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It’s me, Sister Asmodea, your friendly neighborhood rubber nun, here to bring you another one-handed reading adventure! Mmmm, yeah! I love to feel that burn… I mean in the gym, silly. 

If you’re feeling a burn right now? You should probably see a doctor, ya nasty perv!

I just love ‘cumming’ to the gym. All those hot, sweaty bodies and cute, skimpy outfits? It’s one of the best ways I know to make new friends. While I give that gorgeous blonde behind me a workout she’ll never forget, why don’t you lean back, get comfortable, relax, and read our latest sumptuous smorgasbord of smut?

So, get out your box of tissues, your lube or hand lotion, and/or your favorite vibrating toy, because I have a wicked tail… err, tale to tell.

Your favorite evil organization bent on world domination, the Church of Morpheus is hard at work in suburbia. They’re intent on saving the world through free sex and bimbofication.

Their latest experiment is happening near you. There’s a gym in town that brings a new meaning to the term ‘Hot Yoga’. Yummy MILFs are getting some attitude adjustment along with those killer curves, in a tawdry tale we call: The New Gym.

Kisses and Licks,

Sister Asmodea  


Transformations: The New Gym

It wasn’t that Pam Davis minded being kissed full on the lips by another woman, it was a thing now after all. Girls were kissing each other. It didn’t mean anything. It was European, she thought.

And, she had known Regina Klauss for at least five years. They were friends.

Not close friends, just pals. 

Regina was about thirty-five with brown hair and brown eyes. So-so attractive. She complained constantly about her husband’s job that took him all over the world on a moment’s notice.

And, she took a lot of Xanax.

A LOT of Xanax.

Before.

All that was before.

The Regina Klauss who kissed her full on the lips in TGI Fridays was a good deal different from the Xanax version.

This Regina Klauss had long platinum blonde hair that flowed around her face, shoulders, and down her back. She looked ten years younger.

The old Regina had breasts that she hid in bulky sweatshirts when they volunteered for Habitat for Humanity in the Fall.

This Regina had breasts that were more commonly referred to as “fun bags” stuffed into a thin silk blouse that looked ready to send its tiny buttons flying off as plastic shrapnel capable of maiming anyone in range.

The part of being kissed in TGI Fridays by a woman that bothered Pam was that the woman was a bimbo.

“Regina? Is that you?” Pam asked as she took in the sight of Regina 2.0. 

Pam’s lips still tasted like strawberries from Regina’s lip gloss.

Regina giggled and spun around on her Come Fuck Me Pumps. Her heart shaped ass was encased in a latex skirt that resembled a black sausage casing. It ended about two inches below her butt cheeks. “It’s been a crazy six months.” Her voice was all bubbles and cotton candy, high pitched and sweet.

She grinned revealing about $20,000 worth of dental work. “And, you look… great too!”

“Yeah, well, same old me, but… wow! Very different you.”

“I know! Right? I have like the best gym in the whole city.”

Pam motioned with her hands. “All this from the gym?”

Regina’s big doe eyes blinked as she nodded.

Big, beautiful green eyes.

Contact lenses?

“It’s the Morphosis Gym over on Fifth Street.” She pointed to the table behind her. “We all go there.”

Pam tried not to stare.

The table was full of, well, bimbos.

Blondes, brunettes, redheads, all of them tall with hourglass figures and breasts that had to require custom made bras.

“You should totes go: it’s full service - more of a spa really. Makeovers, hair, nails, massage, permanent waxing, even plastic surgery, and they sell the most beautiful outfits.” She spun around again.

“Yeah! Sounds like quite a place.” Pam pointed to her lunch mate who was still sitting. “You remember Emma, don’t you?”

Regina gave Emma a vacant stare. A few seconds later, the big smile returned. “Of course, I do! So cute!” She bent at the waist and kissed Emma on the lips before the woman had time to swallow her bite of salad.

“Mmm, ranch dressing. Yummy!” Regina said as she continued to smile at Emma a few inches from her face. “I could just eat you up!”

Pam didn’t hear what she said. When Regina bent forward, the skirt that had been valiantly trying to cover the bimbo’s ass gave up the fight and exposed her completely.

Is that a ring in her…? Could they even do that? Pam thought as she looked at the panty-less behind of Regina Klauss. There was a gleaming gold ring peeking out from her butt cheeks in the spot between her vagina and asshole.

Regina raised up to full height and tugged the rubber sheath back down her butt. “Oopsy! I keep forgetting.”

Pam stared at her with her mouth slightly open.

Regina was staring intently at Pam’s lips, and Pam had the uncomfortable feeling the woman was contemplating kissing her again - with tongue this time.

Instead she reached out and grabbed Pam in a tight hug, pressing the flesh balloons against her. “It was so good to see you again! You should check out the gym, it’s totes fab!”

Pam drew in a sharp breath as she felt Regina’s hand caress her buttocks.

“Ciao!” Regina bubbled and bounced back to her table.

Pam sat down slowly, willing herself not to look toward the table full of bimbos.

Emma spoke through a mouthful of salad. “Oh my God, did she actually say ‘totes’?”

Pam just stared straight ahead with her mouth open. “She grabbed my ass.”

Emma stopped in mid chew. “Shut up.”

“Swear to God.” Pam said and finally managed to close her mouth.

“Huh. I had no idea she liked vajayjay.”

“What?”

“Vajayjay. You know? Muff. All the kids are saying it, it’s totes in now.” Emma said and took a bite of salad. Her chewing in no way slowed down her talking. “’Course, that explains it.”

“Explains what?”

“Her and her husband split like six months ago. That must be why.” Emma looked up and spoke with dramatic intensity. “She has embraced the love that dare not speak its name.”

Pam burst out laughing and put her hand over her mouth to stop giggling.

“Seriously,” Emma said. “Being single, that happens to me all the time. I can’t tell you how many women have propositioned me. It’s sad when I tell them I’m strictly dickly. They cry, beg…”

“You’ve never been propositioned by a woman in your life,” Pam said with a smirk.

Emma waved her fork at Pam. “No, goddamn it, I haven’t. And, why not? I got perky tits.”

“Non-existent tits.”

“I prefer to say I don’t require a bra.”

“Because you have no tits.”

“Tomato, tomahto.” She grinned. “But, I got a vajajay that can make grown men cry.”

“Please don’t say that word.”

“’Men’? Why not?”

“Vajay… you know what I meant. I saw enough of Regina’s vajayjay… fuck, now you have me saying it.”

Emma swallowed. “Whoa. Back up. When did you see her… lady bits?”

“Just now.” Pam leaned closer. “When she bent over the table to kiss you…”

“Most action I’ve had in a year, by the way.”

“When she bent over, that rubber band she’s wearing as a skirt rode up. She’s commando under there.”

“No shit. What’d it look like?”

“A vagina,” Pam said sarcastically. Then she bit her lip. “Only, with an all over tan, and no pubic hair, and no blemishes.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “How good a look did you get?”

Pam glanced toward Regina’s table. The girls were talking with their hands and giggling.

Pam turned back to Emma. “Enough to see she had a big gold ring piercing that place between her vagina and her anus.”

“Her perineum?”

“How the fuck do you know the name for that? You deliver mail.”

“Ow! Words can hurt.” She shrugged. “I read a lot. Porn mostly. ‘He massaged her perineum with the head of his manhood, and she wondered which entrance he would choose?’”

“That’s disgusting,” Pam laughed.

“Yes, I read that last night in my empty bed. Holding the book one handed, while with my other hand I caressed my perineum and dreamed.”

“Oh, God, stop…”

“Tell me, Pam. I don’t surf internet porn, and my naughty books only have words, not pictures.” She picked up a baby carrot. “What do they look like?”

“What does what look like, you freak?”

“A manhood? It’s been so long, I’ve forgotten.”

Pam sighed and slumped. “About nine inches long and determined to enter the wrong hole.”

Emma leaned back. “Oh, my God, still? I thought you told Chad the Hershey Highway was closed.”

“He’s fixated,” Pam said as she took a bite of her own salad.

“You got to be firm.”

“Marriage makes that complicated. You try to cater to the other person’s… fetishes.”

“Yeah, no. That’s why I’m single.”

Pam nodded. “That is precisely why you’re single.” She shrugged. “It’s not really a big deal. He’s never hurt me, and if I tell him to stop he does.”

“So, you’ve actually done it?”

She shook her head. “No, I chicken out every time. I’m a horrible wife.”

Emma took her hand. “Hey, you hot bitch, I’d take you off his hands in a heartbeat. I’d be all up in that vajayjay. As long as it was clean, and I could use a dildo.”

Pam jerked her hand away. “Freak.”

“And, I couldn’t muff dive. I’m sorry, just no.”

“Now would be a good time for you to shut up.”

Regina and the bimbos got up from their table and swished and swayed toward the door. She stopped and winked at Pam and blew her a kiss.

Pam waved and smiled.

When they were out the door, Emma whistled. “Damn, that was a lot of meat in motion.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” Pam whispered.

“Morphosis Gym on Fifth, huh?” Emma said.

“Oh, you’re not.”

“Not me, Kemosabe, us. Tomorrow. Lunchtime. We’re checking out Bimbos’R’Us.”

“Oh, no we are not.”

“Oh, yes. We are.”

***

“Stop. I’m sorry. I can’t, Chad,” Pam was on her knees on the bedroom floor, her ass in the air. His big cock head was a half inch inside her butt.

“Goddamn it, I’m almost in.” Chad growled.

“Chad! Stop! I’m afraid.”

Chad sighed and stopped pushing. “Okay. Okay. It’s okay. I know you’re scared.”

“You’re so big, Chad.”

“Baby, just relax. We’ll take as much time as you need. You’ll stretch…”

“No!” She started to cry. “Chad, please…”

He groaned and pulled out. He sat down on the carpet behind her.

She turned around and hugged his chest. “I’m sorry. Please. I’m sorry.”

He just sat there for a moment, and then he wrapped his arms around her. “It’s okay, baby.” He pulled her up and kissed her.

He cuddled her for awhile, whispering softly.

Pam felt like a failure. And, once again, she felt silly for being so frightened. She stood up and straddled him. “I’ll make it up to you,” she smiled and slowly lowered herself toward his rod.

“Yeah, you will.” He wrapped his fingers in her long brown hair and pulled her back, forcing her to her knees on the floor.

“What?” she whimpered.

He guided her mouth down to his stiff prick. “All the way in, and don’t you even think about using your hands.”

“But… it was in my ass,” she whined.

“Suck it.” He pressed her lips against his cock, and she opened wide.

It slid in quickly, not slowing when it touched the back of her throat and kept going, making her gag.

In the end, she did as she was told.

***

“Why are we waiting in here? I want to go in,” Emma said.

They were sitting in a coffee shop across the street from the Morphosis Gym.

Pam had jerked Emma into the shop instead of going into the fitness center. “I just want to see who comes and goes before we go in, that’s all.”

The Morphosis Gym was in a building that used to hold doctor’s offices. It dominated the block on its side of the street. The windows were tinted silver on the outside, making it impossible to see inside. The sign over the front door was flowing script made of pink neon.

“No, we’re sitting in here because you’re a pussy,” Emma said.

“You mean a vajayjay…”

Emma sighed and laid her head on the bistro table. They were sitting in the front window, giving them a great view of the street.

“Hey, look,” Pam said. “Bimbos.”

A small group of women approached the gym. Like the girls yesterday, they were dressed in skimpy, shiny skirts and tight rubbery looking tops.

But, that’s where the similarities ended. Regina and her friends were wearing CFM pumps. These women were wearing identical black thigh high stiletto boots, black rubber mini-skirts, and black rubber jackets.

They were all over six feet tall, and their breasts made Regina’s look pre-pubescent.

“Jesus, is the circus in town?” Emma whispered.

A few yards behind them, a woman followed. She was as tall as they were and dressed identically except for the color. Instead of black rubber, she was clad in white rubber with a red stripe running up the back of her boots.

“I think I’ve seen her in a comic book - Slut Woman,” Emma said.

“Shh,” Pam whispered.

The woman had platinum blonde hair falling almost to her ass.

The girls in black went in, but the woman in white paused.

Pam’s breath caught in her chest.

The woman turned and stared directly at her.

The woman smiled slowly. She hooked her finger toward Pam and beckoned her.

Pam stood up and walked toward the door, never taking her eyes off the woman in white.

Emma grabbed her hand. “Whoa, where you headed?”

Pam stopped and blinked. She looked down at Emma. “Um, what?”

“Where are you going?”

She looked out the window. The woman in white was laughing. She turned and went inside the gym.

“I… I don’t know.” Pam said as she returned to her seat. She stared out the window at the closed door to Morphosis.

“What were you doing?”

“Huh?”

Emma waved her hand in front of Pam’s face. “Hey, sweetie, snap out of it.”

Pam blinked and shook her head.

“What were you doing, Pam?”

“I… nothing…”

“No, Pam, you got up and started out the door.”

Pam laughed. “No, I didn’t.”

“Yes! Pam, you did. You were looking at the woman in the white outfit and you went all glassy eyed.”

“I did?”

A woman spoke at the table beside theirs. “Yeah, you better be kissing your friend’s ass. She just saved your life.”

Pam and Emma turned and stared at the woman.

She was tall and wrapped in a gray hoodie pulled over her face. White earbuds dangled from her collar. Her long, thin fingers held a large cup of coffee on the table in front of her.

“Excuse me,” Emma said. “We’re trying to have a private conversation.”

She turned her face toward them and lowered the hood.

Short black hair framed a pretty face with a thin nose and a dusting of freckles.

Her ice chip colored eyes were ringed with dark circles - she looked as if she hadn’t slept in days. “Well pardon the fuck out of me.” She turned back to her coffee, but Pam noticed she was keeping her left eye on the gym.

“Do you know anything about that place?” Pam asked.

“Enough.” She drank her coffee.

“Join us?” Pam asked.

The woman shook her head. “You’re too close to the window. Join me.”

Pam stood up.

Emma grabbed her hand. “Hey! We don’t know this chick.”

Pam rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on.”

“No, Pam. Your little space out has me spooked. Let’s just get out of here.”

“You started this, remember?”

Emma sighed and stood up. They moved across to the other woman’s table.

“I’m Pam and this is Emma.”

“Helen,” she said as she glanced nervously toward the gym again.

“Why do you keep looking over there?” Pam said as she sat down.

“She brain snared you. If she’s interested enough, she might come over here.”

“Brain snared?” Emma asked.

Helen nodded toward Pam. “The White Witch - that’s what most people call them. They get in your head. Your friend saved you.”

“Fuck this,” Emma said. “Can we please go?”

“Emma, stop…”

“No, your friend’s right,” Helen said. “Run away and don’t look back.”

“If you’re so afraid, why are you here?” Pam asked.

“My sister.”

***

They ordered more coffee as the lunchtime crowd dissipated.

“My sister, Nancy,” Helen said. “She went into that gym one day and never came out. I went to the cops, but… Nancy had issues.”

“What kind of issues?” Pam asked. Her hands were cold.

“Drugs. Heroin when she could afford it, meth when she couldn’t. Cops won’t waste resources on a junkie. They said to go home, she’d show up. That was three months ago.”

“I’m sorry,” Emma said as she took her hand. “Sometimes, people get lost.”

“No! No, she was getting clean. That’s why she started going to the gym - she was working her body to take her mind off the dope.” She pointed toward the back wall. “The coffee shop has a security camera that points out the window. I bribed the owner to let me see the footage he gave the cops. My sister walked into the gym at 9:00 AM and never came out.” Tears wet Helen’s cheeks.

Pam took her other hand. “Sweetie, maybe there’s a door on the back of the building?”

She shook her head. “No, no, there isn’t. The first thing I did was go to the gym. The other side of the gym is for VIP members only. My sister barely had two nickels to rub together. The only way in or out is through the front door. Anyway, when I started asking questions about my sister, I got the bum’s rush. They wouldn’t let me back in.”

“So, you’re, what? Staking the place out?” Emma asked.

“Sort of. I was hanging around out front for a few days. That’s when the white witch took an interest in me,” Helen shivered. “She walked straight up to me and puts her hands on my face, and… I’m straight, okay?”

Pam and Emma just stared at her and nodded.

“When she put her hands on my face, all I wanted to do was be with her, you know? I just wanted to take off my clothes and let her do things to me.” Her eyes looked far away. She blinked and shook her head. “I was following her into the gym, when these two cars collided in the street - happens a lot, they average an accident a day from guys who get distracted by the scenery. There was a loud crash, and, I don’t know, I guess it startled her, broke her voodoo. And, I ran like hell.”

Helen drank down the remainder of her coffee in one gulp. “I can’t sleep. When I sleep, I see the white witch.”

“Why would you come back here?” Pam asked.

She shook her head. “I can’t just abandon my sister. I can’t go near the building, but I can keep watching as long as I buy coffee.” She opened her purse and pulled out some folded paper. She opened it: it contained printouts from web sites. “I did some research. The Morphosis Gym is a chain that started six months ago. Locations in every major city in the US.” She spread the papers out. “And, they’re owned by the Church of Morpheus.”

“No fucking way,” Emma whispered as she looked through the pages. 

The Church of Morpheus. Eighteen months ago, they had been all over the news. The religious order had overthrown the Cuban government and seized power in Havana, turning the once Communist nation into a playground for vice. Late night television advertised Cuban ‘Sexcations’ for unbelievably low airfare and rooms that were nearly free. Rumor had it the entire island was in a perpetual state of carnival with open orgies in the streets.

And, now they were opening gyms in the US?

“There’s more,” Helen said as she pointed to the stack of pages. “There are all these stories about abductions, people being forced into the sex trade, and people coming back from those ‘sexcations’ different than when they went in.”

Emma shook her head and pushed the pile of papers toward Helen. “Oh, come on. You can’t be serious? State sanctioned abductions? Forced prostitutions? It’s the 21st century.”

Helen frowned and folded the papers. “Yeah, nobody else believes me either. Just a few other nuts on the internet, and most of them are too scared to help me.” She put the papers away and squeezed their hands. “Look, like I said, even if you think I’m crazy, don’t go in there. It’s not safe.”

Pam stared at her hand in Helen’s. “What are you going to do?”

She shook her head. “Keep watching till my money runs out. Maybe I’ll catch a glimpse of her.”

“We’ll help you,” Pam said.

“Uh, no, we won’t,” Emma said.

“What do you want us to do?” Pam asked, ignoring Emma’s complaint.

Helen closed her eyes and shook her head. “No. Your friend’s right. It’s too dangerous.”

“Thank you,” Emma said.

“You can’t go on like this. You have to sleep. What can we do?”

Helen looked from Pam to Emma. “I couldn’t get into the VIP section. If you just looked in there - I mean, if she isn’t in there, where else could she be?”

Pam smiled. “Don’t worry, we’ll find some way in there. Won’t we?”

Emma hissed. “Sure.”

Helen gripped their hands tight. “Thank you, but listen to me: if you see the White Witch, you get the fuck out of there. I mean run for your goddamned lives.”

***

Pam and Emma left the coffee shop with Pam holding a picture of Helen’s sister, Nancy, in her hand.

“We’re leaving, right?” Emma asked as she tugged Pam toward the parking garage.

“No, we’re going in to look for Nancy.” She held up the picture. “I’m going to hide this in my purse. Memorize it.”

“No, fucking way, Nancy Drew. I am not going in there.”

“Then I’ll go alone.”

“Jesus, Pam. Why? Even though Helen is a few brews short of a six pack? I’m spooked.”

“So am I, but we have to help.” She took a box of mints out of her purse, folded the picture, and slipped it inside before returning the mints to her bag. “Listen, I don’t think she’s right about any of this either. I mean, it’s absurd. We go in and take the tour and try to get into the VIP section. If we can, we look around and tell her we didn’t see her sister. Helen gets closure and maybe the poor thing can finally sleep.”

Emma looked unconvinced. “So, you don’t believe her?”

“Witches? International white slavery rings? Come on, Emma.”

Emma nodded and followed her across the street. “I guess, but that trance you went into was definitely creepy.”

“Oh, I think I just fell asleep. I didn’t get much rest last night.”

***

Air conditioning blasted them in the face as they entered Morphosis Gym.

The reception area was clean and modern with glass and chrome everywhere.

A tall blonde with immense breasts sat behind the reception desk staring vacantly at a computer screen. She was wearing big plastic rimmed glasses that made her look semi-intelligent.

That is, they would if there had been lenses in them. She was wearing empty frames.

She held a long pencil in her thin fingers, and she was sliding the shaft in and out of her ruby red lips.

Standing behind her was the tallest woman Pam had ever seen. She was nearly seven feet tall with a huge rack rivaling the receptionist’s. She wore a solid black jumpsuit with a black mesh belt. Her long blonde hair was braided down her back.

She gave Pam an icy stare.

“Um, hi,” Pam said.

Startled, the receptionist looked up. “Golly, I didn’t even see you come in!” She bounced to her feet, sending her breasts into gyrations that only a physicist could have predicted. She towered over both Pam and Emma.

Pam saw the black rubber outfit and realized she was looking at one of the girls who preceded the white witch into the building. 

“I don’t recognize you cuties. First time?”

“Yes, we just wanted to take a look around,” Pam said.

“That’s great! I’m Brittney!”

“Of course, you are,” Emma said with a smile.

“I’m Pam and this is Emma.”

“Welcome, Pam and Emma!” Brittney said as she drew them both into a hug.

The door to the street opened and Brittney released them. “Oh, excuse me for just a second, okay?”

She bounced around them to greet the woman at the door.

The new arrival was forty-ish wearing an expensive skirt and jacket. A huge diamond glinted on her left hand. Her skin was the color of warm caramel.

“Buenos Dias, Senora Alvarez! Como estas?” Brittney said as she tapped by on her stilettos.

“Brittney, your Spanish is impeccable.”

“Oh, gracias, Senora!” Brittney bubbled as she bent forward and kissed Senora Alvarez on the cheek. “Your spa day is ready to begin when you are.”

“Thank you, Brittney.”

The door behind the giantess opened.

Pam took a step back and pulled Emma with her.

The White Witch came into the room. “Senora Alvarez, I thought I heard you.”

Senora Alvarez stared up at the platinum goddess. “Maria, you look lovely.”

Maria, the White Witch, was wearing her outfit from outside, but the jacket was gone, revealing a skintight rubber top with long sleeves that ended in tight, white latex gloves with the fingertips open.

The collar was high, enclosing her throat.

An inverted pentagram brooch completed the ensemble.

Translucent blue eyes settled on Pam for an instant.

Pam’s stomach trembled.

Maria turned her attention back to Senora Alvarez. She wrapped an arm lovingly around the Senora’s shoulders. “And, how is Senator Alvarez?”

“Boring as usual,” she said and rolled her eyes.

Maria laughed as she led the woman back to a tinted glass door that read “VIP Only.”

Pam leaned to the side and peeked through the door as Maria opened it and the two women went inside. There was nothing to see but a corridor decorated like the reception area.

The giantess shifted her eyes to glare at Pam, and she looked away from the VIP door before it closed.

Brittney came bouncing back to them. “Now, what are you interested in? Massage? Mani / Pedi? The gym? Or, the works?”

Pam pointed to the VIP door. “How do you become a VIP?”

“Oh!” She said, her voice rising two octaves. “The VIP section is very exclusive! Members only. That’s why its VIP - that means Very Important Person.”

Emma smiled. “No shit?”

“Nope,” Brittney said not reading the sarcasm.

“So, how do we become VIPs?” Pam asked.

She bit her puffy lower lip. “For that, you talk to Maria. She’ll be right out.”

“No, no, never mind. That’s okay,” Emma said.

The door to the VIP room opened and the White Witch swayed her hips through the door.

Britney smiled even wider. “Excuse me, Mis…”

Maria glared at Brittney.

“Maria. I was going to say Maria.”

“Of course you were, my dear,” Maria breathed. Her voice oozed with sex.

Pam felt lightheaded.

Brittney just stared at Maria with an adoring expression.

Maria turned her head sideways. “Yes, dear?”

Brittney jumped. “Oh, sorry. Pam and Emma here want to talk to you about VIP membership.”

Maria looked down at Pam and Emma.

Pam wanted to sink into the floor, the woman’s gaze seemed to penetrate her like a searchlight.

“I’m sorry, ladies,” Maria said as she stepped forward and took Emma’s hand. “Our VIP capacity is full. We’re planning on expanding the facility in the coming months so we can increase membership spots.”

“Oh!” Pam said. “That’s too bad.”

Emma just stared up into the white witch’s eyes.

“This is the hand isn’t it?” Maria asked.

“W… What hand?” Emma whispered.

“The one you use.” Maria said with a smile. “In bed,” she whispered as she rubbed Emma’s fingers.

“I don’t…”

She released Emma’s hand and brushed a lock of hair out of Pam’s eyes, leaving her fingers on Pam’s left temple.

Pam got sleepy. Her eyes fluttered shut.

“Poor thing. It should never be terrifying,” Maria whispered as she took a step back.

Pam wobbled on her feet. “Um… well, I guess we should go.”

“Nonsense,” Maria said as she put her arms around their shoulders and herded them toward the double doors leading into the main gym. “I think you will find the main gym to be as luxurious as anything you would expect from a competitor’s VIP section.”

Stepping through the doors, Pam expected to find the gym on the other side. Instead, they stepped into a locker room with padded leather benches. Soft music played on the overhead speakers. She could hear a shower running through the doors to the left.

“Our locker room. There are drawers with electronic combinations for your garments.”

“But, surely you have separate locker rooms for men and women?” Pam asked.

Maria looked from one of them to the other. She laughed softly. “Oh, no, dears, you misunderstand. This is a gym for women only. The guard outside, Helga, removes any man who tries to get past the reception desk. She can be very persuasive. This is a safe zone free of masculine influence.”

“Oh,” Pam said. “That’s nice.”

“Girls can’t be themselves when there are boys around, after all,” Maria said. “All that worrying, wondering how big the man’s dick is exercising beside you? Are my tits big enough to attract him? If I bend over and spread my legs as wide as I can, do I seem too desperate? When you’re concentrating on getting fucked, you’re not concentrating on you, am I right?” She said as she reached out and laid her hands on Pam’s right temple and Emma’s left temple.

“Totes,” Emma whispered.

Pam felt lightheaded again. “Yes, you’re right.” And, she was right. It made perfect sense.

Maria took her hands away and smiled.

Pam blinked and stared at Emma. “Did you just say ‘Totes’?”

“I… I think I did,” Emma answered.

Maria turned to the drawers. She pressed buttons on two of them and they hissed open. “Now, ladies. You can place your clothes in the drawers. One for each of you.”

Pam and Emma stared at her uncomprehending as she turned around.

“Well, go on, dears, strip.”

“Whoa, wait a minute,” Emma said. “We didn’t bring anything to change into. We just want a tour.”

Maria frowned and shook her head. “Oh, no, this is a nude gym. That’s another reason we’re women only. It’s very liberating to work out in the nude, free from all your worries, free from societies trappings. Only uniformed employees are allowed clothing in the spa and gym.”

“Oh, well, I guess we should go,” Pam said.

“Oh! I so wish you would try it. I think you’ll love it here. Tell you what, I’ll let you each wear an attendant’s skirt and halter, how about that?”

“Um, okay,” Pam said.

“Wonderful,” Maria said. “Okay, take off your clothes.” She turned to an overhead cabinet and pulled out two bundles of black latex.

She laid the bundles on one of the padded benches and turned back to them.

Pam and Emma stared at each other.

“Oh, no. Don’t tell me you’re shy about even me seeing you?” She laid her hands on their temples again. “No, of course not, you’re my good girls and you aren’t shy about showing me your bodies at all, now are you?”

Pam and Emma smiled.

“No,” Pam said. “Of course not.” She wasn’t shy, not with Maria. Maria was their friend.

Pam and Emma began to disrobe as Maria leaned against the wall and watched.

“Pam, dear, turn around and undo your slacks slowly. And, when you remove them, bend at the waist and slide them off your little bottom for me.” Maria said.

“Okay,” Pam whispered as she turned and slid her slacks down, exposing her pantied bottom. She stood up and folded her pants, placing them in the velvet lined drawer.

“Very, nice, Pam. Now, do the same with your panties.” She turned to Emma. “Emma, darling, you’re unbuttoning your blouse too fast. That’s the way a boy does it, not a girl. Slowly, seductively, give me a little pout while you do it.”

“Yes, Maria,” Emma whispered as she did as she was told. She hesitated on each button, sticking out her lower lip.

Maria nodded and shifted her attention to Pam as she eased the white cotton panties over her well-shaped ass and down her thighs.

She stood up then and looked at Maria with half-lidded eyes.

Maria nodded. “Nicely done, Pam.”

Pam smiled slightly as she folded the panties and placed them in the drawer.

Emma had finished unbuttoning her blouse, but had left it on. She was staring at the floor.

Maria knelt beside her. “What is it, dear? Are you ashamed of something? Let me see.” Maria eased the blouse open. “Oh, I see now.”

Emma’s breasts were non-existent. Her puffy, fingertip sized nipples stood out on her otherwise flat chest.

Maria hugged the woman’s shoulders. “You have nothing to be ashamed of. Lots of men and women like a woman with small breasts. I think you’re beautiful.” She took a step back and caressed Emma’s temple with one hand while massaging first one nipple and then the other with her free hand.

Emma closed her eyes and moaned.

“Now,” Maria whispered. “We’re not going to be ashamed of our breasts anymore. You’re going to remember what I just told you every time you start to feel bad about them, okay?”

“Yes, Maria,” Emma whispered.

Pam unhooked her bra and her 38Cs hung free. She placed her bra in the drawer.

Maria reached down and undid Emma’s jeans. She balanced on her stiletto boots as she squatted down and helped Emma take them off along with her panties.

Maria placed Emma’s clothes in her drawer and slid it shut as well as Pam’s.

She smiled and held out her hands.

Pam and Emma crowded against her and she slid her arms down their backsides to cup their buttocks. “My two beautiful new girls. You aren’t going to remember any of this when we leave this room. All you’re going to remember is feeling very comfortable with me even when you were naked.”

She brushed brown hair out of Pam’s eyes. “Now, I’ve noticed that both of you have pubic hair. It’s disgusting, and it needs to be removed. Say it.”

“It’s disgusting, and it needs to be removed,” they said in unison, their eyes closed.

“I’m giving you both day passes to the spa to have it removed permanently, along with every other follicle below the eyelashes. You’ll do this before leaving today.”

They nodded.

Pam’s head was beginning to droop onto her shoulder as Maria caressed and squeezed their buttocks.

The door to the shower room opened, and a naked woman with large breasts stepped out drying her hair. The woman stopped toweling her hair and stared at Maria as she groped and fondled the two naked women. “Wait,” the woman said. She looked confused. “That’s not right.”

Maria smiled. “Hello, JoAnne. Everything is fine. Say it.”

JoAnne stumbled a little on the floor. “Everything is fine.”

“Yes, this is perfectly normal,” Maria soothed. “I love your new breasts. Have you started lactating yet?”

“Not yet.”

“Don’t worry. We gave you the slow acting formula so it would feel normal. A few more weeks and you’ll be nursing your husband.”

JoAnne smiled and continued toweling her hair. “I hope so. He’s getting anxious.”

Maria whispered to Pam and Emma. “I know what I’ve done is against your will. I know you would be horrified if you knew how easily I controlled you both, but I want you to remember how comfortable and loved you felt. We’re not monsters, dears.”

She caressed Pam’s face and then giggled softly as Pam kissed her palm. “I certainly wish I knew what actually brought you two in here. I’m afraid I’m much better at pushing my thoughts in than drawing your thoughts out.”

She stepped away from them. “Now, put on your uniforms.”

***

Pam blinked as Maria opened the door to the gym. Somehow, she had lost track of time. She remembered walking into the locker room, but everything after was a blur. She looked down at the loose-fitting black latex halter top and matching skirt that hung halfway down her thighs.

The outfit was made for someone bigger in both boobs and buttocks than she was.

She looked beside her at Emma, who was absolutely swimming in the same sized rubber outfit on her much thinner frame.

As she watched, Emma pulled the rubber halter tight behind her back causing the bra cups to pull tight. “Look! You can see my nipples! I wish they had this in my size.”

Pam looked at her in disbelief.

Emma made jokes about her breasts, but she never tried to emphasize her lack of them.

Yet, she seemed very happy with the nuggets outlined on her chest.

Maria stepped to the side.

“Oh, wow,” Pam whispered.

“Holy shit,” Emma added.

The room was filled with women of all shapes, sizes, colors, and ages - and they were all nude. They worked out on the machines, seemingly oblivious to their own nakedness.

There was a yoga class in one open area led by one of the rubber suited amazons.

Pam realized that her suit and Emma’s suit were the same size as the one the woman was wearing, but the amazon filled it to capacity.

How big were her breasts? H cups? No, bigger than that?

“J cups actually,” Maria said. “Almost all my girls have J cups.”

Pam tingled a little. My girls. It implied ownership. Dominance. Maria was very dominant - she was kind and loving, but also dominant. And, Pam really liked being dominated. Domination made her feel safe and secure, but it scared her as well.

She blinked hard. Where had those thoughts come from?

Maria smiled and leaned down to speak to her. “Now, I understand. He dominates you and frightens you. I can help with that if you let me.”

Pam stared at her stunned. How did she know what I was thinking?

Emma touched her arm and pointed toward the yoga class. 

The amazon was lying on her stomach, her back curled, hips sitting on her own shoulders, heels by her ears, displaying her bare crotch above her head. “Now, don’t be worried if you can’t do this one at first. You’ll get there with practice. And, if you want to achieve it faster, we have flexibility treatments in the spa that will make you more limber.” The amazon caught Pam looking at her. She smiled and winked.

Pam looked away, realizing she was staring at the woman’s wide-open crotch.

A quick glance over the class showed fully half of them were able to bend into the same position.

“Flexibility is very important for sexual performance,” Maria said as she led them away.

“So, um, are all your instructors qualified?” Emma asked.

Maria laughed. “Qualified? Oh, yes, they are fully qualified. You’d be amazed at their qualifications.”

A redheaded amazon was spotting for a woman doing bench presses, standing with her legs far apart straddling the woman’s face. “Yes, that’s right, Cindy. Concentrate. Pick a spot and focus. Control your breathing.”

The woman stared transfixed up the amazon’s short rubber skirt, her mouth slightly open as she lifted the bar and lowered it gently.

“Very nice, Cindy. Concentrate on that spot, feel yourself falling into it. It’s so pretty isn’t it, Cindy?”

Cindy squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. “Stop. What are you doing to me?”

The redheaded amazon looked at Maria and shrugged.

“Just a moment, girls,” Maria said. She knelt by Cindy and massaged her temples. “Cindy, listen to Gwyneth. Everything she says is good for you and right.”

The woman’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Maria kissed Gwyneth on the cheek and stepped away, ushering Pam and Emma on.

Pam turned her head and looked back.

The barbell was in its rest. Gwyneth was grinding her bare crotch against Cindy’s face. “My good girl, that’s my good girl, Cindy.”

Maria clicked her tongue. “Tsk-tsk. No voyeurism allowed.” She touched Pam’s temple and her eyes closed. She faced forward.

She opened them quickly, unable to remember what had just happened.

“I think we should go,” Pam said.

“To the spa,” Maria said. “I agree.”

***

They went through another set of double doors into a room with gentle music and a small electric waterfall in the corner. The water that cascaded over the flat stones was pink and slightly viscous.

And, it smelled delicious, like strawberries and apples.

There was another bimbo sitting at the small reception desk; however, she was dressed in a white latex nurse’s outfit, complete with the old-style nurse’s hat.

There was a red inverted pentagram stamped on the hat with a caduceus in the middle.

Maria held out her hands. “Ladies, this is the spa. We offer manicures, pedicures, massages…” She winked at the receptionist. “…and hair removal.”

Both Emma and Pam blinked and started talking at once. “Oh, thank goodness. I have to get this body hair off… everything below the eyelashes…”

Maria laughed gently. “Of course, darlings. Brigitte, why don’t you set them up with depilatory baths and then a nice long soak in one of the hot tub rooms?”

“Of course, Mistress,” Brigitte said. She gave a sudden look of panic.

Maria leaned down and gently kissed Brigitte’s lips. “It’s okay, darling. All of you have made that mistake today.”

A tremor went through Pam when Brigitte called Maria Mistress.

Emma looked uncomfortable.

Maria placed her magic hands on their temples. “Oh, my. I think the two of you are beginning to realize things are a little outside the norm here? Well, you have nothing to be frightened of, everything we’re doing is for your own good.” She looked over her shoulder at Brigitte. “I’m feeling mischievous today. Let’s have some fun.”

Brigitte stood up from her desk.

“Isn’t Brigitte lovely?”

Pam and Emma stared at the amazon nurse as she stood up and turned slowly. Her legs were long, and she wore white stiletto boots with impossibly long heels. She appeared to be walking on her toes. She walked away from them slowly.

Maria walked around behind Pam and Emma who stared half lidded at the nurse. She placed her hands back on their temples, rubbing gentle circles with the tips of her middle fingers. “Look at her butt, see how it moves because of the heels? Wouldn’t you like to have a nice heart shaped butt like hers?”

“Yes,” Emma whispered.

Maria nodded. “Poor little Emma, so skinny. We’ll fix that.”

The nurse turned and walked back, breasts swaying.

“Girls, Brigitte is going to show you something. I want you to look at it very closely. On your knees, my loves.”

They knelt down.

Brigitte sat down on the edge of the desk. She spread her legs, letting the latex skirt slide up.

Her pussy and ass were inches from Pam and Emma.

They stared intently at Brigitte’s wet sex. She was hairless, with a glittering diamond ring that looked like an engagement ring dangling from the hood of her thick clitoris.

Brigitte smiled down at them. She moved the ring back and forth.

Their eyes followed it.

“Mmm,” Maria whispered. “You like that don’t you girls? Of course, all girls like jewelry. Your clit is a much better place for a silly old engagement ring than your finger, isn’t it, Brigitte?”

“Definitely, Mistress.”

“Brigitte was one of the first women I… Brigitte, what is the term you love for what I did to you?”

Brigitte drew in a deep breath and slid a long finger deep inside her pussy. “You… fucked my little brain cunt.”

“That’s right. She was having her engagement party in a hotel ballroom, and I was, well, hunting in the bar. I took one look at her and just had to have her. I mean who could blame me? So, I waited until she went to the ladies’ room and I put my hands on her temples just like I have mine on yours now. And, what did I say, Brigitte?”

“You said, ‘You’re my good girl, now and forever.’” Brigitte said, her eyes glazing over.

Pam shuddered with an orgasm at the woman’s words.

“And, she followed me right out to my car. We never looked back did we, dear?”

“No, Mistress.”

Pam and Emma were breathing hard, staring into Brigitte’s glistening wetness.

Brigitte giggled, “I think they’re hypnotized.”

“Oh, much more than that,” Maria said. “They’re controlled. Both of them are naturally submissive, it barely took any effort to subdue them.” She looked up at Brigitte. “What was learned from their belongings?”

Brigitte picked up a tablet computer from her desk and touched the screen. “Not much, Mistress. Pam Davis and Emma Carter. Pam is a homemaker, married to Chad Davis, lawyer. His online history shows an interest in domination and anal sex.”

“Giving or receiving?”

“Giving, Mistress.”

“Hmm, I thought so. When I first touched her, I felt sexual anxiety, probably afraid to take it up the ass. Does Pam have any online footprint?”

“No, Mistress.”

She leaned down and kissed Pam’s head. “Little Vanilla Pam. And, what about her underdeveloped friend? I know she’s a masturbater, her little hand was giving off waves of energy from being used to get her off so much.”

Brigitte slid her finger on the tablet and giggled. “An extensive porn browsing history.”

Maria leaned over and kissed Emma’s head. “I knew she was my little pervert. Tell me.”

“Seventy percent male porn - she has a fixation on large cocks…”

“Don’t we all?” Maria laughed.

“Twenty percent big boob porn…”

“From her insecurity, poor thing.”

“Rest is a mixture including bondage…”

“Always useful.”

Brigitte laughed. “And, then there’s this…” She held up the tablet.

The video on the screen showed a naked Emma lying on her back in her bed, legs spread wide as she worked a red dildo as big as her arm in and out of her pussy. A black butt plug showed between her ass cheeks.

“Dirty girl!”

“Evidently, she puts on internet shows every Saturday night.”

“Every Saturday? Hot and sad at the same time.” She smiled at Brigitte. “Did you prepare the room for them?”

“Yes, Mistress. I programmed the subliminal audio in the room to encourage playfulness and bisexuality.”

“Oh, wonderful. They need to relax and expand their horizons. Good thinking. Add in an anal fixation directed at Pam and a breast augmentation obsession for Emma.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Girls, Brigitte has been a very good nurse. I think she deserves a reward. Tell me, what do you call the little honey pot between Brigitte’s legs?

“A… vagina,” Pam whispered. Pain lanced through her head and she whimpered.

“Never, ever, use that vulgar word again, either of you,” Maria said with mock anger. She smiled up at Brigitte.

Brigitte bit her lip to keep from laughing.

“You may use these words: Pussy, when you are feeling cuddly. Cunt, when you want to fuck. Twat, when you want to be silly. Do you understand?”

They nodded.

“Now, once again, what is the name for Brigitte’s little love nest?”

“A cunt,” they both said at once.

“Says two girls who now desperately want to get fucked. That’s my good girls,” Maria said.

Pam shuddered again.

“You want to be my good girls, don’t you?” Maria asked.

They nodded.

“Good girls kiss pretty cunts. Say it.”

“Good girls kiss pretty cunts,” they said together.

“Very nice. Now, kiss Brigitte’s pretty cunt.”

Pam leaned forward a few inches and stopped. She shook her head. “N… No. I don’t… I’m not...”

“Not what, Pam? Not my good girl? Don’t you want to be my good girl?”

Pam shuddered at her words. Good girl? Yes! Yes, she wanted to be Maria’s good girl. Maria was wonderful and dominant and being her good girl would just feel soooo good. “Yes, Mistress.”

Maria smiled. “Oh, and you even addressed me properly. Such a good girl, Pam.”

Pam moaned.

“But, what do good girls kiss, Pam?”

“Good… Good girls kiss pretty cunts,” Pam whispered. Of course, they did! Maria was right. She was always right. She had been so silly to resist.

Pam leaned forward and kissed the center of Brigitte’s sex. The taste was salty and musky and…

“The best taste in the world after cock and cum. When you can’t have cock and cum, you’ll take pussy and girl juice. That’s what a good girl loves.”

“Mmm,” Pam mumbled as she gently kissed and licked Brigitte. She sucked the engagement ring into her mouth and tugged, licking Brigitte’s clit.

Brigitte started breathing hard. She gripped the edge of the desk with white knuckles.

Emma was rocking in place. She seemed to be unsure what to do.

“It’s all right, Emma, dear. You can be my good girl too.”

Emma moaned and leaned forward thrusting her tongue into Brigitte’s depths. 

Brigitte opened her eyes and stared at Maria. “Oh, thank you, Mistress. I love them.”

Maria nodded. “You are my good girl, Brigitte, now and forever.”

Brigitte orgasmed, flooding Pam and Emma with her girl cream.

Pam and Emma looked at each other for a long while, unsure what to do.

Maria suggested they lick the cream from each other’s faces. 

Because it was what good girl’s do.

***

Maria helped get Pam and Emma into the depilatory room. At that point, the subliminals with which they were being bombarded coupled with the drugs in the depilatory would make them sweet docile angels.

They wouldn’t give Brigitte any trouble.

Leaving the back rooms, Maria opened the door to the VIP Section and entered the door marked Prep. “Good afternoon, Senora Alvarez.”

“Puta loca!” she screamed and spat toward Maria.

Senora Alvarez was fastened naked to a St. Andrew’s Cross: two steel beams welded together to form an ‘X’. She was shackled at the wrists and ankles, and a narrow chrome band secured her waist.

Her wrists were locked high on the cross, forcing her to stand on tiptoe.

Maria stared down at the spit that had landed on her shiny white boot. “Senora, if you want to apply spit to my boots, I can think of much more sensual ways.”

Senora Alvarez unleashed a torrent of profanity in Spanish.

Maria laughed. She gripped the sides of the woman’s face.

Senora Alvarez’s eyes rolled back in her head and she was silent.

“There, much better. I’m afraid my Spanish is not good enough to follow your vulgarities. Therefore, you will speak only English now. And, you will do so in a civil manner: no yelling and not one more curse. Save your potty mouth for the bedroom where it belongs. Oh, and unless we’re swapping spit, which is a possibility, keep yours in your mouth.” She stepped away and the woman collapsed in her restraints hanging by her wrists.

The door opened and the front desk receptionist, Brittney, skipped inside holding a computer tablet.

Senora Alvarez stirred and opened her eyes.

Brittney waved, “Hola, Senora Alvarez. Como estas?”

The woman’s eyes seethed with anger. She opened her mouth. In a sweet voice, she said, “Please be a teensy bit quieter, you perky, sweet, blonde lovebug.” She frowned in horror.

“Aww,” Brittney said. “What a sweet thing to say. Do you have a headache? I’ll be quiet as a little mousey. Oh! And, I think you’re perky too!”

Maria laughed. “I think the Senora actually tried to say, ‘Shut the fuck up, you over-inflated blonde bimbo slut.’ Only, in Spanish, and with a much grouchier voice.”

“Oh… well, I like the English version better.” She handed the tablet to Maria.

“Thank you, Brittney.” Maria studied the tablet. “Hortensia Luisa de Madrid de la Montoya Guadalupe Alvarez… my that’s a mouthful. How about I just call you Luisa? Let’s lose all the formalities. Forty-three years old. Frigid.”

“I beg your pardon, but I am neither forty-three years old nor frigid.” She gritted her teeth and her eyes flashed with anger at not being able to actually say the words she was thinking.

Maria walked closer. She took the middle and index fingers of her right hand and forced them up into the woman’s snatch.

“Oh. Kindly remove your digits from my genital area, you strangely enticing practitioner of black magic.” Luisa opened her mouth and tried to scream but nothing came out.

Brittney looked confused.

Maria smiled at Brittney. “She said, ‘Get your filthy fucking fingers out of my cooch, you witch slut.’”

Luisa sulked.

“Darling, this cooch of yours hasn’t seen action in…” she pumped her fingers in and out, causing Luisa to jerk her hips trying to get away. “At least six months. That makes you frigid, and you are most definitely forty-three.” She pulled her fingers out and held them out to Brittney.

The bimbo giggled and eagerly licked and sucked Maria’s fingers clean. “Yummy!”

Luisa’s lips trembled. She spoke slowly. “Do you understand who my husband is, you…?” She groaned and gave up on the insult.

“Of course, I know who your husband is. I talked to him just this morning on the phone. I think he was balls deep in one of my girls at some hotel - who do we have fucking Senator Alvarez, Brittney?”

“Umm, Cock Crazed Kaitlyn. I just love her. She’s got the softest strawberry blonde hair.”

Luisa’s mouth dropped open. “No. Not my Eduardo. He wouldn’t. We are good Catholics.”

“Well, one of you still is,” Maria laughed. “He’s embraced a new faith, one free of all the restrictions.”

“What religion?”

“He is now a member of the Church of Morpheus, you have heard of us, haven’t you?”

“N… No, that can’t be right. He’s on the committee…”

Maria nodded. “Yes, the secret senate committee investigating the Church of Morpheus and preparing to take economic and military action against us.” She caressed Luisa’s face. “Why do you think we targeted him, you ignorant bitch?”

“He… he wouldn’t. How could he do such a thing?”

“Oh, my dear, if you promise to increase a man’s penis size from four inches to thirteen, he’s like putty in your hands. Couple that with the promise of unlimited sex, and he wouldn’t just sell his own soul, he’d sell yours as well.” Maria smiled mischievously.

“What do you mean?” she whispered.

Maria stood a few inches from her face and smelled her. “You’re going to be indoctrinated into our religion. It’s going to be a real eye opener.” She looked down at Luisa’s breasts and sighed. “We’re going to take that little 36C bust of yours and add a few cup sizes, make you a nice full… G.”

“No,” Luisa whispered.

“Oh, si, Senora. Muy grande,” she whispered with a chuckle. Her hands slipped down Luisa’s sides. She cupped her buttocks and the woman whined. “We’re going to make this flat ass of yours fuller, something for him to hold onto while he’s ass fucking your brains out.” She lifted Luisa slightly. “And, we’re going to make you a few inches taller, tighten all that saggy skin. Oh! And, we’re going to give you drugs to put your libido into overdrive. You’ll fuck anything that moves.”

“It’s true,” Brittney said. “I fucked four guys at lunch. Ooo! One of them spoke Spanish, maybe you know him?”

Luisa whined.

Maria massaged her hips. “And don’t worry, we’ll loosen that tight cooch of yours so you can take that monster Eduardo has hanging between his legs now. As a matter of fact, our front door guard Helga is going to be in charge of stretching you. Big hands on that woman.”

“Oh, yeah,” Brittney agreed and squirmed.

Maria chuckled. “One other thing before we get started. We name all our girls, don’t we Brittney?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“For instance, my name is Mind Fuck Maria, but then you could have guessed that one, couldn’t you?”

Luisa was hyperventilating.

“Tell Luisa your name, Brittney.”

Brittney looked down at her latex encased breasts. “Do I have to, Mistress?”

“Yes, dear.”

Brittney sighed. “Bubble Brain Brittney,” she said with a pout.

Maria whispered in Luisa’s ear, “Poor thing. She was a government prosecutor once. They took the Church to court. I was a little… overzealous in her bimbofication.” She stepped back and smiled at Brittney, “But, isn’t she the most adorable thing?”

Brittney blushed and thrust out her chest.

“And, what should we name Luisa, Brittney?”

“Umm, Lickin’ Lesbo Luisa!”

“Did you come up with that right off the top of your head, darling?” Maria stroked Brittney’s honey gold hair.

Brittney giggled and nodded.

Luisa was shaking her head in horror.

Maria took a deep breath. “Well, your name should describe you, so…” She reached out and clamped her hands on Luisa’s face.

Luisa struggled, but Maria’s grip was firm.

Maria’s words came in a single breath. “You’re deeply in love with Brittney. The first time you tasted her pussy, you knew you would never just want cock again. She is your heart, your soul. You feel like you are dying when she isn’t holding you. You would die for her, and all you want to do for the rest of your life is do anything she says.”

Brittney drew in a surprised breath. “Aww! That was so beautiful! Does that mean she’s my pet now?”

Luisa slumped in the chains. Her eyes were glassy.

A single drop of blood dripped out of her nose.

Maria staggered back and caught her breath. “Yes, dear. It means when she isn’t being the Senator’s fuck toy, she’s going to be yours. Now, why don’t you take your new girlfriend into surgery and get her started.”

“Yay!” Brittney skipped closer.

Maria tapped Brittney’s nose with her index finger. “Brittney, we want G cup boobies on Luisa. She already has C cups, there’s one CC of Titty Grow per cup size, so how many CC’s is that?”

“Aww, I suck at math.”

“I know, that’s why I’m asking.”

Brittney stuck out her tongue to help her concentrate. “She’s a C.” She counted on her fingers as she spoke. “D - DD - DDD - G! That’s four. Four CC’s.”

Maria hugged her and Brittney snuggled against her. “Oh, that’s my smart girl.”

She kissed Brittney on the head.

Maria handed Brittney the tablet. “She’s all yours. Ask Helga to help if you get confused.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Brittney said as she unlocked Luisa’s ankles, waist, and finally her wrists.

The dazed woman fell into Brittney’s arms.

Her eyes fluttered open.

Luisa burst into tears. “Mi Corazon! Mi Amor!” She kissed Brittney’s face, wetting it with her tears. “I was so scared.” The woman shook and sobbed in Brittney’s arms.

“It’s going to be okay, Lickin’ Lesbo Luisa. Mama’s here, and she’s going to take good care of you.”

***

Pam was warm. She was lying in bed on her left side. It was too bright in the room. “Chad, turn off the light. I’m still sleeping.”

“Chad isn’t here.”

Pam opened her eyes.

Emma was sitting up on a massage table across from her wrapped in a white cotton sheet.

Pam felt drugged. “What? Where are we?”

“Morphosis Gym, remember?”

She sat up. “What happened? I can’t remember anything.”

Emma shook her head. “Me neither. All I can remember is stepping into the Spa room. As for what happened? Well, as June used to say: Ward you might want to go check on the Beaver.”

Pam stared at her uncomprehending. Then her eyes grew wide. She slid her hand under her sheet and felt her pubic area. “Oh, my God!” 

“Yep. We been sheared, sister. They didn’t leave a hair follicle below the eyelashes. I mean, fuck, I don’t know about you, but it feels like I’m made out of plastic.”

Pam spread her legs under the sheet and felt further down.

Her eyes grew wide, and she drew in a sharp breath. There was something… her little asshole felt… really good! She eased the tip of her finger in. More! I need more! She thought.

“Oh, yeah, there too. Now, if you don’t mind, can we please… get… the… fuck… out… of… here?!”

Emma’s voice brought her to her senses. “Fuck yes, let’s get the hell out of here.” She swung her legs over and stood up wrapping the sheet around herself.

There was a slight buzzing noise coming from the speakers.

Emma kept looking up at her as she wrapped the sheet around her breasts.

“Are you okay?”

Emma nodded her head quickly. “Yeah… just, I feel weird. I mean I’m naked and shit with you and it feels weird.”

Good girls kiss pretty cunts. The words came into Pam’s mind.

She wanted so much to be a good girl.

She took off the sheet and laid it on the massage table.

“What are you doing?” Emma asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I just felt silly hiding my body from you.” The room held four massage tables and dark cherry cabinets. 

Pam opened a random drawer.

The drawer lit up as she opened it, revealing a selection of dildos and butt plugs in numerous sizes and various colors.

Emma appeared beside her. “Oh.”

Pam just stared at the rubber toys.

It took a moment for her to realize Emma had dropped her sheet as well.

Her shorter friend stood beside her, hard nipples pointing forward.

“I don’t know what half these are, do you?” Emma asked.

Pam shook her head. She was staring intently at Emma’s chest. “It must be nice not having to wear a bra.”

Emma glanced up at her and her face turned beet red. She shrugged. “My nipples are sensitive, and when my blouse rubs against them, they hurt sometimes.”

“Oh, I didn’t think about that,” Pam whispered. Her mouth was dry.

Emma nodded. “Sometimes I put Vaseline on them so they don’t chafe.”

“That’s a good idea. They’re very big, bigger than mine.” Pam cupped her breasts and held them toward Emma’s face.

Emma nodded. “You’re very beautiful,” she whispered.

“You too.” She reached out and touched Emma’s arm.

She shivered.

Pam jerked her hand away. What was wrong with her? She looked back in the drawer. “You’re lying. I bet you know what all those are, don’t you?”

Emma grinned mischievously. “Yeah. You’re right. I have a large collection at home. For instance, the short ones are butt plugs.”

“I know that much.” She picked one up about an inch in diameter at the widest point. “I could never get that inside me.”

“Don’t be silly, mine at home is twice as big.”

Pam giggled. She picked up a long pink double head dildo. “What’s this one?”

Emma laughed. “It’s a double dong. So you can put one end in your pussy and then bend it around and stick the other end in your ass.” She picked it up. “Or, you can…”

Pam caressed the other end of the dildo. “You can what?”

“Nothing,” Emma said. She tried to put the dong back in the drawer, but Pam held onto it.

“No, come on, what?”

Emma was trembling. “You can… you know. If there are two of you, you can… well, one can take one end and you can take the other…”

Pam stared at the pink toy in her hand. “So, we could… fuck each other with it?”

Emma shook her head and pulled the dong out of her hand. She put it back in the drawer. “Yeah, if we were like total muff divers or something.”

“And, what’s wrong with that?” Maria asked.

Pam and Emma closed the drawer and spun around.

Maria had come in the door while they had their backs turned. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Pam started to cover her breasts with her arms, and then she remembered it didn’t matter if Maria saw them naked. It was okay. She was their friend. They were her… good girls. Pam shuddered.

Maria smiled. “I see you had your depilatory bath.”

“Yes, thank you,” Pam managed to say. “I think we’d like to leave now.”

She looked disappointed. “Oh, that’s a shame. The hot tub is all ready for you - please give it a try. Just a few minutes, it’s life changing.”

Pam shook her head. “No, thank you. Maybe next time.”

“Of course, well please come back again.” She held out her arms. “I’ll show you back to the locker room.”

Pam nodded and took Emma’s hand as they followed Maria into the hall.

Maria shut the door behind them.

And, then, standing behind them, she placed a hand on each of their temples. “I really must insist you try out the hot tub.”

Pam and Emma stopped in their tracks and their eyes glazed over.

“It would be so easy to add you to my girls.”

Pam moaned, turned on again by Maria’s domination.

Maria laughed softly. “You’re both beautiful. The Church would welcome you with open arms. What beautiful whores you would make. Think about it, spending your life fucking anyone who wanted you? Always wet, always ready, turned into perfect sex dolls? Sweet Emma, you would never be lonely again. No more lying in a cold bed on Saturday night.”

A tear rolled down Emma’s cheek.

Maria wiped it away. She leaned down and whispered in Emma’s ear. “The next time you’re lying on that bed stuffing your little cunny with rubber, remember that all you have to do is come here and ask me - I’ll have you filled with the real thing every hour for all eternity.”

Emma shook.

Maria leaned over and whispered in Pam’s ear. “And, you, you submissive slut. We would teach you what real domination means.” She licked Pam’s earlobe. “And, I think you’d love it.”

Pam was close to hyperventilating.

“But, for today, I’ll let you keep your independence. I’m interested in seeing if you submit of your own free will.” She turned them around to face her. “Now, Emma, please go back to the massage room and get the double dildo from the drawer, along with two butt plugs.”

“Okay,” Emma whispered. She sounded far away.

“No, Emma. I’m afraid that’s not acceptable. You will address me as Mistress from now on, in preparation for when you become one of my girls.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Maria nodded and smiled, “Better.”

Maria watched Emma as she walked barefoot toward the massage room.

She turned Pam to look as well. “Isn’t she lovely? Oh, she’s going to make you very happy, Pam. She’s going to help you so much.”

Pam felt like she was dreaming, watching Emma’s buttocks move rhythmically as she walked.

A moment later, Emma returned to the hallway carrying the big dildo and matching pink butt plugs.

“Pam, dear,” Maria said. “When we go into the hot tub room, Emma is going to dominate you. You want that don’t you?”

“W… Why?” Something was wrong. Pam couldn’t quite put her finger on it. This didn’t feel normal. Being naked with Emma, letting her touch her, dominate her, was that something she normally did?

“Now, Pam, dear, you must do what I tell you if you want to be my good girl.”

Oh! That term again. Maria’s good girl. Please, oh please, yes, all she wanted in the whole world was to be beautiful, sexy Maria’s good girl. “Yes, Mistress. I’m so sorry for asking, Mistress.”

Maria frowned at her.

Pam threw herself on the floor, kissing Maria’s white boots and sobbing. “Please, forgive me, Mistress. Anything. I’ll do anything you want.”

Emma wobbled on her feet. “Pam, don’t. Don’t do that.”

Maria smiled at Emma. “Nonsense, Emma. Pam is only showing me how loving and obedient she is. That’s a beautiful thing.” She caressed Emma’s temple. “Isn’t it?”

Emma’s face turned cold. “Yes, Mistress. She should be sorry for questioning you.”

Maria reached down and lifted Pam to her feet. “It’s all right now, my love. I forgive you. You are my good girl.”

Pam burst into tears and buried her face in Maria’s mountainous bosom. She hugged her tight.

Maria rubbed her hair and soothed her. “There now, it’s all right.” She guided her into the hot tub room as Emma followed.

The room smelled of strawberries and apples. Pam stopped crying and stared in wonder. Padded benches and chairs with strange stirrups were arrayed around the room. Some of them appeared to be designed to support someone on their hands and knees rather than sitting.

The floors were of dark teak.

But, it was the center of the room that captured her attention.

There was a glass cube in the center of the room, easily fifteen feet on a side. The walls stretched from floor to ceiling. A shallow pool was sunk into the foundation with a raised dais in the center just long enough for a person to kneel on. Seats were built into the side of the pool.

The liquid inside was the same viscous looking pink liquid that flowed through the fountain in the spa lobby.

The scent of strawberries and apples was very strong in the room.

"Come, darlings," Maria said as she led them to the pool.

Pam hesitated outside the glass walled room. "N... No. I don't want to. What is that liquid?"

Maria rubbed the small of Pam's back. "It's a very special liquid called Ambrosia. It's going to help you be a good girl for me."

Pam moaned. Then, she shook her head, "No. I want to leave."

Maria beckoned to Emma who already had one foot in the pink liquid.

"What's wrong, Mistress?" Emma asked.

Maria rubbed Pam's hair. "Oh, I'm afraid Pam needs you to encourage her. Come over here and take charge, Emma."

Maria backed away as Emma took Pam's hand. 

"Get in the pool, Pam," Emma said.

"No, Pam, let's just go..."

"I said, get in the pool, Pam. Do as I say."

Pam's eyes flickered from her friend to the floor. "No, please don't make me," she whispered.

"Do as I say," Emma said as she pulled her toward the pool.

"Ow! Emma, you're hurting me."

She twisted Pam's wrist. "In here, I'm your Mistress. Do you understand?"

Pam was crying. "Yes... Yes, Mistress."

"Better," Emma said as Pam stopped resisting. "You want to please me, don't you, Pam?"

Pam nodded. "Yes... Mistress."

Emma smiled. "Step down."

Pam put her foot into the pink liquid.

It felt alive. It seemed to caress her skin and it tingled.

She smiled and submerged her leg up to the knee. "Sooo nice!"

"See, Mistress knows best," Emma said as she followed her into the warm pink pool.

It rose up Pam's thighs and she cried out when it touched her bare pussy. "Oh! Oh, it's going inside me!"

Emma gasped and nodded as her own hips went under.

Pam turned and tried to climb out, but Emma pulled her deeper.

“No! Mistress, please! It doesn’t feel right.”

“Don’t fight me.”

Pam began to sob and collapsed into Emma’s arms.

“You see, dear, Emma has a more perverse mind than you. She’s much more accepting of the Ambrosia. How lucky you are to have such a morally flexible friend,” Maria said as she began undressing.

Emma looked up at Maria in undisguised lust as the woman slid her rubber skirt down her long legs. Her beautiful sex glistened.

Emma turned Pam around and put her arms around her. She tilted Pam’s head up. “Watch. Watch her.”

Pam sighed as she watched Maria unclasp the halter and remove it.

Mistress’s breasts were enormous, and they didn’t need support.

Metal rings dangled from both nipples, but they weren’t piercings.

Maria twisted the rings, and they released tiny clamps from her nipples.

Breast milk sprayed two feet as the pressure released.

She walked to the pool and sat down on the edge. She unzipped the left white stiletto boot and slid it off.

Pam gasped.

Her left foot was pointed straight down like a ballet dancer. Her foot didn’t seem flexible.

Maria reached down and began massaging her foot. “I was the first, you know? The first white witch. The prototype. When Morpheus first shaped me, his technique was far from perfected. I spent decades with feet with fused bones - I could only walk in my heels.” She groaned and her foot began to bend. “But now? I can bend them, with some effort.” She flexed her toes and smiled. Then she took off the other boot.

Maria smiled and slid into the pink liquid.

Maria closed her eyes and moaned as she sank into one of the built-in seats.

The Ambrosia came up to her chin.

She opened her eyes. Maria held out her hands. “Come.”

Emma dashed to her right side and sat down in the seat beside her.

Maria looked into Pam’s eyes. “Pam, why do you keep resisting?”

“I… don’t want this.”

“How do you know? Come. Sit.”

“When… you touch us, we can’t think clearly. I want to go home.”

“To what? A husband who terrifies you? More failure in the bedroom?”

Pam looked at the stairs out of the pool. She could run, maybe make it out the door.

Maria drew in a sharp breath. “Why Pam? Why would you want to do that?” She looked genuinely hurt. “Don’t you want to be my good girl?”

Pam orgasmed. Her legs went out from under her and her head plunged into the Ambrosia. It went into her mouth, her nose, her eyes.

She stood up spluttering, trying to clear the liquid from her face, but it coated her like a thin membrane.

Emma had hold of her then, pulling her to the side and pushing her into Maria’s arms.

As soon as Mistress touched her, all thoughts of escape were gone. All that mattered was nestling against Mistress’s beautiful breasts.

Emma returned to her place on Mistress’s other side.

Maria rubbed their slick bottoms under the surface of the Ambrosia.

The women began kissing her neck as Maria reached between their legs, which they obediently spread open.

Maria probed the folds of their pussies, and they moaned against her.

“See how happy you are when you are under my control? It’s the best feeling in the world, isn’t it?”

Their hands roamed across her body, squeezing and caressing her breasts, her inner thighs.

“I’ll tell you how this works, not that you’ll be able to understand or even remember my words. When I touch you, I create a little personality inside your brain. Can you feel it pushing the old Pam and Emma away? If we stay here long enough, I could make your new personalities permanent. The old versions of you will just fade away. Wouldn’t it be nice to just let all your old worries and responsibilities drift away? Just become my… good girls?”

Pam and Emma shuddered, orgasming together under the warm Ambrosia.

Maria laughed. “I so want to keep you with me forever. I shouldn’t - it’s certainly not what the old Pam and Emma would want. But, you see, dears, I can’t help myself. I see pretty things and I want… I want to reshape them. Is it okay if I totally mind rape you both, erase your old personalities, and turn you into bimbo fucktoys for my pleasure?” She looked at them with a serious expression on her face.

Pam and Emma giggled and cuddled closer.

“Hmm, I’ll take that as a yes, though I think if your minds were clear, you would be screaming in terror right now.” She hugged them tightly. “Okay, let’s see now. What do we name you?”

She kissed Pam deeply, exploring her sweet mouth with her tongue, which Pam sucked like a cock. Once she managed to retrieve her tongue, Maria whispered, “Pam first… now let’s see. You have the prettiest little pink pussy, so I’m going to name the new you Pink Pussy Pammie. Do you like that?”

Pammie giggled. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re going to be my silly girl, aren’t you?” Maria laughed. “No more anxiety for you, just giggles and pleasure. You’re going to love pussy as much as cock - and you’ll be getting plenty of both.”

“Mmm, thank you, Mistress.”

Emma was pouting. “What about me, Mistress?”

She turned and kissed Emma hard. “You? Why your name, my darling, is going to be Double M Emmie.”

Emmie’s brow furrowed. “Double M?”

Maria laughed. “Oh, you’ll see. And, you’ll like it.” She kissed her pink glossed cheek. “You’ll never be lonely again. Your whole life will be taken up with fucking and playing with cocks and pussies. No more Saturday nights in a chat room.”

Emmie snuggled against her. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She hugged them both. “We only want you to be happy. I want you to remember that.”

***

She maneuvered both of them down to her nipples. Both girls giggled. Maria smiled. “Such silly girls. Drink, my loves. Let my evil fill you.”

Emma and Pam looked lovingly into each other’s eyes as they each sucked in a nipple and latched on like infants.

Maria sighed as her sweet ambrosia flowed into their sucking mouths. “Drink from me,” she whispered. “With each drink, you are bonded to me. I am your Mistress, your Goddess.”

The girls moaned as the ambrosia caused them to go into convulsions of orgasms. Their hands caressed her heavy breasts.

Maria urged their hands down to each other’s pussies. 

Their eyes which had been closed as they nursed, opened with a start as they fondled each other, finding their swollen clits and massaging.

Maria laughed. “Such beautiful lovers. It was a gift that you came to me today. I know you came here under false pretenses. Ready to tell me why yet?”

The girls continued to nurse and play with each other as their orgasms arced through their bodies like electric currents.

“No, I thought not. I can forgive, darlings. I am very old, and I have learned to be above the schemes of men and women alike.” She wrapped her fingers in the slick hair of her new girls and pulled them away from her nipples. “Enough. Service me.”

She planted her toes against the bottom of the pool and raised her hips out of the ambrosia. The liquid ran down her thighs and buttocks, revealing her clean cunt. She spread her legs wide. “Show Mistress how much you love her.”

Emma and Pam rushed between her strong thighs. Pam devoured Maria’s pussy, taking the inverted crucifix piercing over her clit and tugging it with her lips.

Emma slid lower and plunged her tongue into Maria’s slick asshole.

Maria laughed as she came, coating her girls’ faces with pussy juice. They moaned. They kissed and licked her flesh, worshiping her with their mouths and tongues.

Finally, Maria pushed them away. They fell into each other’s arms, kissing their Mistress’s juices from each other’s face, their fingers probing at each other’s cunts and assholes.

“See, my darlings? I am here to free you, to make you happy forever as my slaves.”

***

They smiled up at her.

“Pammie, Take Emmie to the center. Emmie, climb on the platform and get on your hands and knees. Teach Pammie how to plug your little butt.” Maria settled back to watch.

Emmie led Pammie by the hand. “Come, Pammie. I want you to push one of those big plugs into my asshole. I want you to stretch me.”

Pammie just nodded, her breath heavy.

Emmie climbed onto the platform and raised her sweet ass into the air. “I like it to hurt, Pammie. It’s okay. Just push it in.”

Pammie picked up one of the pink plugs from the platform. It was so big! Her little tushy couldn’t possibly take something so big. She held it by the base and stroked the gently curved end. So much like a huge cock head, only with a tapered tip.

“I need it, Pammie. Push it in,” Emmie said. She looked at Pammie with undisguised lust.

Pammie took a deep breath. She rubbed the pink tip against Emmie’s slick little butt hole.

“Unnh! Yes, rape me with that big butt plug! Come on, Pammie, make me your fucking bitch!”

Pammie pushed.

Emmie’s asshole began to open, swallowing the cone shaped tip that wedged into her. “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, fuck!” Emmie screamed.

Pammie paused.

“No! Don’t stop! Goddamn it, Pammie! Fuck my ass, you fucking whore!”

Pammie jumped at the curses coming from her friend’s lips. She began to cry. “I don’t want to hurt you, Emmie! I love you!”

Emmie groaned. “Pammie, I want you to hurt me. If you don’t, I will sure as fuck hurt you. Now, hurt me, you worthless cunt!”

Pammie pushed, harder this time. The plug inched forward. It was almost inside her, this plug as big as a beer can that stretched out her little butt to the breaking point.

“Gah! Yes! Motherfucker!” Pammie squealed.

She shoved herself back and the plug popped through. Her little hole closed down on the base, the massive girth swallowed up by her anus.

Pammie fell back in the pink fluid.

Emmie growled.

She slid off the platform and into the liquid, swimming under it until she slid up Pammie’s body. Her hard nipples trailed along Pammie’s stomach. Then her arms went around Pammie’s neck and she pulled her down into a wet kiss.

All the while, Emmie was pushing her back to the altar. 

Pammie whined when she realized Emmie was pushing her onto the platform. “No! No, I can’t!”

“Quiet, you fucking whore! You belong to me now, right, Mistress?” Emmie asked. Her eyes were wild with lust.

“As I promised, Emmie. Do what you like.”

Emmie grinned in triumph. “On your knees, ass in the air, cunt!”

Pammie shook her head, but she obeyed. “Please. Please don’t hurt my little butt.”

“Shut up, slut! I’m twice the man your limp dicked husband is, I know how to treat a submissive piece of ass like you.”

Pammie laid her cheek on the surface of the pink liquid and cried. She arched her back. She belonged to Emmie.

Emmie stood up and kissed Pammie’s slick pussy. She ran her tongue up and down.

“Ooo, Emmie! Oh, God!”

“Nice, isn’t it?” Emmie whispered as she kissed Pammie’s shapely buttocks. “Deep breath.”

“What?”

Without warning, Emmie pushed her index finger up Pammie’s tight butt to the third knuckle.

“No!” Pammie screamed.

Slap! Emmie spanked Pammie with her left hand. “Quiet, bitch!”

Pammie tried to pull away, but Emmie hit her again, harder this time.

Pammie sobbed, her hands gripping the platform under the ambrosia.

The slapping hand stopped. Emmie caressed her reddened backside, all the while twisting and moving the index finger in Pammie’s butt. “Now, stop fighting. Do you want to make me angry?”

“No, Emmie! I’m sorry.”

She felt a second finger probing around her anus.

God, no! Not another…

A second index finger plunged into her.

Pammie screamed. The digits hooked inside her and stretched her open.

“God, what a tight fucking ass! No wonder your husband wants to fuck it. But, who does this ass belong too, Pammie?” Emmie asked as she stretched and pulled.

Pammie felt like she was being turned inside out. “You! Emmie! I belong to you!”

Emmie laughed like she was possessed.

The fingers were agony.

She wanted to scream when she felt a third probing. She didn’t dare make Emmie angry.

It slid into her, followed quickly by a fourth. More stretching.

“God, you’re opening up, you’ll be as loose as a ten-dollar whore when I’m done with you,” Emmie laughed.

And, she was opening. It was getting easier to accept the fingers. Soon there were six fingers in her. The pain subsided.

Pammie started to moan.

“Fucking whore, I knew you’d love it.”

Pammie was lost. Nothing existed but the fingers that stretched her open. She screamed in ecstasy as she felt Emmie’s tongue slip inside her between the fingers. The tip danced around the inside of her butt. “Oh, God! Emmie! Feels sooo good!”

Emmie leaned back. “See? I told you. Now you’re a whore just like me.”

Pammie giggled.

The fingers pulled out.

“Ooo, no, please, Emmie! Don’t stop…”

But, Emmie had no intention of stopping. Smooth rubber slid into her asshole.

The plug! She had forgotten all about the plug.

Her butt hole felt like it was going to tear.

“Emmie! Please!”

Pop.

It surged up inside her, and she was closing on the thick base.

Pammie orgasmed. Nothing had touched her pussy, but she orgasmed just the same.

She collapsed onto the platform.

Emmie kissed her full ass all over. “See, darling? I love you. You just had to be trained.”

“Feels… sooo good, Emmie!”

“Well done, my good girls,” Maria said as she stood in the pool. She walked slowly to the platform.

At the words ‘good girls’, both Emmie and Pammie screamed in orgasm.

Maria lifted Emmie onto the platform and turned her to face the opposite direction from Pammie. She took hold of both butt plugs and tugged.

Both girls groaned as their holes stretched more.

“On your knees, darlings,” Maria said. She slid them on the platform until the bases of their butt plugs almost touched. She held up the big pink double dildo. It was as thick as her wrist.

Both girls stared, then they arched their backs.

Maria slid one end into Emmie’s engorged pussy. She fed it in slowly.

“Thank you! Oh, thank you, Mistress!” Emmie cried as ten inches slid into her cunt.

She pushed the other end into Pammie’s cunt. 

“Now, fuck each other.”

Emmie thrust first drawing a moan from Pammie. Pammie shoved back, driving the rubber cock even deeper into Emmie.

Maria smiled and stepped back as the girl’s settled into a rhythm.

They screamed and laughed.

She laid her hands on each girl’s face. Her eyes rolled back in her head and Maria began programming complete personalities for the fornicating pair.

***

A few minutes later, Maria opened her eyes. She smiled as she watched the girls pushing each other to orgasm after orgasm.

“There, all done. Pammie and Emmie are inside your minds along with your original personalities. When I choose, I will erase the old versions of you, leaving only Pammie and Emmie. Won’t that be wonderful when the old you dies, girls?”

“Yesss!” They screamed in high pitched voices as they fucked each other hard.

Maria placed her hands on their hips and stopped them.

She pulled the double dong out of their sopping cunts.

They didn’t complain.

Maria laughed. They knew whatever she did next would be even more twisted, and they lived for perversion now.

They didn’t have long to wait.

She pulled Emmie’s butt plug out and the girl screamed.

Maria smiled at the huge gape of the girl’s ass cunt. It was big enough to fist, but she had other plans.

Before her ass could close, she slid the double dong up Emmie’s ass.

“Yesss!” Emmie screamed.

Maria pushed the dildo in with her index finger. All two feet were now lodged in Emmie’s guts.

Her butt closed leaving the monster dong inside.

“Mmm, yes! So full, Mistress!” Emmie mumbled.

Maria kissed her backside.

Pammie was moaning, unable to see what had just happened. Her ass quivered.

Maria kissed the small of her back.

She pulled out Pammie’s plug and tossed it aside. “Such a beautiful gape. Shall I fist you, Pink Pussy Pammie?”

“I’m yours, Mistress! Use me, do anything you want. Rape my fucking soul!”

Maria laughed. She hooked her fingers in Pammie’s gape and stretched her wider.

“Yes! I’m yours, tear me open!”

“Shh. Nothing so drastic.” She aimed the girl’s assholes at each other.

“Push, Emmie! Push hard!”

Her butt hole flexed. The pink head emerged from her hole.

It slid out in a rush and directly into Pammie’s gape.

The dildo disappeared in Pammie’s ass.

The girls were giggling. “Again?” They whispered in unison.

Maria laughed and stretched Emmie open. “Push, Pammie.”

***

“Aiggh!”

Maria heard the scream from the other end of the hallway. She smiled.

Sometimes her evil nature surprised her, even after all these decades. Screams meant progress. Screams meant someone’s perversion was progressing.

She was unsure exactly how old she was.

All she knew for sure was she had been born sometime in the 1920s in Leningrad. She had no memory of her childhood, just bits and pieces of her young adult life. That she had fought in a war, she knew. On the Russian side, against the Germans.

Later, she had become a nurse. Later still, she had walked through the mountains and escaped the Soviet Union.

She remembered San Francisco in the 1960s.

But, mostly, she remembered Morpheus.

His smiling face, his piercing eyes.

The experiment.

Then there was the years in the desert, fading in and out of consciousness as he worked on her body and mind. He erased so much of what she had been.

Her Russian accent? Gone. Now she spoke like someone from the Midwest.

And, the evil. She remembered the evil. For someone who had seen so much evil, to finally become something evil was irony.

Now, she was Maria Marapova - Morpheus’s ultimate weapon in his war to subdue humanity. She was the prototype from which he built the White Witches.

And, Maria was very sure the living god was utterly insane.

She opened the door to the treatment room.

Luisa Alvarez was on her knees, ass high in the air, her face pressed to the floor. Her body had been transformed. Skin, tight and flawless, over a lithe body with big G cup breasts pressed against the floor.

“So big!” Luisa groaned.

Helga crouched behind her. The tall, muscular blonde was naked, and her muscles rippled as she thrust a purple strap on repeatedly into the woman’s stretched cunt.

Brittney knelt beside them, caressing Luisa’s buttocks as Helga gave her the biggest cock she had ever experienced.

Brittney giggled and jumped to her feet, skipping to Maria’s side. “See? I did good! She’s super cute and fuckable, ain’t she?”

Maria kissed the adorable blonde on her upturned nose. “Yes, pet. She’s exquisite.”

Helga smiled and worked a big middle finger up Luisa’s ass as she fucked her. “Cum, bitch. I want that ass next.” Her voice was low and menacing.

“Oh! Fuck!” Luisa cried.

Maria smiled. “More fingers, Helga.”

“Yes, mistress,” Helga shoved her ring finger in to the third knuckle along with her middle.

Luisa screamed, but she was working her hips hard against the rubber cock and the invading fingers.

“Good slut,” Helga groaned. “Cum.”

Luisa arched her back and her squirt sprayed around the rubber dick, spattering on the floor.

“She’s real juicy, Maria,” Brittney whispered.

“Yes, I can see.”

Luisa convulsed and began to slump.

Helga put her hand under the woman’s stomach and lowered her gently to the floor. The big purple horse cock dildo slid out of her stretched cunt with a wet pop.

It was easily two feet long.

Helga spread the fingers in Luisa’s ass apart, opening her pucker.

The woman, who had been almost asleep, was startled awake. “Ooo, hurts!”

Helga grabbed her hair and pulled. “Do you want me to stop?”

“N… No… just… wanted you to know.” Shaking, Luisa raised her buttocks higher.

Helga smiled. “Good, bitch.” She pulled her fingers from the woman’s ass and quickly pushed the rubber cock head in their place.

Her gaping hole closed on it.

Luisa began to mumble and moan.

Helga stroked her back and slid five inches inside her butt.

“God, oh, God!”

“Take it yourself. Work your ass, bitch,” Helga growled.

Luisa nodded, her eyes closed tight. “Y… Yes… Mistress.” She pushed back, her asshole swallowing a couple more inches.

“Good girl.”

Maria knelt by Luisa. “Who do you belong to, Luisa?”

“You! I belong to you, Mistress Maria,” she cried.

Maria smiled. “Do you love me?”

“Yes, God, yes… I never knew it could be like…”

“Do you love Brittney?”

Luisa nodded emphatically. “Yes, with all my heart!”

“And, Helga, do you love her?”

“I… I love what she is doing to me…”

Maria laughed. “Tell her to go deeper, Luisa. Tell her you want more.”

“More! Mistress Helga, please! Hurt me!” She braced herself.

Helga smiled contemptuously. She shoved her hips forward and almost a foot more dildo slid into Luisa’s ass.

She screamed in pain and passion, though there was no difference to the woman any longer.

“Do you love your husband, Luisa?”

She nodded, eyes wide. “Si, I love Eduardo…”

Maria scowled. “No. You only pretend to love him, Luisa. Your love for him is dead, though you will continue to pretend.”

Luisa’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Love… dead.”

“Very good. From now on, he is just a cock for you to enjoy, just as you will be nothing more to him than a set of holes to fuck. You only love us, Luisa.”

“Si! Only you, mi corazon!”

Maria smiled and nodded. “When the time comes, you will kill Eduardo for us. Once he has fulfilled his usefulness. Do you understand?”

She frowned. “Kill? Eduardo?”

“Yes, Luisa, you will kill him. When we tell you it is La Noche de las Brujas, you will kill him. For us. Because you love us, and you want to be our good girl.”

“Kill Eduardo. Yes! On the night of the witches! I will kill him for you!”

Maria kissed Luisa’s lips. “Very good, my love.” She nodded up at Helga. “Give her the whole strap on, Helga. Make her cum.”

Luisa cried out as Helga gave her the entire length.

***

Pam opened her eyes. Not again, she thought.

For the second time in a day, she had been unconscious.

She was lying in a hospital bed, stark naked.

She had an IV in her arm.

Beside the bed, a bag of fluid dripped slowly into the IV tube.

Emma was in a bed beside her, also naked and receiving an IV.

“There you are,” a voice said. A nurse walked into the room. “I thought I was going to have to give you two a stimulant.”

“Hospital? Am I in a hospital?” Pam asked.

The nurse laughed. “Not quite, Pam.”

Pam blinked. Brigitte! The rubber clad nurse from earlier was checking her IV.

“Brigitte? What happened? Why…” She tried to sit up.

Brigitte pushed her back onto the bed. “Shh, relax. You and Emma became dehydrated. It happens in the hot tub sometimes. Mistress… er, I mean, Maria told me to give you fluids to get you back on your feet.”

Mistress? Pam struggled to think. Something… had happened. Earlier. In the hot tub. But, she couldn’t remember. She remembered going into the hallway with Emma to leave, and then Maria said… something.

After that, everything was hazy.

Emma groaned beside her. “What… the fuck?”

“Just giving you fluids. You’ll be fine.” Brigitte took Pam’s arm. “I’m going to remove the IV. Worst part is the adhesive, but not so much now that you have no body hair.”

Pam looked away as Brigitte ripped the tape away. She winced as the needle was withdrawn and a gauze was taped over it. 

“There. Okay, Emma, your turn, honey.”

Pam sat up slowly.

Her abdomen was sore. “Did… why does my stomach hurt?”

“Vitamin shots.”

Pam got to her feet and almost fell. She grabbed the bed.

The soreness was bad enough.

The fact her pussy was dripping down her leg and she felt like she wanted to fuck everyone in sight was terrifying. “Oh, God, what did you do to me?!”

Brigitte laughed. “I told you. Vitamins and fluid.”

“N… No… you did… Oh, God!” Her stomach clenched and her muscles spasmed as she orgasmed. Liquid fell on the floor.

Brigitte giggled. “Really powerful vitamins.”

Emma stared at her in horror. And, then Emma reached between her own legs and began playing with her clit. She bit her lip and smiled at Pam.

“S… Stop,” Pam whispered. But, her own hand trailed down her stomach. She looked down at her swollen clit. She touched it with her fingertips and shivered.

Emma spread her legs. “I don’t want to stop,” she whispered as she masturbated and watched Pam.

“Of course you don’t,” Brigitte said with a smile. “You’ll get used to the heightened libido - I mean, you’re always going to be hot to fuck, but you will be able to control yourselves… eventually.”

“What… did you do?” Pam whispered. She was rubbing her wet clit with two fingers. All she could think about was climbing in the bed with Emma, maybe convincing Brigitte to join them. She shivered and shook her head. What the fuck is wrong with me?!

“Our… vitamins… have changed one of your ovaries. It’s pumping hormones into your bloodstream. Doesn’t it feel good, Pam?” Brigitte asked.

Pam breathed hard. “Yes… God help me…”

Brigitte waved a finger at her. “No blaspheming - there is only one god.”

“Unnh,” Pam moaned. She watched Emma masturbate with half closed eyes. She rubbed her own clit harder.

Emma matched her pace.

“Cum, girls. Maria says you will be free to go soon.”

***

Pam took her clothes out of the drawer in the changing room. How long ago had it been? It felt like years.

Emma kept looking at her.

Pam knew her friend wanted to say something.

What was there to say? They were different people now.

“Are you mad at me?” Emma asked as she slid her shoes on.

“What?”

Emma sniffed and looked at the floor. “Are you mad?”

Pam shook her head. “No. Of course not. Why would I be mad at you?”

“We did things…”

“I don’t remember that,” she said. She had said it too quickly and far too harshly.

Emma shook. “I… in the hospital bed. You remember we… watched each other?”

“Of course, I remember that, Emma. They did something to us. I’m going to sue them for what they’ve done.”

“Do you remember the hot tub?”

“No.”

“Are you sure? I remember some things…”

“I said, no, goddamn it!” Nightmare images flashed through her mind and she was getting wet again.

Emma turned away and sobbed. “I’m sorry, Pam. Please don’t hate me!”

Pam squeezed her eyes shut. She put her hands on the smaller woman’s shoulders and turned her to face her. “I don’t hate you, Emma. I love you. You are my best friend. None of this was your fault…”

Emma kissed her. It was sudden and violent. She launched herself up, wrapping her arms around Pam’s neck and pressed her lips to Pam’s, forcing her mouth open.

Pam almost returned the kiss.

Instead, she pushed her back. “Stop. Emma. You have to stop.”

Tears streamed down Emma’s cheeks. “But, you said… you said you loved me.”

Pam rolled her eyes. “Emma, you aren’t thinking clearly. This place, what they’ve done. This isn’t you. It’s not me either. Get hold of yourself.”

Emma recoiled as if she had been slapped. “Sorry… I’m sorry.” She turned away and grabbed her purse out of the storage drawer.

“Emma, wait,” Pam said. “I didn’t mean to sound angry…”

“Let’s just go,” Emma said as she shoved the door open.

***

Brigitte was waiting in the reception area. “I hope you enjoyed your spa day. Come again, any time.” She held the door open for them.

“You’ll be hearing from my attorney,” Pam spat.

Brigitte’s eyes grew wide and she burst out laughing. “Really? Oh, poor Pam, you still don’t get it, do you?” She reached out and caressed Pam’s cheek.

Pam jerked away.

Brigitte grinned. “Very soon, maybe a few days from now, maybe weeks, Mistress will come for you. She’ll say a few little words - they won’t seem that significant. Just a little phrase that she programmed into your minds. And, she will turn you into her happy little brainless bimbo sluts.”

“What are you talking about?”

Brigitte laughed. “She’s inside you now. Can you feel her? Mistress put better versions of you inside your head. They’re sleeping now, just drowsy little whores waiting to wake-up. You can’t run. You can’t hide. Maria Marapova owns you now, just like she owns all of us.” She took a step toward them.

Pam and Emma shrank back toward the open door.

“It’s not so bad. I’m happier now, Pam. My life is full. It has meaning. You’ll know soon enough.”

Pam held Emma’s hand and they ran out the door onto the darkened street.

They stopped at the end of the block. “Wait,” Pam gasped. “Stop.”

Emma tried to pull her. “Why? Shit, I think my brain is starting to clear. We need to get the fuck out of here.”

Pam pulled her back. “No. We have to go back.” She pulled her phone out of her bag.

“Are you fucking nuts?”

“Maybe.” She looks over her shoulder at the Morphosis Gym. “We need to photograph some of this shit. Right now, all we have to take to the cops is a story about witches trying to turn us into whores.”

“Yeah, and they fucking succeeded, Pam! I still want you. Okay? I mean I was twisted as fuck before, but Jesus! I could go nine and a half weeks on you right now!”

“We need proof. I’m going back in. You don’t have to come…”

Emma rolled her eyes. “I’m not letting you go back in there on your own.”

“Then come on…”

Emma held fast. “Wait. Listen to me. I don’t… think straight in there. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s something in the air, or maybe they’re doing some kind of mind control voodoo - whatever it is, when I’m in there? I want to stay, Pam. You can’t let me, no matter what. Even if you have to drag my ass out of there. Okay?”

Pam squeezed her hand. “I won’t leave you there, I promise.”

“You better fucking not. ‘Cause, I swear to God, if I get turned into one of those dominatrix bitches? I will torture your ass if you leave me.”

***

Luisa sat strapped to a medical chair. Her head jerked side to side as images flashed across the goggles and sounds played on her headphones.

Brittney leaned on the side of the chair, she pushed her lensless, black glasses higher on her button nose. “I really love this video we teach them advanced fucking with! Sometimes I just watch it and diddle.”

“I know,” Maria said. She was sitting in a chair going over the day’s transformations on her tablet. “I like to watch you masturbate.”

Brittney giggled. She walked to Maria, buttocks swaying like a drunken sailor from the ballet boots. “I like it when you watch me too.” She sat down on Maria’s lap, blocking her view of the tablet.

Maria groaned. “Honestly, Brittney, you’re worse than a house cat.”

“I can’t help it,” she whispered. She put her face in Maria’s blonde hair and breathed in her perfume. “I’m horny.”

“Silly slut, you’re always horny.” Maria slid her hand up the inside of Brittney’s leg. She tugged on the smaller woman’s clit piercing.

“Pull it harder,” Brittney whispered.

“‘Pull it harder’ what?”

Brittney giggled. “Pull it harder, please, Mistress?”

Maria smiled and twisted the piercing. “Good girl.”

Brittney sighed and ground her crotch against Maria’s hand. 

Maria put down the tablet. She reached up with her free hand and pulled the black glasses off Brittney’s face. “Why do you wear these ridiculous things?”

Brittney stuck out her pouty lower lip. “They make me look smarter.”

“Darling, there are no lenses in them. They made you look...” Maria stopped.

“They make me look what?” She blinked her big eyes.

Maria shook her head and pushed the black plastic frames back onto her nose. “Adorable. They make you look adorable.”

Brittney laughed and snuggled closer. She looked behind her at Luisa. “Do we have to give her back to her husband? I like having a pet.”

“You’ll get her back soon enough.”

“After she kills him?”

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll get to enjoy her even before that.”

“Good.” She kissed Maria. “I don’t understand, though.”

Maria moved a lock of Brittney’s hair out of her face. “Don’t understand what?”

“Well, if the senator is doing what we want him to do, why do we have to kill him?”

“Ah, good question. In truth, we wouldn’t. We could simply bend all the politicians to our will. But, killing them sends a message to anyone who lusts for power: The Church is the new power on Earth. There is no more room for self-serving politicians. They will join us and fall in line or die. Understand?”

Brittney nodded. “That makes sense, I guess.”

Maria kissed her nose. “Don’t worry, it might not even come to that.”

***

Pam and Emma peered through the half open door, filming Brittney and Maria.

I can’t believe it, Pam thought. They are planning mass assassination! She had to get this footage to the authorities.

Before she could turn, she felt a strong hand grip her neck.

Emma screamed.

***

Maria stared at Pam’s phone. “So, the two of you are little spies, I take it?”

Helga, the enormous musclebound woman dropped Pam onto a medical chair. Pam fought against her, but she was like a toddler in the woman’s hands. She buckled Pam at the wrists and ankles.

Emma was struggling in a chair beside her, while Luisa Alvarez continued to moan and writhe in her own chair as she was brainwashed.

Maria grabbed Pam’s chin. “What are you? Defense Intelligence? CIA? FBI?”

“PTA?” Brittney asked.

Pam, Emma, and Maria turned their heads and looked at Brittney.

“What? That’s a thing, isn’t it?”

Maria stared at her for a moment. “Brittney, you know I love you more than anything in the world, right?”

She smiled and nodded. “I love you too!”

“Good. But, right now, I need you to play the quiet game, okay darling?”

Brittney nodded. She held her fingers to her lips and made a motion of locking her lips with a key and throwing it away.

“Such a good girl.”

Pam and Emma both shuddered at Maria’s words.

Maria looked at Pam and smiled. “Really. She was once so smart, and if it takes me a thousand years, I’m going to fix her.” Maria sighed. “Now, who do you work for?”

“Nobody, I swear,” Pam said.

Maria laughed. “Pam, I can look inside your head and pull the information out by force, or I can activate your Pammie personality. The new improved ‘bimbo you’ will be happy to tell me everything I want to know. If I force the information out of you? Well, as I told you earlier - I’m not great at reading minds. Not that I can’t, but when I do it can be… messy.” She gave them a slight, humorless grin. “Or, you can just tell me the truth.”

“You don’t have to do either of those things!”

“Who sent you?”

“Nobody, I swear.”

Maria tapped Pam’s nose with her index finger. “I don’t believe you.” Maria turned to Brittney. “Pam’s purse, please.”

Brittney wobbled to Maria’s side and handed her the purse.

Maria dumped the contents on a small side table. She rummage through the contents. “Junk mostly.” She held up a box of mints and shook it.

Pam’s eyes grew wide.

Maria frowned. She opened the mints and pulled out a folded photograph. She unfolded it and smiled. She handed it to Brittney. “Recognize her?”

Brittney laughed. “Yeah! That’s Nasty Nancy! Mmm, Nice tongue.”

Maria leaned over Pam. “Now, why do you have Nasty Nancy’s picture hidden in a box of mints?”

Pam stared straight ahead.

“Cat got your tongue?”

Pam sniffled.

Maria turned to Emma. “Why about you, my underdeveloped love?”

Emma swallowed and shook her head.

“Why would the two of you come here looking for this woman?”

Pam gritted her teeth. “We’re not telling you shit.”

Maria burst out laughing. “Wow, I feel like a villain in James Bond movie. This is priceless. Thank you for this. Most of the time, I feel like a glorified HR manager.” She reached out and undid Emma’s blouse, exposing her flat chest and engorged nipples.

Maria twisted the woman’s nipples. “Nice and hard. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you, you little slut?”

“Aiggh!” Emma cried.

“Leave her alone!” Pam yelled.

“Who sent you?”

“Go to hell!” Pam answered.

“Titty grow please, Brittney. And, a big needle.”

“What are you doing?” Pam asked.

“Emma wants bigger breasts, don’t you Emma?”

Emma’s eyes grew wide in terror.

Brittney rolled a cart with a large bottle of liquid and a huge needle beside Emma’s chair.

“Titty grow is amazing. One CC increases the bust by one cup size… but, there’s a catch.”

“What?!” Emma asked as Maria held up the bottle and inverted it. 

Maria slid the long needle into the bottle. 

“Titty grow has a negative effect on intellect. The more we give you, the dumber you get.” Maria drew one CC into the syringe. “Now, this much formula will get her to an A cup, and it won’t cost her much in the IQ department. But, tell me, Emma, what name did I give the new bimbo you that’s lying dormant in your brain.”

“D… Double M Emmie.”

Pam gasped.

Maria smiled and nodded. “Brittney, dear, recite the breast sizes, please?”

“Ooo, I know this: A - B - C - D - DD - DDD - G - H - I - J - K - L - M - N…” 

“Stop,” Maria said. “I like to call N, Double M instead. It will take fourteen CCs of Titty grow to get poor Emma to a Double M.”

“No!” Pam screamed.

“Oh, yes. I’m afraid poor Emma will have the tits of a goddess but the brain of a small kitchen appliance. Brittney will look like a brain surgeon in comparison.”

“Please don’t!” Pam cried.

Emma said nothing. She just stared as Maria drew more and more Titty grow into the syringe.

Maria smiled. “I think this should be Emma’s decision, Pam. What do you think, Emma?”

Emma licked her lips.

“Emma! Tell her no!”

Emma’s lips trembled.

Pam gasped. “Jesus! Emma! Are you insane?”

Maria’s face softened. “It’s lonely isn’t it? Hard to meet people in the first place, and then to be so flat chested. Men never see you, do they?”

Emma shook her head.

“Emma! Goddamn it! Tell her no!” Pam pleaded.

Emma turned on her. “You don’t know what it’s like! You’re beautiful! Perfect!”

Pam sobbed. “You’re beautiful! Just like you are. I think you’re beautiful.”

“I don’t.” Emma looked up at Maria. “Do it. I want to be huge.”

Maria raised an eyebrow.

Pam cried out, “Helen! Her name is Helen! She was at the coffee shop across the street! She wanted us to come here and look for Nancy, she’s her sister. Please don’t do that to Emma.”

“Why!” Emma sobbed. “Why did you do that?” 

Pam shook her head. “I love you, Emma. I couldn’t let her do that to you.”

“Helen?” Maria set the needle back on the cart. “I remember her! She got away. At the coffee shop, you say? She must have been staking us out for weeks!” Maria handed Pam’s phone to Helga. “Destroy that, please?”

Helga took the phone in her strong hands and snapped it in two.

“What are you going to do to us?” Pam asked.

“Nothing nearly as bad as I would have done if you had been spies, I can assure you.” Maria smiled.

“What are you people?” Pam cried. “What gives you the right to do these things?”

“History, my dear,” Maria said. “Haven’t you been paying attention? How many millions of people have died since the last century? War, famine, disease - all things that could have been avoided. Morpheus has a plan to eliminate all the scourges of mankind, even death itself. The only thing that stands in the way is man’s lust for power. So we’re going to take away that hunger - free will is a small price to pay for eternal harmony.”

“You’re insane,” Pam said.

Maria caressed her cheek. “I am almost one hundred years old. I have seen the horrors that men inflict upon each other, the depths of evil, and I promise you, what Morpheus is creating is paradise in comparison.”

Pam jerked her face away.

Maria smiled and nodded. “Everyone will play a role in the New Order. Even the unwilling.”

***

Helen sat at the table in the coffee shop and stared at her cup.

“Hey, we need to lockup, okay?” The barista said.

She was the only customer left in the shop.

Helen nodded.

They weren’t coming back.

Pam and Emma, two innocents that she had involved in this madness.

It was her fault. She should never have told them her story.

Nobody who went into that gym came out unchanged, if they came out at all.

She turned up the volume on her earbuds and pulled the hoodie over her head. “Mind if I go out the back again?”

The barista nodded. They were used to her leaving through the back door.

The alley behind the coffee shop was dark and the pavement was wet from a light rain. She could smell the vaguely sweet aroma of garbage from the dumpsters.

Helen shoved her hands in her pockets and put her head down as she made her way to the street beyond.

She looked up and saw the white witch standing at the end of the alley, smiling.

“Hello, Helen.”

Helen’s hand caressed the wooden handle of the revolver in her hoodie pocket. She grasped it and pulled it out. Helen turned slightly sideways, supporting her gun hand with her left hand. She lined up the witch in her sights.

Helen had enrolled in a gun safety class the week after escaping from Maria Marapova.

“Step back,” Helen said. It was a mistake. She had tried to condition herself to shoot first - this hesitation, she knew, would be her undoing.

But, shooting a person in cold blood was just not in her.

The tall blonde turned her head to the side and smiled. “Impressive.”

“I said step back! I’ll shoot you, I swear to God…”

“When was the last time you ate? Days ago, I’ll bet…”

“Shut up, bitch. And, step the fuck back!”

Maria shook her head. “You’re not going to shoot me, Helen. If you were, I’d already be dead.” Maria made a twirling motion with her index finger.

Helen shivered. Her right hand shifted, pointing away from Maria. Her fingers had a mind of their own as they undid the cylinder and let the bullets fall to the alley pavement. “God… No…”

She dropped to her knees as the gun clattered on the asphalt beside the bullets. She put her hands behind her back and clasped her hands together, thrusting out her chest.

Maria stood over her, legs spread.

Her wet sex glistened under the white rubber skirt.

She smiled down at her. She pulled the earbuds out of Helen’s ears and dropped them. She pushed the hood back from her face. “You’re very beautiful.” 

Tears streamed down Helen’s face.

Maria pulled out a cellphone and held it so Helen could see the screen.

Helen cried out.

“Your sister, Nancy. We call her Nasty Nancy now.”

Nancy was decked out in black latex. Her body, where it wasn’t encased in rubber, was covered in pornographic tattoos. She was bent at the waist, grasping her ankles as a man fucked her from behind on a darkened city street. She moaned and cooed as he fucked her hard.

People passed by on the street, laughing and pointing.

A few masturbated.

“Havana. That’s live, by the way,” Maria said.

The man’s long, thick cock slid in and out of her sister’s heavily pierced pussy.

“Nancy, I have your sister, Helen, here,” Maria said.

Nancy looked at the camera, obviously a cell phone camera. “Hi, sis! Unnh… I missed you. Come play with me!”

Helen stared in horror at her sister’s smiling face.

“Oh, we have other plans for Helen, Nancy - but, you’ll see her someday,” Maria laughed.

Helen shook her head. “Please… I can’t look…”

Maria laughed. “No. Look. Look at your sister’s face. This is the first time she’s been happy, maybe in her entire life, Helen.”

“Gah, so fucking good!” Nancy groaned as her eyes closed.

Maria closed the phone screen. “All this time, you’ve been obsessing, searching for your sister, and she’s been deliriously happy, off the drugs, and serving a useful purpose. Foolish girl.”

“Let me go.”

“Oh, it’s far too late for that, dear.”

***

“You shouldn’t have told her,” Emma whispered. She was alone with Pam, chained to St. Andrew’s Crosses.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” Pam said, shaking her head.

“Yes, I do. You should have let her give me the shots. You know what she’ll do to Helen?”

The door opened and Maria walked in with a smile. “What will I do to her, Emma?”

Pam stared behind Maria.

A grinning Brittney stepped in holding a black leather leash. It led to a black rubber and chrome collar around Helen’s neck.

Helen’s eyes were bloodshot and tears rolled down her cheeks. She was naked, her hands bound behind her. Her athletic breasts were thrown forward by the bondage.

A two-foot-long, thin metal bar was attached to her ankles, keeping her long legs spread apart.

“I’m so sorry, Helen,” Pam whispered.

Helen didn’t look up. “Not your fault. It was going to happen sooner or later.”

“Of course, it was,” Maria said. “I’m surprised I didn’t sense you spying on us before.” She reached out and rubbed Helen’s clit between her thumb and index finger.

Helen whined and tried to pull away.

Maria laughed. “I’m going to do something special with you, Helen. I haven’t quite decided yet, but…” She kissed the woman’s lips. “It will not be to your liking.”

“Can’t you just let us go?” Pam asked.

“Of course. I’m going to free you and Emma shortly.” She smiled at Pam. “That is, if I can trust you won’t go to the authorities?”

“Please let Helen go too,” Pam pleaded.

“Oh, no… I don’t think so. She’s going to provide me with some much-needed entertainment.” She nodded at Brittney. “Please release Pam and Emma?”

“Yes, Maria,” Brittney said. She skipped across the floor and began undoing their restraints.

“Of course, once you get out of here, I’m sure you’ll decide to go to the police despite your promises.”

“No! We won’t!” Pam said.

“You might think about it… but, I wouldn’t advise it. I’ve implanted some instructions in your mind - if you attempt to tell anyone about what you've seen or heard here? Your little brains will shut down. Sort of a psychic induced lobotomy. You’ll be vegetables before you can tell the police anything.”

Pam swallowed. Somehow, she knew this was the truth. She hurriedly put her clothes on. “I’m so sorry, Helen.”

Emma pulled her clothes on, though much slower than Pam.

“It was my fault,” Helen whispered. “You wouldn’t be in this mess if it wasn’t for me. I’m the one who’s sorry.”

“Mess?” Maria looked amused. “You really think this isn’t a happy ending? You’ll think otherwise soon.”

Maria put a hand on Pam and Emma’s shoulders. “Now, as I said, no tattling. That will be very bad for you, understand?”

Pam and Emma nodded.

Maria turned away and Pam pulled Emma toward the door.

“Oh, one other thing,” Maria said.

Pam and Emma froze. They turned around.

“I’ve created new personalities for you: Pammie and Emmie. They’re sleeping inside your subconscious. One day, I will wake them up.” Maria smiled and her eyes narrowed. “And, you will be mine. Forever. I will twist you and form you into anything I want. And, my appetites? They’re legendary, aren’t they, Brittney?”

Brittney giggled. “Yep.” She winked at Pam and Emma and popped a pink sucker into her mouth.

“When? When are you going to do this to us?” Pam asked. She shivered.

Maria shrugged. “Anytime I like… or, anytime you like.” She smiled at Emma.

“What?” Emma asked.

“I’ll give you everything I promised, Emma. All you have to do is come to me.” She held out her hand.

Pam pulled Emma toward the door. “Come on.”

Emma pulled her hand away. “N… No.”

Pam grabbed her shoulders and shook her. “Emma! Come on!”

Emma shrugged away. “It’s so easy for you! You have someone, even though he’s a pig. At least you aren’t alone!”

Pam reached for her again, but she pulled away.

“I’m alone, Pam. I can’t stand it. I’d rather be her toy than alone.”

Pam took her hand. “Emma, please don’t! I love you. I won’t let you be alone…”

Emma smiled and caressed Pam’s cheek. “I know. But, I don’t want your pity.” She pulled away and nodded at Maria. “I’d rather have her lust.”

Maria grinned triumphantly. “Come to me, Emma.”

Emma walked toward her. She lowered her eyes.

“Kneel,” Maria said.

Emma knelt at her feet.

“Don’t do this to her. Please, Maria! Don’t!” Pam cried.

“Shh. Be still.” Maria caressed Emma’s cheek. “Dear, sweet, Emmie. You are my good girl, now and forever.”

Emma fell forward as Pam screamed.

Maria caught Emma’s shoulders and steadied her.

Emma began to giggle. She looked up at Maria. “Hi.”

“Hi, Emmie. Is my darling awake?”

“Mmm, hmm.” She leaned forward and began kissing Maria’s thighs.

Maria laughed. “Such a good girl.”

Emmie groaned and shifted her face under Maria’s short skirt. “Yummy,” she giggled.

Maria patted Emmie’s hair, and then she looked up at Pam. “Come to me, Pam. You know you want to be my good girl as well.”

Pam shuddered, the words touching her inside like a caress.

She turned and put her hand on the door handle.

“Pam. You want this. Don’t fight it.”

Pam shook.

“What is your life, really, Pam? Does it fulfill you? Are you so in love with your husband that you don’t long to be free of him?”

“You don’t know me?”

“Don’t I, my love? I sense nothing but regret in you, Pam. I will give you an eternity of love, indulgence, pleasure - you will be happy till the end of time. Or, walk away. Go back to your failed marriage. The choice is yours, for now.”

Emmie sucked and moaned between Maria’s thighs.

Pam trembled. She thought about Chad, waiting at home. Did she miss him as much as she would miss Emmie?

Pam turned and took a step toward Maria.

Helen looked at her in horror.

Maria smiled at her.

She dropped to her knees at Maria’s feet beside Emmie, who licked and sucked at Maria’s sex.

Maria tilted Pam’s face up. “I will make you happy, Pam. You know I will.”

Pam sobbed. She nodded.

“Pammie. You are my good girl, now and forever.”

Pam went to sleep.

Pammie woke up and smiled as Maria pulled her to her dripping sex.

***

“Pam? Where the hell are you? It’s after midnight. Call me, please?” Chad hung up the cell phone and paced. He had tried Emma’s number almost as much as Pam’s.

Something was wrong. Pam was never this late coming home.

Other than Emma, he didn’t know any of Pam’s other friends.

Had she left him? Maybe. Things hadn’t been right between them for a while.

That would explain why flat chested Emma hadn’t answered.

They were both probably hiding out at Emma’s place plotting Pam’s divorce.

Well, if that was the way she wanted to play it, fine. But, fuck if he was going to take it lying down.

He grabbed his keys just as the doorbell rang.

Pam? Why the fuck was she ringing the bell?

He jerked it open.

A ridiculously tall blonde with a mountain of tits squeezed into white rubber smiled down at him. “Chad Davis?”

Chad stared mesmerized at the perfect breasts aimed almost at his eye level. “Um, yeah…”

“My name is Maria. You’re no doubt frantic to find your wife?”

Chad blinked. “Pam? Do you know where she is?” He felt like he was in a daze, but the fog was clearing.

Two other women stood behind her, one a slightly shorter blonde with black plastic glasses and a black latex dress. The other, a tall woman wearing a hoodie pulled over her face.

“That’s why we’re here, Mr. Davis: to explain about your wife. May we come in?”

Chad felt a moment of panic. Something was not right, and it went far beyond the bondage outfits.

“I…”

“You should let us in, Chad,” Maria said gently.

Of course he should! What was wrong with him? He stepped aside and motioned them inside.

Maria nodded and strode past him. Both she and the black latex blonde were wearing thigh length boots with skyscraper heels.

The woman in the hoodie and sweatpants also appeared to be wearing heels.

Maria went into the living room and sat down in a wingback chair. The other blonde and hoodie girl stood behind her.

Chad sat down on the couch facing them.

“I’m afraid your wife won’t be coming home, Mr. Davis.”

“What?! Where is she?”

Maria smiled. “Her breasts are growing, and she’s receiving subliminal programming. Once completed, she’ll be an expert prostitute and exotic dancer. Her porn career will be legendary”

Chad stared blankly. Then he burst out laughing. “What the hell? Is this Pam’s idea of a joke?”

Maria shook her head. “I assure you, this is no joke. Your wife is now my property. A sex slave, to serve the Church of Morpheus. Strangely, she chose that fate on her own, along with her pretty little friend, Emma. To be honest, I think they are very much in love - I doubt she would have remained with you much longer in any event. You are a bit of a brute, and Pammie responds better to a gentler touch.”

Chad took out his phone. “I’m calling the police…”

“Feel free. I will deny everything I just said, and, should the police ask, Pammie will tell them that she left you of her own free will. Further, she will file charges against you for sexual assault, which Emmie will corroborate. You will be disbarred. Your career will be over.”

Chad set the phone down beside him slowly. “Who the fuck are you people?”

“The future, Mr. Davis. The salvation of all mankind if you can imagine that.” She smiled at him, her eyes sparkling. “Do feel free to stand on your morals, however. Call the police and let’s get started.”

Chad shook his head. “Just… get out.”

“Soon, however, I want to discuss reparations.”

“Reparations?”

She nodded. “I took something away from you, Mr. Davis. The Church is not so unfeeling that they will not compensate you for your loss.” She held up her left hand.

The woman in the hoodie took her hand and stepped around the armchair.

“This is Helen. Helen, dear, what makes you cum the hardest?” Maria asked.

The woman pulled the hood back from her face. She had huge dark eyes and short black hair. Her lips were full and painted red. “I love to be fucked up the ass.”

Maria smirked.

Helen unzipped her hoodie, revealing her naked torso beneath. She was hard muscled, and her breasts stood up firm and high, somewhat larger than a DDD.

Her torso was tattooed with words in feathery script: Whore, Slut, Ass Slut.

She turned around.

A tattoo adorned her lower back: Chad’s Whore.

Helen bent at the waist and slid the sweatpants down her narrow ass.

She pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her asshole.

Chad gasped.

Her pussy was pierced with at least a dozen gleaming, stainless steel rings.

She stepped out of the sweatpants, leaving her in nothing but a pair of four-inch heels.

“Recognize the rings in her clit and perineum?” Maria asked.

Chad looked closer: a tiny diamond ring pierced her clit, and a thick platinum ring pierced the skin between her pussy and asshole. He nodded.

They were Pam’s engagement and wedding rings.

“Mr. Davis, you have quite a reputation as a lawyer,” Maria said. “The Church values professionals such as yourself. Therefore, we are gifting you this new… wife. You’ll find her much more compliant than Pam.”

“Who… is she?”

“Unimportant. She was nobody. Now, she’s your slave… should you agree to join us. To serve the Church as one of our attorneys. We will pay you twice what your firm pays you, and the benefits? Oh, Mr. Davis, Helen is only the beginning of the benefits. Our god promises you anything you could ever dream of, and more.”

Chad stared at Helen’s pierced sex.

“Just say you want it, Chad. We’ll give you the world,” Maria whispered.

Chad swallowed.

Helen looked at him over her shoulder, lips slightly parted, tongue gently wetting her lips.

Chad nodded. “Yeah. Okay. Yes.”

Maria smiled. “In that case, feel free to consummate our agreement.”

Helen dropped to her knees.

Chad stood up and unzipped, letting his hard cock spring out.

Helen smiled up at him and licked her lips.

“There’s no need to be gentle, Mr. Davis. She’s your property,” Maria said as she spread her legs and fingered her own dripping sex.

The girl in black latex massaged Maria’s big breasts from behind the chair.

Chad smiled.

He grabbed Helen’s shoulders and spun her around, pushing her face to the carpet.

He shoved two fingers in Helen’s ass.

She moaned and laughed.

Chad rubbed his cock up and down Helen’s pierced, wet cunt.

Then he pressed it against Helen’s pucker.

“Fuck me hard, Chad. I want it soooo bad,” Helen moaned. Her voice was pure porn star, her words fake as her tits.

Chad grabbed her hips and thrust, burying his length in Helen’s tight ass.

***

Maria smiled as Chad began to fuck the newly created whore in long hard strokes. “You will tire of her, of course. When you do, simply bring her back to me and we’ll provide you with another - or a second to use in addition to her if you prefer. We like to keep the Professional Caste happy.” Maria stood up.

Chad was grunting, fucking his new toy. If he was paying attention to Maria’s words, he didn’t give any indication.

Maria caressed his face as she and Brittney walked past. “Also, should you want physical improvements of your own, don’t hesitate to ask. We will happily make your cock thirteen inches long and as thick as Helen’s supple wrist.”

Brittney smiled and waved. “Bye, Helen! Have fun!”

Helen was moaning into the carpet.

Maria and Brittney stepped out and closed the door behind them.

“Such a cute couple!” Brittney bubbled.

Maria rolled her eyes.

Brittney danced on her heels. There was a low brick wall beside the driveway. She stepped onto it and walked like a tightrope walker in her stilettos.

“Come down from there, please,” Maria sighed.

“No! I’m havin’ fun!” Brittney popped a pink sucker in her mouth and continued down the wall. The wall got progressively higher the further she went.

“Brittney, are you purposely disobeying me so I will punish you? Again?” Maria asked.

The blonde giggled. “Yeah.”

“Stop it at once.”

Brittney bit her lower lip. “Are we evil, Maria?”

“I am. You’re… just exasperating.”

“Helen’s going to be happy, right?”

“Helen has no choice than to be happy. That’s her programming. Now, come down this instant! The wall is getting too high.” The wall was almost six feet high just ahead.

Brittney grinned. She leaned to the side and did a perfect handstand on top of the wall. Her legs were straight up in the air. Then she spread her legs, pushing her tight rubber skirt down to her waist and exposing her naked pussy under the streetlight.

“Honestly, Brittney.”

She giggled at Maria. “I really like Luisa, you know, Senora Alvarez? I feel kind of bad you’re gonna make her kill her husband.”

“Please get down.” Maria shook her head. “As I said: maybe it won’t come to that.”

“Yeah, it will.”

“We don’t know that. It may not be necessary…”

“With the Church, it’s always gonna be necessary.” She bent to the side again and came up on her feet, skirt still up around her waist.

Maria contemplated the girl’s big, soulful eyes. Sometimes she wondered if Brittney’s mind was getting sharper - she had been a genius before the accidental brain damage.

“I love you, Maria. No matter what. We’re besties,” she smiled. “Even if you think the ends justify the meanie-ness.”

Maria returned the smile for a moment and then regained her composure. “Down. Now.”

Brittney frowned. “Your turn.”

“My turn what?”

“Say it.”

Maria pointed at her. “Who is the fucking dominant here?”

“Dominant, shmominant. I know ya love me. Say it.”

“Get down this instant or I’ll make your tits as big as pumpkins and give you an ass to match.”

Brittney stuck out her tongue.

“Brittney! Get down. It’s dangerous!”

“No, it is…” She tottered on her heels. Her eyes grew wide and she fell forward off the wall.

Before Brittney’s feet left the wall, Maria was moving.

She caught the blonde in her arms.

Brittney giggled up at her. “Gotcha. I knew you wouldn’t let me fall.” She nuzzled Maria’s breasts. “You love me. You know you do.”

Maria smiled down at her.

And, then she dropped her on the grass at the foot of the wall.

“Hey! That was rude!”

Maria rolled her eyes and walked toward the car.

Brittney scrambled to her feet and wrenched her latex skirt down. “Shotgun!”

“Idiot. There’s only two of us. Of course you get shotgun.”

“Oh, right.” She caught up to Maria and grabbed her hand, lacing her fingers with Maria’s. “Let’s go home and get weird.”

Maria burst out laughing. “Yes, dear.”

***

Pammie stood backstage as the slow, sultry music droned in the background.

She preferred Pammie now over her old name.

Maria had left her with most of her brain intact.

That had been six months ago.

When she was a normal human being.

She was over six feet tall in her heels, and blonde highlights had been added to her long, flowing brown hair. It reached halfway down her back.

Her eyes were light blue, almost the color of ice.

She adjusted the bikini top over her K cup breasts and made sure the sequined G-string was straight. She hadn’t noticed much brain cell loss from the Titty Grow, but then, she wondered if she was just so dumb now she couldn’t tell the difference?

Emmie, on the other hand, needed constant supervision. It was kind of cozy though - shooting pornos or going to orgies, she was constantly near Emmie. She had to make sure the giggly boob brain didn’t wander off.

Most of the changes Maria had made to them were great. Pam had always had hangups about sex.

Pammie had none.

And, Pammie needed to fuck constantly.

Still, she was always nervous about going on stage. Pammie needed the audience’s approval. She craved it like a drug.

She knew this was from the things Maria had done to her. The injections, the mind-altering videos - she had been like raw clay that Maria had sculpted into a statue of lust.

“I want you to give a warm Club Satan welcome to the luscious, the fuckable sex toy star of Sex Starved Stewardesses, Porn Wars, and Dick Crazy: Pammie!” The announcer said.

Pammie stepped through the curtain and onto the shiny black stage.

Perfect smile in place, walking one foot in front of the other, conscious of the sway of her thick hips.

The room went wild, screaming her name. The crowd, mostly male but not all, leered at her. She owned them - the low life's and the high society slummers, the teachers and thieves and ministers, the lonely singles and the sneaking husbands.

She was their fantasy, and they were her reason for living.

The music started as she reached the pole in the middle of the stage.

Her muscles flexed as she spun around the pole. Pammie went inverted and climbed up hand over hand.

They were mesmerized by her body, most of them not even realizing how much strength it took to perform the moves. She made it look easy with her enhanced muscles.

Four feet above the stage, she spread her legs, feeling the G-string pull into her cleft.

The crowd roared and men leaned over the stage.

She smiled and winked, sliding down the pole, bending her body like a snake hugging the pipe.

She came down on her high heels, legs spread wide.

Pammie reached behind and pulled a string on her bikini top. The tiny black fabric fell away, exposing her thick nipples with the silver clamps - clamps that kept the Ambrosia from spraying out onto the stage and the salivating crowd. One taste, and they would have rushed the stage.

She worked her way around the pole, giving a full view of her big tits and barely covered pussy to the crowd. They were watching her, but she was stalking them - looking for one that caught her eye.

Three quarters of the way around, she saw him: college boy, not quite twenty, mouth agape, eyes glued to her crotch.

Pammie smiled. She moved toward him.

His face was inches from her pussy.

“Hi,” she said.

“H… Hi.” He swallowed and his eyes went from her crotch to her breasts to her face.

His discomfort made her wet.

She ran a long red manicured nail down her torso, tracing her navel and then rubbing her clit through the black fabric of her G-string. “You want me, don’t you?”

His eyes followed the motion of her finger and he nodded slowly.

“You want to see, don’t you?”

“Y… Yes.”

She smiled. Her nail touched the edge of the G-string and moved it to the side.

“Holy… fuck,” he said.

The inverted pentagram charm dangled from her clit. She rubbed her glistening clit with her fingertip and the charm twinkled in the spotlight.

“Come closer.”

He looked up at her, unsure.

“It’s okay. I want you to. I want to feel your breath on me.”

He leaned forward.

She reached out and ran her fingers through his short black hair. “Taste me.”

His eyes grew wide as she grasped his hair and pulled him forward.

His tongue flickered out and he touched her clit.

“Mmmm,” she groaned.

The crowd went insane.

Pammie was dimly aware of the bouncers pushing the crowd back, all but the frat boy who was gently licking her clit.

“Lower,” she said as she pulled the G-string all the way to the side.

His tongue slid deep inside her and she laughed.

The crowd erupted in cat calls and applause as she rode her pussy up and down the boy’s face.

Pammie threw her head back and screamed. Her juices flooded the boy’s face and mouth.

She stood up and pulled him onto the stage.

He had to look up at her.

She smiled and pressed her full lips to his, sliding her tongue deep into his mouth as her right hand found the bulging crotch of his jeans. She tasted her own juices mixed with his spit.

Pammie almost laughed as she felt him go stiff in her arms.

A dark spot spread out across his crotch.

He pulled away from the kiss. “God! I’m sorry…”

“Shh,” she whispered. “It’s okay. Every guy does it. But, I’ll bet I can make you hard again, don’t you?”

He stared into her eyes and nodded.

She held his hand and led him off the stage as the entire room continued to applaud.

“Where are we going?” The young man asked as they went backstage.

Pammie laughed. “You're adorable.”

“I thought… I mean, there are signs that say you can’t touch…”

“Only with my permission,” she said. “And, I’m giving you permission.”

She led him upstairs to the private rooms.

Pammie opened a door and pulled him inside.

“You know who Emmie is, don’t you?” Pammie asked as she closed the door behind them. “We’ve been in a lot of movies together.”

Emmie was on her hands and knees on the floor, huge tits swinging as she took a huge cock doggie style from a muscular, middle aged man. She was deep throating a stockbroker at the same time who was leaning back in a leather easy chair.

“Oh, my God,” the boy said.

Pammie sat down on a leather couch near the threesome and pushed the frat boy down to his knees between her thighs. “I think you started something downstairs?”

He needed no coaxing. He went down on her with enthusiasm.

“Good boy. Tastes good, doesn’t it?”

He mumbled an affirmative as his tongue played with the pentagram charm.

“I love the taste of pussy too. All girls do, secretly,” she whispered. “Remember that. We’re all whores inside.”

He nodded as he tongue fucked her pussy.

Pammie laughed and drew him closer, rubbing her cunt on his face.

Stockbroker pulled out of Emmie’s mouth and he shot thick strands of cum on her smiling face.

Emmie used her finger and fed the cum on her cheeks into her mouth. “Mmm, yummy. Real good cock and cum, Pammie.”

“Did you have fun, babe?” Pammie asked and then moaned.

“Mmm hmm,” Emmie giggled. “Hey, stud? Fuck Emmie’s ass, okay?”

The man pounding her cunt groaned and slid out - he was at least nine inches long. He pressed the head against her asshole.

“Yeah! Fuck me hard!” Emmie screamed.

The stockbroker who had given her the facial smirked and stood up, stuffing his thick cock back in his pants. “God, you’re a fucking slut.”

Emmie thrust back against the other man’s cock and took him deep in her ass. “Of course! They made my perverted ass in a lab!”

Pammie laughed. The boy between her legs was giving some great oral. “Oh, fuck! Honey, you’re going to make me cum!”

The frat boy licked faster.

“Good little pussy eater! Make me cum!”

Her orgasm began in her toes and she rewarded the hard-working young man with a squirting orgasm that soaked his face and shirt.

Pammie shuddered and held his face tight against her cunt until the spasms stopped.

Finally, Pammie pushed him back and stood up.

She smiled down at him.

He looked up at her in rapt adoration.

“Come here.” She led him to the chair the stockbroker had vacated.

He stood dazed as Pammie unzipped and unfastened his jeans. She yanked them down along with his cum soaked underwear.

He was already getting hard and Pammie figured he would be about eight inches once she got to work.

She pushed him back into the chair.

He stared at her, mouth open as she knelt on the floor beside Emmie. She looked deep into her best friend’s eyes. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” Emmie said as the man behind her continued to pound her ass.

Pammie leaned in and kissed her, sliding her tongue into Emmie’s mouth.

She heard the frat boy gasp at the sight of the two beautiful porn stars swapping spit between his thighs.

Pammie pulled back and smiled.

Together, she and Emmie smiled up at the frat boy.

Pammie grasped the base of his stiffening cock and guided it into Emmie’s mouth, and then lowered her lips to his ball sack.

Emmie’s ass fucker reached over and slid two fingers into Pammie’s wet cunt and then slipped two more into her tight ass.

She smiled to herself. A few short months ago, a bimbo had kissed her at lunch and grabbed her ass. Now, she was the bimbo, and she had never been happier.

The End
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Oops! Caught me red handed! Well, very nearly wet handed. Oh, stop, it’s not like that at all – I’m just helping my new friend loosen up. Don’t want her straining anything once the action starts getting hot and heavy, now do we?

Speaking of loosening up, how about that Pammie and Emmie? I for one can’t wait to watch their naughty films. And, what a happy ending! I love happy endings, don’t you? Oh, never mind, I see you had a happy ending of your own .

If you liked this naughty tale, please, please, please take a moment and give us a review! Reviews get us exposure and we all know how important exposing oneself is… it’s how we make money, silly! We need your help – give us a review and we can keep peddling our smut. Believe it or not, there’s not a lot of money in this gig. Why we barely make enough money to keep us in lube, much less pay for my hot outfits!

And, in case you’re hungry for more? Oh, we have more! Check out the ads for our other books on the next page.

Now, where was I with my little sweetie here? Oh, yes, tell me sweetheart, are you open minded?

Kisses and Licks,

Sister Asmodea
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Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney


The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.
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