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Transformations: The Farm

Rebecca Tanner knew this was a mistake when she first laid eyes on Clinton Travers. Fat, bearded, stuffed into a two sizes too small dirty polo shirt and wearing an even dirtier baseball cap emblazoned with the words: PUSSY HUNTER, Clinton was staring at her like a barbecue pit master looked at a rack of ribs.

Anything for the story, she thought. She and her cameraman, Hank, also known as Bear, had driven three hours into bumfuck Egypt to interview Clinton. The greasy redneck was ogling her boobs in the tight blouse, and she wished she had opted for a baggy sweater instead.

Rebecca wondered if the farmer knew her boobs were probably smaller than his own man boobs?

“Mr. Travers, exactly how many people have you personally witnessed your neighbor abducting?” Rebecca asked.

“This is going to be on WNYC news, right?” Clinton asked.

“If it checks out.”

“And, I’ll get the reward from the police?”

“That’s up to them.” Rebecca fought down her disgust. If Travers’s story was true, the farm next to his was involved in abduction and human trafficking.

And, all this son of a bitch cared about was getting his fat face on TV and lining his pockets. People suck.

Of course, if they didn’t suck, she’d be out of a job.

Rebecca Tanner was an up and coming reporter at WNYC, one of the biggest markets in the country. This story could put her at the anchor desk - hell, it might get her a Pulitzer and propel her to national news anchor.

And, she could be instrumental in taking down a gang of sexual predators.

This was the reason she became a journalist in the first place.

They were sitting on Clinton’s front porch.

Hank stood behind her, his camera focused on the leering redneck.

“When did you first begin to suspect your neighbor?” Rebecca asked.

“The day those Jehovah’s Witnesses disappeared. I saw them turn into his drive.”

“Your neighbor’s name is Alex Kincaid?”

“Yeah, odd sort. He’s some kind of body builder. Wife died a few years back.”

“So, you say you saw the Jehovah’s pull into his drive?”

“Yeah, two women and a man. They drove in, but they didn’t drive out.”

“And, you told the police?”

“Fuck yeah…”

Rebecca grimaced. “Don’t say fuck. Can’t say that on the network.”

“Sorry. Yes, I told the police, not that they did sh… anything. They went to the house a few days later, then came back and said they didn’t find nothing. ‘Course, by that time, the Jehovah’s was long gone, except for the blonde.”

Rebecca’s eyes narrowed. “Gwen Adamson?”

“Yeah, that’s her.”

“Wait, you’re saying Gwen Adamson is still in the house?”

Clinton laughed and shook his head. “Yeah, the blonde that got out of the car is still over there - only now she’s over six feet tall with tits like basketballs, and she says her name is Gwen Kincaid, Alex’s new wife.”

***

“You’re sure?” Rebecca asked the person on the other end of the phone. Her assistant back in Manhattan had found a police report that said they had interviewed Alex and Gwen Kincaid in the disappearance of the Jehovah’s and found nothing out of the ordinary.

Of course, a little digging by her assistant revealed that Gwen Kincaid did not exist before that police interview.

Were the cops in on it?

Rebecca hung up.

“What did they say?” Hank asked. He was changing the battery on the camera as they stood beside the WNYC van outside Clinton’s house.

“His story checks out - the cops investigated, interviewed Gwen ‘Kincaid’ and didn’t find anything out of the ordinary.” She stared at two pictures in her hand. One was a police photo of Gwen Adamson, the other a long distance shot of Gwen Kincaid on her porch taken surreptitiously by Clinton.

Gwen Kincaid was like a new and improved version of Gwen Adamson, but they were definitely the same woman.

How the hell could that be possible? There was less than a week between the disappearance and the interview of the Kincaid’s - there was no plastic surgery that could be performed and healed in that span of time. The woman had developed a rack worthy of a fetish model and a figure that looked like she was wearing an invisible corset.

And, then there was the question of her miraculous change in height. Nothing could make a woman grow eight inches taller, could it?

“Becca, hun, I’m scared shitless. Let’s just go to the cops,” Hank said. From any other man, his familiarity would have sounded sexist. But, Bear was just Bear - he didn’t mean anything by it.

Not that they hadn’t fucked.

Bear was just her type: big, muscled, and hairy.

They weren’t in love. They were just fuck buddies when they weren’t otherwise occupied.

And, Bear made her look damned good on camera.

“You? You’re scared?” She grinned up at him.

“Goddamn right I am. If what he’s saying is true, these people are fucking dangerous.”

Rebecca nodded. According to Clinton, the Jehovah’s were just the first abductees. Over the months following, there had been a constant stream of vehicles in and out of Alex Kincaid’s farm. This coincided with rumored and confirmed abductions in nearby Ithaca.

“We need the story, Bear.” She reached into the back of the van and pulled out her leather hiking boots. “If Clinton’s right, the local cops are in on this shit. We need to go back to Manhattan with evidence.”

“Goddamn it,” Bear groaned.

She sat down on the van’s floorboard and started changing her shoes. “Come on, Bear. Where’s your sense of adventure?”

“Fine, but if you come out of this with super tits, don’t blame me.”

Rebecca laughed. “I don’t know.” She thrust out her chest. “Bigger boobs might be a career boost.” She winked at him. “Besides, maybe you’ll get the big boobs.”

He frowned. “Yeah, exactly the shit I’m afraid of.”

***

“I ain’t going no closer,” Clinton whispered.

They were kneeling in a copse of trees a hundred yards from Alex Kincaid’s barn.

Bear was filming after having put gaffing tape over the LEDs on the camera.

“What?! Seriously?” Rebecca hissed.

Clinton shook his head. “You ain’t seen the shit I’ve seen. Gwen Kincaid, when she looks at you? You feel… strange. Like she’s looking inside your head. Ain’t going any closer. You can go on if you like.” He turned and crept away back toward his house.

“Cowardly mother…” Rebecca whispered.

“Yeah, I’m in agreement with him,” Bear whispered back.

She shook her head. The barn had no windows, but the farmhouse beyond did. Light streamed from the basement windows.

Rebecca pointed at the house. “Let’s shoot some footage through the basement windows.”

Bear winced. “Fine.”

They made their way slowly behind the barn.

“Holy shit,” Rebecca said.

The field behind the barn was a parking lot filled with expensive cars: Mercedes, BMWs, and Teslas mostly. 

They were almost to the house when a car pulled into the drive. They ducked down beside a Tesla SUV.

For a moment, Rebecca was afraid the big black Mercedes was going to park in the lot, but instead it pulled right up in front of the farmhouse.

A woman got out of the car.

She was in her early twenties, dressed in white with gorgeous dark hair.

Even in the dim light, the girl was one of the most beautiful people Rebecca had ever seen.

“Wow,” Bear whispered.

She went to the door.

A moment later it opened.

Gwen stood framed in golden light. “Hello, Lisa. My name is Gwen. We’ve been expecting you.”

The girl, Lisa seemed to be trembling. “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.”

Gwen held Lisa tenderly.

In a few moments, the others got out of the car: an older woman, a muscular boy, and a tall Latina. They all went in the house.

“Come on, hurry!” Rebecca said. Together, she and Bear ran to the basement windows.

Rebecca peered inside.

It took a moment for her eyes to adjust.

The room was brightly lit and sterile looking, not at all what she would expect from a farmhouse. It took Rebecca a moment to realize she was looking at an operating table.

“Are you getting this?” Rebecca whispered.

“Yeah, let’s get…”

There was a loud crack, and Bear hit the ground beside her, his prize camera rolling into the bushes.

Rebecca spun as she saw the black metal handle of a flashlight swinging toward her face. She stumbled backward and then scrambled to her feet.

A tall woman wearing Daisy Dukes and a red handkerchief halter top was smiling at her. “Ain’t you pretty?”

“Bear?” Rebecca asked.

The big man was lying face down on the ground.

The woman stepped over him with her leather cowboy boots.

She had big breasts and the handkerchief halter looked ready to fail.

Rebecca walked backward. “We’re from WNYC. The cops will be here any second.”

The woman shrugged, her long brown pig tails waving. “That’s not a problem.”

“I’m serious! We’ve already called them.”

“Liar, liar, pants on fire - cell phones don’t work on the property.” She walked menacingly toward Rebecca. “You sure are cute. I bet you taste good too.”

“We called before we came here…”

The woman giggled. “I told ya. It’s not a problem. Local cops do what they’re told for the most part. You will too. And, I am gonna tell you all kinds of things to do…”

“Don’t come any closer. I’m warning you,” Rebecca whined.

The woman laughed. “Now, come on, sweetie. I ain’t gonna hurt you… much.”

Rebecca tried to make herself look small. She cowered. She glanced left and right, as if she was about to run.

The woman swung the flashlight toward Rebecca’s face.

She could tell from the look on the woman’s face that she wasn’t expecting Rebecca to block the blow.

It hurt when she brought up her left arm and blocked the flashlight. She would be nursing a bad bruise tomorrow, maybe even a hairline fracture.

Her right fist pistoned out and twisted on impact with the woman’s jaw.

The woman’s head rocked back.

That should have taken her down - that same punch had broken the jaw of a Central Park mugger a few months earlier.

The woman in the Daisy Dukes just blinked and stumbled back.

Rebecca brought up her right leg and hit her in the stomach with a front kick.

The woman doubled over and landed on her ass in the wet grass.

She looked up at Rebecca. And, then the woman laughed. “Goddamn! Ain’t you something?”

“What the fuck are you?” Rebecca Asked. Then she turned and ran headlong into the dark woods beyond the property.

***

If you had told Lisa Chase a few days ago that she was destined to be an immortal, mind controlling dominatrix with a boyfriend who was being corrupted into becoming a real-life antichrist, she would have thought you had lost your mind.

Of course, that was before the mousy brunette with the thick glasses had stumbled across the servants of the Church of Morpheus in a New York truck stop. Before she had been twisted and molded by a white witch known only as Sugar Tits. Before her body had been transformed into that of a gray eyed sex goddess by a mad scientist named Demona.

Before she had met and fallen in love with a freshman hunk named Jason.

Before she had fucked Mary and coerced her into having sex with her own ward.

Before Lisa Chase had become a servant of evil.

Now, this unlikely fantasy was her reality.

She stood in the basement of the old farmhouse and watched as probably the most beautiful woman she had ever seen tried to coax a load of cum out of Jason.

Gwen. The third white witch she had met.

Last night, Lisa, Jason, Mary, and Jason’s pet, Belynda, had arrived at the Farm deep in the countryside of upstate New York.

The beautiful blonde Gwen had welcomed her warmly.

Gwen would be her teacher, helping her master her skills as a white witch - a perverter belonging to the Church of Morpheus.

But, at the moment, Jason was Gwen’s focus.

“I’m going to need a big load from you, Jason. Demona needs a sample to determine your progress, and I want some for my own experiments,” Gwen said. She was dressed in a white latex unitard and thigh high, white latex stiletto boots.

Even without the heels, the blonde was tall. In them, she was a tower of sexuality. Her eyes sparkled in the bright lights of the basement.

Her body was perfection - all the white witches were perfect, but Lisa felt a tremor of desire every time she looked at Gwen.

The woman’s breasts were enormous, bigger than Lisa had ever seen. She put Sugar Tits to shame and Lisa herself felt almost flat chested in comparison.

Lisa was wearing identical boots to Gwen, a gift from the older woman’s closet, along with a skintight white latex mini dress. Panties and bras were distant memories for Lisa. Her tits needed no support, and panties were useless against the never-ending lubricant that flowed from Lisa’s cunt.

It was more comfortable to go commando.

Jason was sitting naked in a medical chair, his wrists bound to the armrest with Velcro. 

He had asked Gwen why she had bound him, and the laughing witch had simply told him: “For fun.”

Gwen bent at the waist and placed her hands-on Jason’s muscular thighs., pushing them apart.

Lisa hadn’t been the only one who had been transformed in the truck stop.

Before Demona had gone to work on him, Jason had been a tall, skinny high school grad. Now, his thin body looked sculpted by a master, hard muscles defined from head to toe.

And, his cock was thick and long, standing straight up against his hard stomach.

Lisa bit her lip, salivating a little as she looked at his member gently dripping precum.

She couldn’t get enough of him. She couldn’t get enough sex in general, again from the things that had been done to her.

Gwen knelt between Jason’s thighs. She reached out and wrapped her elegant fingers around Jason’s thick cock. “So beautiful. For a woman so into women, Demona certainly knows how to design a cock.”

Jason tilted his head back and moaned.

Gwen pumped and a spout of precum gurgled out. She gently licked it away.

Jason strained against the bonds.

“Shh,” Gwen whispered, her lips shining from Jason’s juices. “Relax. I need this to last as long as possible. The longer you last, the more cum you’ll release. You will be my good boy, won’t you, Jason?”

“Y… Yes. I’ll try.” He squinted his eyes shut.

Lisa knew why: she wanted to cum just looking at Gwen, she couldn’t imagine what Jason was going through with her hands on him, that beautiful face smiling up at him.

Gwen turned her head toward Lisa. “You’re precious. I promise tonight I’ll show you the same attention.” She smiled and winked.

She read my mind! Lisa thought. She turned beat red.

Gwen laughed. “So sweet. Don’t be embarrassed, Lisa. It’s natural and beautiful.”

Jason looked from Gwen to Lisa and back, not comprehending the psychic connection between the two witches.

Gwen squeezed the base of his cock. “You just focus on what I’m doing to you.”

Jason groaned. 

With her free hand, Gwen unzipped her unitard with the big pentagram zipper tab.

Her huge breasts pushed the latex apart as the pentagram lowered.

Lisa stepped slightly to the side, automatically shifting to get a better view.

Gwen winked at her, and Lisa was blushing again.

Gwen’s huge rack came into view.

Lisa gasped.

Without the latex to constrict them, they were even larger. The thick nipples had glimmering steel clamps.

Gwen looked down at her breasts and smiled. “They weren’t supposed to be this big. I was only supposed to be a J cup -the extra cup sizes were punishment.”

“Oh, I would have done it even if you hadn’t been a bad girl,” a voice said.

Lisa jumped.

She had forgotten about Alex, the giant Whoremaster, Gwen’s mate.

He watched, sitting on the bottom steps of the stairs to the house above. Belynda was sitting naked on his lap as he gently rubbed her thick clit. Her eyes were focused intently on Gwen and Jason.

He smiled warmly at Lisa as he pushed a middle finger thicker than most men’s cocks deep inside Belynda.

The woman tilted her head back and mumbled Spanish into his thick neck.

“Si, bella. Dos,” he said. He eased a second finger in beside the first, and Belynda ground her crotch against him.

Lisa’s heart was pounding.

Gwen hefted her big breasts. “Have you ever had a titty fuck, Jason?”

He nodded his head, staring straight at her immense cleavage. “Not with… ones that big.”

Gwen laughed. “Oh, you’re going to love it. The first step is lubrication - normally, I’d just undo my nipple clamps and let my Ambrosia make them all slick and wet for you.” She caressed the steel clamps. “But, the Ambrosia would taint the sample.” She reached down and retrieved a glass bottle. “Luckily, I have this oil that won’t affect the analysis.”

She tilted the bottle and let the oil pour onto her breasts. “Mmm, it’s very warm. Let me show you.” She tilted it over his cock.

The clear liquid coated the head and slid down his shaft.

Jason thrashed in the chair. “God! Oh, God!”

Gwen squeezed the base of his cock again. “Shh, darling, remember what I told you. Hold off as long as you can for me.”

Jason nodded, the muscles in his jaw straining. “Yes! I’m trying!”

Gwen laughed. “I know. Such a good boy.”

Setting the bottle aside, she leaned forward and clasped her big breasts around his cock.

“Fuck! Yes!”

Gwen laughed. “Now, what was I saying? Oh, yes: titty fucking. Lubrication is very important.” She began to slowly stroke her breasts up and down on his erection. “And, the girl must have big tits, like mine. Little titties just won’t do the job properly.”

“Fuck! Oh, Jesus!”

“Lisa, you should pay attention to this as well. You’re a very healthy girl now as well - lots of titty fucking in your future. See how he’s simply putty in my hands?”

Lisa watched wide eyed and nodded. She stepped closer.

“I’m squeezing hard on both the upstroke and the down. You should do that with your cunt when you fuck him as well. He needs a lot of friction so he cums very hard, don’t you, Jason.”

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!”

Gwen laughed. “Of course, the last important thing about titty fucking is: the man must be hung as fuck. See how his big, hard cock sticks up even over my big tits?”

Lisa nodded.

“A man this big gets a bonus during a titty fuck,” Gwen said. She licked her ruby red lips and then sucked his cock head into her mouth on his up thrust. 

“Fuck! Oh, my fucking God!”

Gwen licked and sucked, her tongue wrapping around his purple, swollen head like a snake.

“Gonna cum! Oh, fuck!”

Gwen pulled away and squeezed the base of his cock. “No. Not yet.”

“Aiggh! Fuck! Please, Gwen! Let me cum!”

Gwen laughed. “Shh. Relax.” She held out her hand. “Come here, Lisa.”

Lisa walked to her side, her heels tapping on the white tile floor.

Gwen stood up, one hand still squeezing the base of his cock. She reached out and twisted the pentagram brooch on Lisa’s dress.

The rubber covering Lisa’s breasts fell away.

Gwen smiled. “Oil them, please?”

Lisa swallowed. She picked up the bottle of oil and let it drip down her cleavage.

Gwen smiled. “Now massage it in.”

Lisa licked her lips as she massaged the oil into her breasts. She stifled a moan - it felt so good!

“Now, come here.” Gwen stepped aside, still gripping the base of Jason’s cock. 

Lisa knelt down. 

“Wrap your breasts around him. I’ll control his orgasm.”

Lisa squeezed her breasts together, feeling his stiff, veiny cock between them.

Jason immediately began thrusting.

“Remember: squeeze on upstroke and down. We want a nice hard cum, don’t we, Jason?” Gwen said.

“Fuck! God, baby, so good!” Jason cried out

Lisa lowered her lips and took his cock head in her mouth on each thrust.

“Perfect,” Gwen whispered.

The oil was unscented, and the taste was pleasant. Especially given that his precum was mixing with it.

Lisa swallowed it down and licked harder.

“Okay, Jason. Scream when you’re going to cum,” Gwen laughed.

Jason wailed and Gwen gently pushed Lisa back. Her hand closed hard on Jason’s shaft and she pumped his oiled cock.

“The glass, please, Lisa,” Gwen said.

Lisa jumped. She had been mesmerized by the sight. She picked up a glass and held it in front of Jason’s cock.

“Give it to us, Jason! All of it. Every drop you have,” Gwen whispered.

Jason’s whole body spasmed. Cum erupted from his tip.

Gwen laughed as she pumped, and Lisa caught every stream in the glass.

“Such a good fucker, Jason. I can’t wait till you fuck me. Would you like that? Maybe fuck my ass? I’ll bet you could make me scream for hours, couldn’t you?” Gwen said.

Jason cried out again and even more cum spurted into the glass.

Gwen slowed her pumping as the cum slowed to a dribble.

Lisa stared at the glass - it was three quarters full.

“Again, Demona… confirmed lesbian, but she wants her male creations to cum like geysers,” Gwen laughed. She released Jason’s softening cock and opened the Velcro restraints.

“I got even more from him a couple of nights ago,” Lisa said.

“Hmm, I don’t doubt that,” Gwen said. “As good as I am, I’ll bet fucking Mary was even more exciting.”

Lisa looked down. Mary. She hadn’t thought about Mary all morning. Guilt swept over her.

“We’ll talk about that,” Gwen said as she pushed a lock of black hair out of Lisa’s eyes. “We’ll talk about a lot of things. I promise you, you will feel better.”

Lisa sniffed away a tear.

Gwen grinned. She dipped her finger into the glass of cum.

She held up her fingertip with a single pearl of Jason’s cum. “How much does it take? To enslave someone, I mean?”

Lisa shook her head. “No more than that.”

Gwen nodded. She stuck out her tongue and let the drop fall on her tongue. “Mmm,” she moaned as she tasted him.

Then she reached over and pulled Lisa to her lips. She kissed her deeply, pushing the drop of cum into her mouth. 

“Delicious,” Gwen said with a smile.

Lisa nodded, staring at Gwen’s sensuous lips. “Yes…”

Gwen stared into her eyes. “You’re precious. You really are.”

“Wow,” Jason whispered. His eyes were half closed as he lounged back in the chair.

“And, you are quite the stud,” Gwen said. “Belynda?” She called over her shoulder.

“Yes?” The amazon moaned from the stairs. She was on her knees licking Alex’s huge cock.

“Come here and clean your lover,” Gwen said.

Belynda rose to her feet reluctantly. 

Alex playfully swatted her ass as she walked away.

She giggled as she replaced Gwen between Jason’s thighs. With a smile, she lowered her head and began sucking Jason’s cock.

In seconds, he was half erect.

Gwen took the glass from Lisa. Then she took Lisa’s hand. “You and I have white witch business to attend to. Let’s leave them to it.”

Lisa stood up.

Gwen set the glass down and pulled the rubber bodice of Lisa’s dress up. Tabs at the top clicked in place in the pentagram brooch, covering Lisa’s breasts in the straining latex.

Lisa smiled and zipped up Gwen’s unitard, carefully pulling the latex around the blonde’s breasts.

Alex kissed Gwen on the back of the neck. “White witch business, huh?”

Gwen laughed and leaned her head against his. “Yes. No whoremasters or Magic Charlie / Antichrist whatever's allowed.”

“Fine, I suppose I’ll just have to share Belynda here with young Jason?”

Belynda smiled as she released Jason’s now fully hard dick. She rose to her feet and spread her legs. Then she bent at the waist and deep throated Jason once again.

“Hmm, I suppose if you must,” Gwen said with a wry smile.

Alex stepped aside and stroked his enormous cock. How big was it? Several inches longer than Jason’s and much thicker. Like the rest of his body, his monster cock was tattooed: black gothic letters spelled out, “The Cunt Tamer.”

Lisa stared at it and thought the name fit, though she doubted it would fit even the tall amazon Belynda.

“Not yet,” Gwen said having read her mind. “But, I’m sure Alex will be modifying your beautiful friend soon, won’t you?”

“Absolutely. I want this cunt nice and deep - don’t you agree, Jason?” Alex asked as he lined the fist sized cock head up with Belynda’s dripping snatch.

“Holy fuck, yes,” Jason laughed.

Belynda groaned as she sucked the younger man.

“Jason and I will tend to Belynda while you do your witch business,” Alex laughed. He wedged his cock into Belynda as she squealed around Jason’s dick.

“Alex, remember, she’s been dosed with Jason’s cum, but she hasn’t received transformative ambrosia yet - cum in her and you own her.”

“Yes, dear.” He slid in until all that was visible of his tattoo was ‘Tamer’.

***

“Could you grab the syringe?” Gwen asked. They were in a laboratory off the main basement.

Lisa handed her a 50 cc syringe.

“That should be enough for Demona’s testing. She’ll come down later this week,” Gwen said as she drew the pearlescent cum into the syringe. She then transferred it to a test tube and capped it. She put the tube in a padded box with dry ice.

“There.” She closed the box. “So, what do you think of our little laboratory?”

Lisa looked around. “It’s… cool, but honestly I don’t know what half of this machinery is.”

Gwen sighed and put her arm around Lisa’s waist. “Neither do I. Oh, I know how to brainwash an abductee and make them tall, buxom and twisted, but the rest of this stuff belongs to Demona. Big change from what the basement used to be - when Alex abducted me, it was tiny.”

“Alex abducted you?!”

Gwen smiled. “Of course. I was a Jehovah’s Witness just going door to door.”

“So, he forced you?”

“Yes. He did.”

Lisa blinked. 

“And, to answer your question? Yes, I love him for it.”

“That’s…”

“Sick? I suppose,” Gwen said with a smile.

“I just don’t understand how you can fall in love with someone who abducted you.”

“You came into this of your own free will. If you hadn’t, would you hate Sugar or Demona?”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Would you hate the people who made you tall and beautiful and powerful - one of the most powerful beings on earth?”

“If it was against my will…”

“Oh, fuck will. Lisa, I was destined to be a mousy little housewife married to a man with tiny, underdeveloped junk. I would have been on Prozac by now and drifting through my useless, joyless life like several billion other women - and men for that matter. Alex took me away from all that. I’m a white witch, and I get to spend eternity with a man who quite literally worships me.”

Lisa scoffed.

“What? You’re turned off by his fucking Belynda?”

“It’s not love…”

Gwen laughed. “Oh, my sweet child - I love him so much I ache. He’s my soulmate, and I’m his. I’ve been pushing him to add more to our harem, and he refuses.”

“You want more?” 

“Darling, if you weren’t bound to Jason, I’d be begging him to take you.”

Lisa gasped. “W… Why?”

Gwen smiled. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m head over heels in love with you.”

“But, we just met…”

Gwen laughed out loud. “A couple could be together fifty years and not match the intimacy we share with our psychic gifts.” She cupped Lisa’s face in her hands. “I’ve looked into the depths of your soul, and you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Lisa swallowed. “No. I’m not. You don’t know…”

“Of course, I know. That you manipulated Mary into having sex with her ward? I know,” she said, and then whispered. “And, that you forced her husband, Stan, to become a shemale and believe it was his decision? I know that too.”

Lisa’s tears flowed down her cheeks.

Gwen pulled her close and kissed her. “Shh, it’s okay, Lisa. We’re monsters, all of us. Powerful monsters, and we are going to do what monsters do.”

She cried on Gwen’s shoulder. “Are we evil?”

“Yes, dear, we are. But, we might be redeemed yet.”

***

“Yes,” Gwen said into her cellphone. “I’ll send the courier up with the sample today. Also, can you send that other item back with her? I’m going to need it ASAP.”

Gwen smiled at the voice on the phone. “Thank you, Demona.” She squinted her eyes. “Hmm? Yes, she’s here with me.” She looked at Lisa and smiled.

She winked at Lisa. “Demona wants you to turn around.”

“Huh?”

“Turn around, dear.”

Lisa frowned and turned away.

The phone camera made a clicking noise.

Lisa jumped at the sound. “What? Did you take a picture?”

Gwen laughed. “There, did you get it?” Gwen bit her lower lip. “Yes, I think she has an amazing ass as well.”

“Fuck! Did you take a picture of my ass?” Lisa whined.

“Yes, real spank bank material. You’re welcome. Now, don’t forget to send my item, okay?”

Lisa turned red with embarrassment.

“Love you too, Demona,” Gwen said as she ended the call.

Gwen burst out laughing. “Looks like I’m not your only fan.”

Lisa turned away.

“Lisa, there is nothing wrong with being beautiful. Get used to the attention.”

“I… suppose.”

***

Belynda was lying on her back on the tile floor, Jason’s cum covering her face and drenching her hair.

Alex ran a finger down her hard muscled, tattooed stomach. “She’s quite a find.”

She smiled in her sleep as Jason washed her face with a warm rag.

Alex smiled. The boy had potential. He was already showing compassion to his conquests.

That was the hardest part to get across to male recruits: the women weren’t property, they were to be cherished. A whoremaster’s job was to keep them happy and safe.

Alex wasn’t sure what the overall plan was for Jason, but it obviously included taking possession of “normals”, and, in Alex’s estimation, that made him a whoremaster.

Jason smiled. “It’s weird. It’s like I’ve known her all my life, you know?”

Alex nodded. “Yeah, I know that feeling. How do you feel about Lisa?”

“Huh? I love her - I mean, she’s like a part of me? Only, with Belynda I feel like I have to look out for her.”

Alex laughed. “Yeah, but not Lisa. White Witches don’t need our protection. Fuck. We might need theirs.”

Jason laughed. “I think you might be right. She scares me sometimes.”

“Mine scares me too. But, it’s a good kind of scared,” Alex caressed the girl’s face. “Goddamn. She’s beautiful.”

“Do we really need to make changes to her?” Jason asked.

“Not a lot, but yeah. At the very least, she needs to be sterilized - the Church demands zero population growth, at least for now. We’re immortal, can’t be filling the earth with babies on top of that.”

“But, it can be undone, right?” The boy asked.

“That’s the story I’ve been told. Then, after that, we’ll give her transformative ambrosia, which will make her immortal and invulnerable to disease - she belongs to you, so everything beyond that is up to you.” Alex scooped her up.

Belynda moaned in her sleep. The two of them had literally fucked her unconscious.

Alex laid her on the operating table. 

Belynda’s eyes fluttered open.

He put his hand on her eyes. “Sleep.”

She went limp on the table.

Alex laughed. “That’s almost the extent of my mind control ability. Other than that, I can influence them for a few hours. That’s it.”

“Not me. I can rewrite her beginning to end if I want,” Jason said. There was no boasting in the comment. The boy was just stating fact.

“So I hear - you have to be careful with that.”

“Tell me about it. I made Mama Jugs in a few seconds. Just wiped the old lady’s brain and reprogrammed her in the blink of an eye - it was like I didn’t even have control of it, you know?” He shivered. “Scares the fuck out of me.”

“Good. Remember that. Powers like we have can go to our heads real fast.” He said and pointed to a medical cart. “Get me the sterilizer - looks like a dildo with a pistol grip.”

Jason picked up the long dildo and handed it to him.

Alex rubbed lubricant into Belynda’s shaved pussy.

The girl moaned in her sleep. She spread her legs gently.

“Good girl,” Alex whispered. He nudged the end of the dildo against her pussy lips and the woman opened. Alex eased it gently inside.

“Will this hurt her?” Jason asked as he watched the dildo glide deep inside. 

“No. It will anesthetize her at the same time. She won’t feel a thing in a few seconds.” Alex smiled as the dildo nudged against her cervix. “There. I’m against her cervix. This next bit will help her take monster cocks.”

He squeezed the trigger, and it popped.

Belynda jumped.

Jason looked concerned.

Alex shook his head. “Just the sound. She couldn’t feel it. It’s dilating her cervix. The next time you fuck her, you’ll be able to go past it into her womb. It’s also sealing her Fallopian tubes. Nice long pussy we can go balls deep in.”

Jason laughed.

Alex slowly withdrew the sterilizer. “Now let’s inject her ovaries and then you can decide on her breast size.”

***

Gwen led Lisa to a stairwell that led down to the sub-basement. “We got our extra level at the same time they re-did Stallion’s - although, they got ten levels and we got two.”

“Ten levels?”

“Mmm, hmm. Stallion’s is the biggest conversion center in the US. Second only to the main conversion center under the Cathedral of Morpheus in Havana. But, Stallion’s would fit in one corner of the cathedral complex. Havana converts a hundred tourists a day.”

“What?!”

Gwen laughed. “Yeah, all those people going down to the new Havana for a ‘sexcation’? One to two percent per day are extending their stay indefinitely. It’s amazing. I’ll take you there someday.”

Lisa looked horrified.

Gwen smiled and squeezed her hand. “Poor thing, you’re still in shock from this whole business. You’ll adjust. Trust me.”

Gwen opened a door and led Lisa into the sub-basement. It was a replica of the floor above.

Only the screams were different.

Lisa froze in horror.

In one corner of the room, a cell held three women dressed in cheerleader outfits emblazoned with the words Ithaca College.

Gwen squeezed Lisa’s hand and pulled her forward. “It’s okay, Lisa. This is no different from the things you did yesterday.”

Lisa shook her head. “I can’t. I just can’t do this anymore.”

“Let us go! Please! We won’t tell anyone,” one of the girls yelled.

“Look at them and tell me what you see?” Gwen whispered.

Lisa looked at the three in the cell.

The one who had spoken was a medium height strawberry blonde. She stood, gripping the bars and pleading with her eyes.

On the floor beside her, an athletic brunette rocked slowly and cried.

Beside her, a tall black girl stared daggers at Gwen and Lisa.

“Cheer… cheerleaders?” Lisa whispered.

“Yes, but look in their minds.”

Lisa concentrated, trying to see behind the women’s eyes.

She touched the strawberry blonde’s mind.

“K… Karen… she’s from Omaha.” Lisa squinted. “Pre-med.”

“But?”

“She… her grades aren’t good enough…”

The woman stared at Lisa and shrank back.

“Yes,” Gwen said. “Even though she slept with both her organic chemistry and biology professors.”

Of course, she could see it now. The girl was a slut.

“Next,” Gwen whispered.

Lisa turned to the brunette. “Hai… Hailey. New York City. Stole her sister’s boyfriend…”

“Real bitch, huh? Next.”

Lisa looked into the black girl’s eyes. “Mikaela. From the Hamptons… bullied a girl in high school so bad she attempted suicide…”

“No, I didn’t! I never did that!” Mikaela growled. She stood up and grabbed the bars.

Lisa’s eyes flashed with anger. “Yes, you did! You said she was fat, made everyone else make fun of her. That poor girl.”

Mikaela jumped back like she had been struck.

Lisa looked at Gwen. “Are they all like this?”

“What? Normal people? Some. Not all by any means. Most aren’t as bad as these three,” Gwen said. She walked to the cell and the three cheerleaders shrank back. “We started out with the entire squad - snatched them at an away game. They’ve been scouring the countryside for them. Such a tragedy.” She smiled, and Lisa saw the flash of evil in Gwen’s eyes.

Gwen shifted her eyes to Lisa. “Yes. It’s always inside us, Lisa. Just below the surface. Circling like a shark. We can’t stop the evil, but, with practice, we can control it.”

The women in the cage looked terrified.

Gwen put her hands-on Lisa’s waist. “I saved these three for the last. I wanted to prolong their terror because, well, they deserve it. They’re horrible people.” She caressed Lisa’s cheeks. “We can feed the evil inside us, keep it at bay, but we can choose to focus that evil on bad people.” Gwen smiled. “We’re still evil, but we could be worse.”

“You evil bitch!” Mikaela screamed. “She did vile things to our friends. Made us watch.”

Gwen’s eyes narrowed. “If by vile, you mean I turned them into happy bimbo sluts? Guilty.”

“Happy?” The strawberry blonde, Karen asked. “How could anyone be happy as a sex slave?”

Gwen licked her lips and winked at Karen. “You’ll know soon enough.”

Karen stumbled backward and almost knocked the brunette, Hailey, to the cell floor.

Gwen laughed. She took Lisa’s hands. “Sometimes, you need to give in to your baser instincts, Lisa. Now is one of those times.”

Lisa looked at the terrified threesome in the cell.

Slowly, the corner of her lips turned up in a smile.

***

Belynda lay sleeping on the operating table. Her breasts were swelling. Jason had requested G cups for the beautiful Latina amazon, and they were filling out slowly.

Alex adjusted a headset over her eyes and fixed the earphones in place. “SlutzNet, program the subject: advanced sexual techniques, BDSM, Krav Maga, Okinawan Karate, kickboxing, marksmanship, knife fighting, archery.”

“Program initiated,” a man’s disembodied voice announced.

“What the hell was that?” Jason looked around.

“SlutzNet? It’s the Church’s AI. Handles all the brainwashing not done by the white witches.”

Belynda’s eyes jerked side to side behind the headset visor. Her arms and legs twitched.

“It’s teaching her all that?” Jason asked.

“Oh, yeah. You wanted a sexy bodyguard, you’re getting a sexy bodyguard. She’ll be lethal,” Alex said.

Jason smiled and shook his head. “Can it do that for me?”

“Afraid not. You’ve already taken transformative Ambrosia. Nothing works after you officially become one of us - not even white witch mind control. Your cum only enslaved Belynda, it didn’t transform her, so we can change her body and mind. After that, we’ll give her Ambrosia and make her immortal.”

Jason smiled. “Hey, is it too late to add programming?”

Alex shook his head. “No. What else do you want? Just tell the AI.”

Jason looked at the ceiling. “SlutzNet. I want her to be a great dancer… exotic dancer, pole dancing, stripping, that kind of shit…”

“Acknowledged. Exotic dancing programming added to queue. Scat added to queue,” SlutzNet said.

Jason looked confused. “Scat? What…”

“You said shit,” Alex said shaking his head.

“Shit? I don’t… Oh, no! Gross! SlutzNet! No scat!”

“Scat programming removed from queue.”

Alex just shook his head. “Very literal our AI. You have to be careful.”

Jason nodded. He took Belynda’s hand and squeezed it.

Alex smiled. The kid was definitely holding on to his humanity. That was a good thing. “Alright, kid, let’s let her cook. It’s going to take a few hours. We have chores.”

Jason frowned. “Chores? Are you serious?”

Alex shook his head. “It’s a farm, man. There’s always chores.”

***

Karen screamed bloody murder as Gwen and Lisa carried her out of the cell.

The other two cowered in a corner.

Karen kicked and fought as she was carried beyond the cell door.

“Karen! Stop it! You’re going to hurt yourself. Paralysis,” Gwen said. She had Karen’s shoulders while Lisa struggled to maintain a grip on her ankles.

The woman instantly went limp between them, but she continued to scream. “Let me go! Goddamn you! I’m not going to be one of your fucking whores!”

“Stupid slut,” Gwen said. “You’re already a whore. How many dicks did you suck to get through school to this point?”

She burst into tears as Gwen and Lisa laid her on an operating table and Gwen strapped her down.

“You know, Karen,” Gwen said. “If you had a few more IQ points in that pretty skull? You’d be Professional Caste. After you became a doctor, we’d turn you into a goddess, make you immortal, you’d want for nothing.”

“Let me go!”

“Paralysis off,” Gwen said.

Karen began to fight and squirm on the table.

Lisa looked quizzically at Gwen.

Gwen shrugged. “It turns me on to watch them struggle with the bondage. You as well, I bet.”

Lisa bit her lower lip. She had to admit, watching the nubile coed strain against her bonds was making her even more wet than usual.

“Thought so,” Gwen said and hugged Lisa’s shoulders.

Gwen leaned over Karen. “If you had just worked a little harder on your brain and a little less on that hot little mouth? You wouldn’t be in this mess.”

Karen tried to spit at her, but it landed short on her own chin.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. The Church isn’t going to waste your true talents. They believe in conservation.” Gwen turned back to Lisa. “How fast does Jason’s cum work?”

“Real fast. Like instant.”

“And, it really only takes a drop?”

Lisa shrugged. “It’s hard to say precisely. He cums like a fire hose.”

Gwen held up the glass of cum. “Let’s experiment and find out.” She dipped her finger in and withdrew a single pearl on her fingertip. She waved the drop in front of Karen’s panicked eyes. “Karen, sweetie, we’re going to see if this tiny little drop will enslave you. Ready to find out?”

Karen squeezed her lips shut.

Gwen laughed. “See? She’s completely focused on oral. Did I say anything about making her lick it? No. She just assumed if she was getting cum, it was going in her mouth. What a whore.” Gwen flicked the drop into Karen’s right eye.

The woman screamed and the other two screamed with her from the cell.

Gwen looked up at Lisa. “Clear your mind. Don’t give her any instructions if you can help it.”

Lisa frowned wondering what Gwen was planning.

Karen went silent. She blinked and stared at the wall.

“Hmm,” Gwen said. “Karen, how do you feel?”

“Scared. I’m scared.”

“Why?” Gwen caressed her face and she didn’t pull away.

“Feel… strange. Scares me.”

“Don’t be afraid, Karen. It’s going to be okay now.” Gwen stood up and pulled a curtain across the front of the cell, blocking Karen from the other girls’ view.

She knelt back beside Karen. “I’m going to unstrap you now, Karen. You’re not going to fight or try to run, are you?”

“No,” she said. Her eyes looked like she was almost asleep.

“And, you won’t scream or yell?”

She blinked and stared into Gwen’s eyes. “Do you want me to?”

“No, honey, I want you to be calm and relaxed.”

“Okay.”

Gwen began unbuckling the straps. She looked up at Lisa. “One drop. That’s all it took.”

Karen returned to staring at the wall. “I need… somebody…”

“What do you need, honey?” Gwen whispered.

“I need somebody to tell me what to do,” Karen whispered. Tears began to flow down her face.

Gwen shook her head and stroked the girl’s forehead. “Completely submissive. I’m not sure she has one ounce of willpower left in her.”

Lisa shook her head. “She’s acting different than the ones Jason did directly.”

Gwen smiled. “Yes, because Jason or you or one of the other witches was always there to influence them. They instantly knew what to do - you were telling them, sometimes even subconsciously. Without your influence, she’s just an empty vessel waiting to be filled. We don’t even have to use our powers - anyone could influence her.”

Karen began to tremble.

Gwen took her hand. “It’s going to be okay, Karen. Don’t be frightened.”

She nodded.

“From now on, you will address me as mistress. Lisa as well. Do you understand?” Gwen whispered.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good girl. Those words make you very happy. When your mistress calls you a good girl, it’s the best feeling in the world.”

A slow smile spread across the girl’s face. “Oh, yes, mistress. Thank you.”

Gwen smiled. “That’s right. Now, you’re going to give up on that silly dream of being a doctor. You’re much better suited to being a whore. Say it.”

“I’m much better suited to being a whore, mistress.”

“That’s right. You’re such a slutty whore, aren’t you my good girl?”

Karen giggled and squirmed. “Yes, mistress!”

Gwen stroked her hair. “So pretty. Now, I have some things I want you to do. My good girl would do them without hesitation. You’re going to be my very good girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes!”

***

Jason followed Alex toward the big whitewashed barn behind the house. Jason had put on his jeans and sneakers. He looked at the barn wearily. “What kind of farm is this exactly?”

“Umm, dairy I guess you would say,” Alex said. The huge whoremaster had put on a gray sweat suit and wore track shoes.

“Dairy? Don’t we need different shoes?”

Alex turned and stared at him. “Huh?”

“You know? Manure?”

Alex laughed and continued toward the barn. “You’ll be fine, kid.”

He opened the door.

Jason had expected a big barn door, but instead the barn doors themselves were a facade. A normal steel door opened, and Jason felt a cool blast of air conditioning from inside.

He followed Alex into a hallway of white tile like the basement.

“Hey, I don’t get…” Jason began.

“You’ll see. Just come on.” Alex opened the first door on the left.

“The fuck?” Jason asked.

The room was another operating theater.

A big, hairy guy was strapped spread eagle to the table. His eyes stared straight up at the ceiling - his dick was straining in the same direction.

A tall, brown haired woman wearing Daisy Dukes and a red bandana halter top was standing between his widespread thighs, jacking his cock slowly.

“Who the hell is this?” Alex asked pointing at the bearded giant on the table.

The brunette turned around and sighed.

She had a huge bruise on her jaw and an even angrier looking one on her bare midriff. She groaned as she opened her mouth. “His name is Henry Bruner, cameraman for WNYC. Caught him snooping around last night.” She pointed at a disassembled camera on a table beside him. “Don’t worry. I destroyed his tape.”

Alex caressed her cheek. “Did he do this to you?”

She smiled and shook her head. “Naah, big boy hit the ground without a sound. His friend though, she beat the shit out of me.”

“She?!”

The brunette nodded. “Hot little blonde, misjudged her. Fights like an MMA star.” She let herself be drawn into Alex’s arms as he probed the bruise on her jaw and then her abdomen.

“This needs Insta-Heal. I’m tempted to call in Demona - you could have internal bleeding,” Alex said.

“I’m okay, boss. Just hurt my pride.” She reached down and squeezed Alex’s package through his bulging sweatpants. “But, if you really want to make me feel better?” She grinned, and then winced from the pain.

He rubbed her hair. “Later.”

She looked over Alex’s shoulder at Jason. “Who’s your friend?”

“Oh, Heather, meet Jason. He’s one of Demona’s experiments. He’s going to be staying with us for a few days.”

Heather smiled and looked at Jason’s crotch. “Experiment, huh? Tell me more.”

Jason blushed.

“Heather is in charge of the dairy operation,” Alex said. “And, she’s our unofficial security chief.” He guided her to a seat and made her sit down. “Though, I’m beginning to re-think that.”

“Hey! Bitch sucker punched me, okay? I was afraid to clock her too hard with my flashlight. Bitch blocked it. If I had it to do over again, I’d have broken her fucking arm.”

“Lean back,” Alex said as he knelt and pressed on her stomach. “Does this hurt?”

“Fuck yes!” Heather snapped.

“Yeah, I’m calling Demona.”

“Please don’t fuss, boss. I’m fine.” She smiled, showing off a shower of freckles around her cute nose.

“What happened to the woman?”

“Ran off into the woods going north.”

“What?! How long…”

“Relax,” Heather said and pointed at a bank of TV monitors on the wall behind her. “She ran deep into the woods. She’s about a mile from here.”

A monitor on the wall showed a woman sitting with her back against a tree in a dense forest.

“Dumbass doesn’t realize we have cameras and cellphone blockers going back five miles. On top of that, she’s running in the wrong direction. She’ll wander back eventually.” Heather smiled. “Then I’ll have round two, and I won’t be gentle this time.”

The woman on camera was tall and thin with light blonde hair and a pretty face. She was dressed in a pencil skirt and white blouse, not exactly hiking apparel. The only thing she had going for her were the boots.

Alex stared at the monitor. He snapped his fingers. “Rebecca Tanner. She’s a TV reporter. I’ve seen her on the news.”

“Reporter or not, her ass is mine,” Heather said.

Alex nodded. “You can have fun, just don’t damage her if you can help it. She might be useful.” He nodded toward the naked cameraman. “What about him?”

Heather grinned. “Can I keep him? I mean, I think I earned a little bonus.”

Alex shrugged. “Yeah, I suppose. What do you have in mind?”

“I need an assistant. And, I’ll bet I could make him useful in all sorts of ways. He’ll need some ‘upgrades’ though. That schlong isn’t going to hit my deeper spots.”

“No more than thirteen inches. I’ll write him down as Professional Caste, bound to you. Gwen will condition him for you. Gonna take a lot of hair removal formula - that guy’s a Sasquatch.”

Jason laughed.

“Hair removal? No way! I like ‘em big and hairy,” Heather laughed and then hugged her stomach from the pain.

Alex turned back to the monitor. “She’s cute. Make her time in the forest memorable.”

Heather nodded. “Way ahead of you. Every time she gets next to one of our hidden units, I spray her with aphrodisiac.” She leaned over and pressed a button.

On the monitor, a gentle mist fell from the tree limbs onto Rebecca Tanner.

***

This was a nightmare.

Rebecca leaned back against the oak tree and shivered. She had been out all night hoping she would find another house or a road.

Instead, all she had found was more forest.

She had run in the wrong direction, and her cellphone GPS refused to work. Nor, could she make any calls - there was no signal.

The crazy woman in the Daisy Dukes had seriously underestimated her. Most people did.

Rebecca had grown up a military brat - her dad was an army drill instructor and she was the only girl in a family with five boys.

She had drawn Daisy Dukes in with her meek act before taking her down.

Only, the blows she inflicted should have knocked the bitch out cold, not just knocked her on her ass.

Daisy Dukes was one tough bitch, and Rebecca hoped she wouldn’t run across her again.

Of course, that wasn’t going to help poor Bear.

She had him, and God knew what they would do to him.

She had run and left Bear in the clutches of human traffickers, people who had abducted dozens of victims and made them disappear.

But, she hadn’t had a choice: she had barely escaped them herself.

The best thing she could do was get to civilization and contact the authorities - not the locals, she needed the state police, maybe the FBI.

She looked around. Every direction in the thick woods looked the same to her. Rebecca’s dad had been great at teaching hand to hand combat, but he hadn’t bothered teaching her how to survive or navigate in the wilderness.

The people in the farmhouse were most likely searching for her.

She had to keep a clear head and keep moving.

The clear head part, though? That was a problem.

Because, for the last two hours, all she could think about was sex.

It didn’t make any sense. Why would her brain fixate on fucking at a time like this? It wasn’t normal.

But, her nipples were hard as ice shards, her pussy tingled, and she was literally dripping from her soaked panties.

Had she been drugged? How? She hadn’t eaten or drunk anything at that perv Clinton Travers’s house.

Rebecca looked nervously from side to side.

Fuck it, she thought. She reached down and pulled her skirt up to her waist.

She touched her soaked, silk panties and a tremor went through her. She slipped a finger beneath her panty crotch.

Her eyes opened wide. She had never been so wet!

Her fingertip brushed her erect clit and she slumped against the tree, knees shaking as her body erupted in an orgasm.

She jammed her middle and ring finger deep inside her clenching pussy as she brought her other hand up to stifle a scream.

Not possible! She thought. It’s not possible!

Then she felt a second wave building and she dropped into a squat, legs spread wide as she fucked herself hard with two fingers. This time when she came, she felt her body squirt - something she had read about but never experienced. It wet the ground beneath her.

Her mind was a chaos of erotic thought - Bear fucking her, sharing Bear with Daisy Dukes, hands all over her, probing her.

She dropped the hand from her mouth and mauled her breasts as the tremors in her body subsided.

She dropped to her hands and knees, panting like an animal.

“Have to stop! Have to stop!” She hissed through clenched teeth. She struggled to her feet.

Morning mist fell all around her.

A moment later, she lay down in the wet grass, legs spread wide, and began rubbing out another delicious cum.

***

Heather watched the pretty reporter pleasuring herself on the camera hidden in the tree above her. “She’s a bitch, but she’s a hot bitch.”

“You’ll need to retrieve her at some point,” Alex said. “You want Jason and me to go get her?”

“Naah, I got plans,” Heather said. “Besides, I put off the milking this morning per your request. They’ll be hurting soon.”

“Okay, if you’re sure.” Alex led Jason to a door on the far side of the room.

“Seriously?” Jason said. “All this shit going on and we’re milking cows?”

Alex laughed. “They really don’t like being called that.” He opened the door.

Jason looked inside. “Holy shit…”

“You say that a lot,” Alex said.

The room beyond was about thirty feet on a side. The floor was padded and the room was warm.

Fifteen women lounged naked on the cushioned floor.

They looked at him with half-lidded eyes.

The women were beautiful, none over the age of forty. Some tall, some short, some medium, and of all ethnicities.

And, all with identical, huge breasts that made Gwen’s look small. Their thick, erect nipples were clamped shut with black, plastic clips.

A blonde put her arms around Alex’s neck. “H.. Hi, Alex,” she whispered sleepily.

Alex smiled and embraced the sleepy blonde. “Regina? I didn’t know you were back.”

“Mmm, hmm,” she mumbled. She rubbed her crotch against Alex’s. “Last… night.”

The woman had a tattooed barcode on her left buttock.

Looking around, Jason saw that all of them were tattooed the same way.

Jason felt a hand cup his erection through his jeans.

A brunette with short hair smiled up at him from the floor. “Hi.”

Jason smiled. “Hi.”

She held out her hand and Jason helped her to her feet.

The brunette was all boobs, like the other women in the room.

“That’s Patsy. Physicist from… MI… MIT?” Regina said. “Met last night. Nice tongue.”

Patsy laughed and leaned against Jason, pressing her mountainous breasts against him. “You know. I never ate pussy till I came here. God, I was stupid.”

Jason looked from Regina to Patsy. Regina seemed dopey as shit, but Patsy just looked stoned.

Alex laughed, picking up on what Jason had noticed. “IQ. The smarter they are, the more IQ they retain. Patsy is a genius…”

“Theoretical particle physicist,” Patsy whispered. She was rubbing Jason’s length through his pants. “God, how big is this?”

“Please milk us. I hurt,” Regina whined.

“In a second, hun, I promise,” Alex said. “Regina is CEO of one of the biggest pharmaceutical and makeup firms on earth - she’s no dummy either. That’s why the two of them are able to make complete sentences.”

Jason did a double take. “A particle physicist and a CEO?! And, you did this to them?”

“Relax. It’s temporary. They’ll leave here as ‘normal’ double D cups.” Alex kissed Regina’s cute upturned nose.

“Not until after vacation is over, though,” Patsy laughed.

Jason shook his head. “You mean they’re here of their own free will?”

Alex laughed. “Of course. They’re all destined for Professional Caste…”

“Then why…”

“They’re also in high stress jobs, Jason. All these women jumped at the chance to take a week’s vacation where they are incapable of worrying about anything. They have kinky sex for a week with no strings attached. Plus, they leave with the best boob jobs on earth.” Alex held Regina’s waist in his hands. “Most come back, don’t they, Regina?”

She giggled and snuggled against him. “And coming and coming and… ooo, please Alex. I need some relief.”

“Sure.” He looked at the other women in the room. “Milking time, ladies.”

They made their way to a set of double doors on one side of the room.

Patsy clung to Jason as they followed behind Alex and Regina.

“They need milking once every twelve hours, or it starts to hurt,” Alex said.

“What the hell do you do with all the breast milk?” Jason asked.

Alex laughed. “Ambrosia, kid. They produce Ambrosia - and we use that by the gallon. Where did you think it came from? We’re taking over the world, can’t do it with just us making the Ambrosia. Hucows - they’re the future.”

***

Back at the house, Gwen opened the curtain that covered the cell as Lisa unstrapped the dazed cheerleader, Karen.

Inside the cell, the brunette, Hailey, whimpered. “Oh, God, what did you do to her?”

“Cocksuckers!” Mikaela yelled beside her.

Gwen laughed. “You say that like it’s a bad thing, you silly bitch. Don’t you like cock?”

Lisa giggled as she undid the last strap on the still motionless Karen.

Gwen leaned over and kissed Karen’s cheek. “It will take her a while to recover, let’s see what other mischief we can get into.”

She held Lisa’s hand as they headed for the stairwell. “Now, you girls behave.”

“Fucking psychopaths!” Mikaela screamed.

Gwen and Lisa laughed as they shut the door behind them.

Hailey gripped the cell bars. “Karen? Karen? Can you hear me?”

On the table, Karen blinked. “Are they… gone?” She whispered.

“Yeah,” Mikaela said as she craned her neck to look at the door.

Karen sat up. “It didn’t work.” She rolled to her feet.

“Huh?” Hailey asked.

“Whatever the fuck they tried to do to me, it didn’t work.” Hailey ran to the cell. A few yards to the left, a set of keys hung on a hook. She walked over and grabbed them.

“But… it always worked before,” Hailey said.

“Yeah, well, whatever they did to me it didn’t work.” Karen turned the key in the lock.

“How… do we know?” Mikaela asked.

“Fuck, Mikaela? Would I be letting your ass out if I was one of those fuck toy zombies?”

The cell door opened, and Hailey rushed into Karen’s arms. “Thank God! Oh, thank God. Please, Karen, let’s get out of here.”

Karen smiled at her, and then grabbed her in a tight embrace and kissed her.

Mikaela stumbled backward as she watched Hailey struggle against the passionate kiss.

Karen rocked her hips forward and pressed her crotch against Hailey’s bare thigh.

Hailey stopped struggling. She went limp in Karen’s arms.

Karen broke the kiss and Hailey’s head lolled back.

She leaned Hailey against the cell wall.

Mikaela was in shock.

Hailey looked slowly down at her thigh.

A milky white substance was dripping down her leg from where Karen’s crotch had touched her.

“It’s on me,” Hailey whispered. “It’s on me.”

Karen smiled and nodded. “Doesn’t it feel good, Hailey?”

Hailey was breathing hard. “Y… Yes. What is it?”

“Cum. They poured lots and lots of it in my pussy.”

Hailey reached down and wiped at the cum on her thigh with her index finger. She held up her wet fingertip.

And, then she licked her finger clean.

“Tastes… so good.” She whispered as she slid down the wall.

“Why?” Mikaela whispered. “Why did you…”

“Because they told me to, silly.” Karen said as she walked toward Mikaela. She lifted the hem of her cheerleader skirt showing the dripping creampie between her legs.

“Stay back! Stay back! So help me, Karen, I’ll beat the shit out of you.”

Karen just smiled. “Hailey, let’s give Mikaela a taste too. Help me.”

The brunette on the floor lunged forward and clubbed the back of Mikaela’s knees with her forearm.

The black girl dropped to her knees with a scream.

Hailey twisted around behind her and got Mikaela in a full Nelson. “Don’t fight. It doesn’t hurt. It feels good, Mikaela.”

“No!” Mikaela fought and struggled as Karen stood in front of her, legs spread.

“Come on, Mikaela. We’ve been in here a long time. You’ve got to be horny as fuck. The three of us are going to be even closer than before.” Karen gently spread her cum slick labia apart. A single drop of white cum dangled down.

Mikaela was crying.

Hailey began kissing her shoulders, the back of her neck. Her tongue playfully licked up the side of Mikaela’s neck and she blew in Mikaela’s ear.

“No. Please. I don’t want this.”

“No,” Karen said as she lowered her pussy to Mikaela’s lips. “You don’t want it, but, you will. You’re going to want it sooo much, Mikaela. You’ll understand in a minute. You’re going to love it. Now, don’t fight. Just kiss me.”

Mikaela shook. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth.

Thick cum dripped onto her tongue.

Her eyes snapped open. She gazed up at Karen.

Her beautiful friend nodded and smiled.

Mikaela moaned as she locked her mouth on Karen’s overflowing cunt and sucked.

***

Gwen opened the stairwell door when the moaning started.

She and Lisa walked in to find the three beautiful cheerleaders in a daisy chain on the cell floor, mouths and fingers exploring each other's pussies.

Gwen knelt by the bars. “Such good girls. Now, you three just explore as long as you want. I’ll be back soon to begin your modifications and training.”

The girls continued to suck and moan, seemingly oblivious to their mistress’s words, but obeying nonetheless.

***

In the barn, Alex led Jason and the hucows into the milking room. Like the rest of the rooms, it was sparkling white. A hissing sound filled the room. Fifteen identical chrome stands were lined up in the long room. The stands were made from round pipes.

Jason was still trying to figure out how the stands worked when the women began climbing into them. The stands clamped them in as they knelt on them.

The stands put them on all fours, their huge breasts dangling down. Their asses were raised high and their backs were arched.

Alex nudged Jason and handed him a ring.

Jason stared at it: a black, metallic band.

Alex held up his right hand. An identical ring was on his ring finger.

Jason tried to slide it onto his own ring finger, but found it was much too large, having obviously been sized to Alex’s huge hands.

It fit well on his thumb.

“What’s it for?”

“It’s magnetic,” Alex said. “Press it against the girls’ nipple clamps and they’ll release. Just be quick and get the suction cups on their nipples before they leak too much Ambrosia.” He pointed at clear plastic suction cups attached to black hoses under the stands, two for each hucow.

“Here, I’ll show you,” Alex said. He knelt by Regina. “Ready, honey?”

“F… Fuck yes. Goddamn, I’m aching,” she moaned.

Jason licked his lips as he watched the restrained Regina moving her ass in sensuous circles. Obviously, she needed more than just milking.

Alex held one of the suction cups in his left hand.

He touched the ring to Regina’s left nipple clamp. It snapped open and fell off.

A spurt of Ambrosia sprayed from Regina’s engorged nipple, which Alex deftly caught in the suction cup before letting it suck onto Regina’s areola.

The machinery sucked gently but rhythmically on Regina’s nipple, each pull filling the clear plastic cone with milky fluid that disappeared into the black hose.

“Ooo, yes!” Regina moaned.

“J… Jason? Please!?” Patsy whined from the stand beside Regina’s.

The dark-haired woman was straining, arching her back against the bonds.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Patsy!” Jason shook off his stupor. He knelt beside her.

He mimicked Alex’s motions, but he failed to catch the first few heavy spurts of the beautiful woman’s cream. It coated his hand, and Patsy giggled. “L… Lick it off? Please? I want to see.”

Jason smiled as he affixed the suction cup to Patsy’s spraying nipple.

He winked at her as he licked the delicious Ambrosia off his hand.

“Mmm,” Patsy whispered. “Kiss me! Kiss me!”

Jason leaned forward and kissed her, letting the woman’s own milk spread onto her darting tongue.

He leaned back and she smiled sleepily at him.

Then he went to work on the other nipple.

“Not bad for your first time, but don’t take too long. We have thirteen other girls to hook up,” Alex said as he rubbed Regina’s shapely ass.

Jason smiled and got to work.

***

Mary sat on the front porch in a rocking chair with a cup of coffee in her hand.

It’s not supposed to be like this, she thought. A few days ago, she had a husband, a family, a life.

Now? Her husband was transitioning into a woman, and Jason… God, help her. Her Jason was a monster.

She trembled at the thought of how easily he had embraced this new, horrifying lifestyle.

And, at how easily it had corrupted her. She was now a monster just as lost as Jason.

Even now, she imagined the depravity going on in the basement of the farmhouse. In the night, she had descended the stairs to watch. It hadn’t been from curiosity. She had ventured into the torture chamber out of lust.

Lisa and Jason had fallen completely under the spell of the beautiful blonde dominatrix and her giant mate.

Worse, it had taken all Mary’s willpower not to join them.

Instead, she had hidden in the room Gwen had given her.

And, she had masturbated, filled with lust and shame.

Mary knew they would have welcomed her had she decided to join them in their revelry. But, she had to maintain some semblance of control.

She had spent years suppressing her desires. When she had met her husband, Stan, she was a free spirit, a swinger - they both were. They had met an orgy.

But, from the time Jason’s mother died and he came to live with them, she and Stan had given up the swinging life.

Not that she hadn’t continued to sleep around - they both had.

But, they had kept Jason isolated from it all.

For all the good that had done.

Now, he was corrupt - perhaps more corrupt than she had ever even dreamed of being.

She had watched Jason and Alex walk to the whitewashed barn and could only imagine what was going on in there.

Imagine and throb with barely contained lust.

Mary hated herself for it.

She knew what she had to do, for her own sanity. Her husband and Jason were lost. She couldn’t live with what this Church of Morpheus was doing. So, either she left, ran away as far as she could and started over, or…

She had no intention of killing herself. 

“Penny for your thoughts.”

She looked up from her coffee.

The beautiful blonde witch was standing by the kitchen door, her body straining to break free of her latex outfit.

“My thoughts are my own. Stay out of my head.” Those words were enough to send Lisa and Jason scurrying.

The tall blonde simply smiled down at her.

Lisa and Jason still saw Mary as an adult, someone to respect.

Gwen had no such illusions. Her piercing eyes could see right through to Mary’s soul.

And, that gaze chilled Mary to the bone.

“It’s not polite to give someone orders in their own house.” The smile remained, but there was ice in the words.

Mary swallowed. “I… I’m sorry. But, I don’t like it when my mind is violated.”

The witch’s gaze softened. She nodded. “I understand. You don’t need to fear me, Mary. I won’t harm you.”

Mary laughed. “Sorry, but I’m not sure our definitions of ‘harm’ are the same.”

The grin returned. “Perhaps. But, I have a deep fondness for Lisa, and she wants you to be left alone. I will respect that. For now.”

Mary drew in a breath. “Thank you.”

Lisa stepped out behind Gwen, dressed in her own white latex outfit: a form-fitting mini dress with matching thigh boots.

Lisa’s face turned red with embarrassment when she saw Mary. She looked away quickly.

Gwen smiled at her protege before turning back to Mary. “We’re on our way to join the boys in their… ‘chores’. Care to join us, Mary? I think you’ll find it very interesting.”

“No. Thank you.”

Gwen shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

Lisa glanced up at Mary and then followed Gwen toward the barn.

I have to get out of here, Mary thought.

***

Jason was getting better at attaching the suction cups. He hadn't lost a drop on the last two.

Unlike Regina and Patsy, the other women didn’t speak other than to moan or grunt.

Alex had explained it was entirely tied to IQ. Both Regina and Patsy were geniuses before their injections; therefore, they retained more of their intelligence afterward.

They would all return to normal after their weeks’ vacation was over.

The woman in the last stand, a gorgeous Japanese woman with flawless ivory skin, smiled at him as he attached the last suction cup. She looked back at her hips and moaned.

Her pussy dripped with girl cum.

She looked from her hips down to Jason’s crotch.

She wanted him.

His hard-on strained against his trousers.

“No!” Patsy cried from the far end of the line. “I saw you first!”

Jason kissed the Japanese woman’s hips. “Maybe next time.”

The woman pouted and moaned as Jason walked back down the line.

Alex stopped him and handed him a foil package. “Put it on if you’re going to fuck her.”

He stared at the condom package: CoM Super Magnum, Whoremaster Approved. “I figured they were immune…”

“No. They’re all still human… most anyway. We can’t get our cum on them - turning these ladies into slaves would be very bad for business,” Alex said with a wink.

Alex pushed down his sweatpants freeing the monster cock which oozed precum on the tile floor. He rolled on the condom, which looked far too small for the log he was trying to slide it onto.

“Ready, baby?” Alex asked Regina.  

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! Need you. Goddamn it, Alex. I’m going to explode.”

Alex laughed and caressed her buttocks as he knelt behind her. “Shh, it’s okay. Just relax.” He positioned the head which was about the size of the woman’s fist against Regina’s dripping hole. He pressed it against her and she cried out, her pussy opening to accept him.

He worked the head in slowly as Regina moaned and cried, her juices dripping onto the floor.

“A hard fuck increases Ambrosia production. We’ll easily get two gallons out of each of them.” His thick cock slid into the woman’s stretched cunt.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck! I missed you!”

Alex laughed.

Jason unbuttoned and unzipped, freeing his own cock. He felt almost inadequate in comparison to the whoremaster.

He slid the condom on as Patsy smiled over her shoulder at him.

The twin suction cups pumped at her chest, the Ambrosia disappearing down the black hoses into a large container mounted on the wall.

She bit her lower lip as Jason rubbed his cock up and down her wet slit.

Beside them, Regina began to moan louder.

Jason shook his head in disbelief.

Alex was almost balls deep in her, which didn’t seem physically possible.

She trembled and spasmed as Alex began to fuck her slowly but deeply.

“Please?” Patsy whispered.

Jason slid gently inside her.

Patsy laughed and moaned. “God. Yes.”

Soon his thick balls were slapping against her.

He caressed her barcoded ass as he felt her reach her first orgasm, her tight pussy clenching and squeezing his cock.

Jason reached down and began to slowly rub her clit, hoping to coax another cum out of her.

She didn’t disappoint. This time she screamed out as her juices soaked them both.

Jason smiled and concentrated on fucking her steadily.

Beside them, Regina was babbling obscenities as Alex’s cock brought her to orgasm over and over again.

***

Gwen looked down at the hairy giant on Heather’s operating table. “Well, he is impressive. But, you really want him that hairy?”

Heather laughed and held her sides. She winced from the pain. “What… do you people have against hairy guys?”

Gwen knelt beside Heather. She untied the woman’s bandanna halter top and caressed her bruised ribs. “How bad is it?”

“Hurts like a motherfucker.”

“Poor thing. Are you sure you’ll be alright?”

She rolled her eyes. “God, you and Alex are like mother hens. I been stove up a lot worse on the rodeo circuit - and that was before you turned me into a super slut.”

Gwen laughed and kissed her.

The cowgirl moaned into the kiss.

Lisa licked her lips and watched.

Gwen turned around.

Lisa went red with embarrassment.

Gwen shook her head. “Lisa. You need to get over your shyness. We all love each other. That’s the beauty of this lifestyle.

“I… I know. I’m just not used to it yet.”

Heather smiled. “Don’t fret. It takes a while. But, once you get into your groove? You’re going to have a lot of fun.” She winked.

Lisa laughed.

Heather held out her hand. “Come here.”

Lisa reached out and took her hand, and the woman drew her nearer.

Lisa hesitated.

Heather beckoned her closer. “Come on. It’s okay.”

Lisa leaned forward and Heather kissed her, gently sliding her tongue into Lisa’s mouth.

Lisa moaned and sucked, and then pushed her tongue into Heather’s mouth.

She felt Gwen’s hand on her inner thigh. It slid up and her middle finger rubbed Lisa’s clit.

Lisa moaned louder and Heather pushed her tongue down Lisa’s throat.

Gwen’s hands were on her back then, caressing her through the latex.

The kiss seemed to go on for an eternity.

When Lisa finally opened her eyes, Heather was smiling up at her.

“See? You got nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Lisa smiled and nodded. She stood up straight.

She turned to find Gwen lifting the unconscious man’s thick cock with her hand wrapped around the base. “I see you’ve injected him. He’s on his way to thirteen inches, I take it?”

“Yes. I’d like to give him more…”

Gwen smiled wickedly. “Bad girl. You know you need permission to make them really big.”

“I know,” Heather pouted.

“Still, this is going to be an impressive piece of meat. You want him conditioned, correct?”

“Yes! I want him wrapped around my finger. He can be my assistant and my lover, if that’s okay?”

Gwen looked at her bruised ribs. “Yes, I think you’ve more than earned that. Feel like helping?”

Heather gritted her teeth. “Yeah. I think so.” She rose to her feet, still cradling her ribs.

She reached for the button to her Daisy Dukes and groaned.

“Here,” Lisa whispered. “Let me.”

Heather smiled.

Lisa unbuttoned the denim shorts and unzipped, exposing her cute little pussy. She knelt and slid the shorts down Heather’s long, tanned legs.

On impulse, she leaned forward and kissed Heather’s protruding clit.

“Ooo… damn, Gwen, she’s a fast learner,” Heather sighed. She rubbed Lisa’s black hair.

“She’s going to turn a lot of heads, that’s for sure,” Gwen agreed.

Lisa stood up and kissed Heather’s lips before kissing the bruise on the side of the woman’s jaw. “Anybody does that again, and they’ll deal with me.”

Heather laughed. “Yeah, the bitch that did this is all mine.”

Lisa helped her forward between Bear’s widespread legs.

Heather climbed onto the table, straddling his waist. She stared down at him. “Goddamn, he really does it for me, Gwen.”

“Good! The feeling will be mutual shortly.” Gwen laid her hand on Bear’s forehead and closed her eyes. “Lisa? Stimulate him.”

Lisa smiled and knelt between his thighs. She took his long, thick cock in both hands and began to gently lick the head. He stiffened in her hands.

Gwen smiled. “Oh, I see… He’s in love with Rebecca Tanner, the reporter who beat you up…”

“It was a sucker punch,” Heather corrected.

“Of course, dear,” Gwen said. “He’s in love with her, but… he’s just a friend with benefits to her. So much love radiating from him. What an idiot. Well, I think all that love needs a different target.” She stroked his forehead. “Bear, open your eyes.”

“Bear?” Heather whispered.

“His nickname. Suits him,” Gwen whispered.

Bear opened his eyes.

Heather smiled down into his dark brown eyes and smiled. “Morning, sunshine.”

“What? Who are…”

Gwen closed her eyes. “This is Heather. She’s the love of your life. Your soulmate. You would do anything for her, Bear.”

One of his eyes rolled back. “Yes. Heather. God, I love you.” He strained against his bonds.

“Shh, it’s okay, Bear,” Heather whispered. “Don’t struggle. Just let us make you feel good.”

Lisa was sucking his cock in a stead rhythm.

“God… who’s sucking me?”

Heather laughed. “My girlfriend Lisa. She and Gwen are in bed with us. Isn’t this fun?”

Bear looked confused for a minute. Then a smile slowly spread across his lips. “So wild. That’s why I love you.”

Bear said the words, but Gwen’s lips moved in unison.

“Lisa?” Heather asked. “Could you, guide him inside me? We need to fuck sooo bad, don’t we, Bear?”

“Yes! God, Heather. I need you!”

Lisa giggled and pressed his fat cockhead against Heather’s slit.

Heather rocked her hips down and engulfed him, taking his cock balls deep.

“Hot! So goddamned hot,” Bear groaned. “Fuck! Am I bigger?”

Heather laughed. “Of course not, I just turn you on that much.”

Gwen held out her hand to Lisa, and she stood up and walked around the table beside her.

Heather fucked him slowly.

Gwen began undoing his restraints. “I’ve indoctrinated him.”

Lisa gasped. “That fast?”

“Yes. Love is a powerful motivator, and he loves Heather more than anything.”

As soon as his arms were free, he embraced Heather, pulling her tight against him.

She gasped.

Bear froze, looking down their bodies to her bruised ribs. “Jesus! Heather what happened?”

“That… bitch Rebecca Tanner. She hurt me, Bear.”

The big man’s eyes filled with rage. “I’ll kill her! I swear to Christ, I’ll kill her for hurting you.”

Heather laid her head on his big shoulder as she continued to raise and lower her hips, taking him deep on each stroke. She smiled. “No. We want her alive. Later. Right now, just make love to me.”

Bear nodded and put his hands on her hips, squeezing her buttocks as they fucked.

***

“You ever… break a condom… doing this?” Jason asked as he pounded into Patsy’s wet pussy.

Alex laughed. “No. No mistakes. Yet.”

Regina screamed out again throwing her head back.

The other “cattle” in the room moaned and whined, their heightened libido’s crying out for attention.

“Aiggh… damn, I’m going to…” Jason groaned. He felt his big balls pull up and then he was cumming hard. He felt the end of the condom expanding under the pressure.

A few short days ago, his cum barely filled a teaspoon. Now he could fill a drinking glass. It was surreal.

He slid out gently.

The end of the condom slipped free of Patsy who was laughing and smiling, clearly pleased with herself.

He leaned forward and kissed her toned ass. “You were amazing.”

She laughed. “Mmm, likewise.”

Alex cried out and went rigid as Regina arched her back.

You could almost hear him pumping cum into the straining condom.

Jason sat down on the tile floor and shook his head. “Goddamn. We fucking the other thirteen too?”

Alex laughed and pulled his softening, latex sheathed cock from Regina’s hungry pussy. He sat down heavily. “Jesus, kid? Even a machine needs a break. Don’t you?”

He shook his head. “Nope. I want the little Japanese lady on the end…”

Alex laughed. “You lying sack of shit.”

Jason nodded and laughed. “Yeah. I am. Goddamn, but I do want her. Maybe, after a nap…” He lay back.

Alex nudged him. “Go dispose of that rubber and get cleaned up. One drop of cum on this floor soaking through the soles of their feet and we’ll have a disaster.”

“Check. Got it, boss.”

The other women were moaning and whimpering as he walked past.

“Still. Doesn’t seem fair,” Jason said.

Alex pointed at a door on the far end of the room. “Open it. Code 84675.”

Jason looked at the door. It had an electronic lock with a keypad. He punched in the code.

The door opened, and he barely got out of the way in time.

A crowd of naked men burst through the door and dropped to their knees behind the hucows.

“Holy shit,” Jason said.

“Yeah,” Alex said. “We got ‘hucows’ and we got ‘hubulls’ too.”

The room filled with the sound of happy fucking.

***

“So, the women get nice tits, what do the guys get? Besides a week of fucking?” Jason asked as they got dressed.

“Heightened libidos and bigger dicks. They’ll leave here no less than ten inches long. We have a damned waiting list that goes out a year.”

Jason watched as the bulls mounted the women passionately and noisily.

“They seem as dazed and confused as the women.”

“They are. Works better if they’re drugged - again, these are type A personalities. Can’t fuck all day if you’re worried about business.”

Alex and Jason left the milking room and went back to find Heather.

Opening the door to her office, they found her riding Bear on the operating table.

The big guy had a huge smile on his face.

Gwen winked at them from where she sat watching with Lisa. “I just love happy employees, don’t you, babe?”

Alex walked over and sat down next to Gwen. They kissed deeply. They were in love, even in the midst of all this depravity.

Jason leaned down and kissed Lisa.

She smiled at him.

“Miss me?” He asked.

“Yes.” She nodded toward the table where Heather was arching her back and grinding her crotch on Bear’s now massive cock. “And, I’m turned on as fuck.”

He laughed.

“What have you been up to?” She ran a finger down the length of the bulge along his thigh.

“Oh, milking the cows… you know, farm stuff.”

Lisa laughed. “Oh, I know all about these cows you’re talking about. They’re the two-legged variety?”

“Yeah. You should go back and look. Quite an orgy going on in there.”

“Maybe later.” She stood up and pushed him into her seat, then sat down on his lap. Her huge breasts were against his cheek. “Can you?” She looked down at her lap.

Jason laughed. He ran his fingers up her inner thigh and found her dripping wet snatch. “Hmm, you are turned on.”

“Mmm, hmm, I am.” She leaned her head on his shoulder as he circled her clit with his fingertip.

He placed the tips of his index and middle fingers on her thick clit and began rubbing in gentle circles.

“Ooo, yeah. Just like that. I need to… you know?”

“You know, you can say what you want. Nobody is going to judge,” Jason whispered.

Her lower lip pouted. “I know. I just.” Her face went red.

He smiled and kissed her. “Lisa. Just say it. Out loud.”

She sighed. “I need to cum.”

“Why do you need to cum?” He asked. His eyes sparkled with mischief.

She smiled a little. “Because I’m horny.”

“What made you horny?”

“I… I sucked his cock to get him hard for Heather. Tasted so good…”

“And?”

“I could smell her pussy. She was dripping. I put his cock inside her.” She held up her hand. “See? She got her cream all over my hand.”

“Taste it.”

She grinned and licked her fingers. “So good, Jason.”

He leaned forward and kissed her fingers before kissing her full lips.

All the while, his fingertips made insistent circles on her clit.

She pulled back, but then Jason realized she hadn’t done it herself.

Gwen had leaned her back into her lap.

Lisa was lying across both their laps.

Smiling, Jason slid her skirt up so he could get better access to her pussy.

Gwen leaned down and kissed her. She unfastened the brooch holding Lisa’s latex top closed, letting her big breasts fall free.

Gwen kissed her breasts, tonguing the erect, clamped nipples.

Alex stood up beside her. He pushed down his sweatpants, freeing his long, thick monster cock. He jacked it, causing it to lengthen and stiffen. Smiling, he guided the thick, apple sized head to Lisa’s lips.

She kissed it and then began lathering it with her tongue.

Jason slipped two fingers of his free hand into Lisa’s cunt as he continued to finger her clit with the other.

She opened her mouth wide and Jason watched in disbelief as she managed to get the huge head inside.

Her eyes rolled back in her head, lost in the sensations.

She brought her hand up and took over jacking Alex’s cock as precum leaked out around her lips.

Jason watched the love of his life suck off his friend. He felt no jealousy. This was about her, taking her higher than she had ever gone. The three of them had made her the focus of their love and passion.

She clamped her thighs together around his hands.

Jason smiled, feeling her body go stiff in a hard orgasm.

Gwen felt it as well. She looked up, smiling. She eased Alex’s big cock out of Lisa’s mouth and jacked it hard.

The whoremaster groaned and sprayed his cum across Lisa’s smiling face and breasts.

Alex dropped to his knees, exhausted.

Gwen smiled and kissed Lisa, licking away her lover’s cum. “This is who we are. You’re starting to understand that now, aren’t you?”

Lisa smiled up at her, a look of pure bliss on her pretty, cum glazed face.

Gwen looked at Jason, a drop of cum on her lower lip. “You understand too, don’t you?”

Jason smiled and nodded.

Gwen leaned down and kissed Lisa’s lips.

***

"You tell that son of a bitch if he wants to go to prison, he's making all the right moves," Diane Krantz growled into the phone. The two-lane road through upstate New York was making her almost as angry as her idiot client. The road twisted and turned and there was nothing but green on both sides. For a New Yorker, this bucolic landscape was green hell.

"He thinks he was in the right to talk to the press..." Her assistant's voice answered through the Bluetooth connection.

"He's a fucking moron. He pays us to make sure he doesn't do fucking moronic things, so this is our failure as much as his. Tell him to stay the fuck home, order fucking take out, and keep his fucking mouth shut. And, if he's really lucky, I can keep him from ending up getting raped in prison."

The speaker was silent for a moment. "You really want me to say that?"

Diane rolled her eyes. "No, Elaine. You translate me. Take out the "fuck"s and the reference to "prison rape". Got it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"I don't know, maybe I shouldn't go on vacation," Diane said.

"Diane, you haven't taken a day off in months."

Diane sighed. "I know, but can you guys handle this?"

"We will, I promise. I'll make sure all your clients lay low for the next seven days."

Diane smiled. "Thanks. Call me if..."

"I am not calling you, boss. Have some fun. Please?"

"Fine. I guess."

She pressed the button on her steering wheel to close the call.

The quiet in the Mercedes seemed thick. Almost stifling.

Diane Krantz was one of the best criminal defense attorneys in New York City. Her dance card was always full, because she got results. Ninety percent of her clients got off, and the other ten percent got much lower sentences than they deserved.

Diane saved monsters from peasant wrath, and she was paid handsomely for it.

She was very wealthy. Of course, she had no life, got no sleep, and looked forty-five instead of her real age of thirty-five, but that was the price of being the biggest shark in a big ocean.

But, even she knew she needed a rest. What good was success if you were dead from a heart attack before forty?

Running in the circles she frequented, Diane had heard whispers about "The Farm". Supposedly, it was like a combination health spa and fetish club. Very exclusive - it had no presence on the web, and admission was through invitation only. To get in, you had to know someone who had been there.

It took her months to find someone who would recommend her, and another month before she was contacted to setup her vacation.

A week on The Farm was expensive: six figures for seven days, and the clientele read like a Who's Who of the rich and powerful. But, the testimonials from those clients, delivered in strictest confidence, included the words 'miraculous', 'unbelievable', and 'best vacation I ever had.'

Even after paying in advance, there was still a thorough, invasive background check, a physical exam, a visit with a psychologist, even a DNA sample.

It seemed overkill for a spa.

Other than being luxurious, Diane knew very little about the spa experience itself.

The one thing she did know: boobs. The boobs had been the clencher. Every woman she spoke with had the most amazing breasts after a week at The Farm. Perfect, Double D, breasts. No surgery, no pain, you just left a week later with Playboy tits.

The feminist in her was deeply embarrassed to admit it, but she had always dreamed of having breasts that would drive a man insane with lust. And, what was wrong with that? Boobs were power, and Diane loved power. She had thought about surgery for years but hadn't been able to bring herself to do it.

The other part the women who had been to The Farm whispered about: the sex. Uninhibited, animalistic, sex. There was a hedonistic, orgy atmosphere that permeated stories about The Farm.

Diane's lover of the last five years was made from black rubber and took AA batteries... a lot of AA batteries. She was in her prime, and the love of her life had been manufactured on an assembly line in Taiwan.

A week of hot sex followed by going into middle age with the rack of a goddess seemed like a wonderful idea.

The kinkiness of the scenario worried her. She had never been a swinger or even loose - five lovers in thirty-five years didn't exactly make her slut material. If she was honest with herself, she wasn't even sure she could go through with staying at The Farm.

But, damn it, she was growing older and she needed some fun.

Her GPS told her to turn right, and she turned onto a narrow drive through a tunnel of green.

Gravels crunched under the Mercedes' tires.

She emerged in a clearing with fenced pastures on two sides. A plain, white farmhouse sat at the end of the road along with a large white barn.

She had been instructed to park behind the barn and rounding the corner she saw a small lot filled with luxury cars and SUVs. There was even a helicopter pad in the field beyond.

Diane parked behind a black SUV.

She turned off the engine.

The instructions had been clear: bring nothing. No clothes, no toiletries. Everything would be provided.

Now that she was here, she stared out the window at the barn and wondered if it was a good idea.

***

Bear stood up and fastened his jeans. He stared down at his junk still hanging out his fly. “I’m… you’re sure I’m not bigger? I just… I don’t remember ever having to stuff this much meat into my pants.”

Heather laughed and got up from the operating table. She knelt in front of him and gently pushed his thick, soft cock into his jeans. “You be extra careful with all this meat. It’s my favorite toy.” She slowly eased the zipper up and then kissed the bulge.

He helped her up.

She winced in pain.

“You okay?”

Heather nodded. “Only hurts when I laugh. And, when I fuck.” She winked at him.

He cradled her in his arms. “Well, I guess we better slow down, then?”

“Like hell!” She laughed and nuzzled against him.

He frowned. “And, you’re sure I was undercover for the Church at WNYC?”

She kissed the top of his chest through the tight t-shirt. “Yes. Gwen sent you there to keep an eye on media stories about the Church.”

“I just… I can’t remember.”

“Hey, it’s okay. That bitch Rebecca sucker punched us both. You took quite a blow to your noggin,” she lied. Gwen had changed his memories of the night before slightly. In the edited version, he had turned his head for a moment and Rebecca Tanner had clubbed him with a flashlight before she had beaten up Heather.

His eyes flashed with anger. “What are we going to do about that slut?”

“Well, I want you to go find her in the woods and bring her back here…”

“Goddamn right, I will.”

“Hey! Gwen wants her unharmed,” Heather looked up into his brown eyes and smiled mischievously. “But, you can have fun with her if you want.”

“I want you,” he whispered, his hands sliding down to her full buttocks.

She laughed. “Yes, and you’re going to have me. But, I’m the best girlfriend in the world: you have my permission to fuck her brains out. Come on, you know that little blonde pussy makes you hard.” She rubbed his cock through the left leg of his jeans.

“She makes me angry.”

“Good. Channel that. She’s out in the woods high as fuck on aphrodisiac. Use her. It’s what I would do,” she smiled as she leaned up and kissed him. “Then bring her back here and we’ll both have fun.”

He finally returned her smile. “Both of us, huh?”

“Baby, you know I swing both ways - every way as a matter of fact.”

***

Diane looked at her car keys. The sun streaming through the windows of the Mercedes was hot. She needed to make her choice: either go in and get freaky or chicken out and drive back to Manhattan.

“Fuck it,” she said to the empty car. She got out, closed the door, and locked it with the remote.

Her expensive heels crunched in the manicured white gravel walkway that led to the barn. She perspired a little even in her thin white blouse and black pencil skirt.

She reached the door and opened it.

Bright white light and high pressure, air-conditioned air buffeted her. It felt wonderful after the hot car.

Her eyes adjusted as the door closed behind her.

She was in a simple white office.

A door at the back of the room opened, and she almost lost her nerve.

A tall brunette with pigtails stepped inside. She was wearing a red halter top and Daisy Dukes with high heeled cowboy boots.

What the fuck? Diane thought. She sure as fuck wasn’t expecting this HeeHaw shit after the money she had put down.

“You must be Miss Krantz?” The smiling woman said in a thick, hillbilly accent. The woman sat down in a leather desk chair and lifted her long legs to rest her boots on the desk. “My name is Heather. I’ll be taking care of you.”

“I… there must be some kind of mistake.” Diane said.

Heather smiled. Her jaw was bruised, and Diane saw that her ribs were black and blue from a beating. “There’s no mistake. This is the farm. We’ve been expecting you.”

Diane laughed. “Listen, I… I mean I thought this was a spa.”

“Sit down, Diane. The Farm is many things. A spa, a plastic surgery center.” Heather looked her slowly up and down. “A sex retreat.”

There was a noise in the room - a hum. At first, Diane thought it was just the air conditioning or the lights making the sound. She looked around as she sat down in the chair in front of Heather’s desk.

There were speakers in the ceiling and the soft static seemed to emanate from them.

Heather smiled. “It’s white noise. Does it bother you?”

“Hmm? No… It’s just…” Diane blinked. The sound wasn’t annoying. As she listened to it, she became more relaxed.

“Coffee or tea?” Heather asked.

“Oh… tea.”

“Sure thing. Is herbal okay?” Heather said as she stood up and leaned over a small table behind her desk.

“Y… Yes.” Diane stared. Heather was absolutely gorgeous. Her heart shaped ass threatened to tear the tight Daisy Dukes open as she bent over the tea.

Diane shook her head and blinked. What was wrong with her? She had no interest in women, but here she was staring at this hillbilly skank and feeling it… down there.

Heather turned around with the cup of tea and set it in front of Diane.

Diane was mesmerized as she stared into the woman’s deep cleavage. Obviously, the receptionist didn’t just work at the spa, she was a client. The breasts were better than any example photos she had been shown by Manhattan’s premier plastic surgeons over the years.

Heather smiled. “Thank you. I dress to be noticed, and I really appreciate it when someone does.”

Diane shook herself, drawing her eyes up from the younger woman’s cleavage. “I’m sorry.” She blushed bright red.

Heather shook her head. “Don’t be. I’m bi as well.”

“Oh! I’m not! I’m not bi… not that there’s anything wrong with that!” She was tongue tied and stumbling - something she never was normally.

“Drink your tea before it gets cold,” Heather said as she sat back down, returning her boots to the desk.

Diane willed herself not to look at the woman’s long tan legs.

The tea was warm and fragrant with just the right amount of sweetness.

Heather smiled and watched her.

“Delicious,” Diane said.

“Yes. It is. Do you have a lover, Diane?”

Diane blinked. “What?”

“A lover. Do you have one?”

“I… well, no.” She set the empty cup down. “That’s a very invasive question…”

“When did you last have sex? Other than by yourself, I mean.” Heather stared intently into her eyes.

“Six months ago…” Diane stopped herself and clenched her fists. “Wait. What? Why are you…”

“I’m checking to see if the drugs and subliminal audio are working. So far, so good.”

Diane stared at her and then looked at the empty cup. “Subliminal…”

“The white noise. It’s making you suggestible. Paired with the drugged tea, your will power is being submerged. Don’t worry, I won’t hurt you. It’s not permanent, and you won’t remember anything about our conversation.”

It was hard to follow Heather’s words, but Diane increasingly liked the woman’s voice.

“You’re in good hands. I used to be a Psychologist. Top of my class at Harvard.”

Diane stared at her.

Heather laughed. “I know. The whole cowgirl thing, right? It’s real. I used to ride in the rodeo - funny how people misjudge you by your dialect and interests, isn’t it? I mean, I don’t look like a genius therapist, do I?”

Diane shook her head.

“Now, honey, you haven’t fucked in six months?”

“No.”

“You poor thing. Wearing that vibrator out, huh?”

“Yes.”

“It’s in your purse, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

She held out her hand. “Purse, please.”

Diane obeyed, handing her expensive leather bag to Heather.

Heather opened it and smiled. She pulled out the thick black rubber toy. “My goodness, you like them big, huh?”

“Yes.”

“Me too. My new boyfriend is hung like a Clydesdale. Not that there’s anything wrong with normal sized cocks. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl. Oh, by the way, that’s our favorite saying around here. It makes you happy and horny when one of the staff calls you a ‘good girl’. Doesn’t it, good girl?”

Diane gasped as a jolt of pleasure went through her. “Y… Yes!”

“That’s right. Now, Diane, we need to do something about that silly, prudish heterosexuality you’re clinging to. It’s for your own good. You like girls and boys now. Say it.”

“I like girls and boys.”

“Oh, that’s my good girl.”

Diane squeezed her thighs together and whimpered.

Heather nodded. “Perfect. Now, stand up.”

She obeyed, rising to her feet.

Replacing the dildo in the purse, Heather turned in her seat and put Diane’s bag in a desk drawer. “Don’t worry. I’ll turn off your phone and charge it - after we put spy software on it, of course. For your own good. We’re going to take extra special care of you from now on, Diane. We’re going to make sure you are always a good girl.”

“Oh! Oh, God!” A tremor of mini orgasm went through her.

Heather laughed as she closed the desk drawer. “See? And, you were all nervous about coming here. We’re just going to make you feel good for the next week. Strip, please.”

Diane hurriedly began unbuttoning her silk blouse.

“No, silly! Slow. I told you, I like girls. I like to watch.” Heather spread her thighs, exposing the frayed and very wet crotch of her Daisy Dukes. Her tanned pussy was easily seen around the frayed denim.

Diane gasped.

“You like to watch too, don’t you?”

“Yes!” She finished unbuttoning her blouse and let it fall open, exposing her white lace bra. Her hands shook as she fumbled with the zipper in the back of her skirt, but she finally undid it and let the pencil skirt fall down her long legs to pool around her heels.

Her matching lace panties were soaked.

“Oh, my! You are very pretty, Diane.”

Diane blushed. “Thank you. So are you!” She took off the blouse and folded it. She laid it on the chair behind her. Then she knelt and stepped out of the skirt, picked it up, and folded it. The skirt joined the blouse on the chair.

She stood in only her panties, bra, and heels.

“You really like being undressed in front of me, don’t you, Diane?” Heather asked as she lazily fingered herself through the frayed crotch of the Daisy Dukes.

Diane’s brow furrowed. She seemed to struggle. “I… No… I don’t…”

“Oh, we’ll have none of that, Diane! You were doing so well. Don’t you want to be my good girl?”

“Oh, God!” Tears began streaming down her face.

“Don’t cry. It’s going to be okay. Just so long as you always, always obey. You can do that, can’t you? Won’t you be my… good girl?”

A little whimper came from Diane’s lips and she ground her thighs together. “Yes! Yes, I will be. I want to be. I like being naked in front of you, Heather!”

“Much better, my very, very good girl.”

Diane drew in a sharp breath and smiled.

“Come on. Panties and bra too. You can keep the heels until I take you back to surgery.”

Diane tossed the bra onto the chair behind her and peeled the soaked panties down her legs. She stood up and smiled.

Heather was fingering herself openly, pulling the crotch of the shorts aside to allow access to her dripping pussy. White cum dribbled down from her swollen lips. “Oops! I took a very big load from my boyfriend earlier. See how pretty it is? All that cum. You like that, don’t you.”

Diane stared at the cream that leaked from Heather’s pussy. She looked unsure.

“Diane. That wasn’t actually a question…”

“Yes! Yes! I just… it’s so beautiful. You’re so beautiful, Heather.”

The thick white cum clung to Heather’s fingers. “You want to lick this, don’t you?”

“Would you like me to?”

“Yes.”

“Then yes! Please let me lick your boyfriend’s cum!” She was trembling as she spoke.

Heather laughed. “Maybe in a few minutes. It will be a special treat before we take you back to surgery. A special treat for a very good girl.”

“Oh, God,” Diane whispered. She reached down and fingered her clit through her neatly trimmed bush.

“Diane, I love it when you play with your little cunny, but that hair is just not acceptable. Don’t you have any consideration for your lovers? Nobody wants that nasty hair on you.”

Diane immediately covered her pussy with both hands. She had never been so embarrassed! “I’m sorry! I’m disgusting.”

Heather smiled at her. “Now, now. It’s okay. You didn’t know better before. I’ll get rid of all that nasty hair when I take you back to surgery.”

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You’re welcome. Ready to answer a couple more questions?”

“Yes!”

“This one is very important, Diane. Are you a spy?”

Diane stared at her. “No.”

“You don’t work for any government agency? Foreign or domestic?”

“No.”

“Good girl.” She hooked her finger at Diane. “Come here and get your treat.”

Diane ran behind the desk and dropped to her knees.

Heather put her tanned thighs on Diane’s shoulders. “Eat it all up, like a good girl.”

Diane sighed and lowered her lips, tasting a woman’s pussy for the first time.

Heather leaned back and smiled as the hypnotized lawyer licked and sucked contentedly. She stroked Diane’s sort black hair as the woman swallowed her juices mixed with Bear’s.

“Mmm, such a very good girl.”

***

Bear walked through the woods north of the farm.

He heard Rebecca before he saw her.

She was moaning.

He found her lying on her back on an immense boulder in the middle of a gurgling stream. 

She had discarded all her clothing except for her hiking boots.

Bear smiled as he watched her.

Her legs were spread wide and she appeared to be trying to fist herself with her small left hand.

She had all four fingers inside her and was attempting to insert the thumb.

Trees overhung the boulder providing shade. Looking up, Bear saw the surveillance / aphrodisiac unit in the limbs above. A gentle mist fell from the unit onto the reclining reporter.

“There you are,” Bear said from the stream bank.

Rebecca jumped, her pert breasts jiggling. She yanked her hand away from her crotch and rolled onto her stomach. “Bear! Oh, thank God!” She got shakily to her feet.

Jumping off the boulder, she landed on the bank beside him. Rebecca wrapped her arms against him and held him tight. “I was so worried.”

Bear pulled her tight against him. “You were worried, huh?” He grabbed the back of her long blonde hair and bent her head back. “I doubt that. Considering you’re the one who hit me in the head.”

“What? No! It wasn’t me. That chick in the Daisy Dukes…”

He yanked her head back hard. “Don’t you fucking talk about her!”

“Bear?! What the fuck?” She struggled against him.

Bear smiled. He knew what she was capable of, but not hopped up on this much fuck juice.

Her eyes wouldn’t focus, and her struggles were weak.

“Bear. What did they do to you?”

“Nothing, you slut. This is who I am.” He sneered down at her. “And, this is who you are: you nasty whore.”

“N… No! Bear, I think something is drugging me. Something in the air. I can’t stop… touching myself. We have to get out of here! We have to go to the police.”

He yanked her hair hard again. “Why would I do that?”

“Bear! Please! You’re scaring me.”

“Shut up.” He forced her to her knees in the mud. “Heather said I could have fun, and that’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

Rebecca stared at his crotch. “I… we can do anything you want, Bear! I’m so horny.”

“Prove it. Pull it out.”

She smiled, unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. She started to slide them down his hips.

Then she froze.

She fell back, landing on her ass in the warm mud. “What? No, you…”

She stared at his half erect cock. “You’re huge. Oh, Bear, what did they do to you?”

Bear was perplexed. She seemed just as taken aback by the size of his dick as he had been. And, he knew he had slept with the hot blonde before. He blinked and shook his head. No, Heather said he had always had thirteen inches of meat hanging between his legs, and Heather didn’t lie.

“Shut the fuck up,” Bear said. He grasped the thick root of his cock and pumped.

Rebecca stared as a stream of precum oozed down from the tip and puddled in the mud.

“Suck, bitch.”

She licked her lips and sucked the tip of his cock between her lips.

Bear smiled, feeling her tongue teasing his piss slit. He pumped, feeling his lube smear against her lips and pass into her mouth. She began to swallow.

Somehow, he understood his precum would make her even hotter, and he was right.

Rebecca rose back to her knees, one hand firmly implanted between her thighs as she stretched her jaws open, trying to suck in his thick head.

“I’m going to punish you, Rebecca. Not for hitting me, but you really hurt Heather. You kicked her. She might have died!”

Rebecca began to cry as she finally managed to open wide enough to fit his cock head in her mouth. She tongued the underside of his glans.

“That’s right. Suck it good, Rebecca.”

She looked up at him as she struggled to take him deeper. Her fingers worked furiously at her pussy.

Her eyes bulged as she forced more of him inside her mouth.

He felt a twinge of… what? Sympathy? He fought against it, pushed deeper into her mouth, making her whimper around his cock.

No. The thought intruded on his lust. “Enough. Rebecca. Enough.” He eased back.

She blinked up at him as he backed gently out of her mouth. His cock popped free, leaving a thick trail of his precum and her saliva.

Rebecca rubbed her jaw. “What… what’s wrong with us? Bear?”

He knelt in front of her. “You hurt her. I can’t forgive you for that.”

“I’m… sorry. Please, Bear, can we just go to the police? They’ve done something to us. Both of us.”

“Stop saying that. I’m one of them, Rebecca. I always have been. Turn around.”

Her eyes grew wide. “No! Bear! It’s too big. Please, don’t hurt me.”

“Turn around. Now.”

She whimpered and turned her ass to him. She lowered her hands to the mud. “I’m sorry, please don’t hurt me, Bear.”

He stroked her mud caked asscheeks. “It’s okay now.” He rubbed his hard cock up and down her slit. “I’m not going to hurt you. I was going to, I’ve never been so angry. I’m not angry anymore.”

“Bear, please, take me back to Manhattan.”

“Enough. Be quiet.” He turned and reached into the pocket of his jeans. “You need to learn your place.”

He pulled out a black leather collar with a long matching leash. He dangled it in front of her face.

“What?! No, Bear!”

He put the collar around her throat and buckled it. Then he pulled back on the leash.

She arched her back.

“There. That’s better.” He positioned his thick cock head against her slit again. He pushed forward, wedging himself in the opening to her cunt.

“Aiggh! So big…” She lowered her head, but Bear pulled back on the leash. She gagged a little and threw her head back, arching her back again.

He slid five inches into her tight pussy.

She was hyperventilating.

“I ought to split you in two,” Bear grumbled.

“No! Please! You said you wouldn’t hurt me!” She began to cry.

“Do you like what I’m doing to you?” He asked as he eased into her another inch.

“You know I do,” she whispered.

“Then show me.”

Rebecca bit her lip and pushed back against him. Tentatively at first. Another inch slid inside her.

She whined a little.

Bear could feel her cervix holding him back.

She was trembling.

He put his big hand on the small of her back, rubbing her gently, feeling her vaginal canal loosening as it became accustomed to his girth.

She slid forward a little before pushing back again. She moaned out loud.

“That’s right.”

He kept his hips still, letting the blonde drive, letting her take what she could.

A little more than half his cock was inside her.

She moaned louder, increasing her tempo.

Bear laughed. “Now you’re getting it.”

She laughed with him, rotating her hips as she fucked. She leaned down slightly, supporting herself with one hand, while she used the other hand to fondle his thick balls from below.

He reached down and pushed her fingers to her own clit.

“Ooo,” she whispered as she began to massage her button gently while she fucked back against him.

He stopped rubbing the small of her back, and instead eased his middle finger against her asshole.

“N… No!”

“Shh. Just fuck.” He teased her hole with his fingertip.

She began fucking back against him even harder.

Bear felt her movements becoming more frantic.

He eased his finger into her butt to the first knuckle.

Rebecca cried out and froze. An instant later, her cunt began to spasm, clamping down on him as she trembled, impaled on his thick cock.

Bear smiled at her as her orgasm continued.

His anger was gone. 

She couldn’t help hurting Heather. She didn’t understand: they were servants of the Church and they only wanted what was best for her.

He and Heather would teach her.

He pulled out, her cunt relinquishing his cock with an audible pop.

He spun her onto her back, smearing her backside to her shoulders in creek mud.

He knelt over her, his thick rod inches from her face as he pumped with his hand.

“Fuck!” Bear began to spurt cum. Long streams coated her face and he directed it lower, pooling it on her neck and coating her breasts.

She smiled, eyes wide.

He stood up slowly, still holding her leash.

She was breathing heavily as he pulled up his pants and zipped them. 

He tugged the leash.

She got quickly to her feet.

Bear laughed. She was covered in cum and mud, but even now she was beautiful.

“Please, can we go home now?”

Bear shook his head. “We are home.” He led her away from the riverbank and toward the farm.

***

“I knew this wasn’t of their own free will,” Jason laughed.

He was standing in the ‘dairy’ surgery.

Alex was helping Heather strap down a new arrival to the operating table.

“They are here of their own free will,” Alex said as he closed a Velcro restraint around the woman’s wrist.

The woman, a lawyer named Diane Krantz, stared adoringly at Heather as she fastened the other restraint.

“The fuck she is,” Jason laughed. “She’s hypnotized.”

Heather scoffed. “Oh, that’s just to take the edge off. She wanted to be here. Paid good money for it, didn’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Heather,” Diane said.

“Such a good girl.”

Diane closed her eyes and moaned.

Heather stroked her cheek. “This is just temporary. The only thing that will be permanent is her more inclusive sexual preference and looser morality. And, that’s just for her own good. It’s a much more natural way of life. Part of her will thank us for this.”

Alex stroked Diane’s forehead. “Okay, sweetheart, time to go to sleep.”

Diane’s eyes rolled back in her head and she passed out.

“SlutzNet,” Heather said. “Initiate Hucow protocol with remote access.”

“Please stand clear of the table,” a voice announced from the ceiling speakers.

Alex and Heather took a step back to stand by Jason.

The table came to life. It spun and tilted up, holding Diane right side up with her arms and legs spread wide apart. 

Ceiling tiles slid open, and white articulated robot arms descended.

“Holy shit,” Jason whispered.

“You keep saying that,” Alex laughed.

The arms arrayed themselves around the naked lawyer.

“Stand clear while implants are injected,” SlutzNet announced.

The arms moved in a blur of motion. It took Jason a moment to realize what was happening: a blue laser made a tiny incision, the arm flashed forward inserting some small glass bead in the cut, and then a liquid was sprayed over the wound. This was repeated all over her body.

“That’s Insta-Heal. It closes the wound faster than her body can even register the pain,” Heather said.

Jason watched in disbelief as the laser sliced above her left eyelid, inserted the device, and the wound was closed. Literally in less than a second.

“What…”

“The crystals are small nano-devices that graft to her nervous system,” Alex said.

“We can record everything she feels, smells, hears, sees. Everything she says,” Heather explained.

Diane’s head nodded forward and the laser made a deep cut at the base of her skull, inserting a larger crystal. 

“That’s the transmitter / receiver,” Heather said.

SlutzNet came on the speakers again. “Control system installation complete.”

“She’s transmitting all the time now… and, receiving,” Alex added.

“Receiving?” Jason asked.

Alex nodded at Heather.

She smiled and picked up a white headset with goggles, earphones, and electrodes at the temples. She slipped it on.

Alex pointed at Heather. “Heather is going to put Diane’s upper brain to sleep.”

Diane’s head nodded forward.

Then she opened her eyes and looked up. She winked at Jason.

“Hi, Stud.” The words were said simultaneously by both Diane and Heather.

“Holy…”

“Don’t say it,” Alex laughed.

“Heather?” Jason asked.

Diane and Heather both nodded. “I have full control of her.” Both women said.

“But, why?” Jason asked.

“When we get someone powerful in, like Diane here, we hack them,” Alex explained. “She’s a mover and shaker in Manhattan. Her clients are just as powerful as she is - and they share their secrets with her. Secrets we can use to blackmail them into submission.”

“And,” Heather / Diane said. “There’s also the recreation factor.”

“Recreation?”

They nodded. “How would you like to take control of, let’s say, your favorite movie star or singer for one night? Take them out for a spin? Maybe be a porn star for a week or so?”

“Holy… Wow.”

Heather slipped off the headset. “Then there is the reality show aspect: everything she experiences is being broadcast via satellite to Cuba. It’s very popular entertainment. The Diane Krantz channel is going to be a real ratings winner now that we’ve loosened her morals.”

“Beginning physical transformation,” SlutzNet announced.

Two mechanical arms with large syringes positioned themselves in front of Diane’s slightly asymmetrical tits. The needles flashed forward, slipping deep inside her breasts through her nipples.

The liquid flowed in and Diane moaned in her sleep.

***

While Jason watched Diane’s transformation, Gwen had taken Lisa back to the house.

Gwen encircled Lisa’s waist with her hands, holding her tight as they stood in the kitchen. “I can still feel your anxiety.”

Lisa sighed. “I’m sorry.”

Gwen smiled. “Don’t be. I went through the same worry stage: what kind of monster am I? How can I do these things? It’s your humanity - you weren’t a sociopath to begin with. Transitioning is hard.”

“The things we’re doing, Gwen? They’re just evil.”

Gwen leaned forward and kissed her lips gently. “I know. But, in a way, we’re just as much enslaved as our victims.”

“We don’t have a choice, do we?”

“No. None. We’re property of Morpheus, property of the Church. You can hate yourself for that, but you can’t change it. All we can do is try our best not to inflict unnecessary pain.” She ran her fingers through Lisa’s long, dark hair. “And, make our victims happy, in the end.”

“Happy slaves.”

“Yes.”

“Fuck.”

Gwen laughed. “Speaking of slaves. I imagine what the boys did to Belynda has completed in the basement. Can you go see to her? I have some things to attend to.”

“Sure.”

She descended the steps to the basement and Gwen watched her.

She liked the young witch. Not just lust - there was something completely endearing about the raven-haired woman.

Gwen was in love, and she relished the feeling.

She sat down at the kitchen table and closed her eyes.

And, for the thousandth time, she wondered if even Morpheus himself understood the power he had granted the White Witches.

Sitting in her farmhouse kitchen, Gwen flew.

This wasn’t something Morpheus had told her about when she took the Ambrosia that opened her mind and filled her with power. Just like the mental telepathy she shared with the other witches, this was an undocumented feature.

She opened her eyes. The room around her was stark white. It wasn’t a room so much as a white void.

She felt a hand on her arm.

Gwen turned to see a beautiful redheaded sex goddess smiling at her. “Hi, Sugar Tits.”

***

Lisa stood over the naked Belynda and smiled.

Evil or not, they were artists.

Belynda had been pretty amazing to begin with, but now she was breathtaking.

Her muscular body was defined and rippling with muscles, yet she was still incredibly feminine. Her brown skin glistened under the bright overhead lights. Her tattoos had been retained, including the realistic black widow spider between her breasts.

Breasts that were now immense, perfect spheres with thick, brown nipples.

Her facial features had softened, as if years of anguish and pain had been wiped away. She looked to be not a day over 21.

She slept soundly, her ribs rising and falling with each breath.

Lisa took her hand. Callouses from years of physical labor had been removed, and now her skin was soft and warm. Her nails were painted glossy black.

She wore the large hoop earrings from before, but now they were shiny black matching her nails.

Lisa gently raised the woman’s left eyelid.

Her deep brown eyes were gone. They were now the color of darkest midnight.

“Your handiwork?”

Lisa turned.

Mary, Jason’s guardian, was standing on the bottom step of the basement stairs.

“No. Jason and Alex.”

“I’m sure she’s even more of a sex toy than she was before,” Mary said sarcastically.

“No doubt.”

“But, just so long as she’s your and Jason’s fantasy love doll, right?”

Lisa swallowed hard. “She’s our friend.”

“She’s your sex slave.”

“That too.”

Mary walked toward her, fists clenched. “You took a person and turned her into a mindless robot…”

“She’s not mindless!”

“She has no will of her own. That girl was religious. She had turned her life around - all on her own. She had made herself a better person! But, then you and Jason came into her life.”

Lisa glared at Mary. “She wasn’t happy! You could see it in her eyes. You could feel it if you had my power…”

“I’d rather die than be like you!”

Lisa stepped back, bumping against the table.

Mary smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ve decided to leave. You and Jason can brain fuck the whole world if you want. Just stay away from me.”

“Mary, please. I… love…”

She shook her head. “Fuck you.” She stalked away toward the stairs as Lisa broke into tears.

***

“You cocksucker!” Rebecca yelled as she struggled against the leash.

Fifteen minutes after leaving the forest, the aphrodisiac had worn off, and it had been a constant battle ever since.

Bear dragged her along toward the farmhouse. He could just see it in the distance.

A few times, Rebecca had actually struck him, but instead of getting angry, he had simply laughed and swept her feet out from under her, putting her on her butt in the long grass.

She was naked and filthy, caked with dried mud and his cum.

“Bear, for the love of God! Snap out of it! This isn’t you,” she pleaded.

He jerked the leash. “Oh, it’s definitely me.”

“No, you are the kindest, gentlest man I have ever known.”

“Trust me. I’m being kind.”

She wrapped her hands around the leash and jerked it.

Bear jerked back and she almost went face first into the grass.

He caught her and put her back on her feet. “Would you stop this shit? I really don’t want to see you get hurt. I should, but I don’t.”

“You can’t take me back there! Bear, they’re human traffickers. Try to fight this!”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” he laughed.

She screamed and launched herself at him. She climbed up his body and began throwing punches at his face.

A few landed and he stumbled forward. He went down hard, taking Rebecca with him.

She hit the ground first and her eyes fluttered shut.

Bear got to his knees and put his fingers to her throat. Her heart was beating, and she was breathing. “Idiot,” Bear whispered.

He stood up, slinging her thin body over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry.

Her ass was right beside his face, and he reached up and spanked her. “At least now you’ll be quiet.”

***

“Where’s Cathy?” Sugar Tits asked in the white room.

It wasn’t really a room at all, just something they created with their minds: a telepathic meeting room made of pure thought.

Maria Marapova, the first White Witch, spoke up. “Detained. She’s with the Mother Superior in Havana this week. We can’t have the Religious Caste getting suspicious.”

Cathy, or Cum Slut Cathy, as she was known, was the second oldest White Witch.

“So, it’s just the three of us?” Gwen asked. She reached out and took Sugar’s hand in her right.

Maria Marapova held Gwen’s other hand.

Maria and Sugar held hands as well.

The three White Witches stood in a circle.

“I thought you would bring your new friend, Constance?” Maria said to Sugar.

Sugar shook her head. “No. Not yet. We threw her into the deep end when we put her in charge of prostitution in New York. I don't want to completely overwhelm her.” She smiled at Gwen. “What about the lovely Lisa?”

Gwen bit her lower lip. “Nowhere near ready for this. She’s made a little bit of a mess with Jason’s guardian, and now she’s having self-doubts.”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “Poor thing. I was afraid leaving them alone with Jason’s guardians would be a mistake.”

Gwen squeezed her hand. “It’s okay. She’ll come around. And, then I am very sure she’ll side with us.”

Maria moaned.

Sugar and Gwen looked at her and smiled.

“Something you want to share with us?”

“Fucking… Brittney. We’re in the back of a limo, and I told her not to disturb me. So, of course, the naughty little bitch started going down on me as soon as I went into my trance.”

Sugar and Gwen laughed.

“Oh, yeah, funny. I’m telling you, you have no idea how much of a handful she can be. She’s like a goddamned pussy demon.”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “I wish I had that problem. Ray’s into robots, Demona has a new girl, and Asmodea is…”

“The enemy?” Maria asked.

“God, I hope not,” Sugar whispered. She brightened. “I envy you and Alex.”

“Yeah, I have the opposite problem: I mean what’s the point of being polyamorous if your mate is fixated on you? He fucks other women, but he won’t take them into the harem. I thought for sure he would claim Heather without subterfuge,” Gwen said.

Maria gasped. “Enough hen party. Sugar, you called this meeting. Hurry up, I have a submissive to spank. Oh, fuck. She is soo good.”

Sugar giggled. “Poor thing. Okay, when we turned Constance, she saw something during the transformation.”

“What?” Gwen asked.

“Bits and pieces of conversations mostly. She heard the words ‘La Noche de las Brujas’…”

Maria nodded. “Well, that makes sense. We know the Church is planning a second mass assassination in the US, same as they did with the Cuban government.”

Sugar nodded. “Then she heard someone announcing on an Air Cuba sex flight, which means nothing.” She sighed. “And, then she heard someone saying that ‘Morpheus is somewhere in the Caribbean.’”

Maria blinked. “Did she say where in the Caribbean?”

“No. Just that general statement.”

Gwen nodded. “Still more than we ever knew before. At least we know which sea.”

Sugar sighed. “And, then… well. She heard a woman screaming.” She looked at Maria. “The woman screamed ‘Brittney!’.”

Maria went pale. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Maria, it might not mean anything,” Sugar said.

Maria nodded. “Thank you for telling me. I’ll have to… keep her close to me.” Maria swallowed hard. “What else?”

“Something about SlutzNet setting a trap? I mean, I don’t understand that at all.” Sugar swallowed. “The last thing she saw? Was me.”

“What?!” Gwen asked.

“She saw me, only it was a future version of me. And, I told her that ‘we are His hand, not the Church’.”

“Confirmation that we’re doing the right thing?” Maria asked.

Sugar shrugged. “Maybe? I don’t know. But, I also told her that ‘time is fluid, it bends!’ Whatever the fuck that means.”

Gwen sighed. “Every time we get visions like this. It just gives us more questions. It would be nice if this clairvoyance was a little clearer.”

Maria laughed. “Oh, fuck… Honestly. I was probably yelling Brittney because I was fucking cumming. I need to go.”

***

Mary grabbed the last of her things. A few minutes before, she had heard Lisa come upstairs and go to the room she shared with Jason.

She could hear the girl sobbing.

Mary’s heart was heavy. As gruff as she had been, she did love the girl. 

She wiped away her own tears and headed downstairs to the front door.

“Leaving so soon?”

She froze in the hallway by the farmhouse kitchen.

Mary turned slowly and looked at Gwen. She sat, smiling at the kitchen table.

Mary swallowed. “Yes. I am.”

“Without even saying goodbye? I mean other than reducing Lisa to tears downstairs?” There was a hint of menace in Gwen’s voice.

“I said all I needed to say.”

“Oh, I quite agree.”

Mary turned back toward the door. She was so close - twenty feet and she would be on the front porch, forty and she would be at the car.

“No. I don’t think so,” Gwen said.

Mary whimpered. Her feet wouldn’t move. She clenched her teeth. “Stay out of my head.”

“Enough. Did you honestly believe I would honor that? Turn. Come here.”

Mary fought against her body, but it was pointless. She walked across the wooden floor into the kitchen.

“Sit.”

Mary sat down. She was a passenger in her own body.

“You are a mystery to me, Mary. You’ve been promised eternal life and youth. A sex life that exceeds the kinkiest fantasies, and yet? You want to leave. Why?” She leaned over the table and smiled.

“You’re evil. All of you. You’re the most disgusting, vile monsters to ever walk the earth…”

“Hmm, you obviously didn’t pay much attention in history class.”

“I hate you! You’ve taken everything from me!”

Gwen nodded. “Yes. We have. Your ward is important to the Church. So is Lisa.”

“And, my husband? Lisa tempted him with…”

“No. Actually, she forced those personality changes on him.”

Mary jerked back as if she had been slapped. “What?! No! She said…”

“She lied. We lie, Mary. That lie was to save your feelings, because she - for some inexplicable reason, loves you.”

Mary’s eyes flashed with anger. “You don’t know what that word means.”

“No? And, you do? You cuckolded your weak husband and actually made him like it. And, what happened at the motel and the adult store? That was all you. Hypocrite.”

Tears flowed down Mary’s face. “She made me…”

“No. She didn’t. If she had forced you, I wouldn’t be having this tedious conversation.” Gwen leaned back and smiled. “No. She didn’t force you to do anything - that was your own depravity.”

“Just let me go.”

“Oh, no. Absolutely not. Lisa is very vulnerable right now. She has powers she can’t fully understand yet, and if she believes you left because of her? It would torture her.” Gwen smiled. “I won’t have that, Mary. She’s worth a thousand of you.”

Mary’s voice trembled. “What are you going to do to me?”

Gwen laughed. “I’ve already done it, you silly bitch. I’ve been in your simple brain since you arrived.”

“N… No!”

“Shh. Nothing above a whisper. Lisa is upstairs crying on her bed. And, if I have my way - which I usually do? She will never shed a fucking tear over your worthless ass again.”

Mary tried to scream, but nothing came out other than a pitiful hissing sound.

Gwen stood up and towered over her. “As soon as I understood the depths of Lisa’s depression over you, I went to work. I thought perhaps you would come to your senses, but I can see now that I was wrong. So, plan B. Stand up.”

Mary rose to her feet. She willed herself to run, but the White Witch had full control of her body.

“Follow me.”

Gwen led her out of the kitchen to the basement steps.

She watched Gwen’s sensuous hips move under the slick, white latex.

Gwen laughed. “Such a slut - even now, your libido is running overtime.”

Tears rolled down her face as she followed Gwen down the steps.

“Close the door behind you. I want privacy.”

She closed the door.

Gwen waited for her at the bottom of the steps. “I’ve built a brand-new personality for you, Mary. Something much more interesting. I constructed her right inside your subconscious. All the while this morning while you pondered your escape? I was deep inside your mind. Violating you. I know you better than you know yourself, Mary.”

Mary stood at the bottom of the steps, looking up into the blonde witch’s eyes.

“Strip.”

Mary’s hands moved, stripping off her clothes and dropping them on the floor.

Gwen reached down and cupped her bare sex. “Wet. Such a slut. I’m getting ready to do wicked things to you and you’re wet as a two-dollar whore during fleet week.”

“Let.Me.Go.” Mary whispered through clenched teeth.

“I’m going to free you, but not in the way you hope. Get on the operating table.”

Mary walked by the first table where Belynda still slept.

Reaching the second table, she lay down and stared straight up.

Gwen stood over Mary and held up a glass jar. “I sent for this early this morning. Demona was happy to oblige. It’s a variant of an Ambrosia formula she recently perfected.”

Mary whimpered.

The label on the jar read FUTA-FORMULA 2.

“What is that going to do to me?”

Gwen ran her fingers through Mary’s hair. “I want this short and platinum. Very butch. And, tattoos - nasty ones. Piercings as well. Mmm, and I want you ripped with muscles. Trust me, the new you is going to love how you look.”

***
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Diane opened her eyes. Everything was blurry. Sounds came and went, like voices on the wind.

“Coming around…”

“Goddamn, she’s hot, can I…”

“Oh, she’ll be all over you soon…”

“They’re huge on that petite body…”

Weight. On her chest. Not uncomfortable, but… strange.

“Rise and shine, honey,” Heather said. Her face came into focus above her.

Diane smacked her lips. “Surgery? You did surgery?”

“Umm, sort of.” Heather’s soft hand slid under her head and raised her so she could look down her body.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, my God!” Her vision was blocked by twin peaks of the biggest breasts Diane had ever seen. And, they were attached to her!

“Shh… calm down.” Heather’s voice was calm and soothing.

“Too big! Oh, God, smaller! Make them smaller!”

“You must really be a genius - most women can’t even say a single word after augmentation,” Heather whispered. “Now, stop worrying. You’re going to be this size for a week, and then you’ll have perky titties just like mine.”

So hard to think. She looked over at Heather’s breasts stuffed into her redneck halter. They looked tiny in comparison, although they were at least DDs.

Diane’s new flesh balloons also sported black plastic clamps squeezing her nipples - nipples that looked to be ten times bigger than before.

“Tell me, Diane. What is two times two?”

“Huh?” The numbers flew around inside her head. “I don’t…”

Heather kissed her forehead. Her lips were so warm! “That’s okay. Words are easier than numbers, aren’t they? That’s perfectly normal. Just know that you are still in the top 1% brain wise of all the stock.”

“Stock?”

“You’ll understand soon, darlin’.” Heather gently caressed Diane’s left breast.

Fireworks! Her whole body tingled. “Aiggh!”

Heather laughed. “Sensitive, huh?”

“Yes! God, what was that?” Diane was shaking.

“Diane, how do you feel when I touch you?”

“Huh? I like it…”

Heather smiled. “That’s perfect. No anxiety?”

“No, of course not. Who wouldn’t want you to touch them?” Diane was mystified by the question. Heather was beautiful!

Heather began to gently massage Diane’s huge fun bags. “So, you like this?”

“Mmm, oh, God, yes!” On a whim, she leaned up and kissed Heather, trailing her tongue across the woman’s lips.

Heather sucked her tongue into her mouth and moaned into the kiss.

Diane’s head was spinning, but she wanted to continue the kiss.

Especially when Heather’s wonderful fingers slipped down her tummy and began making gentle circles against Diane’s throbbing clit!

Heather pulled back. Her fingers grew more insistent. Her index finger made firm strokes on her clit while her middle and ring fingers penetrated her soaking pussy.

“Ooo, so nice, Heather!” Diane was breathing hard. She closed her eyes.

Heather laughed. “Much better than that old vibrator, huh?”

“Mmm, hmm!” Diane began rotating her hips, grinding against the talented fingers.

Two hands closed on her breasts.

She opened her eyes.

A young man smiled down at her, his strong hands kneading her sensitive tit flesh.

Diane giggled. “Who are you?”

Heather smiled. “This is Jason. Do you like what he’s doing to you?”

“Yes!” This was wonderful!

Heather leaned down and whispered in her ear. “Two’s company, three’s better, right?”

Diane laughed. “Absolutely.”

Heather licked her ear and Diane shivered. “Diane, he has the biggest cock - you wouldn’t believe it. Would you like to see it?”

“Oh, my God…”

The operating table lowered.

The youth was standing over her as Heather kept up a steady fucking rhythm with her hand. 

He stripped off his tight jeans.

Diane gasped as his long, thick cock sprang up. Lube dripped from the tip onto her chest. “Soo big!”

He smiled and knelt over her.

As soon as his thick, hairless balls were close enough, she began tonguing his sack. Salty and warm, she slathered them with her tongue.

“That’s right, Diane. You’re doing great, such a good girl!” Heather whispered.

The bed shifted again, this time, her feet were raised and her legs parted as the bed moved and separated.

She felt someone standing between her legs.

Diane opened her eyes and moved slightly, still licking the huge balls.

A tall, muscle bound man was smiling down at her.

He was bald and hairless.

His cock made the one hanging over her lips look smallish.

Heather whispered, “This is Alex. He really wants to fuck you with his big cock, is that okay?”

“Fuck yes!”

The giant smiled down at her.

He pumped his big cock with his right hand and put the thick head at the entrance to her pussy.

She felt her lips parting to take the monstrous dick. “Promise you won’t hurt me?”

“Never. You have my word.” He eased forward gently and the biggest object that had ever been inside her slid in. 

Heather was still rubbing her clit.

“Aiggh!” Diane cried out a few seconds later. It was too much, between the thought of tonguing Jason and being penetrated by Alex, not to mention Heather’s amazing fingers, Diane went over the edge.

Her pussy clenched and she felt something let go as if she had peed.

“God! Oh, God, I’m so sorry.”

Heather was laughing. “You poor thing, you’ve never squirted before?”

“N… No.” The giant was still pumping into her. She had to be dreaming. A cock that big should be tearing her in half, yet he just seemed to be sinking deeper and deeper without hitting anything that hurt.

“Nothing to be embarrassed about. You’re going to squirt a lot from now on,” Heather laughed and bit her own lip. “Diane, honey? Do you mind if Jason fucks me?”

“Huh? Of course not!”

“Well, do you mind if I lie down on top of you while he fucks me?”

Diane was hyperventilating. She wanted to lie down on top of her? “No, I don’t mind.”

Heather threw a leg over Diane’s face.

Diane giggled as she realized what Heather was going to do.

The woman’s lips locked onto her clit as Alex fucked her deep.

She looked up into Heather’s wet pussy.

Using one hand, she guided Jason’s thick cock into the woman’s snatch.

And, then she sucked Heather’s clit as Jason began fucking the cowgirl.

Heather moaned and Diane felt it in her clit, which caused her to lick and suck harder.

In her entire life, Diane had never felt so much lust, she had never felt so wanted.

She reached up and grabbed Heather’s waist, pulling her harder against her mouth as Jason fucked her.

Meanwhile, Alex was pounding into her, driving her closer to her next orgasm.

***

Mary was living a nightmare. The fact that this nightmare came complete with unbridled lust made it even more frightening.

She was lying on her back on the operating table staring up at the ceiling. Her arms and legs were spread wide apart by the articulated bed.

Gwen had cheerfully rolled a mirror on a long arm into place above the bed, so Mary had a full view of everything the witch was doing to her.

The middle-aged woman she had been was gone.

Her skin was smooth and tight, with all trace of wrinkles and sagging skin removed.

Her long hair had been cut extremely short and was now platinum blonde.

Her eye color was completely different - they were now a crystalline blue.

Mary looked twenty years younger. The soft belly she had before lying down on the table was now taught and muscular.

And, her breasts were huge - not Gwen sized by any means, but much bigger than before. They projected up from her chest.

If this had been all that the witch had done, maybe, just maybe she might have been able to accept the changes, even been thrilled.

She was hot, very hot, and, God help her, her reflection turned her on.

But, the other changes? The injections in her hard abdomen that seemed to have turned her into a sex fiend? That wasn’t welcome.

Nor was the tapestry of tattoos that had been stenciled on her flesh below her neck. Arcane symbols she couldn’t decipher mixed with words like WHORE and SLUT adorned her body.

Her nipples had been pierced with gleaming steel barbells, both vertically and horizontally.

Mary’s nipples tingled and throbbed, as did her pussy lips that had been pierced with four thick steel rings.

Her crystal blue eyes had not only changed in color, but also in shape. They were more cat like, with arched eyebrows that gave her a cold, almost sinister look.

She was taller - painful injections in both her spine and each leg had made her at least six inches taller.

Her hips, formerly heart shaped, were now thinner and more squared.

Gwen sat beside her on a low stool. She stroked Mary’s hair. “I want you to look at yourself and tell me you are not beautiful.”

Mary cried softly, unable to take her eyes off the transformed creature in the mirror.

“Mary? Please, I don’t want you to be unhappy.” The voice was soft and kind.

Mary laughed. “Jesus… you psychotic freak.”

Gwen sighed. She seemed genuinely upset.

“Go on. You’ve punished me. You made me watch while you turned me into… this thing. Have some pity now and make my mind just as ugly.”

“You are not ugly! You’re just no longer ordinary.”

“Just destroy my mind and get it over with.”

“No. I’m not. I’m going to change you, yes. The new personality I created in your subconscious is not a complete wipe - I could have done that, but I didn’t. It’s more of a framework. I’m going to take away your morality and enhance the kinky side of your personality, but you are still going to be you. Just happier,” Gwen soothed. She caressed Mary’s cheek.

“Then get on with it.”

“Soon, but first, I want you to meet someone.”

A dark-haired girl stepped up beside her. She was pretty - no, she was movie starlet beautiful.

And, she was wearing an Ithaca College cheerleading outfit.

She smiled down at Mary, eyes sparkling.

“Mary, I want you to meet Hailey. Jason’s cum turned her into a very obedient good girl…”

“Mmm,” Hailey moaned, eyes closed.

“Truth be told, she was on the submissive side before all this - other than stealing her sister’s boyfriend.”

Hailey pouted. “I’m sorry, mistress.”

“All in the past now, sweetheart,” Gwen said.

Hailey brightened and her smile was dazzling.

“We’ve enhanced her submissiveness - you just love to please now, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes!”

Gwen leaned close and whispered. “She’s going to be a wonderful porn actress. I mean, we’re not going to waste those looks and make her a street whore.” She looked up at Hailey. “Hailey, does Mary turn you on?”

“Oh, yeah! So pretty,” she giggled. “And, kinky. I really totes like girls now - I mean I like cock too, but since this morning I’ve been very much into vag.”

Gwen whispered again. “Okay, not a brain surgeon, but cute as a button. And, oh so talented.” Gwen stood up. “Hailey, I want you to help me finish Mary’s transformation. How does that sound?”

“That sounds wonderful, mistress!”

“Good girl.”

Hailey moaned and touched herself under her short cheerleader skirt. She wasn’t wearing the panties that went with the outfit.

“Now, now… we’ve talked about this. How do we best please ourselves?” Gwen asked.

Hailey pulled her hand away from her pussy. “By… pleasing others?”

“That’s right. Now, I want you to make love to Mary’s pretty clit. Lots and lots of orgasms, okay?”

Hailey nodded enthusiastically and rushed around to kneel between Mary’s wide stretched thighs.

Gwen rubbed Mary’s short hair. “Enjoy the clitoral orgasms. I want you to remember the feeling.”

“What?” Mary asked.

Hailey’s hot breath played across her clit, and Mary shuddered. The cheerleader’s lips and tongue soon went to work, and Mary was lost in the sensation.

Gwen held Mary’s hand. “That’s right. Just enjoy it. The mental changes I made will be made permanent as soon as I say the trigger phrase. But, since they are already in your head? I can complete your physical transformation before I say them. I want you to experience this, Mary.”

“Oh… God…” The girl between her legs was every bit as good as Lisa, maybe better.

Gwen laughed. “Talented, isn’t she?”

For a moment, Mary’s anxiety vanished. She looked up at herself in the mirror. She was sexy - it wasn’t a lie. Different, yes, perverse, yes, but desirable.

And, this sweet girl was proving it.

Against her will. The thought came into Mary’s mind and stopped her inevitable climb toward orgasm.

For the first time, she wished the damned morality was gone. Why shouldn’t she enjoy this? So what if the cheerleader had been programmed to please?

“You’re catching on,” Gwen whispered.

Mary began to breathe harder. She wanted Hailey to climb on top of her, let Mary taste her pussy and please her the way she was being pleased.

“Soon,” Gwen laughed.

The witch was in her mind, but instead of being angry, Mary was beginning to enjoy the sensation. It was… intimate. They were a threesome: the brainwashed coed, the evil witch, and Mary.

“Open your eyes,” Gwen said.

Mary looked up.

Gwen was holding the jar labeled FUTA-FORMULA 2. “Drink this, and you will live forever. You will be fierce and powerful. Adored and lusted after. No more pain, no more regret. You will be happy.” She took the lid off the jar. “I can make you drink it, I can make you want to drink it. But, I would rather have you choose it. Trust me, Mary.”

She looked into Gwen’s eyes. Evil eyes. Eyes that wanted to enslave her.

But, not eyes that were lying to her.

Mary lifted her head. “Yes,” she whispered.

Gwen smiled and put the jar opening to Mary’s lips.

The liquid inside was milky white and thick.

“Cum. From a whoremaster named Ray. Changed and processed by, of all things, a robot named Rita. There is no DNA in it. You will be bound to no one.”

“What will it do?”

“Wonderful, terrible things.”

“Bound to no one?”

“No… unless you want to be?” The question on Gwen’s face was clear.

“Would you…”

“I would love to have you as mine. I can keep you as mine - I’m a White Witch, and it’s allowed. But, again, the choice is yours. I will love you either way. I couldn’t love you as the old Mary. Normals are nothing to us. But, Mary? As this? You will be everything.”

She felt the love radiating from this creature who, a few minutes before, had been nothing but a cruel monster.

“I want to be yours,” Mary whispered.

Gwen smiled. It wasn’t evil. It was loving. She unzipped her rubber camisole, letting her beautiful breasts slip out of the tight garment.

She held her dripping nipple over the jar and let her Ambrosia flow into the cum.

A moment later, she held the jar to Mary’s lips again. “Now. Drink.”

Mary looked into her eyes and let the cum flow over her lips.

***

Diane’s world had turned upside down in less than an hour.

Items on her bucket list to check off: make love with two men? Check.

Make love with a woman? Check.

Have group sex? Check.

Get a boob job?

She sat on the edge of the operating table and stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her body now looked like twin flesh colored beach balls had replaced her old breasts.

Her arms would barely fit around her now bountiful tits.

Black plastic clips shaped like inverted pentagrams pinched her nipples… hard! It wasn’t uncomfortable exactly. She fingered her nipples gently.

Her pussy quivered and, oh, God, she needed to fuck again.

But, both studs were presently occupied. After causing her to black out from the intense fucking, the younger one, Jason had announced he was going to cum.

All three of her lovers had pulled free of her at that point. She wasn’t proud of how she had whined and cried at being left alone, even after more consecutive orgasms than she had ever experienced.

Heather now squatted on the floor, the studs standing over her. She was sucking off Jason as she jacked Alex’s cock.

It was hot to watch, but she desperately wanted to be in Heather’s position.

When she had tried to join, Alex had gently told her to just watch.

For some reason, they would only cum with Heather.

“You want her more!” Diane had whined, the sound of her own pleading and jealousy embarrassing her.

Alex’s words had soothed her. “No, darling, I promise you - we like both of you. But if we get our cum on you? It would complicate things. Just watch. You’ll get cum very soon.”

So, she had watched as the beautiful cowgirl had fellated them both.

All the while, she had observed her new body in the mirror.

A freak! They made me into a freak! Her mind screamed at her.

A voice whispered in her head. “No. You are beautiful. Look at your beautiful breasts. They are perfect.” It sounded like a machine’s voice.

The words made the screaming voice in her head go away. What had she been upset about? She wasn’t sure. Everything was fuzzy, like she was dreaming.

She smiled at the big breasts. “I am beautiful,” Diane whispered. She slid off the table and turned sideways. She gasped. Her breasts from the side were just as impressive! Diane marveled at her flat tummy and newly padded hips. They were still small in comparison to the massive tits.

She frowned when she saw the barcode on her ass.

The machine voice spoke in her head again. “Only the prettiest girls get that tattoo. It is elegant. It tells who you are. It says you are loved. It says you are adored. It says you are cherished.”

Diane smiled as warmth filled her cloudy mind. Love! She was loved! Only special people received that tattoo!

She faced the mirror. Her fingers trailed down her flat tummy to her naked crotch. Diane felt a momentary nausea - remembering the hair, the disgusting hair. Even a little was sickening! Luckily she would never have to worry about that again - they had removed it completely and forever.

And, she had been sterilized. She could fuck anyone she wanted and not have to worry about getting pregnant. Ever.

Jason began to groan loudly.

Diane turned in time to see his first gush of cum paint Heather’s smiling face.

Seconds later, the gigantic Alex reached his own orgasm. His shaft throbbed as he covered Heather’s big boobs with thick, white cream.

“Can I? Please?” Diane asked.

“No, sweetheart,” Alex moaned. “Lots of men are going to give you cum over the next week. Just not ours.”

Jason collapsed onto the floor, and Diane turned her attention to Alex’s softening member.

She licked it clean.

Alex leaned down and kissed the top of Heather’s head as she too collapsed on the floor. Jason gathered her in his arms and spooned her.

Alex examined his cock, pumped his shaft a few times to make sure no more cum was flowing.

He walked over to Diane. He stood behind her and kissed her neck as she looked at herself in the mirror. “I know this all seems confusing now, but you are very fortunate, Diane.”

“Special?”

He put his big hand on her taught belly and pulled her back against him. “Yes. It’s not just a vacation. Your whole world is going to change for the better. You’ll understand soon. But, for now, just relax and enjoy yourself.”

She smiled as he effortlessly scooped her up.

She laid her head on his shoulder.

Diane dozed as he carried her.

She opened her eyes when he took her into the next room.

The floor was padded, and the room was filled with women like her. They all had Diane’s miraculous breasts.

She smiled.

They were all lying naked, groping and fondling each other in orgiastic bliss.

A big blonde stood up, her lips glistening from the juices of her brunette friend. “New… arrival?”

Alex frowned. He hesitated for a moment. If Diane had her full wits about her, she might have thought it strange. He seemed upset that the blonde woman was taking notice of her. “Yes. This is Diane. Diane, this is Regina.”

Diane looked at her sleepily. “Hi!”

Regina smiled wide. “Yay! Another smartie like us!” She frowned. “Fuck… did I just say ‘smartie’… I’m a genius, really.”

“She is. Relatively speaking,” the brunette added as she rose to her knees and began noisily slurping at Regina’s clit.

“This is Patsy. She’s a smar… intellectual too.”

“Hi. Get the fuck down here and join us,” Patsy mumbled as she reached up and grabbed Diane’s hand.

Alex set Diane gently on her feet and she leaned into Regina’s embrace, their massive jugs mashing together.

Regina lowered them both to the floor. “Snuggle up,” she murmured as she drew Diane tight against her.  She wrapped one leg around Diane’s hips and pushed her crotch against her. “Bump clitties.”

“Hmm?”

“Get them close together so Patsy can…”

Diane squealed as Patsy put her mouth over both their clits at once.

“Mmm,” Patsy mumbled. “Two orgasms, then you both do me… okay, maybe three.”

Regina giggled. “Hope you like to make out.”

Diane giggled back. “Definitely.”

Regina kissed her, pulling her body close as Patsy licked and sucked them both.

Alex paused for a moment. He stood over them, looking first at Regina then back at Diane. He turned away, still frowning with a troubled brow.

***

Mary was burning from the inside out.

There was no pain, just an intensity that pushed away almost all other sensations.

Gwen stroked her brow. “Concentrate on what Hailey is doing. Feel her lips on your clit. Sucking and licking.”

“Changing… you’re changing me…” Mary’s voice was soft and lost. The talented college girl between her thighs was driving her insane. Mary’s body had gone through orgasm after orgasm, and now it seemed she was in the middle of a constant climax. It was almost too much to bear.

“Mmmph!” Hailey gurgled between her legs. Something had surprised her.

Gwen laughed. “Take it deeper, Hailey. Please her.”

Hailey’s head bobbed up and down on Mary’s… clit?

Mary strained, trying to look down, but her huge boobs were in the way.

Her clit felt like it was enormous.

“What’s… happening?”

“Futa-Formula 2, Mary. Don’t you know what a Futanari is?” Gwen asked. “Let me show you.”

The head of the operating table rose.

She could see Hailey’s head rising and falling, rising and falling. The sucking sounds were growing louder.

The bed stopped rising.

“Oh, my God!” Mary screamed.

Hailey wasn’t sucking Mary’s clit.

She was sucking her cock!

She stared in disbelief as the thick, veiny member appeared and disappeared between Hailey’s full lips.

“Cock?! I have a cock!?” Mary was hyperventilating.

“Shh, calm yourself,” Gwen soothed. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

Mary stared in shock as Hailey pulled all the way back.

The long, thick cock was topped with a thick, purple head.

Hailey began licking under the head as her small hand grasped Mary’s cock by the base and jacked it. Her fingers could not wrap around it.

“How? How can it…”

The feeling was similar to her clit - the sensation in the head was very familiar, but this stroking of the shaft Hailey had added was completely alien.

And, totally wonderful!

“I told you we would make you happy,” Gwen whispered and kissed Mary’s cheek. “Now you can give your husband… what’s her name? Stella? Now you can give Stella what she needs, Mary.”

“Freak… You made me a freak…”

Gwen laughed. “We’re all freaks. On the inside? We’re all freaks, Mary.”

Mary shook her head.

The thing between her legs was still growing!

“Golly, it’s such a nice cock, Mary,” Hailey mumbled as she shifted and then deepthroated her.

Hailey removed her hand from the base, but the sensation of passing into the darling girl’s throat more than made up for the lost pressure.

Mary thrust her hips up, impaling the coed on her thick meat.

“I don’t think you need these anymore, do you?” Gwen said as she removed Mary’s restraints.

Instinct took over.

Her hands found Hailey’s hair and pushed her down.

Hailey gurgled.

Mary let off, suddenly horrified that she might be choking the girl.

Then she realized the gurgling was laughter.

A slight smile crossed Mary’s lips and she held the girl’s head still, relishing the feeling of her tight throat.

To her shock, Hailey’s tongue began licking up and down Mary’s slit - a sense of relief washed over her: she still had a pussy.

Mary moaned as the girl’s tongue pushed inside her.

Gwen was whispering in her ear. “I know it feels wonderful, but she’s completely in your control, Mary. Don't hurt her. Let her move.”

Mary gasped. The girl really was beginning to choke.

She gently lifted Hailey’s head.

Inch after impossible inch of her cock slipped out of Hailey’s mouth.

It popped free with a spattering of saliva and what could only be precum. Mary reached down and grasped the base of her new cock. She explored with her fingers.

Yes, she still had a pussy. But, instead of a clit, she now had a cock.

Hailey grinned triumphantly. “Did I do that!?”

Gwen laughed and stroked the girl’s hair. “Do what, darling?”

“Am I magic? Did I suck her so hard she grew a cock?”

Gwen fought back another laugh. “Is that what you think happened?”

Hailey’s eyes were huge as she nodded, staring at the thick penis.

Mary smiled and stroked her hair. “Yes. You did.”

“Golly, I’m sorry.”

Mary pulled the girl to her feet and drew her close. “Don’t be. I love it. Don’t you?”

Hailey nodded and bit her lower lip. “It’s really big.” She reached down and stroked the middle of the hard shaft as Mary stroked the base.

“Twelve inches,” Gwen said. “Fully functional, Mary.”

Mary smiled. She pulled Hailey to her lips and kissed her. She rolled, putting Hailey on her back.

She slid her knees between the coed’s.

Hailey spread her legs as Mary stood on the floor between her thighs.

Mary looked up at Gwen. “I’m ready. What you were going to do to my mind? Do it, before I lose my nerve.”

“No regrets?”

“Plenty,” Mary said. She rubbed her thick head up and down Hailey’s soaking slit. “But, I’m ready to leave those regrets behind. Do it.”

Gwen stood beside her and whispered in her ear. “Mary, welcome to the team.”

Mary felt something wash over her like a wave. Her breath caught in her chest.

The words… those were the trigger!

All the anxiety was swept away, along with her morality.

She laughed, throwing her head back.

At the same time, she thrust forward, filling the giggling coed with Futanari dick.

Gwen stroked Mary’s strong ass as she fucked a woman for the first time with her thick cock.

***

Rebecca Tanner, reporter for WNYC, was in the worst jam of her career.

She was standing facing a shower of lukewarm water in a big shower room.

The leash around her neck was attached to the shower head, and her hands had been tied behind her back with a thick zip tie.

The leash had been shortened to a little more than a foot long.

Her betrayer, her most trusted friend, Bear, stood behind her and soaped her body, removing caked on mud.

His hands wandered over her body - something that normally made her feel loved and wanted. She loved Bear - she wasn’t in love with him, but the two of them had been frequent bed partners for years.

But, this Bear was not her Bear.

Could his story be true? Had he actually been in league with these human traffickers for years?

She didn’t believe it.

Somehow, they had brainwashed him in the space of a few hours.

And, as much as she was frightened? Part of her still thrilled that she had uncovered this conspiracy.

This was Pulitzer territory.

All she had to do was get out of this in one piece with her brain intact.

“Hi, bitch.”

Rebecca turned slightly.

Daisy Dukes was glaring at her.

The woman was naked, and her hair was now out of the pigtails. Her long brown hair hung below her shoulders.

But, it was definitely the cowgirl from last night.

Her body was breathtaking. There was no other word for it.

She was perfection, and the water that beaded on her skin made her look like she had just stepped off the pages of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition.

Perfect - except for the bruised ribs and jaw that were past purple and approaching black in color.

And, the look on the woman’s face was pure hate.

“Broke your ribs, huh? Hurts like a bitch, I’ll bet,” Rebecca said with a smile. Fuck it, if she was going down, she was going down as a bad ass.

The woman had a right hook like lightning.

Rebecca barely registered the movement before her legs went out from under her.

She hung by the neck from the shower head as cartoon birdies flew circles in her head.

“Heather! Don’t!” Bear said. He grabbed Rebecca under the arms and lifted her back to her feet.

It wasn’t until then that Rebecca finally felt the pain from the blow.

“What!?” Heather screamed. “Don’t you dare defend her!”

Bear pulled Heather close to him. “I’m not. I’m defending you. They want her in one piece.”

“I’ll leave one piece,” Heather hissed.

The woman’s foot was just as fast as her fist.

Rebecca grunted and fell again as Heather’s kick sent her dangling from the leash once more.

Bear was trying to lift Rebecca back to her feet and hold Heather back at the same time.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” The voice was booming bass and Rebecca felt the tile tremble beneath her feet.

The biggest man Rebecca had ever seen had entered the shower room.

He was wearing sweatpants and nothing else, his muscled torso gleaming.

And, to Rebecca’s astonishment, Heather actually cowered.

“Alex, she hurt me!” Heather whined.

The giant sighed. “I know.” He stroked her hair. “But, this isn’t who we are.”

Heather stumbled back as if she had been struck.

Bear stepped away from her as Alex pulled Heather close.

“This isn’t who we are. We don’t inflict pain when we don’t have to.”

“But, she…”

“Defended herself. Normals don’t understand. Wouldn’t you fight if you were her?” He held her tight, and as frightening as he looked, he held her with what was almost tenderness.

Tears were streaming down Heather’s face.

Alex looked at Heather with a stern look. “You’re better than this. We all have to be better than this, or we truly will be monsters. What would Gwen say if she saw you doing this?”

Heather collapsed in his arms. “I’m sorry.”

“Shh.” He smiled and kissed her. Then he looked over at Rebecca. “It looks like you inflicted the same damage as she inflicted on you. You’re even. It’s over now, yes?”

“Yes, Alex,” Heather whispered as she snuggled against him.

Alex looked at Bear and smiled. “Take her and love her. She’s had a hard few hours.”

Bear smiled and nodded. He took Heather’s hand and pulled her into his embrace. He pressed her against the wall and whispered in Heather’s ear. A few moments later, she smiled and nodded.

Alex turned off the water to Rebecca’s shower. He reached up and began undoing the leash. “I’m sorry. It’s not our way.”

“Wow. Compassionate human trafficking. I’m impressed,” Rebecca said with venom and a shaky voice. She stumbled backward as the leash fell to the side.

Alex caught her with one hand on the small of her back.

She twisted away and fell against the tile wall. She slid down, her arms behind her back.

The giant smiled down at her. “I won’t hurt you, Rebecca. You have my word.”

“Fuck you!” She lashed out with her left foot.

Her blow bounced uselessly off his hard-muscled shin.

“Go ahead if it makes you feel better,” he said with a smile.

She rolled on her butt on the wet tile and kicked high. Her aim was off, connecting with his inner thigh instead of the huge bulge at his crotch.

He laughed, grabbed her foot, and spun her around on her butt.

She screamed.

Suddenly, her hands were free as Alex snapped the plastic in two.

Rebecca jumped away, crouching on the floor. “Big mistake.”

Alex held the broken zip tie in his hand. “Really? Show me.”

She leaped forward, landed on her right foot and then brought her left around in a round house kick.

He caught it in his left hand and raised it high in the air.

Her hips complained at the stretch of having her left leg held high and her right foot planted.

Alex laughed. “Now what?”

She threw herself backward, bringing her right foot off the floor and trying desperately to hit his elusive groin. She was off balance of course, and her head was flying backward directly at the floor tiles.

Her foot missed.

He was fast, so fast.

Alex let go of her foot and slid underneath her falling body, cradling her in his huge arms, stopping her head from hitting the tile. “Careful.” He looked down at her bare crotch. “It’s very wet in here.”

“You… bastard!”

“Go ahead. Now’s your chance to kick me in the face. I’m crouching, off balance. I put myself in an indefensible position to keep you from hurting yourself.” He was smiling at her.

She brought up her left knee and drove her heel into his chin.

He dropped her on the floor, careful to make sure she landed on her butt first.

She stared at him in disbelief.

The blow should have broken his jaw.

Instead, he was smiling.

He stood up. “Had enough?” He held out his hand.

She wanted to wipe the smug smile off his chiseled face.

“Come on. I promise you, I will not hurt you.”

She reached up and grabbed his middle finger, triumphantly she twisted it in her grip.

Only, it didn’t move.

She leaned up and used both hands.

The digit wouldn’t move.

And, once again, he was smiling that fucking handsome smile.

She blinked. What? Handsome? He was a monster! What was wrong…

“Oh, the pheromones. I forget about them sometimes. It’s a chemical attraction, although I have to say, it’s a little more than that for me,” Alex said. He reached down and grasped her forearm. He lifted her gently to her feet. “Really, Rebecca, I won’t hurt you. I promise.”

He held her hand and led her out of the shower room.

She looked at Bear and Heather as she passed. He was holding her with her back against the tile, his long cock sliding in and out of her pussy as his strong hips clenched.

Heather was covering his face with kisses.

***

Her name was Mary. Once she had been married to Stan, but then Stan had become Stella.

That was okay, because she was going to be with him… her, again. And, she was going to do to Stella what she was doing to the pretty coed moaning underneath her.

This feeling of having a long cock hanging between her legs, pounding into the lovely girl on the operating table - this was the most wonderful feeling she had ever experienced.

Gwen had been true to her word - she had only taken away the anxiety and the idiotic morality.

“You like that?” Mary asked Heather.

“Yes!”

“You like being my little bitch, huh?”

“Yes, I do, Mary! You can fuck me any time you want. You’re totes bigger than any guy I ever had, but you’re real gentle too!” She wrapped her legs around Mary’s waist and began rotating her hips in an ‘O’.

“Mmm, yeah, that feels good, sweetheart.” Mary reached down and squeezed the cheerleader’s little boobs.

“Ooo, I like that!”

Mary felt something rising inside her. “Fuck! Gwen? I’m going to…”

“It’s okay. Cum inside her. She’s been fixed, you can’t get her pregnant.”

“I know, but, is it like with Jason? Will she be my slave or something?”

Gwen laughed and stroked Mary’s thrusting hips. “No. Futa Formula - 1 had some… interesting side effects. Frankly, it’s a chaos weapon. But, Formula - 2 doesn’t. You just have a normal cock with normal cum... as far as a sterilized woman is concerned.” Gwen whispered in her ear. “So, give her a nice thick load.” She eased two fingers deep inside Gwen’s pussy.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” A new sensation went through her. She was cumming, her pussy squeezing Gwen’s fingers, but, at the same time, something was pumping inside her.

Cum! It was spurting inside the beautiful woman under her!

She grabbed Hailey’s waist with both hands, holding herself deep inside the moaning and writhing woman.

“Mmm, that’s it,” Gwen said.

“God, this is fucking amazing!”

“Yes. Your cum is very potent – if she wasn’t sterilized, she’d likely be pregnant. At some point, you’ll be sterilized, but the Church loves chaos. The overall plan is to plant you beautiful Futanaris in the suburbs and cause a lot of surprise pregnancies.”

Mary giggled. “Oh, my God.”

“Mmm, hmm. There are some other ‘features’ of your condition, but we’ll save that for later.” Gwen smiled down at Hailey. “Hailey, sweetheart, why don’t you go back downstairs to your friends? Mary needs some rest, don’t you?”

“Fuck, yes. Jesus, I’m just like a guy now - I cum and I need a nap!”

Hailey slid off the operating table, cum pouring out of her pussy in a stream. “Okey dokey - thanks for the fuck!” She was so bubbly and giggly, she made Mary’s head hurt.

Mary just looked at her and shook her head. “Yeah, same to you, honey.”

The naked cheerleader skipped along the floor toward the stairs.

Mary lay back on the table. “Wow.”

***

Alex had carried Rebecca from the barn to the house.

She had protested at the indignity of being carried, naked, across the giant’s shoulder.

But, he had been insistent - her boots had been discarded.

To her dismay, Alex had not wanted her to have to walk barefoot through the yard and across the driveway.

Kindness.

From a genetically engineered, human trafficking, psychopath..

His next act had shocked her even more - he left her unattended in the farmhouse kitchen while he went upstairs.

She had stared at him.

He had looked over his shoulder at her. “Really? Where are you going to go, Rebecca? You’re naked without shoes. You won’t make it a hundred yards.”

As soon as he went up, Rebecca leapt to her feet. She opened a drawer and grabbed a butcher’s knife.

She smiled. They had underestimated once again.

She stood with her back to the doorway, the knife held behind her back.

Her father had taught her how to knife fight.

The giant was big and fast, but he was going to bleed.

He came down the stairs and stopped in the doorway. “Put it back.”

“What?”

“The knife. Put it back.” He looked bored, as if he was discussing the weather.

For an instant, she felt the urge to put the knife away and do as he asked! She fought the urge and brought her hand around, the knife blade pointed down from her fist, the edge facing forward. “You take one step…”

Alex sighed. He laid a small pile of clothes on the table. “My first wife was a size 8. I think you’re smaller.”

“Stay back!”

“Put the knife away. I won’t harm you. No one will. You have my word. I brought you these clothes so you won’t feel so vulnerable.” His eyes were kind. He stepped toward her.

“I’ll cut you, I swear to God!”

“I know. You might even hurt me, but the odds are you won’t do more than slash me before I take it away from you.” He nodded toward the cabinet over the farmhouse sink. “I have Insta-Heal up there. One spray, and the wound will heal.”

Rebecca laughed. “Won’t heal where I’m going to stick it.”

Alex smiled. “Okay, let’s say you do incapacitate me? Hell, let’s say you kill me?” He pointed at the floor. “My mate, Gwen, is in the basement. We’re connected - telepathically. She’ll know. She will be up here before you can reach the door. Her mind? It’s a weapon. She could kill you with a thought. From across the room. Without even trying.”

“I don’t…”

“Believe me? Yes, you do. You saw what we did to Bear. Sweetheart, Gwen didn’t even break a sweat. Now, I’m telling you we won’t hurt you. You should choose to believe it. Because, if I’m lying? You’re totally fucked. Either way, this is going to play out the way we want.”

Rebecca grimaced. She turned and threw the knife into the sink with a clatter.

Alex nodded. “Go on. Get dressed.”

***

“I’m tellin’ ya, my mouth is magic!” Hailey squealed.

Mikaela studied her friend’s pretty face. “Sweetie, that isn’t possible.”

“No! Mikaela! It really happened! I sucked her clitty and turned it into a dick!”

“God, you’re an idiot,” Karen growled. She was sitting at a desk going through a computer tablet.

Hailey’s lower lip quivered. “N… No, I’m not! Tell her, Mikaela, I’m not dumb!”

“Hey! Be nice to her,” Mikaela said.

There had been some radical changes in her friends in the past few hours. The loss of will was one thing, the sudden bisexuality another.

But, there were more radical changes as well.

Karen, despite her aspirations to be a doctor, had never been studious. Now, however, she was pouring over a tablet she found in the laboratory that detailed the body modifications the Church could perform. She was studying it like a nerd cramming for an Organic Chemistry exam.

This despite her insistence earlier that she was going to be a ‘whore’.

And, Hailey, who had never been particularly bright, had definitely lost some badly needed IQ points. She had become a giggly and immature sex kitten.

Karen rolled her eyes. “Since when did you care about Half Wit Hailey’s feelings? You’re the coldest bitch I ever met.”

It was true. Mikaela brushed the ebony hair away from her dark eyes. Something had been done to her as well. She was… empathetic. “Yeah, well, I think we need to look out for each other, that’s all. Stop making her cry.”

“Fine. Jesus. Chill.” She went back to her tablet.

“You believe me, don’t you, Mikaela?” Had Hailey’s eyes gotten bigger? She looked almost doll like.

“Honey, I know you think you know what happened. But, you can’t make a clitty turn into a cock by sucking it…”

“Yes, I can! I’ll show you!” She dropped to her knees and pushed Mikaela back against the iron bars of their old cell.

“Wait, honey,” Mikaela said, but an instant later Hailey pushed her face up between Mikaela’s dark thighs and sucked onto her clit. “Oh!”

God, she was so fucking good at that! Mikaela was beginning to suspect Hailey was bisexual before this morning. She put her hands in the girl’s long dark hair. “Mmm. Hailey, you’re so sweet.”

The brunette smiled up at her. She pulled her lips from Mikaela’s clit. “You okay if I make you grow a big cock? You’ll be totes hot!”

Mikaela laughed and pulled the beautiful girl back between her thighs. “Baby, you do whatever you like.”

“I’m afraid that won’t work.”

Mikaela looked up.

Gwen was standing in the stairwell smiling at them.

Love. Instant, intense, love. It flowed through Mikaela and made her warm all over. Why in God’s name had she ever been afraid of Gwen?

“Mistress!” Hailey squealed. She jumped up and skipped across the floor to Gwen, her oral ministrations to Mikaela forgotten.

The rubber clad witch pulled her close. “Sweetheart, have you been crying?”

“A little.”

“Mistress!” Karen cried out. She ran across the floor, the tablet in her hand. “I’ve been reading. It’s so wonderful, the things you can do? I don’t understand all of it, but I’m so excited…”

With her free hand, Gwen caressed Karen’s smiling face. “I’m so proud of you.”

Karen beamed.

Hailey frowned. “They won’t believe me! Tell them I sucked a clitty and made a cock!”

Gwen hugged her. “Well, yes, sort of. You certainly helped to finish Mary’s transformation. But, I’m afraid it was the formula…”

“Futa Formula!” Karen cried out. “I read about it! God, I’m so dumb! I should have realized.” She dropped to her knees and pushed her fingers into Hailey’s pussy.

“Hey! You oughta ask first!” Hailey giggled.

“She came inside you.” Karen pulled her fingers out and looked at the cum dripping down. “But, you didn’t become a Futanari, so that means this is Futanari - Formula 2. If it was Formula 1, you would have changed too.”

“Very good, Karen,” Gwen said.

Karen smiled wide and stood up, licking the cum from her fingers.

Gwen looked at Mikaela. “It’s okay to come here too, Mikaela. I love you very much.”

Mikaela’s breath caught in her chest. Then she ran to the threesome and hugged them all tight.

“Mmm,” Gwen said. “My girls. My beautiful, good girls.”

Mikaela closed her eyes, the wonderful trigger words touching her, and hugged them tight.

***

Patsy was true to her word: she brought both Diane and Regina off twice with her oral talents.

Diane was overwhelmed by the orgy going on around her. It was hard to concentrate, even while she and Regina were both eating Patsy out.

Patsy was on her hands and knees with Regina lying under her in a 69, sucking her clit. Meanwhile, Diane, on her hands and knees, was holding Patsy’s dark nether lips open and tongue fucking her.

Similar scenes were going on all around them. The floor was a tangle of feminine arms and legs.

Diane felt lips caressing her backside.

She turned slightly.

A beautiful Japanese woman was covering her ass with kisses.

“Hi, what’s your name?” Diane asked.

“Mmm, huh?” The woman asked sleepily. Then she giggled and drove her tongue up Diane’s ass.

“Fuck! Oh, wow!” Diane trembled.

“Don’t stop eating me! I’m so close!” Patsy whined.

“Sorry, Patsy,” Diane whispered. She attacked Patsy’s wet cunt with renewed vigor, enjoying the Asian woman’s anal probing at the same time.

She had never done that before. It felt… naughty.

Diane smiled and fucked Patsy faster.

“Time to go home, Miss Tanaka.”

Diane glanced behind her, her tongue still in Patsy’s cooch.

Heather was standing over the Japanese girl, gently rubbing her back.

“N… N…”

“I know,” Heather soothed. “No one ever wants to leave, but you knew this day was coming.”

Diane groaned as the woman pulled her tongue out.

The Japanese woman stood up, slowly teetering from the weight of her massive tits.

Heather braced her with an arm under her shoulders. “Let me help.”

The woman looked down at Diane and smiled drowsily as Heather walked her out the door.

***

In the farmhouse sub-basement, Hailey lay on her back on the floor working a long pink dildo in and out of her swollen pussy. Her eyes were half closed, lost in an orgasmic fog.

Gwen and Mikaela stood over her watching.

Karen had returned to her studying at the lab table.

Gwen smiled down at Hailey. “She’s very pretty. She’s going to make a great porn star.”

“You want Hailey to do porn?” Mikaela asked.

“Yes. Pretty, innocent looking, she’s every man’s fantasy. Maria Marapova, she’s a White Witch like me, she’s starting a porn studio. Maria is going to take ownership of Hailey in a few days and get her started - of course, when she’s not acting, she’ll be back at Ithaca College. Can’t neglect her studies.”

“Oh… okay.” Mikaela was more than a little upset. She felt responsible for Hailey - which made no sense. Hailey was an adult, she could take care of herself.

“Don’t chastise yourself for caring. That’s a very desirable trait,” Gwen said.

Mikaela jumped. The witch had read her mind.

Gwen squeezed her hand. “No one will ever hurt Hailey.”

“But, if you are going to force her to become a whore…”

Gwen laughed. “I don’t think we’d have to do much forcing, do you?”

Hailey rolled onto her knees and began fucking herself even harder with the rubber cock.

“I… guess not…”

“She’ll stay with you. As a matter of fact, the two of you will be together most of the time.”

Mikaela swallowed. She was going to be a porn star as well apparently.

She shook her head. “What about Karen?”

“What about her?”

“She… I know you told her she was going to be a whore. But, look at her - she’s working so hard.”

Gwen laughed, “Oh, that… she needed motivation. She’s terrified I’m going to make her a mindless bimbo, so she’s trying hard to show me she’s capable of more.” Gwen leaned close and whispered. “I know she is. She’s going to be a doctor. She’ll be trained by Dr. Demona herself if I can arrange it. I need a medical professional here.”

“Oh, that’s… wonderful. I guess.”

Gwen sighed. “But, then there is the question of you.”

“I know. I’m not doctor material.”

“Certainly not - you’re just not nerdy enough. But, my goodness what a whore I could make of you. Those eyes, those cheekbones…”

Tears rolled down Mikaela’s cheeks. She sniffed. “You’re right. I deserve that. I really did bully that girl almost to suicide.”

“But, you’re sorry for that, aren’t you?” Gwen asked.

Mikaela stared into her beautiful eyes. “Yes. I am so sorry.”

Gwen hugged her. “Oh, what do I do with you? A beautiful, smart, strong woman who’s been put in touch with her empathy because I sort of unlocked it.”

Mikaela blinked. “What?”

Gwen winked. “I turned on your empathy. It wasn’t hard.” She wiped away one of Mikaela’s tears. “Still, I suppose you’ll technically be a whore.”

“Technically?”

“Yes. Like me.”

Mikaela stared at her. “Like you?”

“You love them, your friends. You’re brave and smart, and you would fight to protect them both. There are all different sorts of White Witches, but I think those are great qualifications.”

“You’re going to make me like you? With the mental powers and…”

She caressed Mikaela’s face. “You will be a goddess. One of the most powerful creatures on earth. Men and women alike will fall down and worship you. What do you think? I mean you can always be a porn star bimbo instead.” She grinned mischievously.

“I… yeah, I’ll do it.” She licked her lips. “A White Witch.”

“Good, then it’s settled…”

She wrinkled her nose. “You know, it sounds kind of racist. I mean White Witch?”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “It’s the color of the uniform.”

“Still…”

“One more word and you’re doing porn,” Gwen whispered.

“No, no. I’m going to rock the fuck out of white rubber.”

Gwen smiled. “Yes, you will.”

***

Rebecca sat at the kitchen table wearing a white silk blouse and black pencil skirt Alex had brought her.

There was no bra or panties, and the heels Alex had found were far too small for Rebecca.

Alex sat across the table from her, an amused expression on his face.

He didn’t speak, which was somehow more unnerving to Rebecca.

“Thank you. For the clothes.”

“You’re welcome. They look good on you.” He was unabashedly looking at her, admiring her. 

It was chilling. “These belong to your wife, what’s her name? Gwen?”

Alex laughed. “You really are a reporter, aren’t you? Even terrified, you’re looking for a story.”

“Habit.”

“To answer your question? No. They belonged to my first wife.” He looked down at the table. “She’s gone now.”

“What did you do to her?” It felt good to be on the offensive.

His eyes clouded. “I buried her, Miss Tanner. Cancer.”

“I… I’m sorry.”

“Long time ago. Gwen’s clothes wouldn’t fit you, I’m afraid.”

“Why?”

A woman’s voice came from behind her. “Because I’m not quite size eight.”

Rebecca turned.

Gwen stood behind her, towering way over six feet tall in her stiletto boots. Her outfit was blinding, shiny white latex. The leotard had a zipper that ran all the way up from her crotch to her neck. It was unzipped to the middle of her cleavage.

She had the biggest breasts Rebecca had ever seen.

She smiled at Rebecca, full red lips. Her hair was light blonde.

Her eyes were a crystalline green.

Gwen Kincaid wasn’t striking - she was a goddess.

For the first time since the forest, Rebecca felt a rush of lust.

Gwen nodded. “Fight it, Miss Tanner. You can if you try.”

Rebecca blinked. “What?”

“My pheromones. You’ve already become immune to Alex’s, you can fight against mine if you try. Just don’t think about fucking me.”

“I… I’m not… well, I mean, I am now, thank you for that,” Rebecca said with a hint of sarcasm.

Gwen laughed. “You’re honest. I like that.”

“I don’t suppose it would do any good for me to ask you to undo whatever you did to Bear and let us go?”

“Afraid not… what makes you think Bear would want to leave?” Gwen glided around the table.

Alex pushed his chair away from the table and she sat down on his lap, reclining back in his arms.

“You brainwashed him.”

“Yes. And, now he’s happy. Happier than he’s ever been.”

“As a slave.”

Gwen shrugged. “Oh, it was different when he was your slave?”

“What? He wasn’t…”

“Of course, he was. You used him to get what you needed: a hard fuck whenever you needed it and an obedient sidekick.”

Rebecca shook her head. “No, you’re twisting things around.”

“Am I? I looked in his mind. He was madly in love with you and completely without hope. That’s very sad, don’t you think?”

“And, now he’s fake in love with a wacko who is in fake love with him?”

“No, he’s head over heels in love with Heather, and she feels exactly the same about him. It’s all real, and I promise you, even if I changed his mind back to the way it was before, he would choose Heather over you.”

That hurt. Especially because Rebecca knew it was true.

Bear was lost to her.

“Okay,” Rebecca said. “How does this work? You wiggle your nose or something and I turn into a bimbo?”

Gwen laughed. “No, nothing like that. Oh, I could do that if I wanted. But, I don’t want that any more than you do.”

“Then what…”

There was a beeping noise.

Alex pulled a cellphone out of his pocket. He looked at it and then up at Gwen. “Heather. She needs us in the barn - your special project is in recovery.”

Gwen smiled. “Miss Tanner, we’ll finish this discussion later.” She stood up.

“You going to chain me up again?” Rebecca asked.

Gwen seemed to ponder her words for a moment. “Tempting. But, on second thought, you want a story, correct?”

Rebecca bit her lower lip. “Yes.”

“Then come with us.”

***

“Miss Tanaka? Time to wake up,” Heather said.

The Japanese woman’s eyes fluttered open. “Wh… Where am I?”

Heather wiped the woman’s forehead with a cool cloth. “We undid your Hucow procedure.”

“My…” She looked down at her chest.

Madelyn Tanaka now had a beautiful set of DD breasts with perky upturned nipples. “Wow. Jesus! I was afraid…”

“That they’d stay the beach balls you’ve had this week?”

The woman giggled. “Yeah. I was a little worried.” She stretched on the operating table as the back raised and the legs lowered, putting her in a sitting position. “So strange to be able to think clearly again.”

“How do you feel?”

“Rested… very rested.” She was staring intently at Heather’s breasts.

Heather laughed. “Not all the effects will wear off.”

The woman smiled. “May I?”

“Of course,” Heather said.

The woman reached up and caressed Heather’s breasts through the halter top. “I… wow. I feel like I’ve been bi my entire life.”

“Good. We want everything to feel natural for you.”

The door to the operating room opened.

Heather turned and smiled. “Miss Tanaka, this is Gwen and Alex. Do you remember them?”

A third person followed them in.

Heather frowned and then grimaced at Rebecca Tanner.

Gwen looked at her and shook her head.

Heather sighed and nodded.

“No,” the Japanese woman said. “I think I would remember…”

“No, you wouldn’t,” Gwen said as she approached the table. “Miss Madelyn Tanaka, CFO of Nakamura, Ltd.”

“Yes?”

“But, that’s not your real name, is it?” Gwen asked, her green eyes twinkling.

“What? Of course, that’s my…”

“No, your name is Akimi Maru. Graduate of Georgetown with a degree in Political Science. Currently employed by the CIA as a field agent.”

“What?! That’s silly! I’m a CFO…”

“Of a company called Nakamura, Ltd. And, yes, your picture is right there on the website. Everything checks out on your resume,” Gwen said as she leaned close. “Unfortunately, we learned last year that Nakamura, Ltd. is a CIA shell corporation. You are Akimi Maru, and you are a spy.”

The color drained out of the naked woman’s face. “I… don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Enough.” She put two fingers on the woman’s temple. “The truth. You will answer all my questions truthfully.”

She gritted her teeth. “My… name… is…”

“Yes?”

“Akimi Maru,” Akimi groaned. “Look, bitch, the agency is expecting me back today. There’ll be a strike team here by sundown to take all you sick fucks out.”

“Oh, they’ll get you back shortly. But, I doubt they would send in a strike team in any event - but kudos for fighting to lie.” Gwen nodded over her shoulder. “May I present Rebecca Tanner from WNYC. Miss Tanner, why would you say the CIA won’t lift a finger to save Akimi?”

Rebecca sighed. “The CIA is prohibited from conducting an operation on US soil. They’re in deep shit if this is exposed.”

Akimi glanced nervously around the room.

“Surely you knew the risks before accepting this mission?” Gwen asked. “So many others have failed before you.”

Akimi nodded.

“Others?” Rebecca asked.

Alex nodded. “CIA, FBI, Defense Intelligence, NRO - and that’s just domestic. We’ve had Interpol, British Intelligence, French Intelligence…”

“Canadian Intelligence,” Heather continued. “And, the FSB - that’s Russian Intelligence. Not to mention the Chinese…”

Gwen laughed. “We’ve even had elements of the Vatican Swiss Guard - sent one man back to Rome with a nice bouncy set of tits. The Pope wasn’t amused.”

“The government knows about you and they’re doing nothing?!” Rebecca asked.

“Told you there was a story,” Alex said.

***

In their bed on the second floor of the farmhouse, Jason spooned Lisa as she sobbed.

“Hey,” He said. “Come on now.”

He held her as she shook.

When he had found her crying in their bedroom, he had removed her clothes and his own before putting her on the bed.

Sex. Typical man, she thought.

But, when he had gathered her into his arms and comforted her instead of trying to fuck her, his body pressed warmly against her back, as he whispered soothing words to her, she realized there was more to her mate than she realized.

She wasn’t just another set of holes to use.

And, that unconditional love was something she had never known from a boyfriend.

There was a bond between them. Maybe not a bond they chose, but a bond nonetheless.

“She hates me, Jason.”

He kissed the back of her neck. “No, she doesn’t.”

She rolled over, her lips inches from his.

He was smiling at her, warm and loving.

“You didn’t hear her. God, I think she hates both of us…”

Jason laughed gently, his hand stroking her midnight black hair away from her gray eyes. “She doesn’t hate us. She’s confused…”

“But, what we did…”

“What about her? She and Stan were swingers, and I never knew.”

She hugged him tight. “I know, I’m so sorry.”

“Babe, no, you don’t understand. I’m not upset by that.”

She drew away from him slightly. “What!?”

“That’s life. Shit happens. People make… mistakes, I guess. Look at us: our lives have been completely turned upside down - morality is flipped, belief is reversed…”

“We’re evil.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No. We’re not. Yeah, we’ve done some shitty things…”

“I destroyed Stan.”

“Did you? You nudged him toward what he really wanted.”

She rolled her eyes. “That was more than a nudge. And, fuck, Jason, what I did at the adult store? Those poor newlyweds… I ruined their lives.”

He shrugged. “You turned that girl into a were-bimbo or whatever. So what?”

“So what!? I…”

“We’re baby snakes.”

She blinked and stared at him. “Huh?”

He snuggled her closer. “Did you know a lot of poisonous snakes are more dangerous as babies than they are as adults?”

“What does that…”

“Because, an adult snake can control itself. It’s learned to control its venom. A lot of time, they don’t use their venom when they are just trying to protect themselves. Baby snakes, they just strike and squirt venom into anything that threatens them. We’re like baby snakes. We have all this power, but we don’t know how to control it, not yet. We’re going to make mistakes.”

“We know right from wrong!”

“No, we know right from wrong according to humans. Babe, we stopped being human a few days ago.”

“I don’t… Jason, what if she never forgives us?”

He shrugged. “Then she doesn’t. And, we live with that. But, we are gods… I know how nuts that sounds, believe me. But, it’s true. Morpheus says he’s trying to save the world, and we’re part of that. Right or wrong, good or evil, we’re here to save the world. The rest is going to sort itself out.”

“I know all that,” she sighed.

“Yeah? You didn’t need me to mansplain it?” He smiled mischievously.

“Fuck you. I didn’t need a ‘mansplaination’ - but, I did need to talk it through. With you.”

“Because?”

She smiled. “Because I love you, you jerk.”

“I love you too.” He leaned forward and kissed her.

His hands played over her body, tracing the curve of her body. His hand clasped her right buttock and squeezed, pulling her against his stiffening cock.

She wrapped her right leg around his buttocks.

Jason brought his left hand up and caressed her right nipple.

She was wearing the gleaming silver clamps, and he began loosening it.

“Mmm, hey, we’ll get the bed wet,” she whispered.

“I don’t care. I want you all over me.”

She looked at him and nodded.

The clamp came off and her Ambrosia jetted out, wetting his chest.

The jet became a trickle and then a drip as she pressed her big breasts against him, coating them both in her lactation.

He rolled onto his back, carrying her with him.

She smiled down at him as she straddled him, his long, thick cock pressed against his stomach.

His own juices were leaking from him, mixing with hers.

She laughed gently and leaned down rubbing their bodies together, coating them both in their combined moisture.

She sat back up, arching her back, and brushing her dark hair back.

Jason smiled up at her, his hands finding her big breasts.

Lisa moaned as she began to leak more.

She raised her crotch and guided his thick cock inside her.

Lisa sank down and down. She marveled again at his length, his girth. Her body opened and shifted inside.

They were literally made for each other.

Finally, her crotch touched his pelvis, his member implanted in her completely.

Jason slid one hand down and found her clit.

“Unnh,” she whispered, biting her lower lip as she closed her eyes.

“I love it when you do that.”

She opened her eyes and looked down at him. Was there lust in his eyes? Of course, but there was something else. Love.

It had taken her over twenty years and becoming a goddess to find it, but she had.

She teared up, felt them trail down her cheek. They fell on his chest along with her Ambrosia.

“Shh, I know. I feel it too.” He pulled her down. Her lips found his.

He began to move beneath her, each thrust unbelievable in the feelings it caused inside her. 

This was Morpheus’s plan. It had to be. If everyone felt this, even once in their lives - if they could feel this purity of love and lust, there would be no more war, no more greed.

Their tongues explored each other's mouths as Lisa added a rotation of her hips to Jason’s powerful thrusts.

They were one. A goddess and a god.

She screamed in his mouth, an animal sound that said what her words alone could not. She came, her body squeezing him as he continued to move under her, his hands closing around her waist, holding her against him.

She laughed out loud as she felt him throb inside her, his cum finally, wonderfully filling her.

He was still, but she began to ride him again, concentrating on squeezing every drop from him.

Finally, she collapsed on top of him, their bodies slick with sweat and their juices.

***

Akimi Maru, CIA agent, looked miserable strapped into the operating table that had folded into a chair.

She said nothing as the tall, blonde sex goddess smiled down at her.

“I’m surprised they would risk you on a mission with such a low possibility of succeeding,” Gwen said as she caressed the woman’s shoulder.

“What are you going to do to me?” Akimi whispered.

“Hmm,” Gwen said. “Well, if this was an old spy movie, I’d strap you to a table and dissect you with a laser or feed you to my pet shark.”

Akimi grunted a laugh. “Go for it.”

Gwen knelt in front of her chair. “Absolutely not. We’re not going to harm a hair on your head. I really wish you could go back and tell your bosses that we are committed to non-violence. We really are trying to save the world.”

“You’re a fucking nut case,” Akimi said through gritted teeth. “I mean, fuck. Even addled as I was in the milking room, I heard enough to tell me you people make the Mafia look like school children…”

“Yes, heard and saw… that’s your strength isn’t it?” Gwen asked with a smile.

“I… don’t know…”

“Akimi Maru. Physically, so perfect. Trained as a ballet dancer, a gymnast, proficient in eight different languages… but, with one little imperfection. Nothing really. But, the CIA turned that into your greatest strength, didn’t they?”

Akimi’s eyes grew wide.

“What, you didn’t think we would notice?”

Akimi shook her head.

“We knew you were a spy ten minutes after you walked in the door. You confessed it to Heather under the influence of the tea and sonic hypnosis, and she immediately called me in. Oh, I’ve been in your mind, Akimi. I know everything about you.”

Akimi swallowed.

“Extractor, please, Heather.”

“No, don’t!” Akimi whined.

“Shh. This doesn’t hurt. You know that.”

Heather handed Gwen a small metal tube with a suction cup on one end.

Gwen smiled and, using her thumb and index finger, held Akimi’s left eye open. She put the suction cup against it.

“What the fuck!?” Rebecca asked. 

“Don’t worry,” Gwen said. “She does this all the time, don’t you, Akimi?”

Gwen drew back on the instrument. “Her gymnastic career was cut short. Lack of depth perception.”

Akimi’s eye pulled free of its socket.

“For fuck’s sake,” Rebecca whispered.

Gwen held up the instrument with the eye attached.

The eye was glass.

“For the humans, this is high tech.” Gwen explained. “Tell them how you lost it, Akimi.”

She tried to turn her head away. “I fell. There was a stick.”

“Here,” Gwen said. She placed a black eye patch in place over the empty socket.

“Thank… Thank you,” Akimi whispered.

“You’re welcome.” Gwen held up the eye. It was longer than a normal prosthetic. Gwen touched a hidden button on top of the eye and a clear cylinder popped out of the side. “A recording device. It records everything she sees and hears. Everything she experienced while she was here, written to this crystal memory card. Ingenious.”

Gwen set the eye down on the medical cart, and then opened a small box beside it. “Of course, we examined it completely when you arrived. And, we duplicated it.” She held up an identical glass eye.

Akimi gasped.

Gwen smiled. “This one does everything yours does - only we recorded a different video for your masters at the CIA to examine. A rather boring visit to a luxury spa.”

Gwen flipped up the eye patch. “Hold still.” She slid the new eye in place. “When we’re done with you, in a few years? We’ll give you a real eye. We’ll make you complete again, Akimi.”

Gwen took the patch away. 

Akimi once again had two matching eyes.

Gwen stroked her black hair. “Perfect. They’ll never notice the change - but, there are several differences.”

“What differences?” Akimi asked.

“This one records on the crystal medium just as the old one did - but, it also transmits live… and receives. Oh, don’t worry. They’ll never detect the broadcast. It’s decades ahead of what they understand.”

Akimi frowned. “I’ll tell them, you stupid bitch.”

“No, Akimi, you won’t. Because, you’re going to be our agent in the CIA.”

Akimi laughed. “Yeah, fuck you…”

“But, you will be, my good girl.”

Akimi’s body seized. “What… did you… do?”

“What? When I called you my good girl?”

“Aiggh!” Akimi cried out. She squirted as an intense orgasm took hold of her body.

Gwen rubbed the woman’s shoulders as she moaned. “That’s it. I built a new personality for you that first day. It’s been dormant this whole time. It’s active now.”

“N… No! Please!”

“Shh, Akimi, stop fighting and be my good girl.”

“Oh! F… Fuck… Stop!”

“Akimi, you are my good girl, now and forever.”

The woman stopped seizing. She sat staring straight ahead and blinking.

“Talk to me, Akimi,” Gwen whispered gently.

She stared at Gwen’s lips. “Mistress?”

“Yes, darling. It’s me.” Gwen began undoing Akimi’s restraints.

A smile slowly crept across Akimi’s lips. When the last strap was loosened, she slumped forward in Gwen’s arms.

“That’s right, my good girl. You’re going to be mine now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, mistress, now and forever!”

***

The world was upside down for Belynda. Literally, as well as figuratively.

She was doing a handstand in the middle of the white tiled basement floor.

Her new, massive tits, which should have been smothering her, were hanging down only slightly from their position when she was right side up. Firm.

And, sexy as fuck.

She giggled. It turned into a laugh and she bit her lip to keep from waking the sleeping woman who occupied one of the operating tables.

She had been admiring her new body in the mirror and wondered how they would look upside down.

Belynda had always been strong, but never like this.

She wondered idly if she could balance on one hand.

She tried it, lifting her left hand off the floor and shifting her weight to her right palm.

"Holy fuck," she whispered as she held herself motionless as a statue inverted on one hand.

Her eyes sparkled as she flexed her fingers... and supported herself with only her fingertips.

"Madre Dios."

She broke into more giggles as she flexed her right arm, did a single-handed push up. And another. And another.

She didn't break a sweat, didn't waver. Her muscular body flexed and bent.

She pushed down hard with her hand and launched herself into the air, arced her body over in a somersault and landed on her toes.

Belynda spun back around, smiling at herself in the mirror.

Words flashed through her mind - Japanese words she couldn't possibly know, yet she did. Words describing a 'Kata' - an intricate martial arts dance routine.

Her body performed the movements with no aid from her brain, executing shadow punches and spinning roundhouse kicks in the empty room, the only sound the slap of her feet on the floor and the rush of air past her ears.

She finished the routine with tears in her eyes, unable to believe the being she had become.

Not bad for the little girl from Ciudad Juarez whose mother told her she would never be more than a cheap whore.

Clapping.

She whirled around.

Jason and Lisa were standing at the foot of the stairs, looking at her and smiling. They were clapping.

Belynda blushed.

Lisa ran to her, pulling her close. "Amazing! You're amazing, Belynda!"

Belynda laughed. "I... woke up and I was fucking Wonder Woman." She looked past Lisa at Jason. "You did this? For me?"

Jason nodded. "Yes. Alex helped."

"Why? Why did you do this for me?"

Lisa stepped back and looked at her. "Because we love you."

Jason joined them, put his hands on the small of their backs. "And, because I took something away from you. I took your will. I'm sorry. I never meant to hurt you."

"Hurt me!? Are you crazy?! You've given a hell of a lot more than you took. And, I don't know if you've noticed or not, but my will is intact. Yes, I'm bound to you - I love you both, but if you had shown me this? If you had told me I could be this? I would have chosen it. I would have chosen the two of you."

Jason smiled at Lisa and nodded.

She returned the look.

"Jesus, what's a chick got to do to get some fucking sleep around here?" The woman on the other table groaned as she rolled over.

Lisa looked at the woman's face for a moment.

And, then she recognized Mary.

***

Akimi Maru shrugged her new jugs into a white lace bra. It closed in the front, and she honestly couldn't wait until she could amaze some guy by unhooking it and letting those beauties tumble free! She was horny as fuck, which was evidently her new norm. She fumbled with the closure.

"Here, let me," Gwen said as she took the plastic clip and slid it deftly together. "Perfect."

Akimi smiled. I'm totally brain fucked, she thought.

And, she really didn't care.

"You know, they will find the control crystals you inserted in my body when I got here," Akimi said. "They've removed them from the last five operatives that got in here. They'll remove mine too."

Mistress nodded. "I know. We expect that." She began buttoning Akimi's silk blouse. "I'm sorry. I wager they won't remove them near as comfortably as we installed them. But, hopefully they won't realize we've switched out your glass eye."

"I hope not. It won't be pretty if they do - they'll probably vivisect me. Try to figure out how you got inside my head."

Gwen sighed and caressed her face. "If you get scared, even for an instant? Run. Fuck the mission. We want you back, Akimi. To hell with the information."

Akimi smiled. "Yes, Mistress. It's funny, nobody ever gave me that order."

"We're not about sacrifice. We want you, Akimi. The mission comes second. You come first."

Akimi jumped up abruptly and kissed her.

Gwen smiled.

Akimi looked at the floor. "I'm sorry, Mistress. I should have asked first."

Gwen took her delicate chin in her hand and tilted her face up. "Never. You kiss me anytime you like. You are loved, Akimi." She hugged her tight.

Alex put his hand on Gwen's shoulder.

"Oh, Alex, I don't know. Maybe we should keep her here."

"Whatever you want," Alex whispered.

"No!" Akimi said. "I can do it. I'm a good agent, Mistress. I was top of my class. They will never suspect me."

Gwen wiped away a tear. "Promise me? Anything makes you nervous, you leave. Run to the Cuban embassy if you have to. But, come home."

"I will, I promise, Mistress." She slipped on her heels.

Alex kissed her cheek. "Okay, once more: what are your orders?"

"I go back and tell them I saw nothing out of the ordinary, just a high-class spa for the uber rich. I give them the recording. I'll be debriefed, of course. They'll be looking for signs I've been brainwashed, but I can beat any lie detector they throw at me - they trained me! After a few weeks, I'll start looking through files, anything above top secret. Weapons systems, covert ops against the Church, and I'll be looking for information we can use to blackmail the higher ups."

Alex smiled. "Good."

The blonde woman who stayed near the back, Rebecca, was staring at her. "Doesn't it bother you? I mean, you're committing treason."

"No, I'm not."

"You're spying against the US government. That's treason."

Akimi laughed. "I'm saving the world. That's a higher calling."

"Fuck," Rebecca said. "You people are unbelievable."

***

Lisa stared at the woman who had once been Mary.

Her hair had been cropped short and dyed platinum blonde. She was lying on her back on the operating table. Mary looked a decade younger, maybe more. Her breasts were enormous, and she was taller!

She was also tattooed. The word 'WHORE' was tattooed right at her neckline along with other profanity across her torso.

But, the most disturbing change was her attitude - she was relaxed and laid back. Very different from the Mary of a few hours ago.

"What did she do to you?" Lisa asked.

"Shit you wouldn't believe," Mary said with a laugh.

Lisa shook her head. "She told me she wouldn't. She lied. Why would she..."

"Calm down," Mary said. "I wanted it."

Lisa rolled her eyes. "No, we can make you want it."

"I know you can. I know what you did to Stan. That wasn't what she did to me, Lisa."

Lisa took a step back. "How did you know?"

"Gwen told me. It's okay. I forgive you. And, I think he would have wanted it given time. He was always effeminate. Come here, Lisa," Mary said.

Lisa stood beside the table.

"Lift the sheet. But, I want you to know, I wanted this. Okay?" Mary said.

Lisa lifted the sheet.

She gasped at the sight of the long, thick futa cock. "Oh... God."

"What is it?" Jason asked.

Lisa moved to the side.

Jason saw and staggered back. "Jesus!"

Mary shrugged. "Sorry, honey. Stan and I have turned out to be terrible guardians. You'll probably need counseling."

He shook his head and walked back to the steps.

Belynda held his hand.

Mary looked at Lisa and smiled. "I... used it. On some girl from downstairs. I... fucked her till she went off like fireworks."

"Really? How was it?"

Mary laughed. "God, Lisa, it's indescribable. I never understood what it was like for a man, but, Jesus, it's unbelievable. I felt so powerful."

Lisa smiled and then hid the expression.

"No, Lisa, sweetie, it's okay to be happy for me."

"Mary, are you sure?"

She smiled and nodded. "I would never want to go back." She looked down her body as her cock slowly began to rise. "Go on," Mary whispered. "You know you want to."

Lisa sighed. Then she reached down and stroked the veined shaft. "God, it's beautiful."

Mary laughed. "I gotta say, I'm growing fond of it."

Lisa grasped the base and lifted it, exposing the delicate pink pussy beneath. "Glad you still have this."

Mary licked her lips. "Prove it."

Lisa looked over her shoulder at Jason.

"He has to get over it. We all have to get over it, Lisa."

Lisa moaned. She leaned down and gently tongued Mary's wet slit, drawing her tongue up to the thick cock. She slid up and up, tonguing her way to the thick, purple head.

"Mmm, yes, baby, just like that!" Mary groaned.

Lisa kissed the tip and then slathered it with her tongue. She licked her way down once again to Mary's slit and pushed her tongue into her moist depths.

Mary rocked her hips up. "Suck me! Lisa! Please!"

Lisa laughed. She positioned the thick cock at her lips and moaned as she slid it into her mouth.

"Fuck! Oh, fuck, yes!"

Lisa slid down and down, letting the head push into her throat.

She looked over to find Jason staring.

He started to turn away, but Belynda stopped him. She said something. He turned back to watch as Belynda knelt down and unzipped his jeans, freeing his stiffening cock.

Lisa smiled, seeing Belynda kneeling, naked, her heart shaped ass like a bronze statue's as she deepthroated Jason while she deepthroated Mary.

"God, Lisa! Yes!"

Lisa reached up and stroked Mary's big breasts as she sucked her futa cock.

The woman was thrusting her hips, trying hard to fuck Lisa's mouth.

"Please, baby, come up here, I need you!" Mary begged.

Lisa laughed and climbed onto the operating table. She raised her rubber skirt to her waist, exposing her bare pussy. She straddled Mary, but then the older woman took control.

She positioned her hard cock against Lisa's nether lips and thrust, impaling her on the big cock.

"Aiggh!" Lisa cried out as the huge cock filled her. "Just like... oh, God, just like Jason's!"

Lisa was in heaven as Mary pawed at her breasts, popping open the clasp and setting them free.

The empty operating table beside them creaked.

Belynda was leaning over the other table, facing Lisa and smiling.

Jason was behind her, his jeans discarded.

He thrust forward.

"Ay, si, mi amor."

He was balls deep in her ass, his balls slapping against her swollen pussy.

Beneath Lisa, Mary groaned, “Never… dreamed it… would be like this?” 

Lisa was breathing hard. She shook her head. “So… good…”

Mary laughed and rolled, putting Lisa on her back.

Mary’s thick cock was still firmly in place as she came up on her feet. She spun Lisa around so that she lay crossways on the table. Her head hung off the edge of the table.

She watched Belynda’s beautiful smile as Mary pounded into her.

Lisa wrapped her long legs around Mary’s waist.

“Tell me you want my cock, Lisa,” Mary whispered.

“God, yes! I want your big, beautiful cock! Mary, I love you!” Lisa screamed back.

“Fuck, going to…” Mary said as her movements became short and stiff.

“Yes! Cum in me! Oh, God, Mary, fill me up!”

Jason groaned and pulled his cock out of Belynda’s ass.

The beautiful amazon jumped off the table and knelt in front of him, jacking his cock and aiming it at her face.

Jason erupted, coating her face and breasts in cum.

At the same time, Mary laughed and her futa cock began to throb inside Lisa’s pussy.

She felt it spurt inside her, and she ground her crotch against Mary, wanting it deep inside.

***

The threesome of Alex, Gwen, and Rebecca stood outside the barn and watched as Akimi Maru drove her white Tesla slowly down the gravel drive.

Alex squeezed Gwen’s hand. “It will be okay.”

Gwen watched until she could no longer see Akimi’s smiling face.

Then she laid her head on Alex’s shoulder. “Tell me again. Tell me we had to send her out.”

“We did, my love. What she’s doing is vital.”

Rebecca looked at Gwen and shook her head. “Really? You honestly want to stand here and try to tell me you are that upset? You barely know that woman. Is this just an act for my benefit? Because, you can forget it - I’m not buying it. You’re crazy sociopaths, the lot of you.”

Gwen recoiled as if she had been slapped. The shock soon disappeared, and she stared into Rebecca’s eyes. “The Akimi Maru who came here? No, I didn’t know her. Not Really.” She pointed down the drive as the Tesla disappeared in the treelined curve. “But, that Akimi Maru? The one who just left? I made her. She’s not some robot. She’s part of me, and she’s taking a little piece of my soul with her. She’s brave and she’s noble and, goddamn it, I love her!” Tears streamed down her cheeks and she wiped them away. “Yes, I’m a sociopath, Miss Tanner. I’ve done dark things you can’t even fathom, but I love. And, everything I do is to save this world.”

Rebecca swallowed and looked away. A moment later, she sighed. “You people keep saying that - you’re saving the world?”

“We are,” Alex said. “You don’t understand, I know. But, we are.”

Rebecca stood straighter. “Then make me understand - not with your mind tricks. Explain it to me.”

Gwen nodded. “Okay, Rebecca. Come with us.”

Alex and Gwen walked hand in hand toward the farmhouse.

Rebecca watched for a moment, and then followed.

They climbed the stairs to the porch.

Gwen went inside first, and Alex held the door for Rebecca.

She stepped inside and Gwen turned abruptly, inches from her.

“Sleep,” Gwen said.

Rebecca’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell back into Alex’s arms.

***

Diane Krantz lay on her side on the padded floor.

Patsy was lying behind her, an arm draped across her tummy. Her body was warm and soft against Diane’s back.

Regina was lying on her side facing Diane, gently stroking Diane’s short, black hair. Regina smiled, her full red lips inches from Diane’s.

All around them, the orgy continued. Moans and groans, laughs, cries of orgasm. This was the ambient music provided by the women they shared the room with.

Diane shifted and a dull ache in her big breasts caused her to wince.

Regina smiled weakly in sympathy. “Titties starting to hurt?”

Diane shifted more and the ache subsided slightly. “Yes. Is that normal?”

Regina nodded. “You need to express.”

“Huh?”

“Express. Lact… lactate? Is that the word?”

“Lactate? You mean like breast milk?!” Diane’s eyes grew wide.

Regina laughed. “Of course, silly. Our titties make Am… Ambrosia? I think they call it that.”

“They… they never said anything about that!” Diane started to panic. Lactation? They never said she would lactate!

“Oh, don’t worry. Just for the week. When your titties get smaller, you’ll stop,” Regina soothed. “It doesn’t hurt when they milk you. It actually feels…”

“Wonderful,” Patsy whispered behind her and snuggled closer.

“It makes you cum,” Regina added.

“Really?” Diane asked.

“Mmm, hmm,” Patsy whispered in her ear.

“They use the Ambrosia for something. Experiments of some kind,” Regina said. “You ache when it is close to time for milking.”

A wave of pain went through her immense breasts. “Ow, how… long until…”

“At least another two hours. You’ll feel ready to burst by then.”

“Oh, God, I feel that way now!” Diane groaned.

Patsy licked her ear, sending shivers down Diane’s spine. “Fucking helps.” She reached down and gently stroked Diane’s clit.

“Unnh,” Diane ground her crotch against Patsy’s fingers. “How can I be… horny again? I feel like I have fucked non-stop since I got here!”

Patsy laughed and slid her middle finger into Diane’s pussy. “Sex drive. Amped up. Don’t you like it?”

Diane licked her lips. “Of course, but…”

“Shh, stop thinking. Just enjoy,” Regina whispered. She stroked Diane’s clipped nipples.

“Ooo,” Diane whined. The ache in her tits combined with the erotic touch of her two new girlfriends was driving her body insane.

It felt like she was gushing lube from her twat.

Patsy laughed. “She squirted, Regina! She didn’t even cum, just squirted.” She held her fingers in front of Diane’s face.

The clear liquid dripped from Patsy’s fingers.

Regina opened her mouth and sucked the fingers clean.

Then she smiled and ground her lips against Diane’s, making her taste her own juices.

Delicious! Her pussy clenched and throbbed.

Regina pulled her lips from Diane’s. But an instant later, Patsy was pushing her tongue deep inside Diane’s mouth.

Regina giggled. “God, doesn’t she taste good?”

“Mmm,” Patsy moaned into Diane’s mouth, her tongue pushing deep.

Regina returned to stroking Diane’s nipples. “Don’t worry, Diane. We’ll make you feel all better.”

Diane let them roll her onto her back.

Patsy’s lips remained glued to hers, as Regina slid down between Diane’s legs and began to gently kiss and lick her cunt.

Heaven, Diane thought. I’m in heaven!

***

An hour later, Patsy had gotten up, leaving Diane and Regina to snuggle in the tangle of moaning women.

"8467... come on, think!" Patsy was squatting in front of a door at the far end of the hucow 'orgy' room.

Diane giggled. Patsy's ass was a darling heart shape, and, from behind with her legs spread, it was absolutely gorgeous. Why didn't I ever notice how beautiful women are before? Diane thought. "Patsy? What are you doing?"

Patsy waved her hands. "Shh! I almost have it. Goddamn it, think!"

Suddenly she clenched her fists. "Yes!" She reached out and tapped a code into the keypad on the door. "84675! Take that hucow brain!"

The door buzzed and clicked. It yawned open and Patsy was knocked on her shapely ass by a naked man who burst into the room and dropped on top of her.

She went into gales of laughter as he maneuvered his long, thick shaft between her widespread legs. 

She bent her head back and smiled upside down at Diane. "Girl can't live on cooch alone. I need some meat!"

The dazed looking man between her legs thrust with his hips and sank balls deep into Patsy who went into a fit of giggles.

Men were pouring through the door, climbing over top of each other to get to the women.

A tall man with brown hair stepped over women who were desperately trying to pull him down. He was making straight toward where Diane was reclining on Regina's lap.

His cock was already half hard and he was jerking it as he smiled down at her.

"Chas, Diane. Diane, Chas," Regina laughed.

"Umm, Hi..."

He dove between her thighs, his lips finding her clit and sucking it in.

Regina chuckled. "Hey, she's had enough tongue. Give it to her the right way!"

"What?" Diane mumbled. "No, I don't even know..."

"Of course you don't know him, silly. That's what makes it fun!" Regina laughed. She leaned down and kissed her.

Diane felt her knees being spread by strong hands.

And, then he was on top of her, lips tugging on one of her nipple clamps as his cock slid deep inside her.

"Ooo! Fuck!" Diane squealed as Regina sat up and stroked the man's hair.

"Isn't he pretty? He's my favorite... although..."

Diane was jostled as a man snatched Regina away and carried her away on his strong, broad shoulders.

Regina blew her a kiss as she was hauled into the corner.

A moment later, Regina was on her knees taking the stranger's cock doggy style.

Chas raised his head from her tingling nipple and smiled.

"Can you talk?" Diane asked as he began to thrust inside her.

He shook his head.

Diane bit her lip, and then threw her head back and laughed. "Good! Just fuck me."

She locked her legs around his thrusting hips.

***

Rebecca blinked and sat up. She was sitting at the kitchen table. She could smell something cooking. "Huh? What happened?"

Gwen knelt beside her. "You fainted. You poor thing, you haven't had anything to eat since yesterday."

Rebecca stared into Gwen's sparkling eyes. "Fainted?"

Gwen touched her hand. "Yes. Alex carried you here. You've been face down on the table."

Rebecca's mind cleared and she jumped in the seat. "Oh, fuck! What did you do to me?!"

Gwen laughed and shook her head. "Nothing. I promise. I didn't touch your mind at all."

Rebecca was shivering. "You're... telling me the truth?"

Gwen nodded. "Yes. Your will is intact. No mind games."

Alex brought a plate from the stove. He set it in front of her along with a glass of orange juice.

On the plate was a delicate omelet with mushrooms, cheese, and green onions.

"Hope you like onions."

"Yes, they're fine." Rebecca's mouth watered. Was Gwen telling her the truth? Did she really faint from hunger? She picked up the fork.

And, then she stopped and stared at the omelet.

Gwen laughed. "Oh, for heaven's sake! It's not drugged, Rebecca. Just eggs and cream and cheese and veggies. The orange juice isn't spiked either."

"How do I know?" Rebecca asked and searched the woman's eyes.

"Rebecca, if I wanted to violate you, I wouldn't need drugs. Now eat." Gwen stood up and leaned back in Alex's arms. "He's a great cook. One of his many talents." She laughed.

Rebecca sighed and began eating. The eggs and the juice were gone in no time.

She really had been starving.

"There? See? No drugs." Gwen said. She stroked Rebecca's hair.

Rebecca started to pull away, but the warmth from the woman was contagious. She allowed Gwen to stroke her hair. "So, what now?" Rebecca asked.

"It's late, we were going to bed." Alex kissed Gwen's neck.

"Oh, okay..."

Gwen stared at her expectantly.

"What?" Rebecca asked.

"Are you coming?"

Rebecca stared at her. "To bed? With the two of you?"

Gwen laughed. "Yes, Rebecca. With the two of us."

Alex snickered. "Stop it, you're scaring her."

"Why? I don't think she's as hung up as she seems."

"Uh, yeah," Rebecca stammered. "I think I'll pass for tonight. Not that it isn't tempting, you know, getting jiggy with a couple of physically enhanced human traffickers? But, I'm kind of beat."

"Okay, suit yourself. We'll just chain you in the basement," Gwen said with a slight smile.

"What?"

"You heard me. What? You're still our captive, no matter how pleasantly we treat you. So, you can come upstairs and sleep on the bed or go downstairs and sleep on the floor. In chains."

"To be candid," Alex said. "We have chains upstairs too..."

"Not the same kind, though," Gwen said and licked her lips. "Your choice: cold basement floor or warm cozy bed?"

Rebecca looked from one of them to the other - she felt like a mouse being played with by two cats.

"Basement," she said.

Gwen rolled her eyes. "God, Rebecca, we're only playing with you. Come upstairs and be comfortable, we won't touch you. I promise." A slow grin spread across her luscious lips. "Unless you want us to."

Rebecca stood up. "Okay. Fine."

Gwen motioned toward the door. "This way."

***

Diane stared up into Regina's pussy - it was dripping with cum as she squatted over Diane's face.

The first long stream of cum touched Diane's lips.

This was never one of her fantasies. Cum was... gross. She liked clean, safe sex with a hastily disposed of condom.

At least, she had liked it before.

Now, she opened her mouth and savored the taste of the white treat that flowed between her lips. Salty and warm, it filled her mouth and she swallowed.

Chas was pumping hard into her pussy. She had lost track of the number of orgasms she had experienced. Her whole body hummed like an engine.

Chas had likewise cum multiple times, each time spurting deep inside her.

As if on cue, he arched his back, penetrated her to the max, and came with a cry.

Regina ground her wet pussy on Diane's lips.

She felt Chas pull out.

She moaned in frustration, but then cried out in muffled delight - Regina was kissing and sucking her creampied pussy.

"What the fuck!?" A loud voice said.

Diane bent her head back.

The cowgirl, Heather, was standing in the room with her hands on her hips. "You little bitches! Which one of you let the boys out?"

Nobody made a sound.

Finally, Patsy, who was deepthroating a large cock, burst out in gurgling laughter.

Heather pointed at her. "Patsy! I should have known. Now I have to change the code, you naughty thing. I might just spank you."

Patsy pulled the guy's dick out of her mouth and pointed it at Heather. "Totally fucking worth it."

Heather broke down and laughed. "All right, you sluts. Milking time. Boys, make yourselves useful and help the girls into the room."

Regina spun around on top of Diane, her big breasts mashing against Diane's. Chas's cum was dripping from her lips. "You're gonna love this!" And, then she kissed her.

***

The bedroom didn’t look like it actually belonged in the farmhouse. For one thing, it was huge. From what Rebecca could tell, they had removed four bedrooms on one side of the hall and made one huge master suite.

The attached bathroom was bigger than most living rooms, with a glass and tile shower big enough for a small group of people. The shower was running, and Rebecca could see the naked forms of Alex and Gwen through the mist covered shower glass.

The bed itself was four king sized beds pushed together in a two by two grid.

Rebecca sat on a low padded bench in front of the bed.

There was no way she was getting anywhere near the mattresses - she figured they had seen a lot of action, regardless of the fact they appeared spotlessly clean.

Of course, the bench had probably seen a lot of action as well.

Alex emerged from the bathroom, rubbing himself with a towel.

Rebecca tried to look away.

It was difficult. He wasn’t unattractive. As a matter of fact, he was very much ‘not’ unattractive.

She had always liked guys who were taller than her and muscular.

Alex ticked off both boxes: he was immensely tall with almost no body fat on his tanned, muscular body. His muscles were incredibly defined. His muscles appeared to have muscles of their own.

He had no hair whatsoever on his body.

He turned around and returned to the bathroom, the towel thrown over his shoulder.

She looked at his ass, pulled her eyes away, and then looked again. Something was…

Holy fuck.

She could see his sack and cock hanging down through the gap in his muscled thighs. 

It wasn’t possible.

Nobody looked like that.

His balls were the size of peaches and his cock hung limp almost to his knees.

He stopped in midstride.

She looked up from his ass.

He was looking over his shoulder at her with a smile.

She quickly glanced away.

“It’s okay, Rebecca. You can look. We don’t hide ourselves here.” He turned.

She glanced toward him.

He was still smiling, his thick cock and heavy balls on prominent display.

He grasped the base of his dick and it swelled, rising slowly. “We have a drug - it’s injected in the penis and causes it to grow. There are other changes - vascular dilation to increase blood flow. Our hearts become stronger.”

She watched as his cock grew and grew. “How…”

“Seventeen inches.”

“Why on earth would anyone want to be that big?”

Alex laughed. “Well, ask any guy and they’ll tell you. Just like women with their breasts, every guy wants to be huge. It’s an animal response.” He stroked himself gently and the plum sized head began to expand, the huge piss slit dilating. Clear precum began to stream down.

“But, you couldn’t possibly put that in a woman, could you?” He wasn’t even completely hard, and Rebecca thought it would have split her in two.

“They’re not the only ones who get modified.” Gwen emerged from the shower dripping wet.

In a perfect world, all women would be able to look like her when they stepped out of the shower. Her hair was wet, but her makeup was perfect.

And, her body was perfect - if you were an insane man with a bimbo fetish.

She was tall and fit, but with a wide heart shaped ass, a tiny burlesque waist and the biggest breasts Rebecca had ever seen.

“How does your makeup work? You just got a shower.”

Gwen smiled. “Watch.” She stared at Rebecca intently.

Her eyeshadow was a light pink. Slowly it became an iridescent blue. Then it became shades of gray with an Egyptian wing eyeliner and black lipstick.

“How…”

“They’re like LEDs under our skin. We can control them by thought. Not just makeup, either.”

Tattoos slowly appeared on Gwen’s flawless skin. They were pornographic images of Gwen performing sex acts with multiple men and/or women. She turned and winked. In gothic letters across her shoulder blades were the words Gushing Gash Gwen. “God, I fucking hate that name.” The tattoos faded away, leaving her with perfect skin once again. “I’m whore caste, so technically, I have to have a whore name.”

“Which she never goes by,” Alex added.

“Would you? I mean Hard Fucking Alex is much better than Gushing Gash Gwen.” Gwen toweled herself briefly, and then left the towel in the bathroom.

She didn’t walk so much as glide into the bedroom. Her hips swiveled and her breasts swayed majestically. She sat down on the bed and drew her long legs up to her big breasts, her back against the headboard.

Gwen smiled at her. “I know this all seems so strange to you.”

“Yeah, that’s an understatement.”

Alex walked past her, his cock now rock hard. He climbed over Gwen and sat down beside her, his thick cock pointing straight up.

Never taking her eyes off Rebecca, Gwen reached over and idly began stroking him. “Join us, if you want.”

Alex leaned his head back and closed his eyes.

“No. I’m sorry, but you people are too weird for me.”

Gwen laughed and loosened her grip on Alex’s dick.

She leaned forward and lay on her stomach, her big breasts supporting her on the soft bed. “Are you a prude, Rebecca?” She asked with a smile.

Alex reached out and began to knead Gwen’s buttocks in his strong hands.

“No. I just… threesomes aren’t my scene.”

“Ah, yeah, they weren’t mine either. I was a Jehovah’s Witness - did you know that?”

“Yes, everyone knows that. Of course, the world thinks you disappeared.”

“Well, I guess in a way, the old Gwen did disappear. Alex abducted me, along with my fiancé and his sister-in-law.”

“Where are they?”

“My fiancé lives in Cuba, an accountant or something. He’s very happy. My sister-in-law lives there too - she’s a whore. Very beautiful, giggly, and also happy.”

Rebecca frowned. “She’s a sex slave?”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “It’s not that simple.”

Rebecca pointed at Alex. “How can you lie there in bed with… him? He took you against your will.”

“He did. It’s true. And, then…” She rose up on her knees, cupping her huge breasts. “He did this to me. Made my breasts huge, sculpted me, made me grow taller. He sterilized me, heightened my senses, made me stronger, gave me a libido that would exhaust any man or woman. He promised me immortality as a tall, blonde goddess with a mind that could reshape reality any way I saw fit. He literally offered to turn me into a god, Rebecca. And, he let me decide.”

Rebecca cringed. She felt fingers moving in her brain. “Don’t… do that.”

“I’m only touching you. Nothing else. You just need to understand what I am.” She turned toward Alex, caressing his face. “In the end, he let me decide.” She turned back to Rebecca. “And, I begged him to fuck me, to make me one of the most powerful beings on earth.”

***

Diane followed Regina into the next room. It was hard to walk upright being so ridiculously top heavy. Her balance was totally off, and she found herself leaning too far forward or staggering backward with every step.

These things were heavy!

Regina steadied her several times. The big blonde was much more accustomed to the excess boobage.

She found herself more and more looking for Regina’s big eyes in the crowd of women. The color of her hair, the smell of her.

Something was different in Diane, not only physically, but mentally. And, it went beyond just bisexuality.

As long as she could remember, she and every other woman she had never known had been competitive. Her mind was her advantage in the never-ending struggle for dominance. There was a time when she would have felt inadequate in a room with Regina, who was drop dead gorgeous with or without the freaky fun bags.

But, now? There was no competition, no pecking order, no jealousy - she wasn’t comparing herself to everyone in the room, ranking herself subconsciously. She felt completely drawn to Regina and Patsy, completely turned on by them both.

Looking around, she saw that all of the women in the room were laughing and smiling, snuggling, caressing.

Whatever had been done to them went beyond just making them more sexual - they were a sisterhood. Her heart was bursting with affection.

Likewise, the men seemed to be less competitive with each other.

They were completely focused on the woman or women they were pleasing, no puffing out of chests or bravado or arguments over who got who in the orgy room.

It was as if a billion years of evolution had been erased. The people in the room were devoted to making everyone feel good, no competing to be the alpha male or female.

The milking room was large and stark white.

Odd contraptions made from chrome pipes were arranged in a row across the floor.

The steel frames were open slightly.

“Okay, Diane, I’ll help you,” Regina said. “Get on all fours, okay?”

Diane nodded as she dropped to her hands and knees.

Regina knelt and put her hand on Diane’s ass, guiding her between the open sides of the nearest chrome frame.

The frame closed gently on her sides, holding her in place with her back arched and her ass raised slightly.

It wasn’t uncomfortable at all - the pipes were warm.

Diane relaxed and found the frame supported her.

Her big breasts were hanging down.

The ache was constant.

The frame beside her hissed as Regina was closed into it.

She smiled at Diane. “Don’t worry, it doesn’t hurt. As a matter of fact, it’s wonderful.”

The other women were all climbing into their frames as the men stood and admired them, stroking themselves.

Looking over her shoulder, she saw Chas wink at her.

Regina giggled. “He likes you. He’s definitely going to fuck you as soon as you’re hooked up.”

“You… really think he likes me?” Her tummy fluttered. She felt giggly and girlish. She was dripping from the knowledge Chas wanted her.

“Of course, that short black hair and those amazing eyes? He’s completely turned on by you. You’re his type.”

“How do you know that?”

Regina laughed and shook her head. “Because we like the same type, silly.”

Diane jumped as someone stroked her left breast.

Heather smiled at her as she gently squeezed her tit. “Poor thing. It’s always painful when you’re waiting the first time. You’ll feel great in a minute, and then you’ll crave the ache - because the ache means we’re going to milk you soon.”

Diane smiled.


Heather held up a shallow funnel attached to a black hose that snaked along the floor to a tank on the wall. “You understand what this does?”

Diane nodded. “It’s going to pump my breast?”

“Yes. Now, I’m going to release your clamp and put the funnel on really quick, so we don’t lose a drop. I’m going to warn you, you’ll probably cum. Hard. And, you’ll most likely squirt - don’t be embarrassed! Everybody does, and it turns the bulls on. Be proud of it, okay?”

Diane swallowed. “Yes.”

“Ready?”

Diane nodded.

Heather touched a black ring on her finger to the side of the clamp.

Fireworks went off behind Diane’s eyes. She didn’t cry out - she wailed as her body was wracked by a hard orgasm. She felt like she had peed as her squirt jetted onto the clean white floor.

She felt the milk spurt from her nipple directly into the funnel that immediately grabbed onto her breast and began rhythmically sucking. “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, my God!”

“Mmm, that’s right. See? You like it?”

“Unnh! Yes! God!”

She almost passed out when the second suction cup went on her other breast.

Heather laughed gently and stroked her back. “You know, I spend a day or two in here myself occasionally.” She held up a barcode scanner and it beeped as she aimed it at Diane’s new tattoo: the barcode on her ass. “That’s to keep track of your output - I’ll bet we get four gallons per day from you.”

Diane was hyperventilating.

“Shh, relax,” Regina said as she waited patiently to be hooked up herself.

Heather nodded behind Diane. “Go ahead, she’s ready.”

Diane looked at her sleepily.

“The bulls make you produce more,” Heather said as she stood up.

She felt Chas’s strong hands on her waist. “Yes! Oh, God, yes, Chas!”

His big cock filled her, and she laughed as his thick balls slapped against her clitty.

“Goddamn! Fuck! Oh, fuck! Stud me! Make me cum!” Diane cried, her mind clouding as she became something primal and animal under the control of the machine and Chas.

Regina joined her in babbling a moment later, her own breasts being suckled while a hard stud found her pleasure buttons.

Diane’s mind went blank as the world became a white, puffy cloud where the only thing that mattered was her.

***

What unnerved Rebecca more than anything was how the naked couple on the bed seemed focused on her as they lounged. It was like they were waiting for something.

Gwen just smiled and Alex seemed to be appraising her with his gaze.

“You don’t like being looked at?” Gwen asked finally.

“I don’t like being leered at.”

Alex laughed. “I’m sorry. You’re very beautiful, and I’m not used to controlling my gaze.”

Rebecca looked away. The worst thing was that, though she was disgusted by their attention, her body was responding - her nipples were hard under the silk blouse and she knew she was moist between her legs.

Rebecca cleared her throat. “I… so, Morpheus, this god or whatever he is, his plan is to make sure everyone is sexually satisfied, basically by turning half the population into sex workers?”

“Essentially,” Gwen said. “If you take away sexual frustration, you lower aggression.”

“Interesting theory,” Rebecca said. “And, a great deal, unless you’re the girl who gets turned into the brainless bimbo.”

“Oh, men as well. We have male sluts in addition to female. We create shemales and sexually augmented males - we’re equal opportunity in our perversion,” Gwen said with a lascivious grin.

“But, mostly female?”

“For the most part. Men are responsible for most of the aggression in the world thanks to all that testosterone. There’s more need for females for sexual release. It’s not chauvinism, it’s necessity.”

“So, you’d make me into a whore?”

“No.”

Rebecca frowned. “No?”

Gwen shook her head. “Oh, you’re amazingly beautiful, stunning actually. My mate can’t take his eyes off you.”

Rebecca blushed.

Gwen laughed. “No, don’t be embarrassed. Alex and I explore each other and others.”

“But, we love each other,” Alex added.

“And, we have more love to share,” Gwen said, correcting him.

Alex rolled his eyes.

Gwen looked adoringly at Alex. “My husband is deeply devoted to me, and for some reason he doesn’t think there is room in his heart for others. He’s wrong.”

“Another time,” Alex whispered.

“Yes, but soon,” Gwen said.

Rebecca looked from one of them to the other. The power dynamic was complicated here. He was a ‘whoremaster’ but this ‘white witch’ was at least his equal. The way she had him wrapped around her finger almost made it appear they weren’t quite equals.

“What are you going to do to me?” Rebecca asked.

“What do you want?” Gwen answered quickly.

Rebecca snorted. “To leave this house, go back to Manhattan, and expose the lot of you.”

Gwen shook her head. “You couldn’t even if we let you go.”

“Oh, yes I would.”

“No, darling. You can’t talk about this to anyone, not the authorities, not your boss, no one. I placed a block on your mind.”

“You what?!”

Gwen nodded. “Downstairs when I first met you. You couldn’t betray us to the authorities if you tried. You’d simply not be able to communicate - it would be very frustrating. But, no, you can’t betray us. It’s impossible.”

Rebecca stared at her wide eyed.

“Again, what do you want, Rebecca?”

Rebecca seethed with anger. “I want to be a good reporter and tell my fucking story, you bitch!”

Gwen nodded. “Yes. That’s part of it. You’re a very gifted reporter. But, what you really want is recognition. A Pulitzer. You want to be respected, adored even. You want to be famous, a household name on the nightly news.”

Rebecca blinked. “Yes, of course…”

“We can give you that. All of that. And more.”

Rebecca stared at her. “Fuck you. I won’t be some mind controlled…”

“No, you won’t. You will be you, and you will be one of us. If you agree.”

Rebecca shook her head. “And, if I don’t agree?”

“We let you go, with the brain block in place. You will never be able to tell your story. It might drive you mad over time. You will continue to toil away as a small person in a big network, praying for another career making story.”

“Fine. I’ll take my chances, there will be plenty of other stories…”

“No. There won’t be,” Gwen said as she stood up from the bed. “In a few years, a decade at most, the Church will make its final move. It will conquer every nation on earth, starting with the United States. You will not be free to choose, Rebecca. There will be no more network, no more news. No more reporters. The Sisters of Morpheus will look at you and decide your fate - most likely as a common street whore. You’ll suck cock and take it in the pussy and ass from anyone who wants you.”

Rebecca was trembling. The blouse and skirt seemed tight on her body. “No. You’re wrong. People will fight…”

“And, they will lose. Rebecca, this has been in the works for over fifty years. They’re playing a long game, longer than you can imagine. And, oh my dear, if they set the White Witches like me loose on the public? The war will be over faster than you can dream.”

There was something in Gwen’s eyes. Sadness. She wasn’t being threatening, she was just as terrified by what was coming as Rebecca.

And, more, she was concerned for Rebecca in the coming madness.

Gwen smiled and nodded. She knelt in front of Rebecca. “It’s hard to explain. I don’t even understand it myself. But, Rebecca, you belong with us. I’ve felt it before. Just today, I felt it with Akimi. I’m in love with her.” She reached out and stroked Rebecca’s hair. “And, I’m in love with you.”

Rebecca blinked and shook her head. “No. No, I'm sorry… wait, fuck that, I’m not sorry. You people are psychotic!”

Gwen smiled and stood up. “I know. You belong with us, and I could make you want that - but, I won’t, Rebecca. It needs to be your choice.” She turned and nodded at Alex. “The same way it was my choice to be with Alex. Forever.”

He smiled at her.

She turned and looked down at Rebecca. “So, that’s your choice, Rebecca. Go back to the world and wait for the inevitable, slave away for what you desperately want, but which will not last if it comes at all.”

Gwen held out her hand. “Or, take my hand. I will make you immortal, I will love you until the end of time. You will be safe in the coming storm. Young and beautiful forever. You will have your fame, your recognition. Maybe even your Pulitzer. And, when the dust settles, you will be a part of the Professional Caste with all the benefits that go along with it. I promise you love and lust and happiness.”

Rebecca stared at the woman’s hand.

She looked down.

The buttons of Rebecca’s blouse were straining, her breasts threatening to break free, and her skirt felt like it was going to split.

Realization came over Rebecca like a wave. “Oh, Jesus, what the fuck did you do to me?”

“You didn’t faint. Downstairs? I put you to sleep with a thought. We carried you downstairs. Everyone helped to undress you. We touched and kissed and caressed your entire body…”

“No.”

“Everyone was amazed by you. Your strong muscles, your beautiful face…”

“Goddamn you!”

“We processed you using slow acting meds. Your breasts are going to be a very pert DD, with a tiny waist and beautiful, full hips. You’re growing, legs lengthening along with your spine - you’ll be almost six feet tall. We changed you inside as well, surely you’re feeling the heightened sex drive by now?”

“But… But, you said…”

Gwen loomed over her. “I said I wouldn’t brainwash you, and, other than the block, I haven’t. I never said I wouldn’t make you more beautiful.”

The top button of the blouse gave way, falling to the wooden floor and rolling against the bed.

Rebecca sobbed.

“Shh, let me,” Gwen whispered. She knelt and gently undid the buttons, letting her big breasts free.

“That’s why… you were both staring.” Rebecca whispered as Gwen gently cupped her breasts.

“Yes, it was so wonderful, watching you blossom, seeing you transform before our eyes. I cried at one point.” Gwen helped her to her feet.

Rebecca was dizzy - she was now several inches taller than when she entered the room.

Gwen reached behind her and zipped the skirt down. It was hard to push them over her hips, but Gwen was gentle and patient, and eventually the skirt pooled around her ankles.

Gwen caressed Rebecca’s shoulder and turned her gently.

There was a mirror on the wall behind her.

Rebecca stared at her naked reflection, her new curves fully formed, her legs long and supple. Her tummy was firm and flat.

Gwen turned her around to face her. “I am not lying to you. I love you. I will always love you. And, isn’t that all you’ve ever really wanted? Love? Unconditional love that lasts forever.”

Tears rolled down Rebecca’s cheeks. “I… I’m so confused.”

Gwen nodded and began to cry herself. “I know. Believe me, I know. I promise you happiness and fulfillment and everything your heart could ever desire. Take my hand, Rebecca.”

Rebecca searched the woman’s eyes, looking for any sign of betrayal.

There was none.

There was only love.

Gwen smiled. “He loves you too. He won’t admit it. He thinks he’s betraying me. But, he’s not.” She turned and looked at Alex. “Tell her, Alex. Please.”

Alex sighed. “Yes. I love you too, Rebecca. Forever.”

Rebecca swallowed. A life filled with love as a monster. No more loneliness. Versus a life of virtue and obscurity.

She reached out and took Gwen’s hand. “Yes. God help me. Yes.”

***

Chas erupted inside Diane’s pussy. How many times now? She had lost count. He would cum, stumble away and drink from a hose that hung down from the ceiling.

A moment later he would return to her, his cock hard once again.

And, he would take her, harder and faster than she had ever experienced.

She was as one with him, with the animal that lived inside her, with the machine that sucked the liquid from her breasts.

All memory of stress was erased from her consciousness. Was this what the Buddhists meant when they said to ‘live in the moment’? Or, was this a state of Nirvana far beyond anything they could have achieved?

She dozed for a moment, exhausted but so happy in her orgasmic fog.

“Help her,” Heather said.

And, Regina was there, smiling. “Yeah, I know just how you feel.” She gently pulled the suction cups from Diane’s nipples.

“I… love you,” Diane whispered.

Regina smiled and laughed.

“And, Chas! I love Chas!” Her words were slurred, she felt drunk.

The milking frame opened up and Regina helped her stand.

She leaned her head back and looked into Regina’s beautiful eyes. “Yes, please.”

Regina smiled. “Please what?”

“You know.”

Regina nodded.

She bent her head down and kissed Diane. It was loving and tender, Regina’s breath was sweet and hot.

“Come on, honey. Bath time.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful!” Diane breathed.

She leaned against Regina as she led her into a steaming shower room.

***

I’m not actually going to do this, Rebecca thought. Am I?

But, she already knew the answer to that question as she stood, Gwen embracing her from behind, big breasts pressed into her back.

And Alex in front of her, his strong, muscled arms embracing them both. His hard cock was pressed against her stomach, stretching all the way up between her now enormous breasts.

His mouth was on hers, and it was the hottest kiss of her life, made even more so by the gentle butterfly kisses on the back of her neck from Gwen.

She was swimming in their combined pheromones, if her lovers were to be believed. Pheromones that she too was now producing.

No longer human. The thought passed through her mind.

She was no longer a human being. Was she more or less?

Fingers running up the inside of her thigh from behind - Gwen, caressing the space between her pussy and anus, sliding forward to caress her now completely bare cunt.

Fingers in front gently massaging her clit - Alex, finding her nubbin with no effort at all. In her life, no man had ever been so knowing, so gentle.

Tears flowed down her cheeks. She was like a bride on her wedding night, but she was also something darker. A monster made of lust.

Gwen was in her mind, gentle fingers of thought caressing her deepest memories. The pleasures and pains of her entire life, replayed. And, in each one, there was Gwen, touching her, holding her. Loving her.

This is what it’s like when we make love, Gwen said in her mind. This is what it means to know someone so completely, so freely. And, I am going to give you this forever.

And, then Gwen’s mind opened to her.

Startled, Rebecca broke the kiss with Alex.

He smiled at her knowingly: Rebecca was inside Gwen’s memories.

Memories of first coming to the farm as a Jehovah’s Witness. The abduction, and, slowly, the growing love for Alex. The transformation. The dark desires. Sugar Tits. Donny and Madison. Kimiko. Demonica… those memories gently faded.

A white room. Rebecca saw it clearly. She wanted to go inside.

But, the room whirled away from her. 

No, this is the only thing I will deny you, Gwen’s voice said in her mind. Not because I want to keep it from you, but because I have to.

The reporter’s instincts almost took over. What doesn’t she want me to see?

Laughter, in her mind. “No, my darling, I want you to see,” she whispered in Rebecca’s ear. “But, not yet. Someday.”

Alex picked her up and laid her gently on the bed. He knelt between her legs, his tongue gently playing with her clit.

Rebecca moaned as an orgasm washed through her. So fast!

He didn’t stop, just kept caressing her with his tongue as the warm waves poured through her body.

Gwen lay down beside her, stroking her hair. “Just relax. It’s your wedding night. Let your husband and wife please you.”

***

The women stood in the steaming shower room, soaping one another and laughing.

Diane smiled, leaning against the tile wall under the shower as Regina soaped her body. Her fingers gently lathered Diane’s labia. “Mmm,” Diane moaned.

Regina laughed. “You are so easy to please.”

“Yes, I’m learning that,” Diane whispered back, she turned, her fingers gently parting the folds of Regina’s own pussy. Cum dribbled out around her fingers and feel in long strands on the tiled floor.

“Ooo, lots of cum up there.”

“I know,” Diane giggled. “Me too. Chas certainly has a lot of it.”

Regina nodded, grinding her crotch against Diane’s searching fingers. “They… all do. From… the aphrodisiacs.”

“Really?” Diane asked as she began to finger fuck Regina with two fingers.

“Oh… yes. The stuff they drank? They… make it from our Ambrosia… oh, God, Diane, I’m going to cum!”

“Cum for me,” Diane whispered. She loved the way the big blonde felt as her body began to tremble and shake. Regina’s pussy was squeezing her fingers.

Regina groaned with her eyes closed. “Unnh! You’re so good. I do too.”

“‘Too’?”

“I l… love you too!”

Diane laughed as liquid gushed from Regina’s squirting pussy.

***

Rebecca squatted on the bed over the huge cock poised at her pussy. It was not, could not, be possible.

Alex was seventeen inches long.

“I… I can’t…”

Gwen nodded. “You couldn’t have. Not before. He would have hurt you with even two thirds of it inside you. But, we changed you inside, Regina.” She knelt beside Regina as she squatted. “Look at his cock. Isn’t it amazing?”

“Yes, but, why did they make you that big?” Rebecca asked.

Alex caressed her face. “I’m not a god. I can’t imagine Morpheus’s reasoning.”

Gwen rubbed Rebecca’s pussy. She was fully aroused, and her juices dripped down on the thick head. “He made us hypersexual, not just in our lust, but in our appearance as well. Trust me. Trust us, Rebecca. Just go slow.”

“Oh, God,” Rebecca whispered as she lowered herself. Even getting the thick head inside was going to be impossible!

Only, it wasn’t. She felt her hole stretch wide. “Aiggh!” The apple sized head slid inside along with four inches of veined shaft. “Full! I’m so…”

She dropped almost six inches and screamed.

Her body seemed to shift inside, allowing the invading cock to travel far past what seemed humanly possible.

Instead of hurting, she felt pleasure, as if her entire canal was lined with hyper-sensitive pleasure sensors, which, of course, it was.

“Fuck! Fuck!”

Alex’s strong hands were on her hips.

She opened her eyes wide in terror. “What are you doing!? No, you can’t.”

“Shh, I love you, Rebecca,” he groaned.

He pushed her down his shaft until she felt his thick balls pressing against her anus.

She threw back her head and screamed.

His cock felt like it was somewhere in her chest.

“Shh, just stay still. Just for a moment,” Alex whispered.

“Why did you do that?” Rebecca sobbed.

Gwen stroked her hair. “It’s always frightening the first time you take a whoremaster.”

Alex smiled up at Gwen. “As I recall, you asked me to go faster.”

Gwen laughed. “Yes, but I was a twisted, perverted slut inside a good girl’s body. Rebecca is a total good girl about to become a very, very bad girl.”

Rebecca wasn’t listening. She was concentrating on staying completely motionless with the iron hard cock inside her, afraid that a sudden movement might tear her open.

Alex had other ideas. He thrust his hips, gently, not more than a nudge.

Rebecca screamed in fright.

“Rebecca,” Alex said. “Stop being afraid. Feel what I’m doing to you.”

She blinked. It should have hurt - actually, it should have killed her.

Instead, it felt amazing!

She came hard, her entire body squeezing and pulsing. Her now immensely long vagina seemed to be lined with tiny clits, and every thrust Alex made sent explosions of pleasure through her. “Ahh!” She murmured, throwing back her head.

Her body was a pussy, and it was being fucked.

Alex laughed. “That’s my girl.” His hips thrust harder, picking up the tempo.

“God, God, God…” Rebecca chanted through clenched teeth.

Gwen moved behind her and Rebecca moaned as her wife’s tongue traced a line from her asshole down her obscenely stretched cunt.

Alex gasped - clearly Gwen was continuing down to his balls.

The big sack was slapping against her as they fucked.

She added her own movements, grinding her hips and arching her back, squeezing with muscles she didn’t know she possessed.

Gwen was beside her again, her hand gently stroking and caressing the point where Alex was joined to her. “When he cums in you, you will be reborn. His cum will bind you to him forever. You will feel love - more powerful than anything you’ve ever known.”

“God, Gwen,” Rebecca sobbed. “Is it… will it always be like this?” Her mind was a chaos of lust and terror and happiness and foreboding.

“All except for my ability to touch your mind. It’s why I’m inside your mind now.”

Rebecca blinked. Gwen’s mouth and tongue were on her pussy, but her words were coming from right beside her.

“In your mind, my love, my darling. I need you to feel me completely,” the ghost Gwen said as the physical one sucked and licked. “I need you to know that I am telling you the truth, that my love is real and honest. Because, once you are transformed, you won’t be able to hear me again. And, I won’t be able to touch your mind. I’m doing this because I love you.”

Images and memories poured into Rebecca’s mind. Gwen’s memories, Gwen’s thoughts.

Gwen’s love.

And, it was the most beautiful and horrible thing Rebecca had ever known, coupled with the most intense lovemaking she had ever experienced.

“Thank you,” Rebecca whispered. “Thank you.”

Alex moaned beneath her. “God, I can’t hold it back! I love you. Both of you!”

And, he came, gushing inside her, triggering an intense orgasm in her as well.

Gwen’s thoughts began to fade.

“Dream,” she said. “You may dream…”

***

It wasn’t a dream.

It was real.

She was standing in a hallway outside an apartment, her hand poised to knock.

Rebecca stared at the wooden door.

She knocked.

“Coming,” a man called from inside.

A moment later the door unlatched and opened.

A young man with wavy blonde hair stood in front of her. He smiled. “Rebecca! We weren’t expecting you!”

She stared at his brown eyes. Warm, kind eyes, set in a handsome face. “Do I know you?”

He laughed. “What? Of course you…” He stopped and went pale.

He was staring into her eyes. “Oh, God… time. Fuck. It bends, doesn’t it?”

“Where am I?”

His face was filled with compassion. “I’m Adam. You know me. We’re friends… just, not yet.”

“Who is it, babe?” A voice called from inside.

“It’s… nothing. I’ll be right there.” He stepped into the hallway and eased the door shut behind him.

“I… I was in bed…” Rebecca stammered.

He touched her hand. “I know. With Alex and Gwen. It’s the night you were transformed.”

“Were? What?”

“It’s okay, Rebecca. There isn’t much time, you’re going to snap back soon. But, listen to me: they love you, Alex and Gwen? You can trust them. Always, Rebecca.

“And, Sugar Tits and Lisa, Maria Marapova, all the other white witches, honey, they are the best friends you will ever have. The whoremasters too - trust them: Alex, Ray.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Just listen and remember. You can’t trust all the nuns - don’t trust them, Rebecca. And, God, please, whatever you do: Do not trust the plastic girl. Remember that: Don’t trust the plastic girl, Rebecca. Promise me.”

“I… promise,” she whispered. “But, why am I here?”

Adam laughed. “Because time bends and maybe some future version of me bent it for you.”

“Are you Morpheus?”

Adam shook his head. “No. But I am a god…”

***

Rebecca lay on the bed between Alex and Gwen.

She was warm and content and completely infatuated.

In love, she corrected herself. I’m in love.

And, she cried. Because she realized this was the first time she had ever felt love.

How could that be? Had she actually never felt it before? She had told them they were monsters, but who the fuck never fell in love?

Alex slept, his handsome face inches from hers.

Gwen lay behind her, huge breasts warm against Rebecca’s back.

The big blonde stroked Rebecca’s hip. “Want to talk about it?”

Rebecca rolled over. She put her face against Gwen’s chest and sniffed away a tear. “I just… I never felt like this.”

Gwen kissed the top of her head. “I know. It’s wonderful, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “And, it scares me.”

“Good. It should.” Gwen sighed. “There’s a price.”

Rebecca looked up and nodded. “I know. I’m going to have to do… things, aren’t I?”

Gwen kissed her forehead. “Yes. But, not tonight. Tonight, you’re just in bed with two people who love you.”

“I dreamed.”

Gwen stroked her hair. “What?”

“When he came inside me. When I… became, ascended, whatever you call it. I had a dream.”

“You saw Morpheus?”

Rebecca raised up. “No. He said his name was Adam, but he claimed to be a god.”

Gwen looked confused. “Adam? I don’t know any Adam.”

Rebecca shrugged. “No, but he sure knew me - he said we’re friends just not yet. He said, ‘Time…’”.

“Bends,” Gwen whispered. “Time bends.”

“Yeah, exactly, and he knew you as well.”

Gwen took Rebecca’s hand. “What else did he say?”

Rebecca smiled. “He said I could trust you and Alex, always.”

Gwen smiled. “That’s right.”

“And, he said I could trust the other White Witches and Whoremasters. He mentioned a ‘Sugar Tits’ and ‘Maria Marapova’.”

Gwen laughed. “Yes, they’re our friends.”

“But he said I couldn’t trust the nuns, and especially not the ‘Plastic Girl’… whatever that means. Does it mean something to you?”

Gwen nodded. “The nuns he referred to are the Sisters of Morpheus, the religious caste. They can be real assholes sometimes.”

“What about the ‘Plastic Girl’?” She looked down at her and Gwen’s chests. “Of course, that could describe all of us.”

Gwen chuckled. “They aren’t fake. We’re all natural, honey.”

“Yeah, these things aren’t natural.” She shook her chest and the firm tits jiggled.

“Okay, well, organic at least. No, I know what he meant by plastic. He’s talking about the robots.”

Rebecca blinked. “Robots?! For fuck’s sake… we have robots?”

“They’re people whose brains have been removed from their bodies and placed in androids. It was a Church experiment. I only personally know one of them: Rita.”

“Well…”

“No, no, no… you have to know Rita. She’s an angel, pure as the driven snow. She would die before hurting one of us.”

“Yeah, well, how much do you know about angels?” Rebecca asked.

“Huh?”

“Angels destroy shit in the Bible. They destroy the fuck out of it.”

Alex groaned and opened his eyes. “What about angels?”

Rebecca giggled. “Nothing, stud. Go back to sleep. Us girls are talking. Get used to it.”

He threw an arm over his eyes. “You know, I think they misnamed us ‘whoremasters’. I think we’re more like ‘whore sufferers’.”

Gwen glared at him. “Oh, we’ll give you suffering.” She winked at Rebecca.

Together they leaped on top of him and began tickling.

“Aiggh! Christ, let a man sleep, why don’t you?”

“Wake up, it’s my wedding night,” Rebecca said as she roughly bit his left nipple.

“Minx!” Alex growled. “Didn’t we just fuck three times?”

“That was at least a half hour ago,” Gwen said innocently.

“Yeah, perform husband,” Rebecca laughed.

“I’m going to be the first whoremaster to die from exhaustion.”

Gwen and Rebecca rolled off him and into each other's arms.

“Fine,” Gwen said. “We’ll just see to our own needs. We are the superior gender, what with multiple orgasms.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca laughed. “We can just cum and cum.”

“He’s pathetic really,” Gwen said.

“I swear to God, if I could lift my aching balls right now,” Alex groaned.

Gwen laughed. “Oh, go back to sleep, cry baby.”

“Thank you, I will.” He closed his eyes and left them to giggle among themselves.

Rebecca watched him until his breathing became steady. “He really is wonderful.”

“He’s easy to love.”

“So are you,” Rebecca said. “Which is totally strange to me. I wasn’t bi before, and now…”

“You love me just like you love him?” Gwen said.

“I do, I really do,” she lay down on the pillow facing Gwen. “Is that part of it? Falling in love with him means I fall in love with you too?”

“Yes. Morpheus designed us for polyamory. Alex is our connection. You love me and I love you. We’re wives and he’s our husband. But I like to think you would have fallen for me anyway. I certainly did for you.”

Rebecca thought about it. “Hey, does that mean we could end up with another husband?”

“Sure. We could. But,” she nodded at the sleeping giant. “He’s not bi. Not even a little.”

Rebecca smiled. “Couldn’t you… wiggle your nose or something?”

Gwen laughed. “No. Once you’ve been transformed, you can’t be mind controlled. I can’t even see inside your mind, remember?”

“Well, that sucks.”

Gwen tapped her finger on Rebecca’s nose. “You do understand you can fuck anyone you want, right?”

“I… I never thought about that.”

“We’re free, Rebecca. The harem is like a safe place where you are always loved, but you can play and experiment. I do, Alex does.” She caressed Rebecca’s face. “Whoremasters, Whores, White Witches, and Professional Caste? We are unbound, Rebecca. We can do anything we want. Total freedom.”

Rebecca kissed her fingers. “Hey, you don't have to sell me anymore. I’m all in, Gwen.”

Gwen nodded. “I know that. I just want you to understand…”

“I understand. Really. We’re doing evil for all the right reasons. I trust you, Gwen. Completely.”

Gwen laughed. “Yeah, well, I’ve done quite a lot of evil. But there’s something I’m going to fix right now.” She reached over to the nightstand and retrieved her cellphone. She pushed a button on the screen and held the phone to her ear. “Hey, you awake? Good. Come to the harem. We need to talk.”

She set the phone back on the nightstand.

“Why does your phone work and mine wouldn’t?”

“Company phone - everything not belonging to the Church is blocked.”

Rebecca laughed. “So, I had no chance whatsoever - when I tried to escape by running into the woods?”

Gwen caressed her cheek. “No, darling. You couldn’t have escaped. Once you’re ours, you’re ours forever.”

Rebecca leaned her face closer. “Mmm, you know a few hours ago, that would have sounded ominous. Now… it just makes me hot.”

Gwen kissed her. “Good. It should.” She pulled Rebecca close. “God, I love you so much. I’m so glad he started seeing reason. I love his muscled ass, but we’re meant to be a group, not a couple. We’ve outgrown that.”

There was a knock on the bedroom door.

Gwen smiled. “Okay, now whatever happens, don’t say or do anything, okay?”

Rebecca frowned. “What’s going on?”

“I’m fixing something I did a while back. Something I’ve regretted every day since.”

Rebecca started to ask something.

Gwen put a finger to her lips. “Trust me.”

Rebecca smiled and nodded. Trust was the word of the day, and even if the dream god hadn’t told her to trust Gwen, she would have anyway.

“Come in,” Gwen said.

The door opened and Heather walked in, already dressed in her Daisy Dukes and cowboy boots.

She saw Rebecca and frowned. Her loathing was like a beam of pure hate pouring out of her eyes.

But Rebecca’s reaction was far different. It hit her like a freight train: Warmth, attraction, lust.

And, complete, unconditional love.

Rebecca teared up and she gasped.

Gwen squeezed her hand. “I know. Just hold it in. Just for a minute,” she whispered.

“What’s up, Gwen?” Heather asked.

“I just wanted to talk. Rebecca is part of the coven now. Alex finally gave in.”

“How wonderful,” Heather said sarcastically.

Alex stirred. He opened his eyes and smiled at Heather. “Hey, honey. Everything okay?”

Heather nodded. “Yeah. Gwen just wanted to…”

“Alex, do you remember when we transformed Heather?” Gwen interrupted.

Alex smiled. “Yeah, when we were selling the horses. She answered our ad.”

Gwen smiled at Rebecca. “She came here, and it was totally innocent on our part, you understand? We just wanted to sell off the horses - we didn’t have the time for this to be an actual farm.”

Heather smiled. “They were beautiful. I kept one, Samson. I ride every day.”

Gwen nodded at Heather. “Heather was so beautiful even before she was transformed. Tall and lanky, rodeo girl with that wonderful accent. And, it turned out she was a genius as well. Alex and I just fell in love on the spot.”

Heather blushed.

“So, we transformed her. Gave her a home.”

Heather looked at her feet. “I love you guys.”

“She should have been part of our harem, shouldn’t she, Alex?”

Alex sighed. “Yeah. It’s my fault. I’m sorry. Heather, honey, I love you whether you’re bound to me or not. You know that?”

Heather shook her head. “No, no, it’s okay. I mean you weren’t ready…”

Gwen smiled. “I told you we would give you processed Ambrosia. That you wouldn’t be bound to anyone. Remember?”

Heather nodded. “Guys, it’s okay. I’m not jealous of… her.”

“I lied,” Gwen said.

Heather and Alex both stared at her.

“What?” Heather finally asked.

Gwen looked at Alex. “Are you in love with Heather, Alex?”

“Huh? Of course…”

“And, I mean you love Lisa and Sugar Tits and Demona, but it’s different, right? You’re not in love with them?”

Alex’s brow furrowed.

“But, you’re in love with Heather. Just like you’re in love with Rebecca and I?”

“What did you do?” Alex asked.

Gwen looked at Heather and smiled. “I knew that one day he would regret not binding you to him, Heather.” Gwen climbed naked out of the bed. She crossed the floor to Heather and took her hand. “So, I did what was necessary. I put a block on your mind so you wouldn’t feel the binding, and then I gave you Alex’s cum. Unprocessed.”

“You… you mean?”

“You belong with us. Our coven. You always have,” Gwen whispered.

Tears welled in Heather’s eyes. “But, I… I don’t feel.”

“The block. It’s still in place. Waiting on me to turn it off with the key phrase.” Gwen wiped away Heather’s tear. “You’ll feel it just like Rebecca feels it for you, don’t you, Rebecca?”

Rebecca finally let it out. “God, yes! Heather, when you walked in the room. I… I felt like I was going to burst.”

Heather blinked in astonishment.

Alex laughed. “Gwen. I don’t know what to say.”

Gwen smiled and looked into Heather’s eyes. “I do. Welcome home, Heather. Welcome to your coven. We love you. Forever.”

The cowgirl swooned as the key phrase swept away the mental block. Her legs turned to rubber.

Gwen caught her gracefully, supporting her in a loving embrace. “I’ve got you. We’ve got you. Forever, Heather.”

Alex jumped out of the bed, wrapping them both in a hug.

Rebecca was trembling.

Gwen looked over her shoulder. “Well, are you just going to sit there?”

Rebecca leaped out of bed and let herself be squeezed into Alex’s embrace.

***

A few minutes later, former enemies stood soaping each other in the big shower.

The fragrant smelling soap slid down their bodies as their hands stroked and massaged each other in the warm steam.

“I never would have guessed my day was going to start like this,” Heather said.

Rebecca kissed her. “Still hate me?”

Heather winced. “Only when I breathe,” she giggled as she touched her tender ribs.

Rebecca sighed. “I am so sorry. I’ll never forgive myself.”

“Hey, yes you will. I forgive you. How could you know how this would turn out?”

Rebecca knelt down and kissed the black bruise that ran across Heather’s stomach and ribs. She looked up. “I will never hurt you again.”

Heather winked down at her. “Wanna make it up to me?”

Rebecca laughed. She kissed her way down Heather’s flat abs to her hairless mound.

“Mmm,” Heather said, and she spread her legs slightly.

Rebecca tongued the brunette’s clit drawing a contented sigh from her wife.

Wife. It was so strange to think about. Rebecca Tanner, up and coming reporter, was now married to a man and two women. What did you call that? If a ‘throuple’ was a threesome, what was a foursome? A ‘fourple’? A ‘quadrouple’?

Wonderful, she thought. You call it wonderful.

She kissed and sucked Heather’s thick clit as the cowgirl moaned over the sound of the shower.

Something salty and creamy leaked onto her tongue.

“Oops! Sorry, I fucked Bear before I came up here. Sorry about the cum.”

Rebecca laughed. “Mmm, never apologize about cum. I’ve developed a craving for spunk over the last twenty-four hours.”

Heather pulled Rebecca to her feet. “Well, don’t bogart all that stuff. I like cum too, you know?”

Rebecca laughed and mashed her mouth against Heather’s. She pushed the thick cum into Heather’s mouth.

“Hey, you two want to move it?” Alex said as he leaned in the shower. “I smell pancakes cooking downstairs.”

Heather and Rebecca clutched each other and laughed. “Some honeymoon. Our husband and wife are more concerned about their stomachs than our pussies,” Heather chuckled.

“Oh, don’t you worry. Tonight, Gwen and I are going to rock your worlds. Now, get a move on, you tramps.”

Rebecca threw a bar of soap at him, which he caught and tossed back.

“Great, now I got soap on my hands,” Alex grunted as he closed the shower door and left.

Rebecca and Heather giggled like schoolgirls and returned to their kiss.

***

It’s like a family, Gwen thought as she stood in the entry to the farmhouse kitchen.

Mary and Hailey stood at the stove, flipping pancakes.

“Like this?” Hailey asked.

“Perfect. You’re getting the hang of it,” Mary said.

The scene would have looked wholesome… except Hailey was wearing a pair of thong panties and high heels under her apron, and Mary was wearing a short skirt not quite long enough to cover her half erect futanari cock.

Bear was staring at the foursome of Heather, Rebecca, Gwen, and Alex. He looked confused.

Jason, Belynda, and Lisa sat side by side at the table, whispering conspiratorially.

Mikaela was smiling at Gwen from the seat to the left of Jason and Lisa.

Beside her, Karen was still studying the computer tablet.

“No tablets at the table,” Gwen said.

“But…”

“No, ‘buts’, young lady. The kitchen table is for eating,” Gwen said with a smile.

“Yes, mistress,” the girl pouted.

Gwen then stared directly at Lisa.

The beautiful White Witch was wearing a blue track suit. 

“Lisa. That’s unacceptable.”

“Huh?” Lisa asked.

“They don’t call us White Witches because we’re pure. We wear white. Always.”

“Oh, I just thought…”

“Thought what? That just because you’re beautiful and sweet you could not follow the rules?”

Mikaela snickered.

Gwen looked at her. “What are you laughing at? That cheerleader uniform is hardly White Witch material either.”

“But… I’m not a White Witch yet.”

“No, but you might as well start dressing the part. Both of you, come with me. Downstairs. Now.”

“Gosh, Gwen, can’t we eat first?” Lisa mumbled.

“Now, young lady. You may be taller than me, but it won’t stop me from spanking your cute ass.”

Jason laughed.

Alex looked at him in horror and shook his head. “Best thing to do when the White Witches are talking is keep your lip zipped, Junior.”

Jason nodded quickly and looked at the table. “Point taken.”

There was a knock at the door, which made Gwen happy because she was afraid she would break down and laugh before the distraction.

“I’ll get it,” Alex said.

Lisa and Mikaela got up, looking a little nervous.

There was a loud commotion from the front porch. “Put me down, ya big ape!”

Rebecca jumped.

Heather laughed. “It’s okay. It’s a friend.”

A few seconds later, a skinny goth woman wearing a pink nurse’s outfit came down the hall. “Okay, which one of you bitches is hurt?”

Gwen turned and smiled. “Hi, Demona, I was wondering when you were going to show up.”

“Hi, gorgeous,” Doctor Demona leaned up and kissed Gwen’s lips. “Get control of your ape of a husband. I don’t like getting manhandled.”

“Liar,” Alex laughed from behind her.

“Okay, well, maybe by you. And Ray. And… Jason! Baby! You look great!” Demona laughed and pointed. “Fuck, you and Lisa filled out great.” She looked at Mary. “Who’s the hot ass futa?”

“This is Mary, my guardian,” Jason said. “And, Belynda.”

“Hola, senorita, muy bella.” Demona winked. “Hey, Mary, lift the skirt and let me look.”

Mary grinned and lifted the skirt slowly revealing her thick, veined cock.

“Is that Formula 1?” Demona asked.

“Formula 2!” Karen said, her voice cracking. She jumped to her feet. “Dr. Demona? I’ve been reading all your notes. You’re amazing! I mean, the recombinant DNA work alone is pure genius. I love you!” Karen’s eyes grew big as saucers and she clapped a hand over her mouth. 

Demona stared at her for a moment. “Yeah, back at ya, kid.”

Karen turned red with embarrassment.

Gwen held back a laugh. “You have to excuse Karen. She has a teensy nerd crush. She wants to be a doctor, like you.”

“That so?”

Karen shook her head. “Oh, God, no! Not like you! I mean you’re like a medical goddess! I just want to be a tiny bit like you.”

“Uh, huh. Okay.” Demona turned to Gwen. “Who’s hurt?” She looked at Heather. “Never mind. I see. What the fuck, Calamity Jane? Did a mule kick you?”

“No, Rebecca did.”

“What a bitch,” Demona said as she knelt in front of Heather and gently pressed on the massive bruise. “That hurt?”

“Fuck yes!” Heather hissed.

“I.. I didn’t mean to hurt her,” Rebecca said.

Gwen nodded at her. “This is…”

“Rebecca Tanner, yeah, I know. I watch WNYC. I’ve rubbed a few out watching you on the late news,” Demona said as she gently probed the bruise.

“Huh?”

“Diddled myself. Masturbated. You’re fucking hot.” Demona looked up at her sternly. “We don’t hurt each other. You understand that, right?”

Heather gasped. “Unnh! No. She didn’t mean to. It was before, when she was a normal. She was just afraid.”

Demona looked from Heather to Rebecca and back again. “Well, fuck me. So, Gwen removed that block? About goddamn time.” She looked over her shoulder at Alex. “Finally got a coven of four now, stud?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Fucking unnatural being a monogamous whoremaster. Oxymoron. Like fucking ‘jumbo shrimp’.” Demona stood up and sighed. She turned and looked over at the kitchen table. “Kimberly? Karla? Whatever the fuck your name is?”

“Karen. My name is Karen.”

“I don’t give a fuck. Get over here.”

Karen slid out from behind the table and ran to Demona.

“What do you make of this?” Demona asked pointing at the massive bruise on Heather.

“Uh, I’m not a doctor.”

“No shit, Sherlock. Give it your best shot.”

“Well… a subdural hematoma?”

“Yeah, what else?”

“Internal bleeding?”

“Yes,” Demona said. She looked up at Heather. “Feel pressure in your stomach?”

“Yeah, it’s nothing.”

“That pressure is peritonitis. Your iron hard muscle tone is holding that pressure in, but it’s still there.” She looked over her shoulder at Alex. “Good goddamn thing I got here this morning. By tonight, your coven would have gone from four members back down to three.”

***

Breakfast was forgotten as they all rushed downstairs to the lab. Alex scooped up Heather and made his way to the door.

Bear caught up. “I’ll take her.”

Alex’s eyes flashed angrily.

“No, let him, please?” Heather whispered.

Alex sighed and passed her into Bear’s arms.

“I need to talk to you,” Heather said into Bear’s chest.

“Later. Right now is about making you well.”

Demona nodded. “Listen to Sasquatch, honey. He’s right.”

“Doc, I feel okay, really,” Heather said as Bear descended the stairs with her.

“Yeah, that’s the problem with being amped up on all the hormones - you don’t know when you’re hurt.”

Bear reached the basement and carried her to the nearest operating table.

“I’ll get the surgical kit,” Karen said as she rushed past them.

Demona looked at the cute coed running, muscles churning in her tight little ass. “Well, fuck me,” she whispered. “Didn’t even have to give her an order. Kid’s a natural.”

Gwen winked.

Demona hugged her. “Goddamn, tits, you’re good. Nice choice.”

Demona leaned up and turned on the bright light over the table.

“Sasquatch, get her out of that halter and those Daisy Dukes. Time to get naked, beautiful.”

“Is this going to hurt?” Heather whispered, her calm finally breaking.

Rebecca rushed to her side and took her hand.

Bear looked from Heather to Rebecca, unsure of what he was seeing.

“Now, have I ever hurt you, baby doll?” Demona asked.

“No. I guess not.”

“Damn right, I haven’t.” She stroked Heather’s forehead. “Just relax. We got you.”

Karen rolled a heavy cart to the operating table. “Laser scalpel is charged, and I have Propofol and Insta-Heal…”

All the color drained from Heather’s face. “Oh… fuck…”

“Lesson number one, dummy? You never tell them what’s on the cart,” Demona growled.

“Oh… shit, I’m sorry,” Karen whispered.

“Yeah, yeah… Propofol is an IV anesthetic. Get me an IV kit. But, first, bring me a syringe of Knock-Out. I don’t even want her awake during the IV insertion.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Karen said as she ran away toward the medicine cabinet.

“Bear?” Heather said. “I need to tell you something.”

Bear took her other hand. He leaned close. “What is it?”

“I will always, always be in love with you. Forever. I mean that.”

“Shh, I know. I love you too.”

“I told you I wasn’t bound. It turns out I am. To Alex. That doesn’t change anything about you and me, do you understand? I am still in love with you. I’m just in love with the coven too.”

“Okay, okay, stop worrying about any of that,” Bear said as he held her hand in his big paw of a right hand.

“I just need you to know.”

“I do. I know.” He kissed her fingers.

Rebecca smiled at him and Bear smiled back.

“Okay, enough soap opera,” Demona said as she held up a syringe. “I need you to go nighty night now, okay?”

Heather smiled and nodded.

“Little stick.” Demona maneuvered the needle deftly into Heather’s arm.

A moment later, Heather was unconscious.

“Okay, all you motherfuckers out of my surgery,” Demona growled. “Alex, I left some supplies in the van. Need to get them in out of the hot sun.”

“Sure thing,” Alex said.

Everybody walked toward the stairs, including Karen.

“Where the fuck are you going, dumbass?”

“Uh, you said…”

“Surgical staff stays. Honestly, do you need me to tell you everything? Scrub up. You know how to do that, don’t you?”

“Uh…”

“For fuck’s sake.”

***

Everyone else went upstairs, but Gwen led Lisa and Mikaela down to the sub-basement.

“You think she’ll be okay?” Lisa asked as they reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Yes, sweetie. Demona is brilliant. I’ve seen her bring people back from the brink countless times,” Gwen said. She led them past the cage where Mikaela and the other cheerleaders had been incarcerated.

On the far wall was a bank of computer monitors.

“Slutz-Net, are the latex items complete?” Gwen asked.

“Latex outfits complete,” the computer announced.

“We print most of our outfits. Fetish clothing stores never get our proportions correct. Slutz-Net is always accurate.

A panel slid open.

Gwen reached in and took out a shiny, white latex garment. “Lisa. This is yours.”

“What is it?”

“A leotard of sorts. Take off those rags.”

Lisa began taking off the track suit.

Gwen smiled. Any traces of the girl’s former modesty were fading away. And, why not? She was amazon perfection.

She took the garment from Gwen’s hands.

“It’s precoated inside with a lubricant, no need for powder,” Gwen said.

Lisa turned it over and over. “How does it… I mean, I can’t figure out how it goes on.”

“The front is open, from just above your crotch to the bottom of your breasts. It’s to show off your flat tummy.”

“Oh, I see.” She found the leg holes and began to slide it up her long legs.

Mikaela leaned close to Gwen. “Gwen, will I look like that? I mean, she’s perfect.”

Gwen smiled and caressed Mikaela’s face. “Yes. You’re going to have breasts just like that. And, a hard-muscled stomach and those luscious long legs.”

“Mikaela,” Lisa said as she struggled to pull the bottom of the suit over her hips. “Have you looked in a mirror? You’re built as fuck already!”

“Thank you,” Mikaela said.

Lisa stretched her arms, finally finding the arm holes.

“Go on, it will stretch,” Gwen said.

She pulled the back of the suit up and over.

It was a unitard with a high neck that reached almost to the top of her throat.

But, the front had an oval cut out that stretched from just above her mound almost to her nipples! The bottoms of her big breasts were bare.

“Holy fuck,” Lisa whispered as she looked at herself in the mirror.

Her inverted pentagram tattoo below her navel was displayed prominently on her washboard tummy.

“I can’t wear this in public.”

Mikaela caressed her back through the latex. “Why not? Shit, if I looked like that I’d wear a micro bikini to the grocery store.”

Lisa hugged her.

Gwen pulled a pair of boots out of the compartment. “These go with it.”

They were thigh high white latex boots with seven-inch spike heels.

“Those are fucking hot,” Mikaela breathed.

Lisa sat down on the floor and pulled them slowly up her legs.

She stood up, nearly seven feet tall. She looked in the mirror. “Is that me?”

Gwen hugged her. “Yes, baby, that’s you.”

Lisa blinked tears from her big gray eyes.

“Now, for you, Mikaela,” Gwen said as she opened a second compartment.

She held up a translucent white rubber bra. “The beauty of latex? It’s going to stretch. You’re a C cup now, but this will still work even when you’re a G cup later today.”

Mikaela’s eyes widened. “Today?! Really?”

“That’s the main reason Demona came - to do mods on you and the other girls. Heather’s injury takes priority, but when she’s done, she’ll start on you.”

Lisa stood behind Mikaela. She leaned down and kissed the girl’s neck as she began unzipping the cheerleader outfit.

“Oh,” Mikaela said softly.

Gwen smiled.

Lisa slowly lowered the suit, leaving Mikaela naked.

She ran her hands up the cheerleader’s sides. “Is it okay? If I do this? Do you mind?”

“No, God no. I don’t mind.”

Lisa’s hand slid down Mikaela’s tummy. 

Mikaela shivered. “God, I feel fat next to you.”

“What?! No! Silly,” Lisa whispered as she kissed her way up Mikaela’s neck to her earlobe.

Gwen stepped forward with the bra. “Those feelings? Judging yourself? Comparing yourself? Those will go away when you take Ambrosia. Those feelings are for normals, and you are not going to be a normal, Mikaela. You’ll see a beautiful woman or man and you’ll just appreciate the beauty. Feel the lust. No more finding yourself wanting. You’ll just find yourself wanting… them.”

Mikaela laughed at that.

And, then Gwen kissed her. Deep and soulful.

She didn’t even notice when Gwen broke the kiss. She just stood with her eyes closed.

“See?” Gwen said. “Just like that.” She gently lifted Mikaela’s arms and slid the bra on. It hooked in the back.

Mikaela opened her eyes as Gwen stepped to the side.

She smiled at her reflection in the mirror wearing nothing but the translucent latex bra that lifted her breasts and held them beautifully. “Wow.”

“Yeah,” Lisa whispered in her ear. “Very wow.”

Together, Lisa and Gwen helped her pull a latex mini dress up her body. It showed off her skinny waist and thick breasts and hips.

The hem came just below her crotch and it clung to her like a second skin.

White latex high heels completed the look.

Mikaela was crying.

“Darling,” Gwen whispered as Lisa held her tight from behind. “Why are you crying? Didn’t you know how beautiful you were?”

“It’s not that,” Mikaela whispered.

“What then?” Lisa whispered.

“Nobody ever treated me like this. Ever. I was a really mean person.”

“Shh,” Gwen soothed. 

“No, I was. You know I was. I’m not going to be like that anymore. I’m going to be like you.”

Gwen turned and put her hands on both their faces, caressing their cheeks. She turned to another compartment.

Reaching inside, she pulled out two brooches. They were platinum colored and about two inches across. Inverted pentagrams.

One had a white latex choker. She kissed Mikaela’s lips and then wrapped the choker around her throat and snapped it closed.

Then she pressed the second pentagram to the high throat of Lisa’s unitard. It stuck fast.

She held their hands. “This is the symbol of Morpheus. It is the emblem of the White Witches. No matter what you wear, white latex or white jeans, bodysuits or dresses, you always wear this symbol at your throat. We are the hand of Morpheus. We are the most powerful individuals to ever walk this earth. But, we are not just individuals, we are a sisterhood. And, we are here to save this world from itself.”

***

Bear got to the top of the stairs and began pacing. “I should have stayed.”

“No,” Alex said. “Demona wanted us out of there, so out we are.”

Alex put a hand on Bear’s shoulder. “She’s going to be okay.”

Bear jerked away. “Fuck off.”

Alex sighed. “She is still in love with you, Bear.”

Bear nodded. “I’m not used to this shit.”

“I know. When she’s better, she’ll explain.” Alex nodded toward the front door. “For now, take care of the stock until she’s back on her feet?”

Alex turned to Rebecca. “Can you go with him?”

Rebecca nodded and followed.

Bear gritted his teeth. He nodded and walked to the door. He turned as he reached it.

Alex nodded. “Yeah, I’ll tell you as soon as I hear something.”

Bear turned quickly and headed for the barn with Rebecca trailing behind him.

“She will be alright, won’t she?” Jason asked.

“Sure, kid. She’s in the best hands possible.”

Hailey, Mary, and Belynda were a few feet behind Alex. “I love your boobies,” Hailey said to Mary. She reached up and squeezed Mary’s big tits through the thin t-shirt she was wearing.

Mary laughed. “Seriously? All this going on, and you’re thinking about my tits?”

“They are amazing,” Belynda said. “And, that cock is beautiful.”

Mary shook her head.

“Can I get a hand?” Alex asked as he headed toward the door. “Demona wants those supplies moved into the house.”

They followed Alex outside.

A white van marked “Stallion’s Adult Novelties” sat on the white gravel drive.

Alex punched in a code - the back door had a numeric keypad instead of a lock.

He started to open the door, but instead it exploded open.

A small figure leaped out and landed on Alex’s shoulders, beating and screaming.

Alex staggered back, not from the force of the blows being delivered by the diminutive woman who was now attempting to scratch at his eyes, but from the sheer, sudden brutality of the attack.

Two other figures rolled out of the back: a fat man in jeans and a t-shirt and a skinny man wearing bicycle pants and a tight t-shirt.

Both had their hands zip tied behind their back and red rubber ball gags in their mouths. They ran off in different directions.

The fat man ran face first into Belynda, who effortlessly bent backward, throwing him into the air in an Aikido move that slammed him to the ground.

Two women tried to climb out next: a woman in an expensive skirt and blouse and a younger woman wearing short shorts.

They were both zip tied with their hands behind their backs and red rubber ball gags, but they had evidently not been able to get the zip ties off their ankles.

Jason rushed to the back of the van. “Wait! Stop! You’re going to fall…”

The older woman lowered her head and hopped out, head butting Jason and sending him sprawling.

Both women began hopping toward the barn.

Jason tried to get to his feet, but Mary was quicker. She grabbed the girl by the collar and yanked her back, causing her to land on her ass in the white gravel.

The older woman turned to help, and Mary socked her in the stomach. The woman fell backward, falling on her own ass facing the girl.

“Hit my kid again, whore. I fucking dare you,” Mary hissed.

Alex was spinning, trying to throw off the petite woman who was wrapped around the back of his neck and trying desperately to bite off his left ear. “Goddamn it! I’m going to fucking hurt you if you don’t stop!”

He slammed his body backward, and the woman was caught between Alex and the side of the van.

The air whooshed out of her lungs and she fell off, blood from Alex’s ear staining her lips and teeth.

She lay moaning on her back.

Alex balled up his fist as he touched his ear with the other hand. He looked at the blood. “You little bitch.”

“Hey,” Jason laughed. “I thought we weren’t supposed to hurt them.”

Alex sighed. “Yeah. I guess not.” He reached down and put his arm under the petite brunette’s waist and lifted her up.

She was limp in his arms. 

Then she suddenly came to life and head butted him.

Alex smiled. “My turn.” He head butted her back.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she passed out in his arms.

“Dumb ass,” Alex whispered.

“Hey, where’d the bicycle guy go?” Mary asked. She was dragging the two women back from the barn by the hair.

“Fuck!” Alex yelled as he turned.

The bicyclist was running like a track star down the long driveway.

“I got him,” Belynda announced. She ran past them, a blur of black jeans.

“Goddamn,” Mary said.

Bicycle boy was 200 yards away and running fast.

But, Belynda was faster. Olympic sprinter fast.

Dust and gravel puffed up from her running shoes as she gained on him.

Alex just shook his head as he stood with the little brunette folded over the crook in his muscled arm.

Belynda was still five feet behind the man when she left the ground. She leaped forward, turning sideways and tumbling. Her back struck the man behind the knees and he tumbled backward, doing a somersault and landing on his back on the gravel.

Belynda flipped end over end and came down in a crouch, sliding backward, smiling.

“Fucking A!” Jason yelled and jumped in the air. “Did you see that? Superhero landing! Goddamn! She just did a superhero landing. I have never wanted to fuck someone’s brains out so bad in my life!”

Belynda smiled and winked, obviously hearing his yelled comment.

But, she had a problem: bicycle boy was up, and he was no longer running.

He came up in a boxer’s stance.

“Oh, this is going to be ugly,” Alex said.

Bicycle boy moved toward her.

She was still smiling, raising her fists to mimic him.

He stepped forward again.

Belynda did a backward somersault, her long right leg going straight up.

The toe of her sneaker caught the man under the chin and sent him tumbling backward.

She came down on her feet with a smile and a pirouette.

“And, that, ladies and gentlemen, is why I love her,” Jason laughed.

Bicycle boy began to stir, but Belynda must have been tired of the game. She drew back and kicked him in the nuts.

He pulled himself into a fetal position and Belynda dragged him back toward the house by his ankle as he moaned.

***

Rebecca watched with mixed emotions through the monitors in the barn as the people who burst from the van were subdued.

The part of her that was still human, still compassionate, was hoping they would escape.

But, that part was diminishing rapidly. The new, alien part of her wondered what kinky things the others would do to the captives.

Worse yet: she hoped she would be able to participate.

Bear hardly glanced at the goings on outside. His mind was elsewhere. “I don’t understand.”

Rebecca sighed. She now realized why she and Bear only worked as fuck buddies: he was possessive. “It’s love. I don’t know how else to describe it. We’re bound together, all of Alex’s coven. Part camaraderie, part lust… I don’t know, Bear. It just is.”

“But, she loves me, how can she love him? How can she love you?” He was sulking, sitting in the desk chair with his big face in his hands.

She knelt in front of him, feeling like she was consoling a child. “Bear, we’re capable of loving more than one person. It's not that she loves you less now, she just loves us as well.” She stroked his scruffy beard. “You saw her face down there. Bear, that woman fucking loves you. That hasn’t changed. We all just have to share now. It’s how we’re wired. Even you.”

He nodded. “You’re right. I’m just terrified. God, what if she doesn’t make it?”

“Look, all I can tell you is they think that Dr. Demona is a surgical god. Gwen and Alex have complete faith in her, and that means I do too.” She hunkered down and stared up at him. “Now, don’t we have to milk those ‘hucows’ or whatever they’re called?”

***

Demona stripped off her bloody gloves and dropped them in the trash.

Karen was washing her hands. “She’ll be okay?”

“Yes. I got here in time. A normal like you would have been dead sometime last night,” Demona said as she began washing her hands in the big trough sink. “We’re better than you, inside and out.”

“Did I do okay?”

“No, you were sloppy. You need to move quicker when I ask you for something. Learn what each of those instruments are. Know them by heart.”

“Yes, Doctor.” Karen couldn’t look up. She had failed and she was embarrassed.

“Look at me.”

Karen looked up shyly.

Demona fixed her with a cold stare. The piercings in the goth doctor’s eyebrow, nose, and lip glimmered in the overhead lights. “Where were you in school?”

“Junior, pre-med.”

“Grades?”

“Very good. A…”

“Don’t you dare fucking lie to me,” Demona growled, eyes flashing.

Karen’s lip quivered. “My grades don’t count. When I was in a hard class, I’d sleep with the professor to get a better grade.”

“You proud of that?”

“No.”

“You too stupid to get a good grade in those classes, or are you just lazy?”

Karen sniffled. “Lazy.”

Demona smiled and nodded. “Better.” She turned back to washing her hands. “When you go back to school - Ithaca, right?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Good. When you go back, you work. No partying, no boys, no fucking cheerleading. You sit your ass down and you study. You don’t fuck any more professors - fuck that, you don’t fuck anybody without my permission. Understood?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“You flunk out, I’ll personally see to it that your dumb ass is working the street in Havana as a Street Whore before the sun sets. Got it?”

Her eyes grew wide. “Yes, Doctor.”

Demona dried her hands. “Strip.”

“What?”

“I said fucking strip. I’m not used to repeating myself.”

She took off the green scrubs she had put on for the surgery followed by the cheerleader outfit she had been wearing under it.

Demona looked at her admiringly. “Get on your knees.”

Karen swallowed hard but got on her knees.

“You’re going to graduate from Ithaca College with your medical degree. And, you’re going to spend all your free time with me at Stallion’s - that’s where you’re going to get your advanced studies. My girlfriend is already my apprentice. You’ll be my second apprentice. Do you understand, Karen?”

Karen smiled. “I’m going to be your apprentice?”

“What? Are you a parrot? Yes, my apprentice. You’re going to clean up my messes, keep my lab clean, help me with transformations, eat my pussy, do my filing, basically anything I want like a motherfucking slave until I decide you’re a fucking doctor. Until then, you’re a nurse no matter what the state of New York says. Understood?”

Karen nodded. “Wait. Did you say, ‘eat my pussy’?”

“Wow, you were listening. Not as stupid as you look. Yes, slut, you’re going to eat me out like a motherfucking lesbian pornstar. Whenever I’m horny, and, bitch, I am always fucking horny.” Demona smiled. “Just remember, in the Church of Morpheus, the word harass is actually two words: ‘her’ and ‘ass’.”

Karen just stared at her wide eyed.

Demona burst out laughing. She got down on her knees in front of Karen. “God, the look on your face.” She reached out and took her hand. “Karen, honey. You have to be transformed. We’re going to go do that now. When we’re done, you’re going to be horny all the time. What I’m telling you is that you won’t have to take care of that slutty little hole on your own - you’re going to sleep with me and my girlfriend, and we’ll make sure you stay satisfied so you can concentrate. We’ll be our own little coven, no boys allowed. I’m going to help you get through school. You did great in there, by the way. You have real potential. It’s going to be okay.”

Karen burst into tears and threw her arms around Demona’s neck. “You mean I don’t have to become a whore?”

Demona shook her head. “Silly bitch. No. You’re going to be a doctor - a slutty one, but a doctor nonetheless. Someday. And, I’m going to be a real hard ass, but, it’s not because I don’t like you, it’s because I need you to be the best you can be. Get me?”

Karen trembled in her arms. “Yes, Doctor.”

Demona rocked her gently.

“Doctor?”

“Yes, honey?”

“You can diddle me if you want,” she whispered.

Demona giggled and slid her hand down the naked girl’s back. “Good, because I am seriously horny as fuck.” She cupped the cheerleader’s bottom and caressed her slit gently.

Karen moaned into her neck.

Demona leaned back and kissed her. “Come on. Let me finish scrubbing up and I’ll get started on your transformation. Right after I call and tell that Sasquatch guy the love of his life is going to make it.”

***

“Supplies?” Jason asked with a chuckle. “This is Demona’s idea of supplies?”

The five captives sat side by side on the big living room couch, their wrists and ankles freshly bound with zip ties and their ball gags firmly in place.

Alex, Jason, Belynda, and Mary stood over them and smiled.

“Well, to Demona? Humans are supplies,” Alex said as he gingerly touched the bite on his ear.

Hailey was kneeling in front of bicycle man and gently washing his scratched and bruised face with a damp cloth. She had already placed an ice pack on his swelling balls.

She held up two boxes of band aids. “We got Hello Kitty and we got Sponge Bob. Which will it be?” She batted her long, curled lashes.

Bicycle man just stared at her in mute terror.

“Hello Kitty it is. I mean, Hello Kitty ain’t butch, but neither are you,” Hailey said as she took out the pink, Kitty emblazoned bandage and applied it to the cut on his chin. She whispered, “You got beat up by a girl.”

The man rolled his eyes and then winced as the band-aid went on.

The living room was large, with two long couches facing one another.

While Hailey continued washing booboos and applying band-aids, the captors sat down on the opposite couch.

Alex looked the abductees over.

Bicycle man looked to be in his mid-twenties, tall and lean with brown hair.

Beside him was fat guy, who couldn’t have been more than twenty with long, curly and greasy black hair and a scruffy beard.

Next came the older woman, and she was a knockout: forty-ish with an aristocratic air. Expensive pearls still hung around her neck. She had a dynamite figure, plump in all the right places and bright blue eyes under a mane of blonde hair.

The younger girl was blonde as well and thin. About nineteen with small, pert boobs and a skinny ass. She sat with her head on the older woman’s shoulder.

Finally, there was the demon. Five foot nothing with stringy brown hair and deceptively healthy-looking boobs. She smiled at Alex around the ball gag leaking a slow dribble of blood - Alex’s blood.

And, she looked ready for round two.

Mary seemed to be enjoying everything immensely. “So, where you guys from? What brings you here?”

Demon woman began cursing behind her gag, blood spraying out.

“Eww,” Hailey said. “That’s gross.” She started washing Demon’s face with a fresh rag.

Demon jerked her head from side to side and raged behind the rubber ball.

“Hey, quit it, you,” Hailey complained. Then she reached down, pulled the front of the woman’s yoga pants out and slid her hand inside.

Demon’s eyes went wide in surprise. She squirmed against the invasion as Hailey found something sensitive.

“I’ll pinch yer clitty if ya don’t stand still!”

Demon stared at her in disbelief.

But, she stood still and let Hailey wash her face.

“Take it from me,” Hailey said as she finished up. “It’s totes better if ya don’t fight.”

Mary got up and then knelt in front of the mature woman. She nodded at the girl beside her. “Your daughter?”

Mom stared at Mary for a moment, and then she shook her head. “Sttpp. Sttpp Dter.” She mumbled behind the gag.

“Oh, she’s your stepdaughter. Got you. I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

Stepmom slowly shook her head.

“Good. Sorry - you know how it is when you’re afraid someone hurt your kid? That handsome stud you hit is my ward. Lost control for a second. But, I'm glad you’re okay.”

Stepmom just blinked and finally nodded.

Alex stood up and knelt beside Mary. He caressed stepmom’s cheek.

Stepdaughter squealed in terror and fought to get closer to her stepmother.

“Shh, it’s okay, little one. I won’t hurt her, or you for that matter.”

Stepdaughter tried to kick out with her tethered legs, but it had little effect.

“It’s okay, baby. I just want to take her over to the other couch and talk to her. You’re not going to lose her. I promise,” Alex said softly.

Stepdaughter was still fighting as Alex reached around behind stepmom and pulled the older woman to her feet.

Standing up, he scooped up stepmom and carried her to the other couch.

Stepdaughter was in hysterics, but Mary sat down between her and the fat man and spoke to her in soothing tones.

Alex sat the woman on the couch beside Jason as Belynda got up and sat on the arm of the couch.

Jason was on stepmom’s right side as Alex sat on her left.

She looked frantic, her eyes darting from the fit young man to the muscle bound giant.

Alex put his arm around her, in comparison, tiny shoulders. “Now, now. It’s okay. Just relax.” He looked over at Jason. “We can make them do anything we want - you have strong mental powers, a lot stronger than mine. And, of course, we can overpower them if need be by brute force.”

He stroked stepmom’s hair. “But this is much better. Just be gentle. Let the pheromones do the work.”

Stepmom was still looking like a panicked animal between them.

“She’s breathing them in. Her body is starting to react.” Alex put two fingers against the woman’s throat. “Slowing down. That’s good. That Adrenalin is starting to dissipate.”

Jason reached up and pulled a lock of blonde hair away from her supple neck. “She’s very beautiful.”

“Yes, you are,” Alex agreed. He reached behind her on the couch. There was a snap, and the woman jumped.

Her hands were free, the zip tie snapped in two.

She tried to lunge forward.

“Shh, no. Don’t try to leave. In a minute, you won’t want to. Just be calm,” Alex soothed as he gently pulled her back between them. He reached behind her head and gently unbuckled the ball gag. “Now, no yelling and no biting, okay?”

The woman moaned as Alex pulled the big red ball out of her mouth.

“Slow,” Alex whispered. “Just work your jaw gently. You’re cramped up.”

The woman moved her jaw slowly.

“What’s your name?” Alex asked.

“L… Lorraine. My name is Lorraine.”

“Lorraine, I’m Alex. This good-looking college boy on your other side is Jason. And, that’s Belynda, the superhero, on the chair arm.”

Belynda laughed. “You’re loco.”

“You’re awesome,” Jason whispered.

“And, the lady beside your stepdaughter is Mary.”

Hailey blinked expectantly from where she knelt on the floor.

“Oh, and the little cutie on the floor is Hailey.”

“Hi,” Hailey said quietly with a wave.

Lorraine’s eyes darted around the room. “That’s my stepdaughter, Kim. Please let us go…” She burst into tears.

“Shh, don’t get all worked up again. Please believe me: nobody is going to hurt you.”

He moved his face closer to hers. “Just breathe, Lorraine. That’s it. Nice and slow. Deep breaths.”

Alex threw Jason a quick smile and then motioned with his eyes to the woman’s lap.

Alex was slowly sliding his hand up the inside of her creamy white thigh.

And, she was unconsciously spreading her legs.

“Feel… strange,” Lorraine whispered. Her eyelids looked heavy.

“Mmmph!” Her stepdaughter Kim grunted, her face a mask of alarm.

“Shh,” Mary soothed the girl. “They’re seducing her. Watch. It’s going to be beautiful. Like watching a butterfly emerge from a cocoon.”

Alex hid his smile - Mary’s own pheromones were influencing the young woman. She was spreading her own legs without realizing it even though her attention was completely focused on her stepmother’s impending hypnosis. Kim was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed, and she was thrusting out her breasts - the animal within her was displaying her charms.

Mary smiled and looked over at Lorraine’s crotch. “Those are beautiful panties, Lorraine.”

Lorraine blushed. She tried to close her legs, but Alex’s hand was firm on her inner thigh.

She could have resisted, but instead Alex felt her relax.

Jason gently stroked the woman’s other thigh, working his way up till he was holding her leg firmly in his grasp.

Together, the two men eased her thighs further apart. The skirt slid up to her crotch, further exposing her black lace panties. All the while, her eyes closed more and more till she almost appeared asleep. Her breath was steady and deep.

“Where did you get your panties, Lorraine?” Alex whispered.

“Victoria’s… Secret.”

“Did you buy them to get your husband’s attention, Lorraine?”

“Yesss…”

“That’s very good, Lorraine. A woman should always feel special to her husband. Loved. Desired. Lusted after.”

She nodded slowly.

On the other sofa, Kim was finally silent.

Mary was gently stroking the girl’s firm thigh with her finger.

Alex whispered even softer. “Were you on our way to meet your husband when you were taken, Lorraine?”

Lorraine shook her head. “Kim wanted to go to the mall. We had to stop for gas. That nurse or doctor, whatever she is, she did… something.”

Alex could sense the anxiety in Lorraine’s voice. “That’s all over now, Lorraine. It’s not important. All that matters is my voice. Just listen to my voice and everything will be just fine.”

“Okay,” Lorraine whispered from a million miles away.

Alex looked up at Jason. “She’s in our control now. The pheromones have turned on her instincts to reproduce. She wants to be taken now. We won’t have to force her - the animal part of her brain is going to do all the work.”

Jason looked confused. “But, I mean, I could have just blasted her brain, like I did with Mama Jugs back at the motel.”

“Yeah, sure, but when we do that, we end up with something we created from scratch. This way, we just turn them in the direction we want, and they go there on their own. Seduction. We show them something that is going to make them happier. Just listen.”

He leaned back closer to Lorraine and whispered. “Why did you wear your little see through panties if you weren’t on your way to meet your husband?”

Lorraine’s brow furrowed. “Uh… huh?”

“Your panties, Lorraine. Why did you wear sexy panties to go to the mall?”

“I… I don’t…”

“Yes, you do. You want to feel special. Loved. Desired. Lusted after. Not just by your husband, but by other men as well.”

“N… No… I don’t.”

“Yes, Lorraine, and it’s okay. That’s normal. It’s natural. It’s right.” He gently began unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a matching black lace bra.

“Mmmph,” Kim moaned from the other couch.

Alex looked up, but Mary shook her head. She had eased a finger into the leg of the darling little coed’s short shorts and had found her tight pussy.

Alex winked at Jason. “See? Mary knows what to do and she only has pheromones to help her.”

Jason smiled and nodded. He gently caressed Lorraine’s full breast through the lace. “You’re very beautiful, Lorraine. You like it when I touch you, don’t you?”

Lorraine looked at the younger man with sleepy eyes. “You’re… so young. You shouldn’t.”

“But, I want to. I want you, Lorraine.”

Alex whispered in her other ear. “See? Everyone wants you, Lorraine. You’re so beautiful. That makes you feel warm and happy inside. That’s your whole purpose in life, isn’t it? To be desired? To please. Of course, it is - you’re very good at pleasing aren’t you?”

A slight smile crossed her lips and she leaned her head back.

Jason smiled. He unfastened her bra’s front closure and let it open.

Her breasts were creamy white and topped with rose colored nipples.

“They’re beautiful,” Jason whispered.

At the same time, Alex stroked the MILF’s soaked panties. “You’re so wet, Lorraine. Do you want us like we want you?”

“Unnh… No. Wait. I can’t.” She struggled a little, not against them, but against herself. She tried to raise her head.

“Can’t? Why can’t you?” Alex whispered.

“Married. I’m married. And, Kim is watching.”

Alex looked over at the other couch.

Kim’s head was tilted down, staring at Mary’s fingers as they worked in and out of her crotch, completely oblivious to what the men were doing to her stepmother.

“She’s not watching, Lorraine. It’s okay,” Alex whispered. “You love your husband?”

“Yes,” she whispered hesitantly.

“He makes you feel like this? He makes you feel desired like Jason and I do?”

Her eyes fluttered shut. “No. Not anymore.” A tear leaked from the corner of her eye.

“Then he doesn’t matter. You have needs, Lorraine.”

“No, he’s my husband.”

“Not anymore, Lorraine. He doesn’t take care of you. Jason and I are going to take care of you much better than he ever could. We’re going to take you to a much better world, Lorraine. One where you exist for pleasure, where nothing is forbidden. You’re going to be so free and happy. Doesn’t that sound like heaven, Lorraine?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Alex smiled. He looked at Jason. “She’s completely under. Very suggestible. A seduction isn’t permanent, unfortunately. I’d need a White Witch or the SlutzNet computer to make it permanent - evidently your brain blast is permanent as well. But, she’s ours for the moment without blanking her mind.”

Jason nodded.

“You don’t even need powers to read Lorraine: frustrated wife in her prime sexually. She’s hungry, inside. So hungry it hurts. She’s clinging to decorum as hard as she can, but there’s a storm inside her, see? All we have to do is help her do what she wants to do: give in. Open the floodgates. Yeah, we’re doing this to her, but inside? It’s what she wants.”

Alex leaned close again and whispered in her ear, “Lorraine, listen to my words.”

“Yes.”

“You are beautiful and loved. There is no wrong, only right. Anything you want to do is right and just and good. There is no morality. There is only your pleasure and taking it is your priority. Nothing is taboo. As a matter of fact, the kinkier the better. Do you understand?”

She giggled. “Yes.”

“Think about when you masturbate - when you’re really into it. Remember how your mind just flies then? All the thoughts, all the beautiful, twisted, kinky thoughts that come just before you orgasm? That’s truth, Lorraine. Listen to me and trust me and I will make those beautiful ideas real.”

She moaned and finally rocked her hips forward, trying to grind against Alex’s hand.

“Mmm, you want this, don’t you?” Alex whispered.

“Yes,” she whispered back.

Alex nodded and gently pulled the filmy lace fabric to the side, exposing her little pink pussy with a neatly trimmed bush.

He gently massaged her erect clit with his middle and index fingers. Slow, gentle circles. “So wet, Lorraine. Your little pussy is opening up for me.”

“Unnh,” she moaned. Her eyes fluttered open. “Kim… don’t let her see.”

Alex smiled. “She isn’t looking at us. It’s okay.”

On the other couch, Mary had slid the short shorts down the girl’s long legs. With her pink panty crotch pulled to the side, Mary was fucking her gently with two fingers.

Alex compared the two women: Kim’s pussy hair was lighter and sparser, but her stepmother’s pussy lips were pinker. Both clits were thick and long.

And, both women’s holes were dripping onto their respective couches.

Alex switched to pushing his index and middle fingers into Lorraine’s warm depths, stroking her clit with each penetration.

He felt fingers on his thigh.

He looked down: the MILF’s fingers were probing at the bulge along his inner thigh.

Lorraine was staring intently as she explored.

As her fingers touched further and further down the bulge, her eyes grew wider. “Uh… Wha… How can it be so big?” She asked sleepily

Alex could see anxiety returning to her pretty face.

That was the problem of having godlike proportions: he was frightening. He wished that Morpheus had made the whoremasters twelve or thirteen inches - seventeen would send any sane woman running. Even ten inches would have been enough.

“It’s okay,” Alex whispered.

“But, I can’t… I mean, how can I? I can’t please you.” She was near tears in her hypnotized state.

Alex laughed gently. “Of course you can.” The poor thing: he had planted that overwhelming desire to please in her, and now she felt inadequate. “We’re going to change you, Lorraine. You’ll be able to please any man. Or, woman for that matter.”

“Woman?” She asked. Her eyes fluttered, but the anxiety was going away.

“Shh… that’s not important right now. Just relax.”

She smiled now, openly, no hesitation.

“You’re pleasing me right now, Lorraine,” Alex said. “Feel how hard you’re making me?”

“I’m doing that?” She whispered.

Alex kissed her neck gently. “Yes.”

Jason took her other hand and laid it on the thick bulge in his own jeans. “You want to please me too, don’t you?”

Lorraine blushed. “Oh! I’m sorry! I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Of course, I do.”

Jason was trying hard not to laugh as she began to squeeze and knead his hard cock through his jeans.

“You’re amazing, Lorraine,” Alex whispered in her ear. “You’re pleasing both of us. So special.”

“Mmm,” Jason groaned. “Wow, Lorraine, I can feel lube leaking out of my cock. You have magic hands.”

Lorraine leaned her head back and smiled contentedly as she massaged both thick cocks.

Alex continued to finger fuck her while Jason squeezed her breasts gently.

Alex caught movement out of the corner of his eye.

Lisa and Gwen were standing in the hallway, locked in an embrace, rubbing each other's breasts.

Gwen looked at him with a look of unbridled lust. “I love you,” she mouthed silently.

Alex grinned. “I love you too,” he mouthed back.

Mikaela was leaning against the wall, fingers furiously massaging her own clit.

Hailey caught sight of her and moved silently across the room. She dropped to her knees in front of Mikaela and replaced the woman’s fingers with her lips and tongue.

“Yes, baby, so good,” Mikaela whispered.

Alex turned back to Gwen. “Is she okay?” He mouthed.

Gwen smiled and nodded.

He breathed a sigh of relief - not that he had any doubts about Demona’s ability. But, it was hard not to be afraid when someone you love is under the knife, no matter how skilled the hand of the person holding it.

On the couch, Kim looked almost asleep as Mary massaged her pussy.

Bicycle man and Fat guy looked entranced by what was going on - Fat guy especially, considering he was right next to Mary and receiving a full dose of futanari pheromones.

His pants were tenting from his erection.

Everyone looked happy… except the Demon girl who stared daggers at him. The ball gag made it impossible to talk, but her meaning came through from her eyes: Fuck You.

Alex smiled back and winked.

***

Karen lay back on the operating table. It was slightly inclined, so she was almost sitting up. She was naked.

And nervous.

Demona worked away at a small surgical table nearby.

Karen was trying not to hyperventilate. “How… how big are you going…”

“G cups, honey. I like my nurses with healthy tits.”

Karen looked down at her pert breasts: B cups. G? Five cc’s of Titty Grow! “But…”

“Shh,” Demona said as she rolled the cart to the panicked girl. She had put a sheet over the instruments to hide them from view. “I know. That’s too much Titty Grow.”

“I’d be an idiot,” Karen said and shivered. “That much Titty Grow would make me an imbecile.”

“Well, not quite. Give yourself a little credit. But, we need you smart - honestly, honey, I wish I had something to give you to make you smarter.”

“So, how…”

Demona pulled back one corner of the sheet. Two liquid filled bladders quivered on the table.

“No… fuck, no!” Karen whined. Breast implants? Surgery!?

“Calm down.”

“Demona, Jesus! How the fuck big are those things?”

“1200 cc. Not the biggest I’ve put in, but…”

Karen burst into tears.

“Hey!” Demona said as she kissed away her tears. “It’s not so bad. You’ve seen me operate. There won’t even be a scar - I’d like to see those fuckers in Beverly Hills pull that off.”

Karen shivered in her arms as she stared at the huge bags Demona was going to stuff inside her.

Demona knelt beside her. “Now, now - listen to me. You won’t feel an ounce of pain, not even after. Those puppies are 100% safe - I designed them myself. And, sweetheart, I’m going to sculpt you the most perfect nipples anyone ever topped their tata’s with.”

Karen laughed a little at that despite her terror.

“I’m going to slut up your hormones, fix you so you don’t have to worry about babies, give you a pussy long enough to take a monster cock - and, I’m going to make you so fucking sensitive down there you’ll squirt when you sneeze.”

Now Karen was laughing out loud.

Demona smiled at her. “That’s my girl. Babe, you’re going to be hot as fuck. You’ll be kissing my feet when I’m done. I promise.”

Karen sniffled. “And, it won’t hurt?”

“Not one bit. You’ll be completely healed and dancing around with volleyballs on your chest an hour after you wake up - oh, and I’m totally making you tall as fuck with legs for miles. Seriously, I’m dripping just thinking about you.” She winked at Karen. Then she squeezed her hand. “Honey, you are mine. I will never do anything to you to hurt you.”

Karen bit her lower lip. “That… reminds me. You’re going to give me Ambrosia when you’re finished, right?”

“Only if you want to live forever as a beautiful demi-goddess hyper-babe.” Demona smiled.

“I do. I really do. I understand all of it - I studied everything I could. I want to be what you make me.”

“Good.”

“I’d be unbound, right?”

“Processed Ambrosia. You’ll be your own boss.”

Karen’s lip trembled. “What if I don’t want that?”

“Huh?” She stroked the girl’s strawberry blonde hair.

“I… I don’t know how to ask this… and you can say no, if you want to.” She was blinking away tears.

Demona drew in a breath. “You want to be mine? I mean truly mine. Bound to me forever?”

“I’m sorry,” she said and quickly looked away. “It was a bad idea. You don’t want to be tied to me forever, I mean…”

“Yes.”

“Huh?”

Demona teared up. “Yes, Karen. I will bind you to me. Forever. I’d be honored.”

***

Lorraine was happy. 

No, she corrected herself. I'm ecstatic!

And, this day had started out so horribly. First, her husband Kevin had completely ignored her this morning, though she had done her best to entice him, first by coming to bed in a lace camisole, and then by making sure she let him see her nude as she showered. She had wanted him to come into the master bathroom and take her, there on the bathroom floor. On her knees, using her to satisfy his lust.

She knew men wanted that - they wanted animal sex. Kevin had wanted it when they were younger. He was all over her when they were dating.

This morning he had barely grunted at her before leaving for work.

Then Kim had practically begged her to take her to the mall. She wanted a stepmother/stepdaughter day in the worst way. But, Lorraine just wanted to be alone with her thoughts.

Alone to do other things.

A woman hits her prime in her mid-thirties, and Lorraine was no exception. At thirty-seven, Lorraine felt like she had the libido of a teenage boy. She was masturbating regularly for the first time in her life. All she wanted was for nineteen-year-old Kim to go somewhere, anywhere and leave her alone. She was so horny, it hurt.

But, Kim had been insistent, so Lorraine had gotten ready.

She had picked out a simple sundress to begin with, but the longer she had looked at herself in the mirror, the angrier she had gotten. "Fuck this," she had whispered. She got out her sexiest bra and panties - a filmy black lace number that always made her feel hot. And, then she had put on her tightest, shortest skirt, a thin blouse, and heels.

Somebody was going to notice her today, goddamn it.

Of course, somebody did. She had filled up the car at a roadside gas station. On the other side of the pump, a strange woman wearing a pink nurse's outfit smiled at her.

"Fucking A, babe, you will do just fine," the woman said with a smile.

A moment later, Lorraine smelled something sickly sweet and the lights went out.

Abduction is fucking scary. Lying in the van with your stepdaughter and a bunch of strangers. Wearing a ball gag. She knew what they were. She had read about bondage. She shivered and shook, afraid of what was going to happen to her stepdaughter and herself.

The petite woman who was tossed in the van later on wasn't frightened at all. When she came to, she began moving around in the van. She scooted up behind the man in the bicycling outfit, lowered her teeth to the zip tie on his wrists, and started chewing.

Most of them were free when the doors to the van opened.

It was absolutely terrifying - the people outside the van were tall and very frightening looking, especially the bald giant.

Of course, she had gotten it all wrong. She felt silly now. Why would she be afraid of Alex?

He had a way of explaining things that made her feel better.

She sat between Alex and Jason and stroked their long, hard cocks. So big! Even Jason was three times bigger than her husband.

And, Alex was a god!

She bit her lip looking at the dark spot of cock lube on the fabric of his track pants - a spot almost at his knee!

He was smiling at her and she felt warm inside, giddy. She felt twenty years younger.

"What are you thinking about?" Alex whispered.

He was always whispering, calm and gentle and sexy and it made her wet every time he talked!

Her words came, but they sounded sleepy and slurred to her own ears. "Cock... so big... Can I?"

He stood up and she felt a momentary panic. She felt better when he was close, touching her.

He pulled off his t-shirt, revealing a beautiful sculpted body.

Oh, God, and then the pants.

She was actually frightened. It was the biggest she had ever seen.

Somewhere nearby, she heard Kim mumbling. But, Alex said Kim couldn’t see what she was doing - she didn’t want Kim to see. This was private. It was for Lorraine alone.

She leaned forward, feeling Alex’s thick fingers touch her long blonde hair. He grasped her hair and held her firmly. He was taking charge of her! He was going to teach her, show her what she had been missing.

His dick’s piss slit was so big she could have stuck her pinky inside!

Instead she opened her lips, wet them with her tongue, and then touched the tip of her tongue to the dripping hole in his cock.

Her whole body shook! His lube tasted warm and salty and it quickly coated her tongue. Lorraine practically lunged forward, taking as much of the thick purple head between her lips as she could - which wasn’t a lot, her mouth was far too small to take him in.

The lube filled her mouth and she swallowed.

Her entire body was warm at first, and then on fire. An aphrodisiac! His juice was an aphrodisiac and she groaned, sucking and swallowing. She wanted to coat herself in it, make herself oily and slick with it.

Kim moaned again. Someone was struggling nearby. Kim? She didn’t know.

What was left of her clothing was being pulled off her.

Jason! He was undressing her. Making her ready.

Ready to fuck!

She wriggled her hips to help him take down her skirt, leaving her in her pretty lace panties.

She arched her back, wanting to scream in joy as the panties slid down in the back.

A boy no older than my stepdaughter just exposed my pussy, she thought. He was behind her. Was he stroking his thick cock and aiming it at her cunt?

She felt guilt and shame. He was so young! This was dirty.

And, so hot.

“Dirty sex is the best kind,” a woman’s voice said.

“Mmm, yeah,” she moaned around the cockhead between her lips.

And, then she giggled as she felt Jason’s thick head probing at her pussy lips.

***

“Mmm, Ssstttppp,” Kim screamed behind the ball gag.

Her stepmother was naked on her knees. Alex had his hand wrapped in her hair, pushing his thick cock into Lorraine’s mouth.

Behind her, Jason was slowly fitting his long cock in her stepmother’s tight hole.

And, the blonde woman in white latex was gently massaging her stepmother’s temples.

The blonde looked up at her and smiled sweetly. “Kim, look at your stepmother’s face. Can’t you see she actually wants this?”

“No!” Kim screamed.

“Yes. Kim, she’s been so frustrated. You’re young, you don’t understand. She has needs.”

Kim glared at her. She tried to jerk forward, but Mary held her fast by the arm. Her mind had been cloudy just a few moments before, but then the big dyke had stopped diddling her. And, just like that, whatever spell she had cast was broken.

She came to her senses in time to see her stepmother becoming a slut.

“No,” the blonde said. “She was always a slut. Everyone is a slut, Kim. Even you. But, the world makes us hide it. Your stepmother is really enjoying herself for the first time in years - maybe for the first time ever. Look at her - she’s being serviced by two gorgeous hunks. She feels loved and lusted after.”

Kim blinked. The blonde could read her mind!

“Yes. I can,” the woman said. “I’m Gwen by the way.” She closed her eyes and gasped. “Oh! Jason, Jesus, that’s the biggest thing she’s had in her cunt! Go slow, she wants to feel every beautiful inch.”

Jason smiled and nodded, stroking Lorraine’s full hips. “Hard to hold back. She’s such a wonderful lay. Your stepmother is one fine piece of ass, Kim.”

Fuck you! Kim screamed in her head.

“Momentarily, dear,” Gwen said with a smile.

Kim heard laughter in her head. It seemed to come from behind her, then it moved to her left ear, and then her right.

“Don’t torture her,” Mary said.

Gwen smiled at her and nodded. The laughter stopped.

Mary leaned close. “Sweetheart, I’m very sorry about all this. You just landed in a nightmare, and I’m afraid you’re not going to wake up. But, if it’s any consolation, it gets easier.”

She was so confused! How could her stepmother, her feminist stepmother who baked cookies for the PTA, have been turned into a slut in just a few minutes?

The younger guy’s huge cock was sliding slowly in and out of her stepmother’s stretched hole, and she moaned around the giant’s cock in her mouth on each stroke.

She was smiling and drooling, her eyes half closed.

“Jason, don’t cum,” Gwen said.

“I… know. Fuck, this is hard,” Jason groaned.

“You have to learn control,” the tall brunette in white latex said. She walked silently across the floor in the stiletto boots and knelt beside him as he fucked Lorraine, his thick balls slapping against her on each thrust.

“Yeah… if you don’t want… me to cum? Better… not parade around in that outfit,” Jason said.

The brunette in the latex body suit that was somehow missing all the rubber from her pussy up to the bottom of her tits, laughed. She cupped his left ass cheek as he fucked. “Pull out when you’re ready. I’ll make it worth your while.”

They were monsters. They were making jokes while her stepmother was violated!

The giant groaned.

“And, don’t you cum either,” Gwen laughed.

***

Out in the barn, Diane lay entwined with Regina on the padded floor. They had just showered after the first milking of the day, and the women were in a dazed afterglow from the procedure.

Regina gently stroked Diane’s hair as she stared into her eyes. “Second day, how do you feel?”

Diane laughed. “Confused, turned on, exhausted, intoxicated…”

Regina laughed with her. “Best vacation you ever had?”

“Mmm,” Diane whispered. “As crazy as it would have seemed two days ago? Yes. God, yes. Is it just the drugs or is it what they did to us when we were under anesthesia?”

“They’ve reduced us to our animal nature. Freed us to make love without worries about relationships, without a care in the world."

Diane stared at her for a moment.

"What?" Regina asked.

"You. Sometimes you have a hard time talking... like me. But, other... times..."

A slow grin crossed Regina's lips. "Wow. You really are smart, aren't you?"

"What they did... doesn't really affect you. Does it?" Diane asked sleepily.

"No, sweetness. It doesn't, because I've gone all the way." She reached down and found Diane's swollen clit.

"Mmmph!" Diane squeaked. "N... No... we were talking."

"I know," Regina whispered. "It's okay. I want to please you. Try to stay with me?"

Diane nodded, her eyelids heavy.

"I'm the CEO of Lady Lace Cosmetics."

Diane tried to concentrate. For some reason, the clit stimulation was helping that. "Lady Lace? They're like the third biggest cosmetics company on earth..."

"Second, actually," Regina said. "Thirty-seven billion dollars in revenue this year. Next year, we'll be number one."

"Wow... that's amazing."

"Thanks, but I can't take all the credit. My partners have helped me grow the company."

"Partners?"

Regina smiled and looked around the room. "This place? It's owned by the Church of Morpheus. They're my partners. They now own 49% of Lady Lace."

"Okay..."

"All those new products Lady Lace has released over the last few years? Breasts in a Bottle? Baby Face Skin Toner? Those came from the Church."

"The Church? They... make cosmetics?"

"Yes, excellent makeup. Our wrinkle cream makes women look ten years younger, and that's because it's actually making them younger."

Diane squeezed her thighs together and tried to concentrate. "That's... not possible."

"You mean impossible like giving women breasts the size of basketballs and making them lactate?" Regina asked with a wink.

"Why would they..."

"Control, dear. Lady Lace makeup is slowly turning women into mind-controlled sex toys."

***

In the basement, Karen's eyes fluttered.

She was groggy from the anesthesia. She smacked her lips together. They felt swollen.

Wait. They were swollen!

She opened her eyes.

Her lips weren't the only things swollen!

Twin mountains had sprouted on her chest.

"Fuck..." Karen whispered. The word came out slowly like a recording played back at the wrong speed.

She tried to sit up.

"No, you don't, babe," Demona said. She put a hand under Karen's big breasts and pushed her back down. "You're four inches taller than you were. You sit up too fast and you are likely to hit the floor. Especially being top heavy as you are."

"What... Jesus! They're fucking huge!"

"G cups. Like them?" Demona asked. She reached down and tweaked one of Karen's thick, turgid nipples with a shiny black lacquered nail.

Karen whimpered and felt something wet spread across the operating table under her butt. "Oh, God! Did I pee?"

Demona laughed gently. "Jury's out on that one. You squirted, that's the way I look at it."

Karen began to hyperventilate.

"Shh, calm down. It's okay. Waking up in a transformed body can be a shock. Just relax. Let me show you something beautiful." She held a small mirror in front of Karen's face.

The reflection looked like her for the most part - like an idealized version of her from a Snapchat filter. Her skin was tanned and flawless without a blemish. Her pores were tiny. Her makeup was perfect, eye shadow and blush matching her strawberry blonde hair which now had highlights that gave it a color like flames.

Her green eyes were three shades lighter, and they looked enormous. Her nose was smaller and upturned, lips full and glossy red. She batted her eyelashes that looked false but were most definitely her own.

Karen burst into tears.

Demona grabbed her hand and squeezed. "Sweetheart!? What is it? If you need me to change anything, I will. I took some artistic liberties - sorry, I get carried away. I'm so drawn to beautiful girls I can't help myself."

Karen squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head, sobbing. "N... No... not that."

"What then, honey?"

"You made me so beautiful," she sobbed uncontrollably and put her arms around Demona's neck, lifting herself off the table.

Demona laughed and hugged her tight. "Didn't you know how pretty you were before? All I did was make a few tweaks..."

"More than that. You made me beautiful." She leaned back. "I love you. God, I am totally in love with you!"

Demona nodded. "Of course you are, you're bonded to me. And, I am to you too, kiddo."

She hugged Demona tight again. All she wanted to do was hold on.

Slowly, she became aware of other voices in the room.

She glanced past Demona.

Bear was kneeling by Heather's table, holding the cowgirl’s hand and smiling.

"He's been here about twenty minutes. Took the stairs about three at a time getting down here," Demona said. She kissed Karen's neck. "He says there's quite a little orgy going on upstairs. How does that make you feel?"

A tremor of lust went through Karen. "God, that sounds amazing! I could fuck a dozen people right now." Her libido was in overdrive. She could literally feel her skin heating up with desire.

"Good. All your mods are working then. Let's get you dressed for the party."

***

Diane felt like she was dreaming. Regina had told her a story about a multi-national syndicate that was taking over the world through mind control and sex. Human traffickers who were attacking the very fabric of modern civilization, remolding it into a vision of the future for immortal gods and goddesses.

And, Regina was one of those immortals.

"It's a lot to take in," Regina whispered as she stroked Diane's big left breast.

"Wrong... it's wrong. It's slavery. Regina, why?" She wanted to cry. The news that this monstrous group existed was eclipsed by the knowledge Regina was part of it.

Because Diane was madly in love with the blonde bombshell. For the first time in her life, Diane was in love.

Regina frowned. "I know it is. They're monsters. And, now I am too."

"Why? Why would you..."

"Oh, Diane, what do you want me to say? They showed me a blueprint of what was going to happen. Darling, they are playing chess a dozen moves ahead of anyone trying to stop them. They're playing with the world governments like a cat plays with a mouse. Honest to God, they could reduce the civilized world to chaos overnight if they wanted. They are everywhere, and they have technologies we can't even imagine. When it comes, it won't be a war. It will be over in an hour and everyone... everyone will be under their control."

"That's not a reason to go along with it!"

"Really? It is to me. The Church is like a huge asteroid hurtling toward the earth. There's no place to run, no place to hide. You are either going to join the Church willingly or they will decide your fate without your input." She frowned. "I don't know about you, but I'd rather be the fucker than the fuckee."

"There has to be a way to stop them."

Regina laughed and shook her head. "How? Everyone that they abduct will gleefully tell you they love it. Trust me, I've met some of the whore caste and they are the biggest fans of the Church. You remember that town down in Florida where everyone just disappeared overnight back in the nineties? Latigo Key?"

Diane tried to think. Finally, it came to her. "Yeah, I remember."

"That was the Church testing their techniques for abducting large numbers of people. What did the government do about that? Nothing," Regina said. "And, have you ever been in the Air Cuba terminal at JFK?"

"No. But, I've seen it." Diane remembered the terminal. She hadn't set foot inside it. A sign at the boundary announced the terminal was Cuban soil. There were wild rumors about the goings on there - public nudity, orgies, all happening right there in the airport. Just the sight of the flight attendants for Air Cuba was unsettling: towering bimbo goddesses in micro skirts with breasts like basketballs and dopey smiles.

Diane sighed. "Why did you tell me this?"

"Because I love you. I care about you.” She held Diane’s hand tight. “And, I want you to join us."

***

"Fuck, Doctor, I can't wear this!" Karen said. She frowned at her reflection in the mirror.

"Hey, toots, you wanted the job, you have to wear the uniform," Demona said. She was staring at the back of Karen's new ultra-long legs.

"But... it's so demeaning." Her reflection told a story and that story was slut. First there was the white latex boots with high platform heels. They ran almost to her knees and were adorned with latex red crosses on the side. Next came a garter belt and fishnet stockings in hot red. The dress was also made of bright white latex with red piping. It barely fell below her ass cheeks, had ridiculous small ruffles, and was open almost to her naval. Her big tits were squeezed into a transparent red latex bra - the dress showed this prominently and barely stretched to cover her thick nipples.

Topping it off was an old-fashioned nurse's hat made of white latex with a big red cross.

A red inverted pentagram medallion hung from a red latex choker around her throat.

She wasn't wearing panties, which she probably would have found uncomfortable anyway - she seemed to be lubricating non-stop and any panties she wore would have quickly turned into hormone filled swamps.

Demona traced the line where her bra ended and her tit flesh began. "If it's any consolation, you're completely, fuckably hot."

Karen looked down at her toes, which she could no longer do because of the volleyballs glued to her chest. "Thank you," she said softly.

"Come on, it's orgy time."

Karen laughed a little. What the hell? She did look hot. Ridiculous, but hot.

Heather turned and tried to get off the table.

"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" Demona asked.

She groggily pointed at the ceiling. "Orgy. Upstairs. Got my name on it. Gonna get all my holes stuffed."

Bear scrambled and caught her in his big arms before she could fall.

"You got two choices, bitch. One, you can lay down here like a good cowgirl and rest, or two, Sasquatch there can carry you to the barn and put you to bed. No orgy for you," Demona said with a scowl.

"Fuck," Heather grumbled.

"Honestly? I just cut you open and repaired your innards and you want to go fuck? Jesus... keep your knees together for a few hours at least? Bad enough I have to take this trollop upstairs after her cosmetic surgery, but if I don’t she’ll probably diddle herself to death." She shook her finger at Heather. “No fucking, I mean it.”

"Fine. Killjoy." She nuzzled Bear's neck. "Barn, please?"

"Anything you want."

***

Something wonderful had happened to Lorraine, and it went beyond the incredible orgasms the boy, Jason, was giving her with that power tool of his. She had lost all her inhibitions.

This was wrong on so many levels. She was naked on her knees, sucking her abductor’s cock while a boy half her age was fucking her from behind. She was surrounded by spectators, most of whom were touching themselves.

Worst of all, they had lied to her: her stepdaughter was watching her from a few feet away with terror in her eyes. What would this do to her? To see her own stepmother reduced to a wanton slut right before her eyes?

Kim was far from a virgin, but this was so extreme. So wrong.

So unbelievably hot.

Floodgates had been opened inside her and lust she hadn’t experienced since college was gushing out of her. It was a tidal wave, sweeping away the bullshit.

She was never going back to her husband - of that she was sure. He could never satisfy her like these two studs.

Lorraine heard the voice of the pretty blonde woman who massaged her as she was fucked. She couldn’t understand the words, but she loved to hear the woman’s voice! It was smooth and sexy, and it seemed to come from inside her head.

Lorraine blushed - she wanted to have sex with the woman speaking in her head! She had never even considered touching another woman, but now it seemed as natural as breathing.

The studs fucking her would love that! All men wanted to watch women make love to each other. And, why wouldn’t they? Two beautiful women touching, caressing, kissing?

Of course they do, the woman’s voice whispered in her head.

Lorraine smiled.

And, then she forgot the words injected into her brain by the woman.

The words were her own words. She wasn’t being controlled. She wasn’t being brainwashed.

Everything was okay. Everything was wonderful! Her new life was about to begin and everything else before that was just a dream.

The only thing that remained of her old life was Kim and her three other stepchildren.

***

“Don’t worry. They will join you soon,” Gwen whispered into Lorraine’s mind. “We have plans for you, Lorraine. So many beautiful plans. You’ll understand soon.”

Jason was thrusting away at Lorraine’s upturned cunt. Their combined lube dripped onto the floor, keeping both of them from becoming sore.

Gwen smiled at Jason. He was maximizing Lorraine’s pleasure while taking care not to hit her cervix hard enough to hurt her. Of course, that meant he only had half his thick cock inside her. The boy was such a fast learner! 

“G… God, Lisa, she’s so tight,” Jason groaned to the statuesque brunette who nuzzled his cheek as he fucked the MILF.

“Fuck her harder, Jason. Just remember, your cum is mine,” Lisa whispered. She reached down and wrapped her thumb and index finger in a ring around the base of his sack.

“Unnh!” Jason moaned.

Gwen stood up.

The room was full now. Demona had brought Karen up - and, the doctor in training was breathtakingly beautiful.

She was standing with Mikaela and Hailey, the three of them giggling like schoolgirls as they caressed Karen’s huge latex covered globes and watched the floor show.

Demona was beaming at them like a proud artist whose creation was a massive hit at its showing.

Belynda was standing with her back to the wall, legs spread wide, unable to stop masturbating.

Mary sat on the couch between Kim and the fat guy. She had stopped diddling Kim and was instead giving the fat guy a hand job. His cock was small, but they both appeared to be enjoying themselves.

The other three denizens of the couch were not so enthused.

The man in the bicycling outfit was staring in wide eyed shock at the sex going on around him.

Kim was perpetually screaming behind her ball gag.

And, that left the demon woman.

The diminutive little monster’s eyes darted back and forth.

Looking for an opening, Gwen thought. The little imp was dangerous. She reached out with her mind to see what was going on behind the woman’s tiny eyes.

“Holy shit,” Rebecca said as she appeared in the living room doorway.

Gwen laughed, the imp forgotten at the sight of her wife.

Gwen walked over to her and took her hands. “Things got interesting while you were helping with the stock.”

“Jesus… Gwen?” She leaned close and whispered. “Are these abductees?”

“Yes, honey. Come over here, let me show you,” Gwen said and led her by the hand to stand over the woman being fucked doggy style on the floor. “We’ve been so cruel to this one. We’re truly monsters, aren’t we?” She giggled sarcastically.

Lorraine was moaning as she slathered Alex’s cock with her lips and tongue. Her tits swayed under the constant assault on her cunt by Jason, who looked ready to explode.

Lorraine’s face was a mask of pure bliss.

Rebecca was breathing hard and biting her lower lip.

Gwen hugged her. “I don’t need to be able to read your mind to know what you’re thinking about.”

Rebecca laughed. “I never dreamed it would be like this.”

“Sometimes it is. Sometimes we unlock who they really are inside. She’s been so starved for attention. This isn’t something we turned Lorraine into, this is who she truly is.” Gwen twisted a lock of Rebecca’s curly blonde hair. “This is the best part of being the monsters we are.”

Rebecca began to smile slowly.


“Though I don’t think Lorraine’s stepdaughter feels the same about it.” Gwen said and pointed at Kim who looked ready to launch herself off the couch and stomp someone.

Gwen nodded at the demon. “And, whatever the hell that is.”

Jason groaned. “Gonna cum! Can’t hold it.”

He pulled out of Lorraine’s tight pussy, drawing a groan of displeasure from the woman.

Lisa pulled Jason upright and knelt in front of him.

The head of his cock was barely to her lips before he began to spurt cum into her mouth.

She stroked him gently, coaxing longer and longer jets of white cream into her mouth.

“Fuck! Gaah!” Jason roared with his fingers twisting in Lisa’s long, black hair.

She smiled, mouth open and filling with cum.

Lorraine was almost in tears with need.

“Finally ready for me,” Alex whispered as he turned her around.

She arched her back, pushing her ass as high as she could.

The muscled hunk knelt behind her and placed the thick knob of his dick at her entrance. 

“Big! Big! Oh, God, so…”

He pushed forward gently.

Kim screamed and thrashed watching the impossibly big head wedge into her stepmother’s obscenely stretching hole.

Lorraine screamed. “Fuck! Fuck! Goddamn it, yes! More! Give me more!” She tried to thrust her ass back and impale herself.

Gwen leaned down and stroked her hair. “Easy. Gently. You have to go slow. Alex won’t hurt you, but if you don’t slow down, you’ll hurt yourself.”

Lorraine was crying. “Want it… God, I want it so bad. Don’t care if it hurts!”

Gwen laughed and winked at Kim. “Bet you never thought you’d see your stepmother do this, huh?”

“Fnnh Ooo!” Kim screamed around the gag. She tried to launch herself off the couch, but Mary held her back by her hair.

“Baby, I’m telling you, you don’t want to do that. She’ll wipe the floor with you,” Mary laughed as she continued to stroke the fat man’s small cock.

Gwen leaned down and kissed Lorraine’s ass. “That’s right. Pace yourself, honey. We’ll fix you so you can take the whole thing soon.”

Gwen stood up and took a step toward Kim, who cringed.

Gwen looked over her shoulder. “Rebecca, Lorraine there is very bi-curious. Mind giving her a lesson in how to please a woman?”

“Nnnn!” Kim screamed from the couch.

Rebecca’s eyes grew wide. She pulled her skirt up to her waist.

Rebecca sat own on the floor in front of Lorraine and spread her legs. “Here, baby, you really need this.”

Lorraine looked down at Rebecca’s spread open pussy. “I… I don’t…”

Rebecca laughed. “You know you want to. Stop fighting it.”

Alex ran a thick middle finger down Lorraine’s spine as he sank deeper and deeper into her pussy. “I think it would be beautiful to watch you please my wife, Lorraine.”

“W… Wife?” Lorraine mumbled.

“Kiss her pussy, Lorraine. You’ll like it, I promise,” Alex said. His finger trailed between Lorraine’s buttocks, found her pucker, and slid gently inside her asshole to the first knuckle.

“Mmm! Fuck!” She literally growled like an animal and engulfed a woman’s pussy with her lips for the first time.

Rebecca drew in a sharp breath and laughed softly. “Yes! Just like that!”

Gwen smiled at her husband and wife as they made love to the MILF.

That left her able to focus on the stepdaughter.

She turned and knelt in front of Kim. “I’m sorry I’ve been so cruel to you… well, that’s not quite true. I kind of like your distress. But, it’s only because I know how happy I’m going to make you. In the end, I mean.”

Kim was screaming and crying, but Mary held her fast.

Gwen touched her index finger to the middle of the girl’s forehead. “Shh, enough of that.”

Kim’s screams stopped as slobber ran down around the gag. Her eyes went unfocused.

Gwen smiled as she felt the tension drain from the dear thing’s body. She reached into the tender young brain with invisible fingers of thought.

Gwen closed her eyes. “A boyfriend, huh? Thad? Mmm, wow! That is a very big cock. Really turns you on when he fucks you, huh?”

Kim stared straight ahead, her eyes relaxed.

But, her hands were straining against the bonds behind her back.

“Mary, be a dear and release her hands,” Gwen said, eyes still closed.

“You sure?” Mary asked.

“Yes. She’s not going to give us any more trouble.”

The bonds on Kim snapped under Mary’s firm hand.

Kim’s hands swept forward.

But, they stopped inches from Gwen’s face.

The blonde smiled and never opened her eyes. “I am in total control of you now, Kim. You can only do what I allow. You’re not going to hurt me, no matter how much you want to.”

Kim’s face was emotionless as her hands slowly drifted down to her lap.

“There, that’s better. Calm. You’re very sweet, aren’t you?” Gwen giggled. “Like a sugar-coated treat.”

Kim’s eyes closed a little more.

“I love how excited you get over your boyfriend’s cock. That’s a very good sign. You’re a natural born slut like your stepmother,” Gwen said. “Look at Lorraine, Kim. She loves the new life I’ve given her.”

Kim’s eyes stirred and she looked at Lorraine as she ate out Rebecca while being fucked by the impossibly huge cock.

“She’s beautiful, Kim, and so are you.”

Kim grinned a little before her eyes closed again.

“That’s good. We’ll get rid of all those worries, won’t we?” Gwen whispered. “Where to start? Well, I think you’ll be hotter if you’re more innocent. So, let’s forget about the boyfriend.”

Kim whimpered.

“I know. You love his big cock, but he just doesn’t fit my new narrative. So, let’s just make him disappear. Poof!”

Kim’s body jerked.

“There. Sweet Kim, nineteen years old and never been kissed. Stepmother’s very good girl, aren’t you?”

Kim nodded slowly.

“But, you like to play with your tight little pussy in bed and in the tub, don’t you?”

Kim blushed and smiled.

“You’ve never seen a cock before today. You avoided porn the other girls tried to show you. Such a good girl. Open your eyes and look at what real men’s cocks look like.”

Kim’s eyes opened. She looked at Alex studding her stepmother like a stallion while Jason was slowly going flaccid in Lisa’s mouth.

“Isn’t it the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen, Kim?”

“Y… Yuh,” Kim mumbled behind the gag.

Gwen giggled. “Gag please, Mary?”

Mary stopped stroking fat boy long enough to unbuckle the gag.

Kim was panting and slobbering as Mary gently pulled the ball from her clenched teeth.

“Just watch Lorraine fuck. This is what girls need. They need hot studs to fuck them. They need to please and be pleased. Watch your stepmother. She even makes women feel good.”

Kim moaned. “N… no… Stop, please.”

“Shh, Kim, don’t fight me. It’s so much nicer if you don’t. I promise you - you’ll thank me for this soon.” Gwen whispered. “Now, watch Lorraine eat the pretty blonde woman’s pussy. Watch her taking that big, big cock. Doesn’t she look happy, Kim?”

“Y… Yes. It’s… beautiful.”

Gwen smiled. “So many things you want your stepmother to show you, aren’t there, Kim?”

Her head nodded slowly as she watched her stepmother’s distended pussy stretch even wider to accept the giant’s cock.

Gwen reached down and broke the zip tie around Kim’s ankles. She took the girl’s hand and helped her to her feet.

Kim never took her eyes off the threesome.

Rebecca was moaning, curling her fingers in Lorraine’s golden hair and pulling her deeper into her pussy.

Gwen led Kim to her stepmother’s side. “Everything you’ve been taught? All those things about what good girls do and don’t do? All lies, Kim. Just fairy tales to make you behave. You are free to do anything you want. There are no taboos, nothing is forbidden.”

Kim trembled as Gwen coaxed her to her knees beside her stepmother.

“We are meant for this, Kim. This is our natural state. Don’t you want to be like your stepmother? A hot, sexy slut pleasing and being pleased?”

Kim nodded slowly.

Gwen guided Kim toward the hard cock thrusting into her stepmother. “Don’t you wish that was you?”

“Y… Yes… I… wait, no, please stop.”

Gwen sighed. “Well, if you won’t take my word for it.” She leaned down and whispered in Lorraine’s ear as she licked and sucked Rebecca.

She stopped her cunnilingus and raised her head. Her lips and chin were slick with Rebecca’s juices. She looked at Kim with a dazed, drowsy expression. “It’s okay, baby. I love it. I’ve never felt so good.”

Gwen sat down and began stroking Rebecca’s clit gently.

“N… No… This isn’t happening,” Kim whined, her voice soft and weak.

Lorraine smiled. “Touch him, Kim. Touch his thick cock.”

Kim timidly reached out and brushed a fingertip on the thick veined shaft just before it entered her stepmother’s pussy. “It… doesn’t hurt?”

Lorraine moaned and laughed. “Just a little, but he’s being so careful.”

Kim leaned closer and wrapped her small hand around the base of Alex’s thick cock - even grasping him, she was still almost five inches from her stepmother’s pussy!

He was so big her fingers wouldn’t touch.

Alex continued thrusting, his slick cock sliding through Kim’s little fist and into her stepmother’s tight cunt. “Mmm, thank you, Kim. Just like that. You can squeeze harder.”

“Jack him, honey,” Lorraine moaned. “Just slide your hand back and forth on his cock.”

Kim watched wide-eyed as she stroked the monster cock embedded in her stepmother.

“So good,” Lorraine whispered. “I can feel his lube gushing into me each time you stroke.”

“Does it feel good?” Kim whispered.

“Yes! Oh, honey, I’ve never been so wet. Don’t be afraid - we’re meant to be sluts.”

Kim smiled and leaned closer.

“That’s right, Kim. Go on. You know you want to,” Gwen said with a smile.

Kim opened her mouth and let her tongue caress Alex’s shaft where it emerged from her hand.

She stopped abruptly and leaned back. 

Gwen read the girl’s thoughts: Lorraine’s juices! On his cock! I tasted them!

Gwen said, “Of course. There is no taboo, Kim. Only pleasure.”

Lorraine smiled. “It’s okay, baby. I know how good it tastes. Don’t stop.”

Kim was hyperventilating. She swallowed hard.

And, then she leaned forward and began kissing and sucking Alex’s thrusting shaft.

“Yeah, goddamn!” Alex groaned.

Gwen almost laughed. Her husband was being squeezed by Kim’s stroking hand, licked by her tongue, and probing deep in the stepmother’s tight cunt. “Don’t you dare cum, Alex.”

“F… Fuck you…” Alex breathed and laughed. “You have no idea what these two are capable of.”

“No cum, I mean it. I have plans for these two.”

***

“I’m an officer of the court,” Diane said. It came out harsher than she wanted, but she remained defiant even as she saw the look of despair in Regina’s eyes.

The woman wanted her to join her in treason against the United States - fuck that, she wanted her to join her in betraying the entire human race!

Tears welled up in Regina’s eyes.

Diane wanted nothing more than to kiss her and embrace her and tell her that she was sorry - anything, anything to take away that sadness!

What the fuck was wrong with her?! This place had changed her. The physical changes to her body, the constant mind-bending sex.

Tears were now flowing down Regina’s cheeks.

And, Diane was crying herself.

“Please, don’t…” Diane whispered.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” Regina sniffled. “I thought when I explained all this that you would understand. Oh, God, Gwen told me not to tell you all at once like this. Stupid. My own stupid fault.”

Diane sighed. Fuck this. She pulled the crying blonde bombshell into her arms. “No. You were right. Truth is better.” She kissed her face, kissed away the tears. “But, I can’t… do this. It’s monstrous. Immoral.”

Regina sniffed and nodded. “I know. I do. We’re all damned. And, I tried to damn you too.”

Diane drew in a deep breath. “It’s not too late. I’ll play along. When I get out of here, I’ll go to the FBI. They’ll put you under witness protection. You’ll get out of this. I’m really good, Regina. By the time I’m done, you’ll be a…” She searched for the word. This hucow fog she was in was fucking annoying.

“Hero,” Regina said, completing her sentence. She looked depressed. “No. No, that isn’t what will happen. They know what you think, Diane. They can read your mind. You can’t lie to them. You can’t defeat them. Either you join them, or they take you. There isn’t an in between.”

“Read my mind? That’s…”

Regina gestured at the room around them. “You’re not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy.”

The reality sunk in. Checkmate.

Diane looked deep into Regina’s watery eyes. A lifeline. She’s throwing me a lifeline.

Because, she loves me. She wants to be with me.

She had fallen in love with Diane, and, knowing what was to come, wanted to save her.

And, more than anything, Diane wanted to be with her.

More than anything.

“Oh, fuck… Jesus… I don’t know,” Diane sobbed.

Regina smiled. “Be a monster with me. Please. I love you.”

***

“Come here, honey,” Lorraine whispered to her stepdaughter.

Kim opened her eyes. 

Alex’s shaft was dripping now with his own lube, Lorraine’s girl cum, and Kim’s spit. He rubbed her hair as she slid forward to look into her stepmother’s eyes.

Lorraine was breathing hard, her body trembling with every stroke of Alex’s cock. “I want to teach you something.” She turned her head and looked down at Rebecca’s open pussy.

Kim’s eyes grew wide. “But, I’m not gay.”

Lorraine laughed. “No, you’re bi, just like me. All women are. Gwen taught me that. We’re supposed to be like this.”

Gwen stood up and Rebecca reached down and opened her dripping pussy wide with her fingers, beckoning to stepmother and stepdaughter.

“Come on, you’ll like it,” Lorraine whispered as she lowered her lips to Rebecca’s sopping quim.

“Unnh! Oh, God!” Rebecca moaned as Lorraine began to pleasure her.

Lorraine reached out with her left hand and curled her fingers in Kim’s blonde hair.

She pulled Kim down until their cheeks touched between the blonde’s legs.

Lorraine leaned back. “You want this, baby. I know you do.”

Rebecca smelled warm and wet and musky with sex. Rebecca shook her head slowly. “Lorraine, I don’t know.”

“Shh, baby, this is who we are now. We make people feel good. Now, service her.” She applied gentle pressure to the back of Kim’s head.

Kim stared into her stepmother’s eyes as she allowed herself to be pushed closer to Rebecca’s pussy.

Lorraine smiled and nodded.

Kim opened her mouth and let her tongue slide out.

She touched the hood of Rebecca’s thick clit.

Rebecca trembled, her breath catching in her chest.

The taste was different! Her stepmother’s juices were lighter, these were thicker.

And, Kim wanted more! How silly she had been to resist this!

She opened her mouth and engulfed Rebecca’s cunt.

“God!” Rebecca cried. She ground her crotch against Kim’s mouth.

“Ahh!” Lorraine giggled. “So good, baby! Feel how she’s reacting! You’re making her feel amazing!”

Pride. Kim felt proud of herself. Her stepmother was proud of her!

She wanted to be just like her.

A slut.

The word went through her mind. She was a slut! Just like her stepmother! Gwen was right, this was natural and beautiful.

Morality was a fucking lie.

She moaned into the beautiful pussy, her lips and chin now dripping with the blonde’s juices.

She felt hands on her backside and something hard probing at her cunt.

She squealed into Rebecca’s pussy as she felt a thick cock head push against her hole.

Jason! He was hard again, and he was sliding gently into her pussy!

Lorraine pushed her tongue into Rebecca’s pussy while Kim suckled the woman’s clit.

We’re being fucked while we eat a woman’s pussy! The thought went through her mind, turning her on almost as much as being used by both Rebecca and Jason.

“God, God! Going to cum!” Rebecca cried out.

Something gushed out of Rebecca’s pussy - she was squirting on Kim and Lorraine!

Rebecca’s pussy clenched and spasmed. “Ahh, shit! Fuck!”

A minute later, the tremors died down.

Kim raised up to find her stepmother smiling at her.

Jason’s cock was pounding her as Alex continued banging Lorraine.

Kim smiled back.

And, then she kissed Lorraine, pushing her tongue deep in her stepmother’s mouth.

***

Mary jumped when the fat guy started to cum. Thin jets of jizz shot toward the ceiling as she jacked him.

Honestly, she had forgotten about him - the sight of the stepmother / stepdaughter team on the floor had taken all her attention.

Cum coated her hand as she continued to stroke him firmly.

He moaned behind his gag - clearly, the sight of the decidedly non-platonic kiss was exactly what he needed to get off.

His cock went limp quickly.

She smiled at him as she raised her cum coated hand and gently licked his cream off her digits.

Salty and a little sweet. He wasn’t her type, exactly. Fat, hairy, greasy guys were generally not her cup of tea - but, it was a fucking orgy, so why not?

Suddenly, the foursome on the floor broke up.

Alex pulled out of the stepmother and staggered backward.

Gwen tried to get to him, but Lisa was faster.

Lisa pulled her unitard crotch to the side and lifted her long left leg in one smooth motion, balancing on the one stiletto heel.

Alex looked enthralled as the leggy brunette curled her left leg around his muscled waist.

With one hand, she guided the monster cock into her pussy and drew him close.

“Goddamn, that’s impossible!” Mary whispered.

Seventeen inches of hard cock slid up and up until he was balls deep in the beautiful brunette.

They really did modify us! Mary marveled. 

“I… I wanted to know,” Lisa said as she stared into Alex’s eyes.

He reached down with his big hands and grabbed the woman’s latex encased ass cheeks. “Well, now you do.” He smiled and lifted her.

Lisa kissed his neck as he lifted her off the floor.

She raised her right leg and wrapped it behind him as well.

He lifted her effortlessly, sliding her up his cock, and then bringing her down.

She moaned and thrashed against him.

Jason watched in amazement as his girlfriend took the giant’s cock.

“Oh, Jesus!” Jason groaned as he was pounding into Kim’s stretched pussy.

Gwen grabbed his hips and pulled him backward.

He turned over as Gwen pulled him down on top of her, taking his cock to the hilt in her pussy.

She smiled up at him. “Don’t hold back. I want it all. Everything you can give me, Jason. Fill me.”

The youth was thrusting like mad.

Kim and Lorraine were busy making out on the floor, taking no notice of the impossible sex acts going on around them.

Nurse Karen knelt in front of bicycle shorts guy.

He looked at her with a mixture of confusion and terror.

She was nearly panting, her latex encased bosom rising and falling. “I… I need you. I hope you don’t mind. But, I really need you.” She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his bicycle shorts and drew them down his thighs. 

His average sized cock sprang up from a tangle of brown pubes.

He was already slick with precum from watching the others fuck.

Karen traced her finger around the purple head.

Wrapping her fingers around him, she lowered her lips and kissed his cock.

The man groaned behind the ball gag.

Mary smiled and slid onto the floor beside the young nurse. “You’re gorgeous. She really did a wonderful job on you.”

Karen pulled her lips away from the man’s cock long enough to smile. “Thank you.” Then she engulfed his head and slid him into her mouth.

Mary reached down and cupped the girl’s ass under the short dress.

“You’re so wet, honey.” She ran her finger from the girl’s pucker down her slit.

Karen moaned with the cock in her mouth and pushed back against Mary’s hand. 

Mary felt lips on the back of her neck.

Hailey was keeling behind her. “Can I play too?”

Mary laughed. “Yes, I…”

She trailed off as the sweet girl reached under Mary’s skirt from behind.

Her hand wrapped around Mary’s cock and squeezed. “I really thought I gave you this,” she whispered.

Mary laughed and moaned as Hailey began to stroke her.

***

Alex nuzzled Lisa’s neck as he fucked her. He was holding her against the living room wall, thrusting in and up.

She orgasmed, her body squeezing him with muscles no human woman had inside her.

Her eyes were closed, and she was lost in whatever orgasmic fantasy played out in her mind.

Alex smiled, feeling his own orgasm rising inside him.

She wasn’t just beautiful, she was breathtaking.

They all were - the White Witches. He felt clumsy around them. Every move they made, every smile that crossed their lips - everything was perfection. 

Jason was lucky she was bound to him, because if she were free, Alex would want her with him forever.

And, that was their true power: they made you want to be with them.

Mikaela moved to his side, running her hand up his spine as he thrust against Lisa.

She smiled up at him and he kissed her, wrapping an arm around her narrow waist and pulling her against him.

He couldn’t fuck her - not yet. He had to wait until her procedures, but there was longing in the woman’s ebony eyes - those eyes would serve her well. Men and women alike would fall under her spell.

Rebecca walked up behind them and began rubbing Mikaela’s hair and caressing her latex encased body.

“Please her?” Alex asked.

“Of course,” Rebecca whispered. She took Mikaela's hand and led her toward the couch where Belynda was masturbating, her eyes closed, strong fingers moving in and out of her pussy.

Together they knelt and began kissing Belynda’s body.

The Amazon jumped, startled by the touch.

But, then she smiled and rolled off the couch.

The three of them became a tangle of arms and legs on the floor.

***

Through it all, Demona watched. Most of the room was her work to a certain extent. The transformation drugs came from Havana, but she had perfected them, working for days at a time without rest in her subterranean lab.

Lisa was moaning and thrashing in Alex’s arms, her body pushed beyond even her endurance.

Alex lowered her gently to the floor beside Gwen.

Gwen held Lisa’s hand as the two men made love to them.

Jason abruptly froze and arched his back.

Gwen laughed. “Yes, oh, God, yes! All of it, Jason. I want it all!”

He groaned as he pumped into her.

A moment later, Alex came deep inside Lisa.

The four of them collapsed together.

After a while, Alex drew Gwen into his arms and cradled her as Jason and Lisa spooned.

Karen was moaning loudly as she rode Bicycle Man’s prick reverse cowgirl.

He looked stunned, his head thrown back on the couch.

Mary was tonguing Karen’s clit and his sack as they fucked.

Hailey was behind Mary, stroking the futanari’s long cock in practiced firm strokes. She giggled and pushed two fingers into Mary’s pussy and another two up her ass.

“Fuck!” Mary groaned.

I wonder if I should give myself a dick? Demona thought. Was she being selfish denying her girlfriend a hard cock? It was a thought. Maybe one of the retractable ones - she liked her miniskirts and she didn’t want a big ol’ futa cock hanging down between her thighs.

She wished they would hurry up - not that she had anything against orgies. She fucking loved them. But, there was a lot of work to do.

“Jesus! Oh, fuck!” Karen was cumming again.

Good. She needed the girl focused.

She admired the coed’s firm thighs as she rode the guy for all he was worth. Once she got a real cock inside her she was going to be too spoiled for the average human male.

The girl was completely bi, and that made Demona a little sad - not that her girlfriend, Courtney, wasn’t more than enough for her. But, seeing Karen, who could have been a perfectly happy lesbian, thirsting for cock just went against her nature.

Straight people were so weird.

***

The boys were still passed out on their backs, but Gwen and Lisa were fully recovered.

They helped each other up - stiletto heels looked hot, but getting up off the floor could be an ordeal.

Gwen tapped her lips with a long, manicured nail. “Hmm, what now?” She looked around.

Rebecca, Mikaela, and Belynda were in a mouth to pussy daisy chain.

Lorraine and Kim had discovered the joys of 69.

Hot Nurse Karen was fucking bicycle guy and Mary and Hailey were occupied as well.

That left fat guy and… the demon.

“Which one do you want?” Gwen asked nodding toward the bound captives.

“I think I want the little mean one,” Lisa said with a slight laugh.

“Okay - careful with that one. She doesn’t seem quite right.” Gwen said as she walked around behind the couch and began massaging fat guy’s temples. “Hmm, lives in his parents’ basement. Who’d have guessed that?”

Lisa laughed. “Be nice.” She knelt in front of Demon girl. “Hi, my name is Lisa. Let’s take a look under the hood and find out why you’re so mean?”

Lisa’s eyes floated up in their sockets.

Demon girl just stared at her.

Lisa started to frown. “Gwen?”

“Yeah,” Gwen said. She was deep inside Fat Guy’s fantasies. Most involved cartoon girls with big eyes.

“Should she be… blank?”

“Huh?”

“I can’t see anything in her head.”

“Try harder.”

“I… am…” Lisa’s brow furrowed from effort.

And, then the demon leapt out of the sofa and knocked Lisa backward on the floor.

Gwen jumped, losing her link to Fat Guy.

The Demon girl’s hands were free! Her fingernails were ragged and bloody from tearing through the zip ties.

Gwen started to move, afraid the woman would scratch Lisa’s eyes out with her bloody digits.

Instead, the demon drove her knee into Lisa’s stomach, knocking the wind out of her in a whoosh. She undid the rubber ball gag and yelled into Lisa’s astonished face. “Fucking whore!”

She rolled off Lisa and Gwen thought she was trying to get to her feet.

Wrong again. She threw herself on Alex.

Gwen screamed as the demon sank her teeth into the base of Alex’s cock. Blood sprayed two feet in the air.

***

Even with their enhanced strength, it took Lisa, Jason, Rebecca, and Mary to carry Alex downstairs.

At some point, he had mercifully passed out.

Gwen was holding a chair cushion tight against his groin trying to stop the bleeding.

Demona was a general, barking orders.

Belynda was carrying the demon at arm’s length, holding the woman by the throat six feet off the ground. “Puta loca! Por que? What did he do to you? Ignorant puta!”

The demon was unconscious, the result of a bone jarring blow from Belynda’s right fist.

Everyone had seemed frozen when Alex’s blood began to spurt - everyone but Belynda who seemed to fly through the air to deliver the knockout blow to the demon.

In the basement, they put Alex on a table.

This time, there was no order to clear the surgical area - Demona was too focused.

“Arterial bleed. I need the laser cauterizer…”

Karen put it in her hand before she could finish the sentence.

“That’s my girl.” The pen like device buzzed in her hand and a green beam lanced out.

Alex’s skin sizzled and blackened.

Demona smiled. “Got it! Insta-Heal…”

Again, Karen handed it to her before she could finish asking. “You might not be a doctor yet, but fuck if you aren’t a great nurse.”

Karen smiled but never stopped moving. “I’ll get the mini-MRI - you’re going to want to check out the vascular system, right?”

Demona laughed as she sprayed the Insta-Heal. “Damn, I’m starting to feel obsolete.”

Karen brought over a handheld unit.

Gwen was panting beside the operating table. Her eyes narrowed and she looked at the demon.

The tiny woman was beginning to wake up.

Belynda held her in a full Nelson.

Gwen gritted her teeth. “Pain.”

Demona jumped. “Hey, none of that! Not in my goddamned surgery - you want to play White Witch mind tricks fine, but I draw the line at torture!”

“Stay out of this,” Gwen grumbled as she stalked toward the demon. “Pain!”

The floor shook.

Everyone in the room still technically human: Mikaela, Hailey, Fat Guy, Bicycle Guy, Kim, and Lorraine - all fell to their knees and clutched their heads.

The hucows in the barn went rigid.

Outside New York City, Constance froze in the middle of doing a filling.

In Manhattan, Maria Marapova stumbled and almost fell.

At Stallion’s Adult Video, Sugar Tits awoke from a sound sleep. “Gwen,” Sugar whispered. “Stop! You have to stop!”

Back at the farm, Lisa threw her arms around Gwen. “Gwen! Honey, please! You’ll kill her! Please, can’t you see? All the humans are in pain! You have to stop!” She hugged Gwen close and sobbed. “Stop, please stop…”

Gwen’s eyes opened wide. “I… what? Oh, my God.”

“Don’t ever do that again, Gwen. Please, never again,” Lisa whispered in her ear and cried.

The humans in the room collapsed.

Gwen shook her head and pointed at the demon.

The little woman just stared at her completely unfazed.

And smiled.

***

Gwen stared at the demon in the cage.

They had taken her to the sub-basement and stripped her. Then they had locked her in the cage where they had kept the cheerleaders.

The diminutive woman had climbed the bars and hung by her fingers from the roof bars. She was mumbling to herself and staring at Gwen with crazy eyes.

“What the fuck is she?” Lisa asked.

They had all come down to the sub-basement, leaving Demona and Karen to look after Alex.

Despite the now repaired severed artery, he was going to be okay.

The woman in the cage was completely immune to White Witch mental powers. Jason’s mental gifts didn’t work either.

Gwen sighed. “The pheromones make her horny, other than that? Nothing works. I’ve run into immunes before, but nothing like this.”

Lorraine wandered up to Gwen - ever since they had come downstairs, Lorraine and Kim had become increasingly catatonic. The mind control from earlier was wearing off.

Lorraine blinked and stared at the woman in the cage. “How long since your meds?”

Gwen and Lisa both stared at Lorraine.

The demon giggled. “Fuck off, slut.”

“She’s a paranoid schizophrenic. Probably on some powerful meds - which she hasn’t had for at least twenty-four hours. She’s had a psychotic break,” Lorraine said in a tired voice.

“Fuck you! Stop telling my secrets you stepdaughter lovin’ freak!” The demon hissed.

Lorraine wobbled on her feet. “Wait… wait… what did I do? Why did I…”

“Lorraine, what do you do for a living?” Lisa asked.

“Huh? Psychiatrist. I’m a psychiatrist. Why am I down here?” Lorraine whispered.

Gwen reached out and touched Lorraine’s temple. “Sleep.”

Lorraine collapsed in her arms and Gwen lowered her to the floor.

“Lorraine! What did you do to…” Kim cried out.

Gwen pointed at her without looking at her. “You too… sleep.”

Kim collapsed on the floor beside her stepmother.

“Schizophrenic?” Gwen said.

“Certified nut case,” the demon grumbled. “Did I bite it off? I wanted to eat it. I’m fucking hungry.” She burst into laughter. “Eat a dick, Lita… Eat a dick!”

“The Church would have us lobotomize her immediately,” Demona said behind them.

Gwen spun around. “Is Alex okay?”

“Is Alex okay? Still got a dick?” The demon cackled from the cage, mocking Gwen.

“Shut the fuck up, or I swear to God I’ll tear your goddamned eyes out!” Gwen screamed.

The demon laughed and went back to climbing the cage bars.

“Yes,” Demona said. “Alex is fine. He’ll be back to pile driving pussy by this evening.” 

Demona held up a purse. "Went up and found this in my van." She opened the purse and pulled out a wallet. She opened it. "Loony Tunes here's real name is Lita Price, 24, from Jersey. Slutz-Net pulled up her psych report - just like sleeping stepmommy said: Paranoid Schizophrenic with bouts of Psychosis. Completely controlled if she takes her meds." She held up a bottle of pills. "Bottle is full. She's been off them for a while."

"I was fine till you fuckers kidnapped me," Lita said. She had hooked her slim legs in the roof bars and hung upside down.

Gwen smiled. "Whatever she is, she's immune to mind control. The Church mandates the lobotomizer..."

"Or, we can brain fuck her the old-fashioned way: let Slutz-Net stick it's needles in her brain and cure her psychosis. As the only medical authority in the building, I say Slutz-Net."

"Overruled," Gwen said coldly.

"Look, 'White Bitch', you hold a hell of sway, but I'm the goddamned doctor here. Get your head out of your cute ass and use it for something other than a butt plug."

Gwen whirled.

But, the shorter doctor stood her ground. "By Christ, I gave an oath to do no harm. Now, I've bent that fucking rule a lot over the last few years, but I'm fucked if I'll turn that little hell spawn into an imbecile just because you're feeling bitchy."

"I'll do it myself," Gwen said through gritted teeth.

"No, you won't," Alex said. He stumbled naked in the doors from the stairs.

Demona threw her hands in the air. "Jesus! Nobody fucking listens to me! Get your ass back in bed!"

Alex leaned against the door jamb. "I'm okay."

Rebecca was standing behind him, steadying him.

Gwen ran to him and hugged him tight.

"Shh, it's okay now. I'm fine."

Gwen sobbed and held on, shaking her head. "She hurt you. She has to suffer."

"No," Alex said. "I mean it, Gwen. She's human, she's scared, and she's obviously sick..."

"Paranoid Schizophrenic with bouts of Psychosis," Demona added.

"Yeah... what she said," Alex said.

"Hey! You fuckers better do that 'lobsterization' or whatever you called it," Lita yelled as she dropped to the floor of the cell. "'Cause if I get out of this fucking cage? I'll kill every one of you motherfuckers!"

Gwen spun and growled, "Oh, she's fucking dead!"

Alex put his arm around her waist and pulled her back. "No. Shh. Stop. We're not hurting her. That's all there is to it." He kissed the side of Gwen's neck. "Don't make me pull rank."

"You're not the boss of me," Gwen whispered.

"No," Alex whispered. "But, just this once? Let's pretend I am."

Gwen slumped back against him.

Alex looked at Belynda. "Can you get her out of there and put her on a table?"

Belynda cracked her knuckles. "With fucking pleasure."

"No!" Jason said and grabbed her hand. "That woman is dangerous. I'm not letting Belynda get anywhere near her."

Belynda looked at him in astonishment for a moment. Then she burst out laughing. "Papi, I really appreciate your concern, and I love you for it - but I could dribble that Muppet like a basketball if I wanted."

"I'm not going to let you get hurt..."

A soft 'Pfft!' sound came from near the cage.

Everyone turned and looked.

Demona was holding a small gun with a little CO2 tank on the side.

In the cage, Lita looked down at her left boob - there was a small dart sticking in it just above her nipple. She blinked. "You fucking bitch," she said and then fell unconscious on the cell floor.

Demona blew imaginary smoke from the barrel of the tranquilizer gun. She looked around and smiled. "What? You forgetting it was little me who abducted her in the first place?"

***

Kim opened her eyes.

The rubber nurse was smiling at her. "How are you feeling, sweetie?"

"Mmmph," Kim groaned. The red rubber ball gag was back in her mouth.

Then she screamed.

She was strapped spread eagle on an X shaped frame suspended a couple of feet in the air. She was vertical.

Something was inside her.

She looked down.

A thick pink dildo mounted on a robotic arm was sticking a few inches inside her pussy. It vibrated and moved slowly in and out, in and out.

She struggled against the bonds, but all she managed to do was work the dildo deeper inside her.

She didn't recognize the room - it was obviously another part of the sub-basement she hadn't seen.

There was a soft whir, whir, whir sound coming from somewhere nearby.

She turned her head slightly and saw where it was coming from.

There were three booths along the back wall.

A woman was in each gray box. The first booth held a fortyish brunette with a dark tan. The second, a twenty-something platinum blonde, and the third a twenty-something brunette with tattoos.

The women all had enormous breasts.

Breast pumps were attached to their nipples, and a steady flow of white milk was flowing into the pumps - the source of the whirring sound.

"Don't mind them," Nurse Karen said as she worked on a tablet. "Early victims of the hucow formula - see it was supposed to be temporary, but the original formula was permanent for some people. Because of their genetics. Dr. Demona figured out the problem and fixed the formula, so it doesn't happen anymore. But, these poor things will be hucows forever - that is unless the doctor can figure out a cure. She just might. She's brilliant."

Karen put down the tablet and smiled. "Now, just to let you know what's going to happen to you?" She rubbed Kim's hair. "We're waiting on your stepmother to finish her conditioning - Gwen says Lorraine is going to be your mistress. Which is kind of sweet in a sick, twisted sort of way."

Kim felt a wave of revulsion - memories of what they had done on the floor upstairs came flooding back. She wanted to throw up.

"So, we have to wait until Lorraine comes in to find out how your other mods are going to go - I mean there's going to be some breast augmentation. You're practically flat chested and, man, does the Church like boobs." She hefted her own melons. "I have to admit: I love these funbags." She looked back at the tablet. "Other than that, there'll be slutifier to make you nice and horny - trust me, it's an experience. I could fuck a football team right now."

Kim cried behind the gag.

Karen rolled her eyes. "Oh, come on. It's fun. I'm serious. You think it's going to be terrible being a total slut, but it really isn't. Kind of liberating. And, then, of course, either Gwen or Lisa is going to do your brain mods. Hard to tell what Lorraine is going to want for you, but I think you can expect to be doing a lot more of that taboo show you put on upstairs - totally hot, by the way."

Kim screamed anew.

***

Lorraine wasn't sure when she actually woke up. Consciousness returned in phases.

The smell of the coffee helped.

She looked up to see Gwen sitting across the kitchen table from her. "Go ahead. Drink it. You could use the caffeine."

Lorraine looked around the farmhouse kitchen. "Where..." Her eyes grew wide. "My God! Where's Kim?"

"Safe. Downstairs. There's a very competent nurse with her." Gwen smiled.

Lorraine looked down at the steaming cup of coffee. She hesitated.

"Oh, for goodness sake, why does everyone believe I'm going to drug them? I don't have to drug people - well, most people anyway. Drink."

Lorraine picked up the cup and took a sip. It warmed her. She hadn't realized how cold she was.

"Was that the first time you had group sex?" Gwen asked.

"Yes. I..." Her eyes grew wide. Alex, Jason, Rebecca - she had made love to all of them! And...

Lorraine almost dropped the cup. "No. Oh, no... Oh, Jesus, what did I do?"

"Relax, Doctor."

"But.. I... Oh, God, I can never look at Kim again."

"Don't be silly. Of course you can. She belongs to you. Literally. I'm giving her to you as a present."

"You're... what!?"

"Your stepdaughter doesn't have the intellect to be professional caste - in the New World Order, everyone will have their place. Kim's place will be on her back pleasuring anyone who wants her."

"How dare you! My stepdaughter is not going to be some common whore!" Lorraine almost threw her coffee in Gwen's face.

"Temper, temper, Doctor. You see the 'whore' label as something to be ashamed of. It isn't. Technically, I'm whore caste myself. Though, as a mind controller, I enjoy certain privileges your stepdaughter will never share. She simply lacks the intelligence to be anything more than a slut," Gwen said without malice or sarcasm. "You on the other hand - I've discussed your case with my superiors. They are very interested in what you can bring to the table, Doctor."

"What I can bring to the table? Who the fuck are you people?"

Gwen smiled and explained.

***

After a great deal of coaxing, Alex had agreed to be sedated. Demona needed him to rest. He lay on his back sleeping on an operating table. 

Beside him, Lita was strapped to table two.

Demona rubbed her long, stringy hair. "Poor thing. You don't even take care of yourself." She looked up at the ceiling. "Slutz-Net?"

"Online," the disembodied voice answered.

"Subject Lita - begin brain conditioning. Alleviate the Schizophrenia and eliminate Psychotic behavior - leave her intact as much as possible beyond that."

"Acknowledged."

Ceiling tiles slid open above the operating table.

Two robotic arms descended, each with long thin golden needles mounted in gun-like devices.

The arms moved in a blur of motion.

“Oh, and, SlutzNet – implement plan Typhoid Mary.”

“Acknowledged.”

Fat Guy and Bicycle Man were shackled together on the floor and they cried out behind their gags - the robot arms were driving the golden needles into Lita's skull with a crunching sound, buzzing, and then withdrawing them at lightning speed.

Demona looked down at their terrified expressions. "Take it easy - we're curing her mental illnesses. It looks a lot worse than it is."

A third arm dropped down and placed a virtual reality headset on Lita's face.

"There. She'll cook for a while." Demona looked down at the two men and winked. "I'll deal with you two later."

Rebecca was watching nearby.

Demona walked over and took her hand. "Your turn, babe."

"Huh?" Rebecca looked confused. "I'm already one of you."

Demona led her toward table three. "Yes, well, I have a little something for you. Something the brainiacs down in Havana dreamed up... and then fucked up, and then I fixed."

"Uhh," she looked around nervously. "Where's Gwen?"

Demona laughed. "Doing a brain fuck. Relax, I’m not giving you two extra tits or anything. Have a seat."

"I really think I should talk to my wife first."

"Dang, you pussy whipped slut - do you only do what Gwen says?"

"Well, no, it's just..." She let herself be put on the table.

"She knows what I'm going to do. Trust me, you'll love it." 

The IV went in Rebecca’s arm before she even knew what was happening. “I… wait… Demona… I don’t want…”

Demona rubbed the woman’s forehead. “Hey, we have to do this. Gwen and the Church have plans for you. Sometimes we have to do things we don’t like - not often, but sometimes. This is not one of those times. Trust me, this won’t hurt and you’re going to love the affect.”

Rebecca gasped as the straps went around her wrists and ankles. “Wait! Why are you…” Her voice trailed off as the Propofol hit her vein.

***

“Well,” Gwen asked Lorraine in the kitchen. “What do you think?”

Lorraine stared straight ahead. “I… I can’t do this.”

“Yes. You can, and you will.”

“She’s my stepdaughter!” Lorraine cried.

“Think about what her life is going to be, Lorraine. Mediocrity followed by servitude. If you could see the street in Havana right now, Lorraine, you’d be thanking me for letting you save her.”

“As my sex slave! How is that saving her, for fuck’s sake!?”

“Street Whores are seven feet tall in their heels. J cup breasts. They walk the street eighteen hours a day, fucking anyone who wants them. They carry bottles of Cunt Clean, so they can douche out their twats between johns. That will be her life, every day, forever - not just a few years, a thousand years, maybe a million. Covered in pornographic tattoos - advertising their specialties.” Gwen leaned across the table. “Versus being your property. You can take care of her, watch over her. You’ll choose who she fucks - you can save her.”

“You’re…”

“Monsters? Yes, I know,” Gwen said and rolled her eyes. “You know how many times I have this conversation, Lorraine?”

Lorraine slumped forward with her arms stretched out on the table.

Gwen held her hands.

She didn’t pull away.

Gwen smiled. “You see, don’t you? If it wasn’t for Kim, you’d accept my offer, wouldn’t you?”

Lorraine closed her eyes and drew in a deep breath. “Yes. Goddamn you. But, that’s my choice. I’ve never experienced anything like what happened in that living room. I want more. I have to have more. My choice. I will gladly leave my husband for that, he hasn’t really been with me for years. But, you aren’t giving Kim a choice!”

“No. You have to make her choice for her. You’re dozens of IQ points smarter than she is, and you know it.”

Lorraine pursed her lips. “What about my other stepchildren?”

Gwen leaned back. “They will be left alone - the Church only takes adults. Until they are eighteen, they will be safe. Protected, even. They are preparing boarding schools in the Swiss Alps - the last generation of humans will be educated there until they are of age.”

“And then what?”

Gwen shrugged. “Some will be free to decide. Others will not have a choice. It will depend on them.”

“I want guarantees. I want my other stepchildren to be, what is it? Professional caste?”

Gwen raised an eyebrow. “Bargaining? Really? I’ve extended a courtesy to you thus far, but you want more?”

“Yes. You want me to go along willingly? I want all my stepchildren to be with me.”

Gwen smiled. “As slaves?”

Lorraine swallowed. “Yes. At least I can protect them.”

Gwen leaned back and steepled her fingers. “They would have to remain with their father and away from you until they are of age.”

“Fine.”

Gwen licked her lips. “You do understand, I can make you accept my original offer - I don’t have to agree to this.”

“Yes, you do. You want me to choose this. I don’t know why you want it to be my choice, but you do. So, that’s my bargain. Otherwise, just rip open my brain or whatever you do.”

Gwen leaned forward and grinned. “You will willingly do the Church’s work? No questions, no hesitation? No matter how evil the request?”

Lorraine blinked. “Yes.”

“Alright, Lorraine. After you and Kim are processed and she is bound to you, you’re going to a new life. Your name will be Dr. Lorraine Love…”

“Doctor Love? My name is going to be ‘Doctor Love’?”

Gwen laughed. “Yes. You’re going to teach courses on Human Sexuality at Ithaca College. And, you’re going to maintain your own practice on the side. We’re going to put you in a house - a mansion really. You’ll be next door to Stacie Fuchs - another tasty MILF we recently created. Together, you are going to corrupt suburbia. You’re going to create infidelity, break up homes, turn innocents into willing sex slaves.”

Lorraine closed her eyes and swallowed. “And, my stepchildren will be given to me to decide their fate when they’re eighteen, not the Church?”

“Yes. They will be yours.”

“I’ll do it,” Lorraine said with a trembling voice.

Gwen smiled. “I’m going to reach inside your mind now…”

“I told you I’d do it! I don’t need you to do that!” Lorraine cried.

“Lorraine, I’m simply going to turn off your morality - you’ll still be you. Just a sociopath.”

“I don’t need you to do that.”

“Yes, you do. Trust me. We need you to be the exact person we need. You’re going to love this,” Gwen whispered.

Lorraine’s head fell forward, almost striking the table.

“Calling Dr. Love?” Gwen laughed.

Lorraine’s mind cleared. She felt so much better! Actually, she felt fucking incredible. She leaned back in her chair and licked her lips. “Mmm, wow, I could get used to this.” She looked longingly at Gwen’s big breasts in their white latex sheath. “So, do I get big tits like those?”

Gwen laughed. “Not quite this size. But, you’re going to be very impressive.”

***

Mary watched Demona perform some sort of eye surgery on Rebecca. It didn't take long - most of it was done with a contraption she fit over the sleeping woman's face. She finished by removing the device and applying bandages over Rebecca’s eyes.

"Change her eye color?" Mary asked when Demona stepped close by.

"HIPAA laws, babe. I can't tell you shit." Demona began scrubbing her hands in the sink.

"Oh. Sorry..."

Demona burst out laughing. "A joke, honey. Fuck HIPAA, fuck the law. She needed some mods for her new job at the network - I'll explain them when she wakes up. Now, as for you? Pick a table."

"Me!? My mod is hanging between my thighs right now..."

"Yeah, I know. But, you haven't read the user's manual." Demona said as she knelt by Fat Guy. She began undoing his shackles. "On your feet, tubby."

The man whined behind his gag.

"Yeah, yeah, whatever. I read the full Church report on you - living in your parents' basement at your age? You're more turned on than scared." She heaved and pulled him to his feet. "Go on, run away if you want."

Fat Guy stood and looked from side to side, blinking.

"Thought not. Most action you've had in your entire life?" She winked at Mary. "Dudes are so easy. Long as they smell pussy, they'll sell their soul. You pick a table yet?"

Mary shrugged and started to sit on a table next to Rebecca's.

"Not you. Him." She shoved Fat Guy toward the table. "Strip him and strap him down."

Fat Guy looked up at Mary with a panicked look.

Mary smiled. "Sorry. Look, everything they do makes you feel awesome in the end. Just go with it."

She knelt and undid his pants. She yanked them down along with his underwear.

His small dick was hiding in his thick pubes.

She stood up and pulled his t-shirt over his head.

He looked miserable.

Mary shook her head. "So, you're fat? So what? Nobody cares. Nobody is staring. We're all in the same boat. I got a summer sausage hanging down in front of my quim." She leaned him back gently and strapped him down.

She rubbed his hair out of his eyes. "Okay, he's ready."

Demona stepped in front of her and smiled up into her face. "Wow, they made you tall. Open up."

"Huh?"

"Mouth. Open," Demona said.

Mary opened her mouth.

"You use whitening strips?"

"Uhh, sometimes," Mary mumbled around Demona's fingers in her mouth.

"They're bright. That's some pretty teeth." She pressed the gums in front of Mary's canines. "Feel that?"

Mary frowned. It felt like there was two lumps under her gums there. "What the fuck?"

Demona pulled her fingers out of Mary's mouth. "Futanari Formula 1 - Futa cum turns girls into futanari, turns boys into bimbo girls." She picked up a thin probe and turned back to Mary. "Futanari Formula 2, which you got - Futa cum doesn't cause a transformation. But..." She gently probed the lumps on Mary's gums. "Okay, I want you to imagine you're pushing your canines out of your mouth - like if you had little pneumatic pumps up there that could cause them to slide down."

Mary thought about it. Nothing happened.

"Try again. Really concentrate. Like you wanna just shoot those pearly whites right out of your mouth." She pressed with the probe.

Something moved in Mary's mouth!

She squeaked a little in surprise.

Demona laughed and clapped. "Oh, baby, look at those fangs!" She reached behind her and picked up a small mirror.

Mary looked at her reflection in disbelief: two pearly white fangs about an inch long had slid out over her canines. "Vampire!? You made me a vampire!?"

Demona giggled. "No, vampire's suck, you blow, honey. Venom. Futanari venom. You bite a girl with these beauties? She turns into a hot Formula 2 Futanari slut just like you."

Mary turned her face to the side, looking at the fangs in profile.

Demona ran her finger up Fat Guy's naked thigh.

"Care to guess what happens to a guy you inject?"

Fat Guy went wide-eyed. He screamed behind the gag.

Demona stepped back.

Mary looked down at the guy on the table. "Oh, I couldn't - he's terrified."

"Oh, yeah? Look at his mini-cock."

Screaming and thrashing he might be, but he was also hard.

Mary laughed. "Oh, shit."

"Go on. He'll adapt."

Mary leaned over him. She could taste something slightly bitter dripping from her fangs. Now she was getting turned on. She felt like a predator stalking prey. "Where? Does it matter?"

Demona stroked the back of Mary's neck. "Anywhere you like. It's a retrovirus. It'll burn through him like a wildfire. Go on."

Mary giggled. She reached out and lifted his smallish sack. She rubbed the skin under his balls with her nail. "Even here."

Demona nodded. "Sure. I mean, he's going to need to get used to having his crotch penetrated. Might as well start with your fangs."

Mary was breathing hard. She made herself stop. "Will it hurt him?"

Demona rolled her eyes. "Try it and find out."

Mary licked her dripping fangs. She pushed her mouth between his chubby thighs and bit down on the skin between his balls and ass. Her teeth slid into his skin.

Fat Guy screamed.

Mary could feel something throbbing and pumping under her upper lip.

My venom! Mary thought. I'm filling him with my venom.

Her pussy spasmed and her Futa cock began to rise.

Fat Guy stopped screaming behind the gag.

Instead, he was moaning.

Mary felt muscles contract in his groin, and suddenly warm cum was sliding down his dick onto her cheek.

He liked it! Jesus, it made him cum!

Demona rubbed Mary's hair as she stroked Fat Guy's softening cock. "Mmm, already shrinking."

***

A couple of hours later, Rebecca woke up and opened her eyes to darkness. She screamed.

"No! No! Honey! It's the bandages!" Demona said from somewhere in the darkness.

"Blind! I'm blind!"

"No, honey. I promise. It's the bandages. Just hang on. The healing was instant, but I didn't want your eyes to get any light until they had recovered from the trauma." Demona whispered.

Rebecca felt adhesive pulling from her eyebrows.

Bright light streamed in as the left bandage was removed.

"Close your eyes," Demona whispered.

Rebecca closed them and felt the right bandage lift from her eye.

"Okay, slowly now. Nice and slow. Open them."

The light wasn't so blinding now.

She breathed out a sigh of relief. She could see the basement ceiling above her. "Scared the shit out of me." She blinked. "What did you do to my eyes?"

Demona stood back. "Wow. Those look amazing!"

"Huh?"

Demona held a mirror in front of her.

Rebecca gasped. Pale blue eyes stared back at her. "Fuck."

"Sorry, I couldn't get your original eye color. They have to be blue. Turns out the blue light frequency influences the dorsolateral prefrontal cortex and the insula..."

"Huh?"

"The dorsolateral…where the brain is changed during hypnosis - never mind the jargon."

Rebecca turned her head slightly. The blue irises of her eyes were... moving. "Is that... are they supposed to move like that?"

"Yes. Keep watching."

They were changing color subtly, going from a light, almost glowing blue white to a deeper ocean blue and back again. "Oh... wow. Umm, they're pretty and all, but..."

"You might say: hypnotic?" Demona asked and hugged her.

Rebecca bit her lower lip. "Yeah, I guess."

Demona was giggling like a schoolgirl. She unstrapped Rebecca from the table. "We need a human. Who's still human?" She turned around and around looking the room over.

Rebecca looked at the naked Fat Guy on the next table. His hair was falling out and he was moaning.

His cock was gone! It had disappeared in his mass of pubic hair which was falling off in wisps.

"No, not him... her, I mean," Demona said. "Ah-ha!" She dragged Rebecca to where Bicycle Guy was sitting on the floor.

He looked up in terror.

She pointed at him and looked at Rebecca. "Him. Do your thing!"

"My thing?"

Demona sighed. "Just stare into his eyes for a few seconds."

Rebecca let herself be lowered to her knees by Demona in front of the terrified man.

He looked at her wide-eyed.

Rebecca stared into his eyes.

His pupils relaxed and dilated. His lids lowered slightly.

"Now what?" Rebecca asked.

"Tell him to do something. Quack like a duck. Sing. Cross his eyes. Anything."

"Uhh..."

"Make him lose control of his body. Piss himself. Fart, I don't know."

Rebecca stared into his eyes. "Get hard. Get hard for me."

He moaned, his bicycle shorts tenting and becoming far too small.

Rebecca laughed as the shorts distended.

Demona was practically dancing with glee beside her.

Rebecca grinned with mischief. "Mmm, nice. Now... cum."

His eyes rolled back in his head and his muscles went taut. A dark stain spread out from the bulge in his shorts.

Rebecca patted his cheek. "Good boy!" She stood up.

Demona grabbed her and hugged her. "Cool, huh?"

"I can hypnotize people. Holy shit!" Rebecca laughed.

"Yeah, you can. Anybody who looks into your eyes... even on TV." Demona arched an eyebrow and winked.

Rebecca hissed in a breath. "You mean, if I'm on TV, say as a news anchor, and I tell people to do something..."

"They'll do whatever you tell them. And, they'll think it was their idea."

***

The basement surgery grew quiet after a while. Demona and the others headed upstairs.

Fat Guy, who now looked more like an overweight shemale was moaning softly in her sleep.

Bicycle Man was passed out on the floor in his shackles.

Alex slept soundly.

“Hello? Anybody? Is anybody here?” a small voice asked.

Alex’s eyes fluttered open in the dark room. Monitors beeped nearby, recording heartbeat and blood pressure. The ceiling glowed in green, blue, and red from the LED displays by each operating table.

He sighed and closed his eyes again.

“Please? Please somebody. I’m scared.”

Alex snapped awake. It was a woman’s voice, small and sobbing somewhere in the darkness.

He rolled onto his feet.

The demon woman was strapped to a nearby table. She was the source of the small, sweet voice.

The virtual reality headset had been removed.

The golden needles on the robot arms had withdrawn back into the ceiling.

Tears were streaming down her face.

“Lita? What’s wrong?” Alex asked as his feet touched the floor.

The diminutive woman squeaked in fear. “No, no, no… please don’t hurt me.”

This is some kind of trick, Alex thought. She was trying to lure him close - probably to rip his throat out with her teeth if she could.

He stood over her.

Her eyes looked terrified.

Water suddenly poured off the bed onto the floor - she had pissed herself.

Nobody is that good an actress, Alex thought. “Hey, hey, it’s okay, Lita. Nobody is going to hurt you…”

“Whoremasters don’t hurt women. They never hurt women. The woman on the video said so! Please don’t hurt me,” Lita pleaded.

If she bites me, I’m going to feel like a fucking moron, Alex thought. “The woman on the video they made you watch told you the truth. Cum Slut Cathy doesn’t lie. Neither do I. I won’t hurt you, I promise.”

Lita sniffled and looked at him with bloodshot eyes. “O… Okay.” Her head was held in place with a leather strap.

Alex reached to undo it. He hesitated. “Lita, if I undo some of these? You promise you won’t try to hurt me?”

She swallowed. “No! I won’t. Please…”

Alex unbuckled the strap around her forehead.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He reached out and stroked her forehead.

She shivered at his touch, but she didn’t pull away.

“I’m whore caste,” she whispered. “I’ll obey you, I promise.”

Alex smiled. “Shh, come on now. We can worry about all that later. How do you feel?”

“Scared.”

“Don’t be.”

“Not just of you and this place. I feel different. My head… I don’t hear,” her voice dropped to a whisper. “I don’t hear the voices anymore.”

Alex nodded. “SlutzNet, status of subject Lita?”

A voice came from the ceiling making Lita jump. “Subject Lita has normal brain function. Breast augmentation to G cup complete. Gluteus expanded to within 20% symmetry with breasts. Waist circumference now 43 centimeters burlesque proportion. Thighs lengthened by three centimeters. Calves lengthened by two centimeters. Permanent makeup injected under skin. Gag reflex removed. Womb opened for access. Sterilized. Libido amped up 75%. Mental conditioning complete, knowledge of all advanced sexual techniques. Whore caste designation: Girlfriend Experience Whore. Extra features…”

“Stop,” Alex said. “Is subject Lita a danger to herself or others?”

“Define danger.”

Alex rolled his eyes. “Is she going to try to bite my dick off again?”

“No! I won’t! I promise!” Lita cried.

“Subject Lita is incapable of physical violence against human or transformed.”

Alex smiled. “Poor thing. No wonder you’re scared.”

“Girlfriend Experience Whore?” Lita asked.

“You know what that is, right?”

She nodded. “That means I stay at the airport in Havana until a john gets off a plane and requests the Girlfriend Experience. Then they wipe my mind, make me think I came with him on the plane. Make me think I’m his girlfriend, and he uses me however he wants until he’s ready to go back home. Then he turns me back in and they wipe my brain again until the next customer.”

Alex nodded. He hated that one. The look on the girl’s face when the guy she thinks she’s known forever, the guy she’s in love with, just drops her off at the airport like somebody dropping off their rental car.

It was goddamned cruel - those few minutes when the girl realizes everything she knows is a lie… even if the mind wipe removes the anguish she experiences? Even if the girl forgets? The whoremaster never forgets it.

Alex began undoing her straps.

“I don’t want to be one of those, Alex,” she whispered.

Alex smiled weakly. “I’m sorry, honey. I don’t like it either.”

He helped her sit up.

Her stringy hair was gone. It was now a long, wavy mane of chestnut brown hair.

She threw herself off the table and wrapped herself around his neck.

Fuck! She got me again! Goddamn it! Alex was more angry at himself than her. He braced himself for the feel of her teeth sinking into his throat.

But, though her lips touched his skin, her teeth did not.

She held on and shook, sobbing in misery against his neck. “Please don’t let them do that to me, Alex! Please! I’ll do anything. I’ll be good to you. I’ll be better than good.”

Her sobs turned into wails as she held on tight.

Alex put his arm around her and held her close. “Lita. I can’t do anything about that. The Church decides. It won’t be so bad,” he lied.

“I can’t go through that. I just can’t.”

He rocked her in his big arms. “When you get to Havana, a whoremaster will claim you. Whoever takes you, they’ll care of you. In between ‘boyfriends’? You’ll be loved. You’ll see…”

“I’m sorry I hurt you. Please don’t send me there!”

She was broken. SlutzNet had undone her illness, but it had robbed her of her spirit at the same time.

She needed someone to keep her safe so that the fiery Lita could come back - just without the psychosis.

“Fuck. Well, shit.” He stood up and carried her.

“Where are we going?” She mumbled against his neck.

“First? Shower. As cute as you are, I’m not into pee…”

“I’m sorry!” She cried against his shoulder.

“Stop it. Stop apologizing. You got scared and you peed. From now on, anything scares you? You come to me.”

“Okay,” she whispered. Then she leaned back away from him. “Wait. What are you saying?”

“You’re mine… well, we’re each other's… I’m claiming you.”

She burst into fresh tears.

“Stop that. I mean it. I’m not attracted to weakness. And, I don’t want you to be either. Not even in yourself. Your wives are fierce - one of them is downright terrifying. You better find some spine or Gwen will eat you alive.”

She nodded and hugged him tight. “Just tell me it’s going to be okay.”

He laughed. “It’ll be fine… till Gwen finds out. And, then…”

***

Lorraine Love looked at her naked body in the bedroom mirror. She looked five years younger. Her skin was flawless. The G cup breasts were firm - they barely moved when she walked.

She had a heart shaped ass just as firm, and an hourglass figure that would drive men insane.

So what if she had to be an evil slut doing the Church’s bidding? She was into kinky shit now.

All kinds of kinky shit. She smiled and rubbed her thick clit and hairless pussy.

She held up her wet fingers and licked her juices. Sweet! Almost as good as Kim’s.

She smiled and felt a tremor go through her privates.

Being evil and perverted was kind of fucking fun.

From her Psychiatric background, she knew this was the complete liberation of her id and the suppression of that annoying super ego. What she wanted, she would take. From now on, her pleasure, her needs were priority one.

“That’s right,” the White Witch, Gwen said behind her.

She smiled at the woman’s reflection at winked. “Naughty being in my mind like that.”

“Oh, I like it inside you,” Gwen said. She ran a hand up the inside of Lorraine’s thigh from behind. She cupped her sex. “So wet.”

“I’m going to stay that way? Right?”

“Always ready to fuck. That’s us,” Gwen laughed. She rubbed Lorraine’s clit.

The Psychiatrist gasped.

“Mmm, definitely Dr. Love. That’s a perfect name for you.” Gwen turned her around and kissed her. She raised her hand from Lorraine’s pussy and eased a middle finger into her ass.

“Unnh… God, never thought that could feel so good.”

Gwen smiled at her. “Just think what it’s going to be like with Alex’s cock in your pussy and Jason fucking this tight little butt?”

“Oh, God, can I?”

“Of course. They’re both very into you.”

“You don’t mind?”

Gwen laughed. “Don’t be silly. I get off on things like that. You will too.” She licked Lorraine’s lips. “Would you mind if I do nasty things to Kim at the same time?”

Lorraine laughed. “Knock yourself out. I’d love to watch her in action.”

“Good answer. I think you’re ready.”

“Ready?”

“To head downstairs and supervise your stepdaughter’s transformation.”

***

Alex held Lita's hand and led her to the sub-basement. The room was empty, but he could see light coming from the back room.

He opened the door.

Lorraine's stepdaughter, Kim, was hanging from an X shaped bondage cross near the middle of the room.

A thick, pink dildo was pistoning in and out of her soaked snatch.

The girl regarded them with an exhausted look.

Nurse Karen was checking the suction on one of the permanent hucows. She adjusted the milker on the platinum blonde's massive left breast. The woman moaned softly as milk filled the clear suction cup and then drained into the tank below.

Karen turned and smiled. "Feeling better?" She saw Lita and froze, her eyes growing wide.

Lita likewise was staring in awe at everything around her, holding tight to Alex's huge hand.

Karen stepped sideways and picked up a syringe.

Even from across the room, Alex could tell it was filled with Knock Out.

He shook his head. "It's okay. Lita is much better now."

"I... I want to go back," Lita whispered. Her eyes were locked on the blonde who moaned behind her ball gag on the St. Andrew’s Cross.

Alex leaned down. "Brave. Fierce. If you can't be that, I don't want you." His face was stern, but his voice was not.

"Yes, Master," she whispered.

Alex eyed her curiously. Somewhere along the line, SlutzNet must have made her a submissive - perhaps to aid in curing her maladies. He could live with her devotion, so long as she was capable of self-motivation.

Slaves were tedious. He didn't want one.

But, there was something endearing about the way she clung to him, as if she was afraid she would be swept away by a stray breeze if she didn't.

He led her to a metal frame set in the concrete near the hucow cabinets.

"Do you trust me?" Alex asked her. He knelt, putting himself on eye level with her.

"Yes, Master."

No hesitation, and was there a tiny glint in her eye? At least she wasn't crying, and she made eye contact.

There was a small tray beside the frame. He held up a padded shackle. "Give me your arm."

She eyed the shackle warily.

Alex was patient. "A couple of hours ago, you would have wrestled me for this. And, if you could, you would have used it like brass knuckles and beaten me half to death. I don't want the violence to return, but I want the balls to come back. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Master."

"Alex. I'm Alex, not Master. You can choose to obey me if you want, I'll love you either way, but I don't require you to bow down. I'm going to be your husband, not your owner. Yeah, some whoremasters rule over their coven - I don’t. I don’t want women to worship me. I want love, not respect nor fear."

She looked at him and blinked. "Love? You're going to love me?"

He turned his head to the side and tried to read something in her expression. "Don't you understand this? When we're joined, it's not just you being bound to me. It works both ways. Forever."

A slight smile crossed her lips. "I... I guess I didn't realize it would be actual love."

He caressed her long brown hair. "I will love you, just like I love Gwen and Heather and Rebecca. You'll be in love with me and you'll be in love with them the same as they will be in love with you. Real love. You'll be happy when they're near and miss them when they are not. You will not be a slave Lita. Not to me, not to them, not to anyone. We have our duties that we have to perform, all of us, but we are not slaves."

Her eyes welled with tears.

Alex wiped the tears away.

She frowned. "Well. If you're my husband... why are you chaining me?"

There it was. Defiance. Finally, a spark of the old Lita. "Because I want to."

"And, what if I don't want to be put in bondage?"

He turned his head to the side and smiled. "Don't you?"

Her proud look faltered. She reached out and took the shackle from his hand.

She put it on her wrist and closed it with a click. "Like this?"

"Yes." He handed her the next.

She clicked it on the other slim wrist.

"Ankles." He handed her another.

She took it and then turned her back.

She bent over at the waist. Slowly.

That was on purpose. Alex smiled, admiring her heart shaped ass. He cupped her buttock as she clicked the left ankle restraint in place.

He knelt lower to the floor and handed her the last restraint.

She had a lusty look in her eyes.

She clicked the last one in place, and Alex pulled her up in an embrace.

He kissed her.

She moaned into his mouth, opening wide to accept his tongue which probed at her throat.

With no gag reflex, she swallowed it.

His hands kneaded her buttocks as he fucked her throat with his tongue.

She was dripping wet when he lowered her to the floor.

The frame had steel hooks that closed on loops on the restraints.

Her ankles were locked with her legs wide apart.

Alex bent her forward and pulled her arms back.

Her heavy tits hung down along with her long, flowing hair.

The position of her arms made her arch her back, exposing her taut ass deliciously.

The wrist restraints locked in place on either side of her ass.

Lita was breathing heavy.

"Let the restraints hold you. Rest your weight on them. That's why they're padded," Alex said.

"Yes, Mas... Alex. Yes, Alex."

He knelt in front of her and kissed her. "It's about trust. You understand?"

"Yes."

"I will not hurt you. I won't let anyone else hurt you either."

She smiled and nodded.

He stood up. "Speaking of trust." He held the base of his cock. It started to rise.

Lita's eyes grew wide and she gasped.

"The last time you had this in your mouth..."

"I'm sorry! I'm so sorry." She opened her mouth and licked the head of his cock.

Alex smiled seeing the astonishment on her face. She hadn't been transformed yet. He would handle that personally in a few minutes - so his precum was driving her insane with lust.

He hoped that 'insane with lust' wouldn't turn into just 'insane'.

He rubbed her hair as she kissed and suckled the head. "Open."

"I... it's so big," she whispered. Her lips were glistening and slick with precum.

"You're made for me. Trust me." He took her lower jaw in his hand and massaged gently. "Open."

She looked in his eyes and slowly opened her mouth. Her eyes grew wide as her jaws opened further and further.

"The muscles and ligaments loosen when I need your mouth. My precum triggers it. The same way your pussy will dilate when my juices mix with yours."

Her eyes drifted down as her mouth opened wide enough to accept him.

He slid in and she angled her head to open her throat for him.

"That's right." He slid deep inside and felt her throat contracting around him. "Breathe when I pull back then hold it when I push in."

She moaned sending waves of pleasure through Alex.

***

Gwen led Lorraine downstairs. The hot MILF was wearing a semi-transparent purple bodysuit that showed off her ample curves.

"I want her tits even bigger than mine."

"Whatever you want, Lorraine. You own your stepdaughter. She's your toy to use however you want." Gwen smiled.

The MILF was almost hyperventilating. "She'll be happy, won't she? Like I am?"

"Yes, Lorraine. She's more like you than you think. She's just more repressed. You'll take care of that."

Lorraine smiled. "Oh, yes. Definitely."

Gwen laughed. Lorraine’s evil side was coming to the surface slowly. Pretty soon, she would be 90% dominatrix bitch. 

She turned on the basement lights.

Then she frowned.

Alex wasn't there.

"I guess he woke..." She didn't finish the sentence.

The demon was gone as well.

***

Lita moaned as Alex began rubbing her cunt from behind.

Alex had pulled out of her throat, dripping from her spit. He could have cum then - the woman had excellent technique.

But, it didn’t seem right to him to take a wife’s throat before her pussy.

“So wet. Lita, is this what you want? This is the last time you can change your mind. Once I cum inside you, it is very difficult to undo the binding. Sometimes impossible.” 

She turned her head frantically and looked back at him. “You’d undo it!? Why!? Why would you do that!?”

“No, no, sweetheart… I only had to once. We made a man into a whoremaster in Ithaca, and he needed a harem. Even then, I had to have special permission, and it almost didn’t work.” He stroked the small of her back. “I will not unbind you unless you ask me to.”

She lowered her head and turned back around. “I wouldn’t do that. I want you. I really do, Alex.”

Alex smiled.

Her pussy lips were dark and full, opened and glistening from arousal. He crouched down and kissed them, running his tongue along the outside of her puffy outer lips.

“Unnh,” she whispered.

Her juices were light and delicate but plentiful.

He spread her open with his thumbs and lube began to drip down.

He caught it with his tongue, and then pushed his tongue deep inside her warm depths.

“Oh, God… I love this,” she whispered. “I like being chained like this. I was afraid, but now I’m not. They did this to me – the machine, I mean? It made me want to be chained like this.”

Alex laughed and tongued her clit.

She shuddered and moved her hips in a circle, unable to control her desire to have more of his lips and tongue.

Alex closed his lips on her pussy and sucked her tender lips into his mouth.

“Ahh! Nobody ever did that…”

Alex pulled back and licked her firmly from clit to perineum and back. “What?”

She giggled. “Not exactly an extrovert before.”

Alex laughed.

“Guys wanted to fuck me, but… nobody wanted to do much else… to the crazy girl.” She was undulating her hips, rubbing herself against his exploring tongue.

He gripped her thighs, forcing her to be still as he tongue fucked her in long, deep strokes. With each penetration, his tongue rubbed across her clit.

She moaned and cried. Soon she was screaming.

Alex held her tight as her orgasm came on like a storm, her hole closing spasmodically on his invading tongue.

Finally, she went slack in her restraints.

He stood up.

He grasped his cock by the base and rubbed the thick head against her pussy.

“Oh! Yes! Please, I want to. I want to now.”

“Want to what?”

“I want… Oh, God… I want you to…”

He reached out with his left hand and pulled her long hair, causing her head to rise. “Say it. We don’t play games. We’re not coy.”

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Cum inside me. I want to be yours.”

Alex slid balls deep into her at once - her mods made it possible.

Without the opened and lengthened canal, it would have killed her.

She screamed. “Big! Big!” She fell into mumbling incoherently and jerking her hips wildly trying to take even more of him.

“Shh. Be still now. We have hours. Relax,” He whispered as he massaged the small of her back.

“No. Absolutely not.”

Alex turned to find Gwen standing behind him. 

She was glaring at him, hands clenched in fists.

He smiled. “She’s hard to resist…”

“Try harder! I will not spend eternity with this…”

Alex slowly withdrew from Lita.

The little brunette cried out.

“Shh. Just a minute. I’m not stopping.” He turned and touched Gwen’s cheek. “Let’s talk.”

***

Lorraine returned to the basement above. Gwen’s reaction to seeing Alex balls deep in the demon woman told her things might get ugly.

Besides, Kim looked to be asleep with that mechanical dildo fucking her.

She could only imagine what was going through her stepdaughter’s mind - nasty, filthy things she hoped.

The past few hours had been a real life changer for Lorraine.

Good was bad and bad was now good. Bad was fucking wonderful.

Dark thoughts poured through her mind.

Selling Kim on the street. Pimping her to older men. Sharing her in orgies. Making her dress like a slut - like her very own Slut Barbie.

That was her plan: she was going to have the doctor and her assistant turn her oldest stepdaughter into a living sex toy.

She leaned against the basement wall and pushed her hand under the waistband of her running suit.

Her pussy was wet and swollen.

She needed to fuck.

She needed to pervert.

Her drive was near manic, her thoughts like a torrent of explicit kinky desires. She imagined what it would be like at Ithaca College, what she would do to her students. Her practice – God, what she could do without scruples or morals.

“That’s the look of a transformed who’s suddenly realized what a fucking amazing dream her life has become. I know that look. I’ve had the same look all day.”

The tall blonde woman with the buzz cut was smiling at her. 

“Mary, right?” She never stopped masturbating.

The woman walked toward her, hips undulating in the short skirt. “The first night they took me? I fucked my ward – someone my best friend entrusted to me when she died. I helped turn my husband into a sissy transsexual. I even went to an adult store and turned an innocent girl into a wanton slut… on her wedding night. And, I made her husband watch.”

Lorraine was breathing hard. “Fuck. Hot. Jesus… It’s like I can’t control the perverse thoughts going through my head. I’m getting ready to turn my stepdaughter into my personal sex toy.” She swallowed as she stared at Mary’s short skirt. The front was lifting - her shemale cock was becoming erect. She tore her eyes away from the rapidly rising cock. “Is it always like this? So strong? So bad you just want to fuck anyone in sight? Do the most vile, wicked things?”

Mary smiled. “For you? It might be. I had angst and regrets - but, Lisa was the one who changed me, and the poor girl was just learning. Gwen fixed everything.” She raised her skirt and turned to the side displaying her long, hard, thick veined cock. “She makes everything better.”

Lorraine stepped forward and wrapped her hand around the throbbing cock. “What’s it like? Being a shemale? I’ll bet it feels wonderful. When you fuck someone. God… it must.”

Mary cupped Lorraine’s big breasts - they were almost identical to her own big orbs. “It does. Women just sort of open for it. Poor little Hailey wanted more than she could take in her tight little pussy. Mmm, but Lisa? Jesus, she took it all…”

Lorraine stared at the cock in her hand. She began to stroke it. Precum poured from the tip. Lorraine’s hand motion made the shaft slick with it. “I won’t be able to take it all either… they haven’t changed me inside yet.”

She slid her hand farther down and fingered Mary’s wet pussy.

Mary sighed. “Mmm, that feels amazing. Push your fingers in?”

On the next down stroke, Lorraine slid two fingers up Mary’s cunt and then withdrew on the up stroke. “Like this?”

“Unnh… God, yes.”

Lorraine laughed. “All new skills to learn.”

Mary laughed with her. “Oh, you’re doing wonderfully.”

“You’re a girl they turned into an almost boy, not the other way around?”

“Futanari, honey… Oh, harder, please… Japanese word. It means a girl who has a cock instead of a clit.”

“Fuck, you are so wet.”

Mary put her hands in Lorraine’s hair and kissed her. “You make me wet.” She licked Lorraine’s full, red lips. “And, hard.”

Lorraine laughed. “I think I’d like one of these.” She gripped Mary’s cock harder.

Mary smiled. “I can give you one. Just like mine. If I bite you? I have venom. You’ll grow a nice big cock, just like mine.”

Lorraine’s eyes narrowed in lust. “Really?”

Mary nodded and looked toward the Fat Guy’s bed. “If I bite a man, he turns into a bimbo - at least that’s what Demona said when I bit that guy.”

Lorraine stared at the shape on the table. It had tits and a fat ass, but mostly he looked like an overweight tranny.

Mary spun Lorraine around and pressed her against the wall.

“Ooo,” Lorraine groaned. Mary’s hard cock was pressed into her running suit crotch.

She felt Mary’s teeth on her neck. “You want this? Want to be my Futanari lover, Lorraine? Want me to give you a hard, thick cock to fuck your stepdaughter with?”

Lorraine shivered. “Fuck! God…” The thought turned her on.

“Just say yes, and I’ll do it. One little nip.” She rubbed her fangs along the side of Lorraine’s neck.

Lorraine moaned and laughed. “Maybe. Not yet. I need to think…”

Mary kissed her neck. “Just remember, the offer is good anytime.”

“Ooo… well… while I’m thinking it over?” She turned around and drew Mary closer. Lorraine reached down and pushed the crotch of her running suit down. “How about you give me a demonstration of that thing in action?”

Mary kissed her and slid her higher up the wall.

Lorraine drew in a breath as she felt the long futa cock pushing at her exposed pussy.

It slid up and in as far as it would go in her tight cunt.

“Mmm, yes! God, so fucking big.” She covered Mary’s face with kisses as the Futanari began to fuck her against the wall.

***

Nurse Karen was talking in soothing tones to Lita as the frustrated woman sobbed.

Alex led Gwen to the other side of the room.

“Not her, Alex. Anyone but her.”

He smiled at her and squeezed her hand. “I know things didn’t start out well.”

“She almost killed you!”

“And, how many times have you told initiates that humans can’t be blamed for trying to protect themselves?”

Gwen’s eyes flashed with anger. “That wasn’t self-defense - it was an insane bloodlust…”

“Which is gone now.”

“You think it is. How do you know?”

“SlutzNet…”

“…is a computer. It doesn’t know. It’s making an educated guess based on available data. It can’t read her mind.”

“Neither can you,” Alex said, smiling gently.

“No, and that’s the point! We don’t know anything about her! Except that a few hours ago she was a homicidal maniac!”

“I don’t think she is. If you had seen how she was when she woke up on the table…”

“She isn’t one of us!”

Alex frowned. “So. It’s okay for us to add to the coven, so long as it’s your idea?”

Gwen looked shocked. “What? No…”

Alex smiled. He stroked her blonde hair out of her eyes. “Do you remember when Heather came here? That spirit, that personality? Beautiful, inside and out. We had to have her - I felt it the same as you. I fought it, I didn’t want to betray you. I couldn’t bring myself to take her, but you did. You saved her from my short sightedness.”

Gwen teared up a little.

“And, Rebecca? I knew when I saw her - she belonged with us. I didn’t fight you when you thought it was your idea alone. It hasn’t even been a day, but neither of us can imagine life without her. I know I can’t. Could you?”

“No, but…”

“And, Akimi Maru? You made her just this morning. And, you and I both know that as soon as she is back in our arms we are never, never going to let her go.”

“But, Alex…”

“And, then there’s you. I was dead inside before you, Gwen. When I went to Havana and the Church said, take this gift and be a whoremaster? You think I wanted that? No. I took it because, goddamn it, Gwen. I was at the end of my rope.” He looked down at his feet. “My wife’s death… Gwen… I just wanted to die. If I hadn’t accepted their offer, I might have ended myself.”

Gwen was sobbing.

“Even becoming this,” he looked down at himself. “It didn’t matter. It didn’t help.” He wiped the tears from her eyes. “And, then you show up on my front porch in that sensible skirt with those Watchtower pamphlets and your kooky religion… I knew, Gwen. I just knew I had to be with you.”

She looked up at him, lip trembling. 

“You.Changed.Everything.” He kissed her wet cheek. “I gave you a choice, and you chose me.” He shook his head. “I’ve not looked back since. You are my life, Gwen Kincaid. You trusted me then. Trust me now.”

She leaned against him, all the fight drained from her. She sighed. “She is adorable,” she said finally.

Alex laughed and hugged her tight. “Yeah, I have to admit, there was a very beautiful woman hiding under that psychotic weirdness.”

Gwen laughed and sniffled. “I swear, though, if this is an act and she hurts one of us? I’ll fucking end her.”

Alex nodded. “I know.”

***

“Wow,” Demona said from the bottom step as she watched Mary pin Lorraine to the wall with her big futa cock. She walked up behind Mary and stroked her firm ass as she fucked Lorraine. “Like that MILF pussy, huh?”

“F… Fuck… she’s so hot, Demona.”

“I’ll say,” Demona said. She leaned up and sucked Lorraine’s nipple into her mouth. She suckled it - no Ambrosia yet. That would have to wait till she was complete.

Lorraine moaned and cried. She was rubbing Mary’s short hair with her right hand while she drew Demona closer to her with her left.

Demona pulled back with a lick. “Yeah, that’s right, Mary. Give it to her hard.”

Mary’s face was a mask of concentration.

Demona reached down between the futa’s legs and grasped the base of her cock as she fucked.

Still being human, Lorraine could only take so much of her big cock.

Demona took a small bottle of pills out of her pocket.

She opened it and dropped a single brown pill into her hand before replacing the cap.

“Do you want to be completely irresistible to Mary here, Lorraine?”

“She is,” Mary breathed as she nuzzled into Lorraine’s neck.

“Oh, I can make it completely impossible for Mary to control herself. Would you like that, Lorraine? Do you want to see Mary go insane with lust?”

Lorraine smiled behind sleepy eyes. “Yes. Fuck yes!”

Mary only groaned and fucked Lorraine harder.

“Open wide.” She held the pill to Lorraine’s mouth.

Lorraine smiled and opened up.

Demona dropped the pill on her tongue. “Now swallow.”

Lorraine swallowed it down.

Demona took a few steps back. “Remember I told you there were more instructions for that new dick, Mary?”

“Hunh? Yeah…”

Demona laughed. “You have this little biological quirk. Remember, your cum is super potent? You’re what we call an Impregnator – brand new designation. Your libido goes into overdrive when a woman ovulates. Pumps up all your hormones.”

Mary stopped her pummeling of Lorraine’s snatch.

The blonde in her arms began to whine.

“That little pill I gave your MILF lover causes her to ovulate almost instantly. Your cum will have that affect on her as well, but the pill is quicker. Her body is giving off pheromones to tell any man who can smell her that she’s fertile…”

Mary’s eyes grew wide. Her pupils dilated.

Demona laughed. “Oh, yeah. That’s right, Mary… don’t fight it. You were literally designed for this.”

Mary was breathing hard.

“Mary?” Lorraine asked.

Mary lowered her to the floor. “Smell so… good. Lorraine. I really need to…”

Lorraine blinked. “Anything you want. You can do anything you want…”

Mary spun her around and began peeling down Lorraine’s running suit.

“Ooo,” Lorraine cooed as the suit was pulled down to her ankles.

She started to turn back around, but Mary forced her down on the floor.

Mary pushed her face to the tile and crouched behind her.

Lorraine gasped as Mary licked and sucked her pussy. “Oh, Mary, yes!”

Mary’s eyes were growing more and more wild with lust. Her skin flushed and her hard cock grew even harder.

Demona knelt beside them. “Take her, Mary. Fuck her.”

Mary smiled and slid her futa cock deep inside the MILF’s pussy.

Demona whispered as Mary fucked. “Your cum is incredibly potent. If a woman ovulates, you can impregnate her. Don't you want to do that, Mary? You want to breed her, go on say it.”

“I want to breed you, Lorraine. I want a fuck a baby into you.”

Lorraine’s eyes bulged. “What? No! Mary, I can’t.”

“Oh, you can,” Demona laughed. “And, you will… only it won’t be a baby.”

Mary grunted. “What will it… be?”

“A clone. A fully formed adult clone of our little MILF here.” Demona rubbed Lorraine’s hair. “She’ll have a twin, Mary.”

“Fuck yeah!” Mary growled.

“No! I don’t want…”

“Shut up, slut! I’m breeding your whore pussy right… now!” Mary laughed.

Mary thrust hard and stopped, her back arched.

“Aiggh!” Lorraine cried out as she felt Mary’s cock throb deep inside her.

***

Lita braced herself as Alex’s cock wedged into her pussy. She was stretching, but it wasn’t painful.

More like terrifying.

But, the horrible loneliness was leaving her.

Lita had always been alone, but, until the machine did whatever it did to her, she hadn’t cared. She disliked people, hated them really. They bothered her. She always felt like they were looking at her, judging her.

On really bad days, she felt like they were conspiring against her.

All the drugs did was make her not care.

Everything was different now.

The loneliness that had dominated her life was now like a lead weight on her, pressing her down.

When she awoke on the operating table, her fear hadn’t been of the situation she was in, it wasn’t the dark room.

It was the knowledge that she was still alone.

She called out to the empty room in terror that she was alone.

But, she hadn’t been.

Lita smiled.

She had hated Alex earlier, and she could still feel that emotion. She couldn’t understand it - he was wonderful and he was warm and he really cared for her.

Alex meant she wouldn’t be alone.

“Arch your back a little more,” Gwen whispered.

Lita did as she was told, though in truth she couldn’t move much in the bondage frame.

Gwen didn’t hate her, and Lita was thankful for that.

But, the beautiful woman wouldn’t touch her. She was actively avoiding Lita’s smiles and her gaze.

A few hours ago, this wouldn’t have bothered Lita in the slightest.

Now, it made her feel horrible.

“My fault,” she whispered. “Stupid schizo.”

Gwen looked down at her. The expression wasn’t warm, but it wasn’t hatred either. “What did you say?”

Lita burst into tears. “You hate me. I know you do…”

Gwen jerked as if she had been slapped.

Lita sniffled. “Alex. It’s okay. I’ll go to Havana. She doesn’t want me.”

Gwen knelt beside her. “Your act isn’t working on me.”

“I’m not…”

“Maybe. Maybe not. I don’t hate you. I don’t trust you, but I don’t hate you.”

Alex pulled gently out of her.

“No,” Gwen said as she looked up. “Don’t stop.” She turned back to Lita as Alex’s firm hands squeezed Lita’s waist. “If this is an act…”

“It’s not an act,” Lita whined.

“Lita, if you ever hurt Alex or Rebecca or Heather? If you hurt anyone in this coven, I’ll kill you. So, if you’re playing us? You’re better off as a whore in Havana… trust me.”

Lita shook her head and sobbed. “I won’t! I can’t! I don’t want to be alone, Gwen. I want to be with you and Alex and the others. Please?”

The buxom blonde moved quickly, her expression changing from cold stare to smiling lust. 

Lita jumped when Gwen kissed her.

The surprise wore off quickly. She moaned into the kiss as Gwen’s tongue probed her mouth.

Gwen’s hands explored her body: her neck, her breasts, her tummy. She reached down and fondled Lita’s clit as Alex pushed inside her once again.

Gwen broke the kiss and smiled at her, fingers still massaging Lita’s clit. Gwen laughed. “You’re so little. I’ll bet he feels like he’s in your chest.”

Lita nodded. “So full, Gwen.”

Gwen stared into her eyes. “Fuck her, Alex. You were right. She’s ours.”

He began slow, long strokes into Lita’s quivering body. “Ooo,” she moaned. “What’s it going to feel like? When he cums? Is it instant?”

Gwen nodded. “Yes. You’ll be completely in love with him… and me.”

“I want… that. Want it! Never had it…. Before.” The rhythm of the massive cock combined with Gwen’s masterful clit massage was driving Lita close to the edge.

Gwen frowned. “Never? You’ve never been in love?”

“N… no…”

Gwen shook her head. “I’ve been selfish. I’m sorry.”

“What? No! You… oh, God, it feels so good, Gwen.” It was so hard to think. Her life was about feeling now.

Gwen laughed. “Yes. And, it’s going to feel even better.” She slid under Lita and pulled herself between the brunette’s legs.

“What are you…”

Fireworks. Gwen began suckling Lita’s clit as Alex fucked her harder and harder.

The orgasm began in Lita’s toes and roared through her like a wildfire.

“God, she’s cumming!” Alex groaned.

Her pussy felt as long as her giant lover’s cock, and every inch of it was contracting and pulsating.

“I’m…” Alex stammered and then he was pumping into her.

A second orgasm ripped through Lita, this one a hundred times harder than the first - the strongest in her entire life.

Her body convulsed in the bondage frame. She felt like she might break the shackles.

Alex’s cum surged into her body, into her very soul.

Lita Price, who had been broken and then mended, felt a warmth spread through her. She screamed and laughed and cried and shook. Arms encircled her - Alex had pulled out of her at some point.

Her bonds were gone, and she was lying in his arms - no, their arms! Gwen had wrapped her body around her, and Alex held them both in a tight embrace on the floor.

Sweet words were whispered in her ears: Beloved. Love. Ours now. Always. Never alone. Everything before was a dream. You’re awake now.

Her eyes fluttered open. “I love you,” she whispered and smiled. Her eyes closed.

Lita Price, now Lita Price-Kincaid fell asleep in her wife and husband’s arms.

***

In the basement above, Mary lay on her back on an operating table, her cock lying flaccid across her flat stomach.

She smiled lazily at Lorraine who stood looking at herself in the mirror on the back wall.

Lorraine stared at her own abs. “You… were kidding, right?”

Demona walked to her side and placed her hand on the space between Lorraine’s navel and her pubic bone. “No. Right now, Mary’s cum has caused two of the eggs you released to merge into a zygote with both of your X chromosomes - your genetic clone. Lorraine 2.0 is rapidly dividing in your womb.”

Lorraine blanched. “How rapidly?”

Demona hugged her. “Calm down. Come on and sit.”

Lorraine let herself be led to an empty table.

“You’ll give ‘birth’ sometime before morning.”

“Jesus!”

“Relax. It will weigh little more than a couple of pounds. It’s going to come out in its amniotic sack attached to you with the umbilical cord. You’ll go to sleep after that - your body is going to conserve its energy since you’ll be feeding Lorraine 2.0 from your own body. By tomorrow evening, there’ll be two of you. She’ll be an exact clone - well, without your modifications. She’ll look exactly like the old you. One of the White Witches will transfer your thoughts to the new Lorraine, and she’ll basically be able to replace the old you.”

“Why in God’s name would you do something like that?” Lorraine stammered.

“First, because I can. Honestly, I run pretty much open loop - science without boundaries. I sleep about an hour a night and my brain works on multiple projects at once - seriously, I figured out a new way of synthesizing hemoglobin while I was sitting here talking to you,” Demona said.

“Second? You’re a doctor. I didn’t know that when I nabbed you, sorry. We’re more subtle with professional caste normally. Problem is, you’ve been abducted - people are going to be looking for you and Kim within twelve hours. It’ll make the national news. The Church doesn’t like publicity, and they’ve got a serious hard on to have you twisting people’s minds at Ithaca College as Dr. Love. So, we need another you to go home and be wife and mommy. That way you can go upstate and start turning college kids into fuck toys.”

Lorraine stared at Demona. “So, this new me gets to go be a wife to my husband and a stepmother to my kids?”

Demona nodded. “Leaving you totally free… to be as evil as you want.”

Lorraine slowly smiled. “Wait. What about Kim?”

Demona laughed. “You need to go down and supervise her mods. And, then?” She handed Lorraine the bottle of ovulation pills. “Have Mary fuck a clone into her too.”

***

Gwen lay back in Alex’s arms on the floor. She held Lita as she slept. She smiled up at Alex. “That’s four out of twelve for your harem, whoremaster.”

“Five if you count Akimi,” Alex whispered and kissed her hair.

“I can’t wait. When the Church takes over and all this hiding is over? It’s going to be wonderful - all of us together and in love.”

Alex frowned and nodded.

“What?” Gwen asked.

Alex shrugged. “It’s nothing. Just, the Church…”

Gwen snuggled closer. “You don’t like them?”

“I don’t like their methods. I don’t like the way they hurt people. There’s a lot I don’t like.”

“The end justifies the means.”

“Does it?” Alex asked. “I’m not so sure. Don’t tell me you don’t have doubts.”

Gwen smiled a little. “Now that you mention it…”

“What the fuck!?” Demona asked as she entered the room. She stood and stared at the threesome on the floor.

Gwen laughed. “We buried the hatchet.” She rubbed a lock of Lita’s hair out of her sleeping face. “The hatchet being Alex’s cock in our new bride’s pussy.”

“Yeah, I can see…” Demona’s mouth dropped open. “Wait, bride!? Alex… did you claim her?”

Alex laughed. “You and SlutzNet made her irresistible, what can I say?”

“Shit.” Demona wrung her hands.

“Relax,” Gwen said. “She’s cured.”

Demona laughed. “Mentally, yeah.”

Gwen stared at her. “What’s going on?”

“You’re holding my Typhoid Lita.”

***

“Goddamn it, Demona!” Alex spat.

“I don't answer to you,” Demona said with a wave of her hand.

“No,” Gwen said. “But, you might have warned us.”

“Well, excuse me for not thinking you planned on bonding yourselves to my test subject! Somebody you were planning to lobotomize a few hours ago.”

“What the fuck is ‘Bimbo Flu’ anyway?” Alex grumbled.

Lita was still asleep in Gwen’s arms.

“An experiment. Terror weapon,” Demona said. “Lita here carries a retro-virus spread by her vaginal secretions. If a human female goes down on her, she’s infected. Within ten minutes, they’ll have ‘Bimbo Brain’ - vastly lowered IQ, super enhanced sex drive, loosened morals. Within two hours, lips and breasts swell - tits will get to at least a G cup, some larger. And, they’re also carriers of the retro-virus.”

“Can it hurt us?” Alex asked.

“No, only normals. We’re immune. And, Lita is only a carrier. She’ll be perfectly normal as far as the transformed can be called normal.”

“What about men? What does it do to them?” Gwen asked.

“Two phases - first comes Satyr mode. Penis becomes larger, sex drive goes through the roof. They’ll fuck anything that moves - and they’ll infect anyone they fuck,” Demona said. “After a week, they enter phase two: Bimbo mode. They transition to female and become a bimbo - I can stop that from happening with an antiviral I developed, but, without it, they’ll transition irreversibly to female.”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “A little warning next time before you use our home as a testing ground?”

“Look, I’m sorry, but, in my defense, I really didn’t think you two were going to get all domestic with her. I can get her started on anti-virals to stop her from being a carrier.”

“Why?” Alex asked.

“Huh?” Demona said.

“Why cure her? I don’t care if she turns normals into bimbos… fuck, I don’t care if she turns them into werewolves,” Alex said as he stroked Lita’s hair.

Gwen laughed. “Might be fun.”

***

Kim came to as the ball gag was removed from her mouth. She opened her eyes to see her stepmother smiling at her.

Only, it wasn’t her stepmother at all.

Her stepmother, Lorraine, had always been beautiful, but the woman who smiled at her was gorgeous. She looked ten years younger.

And, her breasts, emphasized by a skintight purple running suit were more than twice the size they were before.

“Go ahead. Look. You like them don’t you?” Lorraine said. Her makeup was perfect, her lips ruby red and glistening.

“Lorraine? Lorraine, get me down, please?” Kim whispered.

Lorraine looked down and licked her lips. “I’ll bet that big dildo feels good going out of your slutty little pussy, doesn’t it?”

“Lorraine!? Please don’t…”

Lorraine reached down and pinched Kim’s swollen, sensitive clit.

Kim screamed and Lorraine laughed.

“Don’t what? Don’t talk to you like you’re a whore? You are a whore, Kim.” She leaned close and licked Kim’s lips. “Don’t you remember eating my pussy? Remember how good it tasted. How much you begged me to tongue fuck your little pussy at the same time?”

Kim burst into tears. She wanted to throw up. All the memories of them on the floor in the living room above came flooding back. “They… made me! That woman in white, she made me do things! She made us do things, Lorraine!”

Lorraine laughed. She reached up and pinched Kim’s left nipple with a long, manicured crimson nail, drawing another scream from her stepdaughter. “I’ll let you in on a little secret, you muff diving little cunt - it didn’t take much to get me to explore our relationship.”

Kim sobbed and shook her head.

“Oh, yes, darling. I’m a psychiatrist and you would think I of all people would no better than to suppress my emotions. To deny my needs?” She leaned over and nibbled the side of Kim’s neck. “No more of that bullshit. I want you. You belong to me… officially now. The Church has given you to me as a fuck toy.”

Kim cried out and threw her head back. “The Church!? What fucking sadistic church would condone this? You’re my stepmother!”

“I’m a woman. A professional woman of use to the Church. You, on the other hand, are just a piece of ass. Your only value is for sex. Sorry, darling, but you’re meat to be fucked.”

Nurse Karen appeared over Lorraine’s shoulder. “I tried to explain things to her. She’s a little dim, isn’t she?”

“Fuck you!” Kim screamed and she twisted and jerked in the bonds to no avail.

“Her modifications…” Karen began.

“No! Lorraine! No! Don’t let them…”

Lorraine clamped her hand over Kim’s mouth. “Silence! When your betters are talking, you keep your whore mouth shut!”

Karen laughed. “As I was saying, her modifications have already begun.”

Kim’s eyes went wide. What modifications? Oh, God!

Karen continued. “We’ve given her the slutifier; however, we have left one of her ovaries intact for the… other thing?”

Lorraine smiled and nodded. “Yes, but you’ll sterilize her completely afterward? I’m certainly not going to ever be a grandmother. Given what a whore she is, she’ll get knocked up by the first hard dick that cums in her.”

“Oh, not to worry. We’ll freeze the other ovary sometime tomorrow night.”

“No, no… Isn’t it possible to apply slutifier to the second ovary as well?”

Karen laughed a little. “Are you sure? She’ll be a complete whore. She’ll fuck anything that moves with that much.”

Kim screamed behind Lorraine’s hand.

“Good! I want her a total slut. Now, let’s talk boobs.”

“G cups? I mean it will be a stretch, she’s so flat chested.”

“No, I’m thinking more along the lines of the one’s the Street Whores have - J cups?”

Kim's shook her head and sobbed. Those breasts on her thin body?

Nurse Karen gasped. “Oh, no, Lorraine! The IQ loss from that much Titty Grow will be devastating.”

“So? She won’t need brains with boobs like that. Let’s face it, she was never going to be a brain surgeon. She was either going to be some man’s little wifey or a Stripper / Whore. I say go for it. Dumb the little slut down for me, Karen?”

“Mmm,” Karen moaned. “She will be hot with tits like that. You’re her mistress, and she needs to be whatever you desire.” She drew a huge syringe full of Titty Grow into a wide barreled syringe. “Oh, wait! Demona can do this with implants - she wouldn’t have to be stupid.”

Lorraine grasped her stepdaughter’s small tits and squeezed. “No need to bother her. I think she’ll be much more interesting as a ditzy blonde fuck toy.”

***

Lita awoke comfortable and warm in Gwen's embrace. Somehow, they had ended up in the basement above where she had been transformed. She looked down at her big, pillowy bosom and marveled.

She had always been a nice handful, but now she was a handful for a giant.

She smiled. Her giant. Alex. She teared up at the thought of him.

Her breasts were now a heavy G cup with no sag. She looked like a fetish model with her cinched in waist and full hips. Her stomach was washboard flat.

Of course, she felt tiny clutched against Gwen's mountainous boobs. She snuggled closer, loving the warmth, the security.

The love.

"Good morning, sweetheart," Gwen whispered and nuzzled her hair.

"Is it morning?" Lita whispered back.

"Not for several more hours. How do you feel?"

"Happy. So very happy." She turned a little so she could look up into Gwen's big eyes. "The voices are gone, and it's not like with my meds. Those made me feel lethargic and dull. The voices are just gone now."

"Good. And the anger?"

"Gone too. I'm not afraid anymore. I'm not having the paranoid thoughts - it all seems so silly now." She heard moaning nearby.

Alex and Demona were helping a woman to stand up from an operating table. She was thick with long black hair and dark skin. Her breasts and ass were plump and round.

She gasped when she realized she was looking at the Fat Guy who had been abducted along with her!

He batted his big blue eyes dully.

"Sit back down," Alex ordered.

He... well, she, did as she was told.

"Spread your legs," Alex said.

She parted her thick thighs revealing a hairless pussy with dark lips and a prominent clit. She was dripping with lube.

"That's amazing," Lita whispered.

Gwen smiled and nodded. "He'll be much happier as a girl. Poor thing was terribly lonely - that's not going to be a problem anymore. She'll see a lot of action. Thick girls are in demand."

Alex took his fingertips and opened the woman's pussy lips. A thick blob of lube slid out of her little hole and onto the floor. "A hymen!?" Alex asked.

Demona shrugged. "Kick in those X chromosomes and let them reform the body? You get a cherry on top... or down below... you know what I mean."

Alex reached down lower and fingered her little pucker. "Nice tight ass."

The woman moaned and began rocking her hips.

"Nice and sensitive, too. She'll definitely like back door and front door action."

Alex pulled his finger out of her ass and held it to her lips. "Suck."

She went down on the digit like a pro, taking his entire thick finger into her mouth.

"She'll make a good cocksucker too."

"They both will," Demona laughed as she rubbed the thick woman's tummy.


"Huh?" Alex asked.

"I'm in a preggo slut mood tonight. She has enough extra body mass to grow her own clone. She'll give birth in a few hours along with our Stepmother / Stepdaughter team."

"Damn, Demona. Twins?"

"Well, this one won't be as thick. But, you'll definitely think they were sisters."

"What's my name?" The woman asked.

"You don't have one yet," Alex said. "It's okay. We're shipping you down to Havana in a day or so. A whoremaster will claim you and name you then."

Lita whispered to Gwen. "Doesn't he remember his name?"

Gwen shook her head. "She, Alex. Show a little sensitivity. No. Sometimes we blank their memories to make it easier for them to transition... unless we're feeling playful. It's a lot of fun to watch a man suddenly have to deal with hormones."

Lita giggled. For some reason, she was very turned on thinking about tormenting someone. "So, you could blank him?"

"Yes," Gwen said.

"But, you couldn't use your powers on me?" Lita asked.

"No. Sometimes, not often mind you, humans are immune to mind control. Epileptics, people with brain damage - anything making you non typical..."

"Like schizophrenia?"

"Yes. Exactly. But, physical manipulation like SlutzNet performed can have the same effect as my mental powers."

"I wish... I could have felt you inside my head."

Gwen smiled and kissed her. "I do too. But, honey, listen, you must never tell anyone you were immune, okay?"

"Why?"

"The Church is very afraid of immunes. Some of the religious caste, the mother superiors and the bishops, have mind control powers. Nothing like a White Witch, nowhere near as powerful, but powerful enough. And, they can control the transformed to a degree - something I can’t do. They're terrified of a resistant population. So, never speak of it, okay?"

"But, I'm okay now. I'm transformed. I’m on their side."

"I know, but the Church is nothing if not sticklers for their own laws. They might demand you be lobotomized."

"Oh... shit."

Gwen smiled. "It's okay. We're not going to say a word, and neither is Demona. You're safe. You will always be safe with us, Lita."

Alex grabbed the shemale's ankles and lifted them onto his shoulders. "If she's going to give birth in a few hours, might as well break this cherry."

Demona laughed as Alex rubbed his thick cock head against the woman's spreading pussy lips. "Hang on, babe, you're about to get the ride of your life."

The woman stiffened on the table.

Alex laughed. "Shh, relax. You don't want this thing in the fucking way."

"Ooo!" She squealed as Alex eased gently forward. A trickle of blood ran down her thighs and Alex pulled out gently.

Demona nudged him out of the way. She spread the woman's pussy open and sprayed Insta-Heal inside. "Nice break, Stud. Now fuck her."

She stepped aside and Alex slid back inside.

The woman threw her head back and moaned as Alex slid six inches deep.

Demona smiled. "Damn, look at her eyes. Welcome to womanhood, doll."

She smiled weakly and then cried out as Alex began a slow, shallow fuck.

Lita's finger trailed down her flat tummy to her hairless pussy. Her thoughts were so foreign! She was in love with Alex and yet totally turned on to watch him fuck another woman!

Gwen's hand slid over her own and took over. "Let me."

Lita laughed and nuzzled her wife.

Gwen gently slid two fingers over Lita's clit and into her pussy. She matched her rhythm to Alex's fucking motions.

"So hot," Lita moaned never taking her eyes off the straining hard muscles of Alex's ass as he stroked in and out.

***

In the barn, Diane awoke to see Regina looking at her. "You're beautiful when you sleep."

Diane sighed. "I drool."

"Don't we all," Regina laughed.

"Is it dawn yet?" Diane was losing track of time inside the orgy room. Wake up and fuck. Snooze. Get milked. Shower. Eat. Fuck. Snooze. Get milked. Shower. Eat. Rinse and repeat. Not that it wasn't relaxing and pleasurable, it was. Especially when she kept waking up to Regina and/or Chas making love to her. She felt renewed, refreshed.

"No, still dark out." She smiled and stroked Diane's cheek. "My vacation is over at dawn."

Diane felt panicked. "What!? No! You're leaving?"

She smiled and nodded. "I know. Timing sucks. But, I have a mini empire to run. Skullduggery to attend to."

Diane sighed. "What am I going to do when you're gone?"

Regina laughed. "Well, fuck, of course. It's a vacation, isn't it?"

"But, I love you, Regina. I don't want..."

"Of course, you want! Don't be silly. This is a new way of living. We don't own each other. Not yet anyway."

"But..."

"What about Chas? You like fucking him, don’t you?"

Diane stopped. Well, she had a point. "Yes, but, we shared him together."

"Darling," Regina whispered as she stroked Diane's hair. "We're going to share many, many people. And, we're going to enjoy lovers separately. But, in the end, we will find our way back to one another."

Diane sighed. "What if I..."

"Fall in love with someone else? Please do! Do you think falling in love is a bad thing? It isn't. It doesn't mean you won't love me. It means you'll love them too. Maybe we'll even love them together."

Diane just stared into her eyes. "What on earth have I gotten myself into?"

She smiled and pulled her close. "Freedom, darling. For some of us. The first freedom humanity has ever known."

Diane cried against her lover's breasts.

***

Alex was pounding away at the woman's pussy. Her pregnant belly was swelling - it was now at least three inches wider than when he had started.

Lita watched in amazement and lust as Gwen brought her off again with her magic fingers.

She had tried to reciprocate but Gwen had simply laughed and whispered, "No. It's your wedding night. This is for you."

So Lita came and watched, came and watched. Alex could literally go for hours.

The woman writhed and moaned on the table as he took her over the edge again and again.

Abruptly, he rolled her onto her side, her ankles firmly in the grip of his left hand.

He pounded into her, her legs held together, maximizing the friction for the whoremaster.

He glanced over his muscled shoulder. "Get her ready," he grunted with a smile.

Lita cried out in surprise as Gwen laughed. Her arms went under Lita's and Gwen’s legs curled over hers. Using her arms and legs, Gwen held her firmly spread eagled, her pussy raised and exposed.

Lita almost cheered when Alex pulled his cock out of the moaning slut on the table.

He dove between Lita's outstretched legs and thrust, sending his cock straight into Lita's pussy, burying to the hilt in her depths.

"God! Oh, God, yes!" Lita screamed as Alex fucked her like mad and, beneath her, Gwen kissed her neck.

The giant groaned and strained and filled her with cum.

She laughed and kissed him, mumbling incoherently and contentedly as her husband filled her to overflowing.

***

"What you're telling me is: I'm sick?" Lita said. She had fallen back to sleep with Alex and Gwen until sunup. Gwen had given her a black leather miniskirt and matching bustier to wear along with patent leather pumps - the fashion statement in the Kincaid household was: slut.

She had smiled to herself at that thought. She was Lita Price-Kincaid, wife to Alex, and Gwen, and Heather, and Rebecca, and soon to Akimi. And, part of her job was to look hot and fuckable.

That had made her feel wonderful and loved and sexy as fuck.

Now, she felt like the world was caving in around her. The doctor had just told her she had a disease.

"You're not sick, Lita," Demona corrected. "You're a carrier for a virus, that's all."

"Did I make Alex sick? What about Gwen?"

"No, baby, they can't get sick - I had to infect you before you were transformed so the virus could take hold. The transformed can't catch human viruses. You're a carrier because I specially altered your system to make you one."

Lita tried to digest the message. "This bimbo flu? It's very contagious?"

"Oh, yeah. Any contact with your vaginal secretions will infect a human. If a guy fucks you or goes down on you, hell even if they finger you, they're infected. Same goes for women. The effects are very quick - women exhibit bimbo behavior in minutes, men become hypersexual just as fast. They in turn spread the virus. You could pretty much take down an entire city block in an hour. Maybe most of a town in a day."

"Okay... I'll just make love with my husband and wives." She smiled. “I’ll just make do…”

Gwen laughed and then squeezed her hand. "No, honey, you misunderstand: we want you to spread it."

"Huh?"

"Yeah, sweetie. We have plans for New York - every major city actually," Demona said. "You're part of the battle plan."

Gwen smiled at her. "It's what we do, my love."

"Does it hurt them?" Lita asked.

Demona laughed. "You took a bite out of a guy's dick, but now you want to know if you might hurt somebody?"

Lita turned beet red. "I'm not like that anymore."

"No, you're not," Gwen said. "It doesn't hurt them, does it, Demona?"

"No, not at all. They just become hyper-sexual. Girls grow big boobs and get a little dumb and slutty, guys become even bigger dicks - both literally and figuratively. It's just a guaranteed orgy initiator. Nobody is going to complain, they'll be too busy getting off."

Lita thought about it for a moment. "I guess that's not so bad."

Demona bit her lower lip. "Well, um, there is the problem with guys."

"What problem?"

"Well, the effect on them only lasts for about a week. Without anti-viral treatment, they undergo a... spontaneous sex change. Basically, they turn into fuckable little bimbos. That's a little painful. I mean, you know, body reabsorbing cock and balls and all... and the whole vagina forming thing."

"Oh... fuck," Lita said.

"Hey, you know I'm a confirmed lesbian and I say the fewer swinging dicks in this world the better," Demona said with a grin.

Lita swallowed hard and looked squeamish. "Okay. I'll do it."

Gwen smiled. "Demona and I have setup a little test for you."

***

Kim had passed out during the injections at some point. She was unsure how long she had been out.

Actually, she was unsure of a lot. Everything seemed hazy.

One thing that wasn't hazy was the sight of her stepmother furiously rubbing her own clit through the thin running suit. She was staring at Kim in unashamed lust.

Karen stood beside her. "God... she is hot."

Kim looked down. Her view was blocked by the enormous breasts. This was the source of her haze and stupor - the twin peaks of tit flesh now a part of her body.

Worse, they were only D cups. Soon they would be J cups.

Would she even be able to think at that point? Would she be little more than an animal?

"Goddamn you, you fucking bimbo whore!" Kim screamed in her stepmother's face.

Lorraine's eyes flashed with anger.

Kim cowered in her bonds, sure that this monster who had taken over her stepmother's body was about to slap her.

"You ungrateful little cunt!" Lorraine spat. "After all Nurse Karen and I have done for you? Any strip club in the country would bend over backward to hire your bimbo ass. Not to mention the fact you are going to be a famous pornstar."

"God, Lorraine, you're insane! Don't you see they've turned you into a monster?"

"Enough! Open your mouth one more time and I'll fist your ass."

Kim's eyes bulged. She had no doubt this monster meant exactly what she said.

Lorraine smiled malevolently. "You know, Karen, I think somebody needs an attitude adjustment. You wouldn't happen to have a stool here, would you?"

Karen smiled and winked. "I think we do."

"What are you going to do?" Kim whined.

"Something you've needed for a long time, you little bitch!"

Warmth spread up from Kim's tortured pussy - the dildo was still sliding in and out of her tired hole.

Turned on?! I'm turned on?! How can this be happening?

But, she was.

Karen returned with a small, round stool.

Together, she and Lorraine unstrapped her from the cross and dragged her off the still thrusting dildo.

She tried to fight, but her arms and legs were too fatigued from hanging on the cross.

Instead, she bit at her stepmother and twisted in their grip.

Karen just laughed at her.

Her stepmother sat down on the stool. "Across my knees, please, Karen."

Karen laughed and pushed Kim's naked body onto Lorraine's lap. She was facedown, her ass high in the air.

"No! Stop! What are you doing!?" Kim whined.

Slap! Lorraine brought her hand down and slapped both cheeks of Kim's ass.

"Ow! No! Don't!" Kim cried.

Lorraine only laughed and spanked her again, harder this time. "Give me a hand here?"

"With pleasure," Karen said as she knelt behind Kim's reddening ass.

After Lorraine's next blow, Karen added a slap of her own.

"Aiggh! No! Please... stop!" Kim writhed and moaned as the women setup a rhythm.

The spanks were harder now, touching not only her ass but her moist pussy as well.

Kim sobbed uncontrollably, all the fight drained from her as her stepmother dominated and disciplined her.

"Lorraine, please... don't..."

"Quiet! Every time you open that cocksucking mouth I'll add a hundred more," Lorraine laughed and brought her hand down again.

Slap. The burn. Slap. It hurt. Slap. Her skin was on fire. Slap. Wet. Slap. So wet.

Kim felt dizzy. Her boobs felt so heavy. They jiggled each time Lorraine and Karen slapped her.

"Ooo." She spread her legs a little. The next slap hit her wet cunny. Kim arched her back.

" Lorraine... please... feel so strange... don't..." Kim moaned. She felt like the world was spinning away beneath her.

"I told you! Each time you talk a hundred more..."

" Lorraine, please... don't... stop..." Her voice came out higher than normal.

"What!?"

"Ooo, I'm cumming! Please don't stop, Lorraine!" Kim whined and ground her hips. What had she been worried about before? She wasn't sure now.

"What the fuck?" Lorraine whispered.

Something came out of Kim... back there.

"I think she squirted, Lorraine," Karen laughed.

"Fuck! My hand's wet!"

"So is mine," Karen said.

Lorraine stopped spanking. "Did you cum from being spanked?"

"Yes, Lorraine, I came hard," Kim mumbled. She felt confused, but she felt sooo good!

"Do you like what I'm doing to you now, honey?" Lorraine asked.

"Ooo, yes! I love spanking!" She turned her head and smiled at her stepmother.

Lorraine smiled triumphantly. She reached down and squeezed Kim's big right breast. "Looks like that Titty Grow finally took care of that brain of yours."

Kim giggled. "My boobies got real big!"

"Stand up," Lorraine ordered.

Kim stood up slowly. She felt taller and so top heavy! She wobbled on her feet.

Nurse Karen caught her before she could fall.

"Jesus, look at her hair!" Lorraine laughed.

Karen turned her so she could see the mirror. Her formerly light blonde hair was now a deep, trailer park yellow.

Kim giggled. "Pretty!"

***

Drew Lawrence, Bicycle Man, paced back and forth in the small iron cell in the basement. His clothes had been taken, leaving him naked. The constant parade of nudity outside the cage was keeping him semi-erect, but he had decided he no longer gave a damn if anybody was looking.

He had always considered himself well above average at eight inches, but the men here were much better endowed. Even the weird shemale woman they called Mary was almost a half foot longer.

He looked at the poor bastard across the room: the fat guy who had been abducted along with Drew and the others. He was now a buxom woman, and apparently nine months pregnant. She held her immense stomach and moaned from the operating table as the doctor or whatever she was put her feet in gynecological stirrups and examined her.

"Hi," Lita said.

Drew staggered back against the cell wall. No one had spoken to him in hours.

Lita smiled up at him. She was barely five foot two but she had changed remarkably since the van ride. Her eyes, which had been dark and sunken were now big and bright. Her lips were full and red, hair long and brown and lustrous. Her breasts looked huge on her little frame with a cinched in waist and full, round hips.

She was wearing a leather miniskirt and bustier with heels.

She smiled at him.

His cock rose. "Are you okay?" Drew whispered.

She nodded. "I'm great. Much better. We were wrong about them."

"They abducted us," Drew said. Why was he having so much trouble taking his eyes off her perfect breasts? He was fully erect!

Lita smiled and looked at his crotch through the bars of the cage. She licked her lips adding more gloss to her already shining red lips. "I know they took us against our will, but they fixed me, Drew. They made me better in every way."

Drew closed his eyes and tried to look away, but his body had other ideas. He walked toward the bars.

Lita smiled knowingly. "Like my pheromones? They're very powerful - that's what the doctor said. She said I would be irresistible to most men. Is that true, Drew?"

"You're... beautiful." He felt drool forming at the corner of his mouth. A little voice in his head was trying to tell him something was wrong. But, nothing really mattered other than the fact that this absolutely beautiful woman was opening the cell door.

She stepped inside, enticingly close. "Drew? Would you hold me? It's really been frightening for me. I need a man to hold me, Drew."

He practically scooped her up, drawing her leather clad breasts against his chest.

She hooked a leg around his waist.

God, he could feel the heat and wetness of her pussy against his cock.

She winked and slid slowly down his body.

He smiled. She was going to suck him.

At that point, the self-preservation circuits in his brain finally overrode the sex circuits.

"No!" He pulled her to her feet.

She blinked those huge eyes at him. "Why? What's wrong?"

"You... you bit that giant guy..."

Lita giggled. "Oh, of course! You're afraid of me. I understand."

He pulled her closer again.

She put her hands on his shoulders and looked up into his eyes. "I don't bite anymore, Drew. But, that's okay." She pushed him down and he complied, dropping to his knees in front of her. She slowly raised the hem of the miniskirt, exposing her shaved pussy. "Could you go down on me, though? I really like it now. It makes me feel sooo good, Drew."

He leaned forward and kissed her little wet clit and then slid his tongue along her pussy lips, letting the tip curl up into her warm depths.

"Ooo, yeah, just like that, Drew. You're so good! Lick up all my girl cream. It really turns me on when guys do that," she whispered as she rubbed his hair.

Drew was completely lost in giving Lita oral. He didn't notice the doctor standing just outside the cell door taking notes on her tablet. Nor did he notice the blonde in white latex who stood a few feet outside the cell smiling and nodding at Lita.

All that mattered was the tiny sex goddess and her pussy.

"Drew? Can you fuck me? I need you sooo bad," she said.

Drew leaned back and looked up at her.

She turned showing off her heart shaped ass.

Lita leaned forward and grasped the bars of the cage, arching her back and spreading her legs.

Drew stood up and put the head of his cock against her pussy. If he had ever been this hard, he couldn't remember it. "Wait. Condom. Do you want me to..."

"No! Drew! I want you. I want to feel you inside me. Filling me, Drew. I crave it now. Something they did to me... Oh, Drew, I need it sooo bad!" Her back was turned, so he couldn't see her triumphant smile as he pushed deep inside her.

He had to be careful with most girls, but ironically the petite brunette had the longest vaginal canal he had ever been inside. She was tight, incredibly tight, but he was balls deep and still hadn't pushed against her cervix.

"Yeah, Drew, oh fuck me!"

He began to thrust, still afraid he might hit her cervix and cause her pain.

"Harder, Drew. More! I want more!"

He grabbed her waist and pulled her back against him as he fucked her.

Her juices were literally dripping on the cell floor as they moved together.

"Lita... I'm not going to be able to hold back..."

"Cum! Cum inside me!"

He went rigid as he pumped inside her. "Jesus... oh, Jesus!"

Her body seemed to milk him, muscles deep inside her grasping and constricting as she joined him in orgasm.

He held her tight against him as the throbbing subsided.

She was laughing as he slid out of her, his cum pouring out in thick streams on the floor.

He collapsed against the wall behind him.

She turned and pulled her short skirt down, cum still dripping down her thighs. "How was that?"

"Huh? Amazing..."

"I wasn't talking to you, Drew," she giggled.

"You were perfect, darling," Gwen said.

Lita skipped out the cell door and closed it behind her. She threw her arms around Gwen and nuzzled her bosom.

"How was he?" Gwen asked as she stroked the girl's hair.

"Small. And fast. You’re right, guys are so easy. Human guys, anyway. Did I do it, though?" She asked.

Drew blinked and shook his head. Wait. Small?

"Yes, you did," the doctor said. "His body temperature is already elevating."

Lita giggled harder. "It was fun! You were right, Gwen. I really liked doing that to him."

"What are you talking about?" Drew mumbled. His skin felt flushed and, it seemed impossible, but he was getting another erection.

"My name is Dr. Demona," the doctor said. "Lita just infected you with an STD. You must already be feeling the effects?"

Drew blinked. "What!? An STD!? What the fuck?"

"We call it Bimbo Flu. You're now a carrier in remission. That wood you're getting? That's going to be almost constant. You're going through a second puberty. Expect to grow another three inches in the next day or so - not in height… in length."

Drew stared down at his dick. It was rock hard and dripping, and fuck if it didn't look bigger!

"Balls are going to get a bit beefier as well. Now, you're going to want to fuck constantly - don't fight it. Your pheromones are going to draw human women to you like flies, just enjoy the ride. But, you need to practice some abstinence with any woman you give a shit about."

"Why?" He asked, but he was already afraid he knew the answer.

"Any woman you fuck, orally, anally, vaginally? Hell, if you even piss on them, they get the 'flu'. Within a few minutes, their IQ drops, their inhibitions go bye-bye, sex drive goes into overdrive. Within two hours? Playboy tits. Three hours? Bimbo tits... big ones. The kind you have to go to eastern Europe or South America to have installed."

"Oh, my God," Drew grumbled. His balls were on fire and he felt like he might blow his load without even touching his cock.

"The changes are permanent. To tell you the truth, they're cute as buttons. Dumb as rocks, but fun to play with." Demona knelt outside the bars. "Now, you get to walk around with a porn star dick and fuck anything that moves. But..."

"But?!"

"But, you need an injection of anti-viral once per week. You'll be Joe stud as long as you're getting your juice, but if you miss it? That bimbo flu stops being dormant inside you - you get the full bimbo treatment, right down to a cute pink pussy and a cotton candy brain. Understand?"

"For fuck's sake!" Drew groaned. They were insane!

She handed a smartphone through the bars along with a black credit card.

"What're those for?" Drew gave up on propriety. He needed relief. He began jacking off.

"The phone is for taking pictures of your victims - you need to infect seven women per week. Shouldn't be a problem, just stand still long enough and they'll come to you. You take their picture and send it to the number provided. Miss your quota? No shot. Try to go to the police or the government or the newspapers? No shot. Be a good boy and fuck all the girl's senseless... literally... and I'll make sure you get your juice. Got it?"

"This is blackmail!"

"Sure is. If you'd prefer to have Gwen over there mind fuck you, just ask. But, trust me, blackmail will be easier for you. The credit card is for you to live off of. Don't lose it. Pay for everything with it - the Church takes care of its own. Seriously, this is a great deal."

"You've ruined my life!"

Demona shrugged. "I didn't tell you to fuck her. Now, some advice: take the train into Manhattan to troll for sluts. Don't shit where you eat. In other words, no infecting girls in your hometown. Hunt in the city. That way you'll stay clear of five oh. Which, by the way, if you're caught - although for the life of me I don't know what they would charge you with. But, if you're locked up? Game over. Church won't come for you. You just won't get your juice and you'll go bimbo... in jail... won't be pleasant. So, don't get caught."

Drew gasped and shot a huge load on the floor of the cell.

"God, men are disgusting," Demona grumbled. "Anyway. Remember this part: Stallion's Adult Video west of Ithaca on the Interstate. That's where you come for your shots. Got it?"

Drew nodded. "You're a doctor. How can you sleep at night?"

"Me? I sleep like a baby in a room full of hot chicks and a whoremaster with a dick as big as your forearm." She stood up and opened the cell door. "Out you scoot."

He looked at the door in confusion.

Demona rolled her eyes. "You can go. Vamoose. Make like a tree and leave. Get the fuck out."

"How do I get back home!?"

Demona stared at his hands. "Phone. Credit card. Call an Uber, dumbass."

***

Karen sat on the spanking stool and watched as Lorraine and Kim lay on the floor and scissored, rubbing their pussies together.

The younger woman had cum over and over.

Lorraine smiled at her stepdaughter knowingly as she ground against her pussy. "See. I know best, don't I?"

"Oh, yes, Lorraine! I love you!"

Lorraine stopped scissoring her and kissed her cunny before standing up. "Karen brought you an outfit."

Kim got gracefully to her feet, her thin legs hoisting her overinflated upper body upright.

Her smile seemed to be painted on. Lorraine and Karen had pulled her trailer trash blonde hair into pigtails. They had completed the look with big steel rings in her nipples.

She looked at the outfit and giggled. "I can't wear that. I'll look silly!"

Lorraine winked at her holding up the little tartan miniskirt and half shirt. "Why what's wrong with it?"

"That skirt is so short it'll show my ass... and where are the panties?"

"Oh, no more panties for you. You're too juicy for panties. And, of course people will see your ass - don't you want boys to fuck you?"

"Of course! Totes! But, I might get arrested."

"Well, cops need to fuck too, honey. Here. Put it on."

She took the skirt and stepped into it, drawing it up her long, supple legs.

Karen was trying hard not to stare. The girl was pure sex.

"How's this?" She danced around on her tiptoes. Her round ass cheeks bounced under the hem.

Lorraine laughed. "Priceless. Here, now the shirt."

The blouse was tiny in comparison to her huge boobs. "Let me guess: no bra? Lorraine?!"

Lorraine rolled her eyes. "Now, how will they be able to see your pretty nipple rings if you're wearing a thick bra?"

Kim shrugged. "I guess so." The thin fabric barely held her generous upper assets in place, and the steel rings showed through.

Lorraine handed her white stockings, and the girl pulled them up her long legs. They ended just below the hem of the skirt.

"Mmm, I like these," Kim whispered.

"And, finally," Lorraine handed her a pair of white patent leather stiletto heels.

"Yay!" She put them on her feet and danced around the room.

"Wow," Karen whispered. "I think we've created a monster."

"Monster slut," Lorraine whispered back as she watched her stepdaughter dance - a study in bimbo perfection.

"My goodness, what a change!" Mary said. She was leaning against the stairwell doorframe naked.

Kim blushed a little and gave her a shy look. Her eyes lingered on the futa's thick cock that dangled near her knees. "Hi," she breathed.

Mary crossed the room. She took Kim's hand and spun her around on the heels. "I have to say, she's astounding, Lorraine."

"She is a wonderful fuck toy, aren't you, dear?" Lorraine said.

"Thank you, Lorraine," Kim giggled.

Mary winked. "Dumb, just the way a bimbo is supposed to be."

"Thank you, Mary," Kim said. She didn't appear to take it as an insult.

Lorraine picked up the bottle of pills Demona had given her. "Kim, honey, I have some medicine for you to take."

She blinked her big eyes. "What is it?"

"It's a special pill to make you ovulate - do you remember what that means?"

Kim appeared to think for a second. Then she smiled. "Yes!"

"Well, you see, Mary here wants to make you pregnant."

Kim's eyes grew wide. "I... that scares me..."

"Now, now. She's already made me pregnant. Can't you see how my tummy has swollen?" Lorraine turned sideways and showed her baby bump.

Kim gasped.

"I'm going to have a baby in a few hours... only, it's actually going to be a clone of me. Fully grown and it's going to have all my memories. A twin."

Kim looked confused. "Why?"

"Because somebody has to go back and live with Daddy and your brothers and sister. Obviously, we can't do that, now can we?"

"No... I wouldn't want to go back."

"That's right, but we need to keep them from suspecting we've moved on to new lives. So, our clones will take our place. You see?"

"Umm, I guess. I'm still scared."

Mary smiled and caressed her face. "Don't be. I'll be very gentle when I make love to you. And, the doctor says the baby will be super tiny when you have it. It'll grow outside your body instead of inside. There'll be another you soon."

Karen walked around behind her and nuzzled her neck. "That's right. I read all about it. It'll be super easy."

"Oh... Okay... I guess."

Lorraine held the pill to Kim's lips.

The girl opened her mouth and let the pill fall on her tongue.

Mary looked at her hungrily.

She swallowed it down.

Mary smiled.

***

"That's right, honey, push!" Demona said as she held the pregnant woman's hand. "Crazy day, huh? You lose your cock and balls and now you're five centimeters dilated."

The woman screamed again and squeezed Demona's hand hard. Her eyes were rolled back in her head.

"How much longer?" Gwen asked.

"How the fuck should I know? This is the first clone I've delivered."

Gwen's eyes grew wide. "What!?"

"Oh, yeah, she's the first. All we did before this was SlutzNet computer simulations - don't worry, everything's going fine."

The woman screamed again.

"Push hard!" Demona yelled.

"Jesus, how much pain is she in? Can't you give her something?" Gwen grumbled.

Demona looked at her with a confused look. "Pain?"

"Oh, my God," Lisa said as she arrived at the basement landing.

"Hey, super vixen, welcome to my OB/GYN unit," Demona laughed.

Lisa stood beside Gwen. "Okay, if I had any reservations about being sterilized, they are gone now. I never want to have that happen to me... ever."

Demona looked from one of them to the other. "What the fuck are you two talking about?"

The woman on the table convulsed and screamed.

Demona dropped down between her thighs. "Yeah, there we go! Six centimeters. Baby, you're a machine."

Gwen took Lisa's hand. "Let's get out of here. Now."

Gwen practically dragged her to the steps.

"You mean you're going to miss the miracle of perverse clone birth?" Demona called

'You're goddamned right we are," Gwen said as she ran ahead of Lisa up the stairs.

***

In the sub-basement, Kim was bent over an operating table. She gripped the padded edge, digging her long bimbo nails into the vinyl.

"Goddamn whore! Take it all, you cunt!" Mary screamed.

Kim had taken the little brown pill and, a minute later, she started feeling warm and her tummy tingled.

Then Mary went nuts.

It was totes hot, but a teensy bit scary as the muscular woman had bent Kim over the table and shoved her thick cock deep in Kim's tight pussy. She had bumped Kim's 'kervix'... 'dervix'? She wasn't sure of the word. It hurt like a motherfucker, though!

Lorraine had saved her, making the big futanari slow down and not fuck her so hard.

She was the best stepmom ever!

After Kim had gotten used to having the big dick inside her, it started feeling reeaall good. She started rotating her hips and lunging back to meet the thrusts. That's when stepmom had used her fingers and held Kim's pussy lips open so Mary could get nice and deep!

"God, she's so fucking tight!" Mary growled.

"Mmm, hmm," Lorraine laughed. "You're going to fill her little cunt full of futa cum, aren't you, Mary?"

"Fuck yes! I'm going to knock your slut stepdaughter up, you perverted bitch!"

Kim giggled. It was funny to hear them talk dirty. Not only was all the attention totes wonderful, she was really, really happy to be making Mary and Stepmommy happy.

Making people happy was like, her whole reason for living now.

“Feel good, baby?” Lorraine asked as she pulled Kim’s little pussy lips even wider.

“Ooo, yes! It’s so big and it feels so good! Please make a clone baby in me, Mary?”

“Such a fucking whore,” Mary grunted as she pounded Kim even harder.

“Yes, I am. I wanna be a pregnant fucking whore, too!”

Lorraine laughed. “Karen, if I give her another ovulation pill, do you think she might have twins?”

Karen was masturbating on a stool nearby. “Maybe, but her body couldn’t support both.”

“Fuck, it’d be amazing to have another one,” Lorraine grumbled. “Then we could take one with us and the little slut would have a twin to strip with.”

“Mmm, I’d totes love that!” Kim giggled.

“God, I need to fucking cum!” Mary cried.

“Go on, Mary, give it to her. Knock the little slut up. I want that tight little belly all swollen,” Lorraine said. She leaned down and tongued Kim’s asshole as Mary plunged in and out of her wet pussy.

“Aiggh!” Mary screamed. She jerked Kim back against her cock and held her there.

“Oh! Lorraine! She’s cumming in me. Wow, so much cummy in my cunny.”

“Take it all you whore,” Lorraine laughed.

***

“That was intense,” Gwen said as she walked hand in hand with Lisa into the field behind the farmhouse.

“Just out of curiosity, does Demona ever stop coming up with perverse things to do to humans?”

Gwen laughed. “Not so far. She’s very committed to the ‘Mad Scientist’ image.” She abruptly stopped and dragged Lisa down into the long grass.

“Hey!” Lisa giggled. She landed on top of Gwen. The blonde leaned up and kissed her.

Gwen caressed her long black hair. “A few days ago, you were pretty upset. How are you now?”

Lisa laughed. “Not upset. Happy. Excited.” She shook her head. “And, fucking evil. I mean dark evil. I want to do things, Gwen. Some of them are…”

“Frightening?”

Lisa nodded. “They don’t even seem like people anymore.”

Gwen nodded and turned a lock of black hair in her fingers. “I know. That’s something we have to fight. All the time. Yes, we use them and do unspeakable things to them, but we have to try to hold on to our humanity. Just a little. Try to make sure that what we do, even if it’s truly awful, will end in their happiness.”

“What doesn’t destroy them will make them… weirder?”

Gwen smiled. “More or less. We’re goddesses now, Lisa. I want to think that we can still have a human outlook, but I don’t think we can. Not really. Call it, absolute power corrupting absolutely if you want. The rules just no longer apply to us - we’re completely alien to what we were.” She poked Lisa’s dangling medallion. “Question is: Can you live with what you are now?”

A slow smile spread across Lisa’s lips. “Yeah, I think I can. I love it. I frighten myself, but, God, I love it.” She kissed Gwen. “Every bit of it.”

Gwen smiled up at her. “Do you love me, Lisa?”

Lisa’s eyes grew wide. “I… wow… I didn’t even think about that before.” She turned her head to the side and gazed into Gwen’s eyes. “Yes, Gwen, I love you. I don’t even know when…”

“How about Sugar Tits?”

Lisa smiled. “I love Sugar. And, Constance too.” She sat up. “Oh, my God. I love Alex and Demona…”

Gwen nodded and smiled. “That’s our gift, Lisa. We love them. All the transformed. We love them, unconditionally.”

“And, Sister Asmodea… I love her too.”

Gwen looked away. “Not too much, Lisa. Don’t love her too much.”

Lisa gently turned Gwen’s face toward hers. “What’s wrong?”

“The Church, they aren’t like us, Lisa. They love us, yes, but they love themselves more. They believe they are the hand of Morpheus, destined to rule over us. Destined to rule over the entire world. We are their minions, not their equals. And, the humans? They would destroy the humans if necessary.”

Lisa shook her head. “No. Gwen, we’re supposed to save the humans, we’re not supposed to… kill them? That’s not what Morpheus wants! It can’t be.”

Gwen sat up and held her close. “No, it isn’t Lisa. We are his hand, and we are here to save the humans, from themselves… and, if need be? From the Church.”

Lisa looked startled. “What are you saying?”

Gwen took her hand. “I want to take you somewhere. Will you trust me?”

Lisa smiled. “I trust you. I will always trust you.”

“Lie back.”

They lay side by side in the tall grass looking up at the white clouds that passed overhead.

“Close your eyes.”

Lisa closed her eyes.

“Now, fly with me.”

Lisa drew in a sharp breath.

The darkness of her closed eyes became bright white.

She was standing on a white plane that stretched to infinity. Above her was a pure white sky.

Gwen stood beside her holding her hand. “White Witches cannot use their powers on the transformed. It doesn’t work.”

Lisa looked around the featureless void.

“But, what no one knows, no one other than the White Witches and a few select others? We can touch each other's minds. We can come together. This is where we meet.”

Sugar Tits took her other hand. “Hello, sweetheart.”

Lisa smiled. “Sugar!”

The redhead embraced her. “Welcome.”

Lisa heard heels tapping on tile.

In front of her, a woman approached, tall and beautiful with hair almost as white as the void that surrounded them.

“Welcome, sister,” the tall blonde said.

“Lisa, may I present Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova?” Gwen said.

“The first of us,” Sugar added with a smile

Maria Marapova had an imperious look and exotic eyes that seemed to look right through her.

Maria embraced her and kissed each cheek with bee stung lips. “Sugar, when you said she was beautiful, your words were not adequate.”

Lisa smiled. “I… Jesus, I feel silly…”

Maria smiled. “I know. I love you too. It’s a gift. Accept it and cherish it.”

Lisa nodded and looked around. “What about Constance?”

“Soon,” Gwen said.

“I need to talk to her. She has a lot on her plate right now,” Sugar said.

“And, soon, Mikaela will join us as well,” Gwen added.

Gwen looked around. “Still no Cathy?”

Maria shook her head. “Her situation is… delicate.”

“So, this is like our clubhouse?” Lisa laughed.

Maria smiled. “You might say that. I prefer to think of it as our ‘round table’.”

Sugar shook her head. “Only, there’s no table.”

“Round table?” Lisa asked.

“As in the ‘Knights of the Round Table’ from King Arthur,” Maria said.

“We’re knights?”

“Not only that, dear. We’re the resistance.”

Lisa swallowed.

Maria touched her face. “The Church is going to save the world.” She leaned close. “And, we’re going to save the world from the Church.”

***

Lorraine and Karen led Kim up to the basement. The leggy blonde had cum dripping down her thighs as they exited the stairs.

Kim looked down at her taut belly. “Mom, am I really pregnant?”

“I certainly hope…”

“Aiggh!” The woman on the operating table screamed as something pushed out of her open vagina.

Kim looked at it in horror.

And, then she passed out in Karen’s arms.

***

Gwen and Lisa walked out of the field together.

“It’s a lot to digest, I know,” Gwen said.

“A little frightening,” Lisa said.

Gwen took her hand. “I know. Believe me. Lisa, I won’t lie to you: they’re dangerous. If they think for a moment we’re working against them? They’ll kill us. We have no powers to use against them - they have an army at their disposal.”

Lisa smiled and shook her head. “Nice pep talk.”

Gwen laughed out loud. “We’re strong, Lisa. Not strong enough yet, but maybe in a while. They have men and guns. We have mental powers that won’t work against them. But, they can hurt us - the bishops and the mother superiors can use their mental powers against us.”

Lisa made a fist and pumped her bicep. “We’re super strong. We have the whoremasters. Fuck, we have Belynda.”

“And, we have other allies as well. But, right now, we have to be careful, Lisa. One false move and it could all fall down on our heads.”

Lisa nodded. “I understand. Keep a low profile. Don’t trust anybody.”

Gwen frowned. “Not even Jason. Not yet…”

“Jason!? Gwen, I love him…”

“I know, honey, but he’s too young right now. You both are, but boys take a lot longer to mature. He mustn’t know about any of this, not yet.”

***

“Don’t just stand there, help me!” Demona barked.

Karen ran to her side as Lorraine got Kim back on her feet.

This wasn’t birth. It couldn’t be.

The form inside the amniotic sack that protruded from the pregnant woman’s distended pussy had the face of an adult woman with long flowing black hair. The eyes were too large for the face, but other than that, she was an exact replica of her ‘mother’.

Only one fourth the size.

“We have to pull. She refuses to push. That’s my fucking fault,” Demona said as she tried to get her hands around the slick, clear amniotic sack. “Jesus, it’s like trying to get your hands on a greased pig.”

Karen reached down to help.

“Careful! We mustn’t tear the sack open - if we do, we end up with a mini version of whatever her name is. She has several more hours of growth to go, but it has to be inside the sack.”

Karen nodded. “Yes, Doctor.”

Together they got a grip.

“Okay, idiot? You need to fucking push. Otherwise, your twin is going to grow to full size in your cooch.”

The woman thrashed and moaned on the table.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake. Pull, Karen.”

They pulled.

The sack began to slide out of her cunt.

“Shoulders! I got shoulders on this side,” Demona announced.

Suddenly, the sack slid out six inches, exposing a diminutive set of breasts above a cinched in waist.

“Yes! Okay, one more pull, and we’ll have her hips out. All downhill after that. Ready?”

“Yes,” Karen said.

“And, pull!”

The woman cried out as the sack slid out in a rush of fluid.

Demona dropped to her knees and cradled the doll woman in the amniotic sack. “Gotcha!”

Karen stepped back. The umbilical cord was long and pink. It throbbed gently and glistened in the light. The woman on the table’s pussy closed slowly on the thick cord.

Demona gently laid the amniotic sack on the woman’s belly. “Jesus, that was fucking intense.” She turned around.

Kim was wobbling on her feet, her stepmother supporting her. They both looked stunned.

Beside them, Gwen and Lisa stared in horror at the operating table.

“What? Never seen a clone birth before?”

Gwen stared at her. “Demona? A word.”

***

“End it! Now!” Gwen growled in the kitchen.

Demona stood with her fists on her hips. “Fuck you.”

“I mean it! You are not putting Lorraine and Kim through that… whatever that was!”

Lisa slipped out of the kitchen, leaving Demona and Gwen alone.

“We needed a field trial. I know what I did wrong. I’ll fix it…”

“Demona! That woman was in agony!”

“Agony? The fuck are you talking about?” Demona asked.

“I have never heard a woman scream like that in my…”

Demona burst out laughing. “Oh, you ditzy blonde. Have you ever been in a maternity ward? I’ve seen shit that would scare your tits off.”

“There is no need for this! What happened to ‘Do no harm’?”

“She wasn’t in pain.”

“Oh, so she was just wailing because…”

“She was cumming.”

Gwen stopped talking and blinked. “What?”

“Jesus, Tits. The old God made women suffer for childbirth, we can do a little better than that for our clones. She wasn’t in pain. As soon as they go into labor? I’ve modified their bodies to start pumping out sex hormones, amp up their drive, light up every pleasure sensor in their body. She was screaming with the hardest orgasm of her life - and it went on for over an hour.”

Gwen sat down heavily in a kitchen chair. “Cumming?”

Demona perched on the edge of the table beside her. “Yeah, dummy, cumming like the fourth of fucking July. Fuck, she’s still having mini O’s right now and she’ll continue to until the clone rips out of the bag in a few hours. See, the orgasms are the problem – turns out women need those labor pains to make them to push. Clone Mom downstairs didn’t want to push cause it felt too good. Like I said, I screwed it up.”

Gwen slapped her ass. “You could have said something, you know?”

“Why? I don’t answer to you,” she said with a smile.

Gwen laid her face in her hands on the table. “I need to go to bed.”

“Really? It’s sunup and I’m hungry. Those other two sluts won’t be ready to pop for a few hours. You like pancakes?”

***

Lisa opened the door to her bedroom and wasn’t surprised to see Belynda riding cowgirl on Jason.

Belynda cackled with laughter. “Finally, get that fat ass over here.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Baby got back, honey. You look in a mirror?”

Lisa turned sideways and looked at her latex encased butt in the full-length mirror. “Fuck. It is big.”

She looked at the smiling couple on the bed. “Is it too big? Should I do something?”

“What? Mami, are you nuts?! We love that ass! Get in fucking bed, puta loca!” Belynda was rising up and down, taking Jason’s entire length as he grunted under her. Her amazing caramel colored breasts heaved and shook as they fucked.

God, Belynda and Jason were beautiful!

And, they were hers!

She pulled the latex body suit off and stripped off the stiletto boots before leaping onto the bed.

Jason pulled her tight against him as Belynda slowed so she could lean down and kiss Lisa’s long, supple neck under her black hair.

“Mi, amor. Mi vida,” she whispered in Lisa’s ear.

Heaven. It was heaven.

Belynda rose off Jason’s dick and rolled onto her side, pulling Jason on top of Lisa.

He smiled down at her as he slid his length into her tight pussy.

“Finally. We were lonely without you, amor,” Belynda whispered as she snuggled against her.

***

A few hours later, Lorraine was pacing back and forth in the basement. Her flat tummy was a memory, now she looked to be seven months pregnant. She was carrying her clone high.

Her back ached a little.

But, mostly she was horny.

Kim kept rubbing her own baby bump that was only an hour or so behind Lorraine’s.

It had taken a long time to calm Kim down - the shock of seeing the ‘birth’ had caused the poor, dumb bimbo to faint.

Demona had helped by coming downstairs and explaining what really happened during a clone birth.

Lorraine looked at the couple on the operating table.

The thick brunette now lay beside a slightly shorter but much skinnier version of herself. The smaller brunette was still cocooned in her clear sack, connected to her ‘mother’ by the throbbing umbilical.

The ‘mother’ was moaning and rubbing herself and the sacked clone. Occasionally, she even reached down and grasped the umbilical, fucking herself with it.

The clone was likewise masturbating in her fluid filled world.

Lorraine smiled. She was actually looking forward to what was coming.

Kim still looked a little green around the gills.

Lorraine jumped. The clone inside her kicked.

***

Lisa and Belynda lay cuddled on either side of Jason in the big farmhouse bed.

“I don’t want to get out of this bed. Not now. Not ever,” Lisa whispered.

Belynda laughed. “Neither do I.”

With his eyes closed, Jason smiled up at the ceiling. “Me neither.”

“Okay,” Lisa said. “It’s settled. We’ll spend eternity in this bedroom. They can just clean around us.”

They all laughed. 

“Maybe Gwen will bring us breakfast in bed?” Belynda said.

“And, bedpans?” Jason asked.

Belynda punched his ribs. “Gross! We were being all sexy and you just had to ruin it by being a fucking boy!”

He laughed and hugged them both.

After a moment, he kissed each of them and sat up. “Hey, get up a minute.”

“No!” Lisa whined. “We’re cozy. Stay in bed!”

Belynda stuck out her lower lip and mumbled something in Spanish.

“Come on. Just for a minute?” Jason said.

He stood up and held out both hands.

They each took one and he helped them up.

The three of them stood naked in the morning sunlight flooding through the window.

Jason licked his lips. “I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh, oh, we’re in trouble,” Belynda giggled.

“Come on, I’m being serious,” Jason laughed.

Lisa put a finger to Belynda’s lips. “Shh… he’s being serious.”

The two girls burst out laughing and hugged each other.

Jason sighed.

And, then he got down on one knee.

They stopped laughing.

“Oh, fuck,” Belynda whispered.

“The Church doesn’t really have marriages per se. But, I just can’t imagine my life without the two of you. Even if it’s just between us - will you marry me?”

Lisa laughed a little. She put her hand over her mouth. “Are you serious?”

“Very. I love you. Both of you.”

“Oh, Madre Dios…” Belynda stammered.

“Yes,” Lisa said. “Yes. I’ll marry you.” She looked at Belynda. “Both of you.”

Belynda was shaking, her eyes as big as saucers.

She burst into tears.

Jason got to his feet and both he and Lisa hugged her tight. “Baby, what’s wrong? Did I upset you?”

She shook her head, the tears flowing down her cheeks.

“Was it me?” Lisa asked. “Tell us.”

“N… No. I love you…” She cried. “Yes! Yes! I love you! I want to be married!”

“Then why are you crying?” Jason laughed.

“It was just so beautiful,” she shook and cried in their arms.

***

Water gushed from the ripped amniotic sack onto the tile floor.

“Karen? You need to get that,” Demona ordered as she rolled the newborn clone onto her back.

Karen was ready with a mop and bucket. She pushed the fluid toward the drain with the mop.

Demona stood back and looked at the clone. Her eyes were open. They were crystalline blue, and she looked around the room in fascination. The umbilical was still attached to the center of her flat abs.

She was about 5’8” with a lithe figure and high, firm breasts. She had softer facial features than her ‘mother’ who had passed out before the clone emerged from the sack.

The clone tried to get up.

Demona put her hands on the woman’s shoulders. “No, no. Not yet. Just stay where you are.”

The clone turned her head to the side.

“You don’t have any idea what I’m saying, do you?” Demona said.

The clone tried to rise again.

Lorraine peered over Demona’s shoulder. “I thought you said it would have all the memories of the original?”

“No. Gwen has to transfer them from the original.”

“I’m here,” Gwen said as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Good,” Demona said as she pushed the clone down again.

The clone blinked and then began squeezing Demona’s breasts through her nurse’s outfit.

“Handsy, aren’t you?” Demona said.

Gwen walked to the other side of the table. “So, all I do is reach into the original’s mind and push memories into the clone?”

“In theory.”

“Theory? You mean you don’t know?” Gwen asked.

“Just try.”

Gwen sighed. She put her left hand on the original’s forehead. Then she put her other hand on the clone’s.

The clone’s eyes immediately rolled back in her head.

“Tom. The Fat Guy’s name was Tom… well, that won’t do,” Gwen said with her eyes closed. “Tammy. Now they’re Tammy and Tina.”

Gwen smiled. “Wow, he masturbated a lot. Okay, here goes.”

She leaned her head back.

Demona jumped as both original and clone went rigid. A moment later, they began shaking violently. “Whoa. Shit. Karen? Get me some tongue depressors and surgical tape. They might have seizures.”

“No. They won’t,” Gwen whispered. “Tina’s like… a sponge. So empty inside. I started the flow of memories from the original, but now? Just the conduit. Tina is drawing the memories from her without my help.”

Gwen burst out laughing. “Can’t… Tina couldn’t understand how she came to be… so she just made up her own reality. She’s Tammy’s stepsister. Fuck! She fed that memory back to Tammy. Demona, she’s programming Tammy!”

“You okay, Tits?” Demona asked.

“Yeah,” Gwen said. “I’m just watching them interact. It’s amazing.” Gwen went rigid. “No! Stop that! I am not your goddamned mother! For fuck’s sake, little bitch is trying to program me.”

“Okay, Tits, maybe cut them loose now?”

Gwen pulled her hands away.

Both women’s eyes snapped open.

They turned and looked at each other, and then embraced.

They moaned into a kiss, their hands roaming over each other's bodies.

Gwen shook her head. “Lesbian stepsisters.”

***

This wasn’t pregnancy.

Lorraine was a doctor. She knew pregnancy.

This was being possessed by a sex demon.

The being inside her was moving, pushing toward the exit.

And, everything the clone pushed against was causing Lorraine to cum. “God, God, God, Oh, God… damn you, Demona! Fuck!”

Demona laughed. “Feels good, huh?” She was adjusting the operating table so that Lorraine was squatting in the stirrups.

“Fuck, yes! But, I’m going to fucking die! It’s too much,” she said through gritted teeth as she squirted into the pan below the table.

“Lorraine? Fuck. So good!” Kim said from the next table. Her own clone was making love to her from the inside out as well.

Lorraine reached out and grasped her stepdaughter’s hand. “Mmm, yeah. Just enjoy it, honey.”

“Lorraine? I need you to focus, okay?” Demona said.

“Trying to… fuck…”

“You have to push. I overdid it with the pleasure centers. Women need the labor pains to help them push - instead, your body wants to just keep cumming.”

“You’re… telling me!”

“Yeah, but you have to fight that and push,” Demona growled.

“Fuck you, bitch! I got a three-foot-long dick with arms and legs in my cooch. It’s doing this shit on purpose! I can’t push!”

“Yes, you can! You’re fucking high on endorphins. Push, goddamn it!”

Lorraine bore down and pushed.

Fireworks went off in her head and a torrent of obscenity erupted from her lips. “Jesus! Even pushing makes me cum!”

Demona laughed between her thighs. “Yeah, that’s good. I can see that head of blonde hair.”

“Oh, God… is it pushing on my G-Spot?”

Demona shrugged. “Maybe. The clone’s pleasure centers are being dinged as well.”

She grabbed Demona’s hand. “This is the most wonderful thing that has ever happened to me.”

Demona stared sideways at her. “Bitch, you are high. Now, push!”

***

With so much going on, some of the farmhouse denizens were left to their own devices.

Mikaela sat shivering, naked on the living room floor.

Karen sat on the edge of the couch beside her. “Honey, we need to do this.”

Mikaela kept her arms crossed over her bare breasts. “I have never seen a needle that long in my life.”

Hailey sat behind Mikaela on the floor, hugging her. “I know. It’s totally scary, Karen.”

They were looking at the syringe of Titty Grow in Karen’s hand - enough to take Mikaela from a perky C cup to an earth-shattering G cup.

The needle was at least six inches long, and Karen meant to push it deep in Mikaela’s breast through the nipple.

“I can’t,” Mikaela whined. “I just can’t. I thought I could, but it’s so big, Karen.”

Hailey snuggled her. “I totes don’t like it neither!”

Karen rolled her eyes. “Gwen said Mikaela goes to a G and you go to DD, Hailey.”

“What’s going on?” Lisa asked as she walked into the room. She was wearing a white latex half shirt and micro miniskirt with her thigh high stiletto boots.

“Wow,” Hailey whispered.

Lisa winked at her.

“They’re both afraid to take the Titty Grow - Demona’s going to fucking kill me if I go back to the lab without bimboing them out,” Hailey grumbled.

Lisa knelt beside Hailey and Mikaela.

Karen caught herself looking at the brunette’s slick pussy as the skirt rode up and quickly looked away.

“We aren’t shy,” Lisa said. “Look at me.”

Karen turned and looked at Lisa’s open crotch.

“We look. We appreciate. We love. It’s who we are - they have an excuse because they haven’t been transformed yet. You don’t.”

Karen swallowed and nodded. One thing she had learned in these few days: The White Witches were in charge. Even new witches like Lisa.

Lisa held out her hand. “Come here.”

Karen got off the couch, needle in hand.

Mikaela tried to back away.

“Shh, be still now,” Lisa whispered. She pulled Mikaela into her arms and cradled her. “It’s going to be okay, Mikki.”

Mikaela jumped. “Nobody calls me that… only Mom.”

“I like Mikki,” Hailey whispered.

Lisa leaned Mikaela back against her, cradling the woman against her breasts. “There’s no pain. Not even the amount of pain you felt when you fell in second grade and skinned your knee. No pain at all.”

Mikaela gazed up at her in wonder. “You’re in my head?”

“Of course. Can’t you feel me?”

“A little…”

“How about now?”

Mikaela arched her back. “Ooo, Lisa… what?”

“Shh. No pain. Only pleasure. Constance and Sugar did this for me… but, I’m adding my own little… twist.”

Mikaela squealed. “Lisa! Fuck!”

Lisa nodded to Karen.

Mikaela was cumming, her stomach muscles spasming as she squirted on the floor.

She never even flinched as the six-inch needle slipped into her nipple.

Mikaela continued to moan with her eyes closed as Karen withdrew the needle and switched to a second syringe for the left breast.

Lisa rubbed Mikaela’s abs as the injections continued. “That’s right, Mikki. Just keep cumming for me.” She kissed Mikaela’s cheek. “You’re going to be so beautiful for Mistress Maria.”

Mikaela smiled as Karen continued to inject her, turning her into a sex goddess with each needle.

Hailey leaned up and whispered in Lisa’s ear. “I wanna be next, ‘kay?”

Lisa kissed her and smiled.

***

“Where the fuck is my nurse?” Demona grunted as she laid Kim’s clone on the unconscious teen’s stomach.

The miniature version of Kim wriggled and struggled against the amniotic cocoon.

In her sleep, ‘original’ Kim reached up and put her hand on the sack over the clone’s buttocks. It stopped struggling and instead nuzzled Kim’s big bimbo breasts.

Gwen sat down in a chair nearby. “You did okay without her.”

“Probably muff diving upstairs with one of those other bimbos. Lucky bitch.”

“I need to have a talk with you and Sugar: this isn’t Stallion’s. We can’t handle this much chaos. I need more staff if you want this kind of circus,” Gwen said as she spun around in the chair.

“Havana keeps upping the schedule.”

“Yes, because you keep coming up with new sexual terror weapons. Two types of futanari? Bimbo flu as an STD? Fucking clones?”

Demona laughed. “What can I say? I get two hours of sleep a night - if I’m lucky. My brain won’t stop working on this shit.”

Gwen groaned. “This used to be a nice, quiet farmhouse.”

“You ever sweep this place?”

“Huh?”

“For bugs?”

Gwen frowned. “I don’t know what you’re…”

Demona opened her purse and pulled out a small black box. It blinked steadily green as she walked around the room. After a couple of minutes of pacing, she dropped the box back in her purse. “Clean. Sugar’s been going off the reservation. But, then, I think you know that.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Look, Tits. She’s taking risks, being insubordinate. She’s probing at the Church’s defenses, trying to figure out how far she can push things before she gets swatted. That means somebody’s planning a war. And, I love Sugar, but this kind of intrigue doesn’t smell like her or even you… It smells like Maria Anastasia Mara - fucking - pova. And, you need to be real fucking careful because she’s just a cunt hair short of being a fucking goddess. She’s old and fuck if she doesn’t terrify me, because I’m not sure she sees us as anything more than ants. She has an agenda and she probably doesn’t care how many of us little people get snuffed carrying it out. What it boils down to: If you’re going to fight the Church, you need weapons. Otherwise, you aren’t going to survive.”

Gwen studied Demona’s eyes. “Demona! How could you even suggest…”

“Aww, can it. I got my weight in IQ points over your IQ, Tits. I’m working on a weapon.”

Gwen sighed. “What kind of weapon?”

“Something to give you an edge over the rubber penguins. I’ve got a few ideas. That’s why I’m running all these experiments - I need the genetic data from these trials. Plus, for now, our goals are aligned with the Church’s: we must fundamentally change the social structure of this world if we want to save it. And, I don’t know about you? But, I’d rather do it through venomous Futanaris and Bimbo Flu. Nobody’s going to get physically hurt our way. But, if we don’t move fast to subdue the humans? The Church is going to do it by force and re-education camps.”

Gwen turned away.

“Yeah, and evil as you White Witches can be? You want to transform, not torture and lobotomize.”

Gwen turned back to her. “What can I do?”

Demona ran her fingers through Gwen’s long blonde hair. “Be patient with my experimenting. There’s more of a reason for it than me just being kinky as fuck.”

***

Mikaela slept on the living room couch, her body already reforming itself into a new, curvier shape. Her fingers moved in lazy circles around her engorged clit - even in sleep, her skyrocketing libido drove her to masturbate.

Her breasts were two cup sizes larger and firm.

Hailey watched her friend’s chest rise and fall with each breath, sweet moans escaping her lips as she played with herself.

Lisa held Hailey tenderly from behind. They sat on the floor waiting for Karen to return with Hailey’s injections.

“She’s so beautiful,” Hailey whispered. Her voice was high and full of wonder.

“Why do you do that?” Lisa asked gently.

“Huh?”

“The act. You aren’t a ditz, Hailey. You were given Jason’s cum, so you’re under our control, but we didn’t do anything to you to give you a bimbo brain.”

“Oh. I… Well, I’m not all that smart.”

“Hailey, honey, stop. I know that isn’t true. I’m probing your mind gently, just on the outside. Tell me the truth - don’t make me search for the answer,” Lisa whispered and kissed the back of her neck.

The cheerleader sighed. “Because, it’s what you want. All of you. I want… I want to make you happy.”

“Oh, honey. You’re afraid we’ll reject you, aren’t you?”

She sobbed and turned around, burying her face in Lisa’s bosom. “I can be good at this, Lisa! I can. Please.”

“Sweetie, what are you afraid of? We want you. My God, you actually want us to use you?”

She nodded against Lisa’s left breast. “I know it sounds crazy.” She raised her head. “I’m a failure. At everything. My brothers and sisters are all professionals: doctors and lawyers. All I have are my looks. I thought when I got on the cheerleading squad at Ithaca that my family would notice. But, they didn’t! All I have in the world is Karen and Mikaela. And, now they’re important too - they’re going away and I’ll be alone.”

Lisa held her close. “Hailey, you understand we’re going to use you? You’re going to be a porn star. Men and women are going to fuck you on camera, and the Church is going to use you to further its cause.”

Hailey nodded. “And, I’m going to be so good at that, Lisa! I am, I promise! I’m going to be the nastiest whore in porn.”

Lisa sighed and then smiled. “Okay, Hailey, okay. Your bimbo act is perfect. You’re adorable…”

“I’m a very good actress. You’ll see. I can do this, Lisa.”

She caressed the girl’s long, black hair. “I know.” She held Hailey’s hands and kissed them. “You will never be alone. If you stop being a porn star? You’ll come home to me and Belynda and Jason. We’ll take care of you. Forever. You don’t have to be afraid, Hailey.”

“I’m back,” Karen said. “Demona ordered double slutifier.”

Hailey looked at the bundle of hypodermics and her eyes grew wide. “Lisa?”

“Yes?”

“I am afraid. I’m very afraid.”

“Shh, just lean back.”

Hailey threw her head back and moaned as Lisa’s powers sent her into orgasm before Karen ever touched her with a needle.

***

Lorraine stood naked on the tile floor. She was looking into her own eyes.

Lorraine 2.0 blinked and smiled as she stared into Lorraine 1.0’s eyes.

“It’s uncanny,” Lorraine said. The woman was a complete duplicate of Lorraine before her modifications: early middle age with slightly drooping breasts and a small tummy.

“Why can’t I look like her?” 2.0 asked.

“In a few months, you can,” Gwen said. “For now, you need to look and act like the original Lorraine, so that no one suspects she’s now Dr. Lorraine Love.”

2.0 nodded. “I understand. You fucked our stepdaughter?”

Lorraine took a step back. “I… well…”

“What was it like?”

“Things just… got out of hand…”

“Can I fuck her?” 2.0 asked.

“Umm,” Lorraine stammered and looked at Gwen.

“There’s no time,” Gwen said.

“Can I fuck her clone?”

Gwen smiled. “Of course.”

“Good. I want her. Our husband has a very small penis. I don’t want him.”

Demona walked up with a plastic bag. “Way ahead of you, sister.” She handed her the bag. “You’ll find different pills inside. They’re slow acting versions of drugs we normally inject. The pink pills enhance feminine traits. When you get home, give your husband one pink pill per day until they’re gone. Within a week, he’ll be incapable of sustaining an erection and he’ll start growing breasts. Within a month, he’ll be a shemale submissive. Cuckold him, he’ll become your obedient sissy slave.”

2.0 smiled. “Thank you. We hate him.”

Lorraine blinked. “No. We don’t hate him. That’s not…”

“The truth?” Gwen asked. “Actually, it is. 2.0 has no filter right now - she only tells the truth, even when she shouldn’t. Her personality is still forming.”

The clone looked at the other bottle. “The blue pills are for our stepson, William?”

Demona held up her hand. “Hold up. Not until he turns eighteen. After that, one pill a day till they’re gone.”

“I understand. He will have a large cock afterwards?”

“Yes, thirteen inches. He’ll also be exceptionally muscular. The effects will begin after about two weeks.”

2.0 turned back to Lorraine. “After I fuck him, I will turn him over to you to be your sex slave.”

Lorraine simply nodded.

2.0 turned and looked at the table where Kim was sleeping with her clone lying on top of her still in its sack. It was beginning to press against the membrane - it would break free soon.

“Kim 2.0 will be stupid?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say stupid,” Lorraine said.

“You turned 1.0 into a moron. I want my Kim to be intelligent.”

“Yeah, well, you know as well as I do that she was no rocket scientist to begin with!” Lorraine laughed.

“Can you make her intelligent?” 2.0 asked Gwen.

“Yes, actually…”

“What!?” Lorraine exclaimed. “You never said…”

“Well, I hadn’t really thought about it until now…”

“Oh!” Demona laughed. “Good thinking, Tits! Nothing says we have to put Kim’s thoughts and memories into Kim 2.0 - we can put Lorraine’s in her.”

Lorraine’s mouth dropped open. “You mean she didn’t have to be an idiot?”

“No. I couldn’t have ‘fixed’ the original, but you could have taken the clone with your mind imprinted on it.”

Lorraine sighed.

“Cheer up, the bimbo is a great fuck,” Demona laughed.

Lorraine rolled her eyes. “Yeah.”

“As it is, I’ll need to imprint your intellect along with Kim 1.0’s memories.”

“Why?” Lorraine asked.

“How good an actress are you? You think you could masquerade as your own stepdaughter for the rest of your life?”

***

The twin Kims woke up horny.

The Lorraines and the Kims made a tangled foursome on the floor.

“Not something you see every day,” Demona said as she followed Gwen up the stairs. “Did I sleep last night?”

“Not that I’m aware,” Gwen said as she reached the first-floor hallway.

“Well, I’m fucking sleeping tonight. For at least three hours.”

“Don’t wake me,” Gwen grumbled.

“Geez, bitchy,” Demona laughed and slapped Gwen’s ass.

In the living room, Hailey and Mikaela slept on the couch in each other’s arms, their bodies perfecting.

Karen was asleep in a recliner, a myriad of syringes in a sharps container beside the chair.

Demona smiled and covered her with an afghan.

Lisa was asleep leaning against the couch.

Gwen started to wake her, but Belynda walked into the room. She knelt by the sleeping brunette first and scooped her up in strong arms. “Goodnight,” Belynda whispered as she carried the White Witch up the stairs to their bedroom.

Demona pointed at the stairs. “I want one of those. Always wanted to fuck Wonder Woman.”

Gwen laughed.

Demona headed for the stairs. “Goodnight.”

“‘Night.” Gwen sighed and walked to the front door.

Mary was standing on the front porch looking up at the stars. “Clones born?”

“Yes,” Gwen said as she stood beside her at the porch rail.

“That was freaky.”

“It’s been a freaky week.”

“Any idea what the Church is going to do with me?” Mary asked.

“How do you feel about the suburbs?”

She shrugged. “I’m fine with it, but I’ll stand out like a… well, a dick on a hot chick.”

Gwen laughed. “We have a special project going on in the Ithaca suburbs. There’s a woman there named Stacie Fuchs, one of our experiments. We think the two of you should get married.”

Mary turned slowly. “Do I have any say in this arranged marriage?”

“Not really. Look, she’s a hot, twisted bisexual MILF who’s been tasked with corrupting an entire neighborhood. She could use the help.”

“Ooo, you had me at ‘twisted’,” Mary laughed. “When do I leave?”

“Tomorrow morning. Get some sleep,” Gwen said as she stepped off the porch.

Gwen crossed to the barn. She stepped into the bright interior and closed the door behind her.

She heard soft moans coming from the office. She opened the door slightly.

The couch within had been pulled out into a bed.

Gwen smiled as she saw Bear fucking Heather doggie style on the bare mattress, his thick cock sliding in and out and his balls slapping against her in a steady rhythm.

She closed the door.

She looked toward the hucow room and sighed.

***

Diane woke up lying on a table. She knew there was something wrong.

Her big tits ached - she had missed a milking.

She tried to reach up and squeeze her engorged breasts, but her hands were strapped down.

She opened her eyes to see a beautiful blonde smiling down at her. “Hello, Miss Krantz.”

“Hi… is something wrong?”

The woman had kind eyes. “No. Everything’s fine. My name is Gwen.”

Diane nodded. “Yes, Regina told me about you.”

Gwen frowned a little. “I had hoped she wouldn’t.”

“N… No… It’s okay. I understand what you’re doing. I want to join.”

Gwen sighed. “Miss Krantz…”

“Call me Diane, please.”

“Diane… are you sure?”

“I love her. I’ve never loved anyone in my entire life. But, I love her. She’s all in, and so am I.”

Gwen stared at her for a moment. “Okay, Diane.” She put her hands on Diane’s temples.

It felt wonderful.

Diane began to fall asleep, but she thought she saw Gwen crying just before she drifted off.

***

At dawn, Gwen held Lisa tight in her arms on the front porch.

Lisa was wearing white jean shorts and a white crop top. Around her neck was the latex choker with the Pentagram medallion.

She was trying hard not to cry. “I want to stay,” she whispered.

“I want you to stay, darling. I really do. But, we need you at Ithaca College,” Gwen said. “Your home is always here. You’ll be back soon.” She handed a packet of papers to Lisa. “This is your transfer paperwork. You’ll setup your classes when you get there.”

Lisa smiled and opened the packet. The name at the top read Lisa Chase-Moore.

She looked up at Gwen in shock.

Gwen smiled. “You project your thoughts in your sleep. And, I think marriage is beautiful.” She handed a packet to Jason.

“Thanks for everything.”

Gwen nodded and smiled. She turned to Belynda and gave her a packet as well.

Belynda looked at it in confusion. “I… Why are you giving…”

“You need paperwork as well. You missed Freshman Orientation, but you’ll figure things out.”

“N… No… I can’t go to college, Gwen. I didn’t even…”

“Finish high school? Open it.”

Belynda opened her envelope. Her eyes grew wide. “This is to certify Belynda Torres…” She sobbed and continued. “Belynda Torres-Moore has graduated from Guadalupe Hidalgo High School… Is there even such a school?”

“There is now. The Church wants you educated. We have plans. Enjoy college,” Gwen said. “Now, you’ll be sharing a large house near campus with two other Church agents: Donny and Madison Fuchs. You’ll have fun together.”

Alex pulled up at the front porch in the Mercedes Lisa, Jason, Belynda, and Mary had arrived in. It felt like a lifetime ago, but in reality it was less than a week.

Alex got out of the car. “Who’s driving?”

The three of college students all answered in unison, “Me.”

They looked at each other in confusion.

“Do you even have a license?” Lisa asked Jason.

“Of course, I have a license.”

“I’m driving,” Belynda said and she put one hand on the porch rail and vaulted over it.

“Hey!” Lisa called. “Why do you get to drive?”

Belynda tapped her finger against her temple. “Training in advanced defensive driving techniques. I can do a bootlegger turn. I can take down the engine and rebuild it in an afternoon with one wrench and a screwdriver. The magic of SlutzNet’s programming. I’m the most qualified driver.”

Lisa and Jason looked at each other. “Shotgun!” They yelled in unison.

At the car, Jason opened the passenger door for Lisa with a grin.

He looked at the porch. “Mom? You coming?”

She shook her head. “I have a different ride. You three come to dinner Saturday and you can meet my… wife. Man, this is going to be weird.”

Jason laughed and climbed in the back of the Mercedes.

Lisa smiled at Gwen as the car rolled quietly down the gravel drive.

Alex put his arm around Gwen’s shoulders.

He glanced over and saw Mary crying.

He put his other arm around her and pulled her close as well. “You’ll see them again, soon.” 

Voices came from inside. “Remember, Demona said to give him one pill per day,” Lorraine said as she walked out onto the porch with 2.0.

“Yes, 1.0, I’m a doctor as well.”

The two Kim’s walked out hand in hand.

“So, you’re like going to go to college and shit?” Bimbo Kim asked.

“Yeah.”

“Where are you going to go? Ithaca? We could get an apartment together!”

Smart Kim smiled. “I… actually, I’m thinking about out of state. Maybe California.”

Bimbo Kim frowned. “Oh. Yeah. Okay.”

Smart Kim smiled. “Hey, but, you know I can’t go right away. My high school grades were really… um, lousy.”

Bimbo Kim looked at the floor. “On account of those were my grades. Sorry.”

“It’s okay.”

“Mom says I’ll be stripping at a club in Ithaca in a few days! You’ll come and see me, right?”

Smart Kim stared at her. “Yeah, sure! Absolutely. I wouldn’t miss that.”

Bimbo Kim bit her lower lip. “Prob’ly not somethin’ you would go to, huh?”

Smart Kim smiled. Then she leaned up and kissed Bimbo Kim. “I’ll be there. I promise. And, until I go to college, you and I are going to be together a lot.”

Bimbo Kim beamed. “Really!? Like besties?”

“Yes. besties,” she said and leaned closer. “Besties with benefits.”

Bimbo Kim giggled.

“Kim?” Dr. Lorraine Love asked.

Both Kims turned toward her.

“For fuck’s sake. My Kim… the du…”

Smart Kim glared at her.

Lorraine rolled her eyes. “The one with big boobs. Come on.”

“I’m driving,” Mary said.

“Excuse me?” Lorraine said. “You’re not going with us!”

“Oh, yes, I am. I’m your next-door neighbor,” Mary said with a smile. “How do you feel about wife swapping?”

“The last time you fucked me, I had a clone,” Lorraine said.

“Didn’t they sterilize you last night?”

“No, we didn’t,” Demona said as she stepped onto the porch. “Tell everybody why, Lorraine.”

“I… liked it. I think I might want to do it again.”

Mary laughed. “Oh, I’m at your service, you filthy slut.”

Lorraine turned up her nose. “Not with you. I’ll find another futa.”

Alex, Gwen, and Demona watched as Lorraine 1.0 and Mary argued over who was going to drive the Tesla that Alex had parked nearby.

The Kims hugged each other, Smart Kim leaning up to kiss Bimbo Kim's bee stung lips.

"They're in love," Gwen whispered.

"Good. The bimbo's stepmother is a conniving bitch," Demona said.

Lorraine's clone turned and looked at her. "I heard that. Don’t insult me, even if you’re insulting her. It’s still me."

"Yeah? Good. Take that wacko as a cautionary tale. Sooner or later, we deal decisively with cruel people. Don't be one," Demona said.

The clone Lorraine turned toward the Kims. "That's enough. Kim? My Kim? Come here."

Smart Kim flipped her the bird. "Fuck you. The Church might have given my original to Lorraine 1.0 as a sex toy, but I'm not your bitch, Lorraine."

Clone Lorraine started to protest.

"She's got you there, Lorraine B... 2.0? Fuck, Clone Bitch," Demona laughed.

Gwen rolled her eyes. "Could the original Lorraine and Kim get their bimbo asses in the car? Even I'm confused. Mary's driving."

Lorraine 1.0 grumbled something and got in the passenger side.

Bimbo Kim smiled and waved as she got in the back seat.

Mary looked at Gwen and shrugged. "You know, I'm going to have to stop a half dozen times between here and Ithaca. Either to fuck them or strangle them... maybe both."

***

"So, are there any questions?" Gwen asked in the living room a few minutes later.

Hailey, Mikaela, and Karen sat side by side on the couch. They were back in their cheerleading outfits.

The clones of Lorraine and Kim sat on the sofa opposite.

Rebecca stood beside Gwen and Alex.

Bear and Heather stood in the doorway.

"I'm dead, right?" Bear said.

Gwen smiled. "Well, you're missing in our story for the police."

Heather held his hand. "That means you're staying with me."

"Yes, but out of sight. The police may come here in a house to house search. I need Bear to stay in the sub-basement. I'll make sure the police don't realize there is one," Gwen said.

"White Witch mind tricks to the rescue again," Demona said as she walked in with a cup of coffee.

"Exactly," Gwen said.

Rebecca smiled. "The next couple of weeks are going to be a media circus. Everybody is going to want to talk to the abducted cheerleaders and the stepmother / stepdaughter abductees. When you're asked, you say: 'I'm only going to talk to Rebecca Tanner at WNYC, nobody else.’"

"The police are a slightly different matter. You have to have your stories straight," Gwen said.

"We have them," Mikaela said. Karen and Hailey nodded beside her.

Rebecca looked at the clones. "You two are the ones I worry about..."

"Excuse me? We'll do just fine," Lorraine said.

"You act... weird," Rebecca said. "Cry some... shit, cry a lot."

Kim burst into tears. "I was so afraid for my stepmom! That man, he was horrible!" Then she smiled and winked. "Like that?"

Rebecca nodded. "Perfect."

Everyone looked at Lorraine.

She frowned. "I don't cry."

Demona smiled over her coffee. "Give me a minute, I can make her cry."

"Demona, shush," Gwen said.

Demona winked and took a sip.

Rebecca put her hand on Lorraine's shoulder. "Just try to act normal. You know? Not like a clone of a woman who is now using her stepdaughter as a sex slave?"

Gwen drew in a deep breath. "Showtime."

***

Clinton Travers sat in the ancient recliner in his living room with a beer and the football game. A few days ago, after that hot piece of pussy, Rebecca Tanner, had shown up at his house to investigate the weirdos in the farmhouse next door? Clinton had thought his ship had finally come in.

There would be money and fame from blowing the lid off that little human trafficking operation.

But, then, of course, she and her cameraman hadn’t come back. Sometime during the night, Clinton had awoken to find the WNYC News van they had arrived in being driven away toward the farmhouse.

Obviously, he had made the right decision to stay home and let those idiots go on their own. He was nursing a boner imagining what they were doing to that leggy blonde slut.

And, he was happy as fuck it wasn’t him getting probed or whatever the fuck it was they did over there.

He was almost asleep when someone knocked on the door.

Clinton wasn’t stupid - at least not in his own mind. He picked up the .45 automatic he kept under the recliner. “Who is it?”

“Rebecca Tanner! Mr. Travers, open up, please!”

Clinton folded down the recliner and stood beside the door. “What you want?”

“What do I… You ignorant fuck! I need you to let me in so I can call the cops! You were right, Mr. Travers. There’s sick twisted shit going on over there!”

Clinton unlocked the dead bolt and almost fell on his ass as the tall blonde reporter pushed her way inside followed by a middle-aged woman and four more girls, three of them wearing cheerleader outfits.

“Phone! Clinton, where’s your phone?” Rebecca cried as she began rummaging through trash on his TV tray.

Clinton pulled a flip phone out of the pocket of his greasy jeans.

She snatched it out of his hands.

One of the cheerleaders, a brunette with big, perky tits put her arms around his neck. “Gee, Mister, you saved our lives.” She blinked her big eyes and smiled up at him. She looked at his Pussy Hunter baseball cap and giggled. “Cool hat!”

The tall, black cheerleader with watermelons for tits grabbed him and kissed him. “Thank God! A strong man to protect us. Isn’t he totally hot, Karen?”

The strawberry blonde cheerleader grimaced. “No, he fucking isn’t. I am not touching… that. I mean, seriously? You want fungus? ‘Cause that’s how you get really bad fungus.”

Clinton did a double take. “Huh?”

The brunette eased the gun out of his hand. She turned and handed it to Rebecca. “Here y’go, Becky.”

“Thank you, Hailey. And, my name is Rebecca, okay?”

She pouted a little. “Sorry. I like pet names.”

Rebecca kissed her cheek. “Adorable.” She waved the gun at Clinton. “Sit, fatso.”

“What the fuck is…”

Mikaela shoved him backward into the recliner. “She said sit, fucker.”

“Why you little…”

Mikaela grabbed his crotch and squeezed. “Now, I don’t know what word was getting ready to come out of your redneck mouth, but I have a pretty good idea. Say one fucking word and I’ll rip this shit off and make you eat it.”

Hailey leaned on Mikaela’s shoulder. “She totes means it.” She leaned forward and whispered. “She’s almost a White Witch… super scary.”

Clinton looked at the strong hand grasping his nuts through the fabric.

Rebecca leaned down on Mikaela’s other side. “Look into my eyes, Clinton.”

He looked into the big blue eyes… they almost seemed to be glowing. 

“Aren’t they pretty? They move if you look close enough.”

Hailey giggled. “Is she hypnotizing him?”

“Shh,” Rebecca said. “Clinton, have you ever been to an orgy?”

“N… No.” She was right: her eyes did move. Little fluctuations and flashes. It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. And, the deeper he looked, the prettier her eyes flashed and shifted.

“Hailey? You want to show us your cocksucking skills?” Rebecca asked.

Hailey giggled. She knelt between Clinton’s thighs.

Mikaela let go of his junk and Hailey unzipped his fly.

Hailey looked up at Rebecca and wrinkled her nose. “Somebody needs a bath.”

“No time. Sorry, sweetheart.”

She shrugged. “Come on out and play, Mr. Happy.” She frowned again. “It’s awful small.”

“Hailey…”

“Okay, okay.” She tossed her head to the side, unconsciously moving her hair away from her face so that everyone could see her giving her blowjob.

Her little tongue curled around his head.

Clinton murmured. “Fuck… Holy shit…”

Hailey giggled and sucked his three-inch cock into her mouth.

Clinton kept looking into Rebecca’s beautiful eyes.

“That’s right, Clinton. Hailey is going to make you cum. Isn’t she wonderful?” Rebecca asked.

“Yeah. She’s amazing.”

“Mikaela, hand me the beer bottle,” Rebecca said.

Mikaela handed it to her, and she started to pour it on the floor. She stopped and instead poured it all over her blouse.

When it was empty she tapped it with her fingernail. “Hailey, make him cum in the beer bottle, okay? Don’t let him shoot in your mouth. I want it all in the bottle.”

Hailey nodded as she coaxed a little extra length out of the mini-schlong with her sucking.

“You’re close, Clinton. Feel it coming? You’re going to shoot,” Rebecca said.

“Fuck! Oh, shit…”

Hailey stopped sucking and grabbed the beer bottle.

The little cock jerked and shot a stream of cum into the bottle.

Hailey giggled. “Lot of cum for such a teensy cock.”

Clinton grunted and groaned.

He went limp as soon as the last spurt exited his dick.

“Very good, Clinton. Now, Hailey, let’s do it again.”

***

His last orgasm had been dry without a single drop of semen.

Clinton sat in a daze in the recliner staring straight ahead. Drool leaked out of the corner of his mouth.

“I think we broke him,” Hailey giggled.

“He’s just in a trance,” Rebecca said. She held up the half full beer bottle. “This will have to do.” She turned the bottle up and let a few drops of cum fall on her cheek and the beer-soaked blouse.

She handed it to Hailey. “A little in your pussy, sweetie.”

Hailey shrugged and poured a few drops on her fingertips and then spread her legs - she wasn’t wearing panties, none of them were. She spread cum on her clit and pushed a little inside.

Rebecca winked. “Good. Mikaela? On your belly.”

“Uggh,” Mikaela grumbled. She smeared a little around her navel.

“Karen…”

“Fuck no. I am not letting that shit touch my body!”

“Karen,” Hailey said with her hands on her hips. “We’re all doing it! You too!”

“God, so gross! I mean I know I can’t get an infection anymore, but…”

Rebecca smiled and slung the bottle in her hand, spraying Karen’s face and red hair with cum drops.

The nurse stood with her mouth open. “Aiggh! Oh, my God, why?”

Rebecca smirked. “That’ll do.”

Hailey giggled.

“Gross! It’s in my hair.”

Rebecca turned to clone Kim and Lorraine. “Ladies? What are your feelings on anal?”

***

Clinton awoke to a nightmare.

“Don’t you move! Don’t you fucking move!” The cop was screaming at him.

“Wha… What the fuck?”

“You touch that fucking gun, and I’ll shoot you dead!” The cop screamed again, his nine-millimeter pointed at Clinton’s chest.

Clinton looked down.

His .45 was sitting on his lap and his dick was hanging out of his pants beside it.

“He’s crazy!” Rebecca Tanner cried. She was cowering on the floor beside the recliner, a steel chain going from her ankle to a ring in the floorboards.

Clinton blinked. “Huh? No… wait… I don’t know what the fuck is going on…”

The cop moved fast and kicked him in the nuts, sending the .45 flying.

“Goddamn it, Jim!” Someone yelled from the basement stairs. “You gotta see this! He’s got those cheerleaders missing from Ithaca chained downstairs and that stepmother and stepdaughter who disappeared from the gas station. Goddamn motherfucker raped them.”

Clinton was holding his bruised nuts. “No. Wait. That’s not…”

The first cop clubbed him with his nine-millimeter and the world went black.

***

The blonde on TV was pretty, but her mascara was running. There was a faint bruise on her cheek under her mesmerizing blue eyes. “We can only speculate about what kind of evil would cause a man to do this to so many innocent people. As for this reporter, I can only thank the fast-acting law enforcement here in this small rural community who came to our rescue.” Rebecca paused and looked at the ground. “We don’t know what happened to the other cheerleaders or how many other women have been victimized by Clinton Travers and his gang.” She swallowed hard. “Nor do we… know what has happened to my cameraman, WNYC’s Bear Bruner. Wherever you are, Bear? I love you.”

The image changed to an evening news desk, the talking head looked concerned. “Rebecca, what have they done with Clinton Travers?”

“Bill, right now, he is being held at the local police station where he is being questioned. My understanding is a team from New York City is on their way to take over the interrogation…”

Gwen nodded. She was lying beside Alex and Lita in the bedroom. “A message for us.” She closed her eyes. “Maria. They have him. You need to move quickly.” She opened her eyes.

Beside her, Alex stroked Lita’s hair as she sucked him.

On the TV, the talking head continued: “WNYC’s own Rebecca Tanner, who, even though she has been the victim of an unspeakable crime, has shown us just what it means to be a reporter. Well done, Rebecca, and we love you.”

The camera zoomed in on Rebecca’s face. “Thanks, Bill.” Her eyes flashed. Was it a bad image in the video? Was there something wrong with the signal? “I love all of you.”

Gwen laughed. “That’s our girl. She just made everyone watching fall in love with her.” She leaned down and joined Lita as she sucked off their husband. “She’ll be a news anchor by morning. Then we can really make some changes.”

***

Clinton rubbed his face with his wrists cuffed together. “No! Goddamn it! It was her! That goddamned reporter, she hypnotized me.”

The detective slammed his fist down on the table in front of him. “Drop that shit, Travers. Nobody wants to hear you go on and on about science fiction! Where are the other cheerleaders? What happened to Bear Bruner?”

“Who?”

“The fucking cameraman, you piece of shit!”

There was a knock on the interrogation room door.

“Hear that? That will be the detectives from the city. You’re in it up to your ass, Travers. You know there’s a whole task force in Manhattan that’s been trying to crack your operation.” The detective stood up.

“For the last time, I don’t know nothing about no operation! I ain’t no kidnapper. It’s my neighbors, they did this. Fuck, would you just go out there and talk to those weirdos?”

The detective opened the door and found himself staring directly into a massive pair of breasts trying to break free of a white pants suit jacket. He dragged his eyes up.

The woman looked exotic with almond shaped eyes and platinum blonde hair. “Maria Anastasia Marapova, attorney at law. I’m Mr. Travers’ attorney.”

“No way, that simpleton doesn’t have two nickels to rub together. Your suit costs more than his house. Who are you really?”

“I told you. Maria Anastasia Marapova. You have an erection, it’s almost painful. You should go to the restroom and relieve yourself,” she whispered.

His slacks tented out in the front and he doubled over. “I… Yeah…”

“Turn off the cameras on your way out, please? I want to be alone with my client.”

“Y… Yeah… Okay.” He stumbled out of the room.

She watched him go in the room next door. “There. Now. As I said, Mr. Travers, I am your attorney.”

“I ain’t got no attorney. I couldn’t afford one even if I needed one, but I don’t need one because I didn’t do anything!”

She held up a finger. “Silence. You will do everything I say…”

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy of the NYPD Human Trafficking Task Force sat on the bench outside the interrogation room. There was a prostitute in black latex sitting on the other end of the bench sucking on a lollipop.

A disheveled local detective came out of the restroom.

Patricia stood up. “Detective Harris? I’m Patricia Kennedy from the HTTF.” She held out her hand.

Harris shook it. “Sorry, detective. He’s lawyered up. It might be awhile. I’ll let you in as soon as his lawyer is done.” He continued down the hall.

“Shit. Okay.” Patricia sat back down.

“Hi!” The hooker said.

Patricia glanced at her out of the corner of her eye. “Hi.”

“I’m Brittney.”

Patricia nodded and kept staring straight ahead. “That’s nice.”

“Wanna lick?”

“Huh?” Patricia looked at the bimbo. She was holding out her slick, pink sucker.

“They’re amazing. Imported. I love ‘em. Try a lick!”

Patricia looked at her like she had a third eye. “No. Thank you.”

Brittney shrugged and popped the sucker back between her overinflated lips. “Suit yerself. But, I’m tellin’ ya, they’re yummy.”

The door to the interrogation room opened and a tall white apparition stepped into the hallway.

Patricia stood up. “You!”

Maria Marapova smiled at her. “Detective Kennedy. Outside your jurisdiction, aren’t you?”

“What the hell is a seven-figure Manhattan attorney doing out here with Clinton Travers?”

“Hmm, you know, I don’t think I’ll answer that. That is confidential between my client and myself.” She held out her hand. “Brittney? Let’s go home.”

Patricia looked from the tall blonde lawyer to the prostitute. “You’re with her?”

“Yep!” Brittney said. She hopped to her feet and her big boobs danced in their latex prison. She took Maria’s hand and gazed up at her lovingly.

“Brittney is my lover. She’s very talented.”

Brittney giggled. “Sometimes she calls me Love Bug.”

“Would you care to join us, Patricia? Broaden your horizons?”

Patricia shrank back from the bombshell’s piercing gaze.

Maria smiled and it was probably the most chilling thing Patricia had ever seen. “In any event, he’s all yours. I’ve been dismissed as his attorney,” Maria said as she and her girlfriend walked down the hall in their ridiculous heels.

“Detective?” Harris asked behind her.

She turned and looked. “Yeah.”

“You can have him now.”

She turned back and looked just as Maria and Brittney went out the doors to the parking lot.

Patricia walked into the interrogation room followed closely by Harris.

“Mr. Travers, I’m Detective Patricia Kennedy…”

“Finally, they send me a nice piece of ass to look at,” the grinning redneck said. He was leaning back in the metal chair, a smug smile on his face.

Patricia glared at him. “You say your neighbors framed you?”

Travers laughed out loud. “Naah, I was just fuckin’ with that idiot behind you.” He leaned forward and stared at Patricia’s tits. “I fucked ‘em. Those cheerleaders? I taught them little bitches how to suck cock. Their boyfriends are gonna thank me for that… but, my favorites were the stepmother / stepdaughter team. Fucked those stuck up bitches in the ass till they screamed.”

Harris staggered back. “For two hours, all he did was talk about how he was being set up.”

Patricia sighed. “The other cheerleaders. What happened to them?”

“Sold them to some gangbangers. I think they shipped ‘em south of the border. Probably doing donkey shows in Tijuana. Ever seen one of them?” He laughed, spittle wetting his stubbly beard.

Patricia gritted her teeth. “Bear Bruner?”

Travers leaned back in his chair. “Killed that one. Didn’t you find his blood in my basement?”

***

Patricia stumbled out of the interrogation room and Harris closed the door behind them.

“You didn’t think he was guilty, did you?”

Patricia shook her head. “He isn’t.”

“Detective, he knows all the details. We did find blood in the basement. I’ll bet anything it’s Bruner’s.”

“Planted.”

“There are six eyewitnesses, all of them with his semen on them…”

“Lying. All six.”

“What? Why?”

“His lawyer. Marapova? She shows up everytime I get close.” Patricia took a step forward and rubbed her chin. “But, she never had anyone with her before. That was weird. What did she say her name was?”

“I don’t know. Bonita? Bethany?”

“Brittney,” Patricia said. “She said her name was Brittney…” Patricia’s eyes grew wide. “Jesus. Jesus Christ!”

“What? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I think I just did. That bimbo? She was U.S. District Attorney Britt Connors.”

“The chick in black latex?”

“Yeah. The chick in black latex.”

***

Diane stood up beside the operating table, much as she had a week ago. On that day, she had looked in terror at the massive, milk laden breasts that had miraculously appeared on her chest.

They were gone, replaced with gravity defying DDs that would have made a Playboy model weep with envy. She turned to the left and right looking at herself in the mirror. "Oh, my God."

Heather smiled and ran a finger down the side of her breast. "You like?"

"Oh, definitely. They're unbelievable."

"I gotta say, those look perfect on you, Diane," Heather said with a shake of her head.

"I'll have to second that."

Diane turned to see Gwen standing in the doorway. Her breasts were also gravity defying, but they were twin 'Jupiters' in comparison to her twin 'Earths'. Diane squinted at her for a moment. "Hey, the other night? Did you bring me in here and..."

"We talked. Yes. You said you wanted to join us."

Diane nodded. "I do."

Gwen held out her hand. "Walk with me."

"I... I'm naked."

Gwen laughed. "You haven't worn clothes in a week, but now you're self-conscious?"

Diane turned red. "Well, I guess I am. Yeah."

Gwen shook her head. "Okay. Heather, could you help her get dressed? I'll be waiting out front."

Diane emerged in a pencil skirt, a tight white blouse, and heels a few minutes later.

Gwen took her hand and led her out into the sun.

"Wow. Bright. It's been a while since I saw the sun."

Gwen nodded. "What did you think of our little spa?"

"Amazing. I never dreamed I could be so free, so... sexual."

Gwen looked far away for a moment. "I know - that's what our goal is: to free people from their prisons. Both society's shackles and their own."

"You're a true believer?" Diane asked.

"I am. Oh, I was skeptical before, just like you. But, I can see where this future can lead. It's a beautiful place." Gwen stood with her in the field. "We may have to cross dark territory to get there."

Diane nodded. "I won't hurt people. I'm sorry. I just won't. If that's a problem..."

Gwen sighed. "No. I don't think you will be called on for anything like that. You won't hurt anyone."

"Good."

Gwen caressed Diane's face. "It's easy in this life to forget who we are. To forget what we believe and what we value. But, I need you to know: no matter what happens, Diane Krantz, you will still be you. No matter what dark places you travel through - there is a light. And, you will find it. Or, it will find you. You will not be abandoned. Cling to that."

Diane looked into the woman's eyes for a moment, unsure of what she meant. "Um, okay."

Gwen smiled. "Your car is waiting. Goodbye, Diane."

Diane walked alone toward the parking lot behind the barn. The conversation with Gwen had been strange. There was pain in the woman's eyes and was there a touch of fear in her words?

Diane searched for her keys in her purse. They were gone. She turned back toward the barn.

"Lose something?"

Diane stopped in mid-step. She turned around.

Regina was leaning against a long, black limousine. She was dressed in a skintight black latex dress with a white latex inverted cross over her big breasts. Her long blonde hair was perfectly styled and pulled back.

She wore dark sunglasses above a million-dollar smile.

"Regina?"

"In the flesh... well, rubber. Need a lift?"

A chauffeur got out of the driver's side. She was a knockout redhead with ample curves and huge breasts. Her outfit was skintight gray latex.

She opened the back door for Diane.

"My car..."

"...Is on its way back to the city. One of my people is driving it. That way, you can ride with me."

"Oh, I see." She kissed Regina smelling her gentle perfume and tasting strawberries on her lips.

She climbed into the backseat.

Chas was sitting in the rear facing backseat diagonally across from her.

"Chas?!"

"Hi, sweetheart," he said with a smile and more than a little leer.

Regina slid in beside him facing Diane.

"You are full of surprises. Both of you," Diane said.

"You have no idea," Regina said. She smiled at her as the chauffeur closed the door.

"I spoke to Gwen," Diane said. "She's fine with me joining the 'club'."

"Of course. The whore caste denies me nothing. My caste has privileges."

"Professional caste, right? I thought technically the whore caste was over professional..."

Regina laughed. "Professional caste? Oh, darling, you misunderstood. I am not professional caste."

Diane's brow knitted. "You're not?"

"No. Not at all. I am Regina Medea di Diabolo, a Mother Superior of the Church of Morpheus." She smiled behind the sunglasses.

"I... you never said you were part of the Church... you said..."

"Be still."

Diane's body went rigid. She started to hyperventilate.

Regina took off her sunglasses revealing eyes that were completely black from corner to corner - twin black orbs that seemed to look right through her. "Wearing contact lenses for a week was absolute murder - but you made it all worth it, Diane."

Diane's eyes grew wide.

"When my father passed, he left Lady Lace cosmetics to my brother." She turned her piercing, strange gaze to her left. "Charles. I always called him Chas."

Chas continued to smile.

"When the Church came to Chas with their plans for the company, I'm afraid he didn't want any part of it. So, when the Church came to me and offered me not only Lady Lace but also my brother as a sex toy? I couldn't say no. Even better, when they gave me religious caste Ambrosia? I didn't turn into one of the nuns as they had planned, it turns out I had the right genetics to become... this. A Mother Superior. With powers that rival the White Witches. Such as the mind control I've placed you under."

"You... don't have to. Regina... I love you," Diane stammered.

"I know you do, that's what makes this so wonderful. I have... well, certain fetishes that require a woman with specific looks and abilities. I crave big titted sluts like you, or rather like you were, and will be again. But, only a handful of human beings have the IQ to be able to communicate after being turned into what I desire. I've only known two: Patsy, whom they won't let me have because they want her scientific acumen... and you."

Tears began to roll down Diane's cheeks. "I love you. Don't you understand? You can have me... you don't have to do anything..."

"What? And have you as an equal? Worse, intellectually my better? Oh, no. My ego is far too great for that. No, you are going to be my toy, my pet, my submissive sex slave. Not only that, we're going to clone you so that you can replace all my servants. You see, I like to surround myself with beautiful things, Diane. And, nothing is more beautiful to me than you. On your knees, my love."

Diane's body slid forward and she knelt between Regina's thighs. "Why can't you understand? I'm in love with you. I wouldn't deny you anything. Please, Regina, my heart is breaking."

Regina laughed. "Silly girl. I don't care if it does. So long as you are my obedient little pussy worshiper. It's really what you want, Diane. You want to be owned. By me. Now, enough tears." She spread her legs and the rubber dress slid up her hips revealing her shaved pussy. "This is your god now, my darling."

"But, I love you. Why? You don't have to be..."

"Cruel? Oh, believe me, this is not cruelty. You will see me when I'm cruel, and you will thank your lucky stars that I'm not being cruel to you."

Diane sobbed. She had fallen into this creature's trap. And, it was too late.

Dark places. That's what Gwen had said. She would go through dark places. "No matter what dark places you travel through - there is a light. And, you will find it. Or, it will find you. You will not be abandoned. Cling to that..."

And, Diane clung to it. She clung to it with all her might as she felt her will slip away.

"Gwen programmed a sweet, submissive personality for you, my love. All that is needed is the key phrase to put the old you to sleep."

A voice whispered in her head. "To sleep, yes... but not gone. We will come for you, Diane. We will never abandon you. Be patient and do not give up. We are his hand."

Regina smiled "Now, Diane, are you ready to be my... Good Girl?"

There was a white light that washed out everything else. Only the voice remained whispering in her mind: We will never abandon you.

"What is your name?" Regina asked. It was the voice of her world, her god, her love, her mistress.

"I am Slut," Diane said.

"Who do you belong to?"

"My mistress, Regina Medea di Diabolo."

"Service me, Slut."

"Yes, Mistress." Diane leaned forward and kissed her goddess's cunt.

***

Back on the porch, Gwen opened her eyes. Diane Krantz was asleep. Slut was beginning her servitude.

Gwen sobbed.

Alex put his arm around her. "I know. I know."

"What are we that we can tolerate creatures such as that? We are cruel sometimes, but they are cruelty in its most evil form. She doesn't love Diane. She just wants her the way she might want a piece of jewelry."

Alex nodded and watched the limo disappear in the trees. “It’s the game. We have to play it. I had to make love to that bitch and make her believe I liked it."

"I know. But, Alex?"

"Yes, my love?"

"When this is over? I want you to take Mother Superior Regina Medea di Diabolo and tear her fucking head off."

"Whatever you want." He held her tight.

"Morning," Lita said as she stepped onto the porch.

Alex and Gwen turned.

The little brunette was stark naked carrying a blanket and a bottle of suntan lotion. She stepped down off the porch and headed for the backyard.

Alex and Gwen watched the woman's shapely ass as she made her way through the manicured grass.

Alex drew in a breath. "Is our wife heading to the backyard to sunbathe nude?"

"Yes."

"She does realize there are probably police and FBI searching the woods for Bear's body? And, they have binoculars?"

"I think she does," Gwen said. "It might even be why she's doing it."

"But, does she realize: the transformed don't tan?"

Gwen shook her head. "I don't think we told her that."

"Should we?"

Gwen sighed. "No. I think we should join her. Really give the cops something to look at."

The End

The story continues in Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo
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A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...
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Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.
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A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.
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"Oh, hi! Don't mind us - I finally talked my
girlfriend, Giggles, into getting her Church of
Morpheus boob job. 'Course, I didn't tell her
about the luscious, milky side effects. But, she
doesn't mind, do ya, Giggles?"

"Nope, I totes love it!"

"Me too, Giggles. Mmm, Milk! It does a body
good! Speaking of milk, let's head down to the
farm and see what Alex and Gwen have going on.
Alex is a bit of a dairy farmer himself, as you'll
soon find out. Along the way, there'll be lots of
other naughty adventures guaranteed to get you
dripping with excitement! Okay, Giggles, let me
show ya how to churn buttermilk."

"Cool!"
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Diane from
Transformations: The Farm ©

was blurry. Sounds came and went,
like voices on the wind.
“Coming around...”
“Goddamn, she’s hot, can I...”
“Oh, she’ll be all over you soon..
“They’re huge on that petite body. ..
Weight. On her chest. Not
uncomfortable, but... strange.
“Risc and shinc, honey,” Heather
said. Her face camc into focus above
her.
Dianc smacked her lips. “Surgery?
You did surgery?”

~—  “Umm, sort of.” Heathers soft hand
b slid under her head and raised her so
she could look down her body.
“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, my God!” Her
. vision was blocked by twin peaks of
the biggest breasts Diane had ever
seen. And, they were attached to her!
“Shh.... calm down.” Heather’s voice
was calm and soothing,
“Too big! Oh, God, smaller! Make
them smaller!”
“You must really be a genius - most
women can't even say a single word
after augmentation,” Heather
whispered. “Now, stop worrying.
You're going to be this size for a
week, and then you'll have perky
titics just like minc.”
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They came looking for a luxury vacation, but
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"Golly, Lotraine! I'm beautifull" Kim
giggled.

"Yes, you are, baby! See, I told
StepMommy knows best," Lorra
said.

"Yes, you totes do... was I upset
before:

Nurse Karen nodded. "It's okay,
honey. You just had to get used to the
transformation. You're a happy little
slut now, huh?"

Kim nodded, making her pigtails
dance. This caused her to erupt into
giggles. "Look, Lorraine - my big titties
bounce every time T move!"

"I know. Isn't it a dream? And, that
pussy is so much pretticr without all
that nasty haic"

m touched her swollen clit and
shuddered. "Ooo, Lotraine, it's sooo
sensitive. I dunno if I can like get
fucked, I feel like it might explode or
something!"

Karen laughed. "Don't worry, honey,
it won't. And, it's very important we
get you fucked as soon as possible.
Mistress Gwen will want to mold the
rest of your personality after you have
a nice long fuck session with a few
studs."

Kim jumped up and down, tits and

i

pigtails flying, "Really?

"Let's get you undressed,” Lortaine
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"Oops! Turns out I gave Giggles the old Hucow formula
by mistake. Now she's stuck as a heiffer until Dr. Demona
can find a cure. It's an 'udder' catastrophe. Say something,
Giggles!"

"Yep, her brain's turned to mush. Oh well, at least I won't
run outta milk, huh? How'd you like "The Farm'? Everybody
got a happy ending, except poor Diane. Hang in there, baby!
Drop me a line at SisterAsmodea@gmail.com. If your email
is especially spank worthy, we might include it in a future
book. Anything to add, Giggles?"

"Right you are, Giggles! Be on the look out for our next
tittilating tale, Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo!
Just in time for Halloween. Okay, say goodnight, Giggles."

"Poor thing. I'm gonna need a lot of cercal."
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