I've never been happier, and that disturbs me on so many levels."

Sugar nodded. "I know."

"Not to mention that I am going to have to spend most of my time away in White Plains."

"Doing Morpheus's work," Sugar made a serious face and laughed.

"Did you dream of him when they made you?"

"Everyone does. The White Witches, even the nuns dream of him. The men don't, I don't think he talks to them."

"I saw you. In my dream."

"Huh?"

"Yeah, you were wearing this outfit like the one you have only... I don't know... more futuristic. You told me something about ‘We are his true hand, not the Church’ and ‘Time is fluid?’"

Sugar frowned.

"Do you have any idea what that might mean?"

Sugar shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe nothing. Hard to know what the fuck Morpheus is thinking."

"So, he's real?"

"Oh, he's real all right. I think Asmodea has actually met him in the flesh. She won't talk about it."

"I heard other things in there too. What does ‘La Noche de las bru... bro...’"

"Brujas?"

"Yeah, that was the word. My Latin is rusty."

"Not Latin. Spanish. La Noche de las Brujas - the night of the witches. That was the night the Church pulled off the coup in Cuba. They brainwashed all the communist government wives and girlfriends and programmed them to kill the fuckers. All at the same time. La Noche de las Brujas."

"Why would I hear that? What does it mean?"

Sugar laughed and shook her head. "Who knows, sweetie. Probably just some kind of background psychic noise. Your antennae are turned on. You're going to pick up all kinds of weird shit."

"Other than our mental chat room, I can't tell any difference at all."

"That's because you haven't run into any normals yet. We have no power over the indoctrinated - nuns, whoremasters, whores? They're immune. If they've taken transformative ambrosia, you can't control them. Us White Witches can send telepathic messages to one another, but that's it. Normals, though? They are wide open for control."

"Mmm, I can't wait. There's this young guy in my building, he's got to be hung like a horse..."

"Oh, that part is definitely fun. But the gift works both ways. Normals are broadcasting all the time, and you are going to hear it all. The ceaseless chatter is maddening."

***

Early the next morning, the coven climbed into a black van for the trip to Constance’s office in White Plains. Sugar and Constance sat in the rear row of seats, Demona in the middle row, and Ray in the front passenger seat.

Rita sat in the driver's seat. She was wearing black jeans and a black hoodie to cover the seams in her plastic body.

"You know, I like to drive," Ray grumbled.

"My reaction times are quicker," Rita said as she started the van.

"Says you."

"Says technology." She reached out and turned on the radio. A droning, techno beat filled the air.

"Can't ya find some Sinatra?" Ray asked.

Rita glared at him. "I keep forgetting how old you are."

"Anything else but this, please," Sugar said from the back.

"Fine," Rita grumbled.

"Marilyn Manson, please," Demona chimed in.

"Fuck no," Sugar answered.

The sound of Atomic by Blondie filled the space. The five of them looked at each other. "Yeah, okay," they agreed.

"Going to be a long trip if I have to keep finding music to suit all you fossils," Rita said in her tinny voice.

"I'll handle the radio," Ray said.

They others shouted 'No' in unison.

Rita was about to put the van in reverse to leave the loading dock area when the side door opened.

Sister Asmodea climbed in, pushing Demona's medical bag to the side.

They all stared at her as she closed the sliding door.

She realized they were staring. "What?"

She was dressed in a traditional Catholic nun's wimple and black robes.

"Jesus, Penguin, you look like a refugee from The Sound of Music," Demona giggled.

The others burst out laughing.

Asmodea gave them all an icy stare. "Nuns dressed in rubber tend to draw attention. I prefer to be incognito."

"Why are you here at all?" Sugar asked as she leaned forward and touched the nun's shoulder. "I thought you were against this whole exercise?"

"I am; however, I am the Church's representative and you are my congregation. I need to go to keep you out of trouble."

Demona kept giggling.

"Stop it," Asmodea whispered.

"You're naked under there, aren't you?" Demona asked.

"Yes."

They all burst into laughter.

***

"So, this Edward, you think he will be a problem?" Sugar asked.

Constance shrugged. "He's... demented."

"We're all demented."

"Yes, but... I think he hates women."

"Oh, I see," Sugar said.

"We don't allow that," Rita said. She was watching in the rearview mirror.

"I know," Constance said.

Ray turned and looked back at Constance. "He violent?"

"Sometimes... I think he wants to be. He, well, I think he might have done things in the past. They kicked him out of school at one point."

Ray looked at Rita and the two of them nodded.

"He worships me," Constance said. "I'm like his surrogate mother." She looked at Sugar. "We can use our power to change him, right?"

Sugar nodded. "Most likely."

"Not always," Demona said as she stared at her tablet.

"Well, if not..."

"Lobotomizer," Demona said. "The ol' brain swizzler. And, that's only if he hasn't killed."

"Oh. I see. Wait, what if he has killed?"

Sugar squeezed her hand. "Your nurse, Rhonda, tell me about her?"

Constance laughed. "Old biker chick. I love her to pieces. We can keep her, right?"

Asmodea turned and looked at her. "It hasn't been decided whether you can keep any of them. It will be the Church's decision."

Sugar winked at Constance, and sent her a telepathic message: No, it isn't.

"And, then there's my receptionist and the other staff. They don't know anything about the darker side of the business."

"We'll keep it that way, or bend them to our will if necessary," Sugar said. "Now, what about this delicious little blackmail slave you have, Allison?"

Constance smiled. "Hot as hell. But she acts like I'm the Antichrist. I don't buy it though. I think she loves what I make her do. Please tell me I can keep her?"

***

"This is a bad idea," Asmodea complained.

They had stopped at a truck stop just outside White Plains. Truck drivers and travelers were going in and out of the sprawling gas oasis.

"She needs to practice her mind control skills. Might as well jump into the deep end," Sugar said as she rubbed Asmodea's shoulders from behind. "Come on, Asmodea, have a little fun."

"Yay, fun. Probably end up having to fight our way out of the place, FBI SWAT teams, national news, Havana putting my head on a spike..." Asmodea opened the side door and they all climbed out.

"Sour puss," Sugar said. Sugar had abandoned her traditional white rubber bondage wear for a simple white pair of leather pants and a matching short jacket that barely contained her mountain of boobs.

All heads turned as she stretched in the morning sun.

"Subtle, Sugar," Demona said as she stalked by toward the store.

"Careful Demona, the sun's out, you'll burst into flames," Sugar said with a smile.

"Ha ha, yeah. Hysterical. Laugh at the goth chick. Fuck you, Sugar. God, I hope they have churros, I'd suck a dick for a churro."

"Love you too, babe."

Demona held up her right hand and flipped her off with her back turned.

"Please! Do not draw unnecessary attention," Asmodea pleaded.

Constance looked around the crowded parking lot and marveled at the fact she now had a family. She hadn't spoken to her own in years. And, now, she had a coven of bickering, sexy... what were they? Sisters? Sister Wives? Wives? Polyamory was confusing.

Sugar had picked out a tight-fitting Lycra dress for her that came to mid-thigh matched with shiny white pumps.

The fabric hugged every curve, including braless gravity defying tits with their thick nipples - nipples that seemed to be perpetually hard.

And, leaky. She was dribbling slowly - not like Sugar, but enough.

The only thing dribbling more was her pussy.

Sugar leaned down and kissed the top of her head. "Can you hear them yet?"

Constance nodded. At first, she had thought that everyone must have been talking in the parking lot, but that wasn't the case. She was hearing their thoughts.

Meaningless prattle: song lyrics, grocery lists, "Oh, man, do I have to take a piss," "Man, check out the piece of ass in the white dress."

What?

She looked through the crowd. A young man of about eighteen was looking her up and down, trying to be discrete. He was timid, she could feel that, but very turned on by her.

He was hard! It was like she could feel his cock in his tight jeans growing as he imagined what she looked like naked.

She smiled at him and licked her lips.

His eyes grew wide and he turned away quickly as he walked toward the store.

Embarrassed! She could feel the blood rushing to his cheeks, his hard-on uncomfortable in his jeans.

"You are reading them, aren't you?" Sugar whispered.

"Oh, yes! Sugar, the boy? He's hard from looking at me."

Sugar laughed. "Of course, he is. Make him turn around."

"I can do that?"

"Yes. Just command him."

Constance concentrated, imagined him turning. Turn, she projected.

The boy stopped walking away.

He glanced back over his shoulder.

Constance smiled at him.

He hurried away into the store.

“Oh, Sugar he’s precious! I want him!”

Sugar hugged her tight. “And, you shall have him. Come on, let’s shadow him and see what happens.”

***

Demona grumbled under her breath. No churros. She stood in front of the hot dog rotisserie in Doc Martins, ripped dark jeans, and her Siouxie and the Banshees t-shirt. A hot dog before 9:00 AM? Maybe…

A woman wheezed nearby.

Residency in an emergency room had lasting effects, and her sick radar went off. The owner of that wheeze was in trouble.

The truck stop was huge with four different restaurants, a big store, trucker showers, and, it even had a beauty salon.

The sound was coming from the salon.

Demona hurried toward it with her medical bag in hand.

A tall, bored looking woman in her early twenties was coloring a middle-aged woman’s hair. “Gonna be another thirty minutes coloring, and then Doris is next. Probably an hour wait.”

Demona ignored her.

The woman the hairdresser had called Doris was her concern.

She was sitting in the small waiting area. She was tall but bent over from age and osteoporosis. Doris looked to be about 85, maybe older. Her eyes were sunken, and she had an oxygen canula in her nose.

The tank sat on a cart beside her.

Demona sat down beside the woman as she wheezed. “Are you all right, dear?”

The woman gave her a weak smile. “Oh, I’m fine. Not a good day for breathing I guess.”

“I’m a doctor.” She touched the woman’s hand. “Mind if I just take a look?”

“Really, I’m fine. Just old, honey.”

“Why on earth are you sitting alone in this truckstop?”

“Bus brings me out here once a week. I get my hair done,” she leaned close. “The girl isn’t very good,” she whispered. “But, she’s cheap.”

Demona smiled and took the woman’s pulse. Thready, and a little fast. She didn’t need to take her blood pressure to know it was sky high. “Emphysema?”

The woman chuckled. “Cigarettes.” She whispered again. “Goddamn things will kill you. My Louis tried to get me to stop back in the sixties, but I wouldn’t listen.”

“Louis is your husband?”

“Yes. Well, he’s gone now. Twenty years.”

Demona reached up and touched her fingers to the woman’s neck.

Doris smiled. “It’s okay. I know.”

The woman wouldn’t make it another two hours unless she was in a hospital. Maybe not even then.

“Are you okay with it?”

Doris nodded. “I’m not ready. But, I’m content.”

Demona looked into her old eyes. “You’re not ready?”

“Who the hell is ever ready to go?”

“Doris, would you like to live forever?”

***

Beautiful boy was sitting with his parents beside a burger grill. They looked like the all-American family. Middle-aged Dad with a balding head and paunch, Mom with a terry cloth track suit, ass and boobs going to fat, and their son – fresh faced recent graduate. He was long and lanky with narrow hips and wide shoulders. Curly blond hair.

Constance and Sugar sat just behind them.

Constance was dripping.

“I want him so bad,” she whispered.

Sugar sat beside her in the booth. She reached down and caressed Constance’s bare thigh. “You have to be patient. Touch his mind, gently. Just listen.”

Constance closed her eyes and opened her mind.

Thoughts, words, emotions flooded her, and she jumped.

Sugar squeezed her thigh, grounding her. “You’re letting everyone in. Just concentrate on him.”

Constance sighed. His thoughts came into her mind in a flood. “Jason Moore. Eighteen. Oh, he’s on his way to college orientation.” She whispered and then she smiled. “He masturbated this morning. Came in his tight, white underwear. Oh! Sugar. I can feel his cum on my fingers.” She whined a little. She wanted him so bad!

Sugar caressed the inside of her thigh. “Is he a virgin?”

Constance delved deeper into his thoughts. “No,” she smiled. “A pretty girl. In his room. They were playing video games, but… mmm, he wanted more. He pulled off her tight jeans.” She giggled. “Oh, Sugar, so tight around his cock! So nice. I can feel her.” She drew in a breath. “Oh, they came together. She panicked and made him pull out. Sugar, I can see his pearly white cum spurting on her pussy hair!”

“Very good, Constance. Now, make him feel like he has to pee. Just push it into his mind.”

Constance concentrated.

The boy stood up. “Right back, gotta use the restroom.”

He turned to go toward the bathrooms and locked eyes with Constance.

She smiled and bit her lower lip looking at his crotch.

“Hurry up, Jason,” Dad said. “It’s a long drive to Ithaca.”

Jason just stood there watching Constance stare. Finally, he smiled and blushed, and walked toward the toilets.

“Follow him,” Sugar said.

Constance almost jumped out of the booth.

Sugar stood up and walked to the parents. She sat down across from them.

“Can I help you?” Dad asked.

Sugar smiled.

Their faces went slack and their eyes closed halfway.

“It’s going to take him awhile to get back from the bathroom. You’re going to sit here quietly until he returns. Finish eating, order something else if you get hungry again. Your son is going to fuck the hottest piece of ass you’ve ever seen, isn’t that wonderful?”

The couple stared at her expressionless as Sugar’s thoughts conditioned them.

Mom recovered first, smiling broadly. “He’s not our son, but he is becoming a young man so fast!”

“I know, so proud of him,” Dad added.

“Wait? What do you mean he’s not your son?” Sugar asked.

“Oh, his mother was my best friend. She died a few years ago. He’s been staying with us ever since.” The woman said as if she was talking to an old friend and not a strange woman she had just met.

“He’ll fuck her brains out.” The ‘father’ added.

Sugar leaned on her elbows and smiled. “Trust me, she’s going to return the favor. Now, tell me all about yourselves.”

***

There were three bathrooms in back: Men, Women, and Family. The family restroom was empty, and Constance stood in front of it. She leaned against it, displaying her toned legs and big tits.

The door to the men’s room opened and Jason emerged.

He broke into a nervous grin as he took in the sight of the hot redhead. “H… Hi.”

“Hi. You’ve been looking at me.”

“What? No!” He stammered. “I… I’m sorry. You’re just so pretty.”

Constance smiled inside and out. “Thank you. You’re very pretty too.”

He blushed.

So adorable, she thought.

“On your way to college?”

“Yeah, how did you know?”

“I’m psychic.”

He laughed. “Ithaca College, I’m on my way to orientation.”

“I just came from Ithaca.”

“Really?”

“Yes. It’s a wonderful place, Jason. You’re going to love it.”

“Good, I… wait, how do you know my name?”

She took his hand. “I told you, I’m psychic.” His hand was warm. She touched his mind. Lust, pure lust. He wanted her. She reached up and ran her fingers through his blond curls. “So pretty.” She opened the door to the family restroom and pulled him inside.

He didn’t put up a fight.

She closed the door and locked it.

“Are you a college student too?” He asked with a shaky voice.

She laughed. “No, Jason, I’m not. I’m a dentist, actually.”

“You’re… you’re beautiful.” He shook his head. “This can’t be happening. I mean, things like this don’t really happen.”

She reached behind her and unzipped the dress. The sleeves slipped down her arms and she slowly uncovered her big breasts. She shrugged. “Really happening, Jason. Pinch me if you aren’t sure.”

He breathed out.

She smiled at him as he reached out and gently caressed her firm left breast. “See? I’m real.”

He nodded, mesmerized by her naked tits.

“Do you want to kiss me, Jason?”

He practically snatched her off the ground.

She laughed in his mouth as he kissed her hungrily and crushed her big boobs against his chest.

He lowered his lips and began to kiss her tits.

“Like my breasts, huh?”

“God, yes,” he whispered as he sucked on her left nipple. “Wow! Are you… there’s liquid.”

“Drink, darling.”

He looked unsure.

You want my milk. You want to drink it. She pushed the thoughts into his brain.

He grinned and latched on, sucking and swallowing.

Her milk was leaking from the corner of his mouth.

She felt him go stiff in her arms.

His lips slipped off her nipple. “I’m… sorry…” He was turning red.

She looked down at his jeans.

There was a large wet spot on the left leg.

“Oh, Jason, it’s okay,” she smiled and kissed him, rubbing her fingers on the wet spot of his jeans. “You’re young, and it’s very exciting. That’s why you came. But, you will be hard again very quickly.”

“I’m really sorry. I’ll last longer next time.”

He was adorable. “Yes,” she said. “You will.”

There was a knock at the door.

Jason looked panicked.

“It’s okay,” she whispered and then called out. “Occupied.”

“I’m sure you are,” Sugar called from outside.

Constance laughed. “It’s okay. It’s my girlfriend.”

She walked past him and unlocked the door.

Sugar walked in and closed it behind her.

Jason looked like a deer in headlights.

Constance leaned her head on Sugar’s shoulder. “We had a little premature ejaculation.”

Jason turned bright crimson.

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of at your age,” Sugar said.

“I… better get back to Mary and Stan.”

Sugar shook her head. “Oh, they’re fine. I just left them. They’ll be content for an hour or so.”

“Really?” He looked from Constance to Sugar and back again.

“Really,” Sugar said and slid Constance’s dress down leaving her luscious body exposed.

Jason swallowed as he looked at her naked body in nothing but high heels.

She walked to him, swaying her hips.

He looked up at Sugar in a panic. “But, your friend is here…”

Constance laughed.

Sugar shook her head. “Ignore me… as a matter of fact… I’m not here at all… you can’t see me or hear me, Jason.”

Jason staggered backward. “Where? Where did she go?”

Sugar laughed. “Don’t worry about my disappearance. Don’t worry about anything. Just make love to her, Jason.” She pushed the commands into his brain.

Constance leaned up and put her finger against his lips. “Shh. No more talking.”

She squatted down and unzipped his pants. She unbuttoned them and slid them down to his ankles, exposing his white briefs.

They were wet.

She leaned forward and licked his underwear, running her tongue over his bulging crotch. “Mmm, so nice. I love how you taste, how you smell.”

She pulled the underwear down.

She drew in a breath and looked into his eyes. “My, you are big.” His cock was at least six inches flaccid nestled in curly blond pubes.

He would be at least nine inches when she got him hard again. Not bad for a normal, it wasn’t Ray’s seventeen-inch lead pipe, but far from the smallest cock she had experienced.

“Don’t suck him yet,” Sugar said.

Jason made no indication of having heard her.

“He can’t hear me or see me. I’ve blocked him completely.”

“What do you want me to do?” Constance asked.

“Huh?” Jason asked.

“Oh, sorry,” Constance said.

Sugar started laughing. “He can’t hear me, but he can hear you, dummy.”

What do you want me to do? Constance asked with her mind.

“Your milk. It’s called Ambrosia. Make him suck again.”

That’s why he came the first time!

“Yes, but he would have gotten hard again if he hadn’t stopped sucking. He’s just inexperienced.”

Constance stood up and pushed him down to his knees. “Nurse me again.”

He needed no prodding. He immediately latched on to her right nipple and began sucking.

She felt her Ambrosia flow into him.

He moaned and his tighty whiteys began to tent.

“Oh, my sweet boy!” Constance whispered.

He was moaning into her breast as he drank.

“Our Ambrosia is an aphrodisiac,” Sugar said. “It makes men hard in seconds.”

“Stand up, darling,” Constance whispered stroking his hair.

He stood almost a foot taller than her. She smiled up at him and pulled his t-shirt up. She kissed his hairless chest.

Jason pulled the shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor.

She looked in his eyes as she kissed her way down his hard stomach. “So perfect,” she breathed as she drew him between her lips.

“He’ll cum fast. Control his orgasm. Calm him,” Sugar instructed.

Constance slid him in, feeling his head touch the back of her throat. She kept looking at him. Calm down, Jason. Just relax.

She felt the rigidity leave his body. His breathing slowed. He reached down and touched her red hair.

She slid his rock-hard cock out of her mouth and squeezed the base of his cock in her right hand. “Good, Jason.” She licked and sucked the head. Calm. Relax. Make it last.

Sugar stood beside them. “That’s right, Constance. Train him. Imagine all the women he’s going to fuck that will thank you for this.”

Constance smiled up at him as she sucked and stroked.

“Now. Let’s start making changes. He’s cute, but we want studs, not awkward boys.”

Constance nodded as she sucked. Jason, use me. Make me do this, Jason. Women like to be forced. You want to force me.

His fingers curled in her hair.

Make me, Jason.

“Fuck,” he groaned. He pushed his cock deeper in her throat, pulling her head forward.

Yes, Jason. I’m a whore, treat me like one.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “Take it deep… you slut.”

Constance moaned as his cock went deep.

He reached down and pulled her hand away from his dick. “No hands… bitch.”

Constance thrilled at his words. She had done this! She had made him harder, more dominant. She was getting wetter.

“Oh, goddamn,” Jason groaned as she took him balls deep.

“Perfect, Constance,” Sugar whispered. “Make him fuck you now.”

She pulled out and rose up his body. “I need it, Jason. Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

He smiled at her and picked her up.

Jason sat her on the edge of the sink.

“Hard. Fuck me hard, Jason. Take me,” Constance laughed.

He grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs up. She rested her ankles on his shoulders.

The sink was the perfect height.

She felt his cock head at her entrance. “Oh, Jason. Give it to me!”

He rubbed it up and down her cunt lips. “You want this?”

“Yes, please, Jason. I want it.” Make me beg, Jason. Women should be begging to be fucked by you. Degrade me.

A smile crossed his face. “Beg for it, you cunt!”

“Oh, yes, darling. Unnh, please Jason. Fuck me like a slut. Make me your whore!”

“You want this big cock, whore?”

“Fuck yes! Please, Jason. Give it to me.”

“Nasty fucking slut,” he said and pushed his cock inside her.

“Ooo, baby, yes!”

He pumped slowly into her.

Constance’s eyes rolled back. She was going to… and she did. “Cumming! Jason, you’re making me cum!”

Jason laughed. “Cum, slut.”

Her body was spasming and her pussy milked him, wanting his cum. “Cum in me. Please, Jason. Now, do it now.”

“Aiggh!” He cried out and went stiff.

She laughed as she felt him pump inside her.

He was breathing hard, his cock throbbing.


“So good, darling, so very good,” she whispered.

His cum kept spurting, as only a young man’s could.

Jason collapsed against her and she kissed his face, his neck.

“Name. What’s your name?”

Constance laughed. “Oh... I never even told you, did I?”

“No,” he whispered against her neck.

“Constance, darling. My name is Constance.”

Sugar stood behind him. She touched his temple. “Sleep boy.”

He went limp in Constance’s arms.

Sugar pulled him away and laid him gently on his back on the floor.

“Wow, you are strong,” Constance groaned. Her pussy was tingling from the hard fuck.

Sugar laughed. “So, are you. You just haven’t realized it yet. You could pick him up and carry him if you wanted.”

“Shut up! Are you serious?”

Sugar stood up and pointed down at him. “Try it.”

Constance got down on the floor. Cum dripped from her pussy onto the tile floor. “Oops. Some janitor is going to be cursing me.”

She put her arms under the sleeping boy and lifted.

She stood up holding him to her breast. “Holy shit!”

“Comes in handy sometimes.”

Constance laid him back down.

“I’ll be back. Let me get Demona, and we’ll decide what to do with your toy. Might want to lock up behind me,” Sugar said as she left them naked in the restroom.

***

Sugar stepped out into the store.

Asmodea was sitting in the lounge area.

“Have you seen Demona?” Sugar asked.

“I think she went in the salon.”

Sugar walked into the hair salon.

Demona was standing in the waiting area holding a scalpel in her right hand. She had it pointed at a hair stylist and her client.

“What the actual fuck?” Sugar asked.

“Well, about fucking time,” Demona growled.

“What are you doing?”

The hair stylist was shaking. “She… she did something to Doris. I’m calling the cops!”

“You, quiet. Sleep,” Sugar said.

The hair stylist’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and she crumpled to the floor.

The woman in the chair, a middle-aged woman wearing a sundress opened her mouth to scream.

“Oh, no, you don’t. Silence,” Sugar said.

The woman opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

“Masturbate, you horny slut.”

The woman’s eyes bulged. She threw her thighs apart. The sundress rose up on her hips, exposing the crotch of her white cotton panties. She wrenched the panties to the side, exposing her pussy in a mass of wiry black pubes.

“And, for fuck’s sake, keep that beaver shaved from now on, you troglodyte.”

The woman began massaging her clit with two fingers as she threw her head back.

Sugar looked down as Demona put her scalpel back in the medical bag. “Thanks, I didn’t know what I was going to do. They saw Doris here and freaked out.”

There was a woman sitting in the chair beside Demona.

Doris was tall and thin with jet black shoulder length hair. She looked to be in her late twenties with high, proud breasts and long thin legs.

She was dressed, well, ridiculously. She was wearing an old, threadbare dress that looked like it had been bought new at Macy’s fifty years ago. She had on support hose and orthopedic shoes.

There was an oxygen canula in Doris’s nose.

“Won’t be needing this anymore,” Demona announced as she removed the canula. “Those lips need lipstick. Red, I think.”

Sugar stared at the woman. “Oh, fuck. How old is Doris?”

“I dunno. Eighty-fiveish.”

“Demona! Have you lost your mind?”

Demona sighed. “Look, Sugar. You fuckers made me into a raving lunatic, but goddamn it, I am still a doctor. She was dying.”

“Of course, she was - she’s older than the Titanic.”

“Not quite.”

“Asmodea is going to…”

“Fuck me,” Asmodea said as she stepped into the room. She turned quickly and shut the doors to the salon. There were blinds on the doors and she pulled them down and twisted the lock. “What have you done?”

“Cured Doris here of old age, osteoporosis, emphysema, heart disease, gave her a great set of tits, a supermodel’s ass. Now, if Sugar here can make her a lesbian who loves dark, satanic heavy metal, she’ll be the perfect woman.”

Asmodea simply pointed at the unconscious hair stylist. “Actually, I just wanted to know if she was dead, and why June Cleaver over there is rubbing one out. But, since you brought up the old lady, are you fucking insane?!”

Demona rolled her eyes. “Fuck you. Fuck you both.”

Asmodea started to say something.

“Enough,” Sugar said. “Both of you. Nothing here we can’t fix. I’ll handle all this.” She pointed at Demona. “You, troublemaker, take your bag of tricks over to the family restroom. Constance is building a boy toy gigolo. Give him a third leg and raging hormones. Make him pre-whoremaster like Donny and Jimmy. No powers, just pheromones. I’ll be over to help cook his brain after I finish.”

Asmodea stamped her foot. “A pre-whoremaster? I forbid this!”

“You! Shush,” Sugar said. “You can report me to the Church when this is all done, but right now, you stay out of my way. Go read a magazine or something.”

Asmodea stared at her wide eyed. “You imperious bitch!”

Sugar looked down at the thin nun. “I swear to God, I will smother you to death with my boobs if you don’t get the fuck out of here.”

Asmodea gritted her teeth. “Fine. I’ll wait in the lounge. All of this is on your head, Sugar.”

Sugar feinted a lunge at her and Asmodea cringed. “Scoot.”

Asmodea turned around, unlocked the door, and went back to the lounge.

“Nicely done, big boobs,” Demona said.

Sugar pointed at her without looking at her. “You. Family restroom. Now.”

Demona grinned. “Gonna smother me with your boobage too?”

Sugar sighed. “Go.”

“Fine. You know, you’re on a power trip, babe.”

Sugar slapped her ass as she passed by.

“Ow! Only in bed, bitch!” She rubbed her ass cheek as she went out the door.

“Oh, oh,” the middle-aged woman in the styling chair began to moan.

“Don’t cum,” Sugar said as she began rewiring the woman’s brain.

The woman whined and rubbed her clit harder.

“Oh, fuck it, might as well have some fun,” Sugar said with a smile. “Hmm,” she delved into the woman’s mind. “Forty-four, divorced, no kids, no boyfriend. Fine.”

Sugar closed her eyes. “Lesbian – trust me, I’m doing you a favor. Completely in love with your hairdresser. And, go.”

The woman almost jumped out of her chair and began kissing the sleeping hairdresser. “Tina? Tina, wake up. I love you.”

“It’s okay, honey, just make love to her. She’ll love it.”

The woman giggled as she pulled down Tina’s yoga pants and began kissing her pink panty crotch.

Sugar sat down and took Doris’s hand. “Ok, dear, as for you…” She reached inside the woman’s mind. Nine decades of memories flooded into her. “Fuck. Oh, wow.” History flashing by. Milton Berle on a tiny black and white TV. Kissing Lou on the front porch. Fucking in a ’47 Ford. Fucking in a ’57 Chevy. Love.

The Beatles. Woodstock. “Woodstock? Way to go Doris.” Lou on their wedding night. Lou carrying her across the threshold of their first house. Lou crying with her after miscarriage one, and two, and three, and four, and no, please, no more. Lou growing old before her eyes. Lou coughing. Dying. Gone.

Sugar let go of her hand and sobbed. A lifetime in a flash, and that’s all the normals were, a flash and then gone.

“Now, what do I do with you?” Tall enough for a street whore, definitely pretty enough. She closed her eyes. “Doris. Named after your grandmother. You were born in 1995. Got in some trouble, need to lay low. Grandma died, but she gave you her ID and her bank account. You just act like you’re her.”

The woman slept peacefully as she absorbed the new identity. Now, what? Make her a stripper? A high-priced call girl? Sugar smiled.

No. There were advantages to being so far away from the Church, from its influence. We are his true hand, Constance had said. His hand… Morpheus’s hand. In the end, would the future of the world lie in the hands of the White Witches? And, if so, what would they do with it?

“Find a job, Doris. Marry some nice guy who adores you the way Lou loved your grandmother. Don’t look back. Get up, walk out of here, go buy some new clothes. Have a nice eternity, Doris.”

Sugar stood up.

Doris opened her eyes. “I… did I doze off?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh, I was talking to a doctor.”

“She had another patient.”

“Oh.” She turned and looked at the woman moaning on the floor.

“Just ignore that. Don’t you have someplace to be?”

Doris shook her head to clear it. “Yes, I do. I need to go get some new clothes.” She smiled sweetly. “You have beautiful eyes.”

“Thank you, Doris.”

“Goodbye.”

“Goodbye,” Sugar said and reached into her purse. “Oh, and Doris?”

“Yes?”

She handed her a card. “If you ever get into trouble, call us or just come in. Ask for Sugar.”

Doris looked at the card and smiled a little. “Stallion’s Adult Video?”

“Your one stop sex shop.”

Doris laughed and put the card in her purse. “Thanks.”

Sugar watched the woman walk to the door, straight and tall.

Doris laughed a little as she tugged up the support hose. “What on earth was I thinking wearing these things?”

She went out the door.

Sugar smiled. Sometimes it was good to do something good. And, maybe that’s what they should be doing.

“Mmm, Tina, your pussy tastes so wonderful,” the middle-aged woman moaned.

The hairdresser opened her eyes. “Oh, what the fuck?”

“Darling! You’re awake!” the middle-aged woman said.

“Get off me…”

Sugar rolled her eyes. Yes, she could do good… sometimes.

But evil fuckery was not so bad either. “No. She’s the love of your life, Tina. Fuck each other’s brains out for a few minutes, and then go get married, it’s legal here. Explore a BDSM relationship. Tina, you love to be spanked. You, older lady, look up lactation on the internet. There are drugs you can take to cause your milk to come in. Tina, you really get off nursing her. Makes you wet as fuck.”

Sugar turned and walked to the doors. “Oh, and absolutely nothing happened here, except the two of you got down and nasty for a few hours. We were never here.”

***

Constance opened the door when Demona knocked.

The doctor laughed at the sight of the unconscious boy on the tile. “Busy morning?”

Constance laughed and locked the door after Demona. “I think I burnt out his batteries.”

Demona reached down and fingered Constance’s dripping gash. “Dripping cum, you nasty slut.” She winked and knelt on the floor beside Jason. “Now, what are we doing with junior stud muffin? Sugar said to make him a pre-whoremaster.”

Constance sat cross legged on the floor beside them. “I don’t have a clue what that is.”

“Whore Masters, like Ray, have limited mental powers. They can hypnotize prey and begin their conversion. Takes a White Witch or the Slutz-Net computer to finish the bimbification. Whoremasters are built as fuck, seventeen-inch cock, and powerful pheromones to lure in prey.

“Pre-whoremasters have no mental powers. No bigger than a thirteen-inch cock, though Sugar cheated a little on that one with her boy, Jimmy. They’re ripped, but not tanks like Ray. The only way they have to seduce, other than their innate charms and the beautiful dick, is their pheromones. We usually make young men Jason’s age into pre-whoremasters until they grow a brain and can handle the mental powers.” She ran her finger down Jason’s thigh. “He’s pretty. Coming from a devout lesbian like me, that’s a real compliment.”

Constance stroked his cock.

“You should see him fuck. He’s a machine.”

“Hmm, I wonder if Sugar would kill me…” Demona wondered out loud.

“What?”

Demona looked at her and chortled. “Asmodea will shit – but fuck that penguin.” She opened her bag and took out a vial of black fluid.

“What is that?”

“I call it Magic Charlie.”

“Magic Charlie?”

“After Manson. I started to call it Damian, but I just like the sound of Magic Charlie.”

“Demona, what are you talking about?”

Demona waved the bottle in front of Constance. “It’s a prototype. Picture this: your boy here with thirteen inches down there. Mental powers to make a woman – or man for that matter – do anything. His cum binds a subject to him, but not like a whoremaster binds a slut. No, the subject doesn’t even know they’re bound to him. They go on about their lives like normal little Stepford wives… until they receive a trigger. And, then they become religious zealots who worship Jason here like a god. They’ll do anything he tells them.”

“You can do that?”

Demona grinned slyly. “With your help. You’ll need to provide the trigger until Jason here gets his superpowers. You game?”

“You think Sugar will be mad?”

“Fucking A she will. But, I’m a mad scientist, so, they expect this shit from me.”

“All that power,” Constance whispered. She wiped a lock of curly hair out of his eyes. “He’d be like…”

“The Antichrist. Might be fun.”

Constance bit her thumbnail and laughed. “Let’s do it.”

“Get him hard for me. I have to inject his cock and balls.”

Constance smiled as she lowered her mouth to Jason’s hardening cock. She licked and sucked the head. “Want me to wake him?”

“No, let him sleep.”

“Mmm, he tastes so good, Demona.”

“Hmm… aw, fuck it.” She leaned down and tongued Jason’s balls as Constance took him deep.

Jason moaned in his sleep.

He was like iron in Constance’s mouth. She pulled away from his dick, a line of precum and saliva trailing from the tip.

Demona smiled and kissed her, sucking in the nectar.

Yes, Constance thought. I’m definitely getting into this whole polyamory thing.

She sucked Demona’s tongue as she cupped Jason’s balls. Demona jacked him slowly.

Demona pulled away and filled a syringe. “First shot. Hold him still.” She wiped his cock with an alcohol swab.

Constance leaned on his hips as Demona slid the needle deep in the base of his dick.

“Unnh,” Jason groaned, but he didn’t wake. He couldn’t without either Sugar or Constance releasing him.

Demona slowly removed the needle. “There.” She kissed his flat, narrow stomach. “I gave him fourteen inches.”

“Naughty girl,” Constance whispered.

“Now let’s buff him up.” She drew a new syringe from a different bottle marked Buff Max.

***

Sugar found Asmodea reading a People magazine in the lounge.

The nun scowled at her.

She sat down beside Asmodea. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s literally your funeral, Sugar,” Asmodea said without looking up from the magazine.

“Asmodea, I would rather beg forgiveness than ask permission. Sometimes a situation calls for flexibility.”

“The Church would not agree.”

“Perhaps not, but they have the luxury of being in Havana where they control everything. Things in the real world get messy.”

“You are too reckless, Sugar.”

At that moment, the front doors to the store opened and a group of loud girls wearing Boston College Volleyball sweat suits poured in.

Asmodea looked at Sugar with a terrified look. “Sugar, no.”

Sugar bit her lower lip and tried not to smile. “I think this is Morpheus giving us a sign, Sister. Why else would a girls’ volleyball team just appear out of thin air?”

“Fuck me,” Asmodea whispered.

Sugar stood up and watched the trim, athletic girls reaching for bags of snacks and running the Slushie machine.

She turned and headed for the family restroom.

***

Jason woke up. His balls ached and his dick was so hard he felt like it was made of iron.

And, he needed to fuck so bad!

Constance smiled at him. “Hi there, sleepyhead…”

He rolled onto his knees and spun Constance around. He pressed his face against her wet sex and sucked on her cunt.

“Aiggh! Jason, what?”

“Got to have you, Constance. Have to fuck you.”

Constance laughed. “Okay, darling. Take it. Take what you need.”

He was balls deep in her pussy before he realized another woman was sitting on the floor beside him. She was dressed in a Siouxie and he Banshees t-shirt, whoever they were. Jason stopped in mid-thrust, unsure of what he should do.

Constance moaned.

The goth woman laughed. “Don’t stop, stud. Give her a good fucking.”

Jason swallowed hard and began to fuck Constance with hard strokes.

Was he bigger? How could he be? But, he knew he was deeper inside the beautiful redhead. He wrapped his hand around his dick as he stroked out. Yes! He was bigger, a lot bigger.

He took his hand away and stared at another difference: he had a tattoo. An inverted pentagram was drawn in crisp, straight lines on his stomach ending just above his cock. It was about two inches across.

The numbers 666 were inscribed in three of the pentagram’s points. There was an eye in the center.

“What the fuck?” He said. His voice was deeper.

The goth chick touched his ass, cupped a cheek with her delicate hand. “Easy, stud. I have a lot to explain.”

“You fucking tattooed me? Oh, my God, Mary and Stan are going to flip out!”

“Shh,” Constance moaned. “Jason, honey, I need you to keep going. I… oh, fuck me, please.”

Jason shook his head. This was insane. But, he began to pump into her slow.

“Good boy,” the goth said. “Jason, we’ve given you some gifts while you slept.”

“I… you shouldn’t have done that without asking.”

“Asking isn’t exactly our strong suit. Do you like your new cock?”

“Unnh, yeah. I mean I do…”

“And, do you feel stronger?”

He tightened his grip on Constance’s waist. “Definitely…”

“Good. You like fucking Constance, don’t you?”

“Of course, but…”

“My name is Dr. Demona. I’m sort of a mad scientist. I work for the Church of Morpheus.”

He paused his fucking and Constance whimpered.

The Church of Morpheus. The internet was alive with rumors about the church. Jason had seen bits and pieces of video claiming to be street scenes from the new Cuba: seven-foot-tall hookers with beach ball sized tits fucking guys right on the street in broad daylight. Huge muscular men stuffing women with cocks the size of baseball bats.

And, then there were the videos showing grainy images of an overinflated bimbo prostitute accompanied by a tearful voiceover from a man claiming to be the woman’s brother. “She just went there on spring break and never came back. When I finally found her, this is what she had become. This woman is almost seven feet tall with J cup breasts. My sister was five foot seven and flat chested. What have they done to her?”

“What did you do to me?” He said.

Constance’s whimpering became louder.

Jason gripped her waist and began fucking her again. He felt like he was on fire inside, all he could think about was sex.

“We’ve amplified your sex drive, Jason.”

“How big am I? She seems like she’s getting tighter and tighter.”

“You’re about twelve inches now, honey… on your way to fourteen. She’s not getting tighter, you’re getting bigger.”

“Unnh, so good, Jason. Don’t… be afraid. It’s wonderful, isn’t it?” Constance groaned as he fucked her even harder.

“Yeah… goddamn, so fucking tight.” He had dozens of questions, but it was hard to focus with a beautiful redhead wrapped around your cock. He pushed her face down on the tile floor so he could get a better angle.

Seconds later, Constance screamed in orgasm.

***

Sugar knocked on the family restroom door. “It’s Sugar.”

The door opened. Demona smiled up at her. “Now, don’t be mad.”

Sugar walked in quickly and closed the door.

Jason stood in the middle of the room.

Constance was leaning against him and talking in hushed tones.

The thick cock dangling between the boy’s thighs was much larger than a pre-whoremaster’s member. He was almost as big as Jimmy.

But, when she saw the inverted pentagram tatt, she put it together. “Oh, fuck, Demona.”

“You said we needed to test it.”

“Yes, at Stallion’s…”

“It all works so far.”

“Magic Charlie.” The boy was already bulking up, he had the shoulders of a linebacker with slim, tight hips and muscular legs.

The psychic gifts would need to be tested.

“A bus load of college volleyball girls just arrived,” Sugar said with a smirk.

“Yes!” Demona said. “Bring them on, he’s ready.”

“Fine, get him dressed,” Sugar said. “Constance, get your clothes on. Time to introduce our Antichrist to a few girls.”

***

Sugar and Constance walked out of the restroom and Demona locked the door behind them.

“What were you talking to him about?” Sugar asked.

Constance shrugged. “I explained what he was now. What would be expected of him. Honestly, it didn’t take much brain fuckery to convince him - I mean, I just told an eighteen-year-old he was going to live forever with a fourteen-inch cock and all the pussy he could fuck. He didn’t even blink when I told him he had to serve the Church.”

The volume of sound in the truckstop had gone up considerably since the volleyball team arrived.

Constance surveyed the crowd of nubile coeds. “So, how do we do this?”

“We’ll pick four, that should be a good test.” She pointed toward a thirty-something woman wearing a Boston College sweat suit. “One of them should be the coach - she’s in charge. The other girls will simply sit here and drink Slushies until the coach tells them to get back on the bus.”

***

“Pardon me, Sister? Is this seat taken?”

Asmodea looked up.

A tall, thin girl with raven black hair stood over her. She wore thick, black plastic framed glasses. Her skin was pale from far too many hours indoors - she was in stark contrast to the other tanned, very healthy looking, girls. Lettering on her hoodie read COACHING STAFF.

Asmodea smiled. “No, please, sit down.”

The girl sat down with her blue Slushie and stared at Asmodea.

“Something the matter, sweetie?”

The girl had blue dye on her lips. “I just… how did you know?”

“Know what?”

“That you wanted to be a nun?”

Asmodea blinked at her for a few seconds. “I… umm… well…”

“I’ve thought about it a lot. I grew up Catholic, but I haven’t been to Mass in years.”

Catholic? Asmodea was perplexed. And, then she realized what she must look like to the girl: she was dressed in a nun’s robes and wimple - this girl thought she was a Catholic nun. She almost laughed out loud. “What’s your name… my child?”

“Lisa.”

Asmodea smiled. “A beautiful name. So, are you considering a convent?”

Lisa shrugged. “I think, maybe?”

“Why? You’re a pretty girl, don’t you like boys?”

Lisa frowned. “They don’t like me.”

“What? Those eyes? That trim body. Such luscious lips…” Asmodea was growing warm under her robes.

Lisa laughed. “Boys like… girls like them.” She pointed at the volleyball girls who were talking and giggling all over the store. “Giggly and fun. I’m not giggly.”

“Oh, some boys prefer smart girls like you. I’ll bet you’re a genius.”

Lisa smiled shyly. “Yeah. Anyway, about the convent…”

Asmodea leaned over the table. “Come closer.”

Lisa leaned in.

“I’ll tell you a secret.”

“What?”

“I’m not Catholic.”

Lisa looked confused.

“I’m a Sister of Morpheus.”

The girl’s eyes grew large behind the thick lenses. “The… Morpheus?” The look on her grey eyes behind the thick lenses showed she recognized the name.

Asmodea smiled and leaned back. “Still want to ask me about a convent?”

Lisa bit her lower lip. “I better…” She started to rise from the chair.

Asmodea leaned forward and took her hand. “Don’t leave. Please. I won’t hurt you, Lisa.”

Lisa sat back down. “I’ve heard things…”

“Almost all true, I can assure you. Ask and I will tell you.”

Lisa swallowed hard. “You… the church… brainwashes people.”

“Yes. We are helping people find the right path.”

“By turning them into slaves?”

“Sometimes. Are you frightened, Lisa?”

Lisa was breathing heavy. “Yes, a little. Are you brainwashing me right now?”

“Would you run away if I said yes?” Asmodea smiled at her and rubbed her hand gently. Sisters of Morpheus had no psychic gifts - Mother Superiors did, but not the rank and file.

“Yes, I think I would run away.” The girl was trembling.

“I’m not. You’re a very smart girl. We use mind control only on women we want to place in the whore caste… would you like to be a whore, Lisa? Would you like to be irresistible to men… and women? Would you like your life to be one long orgy of lust? I’m told it is quite liberating.”

“No.”

Asmodea smiled. “Think carefully, darling. There is something to be said for living for sex. Say the word and I can have you made into a perfect bimbo. Tall, beautiful, and buxom forever?”

“No. I don’t want that.”

Asmodea nodded knowingly. “Good, I find garden variety whores to be boring. As vapid as those idiot volleyball players - why are you with them?”

“I’m on the coaching staff. I keep the stats and stuff.”

Asmodea smiled. “Oh, do you like to watch them in their tight little shorts?”

“I’m not gay. And, they’re not all idiots.”

“No, of course not. Would you like to be a Sister of Morpheus, like me?”

She leaned forward a little. “What do you do?”

Asmodea smiled. “We’re in charge.”

The girl swallowed. “You… supervise the brainwashing?”

“Yes.”

Lisa shook her head.

Asmodea shrugged. “Well, that leaves professional caste. Become a doctor or a lawyer or a scientist, and the Church might find a place for you in the New Order, when we take over.”

“Take over?”

“The world, dear. We’re taking over the world.”

“I think I should go.”

Asmodea laughed. “If you do, you’re taking away your choice in what is coming, Lisa. The Church will decide for you in the future. Right here, right now, you can determine your destiny. Besides, I haven’t given you all your choices. There’s one more.”

“What’s that?”

“You can be the one doing the brainwashing.”

***

“Ooo, what about that one?” Constance asked as they watched the girls milling about in the truck stop.

The woman she indicated was a blonde bombshell - perfect Playboy tits, a tight round ass, about five foot eight. Her look said money, and her demeanor said queen bee. The other girls orbited around her.

Sugar smiled. “Yes. I think so.”

Sister Asmodea came up behind them along with a tall, thin bookish looking brunette. “Sugar, I’d like you to meet Lisa.”

Sugar turned and smiled at the girl. She sent tendrils of psychic energy into the girl’s mind without even thinking about it. She was used to engulfing the brains of normals, like an anemone trapping an unwary fish.

Fear and excitement. A great deal of confusion.

She knew everything about Lisa within seconds, and long before she said, “Hello, Lisa.”

Lisa was on eye level with Sugar’s massive breasts encased in the white leather jacket. She stared at them like a deer in headlights.

“Lisa?” Sugar repeated.

Constance stifled a laugh.

Lisa blinked and suddenly realized there was more to Sugar than two watermelon sized breasts. She looked up and stammered. “Hi, sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

Sugar took her hand. The girl’s fingers were cold from trepidation. “Shh, it’s okay. They gave me these breasts to get just that reaction. You have nothing to apologize for.” She looked at Asmodea. “So, I see you’ve been talking to her about joining us?”

Asmodea smiled and nodded.

Lisa stared at Sugar. “How did you know that?”

“I read your mind. Don’t be afraid. I won’t tell your secrets.”

Lisa’s pale face went whiter still.

Sugar bit her lip to keep from laughing. “Sweetheart, if you want to block out a white witch? Don’t immediately start thinking about your secrets when I tell you I won’t tell your secrets.” She leaned closer and whispered. “It’s normal to touch yourself there. Lots of women like it. I do.”

Lisa’s mouth dropped open.

And, she tried to run away. She really did.

But her legs wouldn’t work.

“Now, now… don’t be frightened, Lisa. I won’t force you. That’s not how it works for girls we want to make into white witches. And, Lisa, darling, we want to make you a white witch… very much. I could pervert you, but the ideal white witch is one that comes willingly.” She looked at Constance. “Wouldn’t you agree, Constance?”

“Oh, definitely.”

Lisa looked from one to the other.

“I’m going to release my hold over you,” Sugar whispered. “If you run, I won’t stop you, but your chance to be like me will be lost. You will go straight back to the bus and wait there for your team.” Sugar made one change in the girl, and it would be the only one she needed: she made the girl believe without doubt that the church would soon take over the world, and, as Asmodea told her, she would no longer have the freedom to choose.

Lisa moved her feet. She did not run. “Will it… hurt?”

Sugar smiled. “No. Not at all.” She put her arm around the girl and drew her close. “Now, we require your assistance. We’re going to do some naughty things to the team.”

“Oh!” Lisa squirmed.

“Lisa, do you want to be one of us, or not?”

Lisa’s lip trembled. “Y… Yes.”

“Good, now we’ve already picked the blonde with the nice rack…”

Lisa nodded. “Good. I don’t like her. Her name is Deborah. She’s not a nice person.”

“And, we’re going to take your coach as well.”

Lisa frowned at this one. “What… are you going to do to them?”

“An experiment, Lisa dear. But, we’re not going to turn them into mindless bimbos or anything. It will be subtle, and they won’t suffer in the least.” Sugar whispered. “We need two more. You choose.”

“What? No, I can’t…”

“Yes, you can, Lisa. Pick two you don’t like, or maybe two you lust after?”

“I’m not gay.”

Sugar laughed. “Most of us aren’t gay, either. We’re just fun-loving perverts. Now, choose two.”

Lisa stared at the room for a moment. Then she nodded toward a tall, shouldering brunette. “Katy. She and Deborah are rivals. She’s not a nice person either.”

“Very nice. Next?”

Lisa looked over the crowd again. She lingered for a long time on one corner, and then she looked away.

“Lisa, who were you looking at?”

“Brenda, the girl with pink hair. But I don’t think she would be right.”

Sugar looked at the petite, smiling girl. “Because you like her?”

Lisa looked down. “Yeah, she’s cool. She’s not like the others.”

Sugar hugged her. “Don’t want us to get our hooks in the cool girl, huh?”

“Actually, no.”

“Because you have a girl crush.”

“What? No, I told you…”

Sugar whispered. “I can read your mind.”

Lisa swallowed hard.

Sugar pushed images into her mind: Brenda, naked, smiling. Brenda kissing Lisa. Brenda lying down between Lisa’s spread thighs and gently kissing her pussy.

Lisa jumped. “Don’t… do that.”

“I promise we won’t hurt her. She’ll actually enjoy it. And, you can watch, Lisa. Participate if you like.”

Lisa looked up at Sugar. Her eyes were as big as saucers.

“Decisions made then.” Sugar closed her eyes.

One by one, the Coach, Deborah, Katy, and finally Brenda, broke away from the group and walked smiling toward the hair salon.

Lisa watched them go. “No, wait. Not Brenda, there’s another…”

Sugar put her finger to Lisa’s lips. “The decisions have been made, dear. Trust me.”

***

The four women stood in the empty hair salon and looked around in confusion.

Deborah, the blonde, frowned. “Why… did we come in here?”

Coach Gillespie shook her head. “I’m not sure.”

The door to the salon opened and Lisa walked in with two strange women - they were both dressed in white: a redheaded amazon with huge breasts in a white leather outfit and a shorter redhead in a white dress with a respectable rack of her own.

“Hello, ladies,” the tall redhead said.

Coach Gillespie opened her mouth to speak.

“No, I think not,” Sugar said.

The coach and her three players fell silent with their eyes unfocused.

Lisa rushed forward and waved her hand in front of Brenda’s face. “What did you do to them?”

“Nothing, they’re just daydreaming. The conversation with Coach Gillespie was going to be awkward and would eventually turn into screaming and fighting and scratching, and we don’t have time for that shit.”

Constance laughed. “What are we going to do to them?”

“Us? Nothing.”

The doors opened and Demona quickly ushered in Jason. His jeans were now far too tight for his ample package, and his t-shirt was stretched tight over his muscular torso. He saw the room full of girls and began to smile.

Demona closed the doors and locked them, making sure the shades were down. She slapped Jason’s ass. “Go get ‘em, Tiger.”

Sugar looked at Lisa and smiled.

Lisa was staring intently at Jason, and not just his grapefruit shaped package. She was looking at his face as well as his body.

Jason’s pheromones were working, but Sugar was fairly certain the nerdy girl wasn’t just smitten from the chemicals.

Jason looked at Lisa and smiled. Those eyes! Sugar looked at Demona and nodded. The “Magic Charlie” was working overtime. He was an evil Prince Charming.

Sugar stepped in front of Lisa and smiled at Jason. “No, no. Those four are your prey. This one belongs to me.”

Jason looked around Sugar and caught Lisa’s eye again.

She smiled at him and began to hyperventilate.

Demona took Lisa’s shoulders and turned her away. “Not sure who you are, honey, but you really don’t want to stare into the sun like that.”

Lisa blinked and shuddered a little. “He… he’s so… beautiful.”

Demona laughed. “Who the fuck is this little cupcake?”

“Later,” Sugar said. “Jason? Focus. Prey?”

Jason turned and looked at the four daydreaming women.

Sugar took a step back and moved Constance, Demona, and Lisa with her. “Give him room.”

The four women came out of their stupor.

“What the hell is going on?” Coach Gillespie said. And, then she saw Jason, and broke into a smile. “Hi,” she breathed.

Jason smiled back.

Deborah pushed past the coach. “I’m Deborah.”

“Jason. Nice to meet you.”

Deborah began twisting a lock of long blonde hair in her fingers. She started to say something else, but instead she laughed and nodded. “Yes, I can do that.”

Deborah turned and kissed Coach Gillespie.

The older woman was startled, but then moaned into the kiss.

Deborah and Coach unzipped each other's sweat suit jackets, and then they were tearing at their clothes.

Their sports bras hit the floor and Coach spun Deborah around so she faced Jason.

“Do you like her, Jason? You can fuck her,” Coach whispered. “You can fuck us both.”

“All of us,” the tall brunette, Katy said as she turned around and slid her sweatpants down slowly, revealing her thong accented, perfect ass.

“Look, Jason,” Coach said as she pushed Deborah’s tight sweatpants down her beautiful hips. She wasn’t wearing underwear and her pussy was shaved bare. “Come, Jason, take us both.”

Pink haired Brenda ran across the room and dropped to her knees in front of Jason. She laughed as she unzipped his jeans and unbuttoned them. She dragged them down.

Fourteen inches of thick veined cock touched her face. She reached up and took it in her small hand. “I love you,” she whispered as she began to lick and suck the head.

The other women slid in beside her and began kissing his shaft and balls.

Katy slid around behind and parted the cheeks of his ass. She tongued his asshole and moaned.

“That was quick,” Demona whispered.

“Magic Charlie really is magic,” Sugar agreed.

Lisa stood with Sugar and Constance’s arms around her. She stared intently at Jason as poor little Brenda tried in vain to stuff the thick cock into her mouth.

Coach pushed her aside. “Like this,” she breathed and opened her jaws wide. Five inches slid into her mouth.

Jason sighed and put his hand on the back of Coach’s head and made her take more.

The other girls contented themselves with shaft, balls, and asshole.

Lisa tried to join them.

Sugar and Constance held her firm.

Sugar whispered in her ear. “Patience. Maybe when the test is over, if you’re a good girl?”

Lisa whined and nodded.

Sugar nodded at Constance. “His psychic powers are growing quickly. He imagined what he wanted them to do and they obeyed.”

Lisa blinked. “He’s too… powerful. Can’t you see? He’s dangerous…” She was still breathing heavy. Sweat was beaded on her brow.

“Very astute. You’re going to be a natural at this.”

Jason’s lovers stood up at once, moved by some unspoken command.

They lined up, naked and panting.

Jason walked past them and looked them over.

The women wiggled nervously as he sized them up.

He smiled at Coach Gillespie. “Lean over the shampoo sink, you slut.”

Coach giggled and practically threw herself over the brown sink. Her high, firm tits dangled in the sink and her ass swayed in anticipation.

Jason spread the cheeks of her ass and spit on her pucker.

“Oh, Jason! My pussy - don’t you want my…”

His cock disappeared into her ass as Coach mumbled a scream through gritted teeth.

“I want your whore ass, bitch.” He began to fuck her as she grabbed onto the sink for dear life.

The other three stood and rubbed themselves, moaning, waiting their turn.

Lisa stared at his thrusting buttocks, mesmerized.

“Your ass is so fucking tight. Going to cum,” Jason grunted.

“Y… Yes! So good!” Coach whispered as he ripped her ass apart.

He grabbed her hips and shuddered.

From behind, they could see his big balls draw up and the base of the shaft throb as he filled the Coach.

“Aighh!” Coach screamed. “Oh… oh… I am… I am yours! Forever! Jason!”

Jason laughed and pulled out his cock.

Her asshole gaped and a stream of thick cum dripped down.

He spanked her ass.

Demona walked over and led the shaking woman to a barber’s chair.

Jason held out his hand. “Deborah. Come to me.”

She cried out and ran to him, big tits shaking with each step.

He pushed her to her knees. “Clean me, cunt.”

If she had any hesitation about going ass to mouth, she didn't show it. She licked and sucked his shaft and balls before taking his thick head into her mouth.

The other two women stood with their fingers in their twats and masturbated.

Demona stroked Coach Gillespie’s forehead.

“I’m his! I would die for him! Tell him!”

“Shh,” Demona soothed. “He knows.” She took a silver box about the size of a deck of cards out of her medical bag. “Spread your legs, honey.”

Coach did as she was told.

Demona took the woman’s long, left inner pussy lip and pulled.

She moaned. “What… why are you…”

“He wants you branded, Coach. Don’t you want to bear his mark?”

Coach’s eyes took on a look of manic rapture. “Yes! Brand me! Mark me!”

Demona rolled her eyes. “Jesus, dial it down, Squeaky Fromme.” A thin blue beam radiated from the end of the box. It etched a pattern on Coach’s pussy lip: an inverted pentagram with the numbers 666 inscribed inside.

She groaned in pain and Demona sprayed it with Insta-Heal. “There you go, honey. Sugar?”

Sugar walked over and took the wild-eyed woman into her arms. “Coach Gillespie. You will forget everything that happened. But, one day, you will here: “Jason’s fuck slaves rise” and you will remember who you belong to. Say it.”

“Jason’s fuck slaves rise.” Coach said. She was drooling slightly.

“Yes, and when you hear those words or read them, you will follow the instructions given. Do you understand?”

“Yes. Oh, please, I only want to be with him forever.”

“And, you will be, when he calls his whores home. Until then, you live a normal life like nothing happened.”

Coach nodded and stared longingly toward Jason.

“Now, go get dressed and wait for your sisters.”

Sugar smiled as the woman did as she was told.

Sugar walked back to Lisa and Constance. She took Constance’s hand. “See what I did?”

“Yes. ‘Jason’s fuck slaves rise’ - got it.”

“Good, you do the others.” Sugar turned to Lisa. “Go ahead. You can touch yourself. No one will judge you.”

Lisa was trembling. “I… no…”

Sugar kissed her gently. She reached down and eased her fingers into the waistband of Lisa’s sweats. She pulled the front away from the girl’s skin.

“No, don’t. I… can’t.”

Sugar took her left hand with her free hand. She eased it into Lisa’s own sweats. “Either you do it, or I will, Lisa. We don’t deny ourselves pleasure.”

Lisa whimpered and then began to massage herself through her panties.

“Inside, Lisa.”

Lisa slid her fingers inside her panties and found her nubbin. She had never been so wet!

Meanwhile, Jason had pushed Deborah onto her back. He lowered himself gently, pushing deep inside the beautiful coed.

“Oh… Never had… so big…”

Jason laughed. “I thought size didn’t matter.”

“Yes… matters… Oh, God…” She was rolling her hips wider and wider as he began to thrust. She stared into Jason’s eyes. “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re falling in love with me.”

“God! Big… Love? No… this can’t.”

“Quiet.”

Deborah threw her head back and cried out in orgasm as Jason fucked her.

Lisa was rubbing her clit harder.

“You want to be one of us, don’t you, Lisa?” Sugar whispered as she stared into the girl’s grey eyes.

“Yes. Yes, I do. God help me.”

“There is only one god, and his name is Morpheus. And, he is helping you. Are you his, Lisa?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I want to be his. I want this. I want to be like you!”

Sugar smiled. “Demona. Lisa here wants to be a white witch. Can you help her?”

Demona nodded and brought her bag. “Strip, babe.”

***

Too late. The thought went through Lisa's mind as she leaned back in Constance's arms, pressed against her big breasts.

It was too late to run. Too late to change her mind.

Had she been brainwashed? No. But she had been seduced. Her tormentors might be even more skilled in seduction than in mind control.

She had watched Jason, this living god, pounding his beautiful, long cock into Deborah as she melted under him and wished it was her moaning and sobbing and begging.

All the while, Demona, who was much more of a mad scientist than a physician, filled syringes with chemicals in a rainbow of colors.

Sugar stared into Lisa's eyes, hands clasping hers tight and warm. She was in the hands of a monster, she knew this, but the monster was dulling the pain with her psychic powers.

However, while there was no pain, there was still a four-inch needle sliding deep into her buttocks and the pressure of those alien chemicals flooding her muscles.

"Stop, please," Lisa whined. "I don't... I changed my mind."

Sugar squeezed her hands. "We're past that now, darling. We've all been through this in one form or other. You're going to have a beautiful ass when she's done - firm and high and heart shaped. People will drool when they look at you."

"Let me go," Lisa sobbed as a second needle filled the other buttock.

Sugar kissed her. "Shh. Does it hurt?"

"No. I'm afraid..."

"Soon, you won't be afraid. You'll be inspiring fear."

She felt her ass cheeks being parted. "No! What's she doing?"

"Let me concentrate. You don't want to feel this," Sugar breathed and closed her eyes.

Oh, God, no! She felt the pressure of a needle sliding deep inside her little pucker, and then something was flowing into her. "Not there! No..."

Constance kissed her neck. "Relax. Remember, we read your mind. We know how you masturbate, Lisa."

Shame, burning shame, as she remembered so many nights when simply rubbing her clit wouldn’t satisfy her. She had started out with tender caresses on her anus, but that hadn't been enough. It was so dirty, so wrong. It hadn't felt natural.

And, that's why she craved it! How many times had she brought herself to a powerful orgasm with one hand rubbing her clit and three fingers of the other hand stretching her pucker wide?

She was a whore. A nasty whore, and these monsters knew it.

Sugar opened her eyes after the needle slid out. She smiled.

There was a twinge of pain as Sugar stopped blocking it.

What followed was not pain at all! Demona was gently massaging her anus with two fingers.

"How's that, honey?" Demona asked as she kept up the rhythmic motion.

"Oh! Oh! What? It's not supposed to feel like... Gaah!" Her body spasmed as she came.

How had they made her asshole feel just like a second clit?!

"Good girl," Demona whispered. "Whole new toy box, huh?"

Lisa couldn't speak. Her body was still clenching, her anus still trying to draw in Demona's fingers.

On the floor, Deborah was lost, her head rolling back and forth on the floor. "Fuck! Fuck!" she whispered over and over.

Jason showed no sign of tiring. He looked up at Katy, the tall brunette. "You. Come here."

Katy ran to them.

"Feed her your pussy," Jason said.

"No, I don't want to," Katy cringed.

Jason's eyes narrowed.

Katy jerked like she had been electrocuted. Without another word, she squatted over Deborah's face.

The blonde opened her eyes. "No, I don't want her."

"Quiet. Do as you're told," Jason growled.

Katy lowered her pussy to Deborah's waiting tongue. She sucked in breath as the blonde began eating her out.

Jason grabbed Katy's black hair and shoved her head down. "Sixty-nine her while I fuck her."

Katy licked gently, drawing a moan from Deborah. This sound seemed to embolden Katy, who sucked the blonde's fat clit into her hungry mouth.

Jason laughed as the former rivals writhed and moaned under him.

Lisa was so wrapped up in the live porn show, she didn't notice that Demona was aiming a needle at a new sensitive spot.

"Fuck!" A small needle went deep in her clit.

"Relax, babe. This one's going to make up for all the pain so far."

"You can do this," Sugar whispered.

She was on fire! Her clit felt as big as a grape. She came hard, moaning and dripping onto the floor.

"See what I mean?" Demona laughed.

"Unnh, oh... what... what did you do?"

"Increased the sensitivity about tenfold. It'll take some getting used to."

Demona picked up a strange looking device. It was about the size of a cell phone, there was a small screen and a tube loaded with a hypodermic.

The metal was cold as Demona rubbed it up her abdomen.

"What... is that?" Lisa whined.

"Be brave, Lisa," Sugar whispered, her eyes closed in concentration.

"You don't need ovaries anymore, honey. We have other uses for them. This little device has an ultrasound to help me find them."

"What!?"

"There we go. Found it."

Lisa felt the needle touch her skin as the syringe moved in its tube. It went in deep.

Lisa passed out.

***

"Going to cum," Jason groaned. He pushed in as deep as he could in the well fucked blonde's cunt and let loose.

She went stiff as his cum caused changes throughout her body.

He sighed as his spunk filled the little blonde, and then he pulled out his dick and shoved it down brunette Katy's throat.

He smiled watching his cock slide between her red painted lips and laughed as he pumped her mouth and throat full.

Her eyes grew wide as his magic cum made her his devoted slut.

This was heaven! Any woman he wanted, anytime he wanted. He pulled the brunette off his dick and rolled her onto her back.

She was still swallowing.

He grabbed Deborah and rolled her into Katy's arms. He willed them to kiss, and they did - whatever animosity they had between them was gone now that he owned them.

Demona winked at him as she picked up her branding box. She knelt between the girls’ thighs. The blue light flashed and the brands sizzled.

Jason stood up and smiled at the last whore.

The petite, pink haired girl was about to become his next cock sleeve.

His dick rose at the thought. He was in a manic haze of lust.

He grabbed the punk girl and lifted her high in the air.

She spread her legs and straddled his shoulders as he licked her shaved cunt.

Brenda was studded with piercings, and it was a turn on.

She moaned and gyrated on his shoulders.

He spun her around and turned her upside down.

She obediently sucked his dick as he tongue fucked her cunt.

The witches were laughing. "Such a good choice," the big one, Sugar said.

"I wish I could keep him," Constance said.

Jason put the pink haired girl on her hands and knees. He lined up his cock with her pierced cunt and went as deep as he could. She was tight and shallow - only seven inches in he was bumping her cervix.

The other girl he wanted was lying on her back surrounded by the witches and Demona.

"Give me the skinny one," Jason growled as he fought to stretch Brenda.

"Lisa? Not yet, she’ll be ready soon," Sugar said.

"You sure you want them that big?" Demona asked as she hovered over the skinny girl's small tits.

"G cups, just like me," Sugar replied. "She has the IQ to handle the effects and still be a genius."

"I said, I want the skinny whore!" Jason repeated.

Sugar didn't even look at him. "Quiet, boy. The adults are talking."

He yanked his dick out of the petite slut and grabbed Sugar's arm.

An instant later, he was eight feet in the air with Sugar's hand clamped on his throat.

Sugar smiled up at him. "I'm going to put this down to too many hormones. But, if you ever lay a hand on me again without an invitation? I will rip you in two. We made you strong, powerful, and sexy as fuck, but White Witches can fuck you up. You're like a kitten in my hands." She grabbed his heavy balls with her free hand and squeezed.

He would have cried out if he could have breathed. He mouthed the word, 'Sorry', over and over again. He felt the room going dark.

Sugar smiled. "Good boy." She dropped him to the floor.

Jason coughed and sputtered. "Sorry... Sugar... I don't know what made me... I've never been angry like that... So sorry."

Sugar knelt beside him. "It's the hormones. You'll adapt." She stroked his face. "Breathe. That's it. You have to control your temper, pretty boy. You're very dangerous, and you must master yourself."

"I'm sorry, Sugar. You've done so much for me, all of you." He felt tears burning in his eyes.

Sugar kissed his cheek. "No harm done."

She helped him to his feet. "So, do you like Lisa?"

Jason looked at the bookish college girl lying unconscious on the floor. Only, now she wasn't so bookish. She had a beautiful, full ass and her legs had grown by several inches. All her body hair was gone, and her pussy looked slick and wet.

Her breasts were growing larger before his eyes.

Demona frowned. "Sugar, she doesn't have the back muscles for these funbags she's growing."

Sugar absently stroked Jason's cock. "We'll get her one of those support bras till she develops the right muscles. I had to wear one, so did Gwen - especially Gwen."

Sugar wrapped her arms around the boy's neck. "Do you like fucking those mindless tramps?" She nodded toward Brenda who was still moaning and dripping on the floor.

"Of course."

"In a few days, you won't. They'll be just like masturbating. Do you know why we are so happy, Jason?" Sugar asked.

Jason shook his head.

"It's not the brainless bimbos - oh, they're fun to make, fun to play with sometimes. We get a thrill from bending them to our will. You feel that too, don't you?"

"Yes."

"What makes us happy is each other. I love Demona and now Constance."

They both smiled at her.

"Love, Jason. Without that, life is just masturbation." She pointed at Lisa. "She's love, Jason. She's going to be with you to keep you from getting drunk on your own power. You won't bend her to your will. She's going to become your world."

"I don't even know her."

"You will. Now go fuck that pink haired slut’s brains out.”

Jason smiled and knelt behind Brenda. She was practically twerking her little ass trying to get his attention.

Control, he thought. Was he just going to be a mindless fucking machine? He leaned forward and kissed the back of Brenda’s neck. “Shh, easy, sweetheart.” He eased his cock into the overheated girl. He gripped her waist and began pumping slowly.

Brenda was moaning. She laid her face on the floor, arching her back even more.

“That’s right, Brenda. Let me take you as deep as I can.”

***

“Time for the White Witch juice,” Demona said as she pulled a bottle of liquid from her bag.

“Is there anything you don’t have in that bag?” Constance asked.

“Never know what situation is going to present itself.” She opened the bottle. “Sit her up a little, I don’t want her to choke.”

Constance put her arm around the brunette’s shoulders and raised her.

“Okay, honey, open your mouth. A little drink.”

Constance frowned. “Wait, doesn’t she have to have a whore master cum inside her at the same time?”

Sugar shook her head and squeezed Lisa’s swelling left breast. “Not in this case. She’s going to be unbound. This is a Church sanctioned experiment.”

Demona giggled. “Yeah, well, sort of. We were supposed to have done this in a controlled environment - not in a truck stop hair salon.”

Lisa opened her mouth.

Demona poured it gently onto her tongue.

Lisa’s eyes sprang open instantly and she fought Demona for the bottle, trying to chug it all at once.

Sugar stroked her hair. “Shh, gently, Lisa. I know it tastes very good, but you need to go slow.”

Lisa’s gulping slowed.

She passed out.

***

The beach was warm, the sand soft under her feet. She was walking naked in the sun, the emerald green waves crashing to her left.

He was holding her right hand.

Tall and muscular, body dark and tanned from the Caribbean sun.

“It’s pretty here.”

“Yes, I love it. I never leave any more.” He said.

She was so tall now, the ground looked so far away - that is, what she could see around her volleyball sized breasts.

But she had to look up to see him.

“So young,” he said. “How old are you?”

“Twenty.”

“Youngest White Witch by far. Maria Marapova was in her forties, Sugar Tits in her thirties. Gwen was almost your age. You are very special, Lisa. You know that?” He said.

She couldn’t see his face. The sun was behind him.

“I… I’m not special.”

“Yes, you are. All my White Witches, my perverters, are special. I love all of you. Remember that when things become difficult.”

“Difficult?”

He stopped and pulled her into his arms, lifted her.

She laid her head on his muscular shoulder, tasted salt on her lips.

She could feel his member pressing against her.

Lisa spread her legs, wrapped them around his waist.

She threw her head back and moaned as he slid into her.

***

Lisa opened her eyes. Everything was blurry. “I can’t… I can’t see!”

Demona chuckled. “Hang on.” She slipped the girl’s glasses off.

The world went into sharp focus.

“Don’t need these any more…” Demona paused and stared at her. “Holy fuck.”

“What? What’s wrong?”

Constance’s mouth dropped open. “Like Superman, when he takes off the Clark Kent glasses.”

Sugar smiled and helped her to her feet.

She was even with Sugar’s eyes! Oh, my God, I’m almost a foot taller!

Sugar turned her to face a mirror.

“Oh… wow…”

Her grey eyes were lighter, and her cheek bones seemed higher. Her skin, if anything, was paler than before. Her black hair was shiny and full. The immense breasts were heavy, but so beautiful. She had the hips of a fetish model and the longest legs she had ever seen. “I… I’m…”

Sugar kissed her neck. “Beautiful, Lisa. You’re absolutely, stunningly beautiful.”

Brenda moaned as Jason pounded her on the floor.

The effect on Lisa was instantaneous. She had never felt so turned on.

And dominant!

She crouched down beside Jason.

His cock was so big! She wrapped her hand around the base and Jason could still fuck Brenda as deep as he could.

“God, yes!” Jason groaned.

He stared into her eyes. Eat out her pussy while I fuck her!

She heard his words in her mind. Lisa cocked her head to the side. “No.”

Jason squinted at her, pushing his will again, harder this time.

“Ask me nicely. I’m not your slave.”

Jason rolled his eyes. “Eat her out, please?”

Lisa bit her lip. “I… I haven’t done this before.”

Sugar laughed. She, Demona, and Constance were watching her intently. “Go on, sweetheart. You know you’ve fantasized about Brenda.”

“But, what if I do it… you know, wrong?”

“Don’t be afraid,” Constance whispered.

Lisa lay down on her back at Brenda’s head.

The pink-haired girl looked down and smiled at her sleepily. “Lisa? You’re in my dream too? Again?”

“Again?”

Brenda nodded. “Do that thing you did last time?”

Lisa smiled. Pretty little Brenda had been fantasizing about her too? “Of course, Brenda. Whatever you want.”

Lisa kissed her, and the petite woman’s tongue touched hers. She was sweet, like strawberries! Lisa slid toward Jason, inching under Brenda’s athletic body. She kissed the girl’s pert breasts.

Brenda sucked one of Lisa’s big nipples into her mouth and began to nurse.

“Aiggh!” Lisa squealed. Her breast! Something was flowing.

Milk leaked out of Brenda’s mouth and trickled down Lisa’s big breast.

Lactating!? I’m lactating!?

Brenda’s eyes opened wide as she swallowed. And then she smiled and latched on, nursing contentedly as Jason rammed her from behind.

“Fuck, she’s cumming,” Jason said.

Lisa watched in disbelief as Brenda’s hard muscled stomach shivered and contracted as she came.

Suddenly it was like an electric current went through Lisa’s body as she also came - from having her nipple sucked! She felt something pour out of her pussy.

Oh, God, I peed!

“No, honey, you squirted. We do that a lot,” Sugar said.

It didn’t even register with Lisa that the big redhead had read her mind.

She slid back toward Jason, pulling her nipple from Brenda’s still suckling lips.

“No! Give it back! Want more!” Brenda whined.

She reached down and caressed the pink haired girl’s face, and then slid her crotch up to the woman’s lips.

Brenda dove on her pussy, suckling her clit.

Lisa leaned up and tongued Jason’s big sack.

“Fuck, oh, fuck, so good, Lisa,” He groaned.

She smiled to herself and licked his cock where it penetrated the petite woman.

She found Brenda’s clit and the woman moaned into her pussy.

Lisa had thought she would never be able to touch another woman, much less 69 with her girl crush while a man made love to her.

She smiled looking at Jason's cock sliding in and out of Brenda's wet, swollen pussy. With each stroke, he was rubbing her little clit, driving her closer to another orgasm.

How long had he been fucking Brenda? How many times had she cum?

She leaned up and sucked Brenda's tiny little pearl between her lips.

Brenda tasted wonderful! Musky and salty and mixed with Jason's man smell and Lisa was in heaven.

She wanted to cry. She wasn't a slave now... she had been a slave before. A slave to what society said was acceptable. She felt strong, liberated. She was bisexual and she wanted to shout it out loud.

Brenda was licking Lisa's clit the whole time, and she felt like she was going to explode in the girl's mouth. If only she would lick down there...

"Yes!" She heard Brenda whisper. And then the petite woman licked lower.

Oh, God, she was going to...

Brenda gently licked Lisa's pucker.

Brenda plunged three fingers into Lisa's pussy while she licked her anus, probing with her little pink tongue.

How? How did she know?

I have powers, Lisa thought. Of course, White Witches have powers.

She imagined Brenda easing a finger into her ass.

Brenda immediately complied.

God it felt so good!

Cum, Lisa commanded.

"Oh! Aiggh!" Brenda whined.

Lisa's face was drenched in Brenda's juices as the beautiful woman came in her mouth.

Control. Lisa had complete control of her masturbation fantasy girl.

The thought of that power along with Brenda thrusting two fingers into her ass was more than Lisa could take and she came harder than she had ever cum in her life.

She could hear gulping from Brenda as she struggled to swallow Lisa's squirt.

"Fuck, oh, fuck," Jason said. He was close.

She rolled and took Brenda with her, pulling her off Jason's cock. She rolled them both onto their knees facing the confused young man.

"What? No, I wanted..." Jason began.

"Shh, stand up."

Lisa and Brenda were at eye level with Jason's monster dick. Lisa reached out and stroked it as she smiled up at Jason. "Suck his cock, Brenda. Open wide and let him fuck your face."

Brenda opened her mouth wide and struggled to get the head between her lips.

"That's right, Brenda. You want his cum, don't you... you slut?"

"Mmmph," Brenda agreed as she inched it deeper into her mouth.

Lisa smiled wickedly. "She wants your cum, Jason. She wants to be your slave... our slave. Don't you just want to cum in her pretty mouth? Her pretty, cum slut, mouth?"

"Fuck... so good, Lisa."

Lisa was jacking him into Brenda's mouth. "We're going to do this over and over, Jason. I'm going to help you find the prettiest sluts to satisfy us both."

"God, Lisa... really? Are we... is that what we're going to be?"

"Yes, Jason. We're going to make them do anything you can imagine."

"Fuck," he said and stared down at Lisa's evil grin. He matched it. "I think... I love you."

"Yes, you do."

"Aiggh!" Jason cried out.

Lisa laughed, feeling his thick shaft begin to throb, filling Brenda's mouth.

"I'm going to take good care of you, Jason," Lisa whispered.

Jason's cock kept throbbing as Brenda sucked and swallowed.

He staggered back and Lisa mashed her mouth to Brenda's, forcing her lips open and sucking out what was left of Jason's delicious cum.

Sugar had said it wouldn't affect her because she was a White Witch. If that was true, why did it feel like Jason was her world now?

She reached for him, found his hand as he lay down beside them. She wanted to say something, but Brenda interrupted.

"I love you!" Brenda whined. "I love you both! I'll do anything for you, just say it! Oh, God, I've never been so in love." The pink haired woman was crying, sobbing as she held onto them both.

Lisa kissed away her tears as Jason hugged them tight.

Demona spread Brenda’s legs gently. Her skin sizzled and she whimpered as the laser branded her.

Lisa felt the doctor’s hands on her thighs as well. “Me too?” Lisa whispered.

“Yes, honey,” Demona whispered.

But, instead of branding her pussy lip, she rolled Lisa gently onto her back. Jason kissed her neck.

Demona adjusted something on the box. She aimed it at Lisa’s crotch. The blue light flickered on.

It burned, but no more than being scratched by a fingernail.

She craned her neck to see.

The laser etched a pattern into her skin from just under her navel to just above her clit. The lines were angry and red until Demona sprayed a black liquid onto the wound.

The pain went away, and the thin red lines were replaced with black lines.

She lay in Jason’s arms, identical black pentagrams etched into the skin above both of their genitals.

Demona smiled at her and walked away.

Lisa fell asleep in his arms.

***

Lisa opened her eyes to see Sugar smiling down at her.

"I need to program your little friend here. She needs her trigger."

"Let me, please Sugar," Lisa whispered.

Sugar nodded. "Okay. Do you remember it?"

Lisa nodded. "Brenda, you're going to go on with your life and forget everything that happened here today. When you hear the words: 'Jason’s fuck slaves rise', you will immediately remember that you are our property. You will listen to the commands that follow the trigger, and you will follow them immediately without question."

"Yes," Brenda whispered and snuggled in closer.

"Perfect..." Sugar said.

Lisa held up her hand. "Wait. I'm not done."

Sugar grinned. "What are you doing?"

"Brenda," Lisa said. "You are going to go on with your life. But something happened to you in college. You had sex with Jason and me. It was the most beautiful experience of your life."

"Yes, it was," Brenda whispered and smiled.

"You are going to be very happy. Raise a family if you want. Fall in love. But you will never forget who you truly love..."

"Lisa and Jason," Brenda breathed.

"Yes. You love Jason and me. We will always be your true soul mates. You can only cum if you are thinking of us. Your greatest wish is to be with us."

"Yes, Lisa. You are my life. I love you both so much."

Lisa smiled. "And we love you, Brenda. Don't we Jason?"

Jason smiled and kissed the pink haired girl on the cheek. "Yes, we love you. Always, Brenda."

Brenda closed her eyes and smiled.

"Now," Lisa whispered. "Put on your clothes and wait with the others."

"Yes, Lisa," Brenda whispered.

Jason and Lisa watched her stand, her lithe body coated in sweat and Jason's cum.

Demona wiped off her face with a towel as she dressed.

Jason pulled Lisa close. He wiped a lock of raven black hair out of her eyes. "Strange day for you too?" he whispered.

Lisa laughed feeling the massive jugs wobble on her chest.

"Do you... Are you really in love with me?" he whispered.

Was she? How could she possibly be? Did the witches do this to her?

Did it matter?

"Yes, I love you, Jason."

Jason laughed and kissed her. "I love you too."

***

"I can't wear this!" Lisa grumbled.

Demona rolled her eyes. "Hey, bimbo, sorry this isn't Neiman fucking Marcus, it's a goddamned truck stop."

Lisa's old sweat suit was hopeless. She was too tall, too thick, too top heavy - the pants ripped on her hard round ass and the jacket could not be zipped closed when stretched across her balloon tits.

So, Demona had gone into the truck stop store and bought her what she could find: white leggings and a white t-shirt. The leggings looked painted onto her to the point of being almost transparent, and, while the t-shirt was big enough to contain her boobs and reach almost to her crotch, it was a novelty t-shirt: BIG DICK JOHNSON CASINO, LIQUOR UP FRONT, POKER IN THE REAR.

Jason laughed in his tight jeans and stretched t-shirt.

"Don't laugh," Lisa stamped her foot and her braless boobs wobbled like two drunk sailors trying to walk a straight line.

Jason pulled her close and kissed her. She snuggled against him like they had been dating for years.

"Don't laugh, okay?" she whispered.

"I can't promise that, but if it makes you feel better: you're the sexiest woman in the place."

She smiled.

Their victims stood like zombies staring straight ahead.

Sugar smiled. "You four, go on. Go back to your normal lives." She grinned mischievously. "Except for you two: Deborah and Katy. This whole 'queen bee' shit is stupid. You're two hot babes - stop competing with each other. Be nice to each other, and everybody else as well. Try being lesbians for a while, if it doesn't work out, fine. But care for each other whether it does or not."

The two rivals grinned at each other and held hands as they walked out into the store.

Sugar looked at her watch. "We have got to get moving. We've stayed two hours over what I intended."

Demona took Jason's hand. "Okay, stud, listen. You've seen what your jizz does to women. Now, men..."

"Whoa, hold up. I'm not touching a dude." He looked horrified.

"Why not?" She asked.

"Yeah," Lisa asked with a grin. "Why not?"

"Look, I'm really loving this whole kinky vibe and all, but that's a hard no."

"Hmm, suit yourself. Anyway, you need to know this - your cum makes a man a submissive slave to you, same as it does women; however, it also emasculates them. Dick shrinks, balls atrophy, they turn into total beta bois."

"That's horrible," Jason said.

"And useful in some cases," Sugar said. She handed Lisa a card. "You two need to go to this address in upstate New York. It's an hour or so from Ithaca College. Nice farm owned by Alex, he's a whore master, and Gwen, she's a White Witch. They'll help you transition into your new lives."

"Whore master?" Lisa asked.

Sugar smiled. She held her hands wide apart. "Huge cock. He's got three inches on super stud here."

"Hey!" Jason said.

"Mmm, sounds nice." She turned and tapped the card on Jason's nose. "Listen, mister, you get to fuck all the women you want, and I get to fuck anybody I want. I love you, but I'm not your property, got it?"

Jason rolled his eyes. "Fuck. Fine. Guess I'd be a hypocrite if I forced you to only fuck me..."

"Force? You can't force me to do anything." She grinned at him and made a muscle in her bicep. "I'm a liberated bitch."

Demona reached out and squeezed her bicep. "Fuck yeah! Pussy power!"

Jason burst out laughing and kissed her muscle. "I can live with that."

"Hey, wait," Lisa said. "Upstate New York? When do I go back to Boston College?"

Sugar shrugged. "You don't. Sorry."

"But, I want my degree! What will my parents say?"

"Whatever you want, their minds are yours to control."

"Sugar! I like college," Lisa whined.

"And you'll like Ithaca College. The Church will take care of everything with the transfer, pay off your student loans, pay for everything from here on out. You're going to be kept coeds."

Lisa pursed her lips. "Okay, fine."

"Now, you two have your work cut out for you getting Jason's guardians to drive you to the farm," Sugar said. She caressed their faces. "You two are cute. You'll go far."

***

Sugar, Constance, and Demona watched the two transformed coeds head back to the restaurant.

"Constance, I think your training is complete," Sugar said.

"Fuck, is it always like this when you guys take road trips?"

Demona smacked her ass cheek. "Fuck no, baby. This is a slow day."

Sugar looked at her watch again. "So late. Come on, let's get the Sister and scoot."

They walked into the store. The trio passed by a table where two of the volleyball girls were sitting.

"Fuck, is the circus in town?" a blonde girl whispered.

Her brunette friend tittered with laughter.

The three women: two witches and a mad scientist stopped in their tracks.

Sugar's eyes narrowed.

Constance smiled. "Are we really that late?"

Demona giggled. "Please say we can take just a teensy bit more time?"

Sugar smiled wickedly. "Why the fuck not?"

They turned and slid into chairs in front of the two coeds.

"Hi, girls," Sugar said sweetly.

The blonde looked at Sugar's huge boobs and laughed. "Can we help you ladies with something?"

Sugar nodded. "As a matter of fact..."

***

Sugar could have silenced them by putting them to sleep, but this was much more fun.

The two girls sat facing each other in the salon chairs. They were stripped naked and had red rubber ball gags in their mouths.

Demona had zip tied them to the chairs and they writhed and cried in their restraints. She was lining up syringes on a hair stylist’s bench. She held up a syringe with a long needle. "Tits?"

"Hmm," Sugar said. She reached out and squeezed the girl's breasts. "Luckily they're natural C's. Constance, how big do you think we should make them?"

Constance stared at the horrified women. "Well, I thought Lisa came out beautiful at G cups."

Sugar smiled. "She is so cute with those big beauties, isn't she?"

The girls screamed behind their gags.

"But," Sugar said. "I'm thinking... bigger."

"Bigger? How big?" Constance asked innocently.

"Have you ever seen N cups?"

Constance's mouth dropped open. "Shut up! They come that big?"

"Oh, yes. They're magnificent."

Demona rolled her eyes. "Yeah, but they'll be imbeciles. Titty Grow lowers IQ with each cup size. These two aren't neurosurgeons to begin with."

Sugar laughed and leaned down, she rubbed both women's cunts. "Oh, how much brain power do you need to strip and fuck, right girls? I say, go big or go home!"

The girls screamed harder and strained against their bonds.

Demona shrugged. "Okay. Say goodbye to the old brain cells, girls." She drew a huge needle of Titty Grow. "Okay, who's first? Thing One or Thing Two."

Sugar laughed. "How clever... wait, we never found out their names. No matter. I'm going to name you Fuck Toy A and Fuck Toy B - I mean the name should fit the occupation, don't you think?" Sugar closed her eyes.

The girls went rigid, their eyes rolling back in their heads. A moment later they blinked and looked around. They were screaming behind the gags again as they could no longer remember their real names. Now they were simply Fuck Toy A and B.

"Fuck Toy A, welcome to dunceville." Demona slid the long needle deep in A's nipple. Her poor breast swelled just from the volume of fluid. "Next, shot," she said and picked up a second needle. She pushed it home in the other boob and emptied it.

Fuck Toy A's eyes focused and unfocused.

Fuck Toy B screamed as she watched her friend's expression go blank.

"Don't worry, honey. You're going to join her." She injected B.

***

Demona stood back and admired her work. "Wow. I gotta say, I am an artist."

Fuck Toy A and B slept peacefully in their chairs. Big N cup basketball sized tits were bolted to their thin frames. Their asses were nice and fat. All their body hair had been removed.

Demona had also insisted on remodeling the bones in B's face to be a closer match to A. Their eyes had been made baby blue, and their hair had been permanently turned platinum blonde.

She had finished by sterilizing them both, amping up their sex drive to near mania, and tattooing their names on the back of their necks - just in case the poor simpletons forgot their names, which was a possibility.

"Doc, you do nice work," Constance said.

"Thanks, Doctor," Demona said.

Sugar looked them over. "Very cute. Constance, shall we mold what little brains they have left?"

Constance smiled. "What do you have in mind?"

"They spoke with Boston accents before, didn't they?"

"I think so."

"Texas drawl for both." Sugar closed her eyes and programmed A.

Constance did the same for B.

Sugar and Constance stood with their eyes closed.

Demona took a step back.

The White Witches stopped talking to each other with their words. Their minds joined. Their lips moved, both saying the same words at the same time as they programmed the girls with sex kitten personalities.

Sugar and Constance opened their eyes at the same instant.

"Okay, fuck toys, wakey wakey," Sugar whispered.

Demona began removing their restraints.

The girls stretched deliciously.

A opened her eyes. "Golly, I fell asleep, y'all."

"Me too," B said.

"Hey, we're naked," A laughed.

B giggled. "Did you girls diddle us while we was asleep?"

Sugar winked. "Of course."

"Good!" the girls said in unison.

Demona handed them some truck stop purchased clothes: a pair of tight Daisy Dukes and red bandanna halter tops for each.

"Purty!" A said.

They wiggled their fat asses into the denim and then helped each other get into the halters.

"Darn it, your fat titties are gonna rip the seams," B complained as she tried to stuff A's breasts into the halter.

"You're one to talk, B," A giggled.

"So, how did you girls end up here anyway?" Sugar asked, checking their programming.

A shook her head and recited her programmed situation perfectly. "Our pimp was taking us to New York City to do some pornos, only the motherfucker ran off with our money."

"He was an asshole," B said with a pout.

"Oh! That's terrible. What will you do now?"

A smiled. "We was thinking of findin' a nice truck driver to take care of us. Turn us out? We're awful good whores."

"What a wonderful idea!" Sugar said. "My friends and I will help."

"You will?" B asked.

"Yes, we're magic."

"Really?" A asked with wide eyes.

Sugar smiled and nodded. She took the girls by the hand. "Come on, let's go find you sweet girls a new pimp."

They walked into the store.

The Boston College bus had left. Earlier, Sugar had gone to the bus and used her powers to make sure the girls and Lisa would not be missed.

All heads turned as the five sex goddesses walked into the store.

There was at least a dozen truckers.

Sugar smiled at Constance. "Scan the ones on the left side, I'll do the right. We want a basically decent man who won't hurt them. Not perfect, but not a serial killer either."

Constance stared into the crowd. “Eww… this one likes to be peed on. That’s disgusting.”

“Not really,” Demona said. “Totally sterile unless they have a urinary tract infection.”

Constance and Sugar stared at her.

She rolled her eyes. “What? I’m a doctor. I know shit.”

Sugar laughed. “Oh, look at the one sitting by himself over on the right. See him? Fortyish, black hair and a beard.”

Constance squinted. “The fat guy?”

“Darling, you have to look past the physical. We can fix all that. It’s the mind.”

Constance concentrated. “Forty-four. Married twice. Wife number two left him for his brother… oh, that’s sad. Lives all alone. Likes toy trains…”

“Ahh, that would explain why she left. Boring as fuck.”

Constance smiled. “Ooo, but look deeper. He’s still nursing a hard on from when the volleyball girls were here. Definitely likes the female form.”

The man never gave any indication he knew two witches were delving into the deepest recesses of his mind.

The woman behind the store counter came over the loudspeaker. “Ticket number 14, you can get your shower now.”

“Yes, that is a man who definitely likes women.”

Sugar smiled. “He has shower ticket number 27. Constance?”

Constance nodded. She stared at the woman behind the store counter.

The woman’s face went slack. She picked up the microphone. “Ticket number 27, you can get your shower now.”

The fat man slid out of his booth, picked up his gym bag, and walked toward the showers.

“Girls,” Sugar breathed as she put her hands-on Fuck Toy A and B’s shoulders. “We’ve found your new pimp.”

***

Mort Cahill closed the door to the shower room and took off his clothes. He had been driving for two days straight and he didn’t care much for his own smell. There was a mirror in the small, tiled shower room.

He looked up. “Goddamn it, Mort. You look like shit.”

Too many truck stop dinners, too much sitting, too many beers once he finally got home.

He was going to pot. Shit, he was already gone. There was gray in his hair and beard.

This was all he was ever going to be. Paying alimony to two ex-wives - in his current shape, maybe he could pull in some homely, old cat lady in the future.

He sucked in his hairy stomach. It didn’t help.

He pulled back the curtain and reached to turn on the water.

Knock, knock.

Mort turned and stared at the door. “Occupied.”

Knock, knock - louder this time.

“Hey, man, wait your turn!”

Knock, knock.

Mort grumbled as he wrapped a towel around his pendulous gut. He opened the door. “I said…”

Two young women smiled up at him. They had huge blue eyes and platinum hair.

And, Dolly Parton would have hung her head in shame at the size of their identical breasts stuffed into red handkerchief material halter tops.

“Uh.” Mort stared transfixed at them.

“Hi! I’m Fuck Toy A and this is B! Can we come in?”

“Are… are you twins?” Mort asked.

They looked at each other. “Naah,” they said in unison.

Mort blinked and shook his head. “Girls, listen, you are just as pretty as pictures, but I don’t have two nickels to rub together.”

A looked at B and they both giggled.

A shook her head. “We ain’t prostitutes.”

B nudged her. “Yes, we are,” she whispered.

A looked confused for a second, and then she gave Mort a huge smile. “Yeah, we are! We’re great prostitutes! But, what I mean is, we ain’t here to charge you for a fuck.”

“No,” B agreed.

“We got a business proposition for ya!” A pushed her way inside dragging B along with her.

B closed the door with her butt and locked the door.

“Our asshole pimp left us high and dry!” Fuck Toy A said with a pouty lower lip.

“Fucked us over, mister,” B added.

Mort just looked from one to the other.

“The witches said you would be good to us!” A said. She hugged him, pressing her face against his hairy chest.

B threw her arms around them both and nuzzled him. “Please, mister! Can you take us out of here?”

Mort just stared down at their shining hair. Shit like this didn’t happen in real life. Happened all the time in porn, but not in real life.

He would have been even more astounded if he had been able to see the two redheads that had also squeezed into the shower room when Fuck Toys A and B had barged in - he couldn’t, of course. They had clouded his mind to make themselves invisible.

A and B looked up at him with doleful puppy dog eyes as they quickly shed their clothes.

“Please, mister?” A whispered as she slid down to her knees. She dragged his towel down exposing his hard seven inches of cock. She giggled and kissed the tip.

B rubbed A’s platinum locks.

Drops of milk dripped from B’s nipples.

“Holy shit,” Mort whispered.

B giggled. “I’m all drippy.” She leaned back and showed him her dripping pussy. “Down here too.”

A slipped his cock into her mouth and slid him all the way in, letting his head push into her throat.

“Jesus,” Mort groaned.

A winked at him and began a slow suck without using her hands.

“Isn’t she great?” B whispered. “We’re both great cocksuckers, mister. Take us with ya and you won’t be sorry!”

Mort reached down with his right hand and grabbed B by the ass. He pulled the giggling bimbo up his body and kissed her. Her feet dangled almost two feet off the floor as they frenched.

With his left hand, he guided A in her deepthroating, setting her tempo.

“He’s a natural,” a voice said.

“Shh!” another voice scolded.

He broke off the kiss with B, who went into a fresh fit of giggling and nuzzled his neck. “Did you hear that?”

“All I hear is A gagging on your meat,” B laughed.

“Am not!” A protested as she slid his cock out of her mouth.

“Yes, you are! You can’t even deepthroat a seven incher without sounding like you’re gonna hurl, A. That’s just pathetic.”

A stuck out her lower lip. “Tell her to stop teasin’ me, mister! Ain’t I a good cocksucker?”

He slapped B’s fat ass. “Yes, she is. You be nice.”

B giggled.

“Hey, mister?” A whispered.

“I think you two need to call me Mort.”

“Okay,” A said with a beaming smile. “You’re a little… smelly.”

“Aww, hell, darlin’… I’m sorry. Come here,” Mort said as he leaned down and picked her up.

Both platinum blondes were now clinging to his neck.

“Please, Mort, don’t leave us here. We’re scared to be alone,” A whispered.

“Yes, please, Mort?” B whispered.

Mort laughed and carried them back to the shower. “Sooner or later I’m gonna wake up and feel like a damned fool.” He set them down and then reached in and turned on the water.

Mort pulled them into the shower as they laughed.

***

Sugar opened the door and let Demona in as the threesome soaped each other and giggled under the shower.

“Wow,” Demona whispered. “That is one lucky asshole.”

“I barely had to change anything in his head to get him to agree,” Constance whispered.

“No straight man would disagree,” Sugar chided.

Inside the stall, Mort got behind A, bent her over and entered her from behind.

B dropped to her knees and slid under them, licking them both as they fucked.

“Do you ever feel… guilty?” Constance whispered.

Sugar raised an eyebrow. “Do you?”

Constance shrugged. “Not before last night. The empathy from bonding with Ray - I mean, I never gave what I was doing a second thought until then. I… destroyed a lot of lives.”

“That’s one way of looking at it,” Sugar said. “What you were doing before, at the practice? It was all for you, for money, for lust. But, now, well we’re caught up in a tidal wave. The world is going to change when the Church takes over. With us or without us.”

Constance shook her head. “But, we turned these coeds into sex kittens. And, why? Simply because they were rude. We tore them apart and rebuilt them…”

“Well, they were little bitches,” Demona whispered.

Constance nodded. “Yes, but did they deserve this?”

Inside the stall, Mort made them switch places. B moaned as his cock slid into her tight pussy and A licked her clit.

Sugar took a deep breath. “This world - their world, is barbaric. Those girls really were bitches. They were conceited, privileged little monsters who would go out into the world, find some equally despicable husband and squeeze out spoiled little asshole offspring. Continuing a cycle of populating the world with horrid wretches. They will never be truly happy, never be kind, never be generous.”

“Yes, but…”

“But nothing. Look at them now. They are happy, content, loving, caring, delightful creatures. They will never get sick, never grow old.” Sugar held Constance’s hand. “And, if we didn’t do this to them, sooner or later, the Church would.”

Constance nodded. “I suppose you’re right.”

“Oh, God, girls I’m going to cum,” Mort groaned.

Fuck Toy B slid off his cock and dropped to her knees beside A.

Together they alternately pumped and sucked his dick.

“Cum on our faces, Mort!” A giggled.

“Mmm, yeah, and in our mouths!” B added.

“Fuck!” Mort cried out and long spurts of cum landed on the girl’s faces.

They laughed and licked the cum from each other’s faces, and then kissed.

Mort staggered back, still dripping cum, into the shower room.

The girls lay down in the shower and switched into a 69.

“Aww, girls don’t lay down in that shower!” Mort said. “It’s nasty. You’ll catch something off the tile.”

“No, they won’t,” Demona said. “They’re immune to all infections, bacterial and fungal.”

Mort spun around, the last few drops of cum dropping on the floor.

“Who the fuck!?”

“We’re the witches Fuck Toy A and B told you about,” Sugar said.

***

The Fuck Toys were still locked in their 69.

Mort had dressed hurriedly - the eroticism of being with the platinum blonde sex kittens had been one thing, but he didn’t want to be naked in front of all these women. “So, they were college students? Not hookers at all?”

Sugar laughed and shook her head. “Oh, I’m sure they spent a lot of time on their backs at Boston College, but not for money.”

“And, you did all of that to them because they pissed you off?” Mort said.

“Well, and because it was fun,” Constance said with a grin.

“Okay. I will do my best not to piss you ladies off.”

Demona laughed. “He’s scared shitless.”

“Yes, I am,” Mort agreed. “I mean, what are you going to do to me? Make me cluck like a chicken or something?”

“Mort,” Sugar began. “Can I call you Mort?”

“By all means.”

“Those two are going to need someone to look after them, in bed and out.”

He looked at them and frowned. “You mean me?”

“Yes.”

Mort looked at the two giggling sluts in the shower. A was now scissoring her crotch against B, tribbing them both toward yet another orgasm. “Oh, hell, I’m too old for them. I’ll be dead in a month.”

“We can take care of that,” Constance said. “We can make you strong, young…” She glanced at his crotch. “Endowed.”

“How endowed?”

“Oh, seventeen maybe?” Sugar said.

“Seventeen? Inches!?”

“Oh, now we have his attention,” Demona laughed. “Men and their dicks. Give him a horse dick and he’ll sell his soul.”

Mort nodded. “Fucking A, I would. Is that what I have to do? Sell my soul?”

“And, help us recruit more ladies like the Fuck Toys. You’ll be driving your truck, only you’ll be hauling for us. We already have one driver, but he’s unreliable,” Sugar said.

“That’s an understatement,” Demona grumbled. “Guy’s a prick.”

Mort stroked his chin. “Abduction? I don’t know. Not sure I can live with it.” His eyes narrowed. “But, I could agree to it, on one condition.”

Sugar smiled. “I don’t even have to read your mind to know what you’re thinking.”

Mort nodded. “My exes. And, they’re fucking spouses. They’ve been draining me dry for years. Can I abduct them?”

Sugar held out her hand. “Yes. Deal?”

He took her hand and shook it. “You just bought yourself one used truck driver.”

The Fuck Toys ran to him, dripping from the shower. They hugged and kissed him. “Yay!”

Demona opened her bag and pulled out syringes and bottles. “Welcome to the team, stud. Now, drop trow.”

***

An hour earlier, while Sugar and Constance were occupied with creating the Fuck Toys, Jason prepared to introduce Lisa to his guardians.

“I cannot meet them looking like this,” Lisa whined. She was wearing the too tight, nearly transparent leggings and the Big Dick Johnson t-shirt.

“It doesn’t matter,” Jason whispered as they stood in the crowded store. “We’ll just tweak their minds. They’ll never know.”

“I will know. Seriously, Jason, I can’t meet them wearing this.”

Jason laughed. “Okay, what do you suggest?”

She looked out in the parking lot. “I’m going to grab my bag off the bus - there has to be something in it I can get to work.”

“With those boobs? Dream on, babe.”

“Well, I gotta try. Just go on and find your Mom and Dad, I’ll catch up.”

***

Ten minutes later, she stood in the ladies’ room going through her bag. The blouses and t-shirts were hopeless. She tried to pull her formerly baggy sweater over her head, only to find that, with her increased bust size and lengthened torso, it was now a tight, half-sweater that barely covered her bare boobs.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“You okay, sweetie?” A woman asked. She was middle-aged but pretty, a head shorter than Lisa with gray streaks in her brown hair.

Lisa wiped away a tear. “Actually, no. None of my clothes fit.”

The woman blinked as Lisa took off the now stretched sweater. “Whoa, you are a healthy girl!”

Lisa quickly covered her boobs with her arms. “Sorry!”

The woman took the sweater from her hands. “Oh, honey, this could never have fit you.”

“Believe it or not, it did at one time.”

The woman laughed. “Well, it couldn’t have been any time recently.”

Lisa shrugged the Big Dick Johnson t-shirt back over her head. “This is all I have. I’m supposed to meet my boyfriend’s family… in this.”

The woman bit her lip to keep from laughing. “Yeah, that’s not good. I’d give you something of mine, but, those girls wouldn’t fit in anything I have either. I’m Mary, by the way.”

“Lisa. Thank you. I guess I just have to swallow my pride and wear this.”

“Hmm, wait a second, I have an idea. Follow me.”

They stepped into the hallway and Mary stopped.

“What are we doing?”

“Just hang on a second.”

A fat truck driver walked into the hallway heading for the restroom.

Mary smiled. “Perfect! Hey, mister, I’ll give you $50 for that shirt.”

He was wearing an old, faded denim shirt over what looked like a wife-beater t-shirt. “Say what?”

“The shirt. $50,” Mary opened her purse.

The trucker shrugged. “Yeah, okay.” He unbuttoned it and handed it to her.

Lisa smiled. “I’ll pay for it…”

“Shush,” Mary said. “You look like a college student. You need your money for pizza and beer.”

She handed the trucker the cash, and he waddled in his yellow stained wife beater to the men’s room..

Lisa stared at the old shirt in her hands. “I… thank you, Mary.”

“Come on. We aren’t done yet,” she ushered Lisa into the bathroom.

They stood in front of the lavatory mirror.

“Hmm,” Mary said. “The graphic on the t-shirt won’t show if we button up the shirt.” She reached up to help Lisa put the shirt on. “Gosh, you’re so tall. What are you? Six foot five?”

“Honestly, I don’t know.”

The shirt had no trouble enclosing her big breasts, and it hung down lower than the t-shirt.

“There, a denim shirt dress!” Mary said.

Lisa wiped away a tear. “Thank you…”

“Now, stop crying. You’ll ruin your pretty makeup.” She took a step back. “Needs one thing more.” Mary was wearing a wide brown belt. She took it off and wrapped it around Lisa’s waist. “How can you have boobs like that and a waist that small? You look like somebody built you in a lab.”

“Well…”

“There, take a look!”

Lisa turned. She looked… hot! “Thank you, Mary! Thank you, so much!” She hugged the smaller woman.

“Oh, honey, you’re… wel… welcome.”

Lisa took a step back. Mary’s eyes didn’t seem to want to focus.

“I… wow… I feel strange. You smell sooo good!”

Demona had mentioned something to her about pheromones. Was she having an effect on Mary without meaning to?

Mary stepped closer. “That… perfume. I… what is it?”

“It’s, uh, I don’t wear any.”

Mary blinked and shook her head.

And, then Lisa was in trouble. Her clit began to throb. The increased desire from her procedures was turning her on. She felt moisture flood into her pussy. Her yoga pants suddenly felt wet.

No! She couldn’t! This woman had been so kind to her, she couldn’t just…

Thoughts flooded her mind. Visions of her kissing Mary deep, crushing her against her big breasts.

“Yes, please,” Mary whispered. “Go ahead and kiss me.” She leaned up, head tilted back, eyes closed, lips slightly apart..

Oh, God, she had put that thought in Mary’s mind without meaning to! She had to get control.

Of course, the moment she thought that, she lost control again and flooded Mary’s open mind with an avalanche of images.

“Ooo, oh, God, what is wrong with me?” Mary whined. “I want… I need you. I’m not gay, but…”

Oh, screw it, Lisa thought. She reached into Mary’s brain, and flipped her bi switch. It wasn’t hard to do at all.

Mary melted against her and Lisa kissed her.

Mary went limp in her arms.

Lisa stopped. Calm. She had to calm down. She was in complete control of this sweet woman, and she was determined not to hurt her, not even by accident. She slipped into Mary’s mind gently - she steered clear of the woman’s main memories. Weird as she found the notion, she felt like it was an invasion of privacy.

Instead, she focused on Mary’s lust. The images came sliding by, like snippets of movies. Her husband, Stan, lying on top of her, thrusting. Not good sex, but loving sex. Mary sucking his small cock. Mary letting him cum on her face. Snuggling.

Lisa felt warm and happy inside Mary’s memories.

Mary masturbating. Big cock fantasies – they must have been fantasies, because there were orgy memories and swinging. Lisa giggled. She liked to imagine them big. And, then…

Lisa smiled. Mary masturbating, wondering what it would be like to taste a woman. Soft, so soft. She had no vibrator, but her fingers were so adept at finding the right spots, the perfect spots. Images of women filled her mind, friends, co-workers, people she only glimpsed somewhere.

Lisa. She hadn’t been able to look away from Lisa’s amazing body when she came in the restroom earlier.

Mary’s mind took over. Fantasies played out where she was making love to Lisa.

Mary moaned with her eyes closed. She went rigid as an orgasm went through her.

Mary opened her eyes. “I… Can we? I think I want...”

Lisa smiled and nodded. She led Mary back to a stall.

In an instant, Lisa had pulled Mary’s skirt up to her waist. She tugged the white lace panties to the side and slipped her long fingers into Mary’s cleft.

“Oh! Oh, God,” Mary whispered.

Lisa found her clit in the tangle of brown pubic hair and massaged it with her finger.

Mary’s eyes grew wide, and Lisa drew her into a kiss. She knew the woman would cum fast.

A minute later she was moaning into Lisa’s mouth as she came.

Lisa held her, massaging slowly as the woman’s pussy quivered.

When the spasms stopped, Lisa broke the kiss and smiled down at her.

“That was…” Lisa began.

She never got to finish.

Mary grabbed her hips and spun her around.

She bent Lisa over the toilet, and Lisa put her hands on the tile wall.

“Your yoga pants are soaked!” Mary whispered.

Lisa moaned as she felt Mary’s fingers probing her crotch.

She felt Mary tug with both hands.

The material slid down over her hips.

“Oh!”

“Shaved!” Mary whispered. “I always wanted to do that to myself!”

Lisa gasped as the woman’s lips found her dripping snatch and kissed with abandon.

Lisa was breathing hard as Mary’s lips and tongue explored her completely.

She groaned when Mary’s tongue teased her anus.

Mary giggled. “You like that?”

“Y… Yes. I’ve always liked it.”

Nimble fingers touched her hole.

“Oh, Mary!”

“It’s… the shape. It isn’t shaped like a woman’s ass. It’s more of a slit like a pussy.” She eased two fingers into Lisa.

“God! Yes. Please! Lick my clit too. Oh!”

A third finger slid into her ass as Mary’s tongue found her clit.

“Yes! Oh, God!”

Lisa’s body was racked by an orgasm. Her ass muscles clenched, milking Mary’s fingers.

Mary giggled as Lisa squirted, covering her face with girl cream.

“Sorry! I should have warned you…”

Mary laughed and licked. “You’re delicious!”

***

They stood side by side and fixed their makeup in the lavatory mirror.

“I just want you to know, I’ve never done anything like that,” Mary whispered.

“It’s pretty new to me, I just recently discovered I’m bi.”

“Lisa, I have to tell you, I don’t think I’ll ever be the same. You’ve spoiled me.” She hugged Lisa tight.

Lisa turned and caressed Mary’s face. “You… you’re not sorry, are you?”

“What? Of course not… are you?”

“Oh, wow, no. No, Mary. It was amazing. You’re amazing.”

A woman walked into the restroom and did a double take at the two women embracing.

Mary laughed and dragged Lisa down for a soul kiss.

The woman frowned and went back out into the hall.

“Ha, hater,” Mary giggled.

A few minutes later they walked into the truck stop store.

Mary held Lisa’s hand. “Will I ever see you again?”

“Of course! Mary, you had such an effect on me. You’re wonderful!”

“Likewise.”

They walked together into the restaurant.

Mary sighed. “Got to go back to being, what do they call it? Vanilla?”

Lisa laughed. “Yeah, me too.”

“Here,” Mary said as she handed Lisa a slip of paper. “This is my cell. Call me. Anytime.”

Lisa smiled. “I will.”

Mary winked at her and walked to a restaurant booth.

She sat down beside a middle-aged man.

Directly across from Jason…

Jason smiled. “Mary? You already met Lisa?”

Mary’s eyes went wide. “Lisa… yes, we…” Realization crossed her face. “Lisa is your girlfriend.”

Lisa felt like a deer in headlights.

Jason and Mary’s husband, Stan, stood up as Lisa walked to the table.

Stan took her hand. "It’s amazing - Jason came to the table right after Mary went into the restroom. He was telling me all about you, Lisa. I can't believe you and Mary met in the ladies’ room without realizing."

"Like it was fate or something," Mary whispered. Lisa didn't think Mary had blinked since realizing that Lisa was Jason's girlfriend, and the family Lisa had been so nervous about meeting was her own.

"Tell us where the two of you met," Stan said.

"Yes, do tell," Mary whispered.

"Umm, it was a party," Lisa said. She couldn't look at Mary.

"Yeah, a wild party," Jason laughed.

"How long have you two been seeing each other?" Stan asked.

"Not long," Lisa said with a smile.

"Stan, stop giving them the third degree. Lisa, are you driving to Ithaca on your own?"

"No, I... was with a group of friends. But, when I found out Jason was here, I thought maybe I could travel with you?"

Mary reached over and took her hand. "Yes, dear. That will be fine. Everything will be okay."

Lisa choked back a sob. Mary's meaning was clear without her having to reach into her mind.

She smiled at Mary, and the older woman winked back.

Mary sat back and looked at her ward. "Jason, why are your clothes so tight?"

"What?" Jason said.

"That's a new t-shirt. It was loose when we left this morning. Now it looks like it's painted on you. Are you swollen?"

"Oh, heh... I don't think so..."

Mary's eyes took on a sleepy quality as she stared at him.

"I tell you, Mary. Jason has been telling me some of the most incredible things while you were in the restroom," Stan said. "When did our son get so smart?" He had the same half-lidded look.

Mary was biting her lip and staring at Jason's chest.

Oh, fuck! Lisa thought. Of course! Why hadn't she realized?

"Jason," Lisa said. "I'm hungry. Let's get something from the restaurant. Do we have time, Stan?"

Stan shrugged. "Well, honestly, we're already so late we won't make it to orientation anyway. You kids grab some food."

Lisa grabbed Jason's arm. "Come on."

He stood up. "Take it easy, babe."

Lisa looked out of the corner of her eye at Mary - she was staring intently at Jason's crotch.

Lisa half dragged him away from the table.

"What the hell?" Jason whispered.

Lisa put her fist to her mouth and bit her finger. "Oh... Jason... fuck, you're going to be mad."

His brow furrowed. "What?"

"Mary, is super nice..."

He shrugged. "Yeah, I guess. They’ve looked after me since my Mom died…"

"She was very kind to me in the restroom. She helped me get this shirt. She gave me this belt."

"Yeah, I thought I recognized that..."

"We fucked."

Jason froze.

"Jason? Did you hear me?"

He held up a finger. "Hold it. Did you just say, you fucked Mary?"

Lisa grimaced. "I am sooo sorry. The hormones and the powers, I'm not used to them yet."

"You fucked Mary!?"

"I didn't know she was your guardian."

Jason shook his head. His mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. "How could you not know? We're psychic now..."

"I didn't look at those kinds of memories. I thought it would be rude..."

"What? And seducing a woman who’s been like a mother to me isn't rude?"

Lisa's lip trembled. She was on the verge of tears.

Jason sighed. He pulled her close. "Okay, okay. I'm sorry."

"I didn't mean to."

"I know. It'll be okay." Jason kissed the top of her head. "Mary is gay?"

"No, she's bi - I didn't make her that way. I think she's just always been curious. What do we do now?"

"Umm, family get togethers are going to be awkward..."

Lisa laughed. She took his hand. "Brace yourself. It gets worse."

"Worse? What? She's leaving dad to be with you?"

"No! She loves your dad, it's just... I don't think Sugar and Demona thought this whole thing through."

"What do you mean?"

"The pheromones...Mary wants you."

Jason's eyes bulged. "What the fuck!?"

"Look behind you. Be discrete."

Jason turned.

Mary was staring at him over the back of the booth. Her eyes were glued to his ass. She smiled at him.

"Oh, fuck!" Jason hissed.

"How are we supposed to ride all those hours in a car with them?" Lisa whispered. "They'll be all over us. And, do you trust yourself with your heightened sex drive? I don't trust myself at all."

***

Sugar, Constance, and Demona walked to the store counter.

“May I speak to the manager please?” Sugar asked.

“Sure,” a pimple faced kid at the register said. “Marge? Somebody’s asking for the manager.”

A short woman about as big as she was tall waddled to the front. “Is there a problem?”

“Oh, no!” Sugar said with a smile. “Just a couple of things. You have access to your security cameras?”

“Yes,” the woman said.

“I’m going to need you to go back and delete all the footage for today.”

“What? I can’t…” The woman’s left eye floated up in its socket. She blinked and smiled. “Of course, Ma’am. I’ll get right on that!”

Demona leaned on the counter. “Yes, and most importantly, would it kill you to get some fucking churros in this place?”

The woman looked at her with a blank expression.

“Sugar?” Demona said.

Sugar rolled her eyes. “You heard her. Churros.”

The woman nodded. “I’ll order them today.”

Demona smiled. “Good girl.”

“Oh, and we never had this conversation?” Constance added.

“Of course not! Have a nice day!”

Sugar, Constance, and Demona found Asmodea still reading magazines in the lounge.

Together they went out into the hot parking lot.

They opened the door to the van.

Rita was bobbing her lips up and down on Ray’s thick cock.

Ray looked at them and groaned. “Where the fuck… you been?”

“Popping the dentist’s cherry,” Demona said. “Fucked up a lot of people.”

“Yeah,” Ray said. “God, baby, so good… We saw the Boston College bus. Aiggh!”

Rita smiled as her cheeks expanded and contracted, sucking out Ray’s thick cum.

He relaxed into the seat as Rita finished him.

“Fuck,” Ray groaned. “Eight times. I got nothing left.”

“Bullshit,” Rita said as she wiped cum off her rubber lips. “You could go all day, and you know it.”

“Hey, Rita?” Constance asked as she got into her seat. “All that cum? What do you, you know, do with it?”

Rita smiled. “I thought you knew?”

Demona laughed. “Our Pinocchio here is a walking chemical factory - she produces different forms of ambrosia from Ray’s cum.”

Rita patted her belly. “Churning away right now. This batch is White Witch and Whoremaster.”

Asmodea closed the side door, and they drove away toward White Plains.

***

“Dr. Constance Burns,” Nurse Rhonda said into the phone. She was standing in the dental office reception area. Tonya the receptionist sat in her chair. “I called yesterday.”

Tonya was shaped vaguely like a bowling ball.

Rhonda was looking down into Tonya’s deep canyon of cleavage.

Rhonda rolled her eyes. “Hello? Yes, she’s missing. Over forty-eight hours now. Well, I don’t know goddamn it! Listen, something has happened to her…”

The office door opened.

Constance stepped into the waiting area.

Rhonda breathed a sigh of relief. “Never mind, she’s here!” She dropped the phone into its cradle and ran into the empty waiting area.

Rhonda threw her arms around the much smaller woman. “Constance! Where have you been? Jesus Christ, we were about to lose our shit!”

Constance smiled and hugged the biker chick nurse tight. “It’s okay. I’m okay.”

“I thought Alexei or Tyrell or one of the other fucks had done somethin’ to you,” Rhonda whispered and then she started to cry.

Constance laughed. “Oh, come on now. Rhonda, you’re tougher than this.”

Rhonda hugged her tight and sobbed. “Shut-up and let me cry.”

She barely noticed the other people that crowded into the waiting area.

When she finally blinked away the tears, she took a staggering step back.

A nun, an Amazonian redhead, a goth chick, a circus strongman, and a tall girl with a hoodie pulled down over her face stood smiling at her.

“Who the hell…”

Constance squeezed Rhonda’s hand. “It’s okay. These are my friends.”

Rhonda looked at Constance’s chest and pointed. “Constance! Where did you get the boobs!?”

“I’ll explain. I promise. Where are the patients?”

“We tried to muddle through without you yesterday, but we canceled all the appointments for today.” She couldn’t take her eyes off Constance’s new rack.

“Good. Is everyone here?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell the hygienists to go home,” Constance said. She turned to the amazon. “The hygienists don’t know anything about the… side business.” She turned back to Rhonda. “Oh, except for Allison. She’s to stay. And, Edward, of course.”

Rhonda nodded back to the receptionist. “What about Tonya?” she whispered.

“She isn’t a part of this either, so…” Constance frowned. She took a step toward the reception desk. She was staring intently at Tonya.

Tonya smiled nervously. “Um, hi, Constance.”

Constance leaned on the desk. “You fat bitch!”

Tonya’s eyes were the size of fifty cent pieces. “I beg…”

“Oh, bitch, you will beg! Skimming money? Don’t I pay you enough!?”

Tonya shrank back in her chair. “I don’t… how did you know?”

Constance pointed at her. “Silence. Don’t move. Just breathe. Oh, I will deal with you later.”

“Constance? You okay?” Rhonda asked.

“Oh, she’s fine,” the amazon said. “She’s just reading your minds. Tonya here had a big secret.”

“Say what?” Rhonda whispered.

The amazon smiled. “No worries. You’re not in trouble. All your evil deeds are… well, the acceptable kind from Constance’s point of view.”

The door to the hygiene area opened and Allison came through. She locked eyes with Constance.

And burst into tears.

She threw herself around Constance’s neck and shook.

Constance smiled and stroked her short black hair. “I knew it. I just knew it.”

***

Allison stood in position one: feet shoulder width apart, back arched, breasts thrust out, hands behind her head, eyes on the floor.

Constance walked around her. “You love me.”

“No, I love my husband.”

“Stop lying.”

A single tear rolled down Allison’s cheek. “I love you.”

Constance untied the bottom of Allison’s scrubs. They slid down and pooled at her feet.

She was wearing her chastity. The lock was undone, but she had wired them closed with a paper clip.

“My good girl.”


Allison nodded. “Yes, doctor.”

Constance undid the paper clip and slid the rubber panties down.

She sat down on an office chair and patted her lap. “Take off your top and come here.”

Allison Pulled it over her head, exposing her luscious fake tits.

She walked to Constance, one foot in front of the other.

“How do you want me, doctor?”

Constance smiled. “Lean across my lap.”

“Yes, doctor.” She laid down with her flat tummy on Constance’s thighs, her buttocks raised.

Constance caressed her ass, delighting at the shiver that went through Allison’s body when her fingers touched her. She traced the round base of the butt plug. She tugged it gently and Allison cooed.

“When did you fall in love with me?”

“Please, don’t…”

Slap! Constance spanked her bare ass cheek. “There have been a lot of changes in me, Allison. Not just the boobs. I can read your mind, make you think anything I want.”

“What!?”

Constance sent a barrage of images from the day into Allison’s mind.

“Aiggh!” Allison cried. “How did you…”

“No questions. Just know that I can make you do anything I want, Allison. I can turn you into a brainless bimbo if I want. Do you believe me?”

“Yes, doctor.”

Constance smiled. Allison believed her. “Do you want to be a mindless slave to me, Allison?”

“No! Please, I don’t…”

Constance almost laughed. For the most part, her dear Allison was telling the truth.

But, part of her was getting wet thinking about being a mindless sex toy.

However, that was not, and had never been, what Constance wanted.

She caressed the small of Allison’s back. “Of course, you don’t. But, that is exactly what I will do to you unless you tell me the truth. When did you fall in love with me?”

Allison sighed and her body relaxed. “When you gave me the molly and set me up on the date.”

“What!? You knew I gave you molly?”

“Yes, doctor. I just went with it. I was so excited. You were turning me into a slut. I always had these feelings. I wanted to be what you wanted me to be.” Allison sobbed.

“And, you fell in love with me?”

“Yes, doctor. I did! I never came so hard and so much. And, then when you…” Her body shook. “When you took possession of me? I’ve never been the same. I love you, Constance… doctor… I love you, doctor.”

She slid Allison onto her knees and kissed her gently.

Tears fell from Allison’s big eyes and Constance kissed them away. “I love you, Allison.”

Allison smiled and leaned down. She kissed Constance’s thighs, her tears dripping.

Constance stroked Allison’s hair and spread her legs.

Allison moaned and began licking Constance’s wet pussy.

“Mmm, yes. Things are going to be different, Allison. You have to leave him. Tonight.”

“Yes, doctor, I will. I’ll never let him touch me again.” She looked up from Constance’s crotch and sobbed. “We didn’t know what happened to you. Oh, Constance, if you hadn’t come back, I would have died. Don’t leave me again, please!” She sucked with renewed vigor.

Constance stroked her hair. Everything was coming together.

***

“I didn’t do nothin’.” Tonya, the receptionist, said as she trembled. She sat at the conference room table between Edward and Rhonda.

On the opposite side of the table, the goth woman and the amazon sat smiling. The muscle man and the girl in the hoodie stood behind them.

The nun sat at the far end of the table.

“What is this about?” Edward asked.

“Patience,” the amazon said. “This is Constance’s meeting. She’ll be here soon, I’m sure.”

“Who the hell are you?” Rhonda asked.

The amazon grinned. “My name is Sugar Tits.”

Rhonda burst out laughing. “What the fuck!?”

Sugar Tits shrugged. “You can call me Sugar for short. To my right is Dr. Demona.”

The goth winked.

Edward stared at Demona. “Is that first name or last?”

“Both,” Demona said.

“Behind me is Ray. And, the lovely lady to his right is Rita.”

Rita pulled back her hoodie.

“Fuck me,” Rhonda whispered. The girl had pink plastic skin with gaps beside her lips. She was a living doll.

Rita smiled.

The nun spoke. “My name is Sister Asmodea.”

“What the fuck does the Catholic Church have to do with this?” Edward asked.

“Not a thing, dear,” Asmodea said. “Not a thing.”

The conference room door opened, and Constance stepped in wearing her tight, white dress.

“Holy shit,” Rhonda whispered.

Constance was holding a leash. The other end was attached to a black leather collar around Allison’s neck.

The tall brunette took mincing steps in high, black heels.

Other than her chastity and heels, she was naked.

She breathed heavily and held her hands behind her head. She kept her eyes on the floor.

Rhonda shook her head. “Could somebody please tell me what the fuck is going on?”

***

“So, we work for them now?” Rhonda nodded toward Sugar.

“No,” Constance said. “You work for me. I work for them.” She sat at the head of the table.

Allison knelt obediently by her chair.

“Constance is correct,” Sugar said. “She will be your mistress. That is, if the Church agrees to take you in.”

“What? We have to interview for our own jobs or something?” Edward asked.

“Something like that,” Sugar said. “Constance? Rhonda first?”

“Yes, Sugar.”

Rhonda looked from one of them to the other. “First for what?”

“Don’t panic, babe,” Demona said. “They won’t hurt you.”

Rhonda glared at her. “I ain’t your babe, bitch.”

Demona smiled. “I ain’t your bitch, butch.”

Rhonda started to say something else to the wisecracking doctor, but a loud buzzing filled her head. Her memories swept past. Her childhood, young adulthood, prison - everything she had ever been ashamed of, every time she had hurt someone.

It stopped.

Constance and Sugar shuddered.

Sugar patted Demona’s hand and nodded.

“Congrats, bitchy. You passed.”

“Passed? Passed what?”

“We had to know what kind of person you are,” Sugar said. “We’re going to make you professional caste…”

“With a twist,” Demona added. “You’re going to be a Nurse Slut - kind of fits your personality.” She winked.

“A Nurse… what?”

Sugar held up her hand. “You’ll love it, I promise. Edward next.”

Sugar and Constance closed their eyes.

Edward’s body seized.

An instant later, Constance screamed.

Sugar gasped. She gripped the table so hard the wood splintered and broke.

Constance opened her eyes. “Edward, why? They did nothing to you!”

“Whores. They were all whores,” Edward hissed.

Sugar got up and wrapped her arms around Constance. “Don’t look. Just close your eyes.” She turned and looked at Rita. “Make it quick.”

Rhonda screamed as Rita leaped across the table. She slid across on her knees.

Edward screamed.

Rita slapped a hand on either side of his face and twisted.

Edward’s head was twisted backward with a sickening snap.

Rhonda screamed and Tonya passed out.

Sugar held Constance as she cried.

***

They all stood in the waiting room, except for Ray and Rita. The sun had set hours before.

Ray and Rita were still in the conference room making Edward fit into a suitcase. Occasionally, those in the waiting room could hear bones snapping.

“Eight women,” Demona said.

Sugar nodded. She still held Constance’s hand as she lay on a couch cradled in Allison’s arms.

Constance didn’t speak above a whisper. “I should have known. I knew he was violent, but I thought it was all fantasy.”

Sugar rubbed her hand. “You couldn’t have known. Not until you had your powers.”

“Christ,” Rhonda said as she wrung her hands. “We were right here in the office with a serial killer this whole time. What made him do that?”

“He hated women,” Constance said. “I knew that… God, I even helped him take out his frustrations…”

“Which may have kept him from killing more. You saw, the last woman he killed was five years ago,” Sugar said.

Constance nodded. “Before he came here.”

Rhonda shook her head. “Couldn’t ya have done one of those mind fuck things to him? Just erased the killer part of him?”

Demona smiled. “Yeah, they could have, butch. But, that isn’t the way it works.”

“Murderers are eliminated,” Sister Asmodea said. “People who commit such crimes cannot be allowed in the New Order.”

“Yeah, well, in case you didn’t notice, scary robot girl just committed murder,” Rhonda said.

“Executed. There’s a difference,” Sugar said.

“Not from where I’m standing.”

The conference door room opened.

Ray walked out carrying the suitcase. “We’ll take him down to the East River and get rid of him.”

Rita was behind him. “I shattered his teeth, destroyed his face, and burned off his fingerprints. He has no tattoos, so it should be impossible to identify him.”

“Jesus,” Rhonda whispered.

Sugar nodded. “His DNA must not be on file, or the police would have caught him long ago. Good work.”

Rhonda frowned. “I’m out of here. I didn’t sign on for any of this, Constance.”

“It’s okay,” Constance said.

“Are you sure?” Sugar said.

“Yeah, I am,” Rhonda said. She turned to leave.

“Coward,” Demona said as she looked at her nails from a waiting room chair.

“Excuse me?” Rhonda said. She stood over Demona and clenched her fists.

“You heard me,” Demona said. “You’re a coward. What would you have done about Edward? Let him go? Called the cops? We couldn’t do either, and you damned well know it. The only thing we could do was put him down, just like we did. You think you have the moral high ground or some shit? You?! You let them sell that girl Stephanie to a pimp and didn’t raise a finger.”

Rhonda drew back to hit her.

Demona didn’t flinch.

“Put the fist down, Rhonda,” Rita the Bimbot said. “Or, I’ll shove mine so far up your ass I’ll turn you into a hand puppet.”

Rhonda turned and stared in horror at the robot girl.

Rita smiled, her glass eyes twinkling, as she made puppet motions with her right hand.

“Stop, everyone, please,” Sugar said. “No one is going to hurt anyone else. There has been enough bloodshed. Rhonda, please stay. You’ve seen us at our worst, and I’m sorry about that. But, if you’ll stay for just a few hours more, I will show you our best.”

***

“Okay, butch, strip,” Demona said.

“Would you stop calling me butch,” Rhonda growled.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I just… you remind me of somebody.” Demona was drawing syringes of multi-colored liquid. “I used to call her Butch. It was an inside joke.”

They were in one of the oral surgery rooms.

Rhonda took off her scrubs. She was wearing a black thong and a black lace bra.

Demona turned around. “Damn! Growl for me, ya cougar. I fucking love those tatts!”

“Are you always like this?”

“Mostly. Bra goes too.”

“Not the bra,” Rhonda whispered.

“Hey, come on. I need to see what I’m working with.”

Rhonda sighed and unhooked her bra.

Her girls went south, nipples even with her crotch. “Like fuckin’ taffy.”

“Gravity sucks, huh?” She reached out and caressed Rhonda’s breasts.

“Hey, cut it out.”

“I know you’re bi. Constance was very detailed in your biography. And, let’s face it, butch, I’m hot as fuck - damn, I keep calling you that. Lena didn’t like it at first either.” She pointed at the dentist chair. “Park it.”

“Lena?” Rhonda asked as she sat down in the chair. The leather was warm against her bare skin. Her breasts fell to either side, heightening the embarrassment of the situation.

“Yeah. My wife.” Demona said as she surveyed Rhonda’s body. “DDs. How big do you want to go?”

“Huh? You told me you were just going to firm me up…”

“Butch, I can strap a set of Gs on you with no problem… goddamn it, I keep calling you that.”

“Gs!? I’ll look…”

“Fucking amazing.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Gs, firm and high? Goddamn right. I’d do ya.”

Rhonda laughed. She was beginning to like the mouthy doctor. “What would your wife say?”

Demona stopped in mid step. “She… isn’t with me anymore.”

“Aww, geez, I’m sorry. You just talk about her like you two are still together. You stay friends?”

“No. She’s dead,” Demona said. She turned around and held up a syringe. “It will only take two CCs to get you to G. Wanna go for it?”

Rhonda just stared at her. “I’m sorry.”

Demona smiled with tears in her eyes. “Ancient history, butch. You want the zeppelins or not?”

***

Constance walked into the surgery room to find Demona on her knees with Rhonda standing over her, legs spread. “Doctor!” Constance laughed. “What are you doing to my nurse?”

“Fuck!” Rhonda groaned. “You never told me… I would be this fuckin’ horny!”

Demona looked up from Rhonda’s crotch and winked.

Rhonda was a knock-out. High firm G cups above a narrow waist and a thick, athletic ass. Her thighs were strong and hard.

She had her fingers wrapped in Demona’s hair and seemed to be attempting to use the doctor’s entire head for a dildo.

Demona pulled away. “Come on, Butch.” She led Rhonda back to the dentist chair.

Rhonda whined. “Please, Demona. I need you.” She looked hungrily at Constance. “Both of you. Come on.”

Demona opened her medical bag. “Here.” She handed Rhonda an Hitachi Wand vibrator.

Rhonda’s eyes lit up and she flicked it on high, pressing it to her clit. “Ooo, God, fuck yes!”

“Does this happen often?” Constance asked.

“She’s a little extreme. I think she had a high drive to begin with. The slutifier put her over the edge.”

“The big guy?” Rhonda groaned as she rubbed the head of the vibrator back and forth over her clit. “I’ll bet he’s huge, isn’t he? I want him.”

Demona slipped two fingers into her pussy. “And, here I thought I had you converted. Oh, well, the pretty ones are always straight.”

“Bi! I’m bi!” Rhonda cried.

She went rigid and screamed.

She squirted and Demona finger fucked her hard, paused to allow her to gush, and then resumed until the squirting stopped.

Rhonda went limp and passed out.

“Is she going to be okay?” Constance laughed.

“Sure. She just needs to adjust.”

Constance rubbed Rhonda’s hair. “You left it salt and pepper.”

“Absolutely, she’s fucking hot with those streaks of gray.”

“You give her ambrosia?”

“No, we need to talk about that. I can give her straight professional ambrosia. She’ll get the immortality and the immunity to all diseases, but she won’t be bound to anyone. Or, I can have Rita mix up a special batch of ambrosia mixed with your DNA. She’ll be bound to you, the same way you’re bound to Ray.”

“The Church would let us do that?”

“Fuck the Church. We’re cowboys on this trip. You want it?”

Constance leaned over and kissed Rhonda’s hair. “No, she’s her own person. That’s one of the things I love about her.”

Rhonda opened her eyes. “Yes. I want to be bound to Constance. Forever.” She smiled and nodded.

Constance teared up.

“I owe you my life. And, now I owe you immortality. I’m yours, Constance. Always will be.”

Constance wiped at her cheeks. “How do you take my DNA?”

***

Rhonda stared lovingly at Constance. A drop of her blood in the ambrosia was all it took.

Sugar smiled and wondered if the nurse even needed the DNA tainted ambrosia.

Tonya, on the other hand…

The fat blonde was sitting naked on the same dentist chair where Rhonda had been made into a nurse goddess.

Rhonda had changed into her biker outfit, though the leather vest looked ridiculous trying to corral her new girls.

Demona winked at her. “You know, Butch, there is a regulation uniform for nurse sluts: white rubber mini-dress, white rubber thigh boots with a red stripe down the back.”

“That sounds fucking embarrassing,” Rhonda grumbled.

“I think you’ll look hot,” Demona said with a wink. She looked at Constance. “What am I doing with our little blonde here?”

Constance frowned down at the cowering woman. “We should do something super nasty. Stealing from me? Tonya! I paid you better than any receptionist in town.”

“Sorry! I’m so sorry, Constance. I just… so much money was coming in, I just thought you wouldn’t notice a little bit missing. Please. Don’t hurt me.”

Sugar smiled. This was a good test of Constance’s dark side. She needed unconditional love for her brothers and sisters in the castes, but she needed to think of normals as nothing more than potential converts.

Constance sighed. “I’m not going to hurt you. But, you must be punished.”

“Want me to make her so fat she can’t walk? Give her four tits? Pussy for a mouth?” Demona asked with a grin.

Constance looked disturbed. “You can do that?”

Tonya sobbed.

“Don’t know,” Demona giggled. “But I would have fun trying.”

Tonya whimpered.

Constance looked at Sugar with a questioning look.

Sugar shrugged. “Your decision. For the record, she usually succeeds at whatever she tries.”

Constance crouched down beside Tonya. “Are you truly sorry, Tonya?”

“Yes, oh yes, Constance. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Constance rubbed her honey blonde hair. “Yes, you will.” She looked up at Demona. “How big can we make her tits?”

“Hmm, big as you want.” Demona grabbed Tonya’s floppy left breast. “I mean she’s got nearly a J cup from all the fat. I could go as high as an L cup without dumbing her down.”

Tonya’s eyes grew big.

“No, not big enough. Can you make her an O and still make her able to do her job?”

Demona laughed. “Fuck… Usually don’t make them that big. I mean, I’ll have to do some major back muscle work. But, yeah, I can make her an O cup sexretary slut. Trim her down nice and firm, tighten that ass, give her a few inches more height. She’ll still be able to do the receptionist gig.”

Constance caressed Tonya’s cheek. “Don’t leave her too smart. I love the idea of having a bubble headed blonde sexretary.”

Tonya swallowed hard.

Demona held up a huge needle with what looked like two pints of liquid in it. “Ooo, sweetie, this is gonna hurt like fuck. Wages of sin, babe. Payback is a bitch.”

***

A few hours north, Jason and Lisa were counting down the time until they reached the farm Sugar had told them about.

Lisa insisted on rolling the windows down, using the excuse that she got car sick easily.

She was actually hoping the movement of the air would blow away some of their pheromones.

It wasn’t working.

Lisa and Jason sat in the back seat.

Mary was turned toward them, staring at them adoringly.

Lisa was pretty sure the overheated older woman was trying to masturbate without drawing attention from her husband, Stan, who was driving them through the countryside.

Worse, Lisa and Jason had not taken into account their own heightened libidos.

All Lisa wanted to do was get naked in the backseat and fuck.

Judging from Jason’s bulging jeans, she wasn’t the only one.

“You two make such a beautiful couple,” Mary said as she licked her lips.

She looked hungry.

Very hungry.

“I don’t know about you guys, but I could use a pit stop,” Stan said.

“Yes!” Mary cheered.

“No!” Jason said. “We really need to get to Lisa’s friend’s house.”

“Absolutely, the quicker we get to the farm, the better,” Lisa added. The farm. She hoped the bedrooms were big. With soft beds, and floors, and haylofts, and comfy couches… any fucking place where she could get Jason alone and drain that monster cock.

Or, Mary… God, yes! Mary eating her pussy…

She blinked. Oh, fuck! She had to stop. She reached over and tried to roll her window down more. It was as far down as it would go.

“Oh, honey, are you feeling car sick?” Mary asked with a lascivious grin.

“What? No! No, I’m fine…”

“Stan, we really need to stop.” She looked at Lisa and winked. “Lisa and I really need to spend some time in the restroom.”

Fuck, Lisa thought.

***

Meanwhile, in the dentist’s office, Allison watched as Constance and Sugar stood mumbling over Tonya.

She had a dazed expression on her now thinner face.

It was unbelievable. Thirty minutes after the last shot, Tonya had gone up a cup size and lost nearly fifty pounds. Sweat poured off the formerly fat, now merely chubby receptionist.

Tonya had looked horrified at first. Evidently the two witches could block pain, but Constance had said they would not - pain was part of Tonya’s punishment.

There had been a lot of crying and screaming.

Rhonda had looked away, and even Demona winced a few times.

The witches looked… amused.

And, Allison?

It turned her on.

But, she knew she was a sick pervert.

Had she always been? Allison didn’t know. She had always had thoughts during sex, dark fantasies. She had wanted her husband, David, to explore her submissive nature with her.

He was a good man, a good husband, but he just didn’t understand the need. She longed to be dominated, objectified. She masturbated to thoughts of being a humiliated sub after sex.

It was the only way she got off.

Constance had changed everything.

She frightened her from the first day, long before she knew about the side business. The woman was dark, she knew that. Little things she said, innocent touches in the hall.

When Allison had her own teeth cleaned, Constance insisted on doing it herself.

Always in the surgery room, and always under anesthetic - which was ridiculous. Nobody needed to be asleep for a cleaning.

A normal person would have quit, sensing that something was off.

But, then, Allison was not normal. Instead, she masturbated imagining what Constance did to her as she slept in the chair.

And, when David had that business trip last year? She had gone out of her way to let Constance know he would be gone and for how long.

She had taken the offered cup of coffee that Friday afternoon. When she felt the effects of the massive dose of molly a few minutes later? She wanted to throw herself at Constance’s feet.

Constance was taking possession of her, and she loved it.

Why hadn’t she told Constance how she felt then, how she really felt?

Was it just her holding on to her pathetic marriage, or was it simply part of the game?

Now, she stood wearing her collar, chastity, and stilettos watching her domme enslave a woman.

Constance was a goddess. She wanted Allison body and soul, and all Allison wanted to do was worship at her feet for all eternity.

She looked at Tonya thrashing in the throes of whatever the chemicals and witches were doing to her, and Allison hoped Constance would do even worse to her next.

***

Lisa ground her naked crotch against Mary’s in the gas station restroom.

Mary’s eyes were half closed as she leaned on the lavatory, her right leg resting on Lisa’s shoulder. “You’ve sucked his cock, haven't you?”

“What?” Lisa was so close, again. The hot woman turned her on almost as much as her ward.

“His cock. You’ve sucked it. Tell me!”

Lisa felt a wave of lust. “Yes. Yes, I’ve sucked his dick and eaten his cum.”

“God, yes!” Mary whined and trembled in Lisa’s arms. She came again.

Lisa didn’t stop. “It’s so big, Mary. So long and thick.”

“Fuck,” Mary whispered. “I don’ know… what’s wrong with me. I want him. I’m horrid. First I’m bi and now this!”

Lisa smiled. “No, you’re not horrid. You’re a woman and you have needs. He’s a fucking stallion, Mary.” Lisa could feel her own orgasm coming closer.

The door opened and a middle-aged woman walked in. Her eyes were big as saucers.

Lisa turned to her. “You saw nothing. Go piss in the parking lot.”

The woman’s eyes glazed over and she walked back through the door.

Shit! She had been so close.

Mary dropped to her knees and began kissing Lisa’s pussy. “Mmm, has he… has he fucked you?”

Lisa laughed. “N… No… not yet. But, I helped him fuck another girl.”

Mary looked up at her startled. “What? You mean… he’s had group sex? My Jason?”

Lisa nodded. “I watched him fuck four women, Mary. They all left satisfied. Does that make you upset? Or, does it make you hot?”

Mary moaned and slid her tongue deep in Lisa’s cunt.

“Guess that answers that question,” Lisa chuckled to herself. She hadn’t done a single thing to Mary, other than dosing her with her pheromones which she couldn’t control.

To be honest, she was afraid to try controlling her. What if she hurt her? It was one thing to give little Brenda simple commands and the trigger, but she was very much afraid of hurting this woman who was becoming so dear to her.

How far would Mary go without mind control?

“Do you want to fuck him, Mary?”

Mary stopped licking. She leaned back. “My best friend’s son? How could I?”

Lisa raised Mary to her feet and pulled her against her big breasts. “Do you want to fuck him, Mary?”

Mary was hyperventilating. “Yes.”

“Do you want to fuck your ward, Mary?”

“Yes.” She was trembling. “God help me. Yes.”

Lisa smiled.

***

Allison had expected to be “worked on” in a dentist chair like Tonya and Rhonda. She should have known better.

She was in the waiting room naked on all fours, balancing on the long coffee table used for magazines.

Worse yet, the blinds were open, and, though few if any people should be wandering around the medical office park in the middle of the night, anyone who did could see her on display.

She was red with shame. And, to her dismay, arousal!

She wore nothing but her butt plug and her black stiletto heels.

Constance and her new friends sat around the room chatting, and occasionally probing or caressing her.

Demona knelt in front of her and squeezed her breasts. “Damn. How in the fuck did they get these implants in her skinny body?”

Constance laughed. “It took some doing. They were the biggest ones they make. Actually, I wanted them to use two implants in each of her tits, but the surgeon refused.”

“I can cut these big bags out and fix her right if you want…”

Allison gasped. She wanted to scream ‘No’, but her place was to be silent and serve.

“No, I don’t want her to be a dumb bimbo like little Tonya here,” Constance remarked.

Tonya giggled and went back to playing with her pussy. The formerly fat receptionist now had a big heart shaped ass, a tiny sunken waist, and the biggest breasts Allison had ever seen. If the girl were to lay down on her back, she would be smothered by her own tits.

And, she was dumb as hell.

Somewhere, they had found her a black pinstriped business suit about two sizes too small in the ass and ridiculously too small in the bust. She sat in one of the waiting room chairs, legs spread wide, and played with her thick, pink clit using a pen.

“Which reminds me: Tonya, tomorrow morning, call all of our appointments for the day and reschedule. Also, call the hygienists and tell them they have the day off with pay.” Constance sighed. “I think after tonight, we’re going to need to sleep in.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Tonya announced in a high pitched, bubbly voice.

They had called her a ‘sexretary whore’ - Sugar had explained that Tonya would be a dumb bimbo in everything, except her job function. She would be a highly efficient secretary, just a complete airhead on everything else.

Other than fucking.

When the giant, Ray, had returned with the robot girl, he had fucked Tonya on the floor. Her performance would have won her a porn Oscar, if there was such a thing.

He had pulled out before cumming inside the big blonde.

Robot girl had then sucked him dry.

“What do you want done to Allison, Constance?” Demona asked.

“Can she be bound to me?”

A thrill went through Allison’s body.

“Yes, same as we did to Rhonda and Tonya.”

“Good. Physically, I don’t want a single thing changed… on the outside, I mean. She’s very aesthetically pleasing. I paid enough for her body.”

Allison swallowed. Owned. God, she was owned!

“The Ambrosia will make her immortal and immune to disease, of course,” Demona said.

“I want her sterilized. She’s such a disgusting whore, some random stud will squirt a bastard into her. I can’t have that.”

Demona winked at Allison. “Hear that, sweetness? Your owner wants you fixed.” Demona looked at Constance. “I’ll amp up her sex drive as well - we usually freeze an ovary to preserve her childbearing ability for the future, but in her case, I think we should make both into hormone factories to make her almost manic.”

Allison bit her lower lip. She had never wanted children. And, everything Allison wanted to change in her meant she was owned just a tiny bit more.

Demona slid three fingers into Allison’s pussy. “Too tight. With your permission, I’ll widen this cunt - we’ll open up her womb of course. Nothing will be able to satisfy her other than your fist or a whoremaster.”

Allison was hyperventilating.

“That sounds wonderful. Can you do something about her little clit? It’s a sensitive little nubbin, but I really want it to get longer when she gets aroused - like three inches or so?”

What!? Allison was horrified. She would look like a freak!

“Oh, definitely. They say Sister - the head of the Church in Havana - has a stable of sluts with eight-inch clits to satisfy her. I can make her three inches when properly aroused with no problem, and I’ll make her elastic as fuck so it turns into a little nubbin again when it isn’t needed.”

“Perfect! Widen her little ass pussy as well.”

“Want me to give her cunt lips back there?”

“Oh! I hadn’t even thought about that! Yes.”

Allison was in complete shock. They were going to do all this to her!?

Demona laughed. “Oh, you’ll love this! I can modify her tongue. Make it longer and add little studs - pretty much turns it into a dildo. They call it a ‘dyke tamer’ - which is offensive as fuck, by the way. I prefer to call it, a ‘lesbian’s best friend’.”

Constance laughed. “Go ahead and get started.”

Sugar put her hand on Constance’s shoulder. “Her mind? Do you want to change anything?”

Constance leaned forward and tilted Allison’s chin up. “Look at me, Allison.”

Allison slowly raised her eyes.

Constance smiled. “In my eyes, you are perfect. You are everything I’ve ever wanted to own. Sugar and I can reach inside your mind and make changes. We can make you love what I do to you, make you permanently submissive to my every whim. But, I don’t think I need to do that, do I, my love?”

Love! Her mistress loved her. Allison’s eyes welled with tears. “No, doctor, I am yours. I will obey you forever. I love you.”

Constance kissed her lips gently.

It was the sweetest kiss of Allison’s life. And, for the first time in her life, she felt complete.

Sugar smiled and nodded down at them. Was there a hint of sadness in her eyes?

“You may begin your work in a moment, Dr. Demona,” Constance said. “But, there is one thing Allison needs to do first.” She held up Allison’s cellphone. “Now. In front of all of us.”

Allison took the phone from her hand. She pressed a button on the screen and held it to her ear.

She smiled. “David, it’s me. No, I’m still at work. I won’t be coming home. Ever. I don’t love you. I’m here with Constance. She’s my life now, David. Goodbye.” She hung up and handed the phone back to Constance.

The dentist snapped her phone in two.

Allison stared into Constance’s smiling eyes and gave up all control to her. Forever.

***

Lisa stood with Mary as they fixed their makeup in the lavatory mirror.

Mary kept biting her lower lip, leaving red lipstick stains on her teeth.

Lisa giggled. “Stop that.” She reached over and scraped red pigment off her upper teeth with her fingernail.

“Good grief. I’m a mess, aren’t I?”

She took Mary’s hand. “It’s a lot. This day has been extreme.”

“Are you… doing something to me? Somehow? It all started when I met you in the restroom.”

Lisa paled. “Not… on purpose.”

“By accident then?”

“Maybe… I’m sorry, Mary.”

Mary hugged her. “No, darling, it’s wonderful. You’re not doing anything to me I don’t want… really want.”

Lisa smiled. “I’m glad. I like you, Mary. A lot. I will never do anything to hurt you, I promise.”

She smiled up at Lisa. “I know that.” She shook her head and turned back to the mirror to attempt the lipstick one more time. “Something like this was going to happen sooner or later. I thought I’d left it all in the past.”

“Left what?”

“Kink.”

Lisa laughed. “Kink!? Mary? But you’re…”

“What, old?”

“No! You’re… I don’t know… a mom.”

Mary burst out laughing. “Well, not really! I mean, when Jason’s mother died, I did the best I could. Wait, you don’t think moms can be kinky?”

“Well, I suppose. I just never thought about it.”

“Baby, I grew up in the eighties. We created kink.”

Lisa giggled.

“Stan and I, we met in college. He was… different from most guys I fucked.”

“How?”

“Do you know what a micro-penis is?”

“No! Really?”

“One- and one-half inches. I was very experienced by the time I met Stan in my last year of college. You really don’t choose who you love. Love chooses you.”

“Why would you? I mean… that small?”

Mary sighed. “He was different than other guys. Not… possessive.”

“You mean, he let you fuck other guys!?”

“Oh, yes. He was there sometimes at the beginning. Once we were married, he was always there when bulls used me.”

“Holy shit.”

“And, he participated. Orally.”

“One and a half inches…”

“Yes, and of course, his testicles are tiny - worse, he had mumps when he was eighteen, sterilized him. It happens.”

Lisa nodded. “So you never had children?”

Mary smiled and nodded. “No, even with my bulls I used protection. If I couldn’t have Stan’s baby, I didn’t want one.”

“Wow.”

“We’ve been Ward and June Cleaver ever since Jason came to live with us. Vanilla all the way - Stan has been a great father.” She laughed. “Vanilla till today, that is.”

“Shit, I feel bad.”

“No! Honey, no! This was going to happen eventually. We’re still the same kinksters we were before. We’ve just been asleep for a few years. You woke me up… wow, did you ever wake me up. You’re my first girl. I was always too afraid to try another woman until you.”

“Yes, but you never wanted Jason to know…”

“Which was the right thing to do. But, not now. He’s obviously an adult now. He’s certainly not innocent…”

“You have no idea.”

“Oh, I think I do. God, I feel so twisted.” She licked her lips.

Lisa smiled.

“Yes. I do want him. I’m tired of lying about what I am.”

Lisa nodded.

And, she knew what to do.

***

It’s a mini harem! Constance thought.

After Demona had finished with Allison, they all went to Constance’s apartment.

Apartment was not quite an accurate description. It was the penthouse of a skyscraper overlooking the Hudson River in Gutenberg. The New York skyline glimmered through the windowed east wall.

Ray and Rita had removed all her bedroom furniture and piled the floor with every mattress and cushion she owned.

They all lounged naked on the cushioned floor.

A few feet away, Rhonda was screaming as she came, experiencing whoremaster cock for the first time. Demona suckled at her nipples as Ray drove her over the edge.

Rhonda squirted as she came, drenching the mattress she was being driven into by Ray’s beautiful cock.

Rita knelt behind Ray, fondling his thick balls.

Constance was lying beside Sugar. Allison was kissing and massaging her mistress’s feet as Bimbo Tonya tongued Sugar’s pink asshole.

The only one not participating was the thin nun. She had discarded her robes and changed back into her rubber bondage nun outfit. She stood with her back to them and stared out at the New York skyline.

Allison kissed her way up Constance’s thighs.

Constance smiled. Allison had always been her favorite toy, but now she was even more precious.

As Allison settled into gentle licks on her clit, Constance smiled at Sugar who was watching her intently.

“Happy?” Sugar asked.

“Ecstatic. More than I ever dreamed possible.” She glanced up at the immovable rubber statue that was Asmodea. “She is puzzling,” Constance whispered.

“Asmodea? Oh, she’s fine. She’s genuinely a good person… err, well, good evil person. She’s one of us in her heart. Does that make sense?”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Fuck! Fuck, oh fuck!” Ray groaned as he unloaded a torrent of cum deep inside Rhonda.

He collapsed on top of her as she laughed and squeezed him with her thighs.

Ray rolled onto his back and Rita lowered her rubber lips to his tool.

Rhonda’s eyes flickered open as cum dribbled out of her well fucked hole. She smiled and kissed Demona as she climbed over her to reach Constance.

She collapsed beside them on her side.

Rhonda reached down and idly stroked Allison’s short black hair as the slave ate Constance out. “This is fucking amazing.”

Sugar laughed. “Welcome to the team, Rhonda.”

Demona wrapped her arm around Rhonda from behind. She had her eyes closed. “Love you, Butch.” She laid her face against Rhonda’s back and fell asleep.

Rhonda smiled and held Demona’s hand.

“Butch?” Constance whispered.

“Demona’s wife. She’s gone now.”

“She says I remind her of Butch.”

“Lena. Her name was Lena,” Sugar said. Her eyes had a faraway look.

“What happened?”

“We happened,” Sugar whispered. “Level 9 happened.”

Constance shivered at the mention of the monster level.

Rhonda laid her head on Constance’s shoulder. “I want the girl back, Constance. Please.”

Constance looked at her, uncomprehending.

“Stephanie. I want her back. I’ll fucking kill them if I have to.”

Constance shook from a mini-orgasm - Allison was nothing if not attentive.

Sugar smiled. “She's the girl the pimp took?”

“Tyrell. Motherfucker.”

“Don’t worry about Tyrell. We’re going to visit him, and… who’s the other pimp?” Sugar asked.

“Alexie.”

“Yes, we’re going to visit them both tomorrow. And, if there’s any killing necessary?” She nodded toward Rita who was deepthroating Ray.

Rita winked at them without pausing her blowjob.

***

Lisa stood by Mary as she paid for the rooms at the little motel down the street from the gas station.

Mary looked at Lisa hesitantly and then said. “Two rooms adjoining for tonight, please?”

A fat, older woman with huge breasts nodded at her behind the counter. “That will be $120 per night, in advance.”

“Of course,” Mary said. She counted out the money with shaking hands.

The fat woman stared at her. “I’ll need a credit card too for miscellaneous.”

“Oh,” Mary said. She hunted through her wallet.

“You don’t need a credit card,” Lisa said. She pushed her will into the woman’s brain.

The fat woman blinked. “I don’t need a credit card.”

Mary looked between the two of them in confusion.

“See?” Lisa asked. “She doesn’t need a credit card.”

Mary frowned. “But…”

The fat woman handed her two sets of keys. “Y’all have a good night.”

Mary stared up at Lisa as they went into the parking lot. “How did you do that?”

“Do what?”

Mary turned her head sideways. “What the heck…”

“Shh. Trust me, Mary. Just trust me.”

Jason was smiling as he leaned on the car fender. “Get the rooms?”

Mary went all smiles - Jason’s charm was on full force.

Lisa could almost see a glow around him.

“Yes,” Mary said. “One for your Stan and me. And, one for the two of you.”

Stan was pulling suitcases out of the back. “You got them a room? To themselves?”

Mary looked at Jason and bit her lip. “Of course, Stan. They’re adults. It’s not like they aren’t going to be sleeping together at Ithaca.”

Stan shrugged. “Okay.”

***

Jason pressed Lisa against the tile shower as the water ran down their perfect bodies. “Jesus, baby, I didn’t think I could take much more.”

Lisa laughed and kissed him as he grabbed her thighs and lifted her. She clasped her legs behind his buttocks and gasped as his immense cock slid inside her to the hilt.

Jason’s lips found her left nipple and he sucked it in, swallowing her sweet Ambrosia.

Lisa sighed. “Oh, God… It’s so different… sex… with these new bodies…”

“I know,” Jason whispered as Ambrosia dripped from the corners of his lips. “Are we even human anymore?” He thrust in and out.

She groaned from the hard fucking. Harder than she had ever known. He was of course deeper inside her than any man had been, but there was no pain. Her cervix was no longer in the way - it was now a wide ring that allowed unfettered access to her womb.

She had literally been transformed into a sex toy.

And, she loved it!

Her trepidation about controlling other people’s minds was evaporating. The fat woman at the counter was easily manipulated.

And, though she knew what they were doing to people was evil, in the end, who would not be grateful to be made into this?

“Close,” she whispered.

“Cum, Lisa. Cum on my cock.”

She did, her cunt muscles squeezing as he pounded her even harder.

She laughed, kissing his handsome face. “I never dreamed it could be like this.”

He laughed and kissed her. He turned off the water. “I want you on the bed…”

She followed him out of the bathroom.

The room was dingy and had a decided 1970’s feel to it. The carpet was threadbare, and the furniture’s varnish was peeling.

The door to the adjoining room was directly across from the bathroom door.

It had a lever style lock on it.

Jason jumped naked and dripping onto the bed. “Get over here.”

Lisa smiled. “Be right there.” She reached out and unlocked the adjoining room door.

***

In the next room, Mary heard the click of the adjoining room lock.

A shiver of anticipation went through her.

Lisa had told her to open the door and look inside when she unlocked it.

“But, don’t come inside, Mary. Wait on me to summon you,” she had said.

Mary was lying naked on her back on the dusty bed.

Stan was on his knees at the foot of the bed licking her clit while he jacked his little cocklet using his thumb and index finger.

She groaned and pushed him lower with one hand on his head. She rubbed his receding hairline.

He tongued her asshole.

Mary smiled. “Remember before Jason? Remember how we played? With others?”

He looked up from between her thighs and smiled. “Yes, of course.”

She smiled down at him. “I want that again, Stan. I want it. What do you think of that?”

His eyes grew large and he lowered his head again, driving his tongue deep inside her pucker.

Of course, he wants that, she thought.

She felt his body go stiff and knew he was pumping his thin, clear cum onto the filthy carpet.

She loved him. She would always love him. But, she needed more.

Mary pushed him away from her crotch.

“Don’t you want…” he groaned.

“No. Later. Come to bed.”

He crawled up beside her.

Clear cum dripped from his fingers. He reached for a towel he had lying on the nightstand.

“No,” Mary whispered. “Get used to the taste… again.”

His lips trembled as he brought his dripping fingers to his mouth.

Mary nodded and smiled as he licked and sucked his own cum.

She stood up. “Get some sleep.”

He looked embarrassed. “I love you, Mary.”

She nodded. “I love you too, Stan.” She turned away and walked naked to the door to Lisa and Jason’s room.

She glanced nervously at Stan.

He rolled onto his side away from her.

Mary put a trembling hand to the adjoining room door and opened it just enough to look inside.

She drew in a startled breath.

Lisa was on her knees on the bed, face down on the old comforter. She was facing Mary with her eyes closed.

The man standing behind her could not have been her ward.

Jason had always been well built, but not like this. Corded muscles strained and flexed in his broad shoulders and perfectly defined thighs.

His buttocks clenched and relaxed, clenched and relaxed as he thrust a cock as long and thick as Mary’s forearm into Lisa’s stretched pussy.

Shish-slap, shish-slap - even this far away, she could hear the wet sound of Jason’s cock pounding into her, followed by the slap of his impossibly large balls against her.

Had she simply overlooked her ward becoming more masculine over the years?

No, it wasn’t possible.

Something was different. Several somethings.

Lisa opened her eyes and smiled toward her as Jason continued fucking her.

The smile was… almost evil.

Her mind drifted back to the odd actions of the fat woman at the motel counter. Lisa had done something to the woman.

Had she done something to Jason? Made him into this sex machine?

Had she done something to Mary herself? Re-kindled old lusts she had thought were long dead?

For a moment, Mary wanted to scream. Lisa was some kind of sorceress, and they were all under her spell!

She pushed the door open a little wider, ready to cry out.

But, the smell! The delicious, wonderful smell coming from the room.

A wave of lust washed over her as she watched the beautiful couple fucking.

She felt silly. Why had she been so disturbed a moment before? Lisa was wonderful!

She reached down and rubbed her clit.

Lisa nodded and winked from the bed. She licked her lips.

Mary suppressed a giggle - such a minx!

With one hand on her clit, she leaned against the doorframe and squeezed her right nipple with her other hand.

Jason had his head turned away as he grasped Lisa’s hips and pumped into her harder.

“Aiggh! Jason… don’t cum,” Lisa moaned.

“What? Baby, you’re fixed. I can cum inside you.”

“No… want your cum… for something else…” She shrieked then as an orgasm took her away.

Jason laughed and pushed her harder into the bed. “Yeah! Oh, fuck, Lisa… you’re squeezing so fucking tight…”

Mary felt her orgasm building. She wanted to cum with them.

Lisa leaned forward on the bed.

Jason’s cock slid out with a wet pop. He groaned in frustration.

A moment later, he was smiling. Lisa spun around and caught his turgid cock in her cleavage. She grinned up at him. “Bet you’ve never fucked a girl’s tits before, have you?”

Jason laughed and pumped as Lisa pressed her big breasts together.

As huge as her tits were, he still poked several inches out of her cleavage on an up thrust.

She sucked his thick knob head into her lips as he tit fucked her.

“God, baby… oh, fuck.”

She turned slightly.

Mary realized it was to give her a better view of her ward’s thick cock as it slid between her breasts and into her mouth.

“Gonna cum!”

Lisa moved quickly. With one hand she grabbed a drinking glass off the nightstand and grabbed the base of his thick cock with the other. She pumped him hard and pointed the head of his dick into the glass.

Jason cried out. Jets of white cum erupted from his cock and landed in the glass.

So much cum! Mary thought. Thick and white, like a man’s jizz was supposed to look. Most men came only a few teaspoons full, but not Jason! Jet after jet poured into the glass.

When he finally collapsed onto the bed, his cum was less than a half inch from the top of the glass!

It wasn’t humanly possible.

Lisa was smiling at Mary as Jason lay beside her with his eyes closed.

Lisa ran her finger around the glass’s lip, coating it with the excess cum. She held her finger up to show a glistening pearl of cum. Then she licked the drop off her finger.

Mary came, gritting her teeth together to keep from crying out.

***

Lisa nodded as Mary leaned against the doorframe.

Mary’s eyes were closed as she struggled to keep from crying out as she came.

Lisa snuggled in closer to Jason.

He put his arm around her and held her tight.

She marveled at how he was once again becoming erect, mere moments after having an orgasm that almost filled a drinking glass.

She ran a finger up his length as his cock rose up. “You’re going to wear out my pussy.”

“Yes, I am,” Jason whispered.

All trace of awkwardness was gone from him, even though, before today, he had been an inexperienced eighteen-year-old.

Lisa kissed his chest. Today he had more pussy than most men had in a year of college.

The quality was certainly better.

He had made love to three women’s volleyball players, their coach, and, most importantly, two white witches.

And, the changes were, of course, evident in her as well. She had been awkward? Hadn’t she? She couldn’t imagine it now. She could have any man, or woman, she wanted. Anytime, anywhere.

The power made her wet.

She was beautiful - it wasn’t that she was conceited, she wasn’t. At least, she didn’t think she was. It wasn’t conceit if she was just stating the truth. She was a white witch, and she was so happy she wanted to cry.

This morning, she had been Cinderella. And, this afternoon, her fairy godmothers had turned her into a smoking hot bitch.

She grabbed the base of Jason’s cock and pumped.

Precum poured from the tip, coating him, getting him ready to fuck someone into submission.

“Ready to go again?” Jason whispered. He put his hand on her arm and rolled her. He was going to get on top.

“No. Get on your knees on the bed,” Lisa said. She felt like her eyes were glowing.

Jason laughed. “Excuse me?”

“I want you on your knees. Face down, ass up, legs spread.”

Jason pressed her to the bed, his hard cock pushing against her thigh. “Oh, what? You going to fuck me now?”

Lisa bit her lip. Did she look coquettish? She felt like she did. “Maybe…”

He reached down and grabbed her cunt, sliding three fingers into her. “I don’t think you have the equipment.”

Lisa groaned. “Maybe I’ll fist you,” she giggled.

He kissed her lips. “I’d let you.”

Lisa laughed and snuggled against him. “You would, wouldn’t you?”

He kissed her neck. “I would do anything for you.”

“Then get on your knees.”

Jason rolled his eyes. “Fine.” He got in the exact same position she had been in a few minutes earlier: face down, ass high in the air. “I don’t think I’m going to like this…”

She giggled. “What if you do?” She stepped off the bed and smiled at his exposed ass. His asscheeks were hard like granite. His little virgin hole was completely hairless as were his cock and balls, evidently a side-effect of his own transformation.

His long cock was rock hard and aimed at the bed. She ran her finger down the shaft, tracing the thick bulge that ran down his cock, and then back up to heft the huge bull balls.

She grasped his cock and pulled it back between his thighs.

Lisa began milking his big cock, the purple head swelled and long streams of precum reached down to the bed.

She leaned forward and tongued his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Jason breathed.

She pushed with her tongue, felt him open.

She didn’t go deep, just tongue fucked him gently as she pumped his shaft.

At the same time, she reached out with her mind.

She felt Mary, watching her every move, her lust growing with every second.

She concentrated harder.

Stan. He was asleep on the bed in the next room.

Sleep for six hours, she commanded.

Stan drifted into a deeper sleep.

Jason was moaning.

She stopped tonguing him. “Don’t cum. Not until I say. Okay?”

“Whatever you want, babe.”

She smiled. They were a team. He trusted her, and she trusted him.

And, now she was going to do something for him that he would never do on his own.

She stood back, still milking his dick. “Keep your eyes closed.”

Lisa turned and smiled at the open door to the adjoining room.

Mary was still there, leaning in the doorframe, masturbating again.

Lisa beckoned her to come inside.

***

As soon as Lisa beckoned, Mary resolved she was going to close the door and go back to bed. She would not do this, could not do this. No matter what she was now, no matter what her ward had become, he was still her best friend’s son.

Lisa beckoned again, her hand gliding up and down on Jason’s beautiful cock.

Mary put her hand on the door to close it.

Instead, she opened it.

She walked into the room. The air was heavy with sex. She stared transfixed at Lisa’s pumping hand.

Precum dripped in long strands from Jason’s cock.

It wasn’t possible. Human beings didn’t lubricate like that.

Lisa reached out with her free hand and took Mary’s hand.

Mary was shaking. She watched in a daze as Lisa wrapped Mary’s smaller hand around Jason’s girth.

It was hot! And, so hard and thick!

His cock, I’m squeezing Jason’s cock!

She almost pulled away, but Lisa held her arm, made her take over pumping him.

“So good, Lisa,” Jason whispered, his face in the pillow.

Lisa kissed her gently as she milked Jason’s beautiful cock.

And, then Lisa was pushing her down.

Mary’s lips touched his thick sack.

All pretense of stopping evaporated.

She tongued his heavy balls as Lisa stroked her hair.

Without any coaxing from Lisa, she trailed her tongue up, along his taint to his anus. She slid her tongue in.

She wrapped her other hand around his dick below her first, jacking him with both hands as she frenched his ass.

“God! Fuck, babe, I’m going to cum!” Jason whispered.

I’m making him cum! Mary thought. She should be ashamed, but instead she was proud.

Lisa whispered in her ear. “You mustn’t get any of his cum on you. Not a drop.”

What? Mary thought.

Lisa leaned over and picked up another water tumbler.

“Aiggh!” Jason groaned a moment later.

Lisa held the glass beneath Jason’s cock as his beautiful, white cum spurted out.

Mary pumped his cock and licked his asshole feeling every powerful gush of cum as Lisa caught it in the glass.

Jesus, he almost filled this glass as well! Mary wondered. Something had been done to them. Something unworldly had happened to her ward in that truck stop. Something had happened to change her family and herself.

He stopped cumming and Mary let go of his cock.

Jason collapsed forward, lying face down on the bed. “Baby… Jesus… That was amazing.”

Mary stared down at the hard-muscled body.

“Turn over, Jason,” Lisa said as she set the glass of cum on the nightstand beside the first.

Mary shrank back. She was going to run back to her room, but Lisa grabbed her hand and held her.

Jason rolled over and looked up at them with a half-lidded expression.

Then his eyes opened wide. “Mary!?” He yanked at the sheets to cover himself.

Lisa stood behind Mary and hugged her tight. “I knew you would never take her for yourself. But, she’s too hot not to fuck, Jason. And, she needs it.”

“No, I can’t,” Mary whispered.

“Yes, you can.” Lisa reached down and pulled the covers away.

Mary gasped. Jason’s long cock was once again erect.

Jason was staring at his guardian’s naked body.

“He’s almost ready,” Lisa whispered. “I got these in the truck stop.” She held up two magnum sized condoms in foil packets. “You can’t get his cum on you or in you.” She opened the first packet. “Jason understands, don’t you, babe?”

Jason nodded slowly.

Lisa rolled the big condom onto Jason’s thick cock. Even a magnum was stretched tight. “I don’t trust it.” She opened the other pack and rolled the second on over the first.

They didn’t even reach to the base of his shaft.

“If it breaks, there’s nothing I can do,” Lisa whispered.

She took Mary’s hand. “You won’t be able to take it all. They’ll fix you so you can later.”

Mary resisted. She tried to pull away.

Lisa smiled. “I can make you, if it makes it easier for you.”

Jason took her other hand.

Mary melted.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled him.

Lisa guided his huge cock head to the entrance of Mary’s pussy.

She shivered feeling the thick latex encased head probing at her folds.

“It’s okay, Mary,” Jason whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

He slid into her a few inches. Her body had to adjust - she had never had a cock that big, not even during her swinger days. She hadn’t even had a dildo that big.

It was hot inside her! Her whole body seemed to be warming from his penetration.

Lisa was not idle during this, she crouched behind them.

Mary moaned as Lisa’s tongue licked from Mary’s asshole, down her stretched pussy, down Jason’s shaft to his balls and ass, and then back up again.

Mary slid down further, gasping as Jason’s cock pushed against her cervix.

And, she had only taken two thirds of him!

Her precious ward was a sex god!

He pulled her down into a kiss as he began to fuck her in long, slow strokes.

She felt her orgasm start. It seemed to radiate up from her toes, knotting her muscles and making her spasm as it reached her mouth and came out as a scream of delight.

Jason laughed and fucked her harder.

She didn’t even notice that Lisa had left them.

***

Lisa walked into Stan’s room carrying two glasses of Jason’s cum.

Stan slept on his side in the threadbare bed.

She turned on the light.

“Roll over,” she commanded.

He rolled over in his sleep.

Lisa felt a surge of excitement flow through her. He was hers to command! She ripped the sheets off the bed.

He was balding with a narrow chest and a small paunch. His legs were thin and long.

He had the smallest cock Lisa had ever seen.

Lisa set one of the glasses on the nightstand.

She leaned over Stan and tipped the other glass.

The thick, white cum poured onto Stan’s chest, and she let it trail downward and spatter on his tiny cock and balls.

She felt a thrill go through her as Stan moaned in his sleep.

What she was doing was… wrong. Evil.

And, she had never been so turned on.

She lay down on the bed beside him and gently massage Jason’s cum into Stan’s almost hairless chest.

His sparse body hair fell away as the cum worked its magic, emasculating him. His small nipples thickened and became erect.

She massaged Stan’s stomach, smiling as the hair leading down to his groin disappeared leaving his skin soft and smooth.

His tiny cock pulled even farther inside him, leaving a half inch of nubbin.

She squeezed his cum soaked testicles, feeling them retreat inside his body, leaving a hairless, empty scrotum.

Stan began to moan in a progressively higher pitched voice.

***

Mary lay on her back, her legs wrapped around her Jason’s hips as he pounded into her, wishing she could take all of him and knowing it was impossible.

She came, screaming again. How much of it was the taboo of the situation and how much of it was his superhuman prowess? She didn’t know.

He pulled out of her, smiling, stroking his condom sheathed length.

“Maybe I should just break this condom? What do you think? Fill you full of cum? Would you like that, Mary?” He smiled down at her, pulling the condom nearly to the bursting point.

“I’m yours,” Mary whispered. “Anything you want, Jason. Anything.”

He laughed. It wasn’t a cruel laugh, but it held menace nonetheless. “No, you aren’t mine. But, one drop of my cum and you will be.”

“Yes!” Mary moaned.

“No,” Lisa said. She appeared over them. “Cum, Jason.” She pushed his hand away from his cock, replaced it with her own.

She slid him back inside Mary, the condom still intact. “Cum now.”

Mary gasped, feeling the condom expand inside her as Jason filled it.

He collapsed on top of her.

Lisa pushed him off her onto his back.

Mary looked at the full, distended condom. She wanted the cum inside.

Lisa pulled her to her feet. “No, you don’t. Trust me.”

Mary stood trembling as Lisa knelt and pulled the condoms off Jason’s hard cock, carefully saving the contents inside. She twisted the open end closed and held it up.

The condoms looked like a full water balloon.

Lisa winked and laid a wet washcloth over Jason’s cock.

“Get some sleep, babe,” Lisa whispered as she kissed Jason’s cheek.

She took Mary’s hand. “Come with me.”

They walked naked into the room she shared with Stan.

The bedside lamp was on.

Oh, my God, Mary thought.

Stan was lying on the sheets. His body was hairless from head to toe and glistening as if he was covered in oil.

He was wearing a pair of her panties, red satin with a black bow. The panties were wet as well.

And, where he should have had a small bulge, the satin lay flat against his skin.

His puffy nipples were hard and thick, and he seemed to have developed small breasts.

He moaned in his sleep.

“What… did you do to him?” Mary whispered.

“What he wanted,” Lisa said. “He’s not a man, Mary. You know that.”

Lisa lay down beside him on the bed and untwisted the condom. “Open your mouth, Stan.”

Stan smiled in his sleep and opened his mouth.

“I’ve been looking inside his mind, reading his memories. He used to eat you out after your bulls fucked you, didn’t he Mary?”

“Don’t do this,” Mary whispered. God, what was wrong with her? She wanted to make Lisa stop, but she couldn’t. Instead she was lying down on his other side.

She wanted to rub herself.

“Go ahead. Just make sure not to touch him, Mary. Jason’s cum will enslave you. And, I don’t want that.”

Mary eased her hand down and found her clit. She rubbed herself with her fingertips.

“Everyone will become what they want to be in the New Order, Mary. Your husband wants to be a sissy cuckold. And, he’s going to be one.” She turned the condom upside down and the cum began to flow into Stan’s open mouth.

He swallowed steadily.

Lisa smiled. “They told me his cum would emasculate men. I wanted to see for myself.” She reached down and pulled down the satin panties.

His cock was little more than a thick clit.

“Oh, God,” Mary groaned.

Lisa rubbed it with her fingertips, mimicking Mary’s movements on her own clit.

A moment later, Stan’s body went rigid.

His little clit cock began to spurt a thin stream of almost clear cum.

Lisa giggled and licked the almost sperm from her fingers. “I don’t think he’ll ejaculate like that for much longer.” She pulled the soaked panties back up.

Mary stared at her in wonder and horror. “What are you?”

Lisa smiled. “Let’s get dressed. We should leave for a while, let Stan simmer.”

“Lisa, what are you?” Mary asked again.

Lisa shrugged. “Get dressed. I’ll tell you everything I know.”

***

Stephanie was on all fours between two Japanese businessmen. They had wanted a virginal blonde, and they had gotten one.

She was dressed in a Catholic schoolgirl outfit with a blue plaid skirt and a button-down white shirt complete with matching tie.

Her skirt was flipped up over her ass as one of the businessmen plowed her cunt while the other fucked her throat.

They were small, but what they lacked in size they made up for in enthusiasm.

All she wanted was to go home to Tyrell and get a new dose of molly.

This spit roast was round two with the businessmen, and she hoped they were beginning to tire.

They didn’t speak to her, just murmured to each other in Japanese.

She was an object, a sex doll.

And, it was okay. It was just fine.

The man in her cunt pulled out.

She gasped as he shoved his little cock up her ass.

It didn’t hurt, not really. She was used to more healthy equipment.

But, she made sure to cry out around the throat fuck.

Anything that got them closer to finishing.

She was going to give them their $1500 worth.

That would make Tyrell happy, and then Tyrell would make her happy.

Her old life seemed like a dream. School? That was before molly and Tyrell and… Rhonda.

She blinked away a tear as the two men used her harder than they had probably ever used their wives.

The man in her mouth grunted and came.

She swallowed it down as the man in her ass screamed and shot deep inside her rectum.

Good. She wanted to go home.

***

Levon drove her home after the businessmen finished. They slapped her ass as she left, called her a whore.

Levon was a huge bear of a man, Tyrell’s most trusted lieutenant. He looked like someone who would snap you in two on a whim - but looks were deceiving. He was kind and gentle, almost apologetic as he led her out of the hotel by the service entrance.

It was okay.

Levon had given her some molly before helping her into the back of the car.

She offered to suck his dick, but he declined. Smiled, called her pretty, and then shook his head with a look of compassion that Stephanie hadn’t seen since Rhonda.

Chivalry wasn’t dead.

She was floating, getting warm again as the medicine did its magic. Part of her wondered what it would be like to go back to college. Run away, tell the cops? Get clean.

Clean? She giggled. She would never be clean.

She was property, Tyrell’s property. And, he was taking good care of her, wasn’t he?

Stephanie was a whore. A high priced one at the moment, on her way to being a cheap slut.

As long as there was molly, that would be just fine.

She didn’t remember the drive back to Tyrell’s. Vaguely remembered propositioning Levon again, and this time feeling his thick cock through the black denim jeans.

This time he spoke gently to her, picked her up in his arms and carried her to the elevator.

When she woke up again, one of the other whores was pushing her into the shower, soaping her ass, her cunt.

And, then Tyrell was fucking her with his thick cock while the whore from the shower laughed and got high.

***

Mary sat in the car and stared straight ahead as Lisa drove and talked.

“And, now you know as much as I know,” Lisa said.

The story was insane - witches and mind control, medicine to make you bigger, medicine to make you a whore.

“Say something, please, Mary.”

She looked at the beautiful girl. “Goddamn you. Goddamn all of you.”

Lisa’s eyes welled with tears. “I… I’m sorry.”

“Jason. You and those witches did that to my best friend’s son? Made him into… that? And then you made me fuck him?! You fucking bitch!”

Lisa’s eyes flashed with anger.

Mary felt a stabbing pain in her head, like someone had shoved a needle into her skull. She cried out.

Lisa’s face turned to a mask of concern. “Oh, God! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to…”

“Monsters… you’re all monsters…”

“Don’t make me angry, Mary, please. I can’t control it if I’m angry,” Lisa sobbed.

“Did you make me fuck you?”

“No, I swear I didn’t. The pheromones might have influenced you, but I didn’t use my mind, I promise!”

Mary stared at her, not sure if she believed her. “But, you made me do those things with Jason?”

Lisa swallowed. Then she looked at her. “No, Mary. I didn’t.”

There it was.

The most disgusting, revolting thing she had ever done.

And, the witch girl hadn’t had to do a thing.

“Take me back,” Mary said.

“What? We need to talk about this…”

There was nothing more to talk about. Her ward was lost to her – she had betrayed her best friend’s memory! And, what had she done to Stan? There was only one escape. Death.

“Turn around, or I swear I will throw myself out of this car.”

Lisa turned into a parking lot.

Mary thought she was turning around.

Instead the car came to a stop in the empty lot.

“I said…”

Lisa’s eyes seemed to glow in the darkened car. “Silence.”

Mary’s voice caught in her throat. She couldn’t speak. Panic gripped her and she grabbed the door handle.

“No.”

She froze in place.

“Look at me.”

Mary turned her head slowly.

Lisa’s eyes seemed to be staring right through her. “I’m not sure of what I’m doing. They didn’t train me properly. That’s why I have to go to the farm. But, I can see what you are planning. I can’t allow that, Mary.”

Mary’s eyes grew wide as she felt a tingling in her head.

“You fucked Jason, Mary. And, you loved it.” The girl’s gray eyes seemed to be brightening, glowing.

“Loved… it…” Mary whispered. What? No! No, this was their doing!

“You are a slut. Your life is about fucking. Cock. Pussy. The more depraved the better.”

“Yessss,” she breathed.

A slow grin spread across Lisa’s pretty lips. “You’re like me, Mary. You like to twist and pervert. That’s why you’re helping me turn your ward into a monster. It’s why you are helping turn your sissy husband into a shemale whore. You’re doing it because you are a twisted bitch and it turns you on.”

“S… Stop… don’t…” Mary tried to resist, but the fingers in her brain were digging deeper, pulling and twisting.

“You’ve always been like this. Just a swinger slut, you want to go even deeper into the darkness. Don’t you, Mary?”

It was so hard to think. Lisa’s words in her head sounded so right, so comforting. She felt the corners of her mouth turn up in a smile. “Yes. I want to go deeper.”

Lisa smiled and nodded. “You fucked your dead best friend’s son, you filthy slut. How does that make you feel?”

Mary bit her lower lip.

She leaned back in the seat and pulled her skirt up. She fingered her pussy through her soaked panties. “Horny. I want to fuck.”

“No more worries?”

Mary laughed. “Fuck worrying! Why would I worry about getting fucked by his huge, thick cock?”

“Exactly.” Were the changes she made permanent? Lisa didn’t know. Only time would tell.

Lisa put the car in gear and pulled back onto the street as Mary blissfully masturbated her cares away.

***

“Why are we here?” Mary asked. She had discarded her panties and tossed them on the dash.

Lisa turned off the car. “Supplies.”

They were sitting in the parking lot of an adult store about five miles from the motel.

Lisa got out. “Coming?”

“Well, almost…” She was rubbing furiously at her clit.

“Mary.”

Mary rolled her eyes and opened her door. She flung her legs apart, flashing the parking lot as she slid out.

Lisa giggled. “Nasty slut.”

Mary winked at her. “You should know, you made me. Thanks for that, by the way. Having morals was a real drag. This is much more fucking fun.”

Lisa knew the changes she had made to Mary weren’t permanent. After the effects wore off, she would have to look for signs the despair that had made Mary consider suicide had returned.

But, for now, Mary was an evil slut.

The blinking neon side announced ‘Adult Video Arcade’ and ‘Novelties’.

They stepped through the front door into the fluorescent lit cinderblock building.

The clerk looked up from his titty magazine. Then he smiled a greasy smile as he stared at them.

Most of the patrons were middle aged, balding men.

A young couple giggled from the DVD racks.

“What are we here for, exactly?” Mary whispered as she took Lisa’s hand.

“Hmm, a new wardrobe for your sissy husband for starters.”

Mary giggled. “Sounds like fun.”

Lisa held up a thick, pink jelly dildo about a foot long. “And, toys of course.”

“Of course,” Mary agreed. She picked up a strap on. “I think we can put this to good use.”

“Definitely.” Lisa winked.

The young couple walked toward the counter. They looked to be in their early twenties. The boy was tall and skinny. The girl was petite with red hair, porcelain skin, and freckles.

“Oh, and we’re here for fun as well,” Lisa whispered and nodded toward the couple.

Mary bit her lip and checked them out. “Can you read their minds?”

Lisa nodded. “Newlyweds. On their way to Niagara Falls for their honeymoon. Stopping was his idea - she’s laughing because she’s nervous.” Lisa laughed. “They picked out a video called 1001 Sexual Positions - the most vanilla video they could find.”

“Vanilla is sooo boring,” Mary whispered.

“Yeah. I think we should help them, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes! What are you going to do to them?”

“Not me. You. You tell me what to do to them, guide me in perverting them.”

“Mmm, now that will be fun!”

They walked up behind the couple as they approached the counter.

Lisa still held the big pink jelly dildo while Mary carried the strap on.

Lisa touched the girl’s shoulder. “Excuse me, but Mary wants to know what you think of this dildo?”

The girl turned and her face went beet red.

The boy stepped between her and Lisa. He had to look up into Lisa’s gray eyes.

Lisa smirked. “Mmm, full on alpha male protective mode. I like that. Good choice… oh, what’s your name, pretty?”

“Amy,” the girl said in a monotone.

The boy looked down at her. “Don’t tell her your name, babe.”

Amy stared up into Lisa’s eyes.

“And, what is his name, Amy?”

“Chad.”

Chad shook Amy’s shoulders. “Babe! Snap out of it!”

“Oh, she can’t, Chad. Can you, Amy?”

“N… No. I can’t stop staring at her eyes.”

Chad pulled his wife toward the door.

Lisa clicked her tongue. “Tsk, tsk… none of that. No running away, Chad. You want to see what happens.”

Chad stopped in mid-stride.

The clerk put down his nudie magazine. “Hey, what the fuck is going on?”

“Quiet. Whip out your dick, you’re going to want to masturbate to this.”

The clerk’s eyes glazed. He quickly unzipped his jeans behind the counter.

The other patrons were starting to take interest.

Lisa looked around. “No need to control you perverts. Just watch - if you’re lucky, I might let you participate.”

The men stared intently at the scene.

“Turn around, please.”

Chad and Amy turned around.

Lisa waved the rubber cock under Amy’s nose. “Tell me, is Chad as big as this beautiful toy?”

Amy watched the dildo with hooded eyes. “No. He’s smaller.”

Lisa and Mary giggled.

Chad’s face turned red. “Amy, what the fuck?!”

Lisa pointed at him. “You be quiet.”

Chad shook - he could neither move nor speak.

“How many men have you fucked, Amy?” Lisa asked.

“Only Chad.” The pretty redhead was now looking from the dildo to Lisa’s big tits.

“Then, silly, how do you know Chad is little?”

“Porn. I’ve seen porn cocks. They’re huge.”

Lisa rubbed the head of the dildo across the girl’s plump lips. “You like big cocks?”

“I… guess so.”

Lisa pulled Mary closer. “This is Mary. Mary is very experienced. She knows all about big cocks, don’t you, Mary?”

“Oh, yes, I do.”

“Poor little Amy is sooo inexperienced. But, she wants to make Chad happy on their honeymoon, don’t you, Amy?” Lisa said with a smile.

Amy nodded. “Yes.”

“Mary is going to teach you how to be Chad’s dream girl, aren’t you, Mary?”

“If she wants me to,” Mary said.

Amy looked woozy. “Okay. I’d like that.”

Lisa stepped back and whispered in Mary’s ear. “You talk, I’ll push the thoughts into her brain.”

Mary smiled and nodded. “Does Chad make you cum with his little cock, Amy?”

She nodded. “It’s not like, little little. Sometimes. If he does it a long time.”

Chad just stood motionless, looking miserable.

“Only sometimes? A woman needs to cum every time she fucks, Amy! He isn’t doing his job! Let’s see why he isn’t making you cream. Take out his cock, Amy.”

Lisa stared and Amy turned.

She knelt down and unzipped Chad’s jeans.

His eyes looked down at his petite wife as she slid her slim hand into his pants.

She pulled out his cock.

It was semi-hard and seven inches long.

“Hmm,” Mary said. “Not that small. Suck him till he’s hard.”

Amy licked her lips and took his cock into her mouth.

One of the men watching whispered, “Jesus.”

Lisa spun around. “Quiet! No interruptions!”

The man turned red and nodded.

Amy bobbed her head slowly as she made love to his cock.

A few seconds later he was hard and thick and about eight inches long.

“Did he teach you to suck cock, Amy?” Mary asked.

She pulled his cock from her mouth, leaving a string of saliva connecting her full lips to the tip. “Yes.”

“Take off your dress, sweetheart.”

Amy stood up and quickly unzipped the flower print dress she wore. She let it fall to the floor, revealing her thin, freckled body. She was wearing champagne colored satin panties and a matching bra.

“Everything… except the heels. Men love a woman in heels… I do too,” Mary said.

She unhooked the bra, revealing full, pert C cups dotted with the ever-present freckles.

“Such a pretty little body. I’ll bet you’re very proud of yourself, aren’t you, Amy?” Mary said.

“I… I guess.” She obediently slid the satin panties down her long, thin legs. She had a full, red bush.

“Good. You should be. But, that hair around your pussy has to go, doesn’t it, Lisa?”

“Ugh, disgusting,” Lisa said with a frown.

The young bride covered her mound with both hands. “I… Chad likes it this way…”

“No, he doesn’t,” Mary said. “That disgusts him. He’s just being nice. All men like shaved pussies. Get up on the counter.”

Amy looked terrified.

Lisa put both hands under the girl’s arms and lifted her up. She set Amy on the dirty countertop.

The clerk smiled and stroked his cock as he stared at the naked woman beside his cash register.

Lisa winked at him.

“Spread your legs,” Mary said.

Amy spread her legs, seemingly unfazed by the leering men who were edging closer to get a better look.

Mary looked at the clerk. “I need something to shave her.”

He grinned. “Got a little battery powered shaver two racks behind you.”

Mary smiled and walked to the rack. She picked up a box and started back to the counter. “Women should always be shaved clean - men too for that matter.” She opened the box and discarded it as she slid the batteries in.

The shaver came on with a hum.

Amy looked down in fascination as Mary began removing her pubic hair. It fell in red clouds onto the floor below.

Chad just watched with his eyes wide, unable to move or speak.

“From now on, you will keep that cunt bald, understand?”

Amy nodded as her little pussy was uncovered.

Mary smiled and slid her fingers up and down the new bride’s slit. “Mmm, nice and wet. You like it when men look at you.”

“No!” Amy whispered.

“That wasn’t a question, Amy.”

Lisa nodded and squinted in concentration.

Amy moaned and spread her legs wider - the new kink added to her growing repertoire by Lisa’s mind control.

Amy looked up at the men, some of whom were salivating.

“I… I do like it!” Amy whispered.

“I think you would make a great stripper, Amy. Better yet, a porn star and prostitute. You think so too, don’t you, Amy?”

Amy smiled and nodded as the thought burned itself into her mind.

Chad as straining, trying in vain to move.

Lisa shook her head. “Relax, Chad. This is happening. There is nothing you can do about it. Just learn to like it.”

Amy’s mannerisms were changing. She had been sitting limp on the counter, but now she sat up straighter. She put her hands behind her head and fluffed her hair, giving her audience a radiant smile.

“Good girl, Amy,” Mary said. “Hmm, that name, though… What’s your middle name, sweetheart?”

She giggled a little. “Lynn.”

“Perfect!” Mary laughed. “Amy Lynn, now that’s a porn star’s name. From now on, that’s what we’re going to call you.”

Amy Lynn laughed and cupped her tits.

“What do you think, boys? You’d jerk off watching Amy Lynn in a fuck film, wouldn’t you?” Mary asked.

The audience needed no mind control to agree loudly.

“Off the counter, Amy Lynn. Let’s give everyone a show.”

Amy hopped down, her boobs bouncing as she landed.

“Show us what you’ve got.”

Amy began to dance, clumsily at first.

Lisa’s eyes narrowed.

Amy began to dance more sensuously, arching her back, pushing out her hips.

She bent at the waist, spreading her legs.

The men in the room began to laugh and whistle - all except Chad who was almost in tears.

“Cocks out, gentlemen,” Mary said.

Most of them were already stroking their cocks. They quickly began shedding their clothes.

“Hmm. You only get to play with our little porn star if you’re at least six inches long. The rest of you just watch and jerk off like good boys,” Mary said. “Six inches and above, get over here. Amy Lynn needs an education.”

“N… No!” Chad growled through clenched teeth.

Lisa jumped. “So strong. I told you to relax, Chad. You’ll enjoy this if you just let it happen.”

“Amy… stop… fight it,” Chad stammered.

Lisa put her fingers against Chad’s lips. “Shh. She doesn’t answer to that name anymore, do you, sweetie?”

The redhead giggled as she spread her legs wide, back to her audience and crouched down on her heels. She looked over her slim shoulder and winked at them. “No, my name is Amy Lynn.”

Lisa stroked Chad’s cheek. She whispered. “No more talking. Just watch. One day, you’ll thank us for this. I promise.”

Amy Lynn pulled herself onto the counter, showing the clerk her deep cleavage. Then she spun around and sat on the edge. She spread her legs side and fingered her now dripping pussy. “I’m sooo wet,” she moaned.

Mary leaned up and whispered into Lisa’s ear. “Are you doing all of this?”

“No. I just got her started. She’s getting in touch with her inner slut. Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Amy Lynn got on all fours on the counter, raising her ass high into the air.

Her pussy was inches from the clerk’s face, and he didn’t hesitate. He kissed her wet slit, sliding his tongue inside.

“Mmmm,” Amy Lynn whispered. “That feels good!”

The more well-endowed men had made their way to the front.

Mary walked to each in turn, grasping their cocks and measuring them. A few were over seven inches, but none were as big as poor Chad.

His cock was still sticking out of his fly, hard as a rock despite his obvious discomfort with his wife’s newfound perversion.

“Hmm, sorry Amy Lynn, looks like Chad has the biggest cock in the place…”

“The fuck he does,” the clerk said. He came out from behind the counter.

His cock was at least ten inches long, thick and dripping. “I got the biggest goddamned cock in this store.”

Mary laughed. “Fuck, babe, you’re almost as big as my son!”

At those words, half the ‘audience’ shot their loads on the floor.

Amy Lynn stared down at the clerk’s huge dick.

“What’s your name, stud?” Mary asked.

“Eddie.”

“You know how to treat a slut like Amy Lynn, Eddie?”

Eddie grinned mischievously. “Fucking A I do.” He reached out and lifted the petite redhead off the counter. He sat her on her knees in front of him, his cock inches from her lips. “Suck, bitch.”

Amy Lynn giggled and opened her lips wide. She sucked the head in and jacked his shaft.

“No hands, slut,” Eddie growled. He wrapped his fingers in Amy Lynn’s ginger hair.

She took her hand away and Eddie roughly crammed her throat full.

She choked and he pulled back.

“Get used to it. I’m going to be using that throat a lot.”

Tears were streaming down Amy Lynn’s face. Her mascara rolled down her cheeks.

“Here it comes again. Don’t gag this time.” He shoved forward and her throat bulged as she took him even deeper. “Good, slut.”

He pistoned into and out of her throat.

Her choking gurgles stopped as she learned.

Amy Lynn smiled.

“That’s right. Goddamn, Chad, your slut wife is one hell of a cocksucker,” Eddie laughed. “I could make a fucking fortune whoring this bitch out.”

Mary knelt down and smiled. “Amy Lynn! You are such a fucking whore!  This is what you are made for.”

Lisa stood behind them, gently re-programming Amy and creating Amy Lynn.

“Fuck, gonna cum,” Eddie groaned. He pulled his dick out of Amy Lynn’s mouth and pointed it at her face.

“Yes! Fuck, yes! I want it all over me you fucking stud!” Amy Lynn laughed.

Eddie shot his load, jet after jet coating Amy Lynn’s smiling face and dripping onto her tits.

“Mmm, so pretty now!” Mary said. She ran a finger down Amy Lynn’s cheek, coating it with cum. She pushed it into her mouth. “Isn’t that the most wonderful taste, Amy Lynn?”

“Yes! God, it’s so good!” The girl was shaking.

Lisa stared down at her, concentrating.

“You’d love to do this all the time, wouldn’t you? Be a stripper whore? Just fuck and fuck all the time? Any man or woman that wants you?”

“Yes!” Amy Lynn yelled and plunged three fingers into her own dripping snatch.

“Well, a whore needs a pimp,” Mary said. “I just don’t think Chad would be a good choice. What about you, Eddie? Would you like to be Amy Lynn’s pimp and manager?”

“Fuck yes,” he said as he rubbed her red hair.

“I think you’d be great at it. Now, let’s see - as her pimp, you’ll take 90% of her earnings from fucking.”

He nodded and grinned. “That sounds about right.”

“But, stripping, you only take 50%.”

“Okay.”

“Porn, you get 25%.”

“Only 25?”

“Don’t be greedy, Eddie. She’s going to work real hard for you, aren’t you, Amy Lynn?”

Amy Lynn laughed and nodded enthusiastically. “Sure, Eddie! I’ll be your best girl!”

Eddie smiled. “Yeah, okay. Why the fuck not?”

Mary stood up.

She turned to Chad.

Tears were streaming down his face.

She put her arms around his neck. “How does that sound, hubby? Wanna be married to a porn star?”

His jaw strained as he tried to speak.

Mary glanced at Lisa. “Let him talk.”

Lisa nodded.

“Goddamn you! How are you doing this!?” Chad yelled.

“Witchcraft, I guess,” Mary said. “Now, answer my question: Do you want to be married to a porn star?”

“No! Goddamn it! Let us go…”

“No. But, I’ll make a deal with you, Chad,” Mary said. “I’ll give Amy back to you, on a limited basis, sort of like a timeshare.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Simple. She’ll be a… were-slut. At the full moon, she’ll become Amy Lynn for four days. After those four days, she’ll be Amy again, with no memory of being Amy Lynn. You won’t remember it either. Sound good?”

“Why are you doing this?” Chad whined.

“Because I can. Because I’m weak, and Lisa turned that weakness into a perversion. She made me a monster, Chad, and now I’m making your sweet little wife into a cheap whore. Now, do you want Amy 24 days a month or none? Your choice.”

Chad stared at her in horror.

Amy Lynn stared up at him with her cum glazed, smiling face.

“She won’t remember? Neither of us?” Chad asked after a moment.

“No. Neither of you will remember anything. You’ll be happy newlyweds until the full moon comes again.”

Chad looked down at his bride. “Okay… fine… just please, release her.”

“Hey, don’t I get a say in this?” Eddie grumbled.

Mary winked at him. “You get a hot little whore that laid the golden egg four days out of the month. You really want to complain?”

“Fuck, I guess not.”

Mary looked at Chad. “Clean up your wife, Chad.”

He could move again. Chad shoved Eddie back against the counter.

“Don’t you fucking touch me…”

Chad punched Eddie in the face, and he went down like a ton of bricks.

Mary laughed.

Chad turned on her.

“Bad idea, Chad,” Lisa warned.

He shrank back understanding full well what the witch could do to him, and then knelt by his wife.

Mary pulled a t-shirt off a rack behind her and tossed it to Chad. “Use this.”

Chad took the t-shirt and wiped the cum from Amy’s face and chest.

“Thank you,” Amy Lynn said in a high-pitched bubblegum voice.

Chad glared up at Mary. “Are you going to release her or not?”

Mary laughed and shook her head. “Silly boy, don’t you know what tonight is?”

Chad stared at her.

“Why, it’s the first night of the full moon…”

***

Jason rolled over onto his back in the darkened motel room. His hand slid down his stomach, and he found the thick girth of his new cock. He smiled and jacked it, an instant later his precum had dripped down his shaft making it and his hand wet and slick.

His balls throbbed.

He needed to fuck.

He rolled onto his feet. “Lisa? Mary?”

He smiled at the thought of his mother’s best friend. Her wet cunt was tight, and he wouldn’t mind fucking that hot piece again.

Was he insane? Maybe. He really no longer gave a fuck.

He called out for his girls again, but the room was empty.

He looked at the clock on the nightstand. 5:00 AM.

Jason grabbed his jeans off the back of the chair and pulled them on.

They were too tight, and he had trouble shoving the lead pipe hard cock down the left leg of the pants.

It was warm, so he didn’t bother with a shirt.

He stepped out into the cool early morning air.

There had to be some cunt worth fucking in this place.

He blinked at the coarseness of his thoughts. He felt like an animal.

And, what was wrong with that?

He looked at the next door down, focused his thoughts. His mom wasn’t there - the car was gone, so obviously she and Lisa were still out.

He ignored his father.

Perversion only went so far, and he had no interest in men.

Next door down? Businessman.

The next? A woman but too old.

The rest of the motel was empty.

“Fuck,” he spat.

He almost went back to his room to masturbate, but then he caught a scent on the air. Perfume.

He smiled and salivated a little.

Jason followed his nose around the side of the motel office.

There was a door open a few yards down. The perfume smell was coming from there. He reached out with his mind.

The fat woman from the front desk was inside.

“Great. Nothing but a fat grandma.” And, then his mind touched something else entirely.

He walked to the door and peered in.

The fat woman was sitting in a plastic chair that looked ready to collapse under her weight. A bible was propped on her big lap. “Whither thou goest, that’s from the Book of Ruth,” the fat woman said.

Jason was amazed she could read the Bible over the swell of her fat tits straining out of the sundress.

He liked big boobs, but not attached to this woman.

But, he stopped worrying about her when he saw the other woman standing with her back to him.

This was the motel’s laundry room.

A tall, thin maid was pulling bedsheets out of the dryer. “Si, Senora, I know the story well.”

The maid was well over six feet tall wearing a gray shapeless maid’s uniform. Her skin was a deep tan, and her long black hair was pinned up on her head exposing a long, supple neck.

Her legs were long and muscular leading up to a heart shaped ass that filled out the uniform in a way never intended by the designer.

Jason smiled and leaned against the door frame.

The fat woman looked up from the Bible and smiled. “Oh! Can we help you, sir?”

Jason nodded and looked the maid up and down. “Definitely.”

The maid turned and looked at him. Her face was beautiful with dark, mahogany eyes. She looked more Native American than Mexican.

Her mouth dropped open and she dropped the sheet she had been folding as she looked into Jason’s eyes.

There was a blue teardrop tattooed in the corner of her left eye.

“What’s your name?” Jason asked.

“Belynda,” she said, her eyes never leaving his.

“What a beautiful name,” Jason said and grinned.

She smiled back.

“Is there something we can help you with?” The fat woman asked.

“Just relax, Mama Jugs.” He reached into her mind.

The fat woman’s eyes flickered.

Jason felt power flood through him, pouring up from the concrete beneath his feet. His brain was on fire and the power radiated from his eyes.

He didn’t even think about it, just poured a new personality into the fat woman’s brain. He imagined a madam, foul mouthed and disgusting.

The fat woman’s mind was washed away like a trailer park hit by a tidal wave.

Her eyes turned up into their sockets and her body seized.

“Goddamn!” She cried. A moment later, she smiled and dropped the Bible on the floor. “What the fuck did you do to me?”

Jason smiled. “What’s your name?”

“Mama Jugs,” she said. She hefted her heavy tits with both hands.

“What do you do, Mama Jugs?”

“I’m a madam. This big slut here is my best girl,” the newly created madam said with a smile.

Belynda stared down at her, not comprehending what had just happened. “Senora? Are you okay?” She leaned down to pick up the Bible.

Jason nodded. Let’s have some fun, he thought.

When Belynda touched the Bible, Jason gave her the sensation that the Bible was burning hot to her touch.

“Aiggh!” She cried and fell back onto the bare floor.

Jason chuckled. “What’s wrong, Belynda? Did it burn you?”

She rubbed her fingers together, looking for some sign of blistering.

Jason leaned down and took the Bible in his hand.

It was simple to make her and Mama Jugs imagine they saw smoke rise from the Bible's cover where Jason touched it. “I don’t think it likes either of us.”

Belynda slid backward on her shapely ass across the floor. “Madre Dios, ayuda me…” Then she winced as if a stabbing pain had gone through her brain at the words. It had, courtesy of Jason’s mind control.

Jason tossed the smoking Bible into the corner. “I’m sorry, were you a Christian?”

“I am a Christian!” She shrieked. Her fingers went to her neck and she pulled a crucifix from her dress.

Her fingers sizzled when she touched the cross. She cried out in pain.

Jason shook his head. “I think your God has abandoned you, Belynda.”

Smoke rose from her uniform where the cross lay on top of the fabric.

Jason reached over and ripped it off her neck. He tossed it into the corner with the Bible.

“Who are you?” Belynda sobbed.

“Your new god. Who do you think I am?” Jason asked as he knelt over her. He reached deep into her mind and read her life story. She was half-Apache, her father Mexican. She had been in a gang just south of the border. It was aligned with a drug cartel and she had killed by the time she was sixteen, hence the teardrop tattoo in the corner of her eye.

She had reformed, run away from the gang, Las Amazonas. Found Jesus.

She was a zealot.

Jason smiled. A zealot capable of extreme violence - she was perfect.

“I am the Antichrist, Belynda. I’ve come to collect your soul.”

The woman broke into tears. “No, no! Por favor…”

“Shh, you are mine, Belynda. There is no salvation. No god but me.”

The woman’s mind was close to breaking. He could feel it. “Stop crying. I’m not here to kill you. I’m just here to claim you. I’m going to take good care of you, Belynda.”

She shook her head violently. “No, Jesus! Ayuda…”

Jason smiled and touched her forehead.

It was so simple taking control.

The first thing he did was make her cum, hard.

She threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy.

Jason laughed at the astonished look on her face. “I told you. You are… mine.”

A second orgasm, he made this even stronger than the first.

She spread her legs apart and Jason pushed her skirt to her waist, exposing white cotton panties far too large for her luscious figure. He cupped her mound and then pulled the panties off.

Her pubic hair was trimmed neatly.

She was tattooed: two revolvers were imprinted on her skin as if she had been carrying them in her waistband, their barrels pointing at her cunt.

Jason laughed. “Something so sexy shouldn’t be covered.”

She just stared at him in wonder.

“Stand,” he said.

She never took her eyes off his as she rose to her feet.

Jason pulled her into his arms and kissed her, giving her a third orgasm.

He smiled at her as she squirted on the concrete floor.

His hands roamed her body, squeezing her firm ass cheeks through the ridiculous uniform, sliding up her hard-muscled back, squeezing her firm, natural breasts.

She didn’t resist, even as he found the zipper to her uniform and unzipped it.

He slid the rough cotton down her body, let it fall off her hips and pool on the floor.

He unhooked the white bra and tossed it aside.

Jason took a step back.

She was hard muscled from head to toe, her caramel skin seemed to glow under the fluorescent lights. Her breasts were full but high.

She was tattooed from just above her breasts to just short of her crotch.

The two pistols, and above that on her stomach were the words ‘Las Amazonas’.

Her breasts were adorned with cobweb tattoos and a tattooed band of barbed wire encircled her abdomen.

In the hollow between her breasts was the most intricate tattoo: a black widow spider done with such detail that it appeared three dimensional.

She looked down at her feet.

“No. None of that.” He tilted her face up. “You are beautiful, Belynda. You are mine, and you will never be ashamed.”

She stared into his eyes.

He pushed her down to her knees in front of him.

She needed no instruction.

She unzipped his jeans and gasped as she saw the size of him.

Belynda held him in two hands as he grew hard. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

He stroked her hair as she took her new god in her mouth.

***

Amy Lynn leaned forward with her hands against the concrete wall. She was bent over in the alley beside the adult store.

A big, black man wearing a Bulls t-shirt was thrusting in and out of her tight pussy as Eddie counted his money.

Her husband, Chad just stared blankly as his new wife was violated in a back alley. He held a roll of condoms in his hand.

They had dressed Amy Lynn appropriately before turning her out on the street: six-inch hooker heels, a black leather miniskirt and a matching leather halter top, all courtesy of the adult store.

"Mmm, fuck yeah, baby, gimme it," she giggled in a bubblegum voice.

"Shit, she's so fuckin' tight," the john said as he squeezed her waist, pounding into her as hard as he could, his big balls slapping her upper thighs.

Amy Lynn giggled louder. “Golly, fuck me hard, will ya? It’s my motherfucking wedding night.”

“Holy shit. For real? Goddamn…”

Mary and Lisa stood just outside the alley.

Mary smiled.

Lisa had done some work on Chad without his knowledge. He would be disgusted by his wife's behavior, yet hopelessly turned on at the same time. He would forgive her after each fuck and make sure that the johns used a rubber when they took her pussy or ass.

He stood watching his wife take the john's big dick and, all the while, his own cock was straining in his pants.

Eddie needed no mods whatsoever - he was thanking his lucky stars. As Amy Lynn's pimp and manager, he was going to make a thousand times what he pulled in at the adult store. She was his meal ticket to the easy life.

The john groaned. He spun Amy Lynn around and pushed her to her knees.

She nodded and ripped off the rubber.

A second later, his thick cream coated her smiling face. "Mmm, yummy!" She cleaned his cock with her lips and tongue.

When he stepped away, Chad knelt beside her and wiped her face with a towel.

"You're so good to me, Chad," she whispered dreamily.

"I'll find us a way out of this, Amy, I promise."

She looked stern. "Amy Lynn. My name is Amy Lynn. The other one ain't here right now, mister."

Chad sighed. "Yeah, I know, Amy Lynn."

The next john walked up to Eddie. "I want her ass. How much?" He was a balding fat man who was playing pocket pool with his right hand.

"Seventy-five," Eddie said. He took the perv's money. Then he turned to Chad. He tossed a tube of Anal lube at Chad's feet. "Grease her up."

Chad sighed.

Amy Lynn giggled and stood up. She bent over and put her hands against the cinder block wall again. "Use lots, Chad. I like to be nice and slippery."

Chad coated his index and middle fingers with the thick gel. He gently rubbed her little pucker, gently working deeper and deeper until he had her opened up.

The fat man laughed as he unzipped. "Better use a couple more fingers, pal." He fished out a cock that wasn't especially long, but it was thick with a huge head.

Chad frowned. He slid two more fingers into Amy Lynn as she giggled.

Once she was slick, he shoved a condom at the fat man. "Put it on."

"Why? I paid good money..."

Chad pointed at Lisa and Mary. "I can't stop anybody from using her, but they told me I can beat the shit out of anybody who won't wear a rubber. Want to make my night, fatso?"

"Fuck, take it easy, man." He ripped open the condom and rolled it onto his fat dick. "What the fuck do you care about this nasty slut?"

"She's my wife," Chad grumbled. He stood up as the fat man put his dick against Amy Lynn's ass and lurched forward.

She cooed as his thick meat went deep.

"Chad, come here," Lisa commanded.

He looked unsure.

"Come here. Now."

Chad grimaced and walked to her side, keeping one eye on the fat man ass fucking his wife.

She grunted and moaned with each thrust.

Lisa took his hand. "Listen carefully."

Chad's eyes went slack.

"A day before the full moon, you will bring Amy to this address." She pressed a piece of paper in Chad's palm - it contained the address of the farmhouse. "Until then, just love her. When you bring her to the farm, they will make everything better for you both. Understand?"

Chad nodded. "Yes."

"Now, go back and take care of your wife."

Chad turned and walked back to Amy Lynn, who was enthusiastically fucking back against the fat man's invading cock.

"How did you think that up?" Lisa asked.

"What?" Mary asked.

"The whole were-bimbo thing."

Mary laughed. "Oh, that. I just noticed the full moon as we walked into the store."

Lisa shook her head. "Baby, you're a natural at this."

***

"Oh, fuck! Yes! Harder!" Belynda cried as Jason took her from behind on the laundry room floor.

He gripped her waist with both hands as he fucked her deep. "You want this, you fucking slut?"

"Fuck, yes! Goddamn! I want it all!"

Her born again Christian hangups were all gone now. She was an animal. His cock was her god.

From the moment he pumped his cum onto her smiling face a few minutes before, she belonged to him body and soul.

She arched her back and bucked against him, wanting him to split her in two with his infernal prick.

He was Satan, and she was his succubus. She longed to feel him pump cum into her womb.

She didn't have long to wait.

"Fucking tight! So fucking hot and tight!" His cock spasmed and she felt hot cum flood her depths.

She laughed and put her face on the floor, her own orgasm causing her to spray girl cum on his balls and down his thighs.

His! She was his! Forever!

She wanted to laugh and cry.

He pulled out, stood, and picked her up in his arms.

"I am yours. I am yours," she whispered over and over with her lips against his neck. "Te amo, Papi. Te amo."

Jason laughed. "Good girl."

From her seat in the corner, Mama Jugs groaned out loud. She was sitting with her dress open in the front. Her fat legs were spread side, exposing her gray-haired pussy with its thick grape sized clit. She rubbed it hard with two pudgy fingers.

Her tits were free and hanging down, nipples thick as her little finger.

She hefted one of the big globes with her free hand, sucked the nipple into her mouth and suckled herself as she came, her legs shaking.

She dropped the big tit and it slapped her belly.

She smiled and laughed. "Fuck, you two are hot. I ain't cum like that in a decade."

Jason laughed. "Come on, let's go back to my room."

Belynda smiled and reached for her dress.

Jason slapped her ass. "Leave that shit where it is. I want everybody to see your slut body."

She giggled mischievously and leaned against him.

Mama Jugs watched them walk away.

Jason looked over his shoulder. "Well, are you coming or not?"

She smiled and laughed. "Really?"

"Don't you want to watch?"

Mama Jugs stood up and followed along behind them, not bothering to fix her clothing.

***

Stan was having the strangest dream. He was cumming. It was a wet dream, which he hadn't had in years. But, instead of feeling his little cock pumping semen into his underwear, the feeling was very different. His whole body felt like it was cumming. His cocklet throbbed, but the center of his orgasm seemed to be in his ass.

And, his nipples were throbbing just like his little dick.

He awoke in the dark lying on his back.

The orgasm was still going on! His anus clenched and unclenched, and his nipples throbbed in the cool air of the motel room. "Mary? Mary? Are you doing something..." He stopped. His voice was high pitched and feminine.

He reached out with his left hand and found the light switch on the lamp beside the bed.

His whole body ached, and he collapsed back onto the bed. He lay there with his eyes closed.

Stan felt... sticky. As if he had jerked off and coated himself in his own jizz.

He opened his eyes.

Two firm mounds with thick, puffy nipples stood out on his chest.

He stared at them in disbelief.

Breasts! He had breasts! Little A cup tits, but tits nonetheless.

He couldn't move. He just stared at the nipples pointing straight up at the cracked ceiling.

Slowly, he slid his hands up his sides.

He tentatively brushed his swollen tits.

They wobbled gently on his chest.

He touched the hard nipples with his fingertips.

Fireworks! He came again, his ass clenching like a woman's pussy. "Aiggh! Fuck! What the fuck?"

He felt wetness between his legs. Had he jizzed? Something was leaking down his crotch.

Stan reached down lower.

His tummy was flat, the paunch gone... along with his body hair!

He normally wore boxers to bed, but now he felt the familiar fabric of Mary’s satin panties covering his crotch. The fabric was stiff and felt like they were glued to his body. He brought his hand up to his nose and sniffed. Cum! The panties had been soaked in cum and had dried on his body!

He hooked his thumbs in the panties and slid them down his legs - were his hips wider?

Stan hyperventilated, he was afraid to touch himself. He was afraid he would find his tiny cock missing.

He steeled himself and ran his fingers lower.

Still there! Only... he rubbed it. More fireworks as his body stiffened again! His little cock swelled and then his hand was coated with thin cum.

He held up his fingers. There was only the slightest milky tinge to his spunk.


Without thinking, he sucked his fingers into his mouth and licked them clean.

He smiled.

Stan got out of bed, his balance thrown off by the weight on his chest.

He swallowed hard and looked into the mirror.

Technically, it was still him. He still had his thinning hair, but his face was thinner, the skin smoother. His eyebrows were thinner and arched.

His neck looked thinner and longer, his shoulders slighter than before.

The little breasts rode high on his hairless chest, and he shuddered as he gently pinched the long nipples. He cried out softly.

His hips were several inches wider, flaring out from a slightly cinched waist.

Stan covered his mouth to keep from screaming when he saw his cock.

He had always had a micro-penis, but now it was less than half the length it had been before he slept.

“A clit,” he whispered. “I have a clit.”

His mind rebelled at the image in the mirror. It wasn’t possible.

He grasped his shriveled scrotum and almost fainted.

His balls were gone!

The sack was empty and hung down as loose skin.

Castrated! Someone had castrated him in his sleep!

He probed and prodded his scrotum, expecting to find a wet pussy hiding in the folds.

But, there was none.

He reached lower and touched his pucker.

His body shuddered and a light stream of clear cum dribbled from his little clit/cock.

Without hesitation he plunged two fingers into his boy pussy and fucked himself.

Moaning and crying, he fell back on the bed, flung his legs wide, and penetrated his virgin ass.

***

There had been a few people in the parking lot as Jason led the naked Belynda and exposed Mama Jugs to his room. The sun had not risen, but the early risers got a show.

Belynda clung to him as men and women turned to stare at her.

Jason smiled and fingered her cunt from behind as they walked.

“Do you want me to fuck them? Those men? The women? I will do anything you want. I only want to please you, mi Amor. My master,” she begged.

Jason kissed her. “Oh, don’t worry. You will do all kinds of perverse things for me, Belynda. But, right now, I want you to myself.”

“Your cum is dripping down my thighs. I love it. I love you,” she said.

Jason opened the door and pulled her inside.

Mama Jugs followed and closed the door behind her.

Jason lay down on his back on the bed.

Belynda leapt on him, swallowing his meat as deep as she could.

“Fuck yeah, so hot!” Mama Jugs said as she settled down in the little desk chair across from them. Her left hand dug in her crotch as her right once again squeezed and kneaded her big right tit. “You two are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Jason laughed and pushed his cock deeper down Belynda’s throat.

***

Stan stood in the shower, rinsing the dried cum from his body.

The spray on his sensitive tits threatened to make him cum again.

On the bed, he had taken four fingers in his stretched asshole before finally cumming.

No. Not asshole. Pussy. My pussy, he thought. He was a girl! With a tight fuck hole, pretty little tits, and a sensitive little clit!

The thought made him feel warm.

“I’m a girl,” he… no, she whispered to herself.

She giggled. It sounded girly.

What will Mary think? She wondered.

She would love Stan no matter what - she knew that. Hadn’t they always been unconventional? Of course! He had never been much of a man, maybe Stan being a woman would make Mary even happier!

She smiled and stepped out of the shower.

She looked at her image in the mirror.

She frowned at her thin hair. Well, that had to go.

Stan opened the shaving kit and lathered up her head. She ran the razor gently over the smooth skin and removed the ugly hair.

Better to be a bald woman than one with ‘male’ pattern baldness.

A few minutes later, she smiled at the woman in the mirror.

She could almost pass - almost.

She walked out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around her girl bits.

Stan opened the suitcase.

His male clothes were there, but she would look ridiculous in them.

Instead, she pulled out a pair of Mary’s silk panties and slid them up her long, shapely legs.

She turned looking at herself in the mirror. No bulge! For the first time since waking, she was happy that her balls were completely gone!

She pulled out a matching bra but giggled. Stan didn’t have enough boob to fill the cups! She sighed. She would just go braless.

Mary would know what to do when she got there.

Stan wondered where she was?

She heard voices next door. Putting her ear to the adjoining room door, she could make out two women’s voices - of course! Mary had gotten up early and was in talking with the kids!

Stan opened the door - the door beyond wasn’t shut. “Mary? Are you there? I need your help.”

***

Jason moaned as the mouth on his dick pulled away suddenly. Belynda jumped off the bed in a scream of Spanish he couldn’t follow.

She ran toward the bathroom, and Jason heard a shriek.

He rolled to his feet and looked in the direction of the commotion.

“Puta loca!” Belynda screamed as she yanked an almost naked woman through the adjoining room door.

The small breasted woman was middle aged and bald, wearing nothing but black silk panties.

“Let me go! Ow! You’re hurting me!” The woman screamed.

Belynda slammed her against the wall. “Who the fuck are you!?”

Jason blinked and suddenly realized he was looking at Stan!

“Talk, bitch!” Belynda roared.

Jason ran to them. “Belynda! Don’t hurt him. That’s my guardian!”

“Que?” She had her hand wrapped around his neck.

“My guardian. It’s okay, babe. That’s my guardian.”

Stan’s eyes were bulging.

“Sure that ain’t your Mom, stud?” Mama Jugs asked with a giggle.

Belynda released Stan and backed away.

Stan choked and gasped.

“Stan? What the hell happened?” Jason asked.

Stan looked into his eyes and then dropped to the floor. “Jason… my master!”

Mama Jugs laughed out loud. “Fuck me. You got a weird family, Antichrist.”

***

Stan was kissing his feet and Jason shoved him away with his foot.

“Stop that, goddamn it! What’s wrong with you?”

“I… I don’t know,” Stan stammered. He was kneeling with his face on the dirty carpet a few inches from Jason’s feet. “Somehow, I turned into a girl, and then, when I saw you? I just felt like I belonged to you, body and soul.”

“Oh… fuck!” Jason whispered as he stumbled back. “What the fuck did Lisa do?” Memories of the night before came back to him: his cum in the drinking glasses, in the condom.

She dosed him! Jason thought. She fucking dosed Stan!

And she was supposed to be watching him!?

In the course of eight hours, Lisa had tricked him into fucking his mother’s best friend and then turned Stan into a shemale slave.

“Get up, Stan. Jesus. Get up!”

“Yes, master,” Stan whined and stood up, her eyes on the floor.

“I’m not your master. You don’t have to worship me,” Jason said.

“Yes, master.”

“Goddamn it! Stop fucking calling me that!” Jason growled.

“I’m sorry!” Stan cowered.

“No! It’s okay… don’t apologize. Fuck! I am going to kill her!”

“Why? I think it’s pretty fucking hot she done that,” Mama Jugs laughed.

“You shut up,” Jason said.

“Fuck you, I ain’t your fucking slave, cocksucker,” Mama Jugs spat.

“I can change that with one drop of cum, bitch. Keep your mouth shut.”

Belynda spun and grabbed a tumbler from the bathroom sink. She shattered it against the counter and then put a broken shard against Mama Jugs’ neck. “Puta! I will kill you if you defy him again!”

“Holy shit!” Jason said and grabbed Belynda’s wrist. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“She displeased you. I will kill her for you!” She said and stared down at Mama Jugs with insane eyes.

“No! Put that down! Nobody is going to hurt anybody! Chill out!”

Belynda relaxed and dropped the broken glass into the trash can.

“Why did you even think to do that?” Jason asked as he put his hands on Belynda’s shoulders.

“I’m protecting you. It’s my job, master. I am a good soldier, and I love you with all my heart. I will never let anyone harm you.” Tears welled in her eyes. “Te amo, Antichristo!”

He pulled her close and kissed away her tears. “It’s all right. Nobody is going to hurt me. Not Stan, and not her, right Mama Jugs?”

“Yeah, I ain’t even gonna say a cross word to you again,” Mama Jugs said quickly as she rubbed at the fat folds of her neck. “Am I bleedin’?”

Jason ignored her and led Belynda back to the bed. She clung to him and shook.

He sat down beside her. “I am so sorry, Belynda. I don’t really understand my powers yet.”

“You are the Antichrist. I am your slave, your protector. My damned soul belongs to you, my master, mi Amor. For years I sought forgiveness for my sins from the false God. He never answered my prayers.” She kissed his hand. “But you have freed me, and I am yours!”

He rubbed her hair.

This was the trap. He understood it now. This was why he needed Lisa to be his conscience - that is if she could get herself under control.

These slaves worshipped him, and, if he wasn’t careful, he might start to believe the hype himself.

That’s how you ended up a Jim Jones or a David Koresh.

He pulled Belynda against him. “Yes, you are mine, and you can protect me. But, you mustn’t hurt anyone unless they are actively trying to kill me. Okay?”

Belynda smiled weakly. “Si, master.”

“And, you don’t call me ‘master’ or ‘Antichrist’ or anything like that. You call me Jason, okay?”

She beamed, her pretty face lighting up. “Oh, si! Mi Amor, Jason!”

He smiled and nodded.

Jason stood up and looked at Stan. He sighed. What the fuck had Lisa been thinking? “Stan. Look at me.”

Stan looked up sheepishly from the corner. He blushed crimson.

“Do you want to be… whatever this is?”

Stan stood motionless for a moment.

And, then she smiled. “Yes, master. I love being a girl!”

Jason rolled his eyes. “Okay, fine, but no more calling me master - it creeps me out.”

“Yes, Jason. Are you going to fuck me now?” Stan said. She was staring at Jason’s hardening prick and licking her lips.

Jason’s mouth dropped open. “Fuck… no…”

Stan lowered her eyes.

“Look, we’re not going there, okay, Stan?”

“Yes, Jason.”

“Can I help her out?” Mama Jugs asked. “I mean, if that’s okay? I’m horny as fuck and ladyboy there turns on all my kinky spots.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Jason whispered.

Stan was back to bushing again.

“Go ahead. Knock yourself out,” Jason said as he lay down, pushing Belynda back onto the bed with him.

Mama Jugs patted her lap. “Come here, you skinny bitch. Let’s get freaky.”

Stan smiled sheepishly.

Mama Jugs laughed. “Wiggle that ass while you’re walking over here. Let’s see if you got what it takes to be one of my girls, bitch.”

***

Belynda’s eyes were rolled back in her head as Jason thrust in and out of her tight pussy. She was moaning and cursing in Spanish, as she did each time she was in the throes of an orgasm.

Jason smiled down at her, marveling at his own ability to please this beautiful creature.

Mama Jugs had Stan sitting on her lap, legs spread as she rubbed Stan’s clit with strong, practiced fingers. “There we go. Come on now. You need to cum again and get all that nasty sperm out. Last time it was almost clear as lube.”

“Yes, Mama Jugs. Oooo, feels so good on my clitty!”

“We gonna get that nasty ball sack cut off real soon. Leave you nice and girly down there, honey.”

“Can I have big boobies too, Mama Jugs?” Over the last half hour, Stan's voice had grown more and more bimbo-ish.

“Sure, baby! Mama Jugs is gonna take good care of her baby girl. Get her great big boobies and we might even give her a juicy little pussy too for all the boys to fuck.”

“Oh! Yesss!” Stan squealed and a little jet of clear cum spurted out of her clitty cock.

Mama Jugs wormed her fat middle finger up Stan’s boy pussy as he came. “That’s my good girl! Get used to having that pussy full when you cum!”

Stan giggled and moaned. “Mmm, I like it, Mama Jugs.”

Mama Jugs held her fingers to Stan’s mouth and she licked the cum off with a smile. “I taste real good!”

“Yes, you do, Stan… fuck that. You can’t be a hot little whore with a name like Stan,” Mama Jugs growled.

Stan smiled. “I like Stella.”

“Stella! That’s perfect.”

“I love it!” She said and snuggled against Mama Jugs’ fat tits.

Mama Jugs guided her thick nipple to Stella’s mouth, and she sucked like a newborn. “Mmm, such a good girl. Best girl I ever turned out.”

The key turned in the outside door.

Belynda stopped spouting Spanish and rolled Jason off her. She tried to leap to her feet, but Jason grabbed her arm and held her down.

“No! It’s okay. That will be Mary and Lisa. It’s okay, Belynda.”

The door opened and Lisa stepped inside, her arms full of shopping bags.

Mary followed with bags of her own. She looked at Jason and Belynda and then at Mama Jugs and her husband. “What the actual fuck!?”

***

“Anyway, that’s what happened,” Jason said. He was lounging on his back as Belynda knelt and deep throated him.

Lisa sat beside him on the bed with her mouth open, still trying to understand everything that had happened during their absence.

“Are you… jealous or something?” Jason asked as he stroked Lisa’s hair.

She looked down at the beautiful Latina giving a practiced blowjob to her mate. “No, of course not. We fuck who we want when we want. We don’t own each other, Jason.”

He reached down and stroked Belynda’s shiny, black hair. “Good. Because we’re so going to share this one.”

Lisa smiled and touched Belynda’s cheek as she bobbed up and down on his shaft. “Yes, we sure as fuck are going to share her.”

Belynda heard and smiled.

“Belynda,” Jason said. “You will love and protect Lisa just the same as me, do you understand?”

She released his cock. “Si, Jason. I love you both! I am yours forever!” She moaned and sank her lips back onto his cock. At the same time, she reached around and slid her hand under Lisa’s skirt. She fingered her clit as Lisa spread her legs.

“Oh! Yeah, she’s definitely a good acquisition, baby,” Lisa moaned as Belynda slid her long middle finger deep inside Lisa’s pussy.

“I looked into her mind,” Jason said. “She was a gangbanger. Pretty tough customer, but she repented, found religion. I just… replaced God for her.”

***

"I just need to know this is what you want, and not something Lisa put into your mind," Mary said. She was sitting on the bed in the room she shared with the shemale who had once been her husband.

Stan sat with her head down beside her. "I... I like being this, Mary."

"I know, but I need to know this is really what you want, Stan."

"Stella," Mama Jugs corrected. "Her name is Stella." She was standing in the bathroom helping herself to Mary's makeup.

"You be quiet, bitch!" Mary yelled.

Stan took Mary's hand. "No, Mary, I want to be called Stella. Please?"

Mary shook her head. "Fine. Stella. If you're sure?"

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Mama Jugs said as she stepped out of the bathroom wearing too much rouge and sporting 'smoky eyes' eyeshadow and liner. "She's a fucking girl. Stop givin' her the third degree."

Mary shook her head and gritted her teeth. "Fatso, I am going to beat your ass." She stood up.

"Yeah, I know. And, after what your ward did to me? I will probably like it. I got a sinkin' suspicion I ain't always been a madam." She stared at Mary defiantly.

"No. I'm pretty sure you own the motel. And, from the little Bible lesson you were having with Belynda when Jason mind fucked you, I believe you were some kind of holy roller as well."

Mama Jugs snorted. "Well, fuck that shit. This place is a dump, and I'm having a fuck ton of fun being evil, fat, bitchy me."

Despite herself Mary laughed.

Mama Jugs winked. "You know our pretty girl here creamed her little panties at least six times before you came in?"

Stan... or rather Stella, squirmed and blushed on the edge of the bed.

"Correction, she creamed my panties," Mary said. "Nasty... girl."

Stella grinned and bit her lower lip. "I made a real mess, didn't I, Mama Jugs?"

"You sure did," Mama Jugs said as she held Stella's chin in her hand and tilted her face up. "You are going to be one hell of a shemale hooker."

Mary licked her lips. Her initial shock was being replaced by growing lust. How horrible was she? She had assisted Lisa in forcibly feminizing her husband, and now she wanted to push him further.

"Of course, she's going to need a makeover. That bald head ain't gonna get her fucked," Mama Jugs said.

Mary smiled. "Oh, don't worry. We brought some things back from the adult store with us." She reached into a bag on the floor and pulled out a wig with long black hair.

Stella sucked in a sharp breath. "Is that for me?"

Mary nodded and smoothed it down on her head. "Perfect."

The long black tresses cascaded down her shoulders. "Ooo! I wanna see!"

She jumped up and looked at herself in the mirror. "Pretty!"

***

Lisa rode Jason's cock, taking it deep inside her. The last few hours had been an almost constant turn on between the adult store and coming back to find the freak show in her motel room.

She needed him. Bad.

He smiled up at her, his hands grasping her waist as she rose steadily up and down. Coupled with the delicious attention of their new friend, Belynda, she was on orgasm number three.

The beautiful slave knelt on the bed behind them, her tongue traveling from Lisa's ass down to her cunt, and then down Jason's cock to his balls.

She was completely devoted and highly skilled.

And, she was delicious - Lisa had already eaten her out to her own massive, Spanish narrated orgasm.

She was going to have to brush up on her Spanish to enjoy her beautiful new lover's passionate screams.

For now, she was very happy to enjoy Belynda's oral talents.

Jason slid his hands down. He grasped her plunging ass cheeks and pulled them apart, stretching her ass open.

Without a word of encouragement, Belynda slid a slim finger up Lisa's ass and then licked her stretched anal ring.

That was all Lisa need for orgasm number four. "Love you! Gaah! Love you both! Oh, God, oh fuck!"

Her juices gushed down Jason's shaft, and then he was cumming deep inside her, flooding her with cream.

Exhausted, the two women climbed up Jason's body.

He held them both, their faces nuzzled into his neck.

Belynda was mumbling in Spanish.

Lisa kissed her gently as Jason eased a finger inside both their cunts.

"Like I said, most beautiful thing I've ever seen," Mama Jugs said.

Lisa looked up to see the fat woman leaning on the small desk.

Mary was beside her smiling as well. "They do make a very pretty threesome."

"Foursome, if you want, Mary," Lisa said, holding out her hand.

Mary took it. "Maybe later." There was a tinge of sadness in her eyes, and Lisa suspected her temporary mind control was wearing off.

"Hey, what am I, chopped liver?" Mama Jugs grumbled.

Belynda laughed. "Come here. I will make you cum hard, Mama."

Mama Jugs’ eyes twinkled. "Very tempting."

"Think that bed is big enough for all of us?" Mary asked. She pointed to the side.

Stella stood in four-inch tranny heels and a form fitting red dress. She was wearing a padded bra and her makeup was perfect. She twirled a lock of jet-black hair around her finger. She smiled.

Jason laughed and shook his head. "Fuck, we're going to need a bigger bed."

***

Half a state away, Levon, Tyrell's best lieutenant, stood outside the entrance of Tyrell's penthouse apartment.

He was damned tired, but his shift was almost done.

He wanted breakfast and a blowjob. He could have his pick of any of Tyrell's girls if he wanted.

He thought back to Stephanie, the pretty little blonde he had chaperoned the night before. Levon had been tempted. She was pure and sweet - if not for the massive dose of molly in her, Levon would have been smitten.

But, he didn't like drugged up hookers.

He would approach one of the older whores when he finally settled back to get what he needed - they weren't pretty or pure, but at least they weren't drugged out of their minds.

Most of them, anyway.

He wasn't feeling his sharpest when the elevator door opened, and the freak show started.

It took him a moment to react, and, by the time he had his hand on the Glock under his jacket, it was far too late.

When the doors opened, the first one out was a long tall redheaded amazon in white rubber. That was part of the reason he hesitated: she was beautiful with tits the size of watermelons.

She smiled at him. "Levon, isn't it?"

He felt something crawling in his brain.

She tilted her head to the side. "Oh, not what I was expecting at all! You are sweet, a real gentleman." She shook her head. "Yes, Levon, you should go to culinary school - you'll make a wonderful chef. This henchman job is beneath you, sweetheart."

His eyes grew large and he took his hand away from the Glock. Had she read his mind? How did she know he dreamed of being a chef?

The robot girl stepped out next. She looked poised to attack him, but the woman in white put her hand on the robot's shoulder. "No. He wouldn't hurt a fly, would you, Levon?"

Levon shook his head. "No. No, I wouldn't. I just protect the girls and the house, that's all."

The dentist who supplied them with girls came out next dressed in white rubber like the first woman. "Hi, Levon, is he home?"

Levon nodded. "Yeah. He's probably asleep."

"Oh, honey, you better give Rita here your gun. You don't need it anymore," the first woman said with a smile.

"Slow. Use two fingers," the robot girl said as she held out her hand.

Levon did as he was told.

The robot girl took the Glock in her hands.

Then she broke it in two and dropped the remains on the floor. "I hate guns."

Levon just nodded.

A biker chick pushed past them and put her hand on the doorknob. "Stephanie? Is she here?"

"Yeah. She's in with Levon. He sleeps with her every night," Levon said.

Rita put her hand on the biker chick's arm. "No. I go first. Wait behind Ray, okay?"

The biker chick nodded.

The biggest dude Levon ever saw stepped out of the elevator.

He felt a warm hand on his arm. The first woman was smiling at him. "As I said, go to culinary school, Levon. You can do this. Have no doubt." She caressed his face and Levon felt like he was melting. "And, if you ever need anything, anything at all? Come to Stallion's Adult Video in Ithaca. Ask for Sugar Tits."

He smiled. "Yeah, I will. Thank you." He walked past a nun in rubber and a woman in a nurse's outfit, stepped on the elevator, and never looked back.

***

Rita drove her fists forward and both doors to the penthouse exploded off their hinges and slid across the foyer floor.

One man on the other side was flung backwards by a flying door.

A second reached for his gun, but Rita was faster. She performed a spinning roundhouse kick and the man tumbled sideways into the sunken living room.

Sugar Tits walked calmly behind Rita. "Agony," she said.

Both men shrieked as their bodies were racked with excruciating pain.

Two more gangbangers came out of the kitchen.

Sugar pointed at them both, and then turned her hands inward.

The men drew their guns and pointed them at each other.

"Careful now. Don't want anybody getting shot by accident."

The two men stared at each other, unable to stop aiming at each other.

"What the fuck is going on out here?" A middle-aged black woman said as she came out of a side bedroom. She was wearing crotchless panties and a t-shirt that said 'BITCH' across her breasts. The bedroom beyond was crowded with drowsy prostitutes.

Constance stepped through the destroyed door and pointed at the prostitute. "Bitches, sleep."

All the women including the one wearing the BITCH t-shirt crumpled to the floor.

Sugar winked at Constance. "Nicely done! You're getting better at this!"

Constance held her finger up like a gun barrel and blew away imaginary gun smoke.

A bedroom door opened, and Tyrell came running out wearing red thong underwear. "What the fuck is going on out here?!"

Sugar looked at the bright red banana hammock and burst out laughing.

Rita and Rhonda threw jabs at the same instant directly into Tyrell's face. He tumbled into the bedroom and landed on his back, unconscious.

The robot and the nurse smiled at each other.

"Damn," Ray said. "That's gonna leave a mark."

“I don’t usually advocate violence,” Sugar said. “But, any man vain enough to wear that cock sling deserves what he gets.”

***

Stephanie blinked, trying to make sense of what she was seeing. There was a plastic doll woman standing over Tyrell's unconscious body.

And, then Rhonda stepped inside. Only, she wasn't exactly like Stephanie remembered.

This version of Rhonda had the face and skin of a thirty-year-old with tits that would make any porn star green with envy.

The only thing that hadn’t changed was the salt and pepper hair.

Before Stephanie could say a word, Rhonda pulled her into an embrace and collapsed on the bed beside her. “Thank God, oh thank God,” Rhonda whispered as she covered Stephanie’s face with kisses.

She went limp in Rhonda’s arms, realizing for the first time she had not relaxed one instant since she had been taken away by Tyrell. She had felt anxiety even in her molly fog.

A tall woman in white latex stood over them. Tears welled in the corner of her eyes and she waved her hand in front of her eyes dramatically. “Oh! I just love a happy ending.” She grinned and winked at Stephanie.

Rhonda held Stephanie’s naked body. “Did he hurt you? I’ll kill him if he…”

Rhonda gasped and traced the two scars on Stephanie’s tummy still covered with liquid skin.

“He fixed me. He took me to a vet, and the vet fixed me so I didn’t get knocked up.” Stephanie blinked and looked around. “That’s okay, isn’t it, Rhonda? You still want me, don’t you?”

Rhonda just stared at her and nodded. “You don’t have to ask me that. I love you, Stephanie. I am so sorry.”

Stephanie smiled. “I knew you would come for me. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew.” She passed out in Rhonda’s arms.

Rhonda laid her back on the bed. Then she stood up. She turned to Tyrell’s sleeping form on the floor.

She drew back and kicked him in the balls hard enough to lift him off the carpet.

Rita moved to stop her, but Sugar Tits took Rita’s arm.

“No,” Sugar said. “He won’t have them much longer in any event. Let her take out her frustrations.”

***

“Stan, I just don’t understand,” Mary said.

He was fixing his makeup in the motel bathroom mirror. “Stella.”

Mary rolled her eyes. “Fine, Stella. You want to stay here?”

“Yes,” she said as she applied mascara. “Mama Jugs is going to turn me out. It’s what I want, and if you stay here, I’ll hold back. I’ll feel self-conscious knowing you are here while I’m… learning.”

“St… Stella. I’m still your wife…”

Stella turned to her. “Mary, I was never a husband to you. We enjoyed each other's company, we were good together everywhere except the bedroom. You need more.” She stood up. “And, now? I need more too. There are things I can’t give you, and… things you can’t give me.” Stella kissed her cheek. “Go find what you need.  I will too.”

Mary wiped away a tear. She nodded. “Okay… okay, Stella. I will always love you, though. You know that?”

She smiled and turned back to the mirror. “And, I love you.”

Mary took her suitcase. She didn’t look back, just walked to the door and opened it.

Lisa was standing on the other side.

Mary looked up at her. “I hate you. I will never forgive you or the ones behind all this.” She pushed past Lisa and walked straight to the car without looking back.

Lisa watched her walk away.

“She doesn’t mean that,” Stella said.

“I’m not so sure,” Lisa said.

“I am. After twenty years, I know my wife. She loves you,” Stella said as she touched up her lipstick. It was blood red.

Lisa walked inside. “I… am sorry, Stella.”

Stella laughed. “Why? You just made me hot, I was already a tranny inside.”

Lisa stood beside her and looked in the mirror. She stroked the long black hair of Stella’s wig. “Oh, Stella. You’re such an idiot.”

“What?” Stella asked as she applied gloss.

“Evil. I don’t know how it seeps in. It’s not something I sought out, and I’m pretty sure it wasn’t in me before all this.” Lisa grinned. “It’s something to do with becoming a white witch. Being so open to thoughts I suppose. The evil just moves in and takes up residence. Absolute power corrupting absolutely and all that.”

“What are you talking…”

“I need to talk to Stan now, Stella.”

Stella’s smoky eyes went wide.

“You cannot move. You cannot speak above a whisper.”

“What… the fuck… have you done to me?” Stan said, his voice deeper than the Stella voice.

“You were in the way, Stan. I have plans for Mary, that’s part of why I did this to you. Although, let’s face it, you ate other men’s cum out of your wife’s cunt - that’s pretty fucking homosexual.”

“Goddamn you!” He whispered.

“Yeah, pretty sure that’s going to happen.” Lisa stroked his cheek. “You see, I didn’t just give you that delicious Jason cum while you slept. I built a new little tranny whore inside your mind: Stella. She took over when you woke up. But, you’ve been aware the whole time, haven’t you?”

“Y… Yes… God, why? What did I ever do to you?” Stan sobbed.

“Not a thing. Like I said, I have plans for Mary. You’d just be in the way.” She hung on his shoulder and smiled. “And, well, you’re a beta - us white witches just hate sissy beta boys. Maybe that’s Morpheus’s will, or maybe something darker I don’t even know about. But, in the New Order? You’re either the fucker or the fuckee - no room for bi-curious sissies.”

“Please… don’t do this…”

“Oh, honey, it’s way too late for that. I just brought you out to tell you all this because, well, fuck… I like hurting you. Does that make me bad, Stan?” She batted her long eyelashes.

“You bitch.”

Lisa sighed. “Okay. You know what? I’ll give you a chance: if you can make it to sundown without swallowing a guy’s load and taking it in the ass? I’ll program Mama Jugs to put you back in control of your own body. She’ll say, ‘Wake up, Stan’, and you’ll be back like magic.”

Lisa giggled. “But, if Stella sucks some big, hard, alpha male dick? And, then she swallows down his yummy load? AND, she then gives up your little virgin boy pussy? No more Stan… poof… gone. You’ll just be a shemale cum bucket forever and ever… sound fair?”

Stan opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out.

“I’ll take that as a yes - now, Stella, honey? Time to wake up.”

Stella blinked. She tottered on the towering heels and then shook her head to clear it. “Did… you say something?” Stella asked as she returned to her makeup.

“Not a thing, honey. Now, hurry up with that makeup - Mama Jugs needs to find you a nice hard cock to make you into a real girl.”

***

In Manhattan, the unconscious prostitutes lay naked side by side in the hallway. There was an even dozen of the women.

Sugar Tits watched as Demona examined each in turn, scribbling on a tablet as she went.

Finally, Demona stood up.

"What's the verdict?" Sugar asked.

"Well, I've got two with HIV, eight with Hepatitis - one of them advanced. Plus a healthy dollop of Herpes, Chlamydia, and regular old clap. Nine of them have heroin addictions, two jonesing for crystal. Four of them, that wonderful vet performing the tubal ligations totally fucked up and I'll have to redo them. Mind if I visit him later? I'd like to do a little spaying and neutering on him."

Sugar smiled. "Now, now. I think we're making enough waves in Manhattan as it is."

Constance overheard the conversation. "What will we do with the diseased prostitutes?"

"Do with them?" Demona asked. "Well, cure them of course."

"HIV?!"

Demona rolled her eyes. "Of course. Baby, I can cure death itself if I have a head start."

Constance looked from Sugar to Demona. "If we can cure all these diseases, why haven't we given this information to the whole world? Think of all the suffering we could end."

Sugar nodded. "We are ending the world's suffering: by taking over the world. When we're done, everyone will be healthy, immortal, happy, and satisfied."

"But, in the meantime..." Constance began.

Asmodea walked up behind her. The nun smiled. "If you want to save the world quicker, work faster at subduing it. The sooner mankind is on its knees, the sooner we can save them."

Constance sighed and nodded.

Sugar Tits looked into the bedroom where Rhonda sat holding the still sleeping Stephanie. "What about her?"

Demona motioned Sugar and Constance to follow her. They walked into the kitchen.

Demona nodded. "So, the good news is, though she was thoroughly fucked by anything with the cash, she's physically fine - no STDs."

"But?" Sugar asked.

"Mentally and neurologically?" Demona shook her head. "That fucker Tyrell didn't spare the molly. I figure she must have been close to ODing several times over the last few days. There's damage - it'll be a few days before I can be sure how much. Not to mention the emotional trauma from someone selling her to that piece of shit in the first place."

Constance rolled her eyes. "Jesus, I'm sorry, okay? It was business."

Demona glared at her. "Yeah, okay, but from now on we're the monsters, got it? We don't turn our whores over to people worse than us."

"I won't. I promise."

"Speaking of monsters," Demona said. "What do you want me to do with ol' banana hammock in there?"

“Tyrell?” Sugar laughed. "What do you recommend?"

"Castration and lobotomizer are my preferences."

"No argument from me," Constance added. "Or, just let Rita do the neck twist thing."

Demona grinned. "Well deserved. Every one of those girls has contusions and old fractures - maybe they aren't all from Tyrell, but I'll bet a lot of them are."

Sugar pursed her lips. "I agree, he needs to be severely punished. But, I prefer to make an example of him."

***

Several hours later, the remnants of Tyrell's lieutenants sat facing each other at the kitchen table. They couldn't move, they couldn't speak, but at least they weren't in pain.

They couldn't see the activity in the hallway, but they could hear the whores moaning - that doctor or whatever she was was doing something to them. At first they thought it was cries of pain, but over time they realized the women were orgasming.

The two women in white latex came in and smiled.

The taller woman spoke. "You can move, but don't anger me. I can bring back the pain with a word."

The men slumped in their chairs but sat motionless otherwise.

"My name is Sugar Tits..."

The men began to laugh.

Sugar smiled. "It's okay. I know how ridiculous it sounds. Piss yourselves."

The men gasped as they pissed down their own legs.

"Still think I'm funny? No?"

The other woman in white laughed. "Nice."

"Thank you," Sugar said. "Now, Tyrell is no longer your boss. I'm from the Church of Morpheus, and as of this moment, we control your prostitution business."

One of the men shook his head. "Look, Sugar Tits or whatever your name is, you got no idea what you've stepped in here. You think this is all of us? Lady, this is part of a much bigger operation. The big bosses are uptown, and whoring is just part of the pie."

"Oh, I know. But, you see, we don't give a fuck about the rest of the business. Sell your drugs, your protection racket - we don't care about that. But, if you run whores in New York, you go through us."

The man laughed. "Look, all due respect because I don't want you doing that voodoo shit on my head again, but uptown ain't going to roll over for you. They'll bring enough firepower to put you down..."

Sugar held up her hand. "You don't understand - how much does the mob make off prostitution?"

"In Manhattan? $50 million a year."

"This coming year, you'll make $75 million."

"What? How the fuck..."

"Simple, send in the girls, please," Sugar said.

The whores walked in, naked and giggling.

The men did double takes.

All of the girls were now tall and buxom with smooth skin and sparkling eyes. They all looked like they had just spent a year on the Riviera getting thousands of dollars’ worth of plastic surgery.

"Fuck me," the man said.

"Oh, they will. Repeatedly and happily," Sugar said. "We've taken your $10 whores and made them into high price call girls. You'll make a fortune off them - with the bonus being they never get old, never die, never touch drugs, never get sick, and never run away."

"Shit," the man whispered.

"So, go to your bosses and tell them our proposal."

The man nodded. "Yeah, okay. But, you know you got another problem - the Russians run more whores in Manhattan than we do. They ain't gonna like us expanding."

"Let me worry about the Russians. You just take these lovely ladies to your bosses, let them sample the goods and tell them we will happily convert all their hookers into perfect sex toys. Not only bimbo street whores like these pretty things - specialty whores: dominatrices, cheerleader whores, sexretaries, submissives, anything you can imagine we can create." She pulled one of the women out of the line: a tall black woman with huge tits and a red thong. "For instance, you recognize Tyrell?"

"Holy shit."

Sugar pulled Tyrell's thong down, revealing his cock to be little more than a nubbin of clit. His ball sack hung down empty and shriveled between his thighs. "This is what happens to anyone who defies the Church. Do so at your peril. But, you aren't bitter, are you, Tyrell?"

"No, mistress Sugar. I love it," Tyrell squeaked in a voice like cotton candy.

"Why don't you bend over and show us your cute pussy?"

Tyrell giggled and turned. He bent over and grabbed his ankles.

His ass was round and full, his pucker slightly gaped.

"Care to fuck your old boss?" Sugar asked the man who had been bold enough to speak. "He's been completely reprogrammed to be the perfect submissive bimbo. Just know that deep inside, the old Tyrell is screaming in horror."

The man rubbed the stubble on his chin. "Fuck. Well, why not." He stood up and took off his pants exposing a thick, ten-inch cock. He jacked it as he walked around the table.

The other whores cooed and whispered as they stared at his hardening cock.

He rubbed the small of Tyrell's back. "Sorry about this, but you are too fine not to fuck now, Tyrell."

He rubbed the thick head of his dick up and down on Tyrell's asshole.

Then he shoved it in to the hilt.

Tyrell squealed in delight as his former lieutenant took him deep. Moments later he began to fuck back against the hard cock, taking it to the hilt.

Sugar turned to the other men. "There, see? We want to have a profitable relationship. This is an excellent start." She turned to leave, but then she turned back to them. "Oh, one other little thing: don't be cruel to your girls. Ever. If any of you cause your whores pain beyond a sore pussy or ass? We will burn you all. To ash. And, then we'll piss on what's left. Have a nice day."

***

Lisa leaned on the hood of Stan’s car in tight, white jeans and a white halter top. Wearing all white was going to take a while to get used to - she had been a girl who liked dark colors. But, white witch’s had a uniform look, and she wasn’t about to make waves.

Besides, she remembered the beautiful latex outfits Sugar Tits and Constance wore - just the thought of that tight rubber made her wet! They had done a real number on her brain. She couldn’t remember ever having a latex fetish before, but now her body actually ached to slide into white rubber.

Jason sat on the hood beside her. He had given up on shirts entirely, and Lisa wasn’t complaining. His body was chiseled and inviting stuffed into his tight jeans.

She smiled at the wet spot midway down his left thigh. He was constantly leaking just like she was.

“I gotta say, I never thought he would be able to work it like that,” Jason said with a laugh.

Stan, now Stella, was strutting along the street in front of the motel in her red mini dress and matching heels.

Lisa felt she may have miscalculated. Stella had been on display all morning, but there had been no takers. True, most whoring happened after dark, but Lisa realized the biggest problem was that Stella was so obviously a middle-aged sissy in drag.

In nine hours, the sun would go down and Mama Jugs would wake Stan from his Stella slumber. Lisa would remain true to her word, even though there was nothing forcing her to do so. If he made it till dark, he would be free.

“Holy fuck,” Jason said.

Lisa looked toward the motel.

Belynda had gone to her small trailer behind the motel to gather her things, and now she was coming back.

Holy fuck, indeed. Lisa smiled.

The long, dark woman was wearing a pair of black stiletto boots, painted on black jeans that showed off some extreme camel toe. She wore a half t-shirt that exposed the revolver tattoos that disappeared under her waistband and ‘Las Amazonas’ tattooed just under her navel.

She was wearing bright red lipstick and she had painted her nails shiny black.

Her earrings were four-inch hoops.

She smiled at their reactions and wiggled a little as she walked. When she got to them, she turned in a slow circle. “What do you think? See, I clean up nice.”

“You are stunning,” Lisa said. “Isn’t she, Mary?”

Mary was sitting behind the wheel. She glanced up and nodded, still pissed about Stan.

Jason held out his arms and Belynda ran to him. He pulled her close and let his hands wander down to her tight ass.

She mumbled into his neck in Spanish.

Jason laughed. “Babe, we don’t have a clue what you’re saying.”

She kissed his neck. “I will teach you both. I said, ‘I need you to fuck my pussy and ass till I pass out.’”

Lisa laughed. “Mmm, that can be arranged.”

Belynda broke free of Jason’s embrace and wrapped her arms around Lisa. They melted into a deep, slow kiss.

“Wow,” Jason said as he watched. “Did I mention I love my life now?”

Lisa and Belynda laughed.

Belynda leaned against the car between them. “Are we going to this farm now?”

Lisa frowned. “I so wanted to see Stella lose her cherry. But, nobody seems to be trolling for trannies.”

“Bigots,” Belynda grumbled. “I mean look at her. She’s fucking hot. I’d do her.”

“I know, babe, but you don’t have a cock,” Lisa said.

Lisa and Belynda both looked at Jason.

He shook his head. “Fuck no. I told you, number one, he’s my guardian. Second, I don’t like dudes.”

“You fucked your mother’s best friend,” Lisa said.

“That was different. She’s hot, aren’t you, Mary?” Jason said.

“Please… don’t talk like that. I can’t take much more,” Mary whispered. She got out of the car and walked toward the back of the motel.

“Fuck,” Belynda said. “What’s up her cooch?”

“Regrets,” Lisa said. She might not get Mary back, and she would have to come to terms with that. She could go in and make the woman a raving, fucking whore if she wanted, but she was determined to not make any more changes than she had to.

“Hey! Wait a second,” Belynda said. “What time is it?”

“Uh, quarter past eleven,” Jason said.

Belynda giggled. “Almost time for afternoon delight.”

“Huh?” Lisa asked.

“Hey, Mama! It’s almost noon…”

Mama Jugs was sitting in a lounge chair across the parking lot at the motel office. She looked confused for a minute. And, then she smiled. “Well, fuck me. It is!”

Belynda giggled more. “At noon once a week, this muy macho stud comes here and rents a room. A few minutes later, this blonde bitch in a Mercedes pulls in and they fuck like maniacs until almost three.”

“How ‘muy macho’ is this stud?” Lisa asked with a conspiratorial grin.

“He looks like a linebacker, got a lot of bulge in his jeans, yeah?” Belynda laughed. “I haven’t seen him naked, but I hear that bitch screaming half the afternoon. ‘Ooo, it’s so big’ ‘Oh, you’re five times bigger than my husband’ ‘Fucking Christ I can feel you in my chest’ - that kind of stuff.”

“And, you’re sure he’ll be here?”

“Never fails. Every week at the same time. You do that voodoo stuff on him?”

Lisa smiled and looked out at Stella. She promised to release Stan if he didn’t suck to completion and get fucked.

But, she never said she was going to make it easy.

***

In Manhattan, Alexei Polov had just sat down for lunch. He was a big man with big appetites. Which is why he was eating a massive rib eye cooked rare while an eighteen-year-old knelt under the table sucking his cock.

It was good to be king, and he was at least king of the pimps in New York City.

He reached under the table and stroked the blonde’s hair. “Darling, slow down. Careful of teeth. Do not bite Alexei. Okay? You are doing wonderfully. Man likes when woman takes time, yes?”

She moaned with a mouthful of cock and slowed her pace.

“There yes. Is good now. Good whore. Make Alexei very happy.” He smiled and took another bite of steak.

There was a commotion outside his office. The house was huge, but not so huge that he couldn’t hear men cursing and struggling.

He stopped in mid-chew. He had two men guarding the door.

“Go. Look,” Alexei said and then repeated himself in Russian.

The two men pulled their guns and left the room, shutting the door behind them.

The girl stopped sucking. “Alexei, is everything okay?”

“Da, is okay, pretty one. Suck more, yes,” he said. She smiled up at him. When she took him in her mouth again, he drew a silver plated forty-five pistol from his shoulder holster and laid it beside his plate. He draped his white linen napkin over it.

He poured himself more red wine.

The door opened and his guards returned.

However, they were now holding their guns to their own temples.

“What the fuck?” Alexei asked.

A tall woman in white latex walked in behind them. “You must be Alexei.”

“Why are my men holding guns to their own heads?”

“Because I told them to,” the redhead said.

Despite the oddness of the situation, Alexei was mesmerized by her huge breasts and sparkling eyes. He smiled. “White witch. Church of Morpheus devil witch whore.”

“Yes, my name is Sugar Tits.”

“Most appropriate name,” Alexei said.

“Thank you.”

“Are you here to kill Alexei, Sugar Tits?” he asked.

“Not if I can avoid it,” Sugar said. She sat down in an overstuffed chair in front of the desk. “Tell me, Alexei, is there a woman under your desk sucking your cock?”

Alexei laughed. “Da. Her name is Regina. Much potential. I will be very unhappy to ask her to stop.”

“Oh, please, no! Let her continue,” Sugar said. “Tell me, how do you know what a White Witch is?”

Alexei shrugged. “I am Russian mob. Russian mob today was KGB yesterday. We know things.”

“Ah, I see,” Sugar said. She crossed her legs and smiled when Alexei looked directly up her skirt. “Then you know what I can do?”

“Da. You can make my men shoot themselves, give Alexei aneurysm or make Alexei bark like dog. I have read reports. Shall I bark?”

Sugar laughed. “Oh, I like you, Alexei. It takes a man with balls to lean back and enjoy a blowjob when he is so close to destruction. Tell me: will you promise not to shoot anyone with that pistol you have under the napkin until you hear what I have to say?”

Alexei laughed and slapped the table. “You read Alexei’s mind? Amazing! Then you know Alexei would very much like to oil up your big titties and fuck them?”

“Yes, I caught that fantasy when I was scanning you,” Sugar said. She leaned forward showing him her deep cleavage.

Alexei groaned. “Da. You are beautiful. Dear lady, I am your devoted slave.” He pulled the napkin off the pistol. Alexei picked it up, ejected the magazine and worked the slide, ejecting the bullet in the chamber. “Please, if you don’t mind, tell my men to put away guns. I do not want their brains on my walls by accident.”

“Of course.” Sugar waved her hand.

The guards sighed in relief and put their guns away.

“The rest of you can come in now,” Sugar said.

Alexei recognized Constance Burns, the dentist who supplied him with girls. She was followed by a huge man and a thin woman who looked to be made out of plastic. Behind them was a tall, buxom black woman wearing a tight blue dress and hooker heels.

Alexei’s breath caught in his chest when he saw the last person to enter. Tall and skinny with dark hair and wearing a rubber nun outfit.

He groaned and sent a torrent of cum down Regina’s throat.

She swallowed and kissed his prick clean.

“Oh, my,” Sugar said. “She must be a very skilled cocksucker.”

“Da… she is… but… Alexei was… distracted… usually last longer. Won’t you introduce your friends.”

“Well, Constance you know. Behind her is Ray. He’s a whoremaster.”

Alexei laughed. “Ahh, yes. Huge cock. I have read reports on whoremasters.”

“Beside him is our bimbot, Rita. Her brain was transferred into a robot body.”

“Amazing,” Alexei said. But he never took his eyes off the nun.

“And, Sister Asmodea of the Church of Morpheus.”

Alexei stood up, his long thick cock sliding out of Regina’s mouth.

He walked around his desk, dick swinging.

He reached out and took Asmodea’s hand. “Dear sister, welcome to my home.”

Asmodea stared at the bear paw hand holding hers.

Alexei leaned down and kissed her fingers.

“Might want to… gather yourself,” Asmodea mumbled.

“Oh… oh! Very sorry. Forgive me,” he said as he hurriedly stuffed his dick into his pants and zipped up.

Sugar smiled and shook her head. “And, finally, I think you remember your rival, Tyrell?”

Alexei did a double take. “No, this cannot be…” He grabbed the woman in the blue dress by her left breast. “No, this is woman…”

“Check her yourself, Alexei,” Sugar said.

“Spread legs, bitch,” Alexei growled. He ripped her skirt up, exposing her thick clit and the hanging, empty sack. “Fuck!” He grabbed the clit between his thumb and index finger, squeezed and twisted.

“Ooo, baby, yeah! Hurt me. I want you to hurt me,” Tyrell cooed in a smoky voice.

“No fucking way,” Alexei whispered.

“We have no use for Mr. Tyrell. Miss Tyrell on the other hand has numerous uses,” Sugar laughed.

Alexei spun Tyrell around and bent her at the waist. He ripped the skirt and exposed her anus.

Tyrell giggled and grabbed her ankles.

Alexei pushed two fingers deep inside the shemale. “Why did you do this to him? Not that I give two fucks, but…”

“Mr. Tyrell angered us with his treatment of his stock. We don’t like people who are cruel. I have it on good authority that, though you are a hard man, you are not a cruel man. Is that true, Alexei?”

Alexei pulled his fingers out of Tyrell’s ass, spun her around and shoved her to her knees. He pushed his fingers into her mouth, and she cleaned them. “I am cruel enough. But, no. I do not hate my girls as this motherfucker does… or did.”

“Good. Then we can do business,” Sugar said.

Alexei left Tyrell kneeling on the floor and walked back to his desk.

Regina climbed out from under the desk. She was naked. She stood behind Alexei’s chair with her hands behind her back, feet spread, eyes downward.

Alexei reached back and stroked her hip. “She came willingly, you know? Naturally submissive.”

“Yes, I can see,” Sugar said.

“What is business you propose?”

“A partnership. We will convert your girls into bimbos. With supermodel looks, they’ll pull in ten times what they pull in now.”

“And, what does the Church get from this?”

“We control the whores. We supply them. You don’t hurt them… ever.”

“I do not hurt women. How much cut do you want?”

“None.”

Alexei stared at her. “What?”

Sugar laughed. “Alexei, we don’t want any of the money - believe me, we have more money than you can imagine. We control the whores, that’s all.”

“What? You are building bimbo army or something?”

“Something like that,” Sugar said. She leaned over the desk and held out her hand. “Do we have a deal?”

He looked at her hand. “Hmm, so Alexei is supposed to get into bed with Church with promise of plenty more money for mob. What does Alexei get?”

Sugar laughed. “Ray?”

Ray unzipped and let his long, thick cock hang out. With a single stroke, he was rock hard.

“We’ll make your already large dick enormous, just like Ray’s. You’ll be a whoremaster. You will be immortal, young, impervious to disease. You will be able to cum and seconds later be hard again. You will be completely irresistible to women.”

Alexei smiled. “Yes. I like this. This is a good deal… but…”

“Oh, Alexei, come on. What is it going to take?”

He looked over Sugar’s shoulder at Asmodea. “I want to take beautiful rubber nun out on date.”

Asmodea’s mouth dropped open. “Wait. We offered you immortality as a fucking stallion, but you won’t agree unless I go out with you?”

He shrugged. “Alexei always has fantasies about nuns. Turns me on for long time. Please, let Alexei take you out and show you city. I will be perfect gentleman.”

“I’m a lesbian for the most part…”

“As am I. I love women as well,” Alexei said with a grin.

Sugar sighed. “I’m sorry Alexei. Sister Asmodea is a representative of the Church, not an escort. If she doesn’t…”

“I’ll do it,” Asmodea said. “I’ll go out with you.”

Sugar blinked.

Alexei clapped. “Yes! Ha ha, you will not be sorry. I will woo you as no other man has ever wooed you. I warn you, you may fall madly in love with me before dessert is served.” He smiled.

“I sincerely doubt that.”

***

Brianna drove her black Mercedes into the seedy part of town. Every week, she made the thirty-minute trek from the suburbs into the rundown industrial area off the interstate.

To meet him.

It wasn’t glamorous. A few hours in a cheap motel with a muscular stud to scratch the itch.

She had married well, a six-bedroom mini mansion in the right neighborhood. No kids. No need for a job. She spent the week between spa treatments, nail salons, hair salons, shopping, and the gym. Being a trophy wife took work.

Her husband worked sixteen hours a day and her job was to look fucking amazing on his arm.

Really, the only time she truly got for herself was a few hours once a week being fucked out of her mind.

She hadn’t sought him out, her muscle stud. She had been bringing in shopping bags when he had whistled at her.

The house across the street was being renovated. She had been annoyed when she heard the whistle. Brianna had turned to flip him off and then call the construction company to have the Neanderthal removed.

Instead, she had stared open mouthed at the man who smiled down at her from the roof of the house.

He was tall and muscular, a boyish face under thick wavy blond hair. He looked at her with something between a smirk and a smile. His eyes traveled from her legs up to her tits. He nodded approval.

She had quickly turned and run inside, her face red.

For days after, she had sat in her third story bedroom and stared across the street as he worked under the hot sun. At first she tried to hide while she watched him, but he always seemed to spot her. He would smile, and she would turn red.

But she wouldn’t stop watching him.

A few days later, she had stopped hiding. She would stand in the window and watch him. Afterwards, she would masturbate in the bath, imagining his strong arms around her.

And, then one day, she had climbed out of the tub, naked and dripping, walked back into the bedroom and stood in front of the window.

He was there, smiling.

She turned slowly, letting him get a good look at her.

When she turned back to look at him, he was gone.

A few seconds later, her doorbell rang.

She walked down, picking up her robe along the way, but discarding it on the stairs. No, she was an adult, and she knew what she wanted.

Brianna opened the door.

His name, she learned a few hours later, was Mitch. He took her like an animal on the living room floor. His cock was bigger than anything she had ever had inside her, and her orgasms came one after another. Her meager complaints about using a condom were ignored as were her whispered requests for him to be gentle. He used her like a whore in her own home.

And, to her shock, she loved it. Her complaints turned to encouragements. She begged for every depraved act she had ever even imagined, laughed and screamed as he took her ass cherry.

Now, here they were, weeks later, the lady and the brute. But, inside the motel room with its faded wallpaper and dusty sheets, he was a god and she was a nasty whore.

Her husband gave her shelter and finery. Mitch gave her raw fucking sex.

She smiled as she turned into the motel parking lot.

The parking lot was normally empty at this time of day. Checkout time was eleven, but a car sat near the motel office.

A tall, muscular boy without a shirt smiled at her as she drove past the car he was sitting on.

The fat woman who owned the motel smiled and waved as she drove past.

Mitch always got room 12, the one farthest from the motel office.

She parked in front and got out.

The boy at the far end of the parking lot whistled.

She looked away quickly, locking her Mercedes with the key fob. She looked straight ahead and clicked on her high heels feeling the boy’s eyes on her ass the whole time.

The door to 12 was slightly ajar.

She stepped inside and took off her sunglasses. “God, fucking low lifes around here. We need a new place.” She shut the door and locked it and then put her Gucci bag on the desk.

Mitch was standing naked beside the bed, his proud cock standing straight out. At first she thought he was looking at her, but then she realized he was staring past her at the wall.

“Mitch?”

He said nothing, just stared straight ahead, precum dripping from his cock.

“Honey, are you okay?”

“Oh, he’s fine,” a voice said to her right.

Brianna stumbled on her heels and almost fell. As it was, she sat down hard on the desk.

A young woman with huge breasts sat in the chair by the window. If Brianna had looked to her right when she came in, she would have seen her.

“What the hell?! Mitch! Who the fuck is this?” Brianna was reaching for her purse.

“No. Don’t move.” The woman said. She was decked out in a white outfit.

“Oh, no. Wait. Mitch, I told you, I’m not doing a three way.” He had threatened to buy them a hooker the last time they fucked, but she wanted nothing to do with it.

Brianna cried out, suddenly realizing she could not move.

“This power,” the woman said as she stood up. “It still hasn’t sunk in all the way. I’ve just been sitting here for the past fifteen minutes, reaching into Mitch’s mind, flipping through it like you would a magazine. He’s very simple. But, so gorgeous, isn’t he?”

“Wha… why can’t I move?” Brianna squeaked.

“Because I don’t want you to.” The woman reached out and stroked Mitch’s cock. “Not as big as my boyfriend, but, wow, it’s nice. He makes you cum, doesn’t he? Of course he does.”

“Help… please… stop.”

“Brianna. That’s a pretty name. Oh. I should have brought Jason in here with me. I don’t know what I might do, Brianna. He keeps me level and focused. Without someone to keep me in check? I’m afraid.”

Brianna felt something inside her head. “Stop, please.”

“I guess this is just something that is going to happen. You’re beneath me. All humans are. Some are just going to get hurt along the way until I become… whatever I’m turning into.” She let go of Mitch’s cock and turned toward Brianna. She ran her finger down Brianna’s silk blouse. “So pretty. You’re a whore, you know that, right? No better than me, no better than a woman sucking cock in a back alley for ten bucks. You just have a ring on your finger, that’s the only difference. You still fuck for everything you get, don’t you?”

“Please, I want to go home.”

Lisa laughed. “There is no home. Not anymore. You’ll understand soon.”

She turned back to Mitch. “He loves you, did you know that? Yeah, he’s head over heels. Never happened to him before. He was going to get down on his knees and beg you to run away with him today.”

“What? No…”

“Of course, we know what your answer to that would have been, right? Whores are all about the money.”

“Mitch! Mitch, snap out of it. We have to get out of here.”

“Oh, he’s totally brain fucked, Brianna. He doesn’t even know you’re here. I’m reprogramming him.”

Brianna stared at Mitch’s face. His eyes moved rapidly from left to right and back again.

“His love for you is a big help to me, I have to tell you. I’m going to use that in a few minutes. But, right now? I’m making him bisexual. He’s still going to love pussy, but he’ll get hard for dick too.”

“How are you doing this? Please, I have money…”

Lisa laughed. “Yeah, I know. You’re loaded. Won’t help you. I’m going to really fuck you over, and the worst part is? It’s because I’m bored, and I think I might be going nuts. Stella? Come out, honey.”

The bathroom door opened and a woman in a short red dress came out.

Only, it wasn’t a woman at all. It was a middle-aged man in drag.

All Brianna could do was move her eyes, and she followed the tall, thin transvestite as she walked toward Mitch.

“Ooo, Lisa. He’s cute,” she cooed.

“I know, and guess what?” Lisa said.

“What?”

“He thinks you are the most beautiful woman in the world, don’t you, Mr. Muscles?”

Mitch turned slightly. He looked Stella up and down.

His cock lurched and a drop of precum dripped onto the carpet. “Beautiful,” he whispered.

Stella blushed.

Lisa closed her eyes and her fingers moved.

Mitch smiled. “Come here, baby.”

Stella bit her lower lip and then went to him.

Mitch wrapped her in his big arms and drew her into a deep kiss. His hands wandered down to her ass and cupped both cheeks, lifting her up.

Stella giggled as his tongue played with hers.

“Mitch! Stop. What are you doing?” Brianna cried.

“No, no,” Lisa said. “Use your inside voice. No yelling.”

Brianna tried to scream, but all that came out was a whispered hiss.

“I took all his love for you and transferred it to Stella. He’s totally smitten.”

Mitch lowered Stella to the floor.

“Suck his cock, Stella. Swallow his cum,” Lisa said.

Stella opened her mouth. She looked up into Mitch’s eyes and closed her hand on the base of his cock. “I’ve never done this before.”

Mitch smiled. “It’s okay. I’ll teach you. Just lick the tip.”

The front door opened and the boy from the parking lot walked in along with a tall Latina. The fat woman who owned the motel leaned against the door frame.

“Oh, Jesus, what the hell is this?” Brianna whispered.

The fat woman held up a cell phone. “Smile, Stella. Gonna get your first blowjob on camera for the porn sites.”

“Good thinking, Mama Jugs,” Lisa said.

Stella blushed and winked at the camera. Then she leaned forward and licked the tip of Mitch’s thick cock.

“Mmm, yeah,” Mitch groaned.

“Tastes so good,” Stella whispered as she sucked the head into her mouth.

“Man, watch him suck that dick,” the shirtless boy said as the dark eyed woman rubbed the growing erection in his jeans.

Brianna’s eyes grew even larger. The boy’s erection seemed to go halfway down his leg!

“Es muy grande, si?” the dark eyed woman laughed.

“Suck it all the way in, baby,” Mitch whispered.

Stella angled her mouth and slid forward along the length.

Brianna watched as the tranny’s eyes bulged. She knew that look having come close to choking on Mitch’s cock several times herself.

“Deeper, Stella,” Lisa encouraged. “Swallow his cock. Let him fuck your throat.”

Mitch needed no encouragement. He put his hand on the back of Stella’s head and pushed forward, driving his dick down her throat.

She struggled and he backed off, letting her recover. Then he pushed forward again.

Stella took it deeper this time.

Mitch groaned and began to fuck her mouth in a steady rhythm.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” the Latina moaned.

Brianna looked over.

The boy had pushed her jeans down to her knees and had his thick middle finger rubbing back and forth on her clit.

“Si, oh, Jason. So motherfucking hot,” she moaned as she humped his invading finger.

“Cum for me, Belynda,” Jason whispered.

“Oh, I’m close. So hot, baby,” Belynda groaned. “You’re going to fuck the blonde bitch, aren’t you? You going to split her with that big cock, aren’t you?”

“What?!” Brianna gasped. “No! Don’t you fucking touch me!”

“Silence,” Lisa said as she knelt down beside Stella.

Brianna choked. She couldn’t talk!

“Yeah, I’m going to fuck that blonde slut. I’m going to make her eat your ass while I do it, you like that?” Jason growled as he finger fucked Belynda.

“Aiggh!” Belynda cried and she came, squirting on her jeans and the floor as Jason laughed.

No! Brianna wanted to scream, but all she could do was watch with terror filled eyes.

Lisa rubbed the back of Stella’s neck as she deep throated Mitch. The shemale’s throat visibly expanded with each thrust from his cock.

Lisa caressed Mitch’s thick balls. “Mmm, I think he’s close. These big boys are starting to pull up. He’s going to unload in your hot throat.” She leaned forward and whispered. “Two out of three nails in your coffin, Stan. You’re going to be our little shemale whore forever.”

Mitch groaned. “Goddamn, I’m going to cum!”

“Give it to the little bitch!” Lisa laughed. “She needs a belly full.”

“Fuck!” Mitch screamed. The bottom of his shaft throbbed as he unloaded in Stella.

Her eyes opened wide as the cum pumped into her.

Lisa laughed and pulled her back, leaving only the head in her mouth. “Get a mouthful, baby, don’t swallow it.”

Lisa pumped Mitch’s shaft.

Stella smiled as the thick cream filled her mouth.

Mitch went limp and Lisa pushed him away. He fell on the bed, his long cock slapping his stomach and sending a splash of cum onto his chest. He ran his finger in it and transferred it to his lips.

“Open up and show me, Stella. Show me what a good cocksucker you are,” Lisa said.

Stella opened her mouth, showing her tongue swimming in cum.

Lisa leaned forward and kissed her, her tongue probing in the jizz.

Brianna stared at the lesbian kiss. She didn’t like girls - in any room, she was the queen bee. But, despite her revulsion at what was happening in the motel room, she was feeing wet between her legs.

Stella swallowed and leaned back. “God, that was amazing.”

Lisa smiled at her. “Go clean your man, Stella.”

Stella laughed and crawled up between Mitch’s thighs.

She licked and kissed his cock and balls, slurping up the stray drops of cum.

“Lower, lick his boy pussy.”

Stella moaned and raised Mitch’s muscular thighs.

She flicked her tongue against his pucker, and he jumped.

“Harder, Stella. He wants to be penetrated.” Lisa stood up and leaned over them. She rubbed Mitch’s hard stomach as Stella ate his ass. “Now, Mitch, isn’t Stella the best piece of ass you ever had?”

“Fuck, yes!” Mitch groaned. He was moving his hips in a slow circle, his cock beginning to thicken from the attention.

***

“Would you like to go home, Mitch? Would you like to forget all about this?”

“Huh? No! Fuck no!”

Lisa laughed. She sat down beside him on the bed. “Of course, you don’t. You’re going to have a new life here with Mama Jugs and your love Stella, aren’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Good boy. I’m going to do some work on your mind, Mitch. You don’t mind, though, do you?”

“Anything! Just let her keep going, please!”

“Slide a finger in his ass, Stella.”

Stella laughed and worked her middle finger up his butt.

“God! Fuck!” His cock lurched.

“There, just enjoy it. You’re going to be a male prostitute for Mama Jugs. Just fucking and sucking all day and night. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, Mitch?”

“Huh? Yes! Yes.”

“Good. Now, let’s see… you’re already bisexual with a preference for shemales.  I want you to forget everything about your life, even your name. We’re just going to call you Mr. Muscles from now on.”

“Mr. Muscles? Yes, that’s my name…”

“Did you ever have another name?”

“Huh? No. No, I’ve always been Mr. Muscles.”

“Did you ever have a job before?”

“No, I’m a prostitute,” Mr. Muscles groaned.

“Good boy. Who owns your bitch ass, Mr. Muscles?”

“Mama Jugs. I’m her bitch boy.”

Lisa laughed. “Yes, you are.” She reached down and jacked his half erect cock. “Mama Jugs, what do you think Mr. Muscles should do?”

The fat woman laughed. She walked over with the phone and filmed them. “I think Mr. Muscles should put that little slut, Stella, up on the bed and rape her little virgin ass.”

“Ooo,” Lisa laughed. “I think so too!”

Stella stood up, her eyes wide. “Really?”

Mr. Muscles rolled onto his feet, his hard dick sticking straight out. “I want that boy pussy… now!”

Stella got on the bed on her hands and knees.

Mr. Muscles stood behind her and rubbed his cock up and down her ass.

“Make sure to film it all, especially that first thrust, Mama Jugs,” Lisa said.

“Oh, I wouldn’t miss this for anything,” Mama Jugs said as she stepped back and focused the phone on the thick cockhead pressed against Stella’s virgin asshole.

Lisa kissed Stella’s cheek. “Poor, Stan. You never had a chance,” she whispered. “Now you’re going to be a shemale for life.” She turned to Mr. Muscles and said out loud, “Split the bitch in two.”

Mr. Muscles groaned and thrust forward.

Stella threw her head back and squealed. “So big! Oh, God! It’s so…”

Mr. Muscles began to fuck Stella slowly.

Stella put her head down on the pillow and moaned as he fucked her long and deep.

Lisa stepped back. “There. That’s done.”

She turned.

Mary was standing in the doorway.

Lisa shrugged. “It is what he wanted, Mary.”

Mary closed her eyes and nodded as her former husband moaned and begged for Mr. Muscles to fuck her harder.

***

Back at the dentist’s office, Dr. Demona stood in the room with two dental chairs. The rich girl twins, Jenna and Jody, sat in the chairs in identical white blouses and blue jean miniskirts.

A few days before, Constance and Edward had artificially inseminated the twins while they were passed out in this very room.

“Where’s Dr. Burns?” Jenna asked as she tapped away on a jeweled iPhone.

“Oh, she was busy. I’m her associate, Dr. Demona.” Demona laid out a tablet and a small box about the size of a deck of cards.

“I don’t even know what dental herpes is,” Jody said.

Demona almost laughed. They had needed some excuse to get the girls back in.

Jenna shrugged. “There isn’t anything about it on WebMD.”

“Oh, it’s dangerous…” Demona said. Luckily, these two poster children for over-privileged sluts were dumb as fuck.

“How did we get it?”

“Mmm, sucking diseased dick, eating out some bad pussy.” Demona turned and smiled at them.

The girls stared at her with eyes as big as saucers.

Demona shook her head. “Would you listen to my mouth? I am such a foul-mouthed bitch.”

The girls looked at each other. “Can it be cured?”

“Absolutely,” Demona said. “But, I need to get you girls under sedation to do the procedure.” Demona fixed a gas mask over both girl’s faces and started the gas.

An instant later, they were both out cold.

She turned the gas down. “Whew. Thank God, you two are so fucking stupid I felt like I was losing brain cells.”

She loosened their skirts and slid them down, exposing their firm tummies and matching pink lace panties. “What cute little pussies.”

Demona rubbed the sensor box over Jenna’s abdomen and watched the tablet. “Oh… wow.”

She turned to Jody and repeated the action. “Fuck! Goddamn…”

Constance walked in. “We’re back. Oh, you have the twins.”

Demona held up the tablet. “You ever think about playing the lottery, Doc?”

“Seriously?” She took the tablet.

“Six healthy embryos in Jenna, eight in Jody.”

Constance rolled her eyes. “Honest to fuck, I had no idea that would actually work.”

“How much fertility meds did you have these bitches on?”

“Massive,” Constance said and rolled her eyes. “What do we do? Abort them?”

“Nope. Church won’t allow it - no exceptions on this. They want all embryos salvaged and put in cold storage. The rationale is that sometime in the far future, we might want to increase the population. That’s why we preserve one ovary in every woman we process.”

Sugar came in. “What’s the verdict?”

“Fourteen healthy bambinos between them,” Demona said. “I can’t harvest them here. We have to take them back to Stallion’s.”

“Unless we want to experiment,” Sugar said with a smile.

"Uh, oh, what's your plan, Sugar?" Demona asked.

Sugar came in and stood behind the chairs with the sleeping girls. "They are absolutely identical. I can't tell them apart."

"Dumb as fuck, too," Demona said.

"Good. Nobody will miss them - not much anyway. I'll have Rita and Ray fake their disappearance - maybe float their car down the Hudson."

"What do you have in mind?" Constance asked.

"The merge."

"Wow. That's hardcore," Demona said. "Two preggo merged whores - that's an experiment the Church will diddle themselves over."

Constance looked confused. "The merge?"

Sugar smiled. She laid her hands on the sides of the girls’ faces. "Identical twins were supposed to be a single person. Nature's cruel to separate them like that."

Constance's eyes widened.

"Poor little Jenna and Jody, let's fix that," Sugar said. She closed her eyes.

A moment later, Jenna and Jody's eyes snapped open.

Sugar smiled. "There you are. My sleepy girls."

Constance watched as the girls began to breathe deeply.

Jenna held her breath, and then breathed in sync with her sister, their chests rising and falling in unison.

Demona put her fingers on both girl's necks. "Heartbeat is synchronizing."

"Holy shit," Constance whispered.

"It only works on identical twins," Sugar breathed. "You can't merge two people at random. Believe me. They've tried."

"They say Morpheus once cloned a woman and then physically joined the original and clone together," Demona whispered. "Made one woman with four breasts, two hearts. Way beyond what we can do."

"We only join the minds. Two bodies one mind," Sugar whispered. "Tell me, girls, what are your names?"

"Jenna."

"Jody."

"No, try again," Sugar said. Her brow furrowed in concentration.

The girls breathed faster.

Jenna whined. "No... stop..."

"Jenna, I'm scared," Jody cried.

"Shh, now, now," Sugar whispered.

The girl's faces relaxed.

"Once more. What are your names?" Sugar asked.

"Jenna Jody," they said in unison.

"Again."

"JennaJody." The girls reached out and took each other's hand.

"Again."

"Jennajody."

"Again."

"Jenny. Jenny. Jenny," they repeated to themselves. They even blinked in unison.

Sugar stepped back and exhaled. "There we are. Ladies, meet Jenny."

The girls looked up at Constance and smiled. “Hello,” they said in stereo.

“Oh, shit,” Constance whispered.

Sugar closed her eyes again.

The girls trembled, their eyes twitching.

“You’re reprogramming them?” Constance asked.

“Her. Reprogramming her,” Sugar whispered.

“There’s only one now,” Demona said. “Just Jenny. The other personalities were disposed of.”

Sugar opened her eyes. “Jenny, give Constance a demonstration.

The blondes rose from their seats and wrapped their arms around Constance. One Jenny drew her into a kiss while the other began removing her dress.

“Mmm,” Constance groaned as Jenny One slid her tongue down her throat.

Her clothes were gone, and then Jenny One suckled her left breast as Jenny Two took her place at Constance’s lips.

Jenny One slid her finger into Constance’s overflowing pussy as Jenny Two reached around behind her and found her anus.

Constance’s eyes opened wide as the Jennys double finger fucked her.

“Imagine what it is like for them,” Sugar whispered. “One woman with two mouths, four hands, four breasts, two pussies. One mind controlling two different bodies.”

Jenny Two slid down and took possession of her other nipple.

Both Jennys eased a second finger into her pussy and ass at the same time.

Constance moaned and shook under their gentle touch. “God, Sugar. They’re amazing.”

“Relax. Let them please you. It’s what they live for now,” Sugar said. She slid her own fingers down and lifted her own skirt, fingering her wet pussy. “We’ll let them go almost to term with their pregnancy before we induce. Pregnant whores are quite sought after in some circles. We might leave them perpetually pregnant if they’re very popular with the fetish crowd.” Sugar bit her lower lip.

“Oh, fuck,” Constance whispered.

The Jennys added a third finger each, and a moment later Constance gushed and screamed in ecstasy.

***

At the motel, Brianna stared intently as Mitch, now known only as Mr. Muscles climbed onto the bed and got on all fours.

Stella stood behind him adjusting the strap-on she now wore on her hips. The rubber dildo was easily a foot long.

Mr. Muscle’s cum dripped from Stella’s gaping boy pussy as she pulled the straps tight. She jacked her rubber dick with a hand coated in lube.

Mama Jugs set her cellphone aside long enough to squeeze a healthy amount of the same lube directly onto Mr. Muscles’ asshole. She eased two fingers up his ass, pushing the thick lube in deep.

Mr. Muscles groaned and flexed the strong, defined muscles in his ass. “Fuck, feels good, Mama Jugs.”

“That big girl dick is gonna feel even better, stud,” Mama Jugs laughed. She picked up her cell and began filming again. “Don’t you take it easy on Muscles, Stella. His johns ain’t gonna be gentle with that tight ass.”

Stella giggled. “Don’t you worry, Mama Jugs. I’ll fuck him real good!” She rubbed the pink rubber cock up and down on his greased butt hole.

Lisa kissed Brianna’s cheek, startling her. “If you promise to be a good girl, I’ll let you use your arm so you can play with your pussy. Do you promise?”

“Let me go,” Brianna whimpered.

“Never. I’ll never let you go, Brianna. I’m going to do naughty things to you,” Lisa whispered in her ear. “Now do you want to be able to play with yourself or not?”

“No!”

"Suit yourself," Lisa said.

Brianna stared at Lisa as Stella rocked her hips forward. Mr. Muscles groaned as his hole stretched tight around the invading cock.

"Feels... good!" He moaned and pushed back against Stella.

She rubbed the small of his muscled back. "Good boy. Take some more..."

His ass opened and half the cock slid into him.

Brianna swallowed. "Why are you doing this?"

Lisa just smiled, watching Stella take Mr. Muscles’ virginity with the pink rubber cock. "Because I can. Because the witches fucked my mind, and then I fucked Jason, and that led me to fuck Mary, and that led me to want to fuck up Stan, so I had to fuck up Mr. Muscles there to make Stella, which inevitably led to the mess I'm going to make of you. It's chaos and fucking chance. But, it all boils down to my being horny and being fucking evil, and I just can't fucking control it."

Brianna stared in horror. "You don't have to do anything to me. I'll leave. I won't say a word. Mitch doesn't mean anything to me."

Lisa giggled as Stella slid all the way into Mr. Muscles’ rectum. The muscle stud was panting like a bitch in heat.

"I'm not going to let you go, Brianna. It's like a hunger in me. I just... have to turn you into a bimbo slut." She stroked Brianna's long blonde hair. "But, don't worry I'll make you love it. You'll be so happy, Brianna. No matter what fucked up kinky shit I do to you? I'll make you love it!"

Brianna whimpered.

"God! Oh, fuck! What's happening?" Mr. Muscles cried. His dick was throbbing, and, with each thrust in his ass pussy, a spurt of cum shot onto the sheets below.

Mama Jugs laughed. "Sissygasm, stud. She's pounding your prostate."

Lisa frowned and looked at Jason who was still diddling Belynda. "How the fuck does she know about prostate orgasms?"

Jason shrugged. "Not from my programming. I've never heard of them. Bitch must have been reading more than the Bible."

Mama Jugs ran a finger through the puddle of cum on the bedsheets. She licked her finger. "Fuck... I got to get in on this." She dropped the phone on the mattress and climbed onto the bed. She sat her fat ass on the headboard and spread her thighs. She grabbed Mr. Muscles by his wavy blond hair and pulled him into her cunt. "Eat it, pussy boy!"

Mr. Muscles slurped her gash as Stella fucked him faster.

Lisa bit her lower lip and rubbed her pussy through the soaked jeans. "Jason, Belynda... help me. We're going to do something wicked with Brianna."

Brianna screamed as Lisa forced her to the floor.

"Stop fighting," Lisa growled. Her gray eyes seemed to glow in the darkened room.

Brianna went silent and looked up at the witch with frightened eyes.

Lisa settled her weight on Brianna. She was breathing heavily, and she breathed in Brianna's perfumed scent. "Feels so good to give in to this. Let the evil flow through me. God. So good." She pushed her knee between Brianna's legs, and the woman reluctantly spread her thighs.

Lisa yanked her skirt up to her waist and bunched it under her hips.

Brianna was wearing a black garter belt and stockings with matching black lace panties.

Lisa slid down her body and breathed in the aroma at the woman's crotch. "You smell so good." She slid back up and tore Brianna's blouse open. The buttons rolled across the carpet.

Brianna was wearing a matching black lace bra.

Lisa grabbed Brianna's big tits and squeezed. They were small in comparison to her own huge boobs. "Fake. I'll bet these cost your husband a fortune, didn't they?"

Tears were flowing from Brianna's eyes as the witch squeezed and twisted.

"Answer me!" Lisa growled.

"Yes! The best plastic surgeon in Manhattan did them! Please don't hurt me!" Brianna tried to twist away, but she was still mostly paralyzed.

Lisa grabbed Brianna's hands and pressed them against her own breasts. "They just gave me shots, and I grew these, Brianna. Aren't they beautiful? Don't they feel better than yours?"

"Yes!" Brianna whimpered. Anything to make the insane woman stop.

"You want to be like me, Brianna. You want me to change you, twist you."

Brianna felt a stabbing pain behind her eyes.

She blinked and shook her head. The paralysis left her body, but she relaxed instead of fighting.

She's not trying to hurt me, Brianna thought. Why hadn't she seen this before? Lisa was trying to help her!

The realization swept through her as Lisa broke into a slow grin.

"Yes," Brianna whispered. "Yes, I do want to be like you."

Lisa cocked her head to the side. "Of course, you do." She sat up, putting her weight on Brianna's hips.

Brianna's bra unclipped in the front, and Lisa opened it. Brianna's tits wobbled free. Lisa pushed them up on her chest, revealing the scars underneath where the plastic surgeon had put in the implants. "We'll fix these."

Brianna just nodded. Lisa was going to fix her.

And, it was what she wanted.

Lisa ran her fingers through Brianna's long, blonde hair. She laughed. "Extensions. What a stupid slut." She looked back over her shoulder.

Jason and Belynda were watching with rapt attention.

"Belynda, I have clippers. Mary and I picked them up in the adult store. They’re in the car. Bring them, please?"

"Of course," Belynda said quickly. She pulled up her tight jeans and buttoned them.

Lisa stared at her.

Belynda staggered a little. She turned. "You were in my mind, beloved?"

Lisa nodded. "Bring your kit."

Belynda grinned. "Si, Lisa. I will bring it."

***

Stephanie woke up in Rhonda’s arms. The world seemed… stuffy. Her head felt full of cotton. Though it was hard to think, it was the clearest she had been in days. She was wearing a long t-shirt with The Ramones stenciled on the front.

She was lying on a black leather couch with her head on Rhonda’s lap. The nurse had her arms around her, rocking her gently. Stephanie stared up into the older woman’s eyes, though now there seemed to be little difference between their ages. “You’re younger,” Stephanie said.

Rhonda smiled weakly. “It’s hard to explain.”

“Why did you do this to me?”

Rhonda’s eyes filled with tears. “It’s just what we do… what we did. I never thought I would have feelings for you.”

“You sold me.”

Rhonda nodded and wiped a tear away. “That was wrong. And, it was a mistake. I will never let anything hurt you again.”

Stephanie pulled her t-shirt up. She wasn’t wearing panties. She traced the scars from the tubal ligation. “You’re too late.”

“I’m so sorry, Stephanie.”

“I’m ruined. For life. I can’t have children. They made me a whore, addicted me to drugs. How do I go home, Rhonda? How will my family accept me?”

Rhonda shook her head. “Those things were done to you - they were out of your control.”

“That’s right. You did them to me.” She rolled to a sitting position and scooted away from Rhonda. Stephanie drew her legs up and cowered on the opposite end of the couch. “Men used me, Rhonda. I was an object, not a person. A possession. Livestock.”

“I know.”

“You know? You know?!” She screamed and launched herself from the end of the couch. She tackled Rhonda, pummeling the larger woman with her small fists. “I hate you! Why didn’t you just leave me there to die?”

Rhonda took each blow, let each one fall on her body, on her face. She didn’t fight back.

The blows came slower, with less power. Stephanie tired and fell against her. “I hate you. I hate you.”

Rhonda held her as she cried. “I know.”

“Don’t be kind to me,” she whispered.

“I have to be.”

“Why?”

Tears fell from Rhonda’s eyes. “Something happened when Tyrell took you away. I realized I was in love with you…”

“Liar!” Stephanie began fighting again.

“No. I’m not.” She held the girl till she tired again. “I love you, Stephanie. And, I am so sorry.”

Stephanie looked up at her. “I’ll never love you.”

“I know. But, that doesn’t mean I can stop.”

Stephanie collapsed on her and cried.

***

Sugar Tits stood outside the door to the nurse’s lounge. She listened to Stephanie’s fit, reached out with her mind and immersed herself in the women’s emotions.

Two women. One in love, one broken beyond repair.

Sugar Tits was a monster. She had done horrible, evil things. Sometimes for her masters, sometimes for herself.

Stephanie was right to hate Rhonda, and Rhonda’s love for the girl was pure.

Catch 22. It was a deadlock. Rhonda would suffer alone, and Stephanie would remain broken.

The evil thing to do would be to do nothing. Suffering all around and the devil laughs.

Sugar Tits was a monster, but she was a goddess as well.

She closed her eyes. She reached out and found the broken girl’s mind. Here was a future of despair, of loneliness, and eventually of death. Yes, it was all done to her. Yes, it was Rhonda’s fault.

Then let Rhonda spend her life making up for it.

She pulled the love radiating from Rhonda’s mind and sent it into Stephanie’s. Let the warmth fill the empty lonely spaces. Filled the girl with trust.

Sugar Tits smiled and walked away.

***

Rhonda felt Stephanie shiver. The girl stopped crying.

She looked up at Rhonda. “You came for me.”

Rhonda blinked. “Yes. I… couldn’t leave you there.”

“You love me?”

Rhonda searched Stephanie’s eyes. The pain was gone. “Yes. I love you, Stephanie.”

“You won’t let anyone hurt me again? You promise?”

“No, never!” Rhonda began to smile. It was a miracle. Somehow, Stephanie believed her.

She laid her head on Rhonda’s breast. “You better not. You just better not.”

***

“I don’t want you with long hair,” Lisa said. “I want it short.” She ran the trimmer up the side of Brianna’s head the honey blonde hair fell away.

Brianna screamed.

“Scream all you want. Even if the cops show up, I’ll just make them leave,” Lisa said. “I’ll control their minds.” She ran the trimmers up again and more hair fell on the carpet beside Brianna’s face.

She stopped when the crying woman had short hair on the side and slightly longer on the top.

“Much better, don’t you think, Belynda?”

Belynda leaned down. “Si, I like it.”

“Hmm, she just doesn’t look like a Brianna though, does she?” Lisa asked.

“No, mi Amor. That’s too fancy a name.”

Lisa put her hands on the sides of Brianna’s face. “Yeah, I think so. As a matter of fact, I don’t like this whole high society bitch thing she has going on.”

Brianna looked between the two women in terror. Whatever mind control Lisa had used on her to make her calm earlier had worn off - the witch was a monster. And, she was going to destroy Brianna.

“Yes, I am,” Lisa said.

Brianna gasped. The witch had read her mind again.

“I’m going to make you better. To start, let’s forget that stupid name of yours.” Lisa’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Brianna cried out in terror as something lanced through her brain.

And, suddenly she couldn’t remember her own name! “Who… who am I?”

Lisa opened her eyes and smiled. “You mean you can’t remember?”

“Oh, God! What have you done to me?”

Belynda laughed. “She seriously can’t remember her own fucking name?”

“Completely erased. Hard to believe how terrifying that can be, but it is, isn’t it… B…”

“Tell me! Tell me my name, please!” Brianna pleaded.

“Cum Slut,” Lisa said with a sly smile.

She blinked and shook her head.

“Oh, yes, your name is Cum Slut.”

She began to cry. “No, it can’t be. Stop it.”

Lisa closed her eyes.

The woman once named Brianna shivered and convulsed.

Lisa smiled. “Poor little Cum Slut. Thirty years old. A lifetime of memories. I can see them all. You’ve had such a privileged life, haven’t you?”

The woman began to foam at the mouth.

“Here, let’s erase the last ten years…”

She screamed out loud.

“I know. Transformation is pain. But, I’m making you into a beautiful butterfly. See, it’s not so bad, Cum Slut. Yes, I’m erasing your memories, but I’m giving you new ones. And, I’m not erasing the important things. If I wanted, I could make you forget how to walk or talk. But, I’m not doing that.”

Another violent seizure and the woman passed out.

Lisa sat up and gently pulled the woman’s panties down. She tossed them aside, leaving her lying on the floor wearing nothing but stockings and a garter belt.

Lisa looked up at Belynda. “You brought your kit?”

“Si, Lisa, but I am not very good.”

“Nonsense, your tattoos are beautiful - you did them yourself didn’t you?”

“Yes, Lisa,” Belynda sighed. She opened her bag and pulled out her tattoo machine and her ink. “Except for my black widow spider. A professional did that one.”

“Just black. I don’t want any pretty tattoos - nothing colorful.”

Belynda plugged in the machine and sat cross legged on the floor. She adjusted the needle and poured her first container of ink.

***

Rhonda paced in the dentist’s office waiting room. The day’s patients were gone, and the door was locked.

Tonya, the bimbo sexretary, was finishing her filing and sucking on a pink lollipop behind the counter.

Tonya teetered and wobbled on the stiletto heels. She seemed to be all ass, tits, and legs. She was bending and stretching constantly, giving views of breathtaking cleavage and flashing her crotch in the micro business skirt.

Ray sat in the waiting room and watched her with a smile on his face.

Rita thumbed through a magazine beside him. “Oh, just fuck her for fuck’s sake.”

“In a minute, right now I’m enjoying the show.”

As if on cue, Tonya dropped her pen and bent, showing full beaver to the waiting room.

Rita sighed. “Really? Why do sexretaries always do that shit? Any minute she’s going to climb a stepladder to water a plant or something.”

“Seduction. They’re programmed to do that. Turns guys on.”

“Men are simpletons,” Rita said.

“Yes, we are.” He leaned to the side as Tonya bent over again to adjust her stocking. “Beautiful.”

“Fuck her, or I will.”

Ray stood up. “Tonya, honey? Ready for some dick-tation?”

Tonya turned and giggled. She slid her pen in and out of her full red lips. “Yes, Mr. Ray.”

Ray walked around the counter and unzipped.

The sexretary sat down in her chair and pulled his long cock out of his pants. “Mmm, I love taking dick-tation from you, Mr. Ray.” She sucked the thick head of his cock into her mouth and slid him back into her throat.

He wrapped his hand in her blonde hair and guided her.

“God, what is taking so long?” Rhonda asked.

Rita didn’t look up. “Demona is a perfectionist. Plus, Constance and Sugar are taking extra special care with her.”

Rhonda sighed. “Why did I agree to this? She’s been through enough.”

“There won’t be any pain,” Rita said.

The door to the examining rooms opened.

Rhonda looked up anxiously, but then returned to pacing as she saw it was only Asmodea.

The nun was wearing a black raincoat over her rubber outfit.

Rita smiled. “You look hot.”

Asmodea blushed. “Well, I haven’t been out in a long time. Even if he is a swine.”

Behind the counter, Ray picked up Tonya and leaned her over the desk. He placed his long cock against her wet entrance and thrust forward.

“Oh! Mr. Ray! Fuck, that’s huge!”

“Sweetheart, I don’t have half of it in you,” Ray groaned.

She popped her lollipop back in her mouth and winked at Asmodea. “I love taking dick-tation.”

Rita rolled her eyes. “Why does he like the dumb ones so much?”

“Aww, she’s cute,” Asmodea said.

A long black limousine pulled up outside.

Asmodea stared out the door. “My ride is here.”

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Rita said.

“Rita, you literally fucking kill people.”

Rita looked deep in thought. “True. Don’t do anything I would do then.”

Asmodea looked out at the car and shook her head. “I may need to break his neck before the night is over.” She unlocked the door and stepped out.

Rhonda wrung her hands. “That’s it, I’m going back there. They might need my help.”

Rita took her hand. “No, they don’t. Let them do their jobs.” She stood up and unbuttoned Rhonda’s jeans.

“What are you doing?”

She slid the jeans down the nurse’s long legs. “My job. One of them anyway.” She guided Rhonda back into a chair. Rita removed the woman's boots and pulled the jeans off. “Spread.”

Rhonda scoffed. “Look, thanks, but I don’t need…”

“Yes, you do,” Rita said. She pushed Rhonda’s thighs apart.

Rhonda sighed. “Look, I’m really not in the mood.”

Rita held up her left index finger. “You will be.” The digit began to vibrate. She lowered it to Rhonda’s crotch.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck! What the hell?!” Rhonda threw her head back.

Rita smiled a crooked smile.

“Oh! Goddamn what the fuck?!”

Across the room, Tonya stopped moaning and began to giggle. “Looks like Rhonda is takin’ dick-tation too!”

“Quiet, slut,” Ray growled and fucked her harder.

The sexretary’s eyes rolled back in her head and she returned to moaning.

Rhonda was close to cumming when Rita abruptly stopped.

“Aiggh! No! Don’t stop, Rita. Please!”

“Relax,” Rita said. “Let me drive.”

Rhonda ground her hips trying to reach Rita’s wonderful finger, but the robot stayed just beyond her reach.

“Shh, let me, Rhonda.”

Rhonda was breathing hard. She looked into the robot’s doll eyes and nodded.

Rita started again, laying her buzzing index finger on Rhonda’s clit.

The woman gritted her teeth. Her eyes snapped open as Rita slid a second finger inside her pussy.

Rita stared into her eyes.

The finger in her cunt stroked her g-spot, and then it too began to vibrate.

“God! God! Oh, fuck!”

Rita smiled. Her little finger hooked around and slid into Rhonda’s ass. The fingertip inflated, became a butt plug.

Rhonda cried out.

The butt plug finger began to vibrate.

“Aiggh! Can’t take… too much…” And, then she came, her body going stiff as the vibrations went insane, starting and stopping, becoming intense and then soft.

Her juices squirted onto the floor as her body clenched and shook.

The fingers slowly withdrew, and Rhonda sank into the chair.

Rita stood up and sat in the chair beside her. She picked up her magazine and continued where she left off. “You’re welcome.”

***

Cum Slut had a dream. She dreamed she was some rich bitch living in a motherfucking mansion. Maybe someday when she reeled in some sugar daddy.

Or, maybe when she started doing porn.

She woke up wearing nothing but a garter belt, stockings, and stilettos.

She stretched and fingered her cunt. It was wet, but when she tasted her fingers, there wasn’t any cum on them.

That witch Lisa was smiling down at her. She was hot, and so was the Mexican broad beside her.

“Did I pass out or something?”

“No, you just fell asleep while Belynda was doing your ink,” Lisa said.

Cum Slut rolled onto her knees.

Fuck, was she sore! She stood up.

The tranny chick was pegging Mr. Muscles while he ate out Mama Jugs. That looked like fun.

Muscles was leaking all over the bed, and she wanted to lap up that spunk.

“Well, what do you think?” Lisa asked.

She looked in the mirror.

She liked her butch haircut, especially with Belynda’s hoops in her ears.

Inverted black pentagrams had been tattooed over her nipples. They were red and swollen, but they looked fucking amazing.

An inverted cross was tattooed between her tits - the lines weren’t perfect, but it looked hot. She had always been a bit on the goth side.

CUM SLUT was tattooed on her lower stomach below her navel. It burned like hell, but she fucking loved it. Looked metal as fuck.

She turned and checked out her fat ass. A tramp stamp read ‘Slut’ inscribed inside another inverted pentagram, this one had the numbers 666 inscribed as well.

Words were also tattooed on the back of her neck. It was hard to read in the mirror, but finally she saw that it said ‘Fuck Me HARD!’ She smiled and nodded. “Metal as fuck!”

Belynda smiled. “Glad you like them… Cum Slut. You put petroleum jelly on them six times a day till they heal, okay puta? And, I want my fucking hoops back the next time I see you.”

“Yeah, thanks!” She looked at the pool of cum on the bedspread. She licked her lips and knelt beside the bed. She cleaned the cum up with her tongue and then sucked Mr. Muscles’ cock into her mouth.

Then she reached back and fingered Stella’s boy pussy.

“Aren’t they a happy looking family?” Lisa asked.

Jason and Belynda laughed.

Cum Slut wasn’t sure what was so fucking funny? She wiggled her ass, hoping that stud Jason would get the hint and slip her some dick - either hole would do.

Instead, Lisa slapped her ass hard.

Cum Slut groaned and scooted under Mr. Muscles. She slid her body up, coating her back in wet spunk as she did.

Like I ain’t used to that feeling, she giggled to herself.

At least Mr. Muscles was interested. As soon as her cunt was in range, he pushed his hard, leaking cock inside her. She wrapped her legs around him.

She smiled up at him, but he had his tongue sliding in and out of Mama Jugs’ gray-haired cunt. Cum Slut leaned up and tongued the madam’s asshole.

***

Rhonda sat in the waiting room chair. She was still nervous, but Rita had definitely taken the edge off with her skilled finger bang. Rita had returned to her magazine as if nothing had happened.

Behind the reception desk, the balloon tilted Tonya bounced happily on Ray’s long meat. She fingered her pussy as he fucked her ass. Her tits bounced up and down like enormous water balloons.

The door opened and Demona stepped in. “Come on, Butch.” The doctor smiled at her and held out her hand.

Rhonda jumped to her feet and practically ran to the door. “Is she okay?”

“Physically, she’s perfect.”

Rhonda stopped as Demona closed the door behind her. “Physically?”

Demona took Rhonda’s hands in her own. “Listen, Butch. Tyrell kept her amped on too much molly for too long. She came close to OD’ing a couple of times, I think. There’s some brain damage - now, it’s not severe, but she’s not the girl she was.”

“Oh, God…”

She squeezed Rhonda’s hands. “Hey. You’ve got two white witches working on her brain right now - those chicks can rewire a brain better than science ever dreamed. Sometimes, we do good, Rhonda. Sometimes we fix broken things.”

Rhonda nodded and wiped away a tear. “It’s my fault.”

“Yeah, that’s the bitch of it all, ain’t it? You want to make up for it? Be the thing that makes her want to get up in the morning.”

Rhonda smiled and they walked down the hall.

Walking into the surgery room, Rhonda’s breath caught in her chest.

Demona was right: Stephanie was perfect physically.

She was lying naked reclined in the dentist’s chair.

Her blonde hair was now platinum, with a streak of black the same color as Rhonda’s. Her eyes were half open, and they looked to be the color of blue crystal.

Her pert breasts were now, gravity defying G cups - exact replicas of Rhonda’s own.

Paired with the girl’s skinnier frame and narrower hips, she looked like a Barbie doll come to life.

Her wet, full lips moved as if she were whispering to herself.

On either side of her, Constance and Sugar each held one of her hands, while their free hands massaged the girl’s temples.

The white witches’ lips moved in unison with Stephanie’s, their foreheads beaded with sweat from the effort they were putting in to fix the girl’s mind.

There was a smell in the room like ozone - it was as if electricity was arcing through the air. Perhaps it was.

Allison knelt on the floor wearing nothing but her chastity, her hands clasped behind her back, eyes looking up adoringly at Constance.

Demona hugged Rhonda. “Don’t ever let Stephanie go, Butch. Not even for a second. Trust me - you get this once. No more.”

Constance staggered back and fainted.

Allison jumped up and caught her, guided her to the floor.

Sugar walked around behind Stephanie’s chair and put both her hands on the girl’s temples.

Constance was gasping for breath. “I can’t even… Sugar is moving so fast… I can’t keep up.” She tried to put her hand back on Stephanie.

Demona caught her hand. “No. It’s okay. She’s got this.”

Sugar smiled and nodded, her lips still moving.

A moment later she stepped back and took her hands away.

Stephanie’s lips stopped moving. She blinked. Then she looked at Rhonda and smiled. “What happened?”

Rhonda knelt beside her chair and pulled the girl close. She covered her face with kisses. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah… I think so. It’s like a cloud lifted. I can think again.”

Rhonda looked up at Sugar and Constance. “Thank you. Thank you both.”

***

Lisa watched her new creation, Cum Slut, slide into the orgy as if she was born to it. All traces of the rich society bitch were gone. All that remained was the wanton slut.

The changes they had made in the four people moaning and fucking on the bed were permanent. She really wanted to feel guilty for it, convinced herself that deep inside she really was upset… but, it seemed hollow. The thrill of perverting far outweighed any lingering morality she had.

She had been much more careful with Mary. She had made her changes temporary. It was hard to explain how she managed to do that. She simply imagined that the changes she made would fade over time. She supposed something in her subconscious knew how to make her imaginings into reality.

It was magic after all… wasn’t it? It felt like magic.

She looked around for Mary.

She wasn’t in the room.

Lisa walked to the window and looked out.

Mary and Stan’s car was gone.

She felt the bottom fall out of her stomach.

Gone. Mary was gone.

She squeezed her eyes shut, tried to reach out with her mind, but she couldn’t sense her anywhere. Was there a range limit on her powers? She trembled.

Or, was it simply that Mary was no longer alive?

Behind her, the four victims began to moan louder. Stella came hard, her rubber cock deep in Mr. Muscles’ ass. A moment later he groaned and came hard in Cum Slut.

“Goddamn! Goddamn!” Mama Jugs screeched as she rubbed her pussy and ass against Cum Slut and Mr. Muscles’ probing tongues. The old woman shook and came.

The four of them collapsed on the bed in a mass.

A few moments later, Mama Jugs rose shaking from the pile. “All right… you sluts get cleaned up. Almost sundown. You bitches are gonna make Mama’s money for her tonight.”

***

In Manhattan, Alexei’s limousine rolled through the crowded streets.

“Did you like dinner, my love?” Alexei asked. He was stuffed inside a dark suit, his bald head shining in the glare from the lights.

Sister Asmodea sat beside him in her black rubber outfit. She smiled, caught herself, and returned to her normal, neutral expression. “It was… good.”

Alexei laughed his big bear laugh. “Good? That is what you can say? Good? Aged steak, pan fried in red wine.”

Asmodea looked away. “It was… very good.”

“Darling, why are you so aloof?” He asked. “Do you not like my company?”

Asmodea turned. “No! I do. You’re charming and funny…”

He smiled. “Then what? Tell Alexei.” He took her tiny hand in his bear paw.

“My station requires a certain amount of dignity.”

Alexei looked at her, and then burst out laughing.

“What is so funny?”

“You are… oh, I am sorry, but… you just went to most expensive restaurant in Manhattan wearing skin-tight black rubber nun outfit…”

She blushed.

“No! Do not be embarrassed! You look beautiful. Everyone thought you were high fashion model… trust me, they will be copying your outfit for runway within day.”

“I am not a joke, Alexei!” Her eyes blazed.

“No, you are not. But, you do not know how to have fun. So serious, why? You are beautiful, any man would worship the ground you walk on, little rubber nun. Did you not have fun with fat Russian bear?” His eyes sparkled and his smile was contagious.

She smiled despite her best effort. “Yes. Yes, I did. The meal was delicious, and I find you… very entertaining.” It was an understatement. Alexei could talk for hours on topics ranging from politics to opera and Asmodea was captivated the whole time.

“Of course I am entertaining. Alexei the dancing bear. Fun for everyone!”

She squeezed his hand. “I really had a good time. Thank you, Alexei.”

He kissed her hand. “No, thank you, little one. You are charming company. And, I fear Alexei is completely smitten.”

She rolled her eyes. “Please, you make love to beautiful women all day. And, soon, you will be a sex god…”

He shook his head. “No, I fuck. Not that I complain about fucking. But, I do not make love lightly, little one. As for sex god, I shall pass on that.”

Asmodea frowned. “What?”

“Oh, not on deal! No, I will honor deal. Is very good deal, darling. But, I have no interest in having cock down to Alexei’s knees. I am happy with myself.”

“But, immortality…”

He shrugged. “Who needs immortality? I love my life, little nun.”

She scooted closer and stroked his cheek. “But, Alexei, you will grow old…”

He laughed. “I am already old. Who knows, maybe I will change my mind when I am old, toothless bear.”

She smiled. “You are not what I expected.”

“No? But, you are everything I hoped.” He smiled warmly and drew her into his big arms.

He kissed her gently.

She stared into his smiling eyes. Why was she so tempted by him? It made no sense.

She groaned. “Oh, fuck it. Why not?” Asmodea moved into his lap, straddling him. She wrapped her thin arms around his big neck and moaned into his mouth.

It was different from Alicia. With the nun, she always felt in control. Was she stronger than Alexei? Probably. She had the super strength of everyone else who had been transformed.

But, in his arms, she felt small, protected.

Loved.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Yes, little rubber nun. I will. But, I will make love to you first, yes?”

She laughed and nodded. “Yes, make love to me.”

His hands moved to her back, found the hidden zipper in her outfit. He lowered the zipper and pulled the rubber forward.

It shrugged off her arms, exposing her pert breasts. Liquid dripped onto Alexei’s lap.

He stared at her lactating breasts. “So beautiful…”

She smiled and shook her head. “You mustn’t taste me. Unless you want a religious experience with permanent consequences.” She opened her purse and pulled out two black nipple clamps. “Help me?”

He took the black plastic clips in his hands, applying them first to one engorged nipple and then the other.

The flow of nun ambrosia stopped.

She turned on his lap, rose to her feet as high as she could in the limo.

He eased the dress down the rest of the way, exposing her narrow hips. Alexei’s fingers caressed her dripping sex. “Please tell me this I can taste?”

Asmodea laughed and leaned forward, spreading her legs. “Yes.”

She felt his big hands on her buttocks, pulling them apart.

His lips found her pussy, and he sucked her clit into his mouth.

“Oh!” She gasped.

The limo driver looked up in the rearview mirror, but looked down quickly.

Two fingers slid into her pussy. Alexei spread her open and tongued her depths.

She quaked, his tongue finding all her spots.

He did not stop as she came hard, wetting his face.

She collapsed in his arms and then he lowered her to the seat. Her back touched the warm leather. He had her ankles in his hands and smiled down at her.

Somehow, he had lost his pants along the way. His hard, thick cock stood up straight and dripping.

Asmodea frowned. “I… I’m… not tight.” For the first time, she felt self-conscious of her pussy - Sisters of Morpheus were medically altered to take the cock of a god, anything short of a whoremaster would find her loose.

He leaned down and kissed her. “Shh. You are perfect.” He smiled down at her, and then turned her hips gently to the left. He pushed her thighs together, closing her pussy.

Alexei rubbed his thick cock along her slit. He pushed forward and Asmodea kept her thighs together, creating the tightness she knew he would enjoy.

Alexei nodded. “Da, you see? There is always a way.” He slid inside her.

Asmodea threw back her head and laughed as he fucked her.

His strokes were hard, and he caressed her buttocks as he made love to her. He whispered to her in Russian, words she couldn’t understand but with intent that was unmistakable.

His tempo increased, and his eyes clenched shut.

“Yes! Cum in me, Alexei. Please!”

He stopped thrusting, buried deep inside her.

She bit her lip and moaned, feeling his cum spurt deep inside her.

He slid into the seat behind her, his cock still inside, his arm pulling her tight against him.

***

At sunset, Cum Slut and Stella began walking the street in front of the motel. Stella was back in her red dress - the increased traffic and less light was good for Stella’s business. In less than an hour, she had already given three in car blowjobs and been ass fucked behind the motel.

Cum Slut was having even better luck. They had fashioned her white silk blouse into a halter top and ripped her pencil skirt up to her crotch.

She had spent the last hour in a motel room with a construction worker who loved anal, and Cum Slut did not disappoint.

Mama Jugs sat in her lawn chair and counted her money. She had already made ten times what she would normally pull in on a weeknight from renting rooms.

Mr. Muscles stalked near the girls. He had no takers so far, but he was doing a good job of protecting the merchandise.

Jason laid his hand on Lisa’s shoulder as she watched the hookers. “Do you think we should go?”

Lisa took his hand. “I… don’t know, Jason.”

He shook his head. They both watched the street.

There was no sign of Mary’s car.

The had already decided to take Cum Slut’s Mercedes to the farm - the whore would no longer need it. Her life was now the motel and the street beyond.

Jason wiped a tear from his eye.

Lisa squeezed his hand. “I didn’t know she would be that upset, Jason.”

“How could you not know? We turned her life upside down, Lisa.”

“She’s twisted like us though, Jason. Really, she is.”

Jason shook his head. “No. She’s gone. And, I don’t know…”

Mary’s car pulled into the lot.

Lisa and Jason stared at it without speaking.

She pulled into a spot beside them, not looking at them.

A smaller car and a pickup pulled in beside her.

Eddie, the clerk from the adult store, got out of the pickup and smiled at Lisa. “Hey, beautiful.”

Amy Lynn got out of the small car, flashing her bare pussy as she slid out. She stood up, wearing a pair of black patent leather pumps with heels at least seven inches long. She was wearing a black rubber mini skirt that didn’t quite reach the bottom of her ass cheeks and a black bikini top. She winked at Jason and then wrapped her arms around Eddie’s neck and kissed him deep.

Her husband, Chad, got out of the car and scowled.

Eddie pulled Amy Lynn tight against his side, his right hand cupping her ass cheek. “Mary said we should move our business over here, get all the whores in the same location.”

Lisa looked at Mary as she got out of her car. She was expressionless.

Jason ran to her. He tried to pull her close, but she held him at arm’s length.

Mary looked at his feet. “Jason, I love you. With all my heart, you mean the world to me. But, what we did last night is never going to happen again. If you even mention it, I will leave and never come back. Do you understand?”

Jason nodded. “I… okay, Mary. It will be like it never happened.” He hugged her tight.

Lisa smiled.

Mary pulled free from Jason and looked up at her. “If you ever fuck with my mind again, I will kill you. I swear to God. I will kill you and then myself. Stay the fuck out of my head. Understood?”

Lisa began to sob and shake. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Mary. Please don’t hate me.”

Mary pulled her close. “I don’t hate you, Lisa. I love you. You’re evil, but I do not believe it is your fault. You’re going to be evil… you both are. But not with me. I love you. Don’t ever do evil things to me again.”

Lisa leaned over and cried on Mary’s shoulder.

***

Asmodea watched the limo pull away.

Alexei smiled at her from the rear window as it pulled onto the street and disappeared in traffic.

She went into the dentist’s office.

Rita was still reading magazines, or acting like it - it was hard to tell which.

Ray sat with Tonya on his lap, whispering and giggling.

Asmodea’s phone beeped.

***

Sugar and Constance stood in Constance’s office.

“You are now in charge of prostitution in New York City,” Sugar said. “Congratulations.”

Constance shrugged. “Jesus, Sugar. That’s a lot of responsibility.”

Sugar nodded. “You’re up to the challenge. You have good people working for you. Plus, you have Maria Marapova nearby. She’s the great-grandmother of white witches. She’ll probably pay you a visit soon.”

Asmodea appeared smiling in the doorway.

“Well, well, looks like somebody had a good time tonight,” Sugar said with a wink. “You didn’t kill him, did you?”

“Certainly not. He was quite charming, actually.”

“I’ll bet,” Sugar said with a half-smile. “He’ll be even more charming when he’s a whoremaster.”

“About that, he’s turning down transformation.”

“What?!” Constance asked.

Asmodea shrugged. “Very happy with himself as he is. He’s… remarkable.”

Sugar put her hands on the smaller woman’s shoulders. “Sister Asmodea, are you in love?”

Asmodea frowned. “Of course not. As I said, I’m primarily a lesbian.”

Sugar laughed. “But, obviously not completely?”

Asmodea blushed. “In any event, the Church has responded to my report on our activities.” She handed Sugar her phone.

Sugar read the text:

SISTER:      CHURCH INTRIGUED BY EXPERIMENTS. CONGRATULATIONS TO SUGAR TITS ET AL. EXCELLENT WORK SECURING PROSTITUTION NYC. KEEP UP THE GOOD WORK!

Sugar raised an eyebrow. “From ‘Sister’ herself? You see? I told you everything would work out.”

Asmodea shook her head. “Sugar, what you did this week borders on insubordination. The Church puts heads on spikes for less. We were lucky.”

Sugar laughed. “Sometimes you have to be bold, Asmodea.”

“And, it worked out this time. What happens if next time you say, ‘Fuck the Church’ and do whatever you want, the Church comes down on us all like a ton of bricks?”

Sugar put her arms around Asmodea’s neck. “Then, my dear Sister Asmodea, we’ll find out whose side you are actually on…”

***

In a Brooklyn storage unit, Rhonda pulled the tarp off her Harley. “You ever ridden before?”

Stephanie looked at her and blinked. She shook her head.

The bike was all chrome and black.

She handed Stephanie a black helmet. She had already bought them matching black leather riding outfits.

“Put this on. You’re gonna love it - world’s biggest vibrator,” Rhonda said as she rolled the big bike out of the storage unit.

Stephanie pulled the rolling door down and closed the padlock as Rhonda got on the bike.

Rhonda patted the seat behind her.

Stephanie looked unsure at the shiny black leather.

“Come on.”

Stephanie put on the helmet and climbed on behind her. She wrapped her hands around Rhonda’s waist.

“That’s right. Just hold onto me.”

“Where are we going?” Stephanie asked.

“California. Sugar Tits said they’re just getting started out there and could use our help.”

Stephanie laid her head on Rhonda’s shoulder. “What are we going to do out there?”

Rhonda laughed. “Anything we fucking want.”

She started the bike and it came to life with a rumble.

Stephanie held on tight and they roared away into the night.

***

“Any questions?” Lisa asked Mama Jugs.

“Naah, I got it: a week from now, I drive Stella, Mr. Muscles, and Cum Slut to this farm you’re talking about,” Mama Jugs said.

“We’ll be waiting for you.” Lisa said as she walked toward the Mercedes.

“You don’t want Amy Lynn or Eddie or the slut’s husband?”

“They have their own instructions,” Lisa said, looking over her shoulder.

“What about my husband?”

Lisa stopped in mid-stride. “Husband? What husband?”

She laughed. “Fuck, you didn’t know I was married?”

Lisa looked around. “Where is he?”

“He’s a traveling salesman - Bible salesman if you can believe that shit. He’ll be back in a few days.”

Lisa shrugged. “Well, bring him, I guess.”

She nodded. “He won’t come willingly, but I guess between Mr. Muscles and Stella I can get him there. He ain’t gonna like it, though.”

Lisa shook her head. “What he likes or wants doesn’t matter.”

Mama Jugs smiled. “Yeah, guess not.”

***

The black Mercedes drove down the country lane, gravels crunching under the tires. The moon hung over the empty pastures.

The farmhouse was big and white. Amber light glowed in the windows.

Mary pulled to a stop in front of the porch. She turned off the ignition.

Belynda and Jason moaned in the backseat, unaware they had even stopped.

“Everybody just wait here,” Lisa said as she got out of the car. She closed the door behind her.

Crickets chirped in the darkness as she stepped onto the big front porch.

Her hand hesitated at the fly screen door. She thought briefly about turning around, going back to the car.

The inside door opened.

The most beautiful woman Lisa had ever seen was framed in golden light. She was tall and thin, but her breasts were huge, bigger even than Sugar’s. She had short blonde hair and wore a white latex dress with matching thigh high boots.

She smiled warmly and opened the screen door. “Hello, Lisa. My name is Gwen. We’ve been expecting you.”

Lisa just stared at the woman’s eyes. She felt herself begin to tremble and she burst into tears. Lisa fell into the Gwen’s arms and sobbed onto her shoulder. “I’ve done bad things. Horrible things.”

“Shh,” Gwen whispered. “We all have. And, we will continue to do them. But, it’s going to be alright, Lisa. You’re home now.”

***

Constance stood naked in front of the big window wall of her penthouse apartment and looked across the river at the lights of the city.

The crew from Ithaca had left an hour before in their van. The had taken the merged twins, now known only as Jenny with them.

Rhonda had left with Stephanie for California.

Tonya the sexretary slept gently on the far side of the mattressed floor, dreaming no doubt of taking dick-tation.

Allison knelt on the floor beside Constance, kissing her left thigh gently.

“What a week we’ve had, huh?” Constance whispered. She rubbed Allison’s short black hair.

Her devoted sub smiled up at her and resumed kissing.

Constance had ordered her to remove her chastity for the night. She wore nothing but her butt plug.

Constance spread her legs. “Lick higher, slave.”

“Yes, doctor.” She moved around in front of Constance and raised her lips to Constance’s dripping sex.

Constance drew in a sharp breath as Allison sucked her clit between her lips and stroked it with her tongue.

She pulled the woman’s face deeper into her pussy and began to grind her hips. “The city is mine, Allison. And, we’re going to fuck its brains out.”

The End
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