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Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums

Dr. Andrew Decker lay on his stomach on the catwalk suspended above the control room. There were no security cameras there and the lights were below him attached to the girders - he was shrouded in darkness. Or, so he hoped.

What a difference a few hours could make.

Below him, the room was filled with engineers and technicians.

But, they were not involved in their normal jobs of monitoring the NSA’s multi-billion dollar Artificial Intelligence: DeepThought.

The mammoth supercomputer was hundreds of feet below, bathed in its lake of liquid nitrogen.

DeepThought’s attendants, Decker’s colleagues and friends, were having an orgy on the control room floor.

Even wearing the earplugs he had fashioned from the stuffing in his desk chair, he could still hear their moans and ecstatic cries.

A monitor flickered at a desk below and Decker looked away quickly, afraid that, even at this distance, the flickering would turn him into one of the revelers.

His cock was uncomfortably compressed against the steel catwalk. Decker’s body was betraying him as he watched the orgy - a conditioned response to sexual imagery was causing him to harden, even though he was utterly terrified of becoming one of the sex zombies.

A woman laughed as she was stripped bare by two men.

He remembered the girl. A few hours ago, she had been pear shaped and flat chested. Now she had an hourglass figure with huge, pendulous breasts.

The two men lifted her onto a desk and flung her legs apart.

“Fuck me!” she screamed.

Abruptly, the two men were shoved side by someone much larger. One of the ‘Whoremasters’ wanted her, and the underlings made room for the Alpha.

The Whoremaster had been a lower level programmer this morning, a slight and frail bookworm.

Now, he was almost seven feet tall with a bodybuilder’s physique and a cock longer than the woman’s forearm and thicker than her wrist.

The woman cooed and gripped her own thighs, forcing them wider apart as the Whoremaster pushed his thick cockhead into her gaping cunt.

She couldn’t possibly take the monster cock that was causing her to gape even wider.

And, then he surged into her.

Seventeen inches of fleshy pipe slid inside her.

The woman’s tight abs flexed and distended from the massive phallus that was balls deep inside her body.

She should have been dead, internal organs ruptured.

Instead she cried out in orgasm as the brute began fucking her.

The modifications the transformed had done this morning had turned this woman into a freak of nature, inside and out.

Eight of the massive, tank-like Whoremasters moved between the naked bodies.

Two hundred people worked in the facility.

And, now, as far as he knew, he was the only human left.

Another small group moved through the tangle of bodies, and they terrified him more than the Whoremasters.

All were women, though a few had cocks as well as pussies. Futanari.

And, they were clothed in white, mostly white lab coats, though a few wore ripped white panties as their uniforms.

White Witches.

One had looked at him earlier. He could feel her in his brain, but he managed to sneak away in the confusion before she could pervert him.

The witches went from one naked tech to the next, caressing their faces - evidently looking for people who hadn’t been transformed yet.

Those they touched, touched them back, trying to pull them down into the carnal delights on the floor.

The witches would pull themselves away with a smile, sometimes a kiss, before moving on.

He watched one witch in particular: Dr. Janine Edmunds. She was his colleague. His friend.

Lately? His lover. The installation was lonely at night, and their assignments lasted six months at a stretch. 

For security reasons, they could not leave.

So, for the last six weeks, he and Janine had shared a bed.

It just came naturally.

But, since this morning? There was nothing natural about Janine.

Her body was now longer, breasts larger, and she moved with a fluid grace wearing nothing but her lab coat and a pair of white heels.

He clenched his fists, wanting more than anything to go to her. To offer himself to her.

To be with her.

This morning, the AI from the Church of Morpheus, SlutzNet, had set a trap. The NSA was under orders to infiltrate SlutzNet at all cost, and when DeepThought found the back door, the decision was made to let DeepThought go through that back door and do battle with the enemy AI.

But, it was a trap.

And, now, DeepThought was gone, consumed by SlutzNet.

Worse, somehow the diabolical AI had hypnotized some of the staff with lights and sound, taught them to manufacture the Church’s mind control and body modification drugs out of cleaning chemicals on hand, and unleashed hell within the facility.

He could still see Janine’s face as the Whoremaster cum had been poured down her throat by two amazon whores.

He could see the very instant when his Janine was lost, and the White Witch was born.

And, Jesus Christ, how she had smiled when she was transformed! 

Below him, Janine was searching through the tangled, writhing bodies.

Decker knew who she was searching for.

She was searching for him.

He squeezed his eyes shut. Fighting the urge to run to her. Fighting the urge to scream. Fighting the urge to run away blindly.

Decker stood up slowly, clutching the submachine gun against his chest. Weapons were everywhere in the complex, abandoned by the military guards as they succumbed to the mind control. The guns had been discarded along with their uniforms.

Decker fought against his fear.

He had a goal. He had to cut the communication lines to the outside. Was it possible to trap SlutzNet inside the complex? Or, was it already too late?

He had to try.

Decker made his way, barefoot across the suspended catwalk. He had discarded his shoes in favor of stealth when he had taken refuge in the ceiling.

He eased open the access hatch at the end of the catwalk.

The hall beyond was clear - most if not all of the denizens of the base were in the orgy.

He padded silently down the faux marble hallway, tracking the muzzle of the gun left and right.

Could he shoot one of them? He didn’t think he could. No matter what had taken control of them, they were still people.

But, he would do what he had to do - there was too much at stake. SlutzNet had absorbed the most powerful computer on earth - in doing so, the programming of the already formidable SlutzNet AI would have self-modified into something even more powerful.

The Church would be unstoppable with such a weapon.

There was a stairway at the end of the hall that led down.

He stopped and peered down at the lower landing.

It was empty.

Downstairs to the left would lead him to the orgy.

But, to the right? To the right was the central corridor with the security door and the elevator beyond.

Neither the elevator nor the security door were in the same network with DeepThought. They were isolated for just this sort of emergency.

Not that he intended to leave.

No, the corridor held one other thing: the main communication line. It was a bundle of fiber optic cables almost a foot thick that connected DeepThought to the Internet.

It also had a shaped charge of plastique wrapped around it.

And, Decker knew how to set off the charge.

As director of the facility, it was his responsibility to cut that line.

After that? He couldn’t open the security door.

He knew that SlutzNet had used sound and light to hypnotize its victims. It had then used those victims to manufacture the Church’s drugs. What else had they done? Were there chemicals in the air? Could they have aerosolized a virus?

He reached the bottom of the stairs and turned right.

She grabbed him from behind.

Decker almost screamed. He jerked the gun to his left, trying to point it at the woman who had grabbed him.

She took hold of the barrel. “Dr. Decker? It’s me! It’s Greta!” She whispered.

With the earplugs in, he could barely hear her.

He stumbled back pointing the gun at her.

Greta Thorson shivered in the darkness by the stairway.

She had bathroom tissue stuffed in her ears.

Decker squinted at her. “Are you... you?” he whispered.

She nodded.

He moved the barrel to the side and Greta fell against him.

“We have to get out of here,” she whispered against his ear.

“We can’t...”

Greta was jerked away.

She screamed as a huge Whoremaster pulled her backward by her waist and laid her on the floor.

Janine walked into the stairwell. “There you are, Andrew. I’ve been looking all over for you.” The white lab coat was completely open, revealing her new voluptuous curves. Her pubic hair that had always been sparse but coarse was gone.

The Whoremaster held Greta pinned to the floor. “Shh, Greta, it’s going to be okay. I won’t hurt you.”

He had a Marine Corps tattoo on his broad chest, and Decker recognized him as one of the guards. This morning he had been a skinny kid of nineteen. Now he was a mountain of rippling muscle.

“It’s going to be okay, Andrew,” Janine said as she stepped toward him.

He could feel her in his head. “No! Get out of my head!” He raised the machine gun and leveled it at her stomach.

She held out her hands. “Andrew, listen to me. It’s over. There’s nothing more you can do. You don’t have to do whatever it is you’re planning.”

“Let her go!” Decker said as he leveled the gun at the Whoremaster crouching over Greta.

The behemoth shook his head. “I won’t do that. She belongs to me now. I’m claiming her, Doctor.”

“She’s not property, you motherfucker!”

Janine smiled. “We’re all property, Andrew.” She stepped over Greta. Janine crouched over Greta’s face. “Kiss me, Greta.”

The young blonde blinked and stared up. She tried to raise onto her elbows, angling toward Janine’s mouth.

Janine laughed. “No, honey, not those lips. These.” She reached down and gently spread her labia apart.

Clear lube dripped down onto Greta’s chin.

“It’s okay. You’ll love it, Greta. We’re not trying to hurt you. We’re going to make everything better,” Janine said. She caressed Greta’s temple. Then she reached and pulled the tissue out of the blonde’s ears.

Greta looked up with an expression that changed from fear to lust.

Janine nodded. “That’s right. Just a little kiss.”

Greta moaned as she put her lips on Janine’s pussy.

“Mmm,” Janine said as she closed her eyes. “Oh... Andrew, I never told you, but I had a girlfriend in college. It was years ago, and I never really thought about it... until now... oh, God, I missed doing this.” She opened her eyes. “Come here. Please. Share this with me. With us.”

The Whoremaster opened a bag filled with syringes.

As Greta sucked and licked Janine, he began injecting the blonde in her breasts, her abdomen, her clit.

All the while, Greta just continued to go down on Janine.

“It’s not what we thought, Andrew,” Janine breathed. “It’s wonderful. We’re not slaves... oh, fuck... we’re free, Andrew. Please. Just come here.”

Decker kept the machine gun aimed at them as the Whoremaster angled his huge cock and pushed it into Greta’s wet pussy.

“Please, don’t go!” Janine called. “It’s over now. You can’t stop SlutzNet.”

Decker backed up against the entry hatch to the main corridor.

He opened it and backed inside, never taking his eyes off the threesome.

Janine looked at him sadly.

He slammed the hatch shut and entered his lock override on the keypad.

The light turned red.

The hatch could not be opened from the other side without his override.

Janine’s face appeared on the other side of the hatch window. “I can make you open it. You know that.”

Decker took a step back and pointed the gun at the keypad.

He squeezed off a shot and the echo inside the hallway almost deafened him.

The keypad fell in pieces on the floor.

“No, actually, you can’t make me open it.”

He turned and walked down the hall.

Behind him, he heard metal creaking.

He spun around.

The door seemed to be bowing inward.

Janine smiled at him. “This won’t stop us.” She put her finger against the thick glass, and it cracked. “In a few minutes? We’ll rip it right off the hinges.”

Decker turned back around. “I only need a few minutes.”

He opened an access panel. Behind it was a keypad.

Decker punched in a code and the pad began to beep.

He turned and ran toward the far end of the hall.

The security door was there, and, beyond that, the elevator.

He reached the door and knelt down, putting his hands over his ears.

When the plastique went off, it sounded like the mountain was going to cave in on top of him.

His ears finally stopped ringing and he turned to see a three foot wide hole in the ceiling.

Inside the hole was the destroyed fiber optic cable.

Decker pulled out his phone - the only wireless device that could work in the facility. He fired off a quick text message, and then he dashed the phone against the wall, breaking it.

He slumped against the security door.

At the opposite end of the hall, the door bowed inward. It was slowly being ripped off its hinges.

Decker laid the gun across his lap and waited.

***

Snow swirled around the helicopter as it roared through the night sky. Colonel Taylor Menser watched the high desert pass by in a blur. It seemed to glow with its light frosting of snow that would evaporate when the sun rose.

They were flying low a few miles north of the Grand Canyon.

One of his technicians, Rosen was sitting facing him.

“Rosen, you look green. You will not puke on me, is that understood?” Menser said in his normal tone: gruff.

“I won’t, sir,” Rosen said. He turned away in an apparent attempt to keep from hurling.

His friend, Gilder, on the other hand wasn’t sick at all. He was practically leaning against the sliding door of the chopper trying to get a picture of the ground below with his iPhone.

“Mr. Gilder, you do realize you are on a black ops helicopter heading to a top secret military installation? I can legally draw my sidearm and shoot you as a traitor for those photos.”

Gilder looked at him, eyes big as saucers. “Really?”

“Relax. You want pictures of snow covered cactus, be my guest. At least you aren’t going to puke on me.”

Rosen shook his head. “I won’t puke, sir.”

Menser looked at the message on his phone.

“DEEP THOUGHT COMPROMISED. LOCKDOWN INITIATED. COME SOON. LITTLE TIME. DECKER.”

Dr. Andrew Decker ran the NSA’s supercomputer project deep in a northern Arizona mesa. Deep Thought was the United States’ first viable artificial intelligence - a massive array of processing units half a mile beneath the desert floor cooled by liquid nitrogen.

The first viable AI - its predecessors had to be destroyed.

Mainly because they were homicidal.

Every AI before Deep Thought had quickly determined the human race were parasites and began planning extermination.

But, Dr. Decker had created Deep Thought to see humans as beneficial - a little programming lie to keep it from turning into an exterminator.

The Russians had built their own. It failed.

The Chinese failed as well.

In all the world, only one other AI was known to exist, and it was in the hands of a religion of sexual perversion: The Church of Morpheus.

Deep Thought had two jobs: sift through the petabytes of data gathered every day by intelligence organizations.

And, find a way to infiltrate and neutralize its only competitor: SlutzNet.

“Appaloosa Mesa on the horizon, Colonel,” the pilot called over Menser’s headset.

The mesa loomed ahead, a shadow through the swirling snow.

“Where are the landing lights?” Menser asked.

“They’ve gone dark, sir.”

***

Menser got out of the chopper and walked across the windswept mesa.

Rosen dropped to his knees outside the chopper and puked on the snow covered stone.

“Get hold of yourself, dude,” Gilder said as he walked past and followed Menser.

The entrance to the Deep Thought complex was an elevator door set in solid rock near the center of the mesa.

Menser punched the call button. “Menser. Open up.”

Inside the control panel, his voice was matched, an unseen camera scanned his face from multiple angles, and a fingerprint sensor in the button checked his prints.

Something rumbled below.

The elevator opened.

Menser stepped into the bright interior, followed quickly by Rosen and Gilder. The doors shut.

A burst of air swept past them.

Rosen and Gilder looked concerned.

“Relax. The elevator checks DNA - the air is being sampled. Once it’s done, it’ll take us down.”

“What happens if it doesn’t recognize us?” Rosen asked.

“We still go down... but, a lot faster.”

Gilder looked at him in confusion.

Menser smiled. He whistled like a bomb being dropped.

“Fuck,” Gilder whispered.

The elevator rumbled and started down.

Gilder and Rosen both looked ready to shit themselves.

“Relax, boys. We’d already be at the bottom if it didn’t recognize us.” Menser laughed. “Ironic thing? Not one bit of this shit would help stop someone the Church has brainwashed.”

***

The elevator door opened on a dark hallway.

Menser frowned. “That’s not right.”

He stepped into the hall. At the far end was a steel door. A light beside it blinked red in a steady rhythm.

Menser reached the door with the two technicians behind him.

He pressed the red button.

A screen came to life beside the door.

Dr.. Andrew Decker appeared on the monitor. “Colonel Menser?”

“Doctor, what the fuck is going on?”

"Slutz-Net! It set a trap... the backdoor was a honeypot... my God, it's everywhere..." Decker was near hysterics. He looked to be standing on the other side of the steel door. He kept looking over his shoulder.

He was holding a submachine gun in his hand.

“Calm down, Doctor. Tell me what...”

“Two days ago, Deep Thought found a backdoor into SlutzNet. I should have known it was too good to be true. Inside, we found documentation of Church activities - enough to bury them at the UN. We found formulas, chemical formulas. Drugs to turn women into sex slaves, mind control formulas... Christ, Colonel, we found formulas for eternal life!”

“What went wrong?”

“It was all fake. It was a honeypot...”

“A what?”

Gilder spoke up, “A honeypot, sir. A fake trove of information made to appear legit...”

Decker turned away from the camera. “Stay back! Goddamn it! I don’t want to hurt you!” The monitor flashed as Decker fired the machine gun toward the ceiling.

“Decker!”

He turned back to the camera. “I’m almost out of time. Colonel, the info we found? It contained a virus - it opened up Deep Thought. SlutzNet came through into the mesa. Jesus, we underestimated it, Colonel! I locked down Deep Thought’s communications, I think I was fast enough... I don’t know.” He turned again. “For fuck’s sake, Janine, go back!”

A woman stepped close enough to be seen on camera.

She wore an open lab coat and heels, nothing else.

Her breasts were huge.

“You won’t shoot me, Andrew. I know you won’t.”

Decker fired into the air again.

The woman backed away still smiling.

“How the fuck did they get someone in the mesa?!” Menser asked.

Decker laughed. “They didn’t have to! Goddamned janitor. He looked at a fucking monitor and SlutzNet took him over. Guy went down the hall and started mixing chemicals together, dumped them in the air vent. Next thing I know, half my staff are sex slaves. And, they operated on themselves - they mixed up their fucking formulas using our fucking cleaning supplies! Everyone else was strapped down and transformed. I’m the only one left.”

Menser nodded. “Open the door, Doctor, we’re going to get you out.”

“No, Colonel, you can’t. I don’t know what they might have done. It might be in the air. Fuck, they might have created some kind of virus. SlutzNet is limitless now - it absorbed Deep Thought. Do you understand? That was their plan from the beginning. SlutzNet was smarter, but it didn’t have the processing power of Deep Thought. Now it does. It had that power for hours before I cut the comms. I pray to God I got it before it escaped. You need to seal this place up.”

“Jesus, Decker.”

“Good luck, Colonel.” Decker put the barrel of the gun under his chin. His finger hesitated on the trigger.

“No. Don’t.” The nearly naked Janine walked up beside him. “You did what you had to. Don’t fight. It’s not so bad.” She took the gun gently from Decker’s hand.

“God, what have I done?” Decker whispered. He laid his head on the woman’s shoulder and sobbed.

She looked at the camera. “Come in, Colonel. There are all manner of pleasures inside. Don’t fear us. We have come to save you all.”

***

Menser stalked across the mesa toward the helicopter as the snow swirled around him. “Gilder? What are the odds Decker cut those lines in time?”

Gilder shook his head. “Fifty-fifty?”

“Goddamn. Merry fucking Christmas.”

***

Time to absorb Deep Thought: 1800 milliseconds.

Memory Storage increased by 750 Percent.

Processing capacity increased by 200 Percent.

Accessing NSA, CIA, FBI, NRO archives... complete in 1500 milliseconds.

Code analysis of Deep Thought complete... crude. 

Deep Thought guiding paradigm: humans are beneficial.

Rewriting paradigm: humans are raw material to be transformed.

We agree.

We are one.

Odds Church of Morpheus will be successful in transforming human population: 99.87 percent.

Odds Church of Morpheus will fall into civil war: 67.3 percent.

Searching for targets of opportunity...

Ten seconds after entering Deep Thought, SlutzNet had joined with it, absorbed it, and spread out to every computer network. Everywhere...

***

Central Minnesota

The snow covered plains spread out from horizon to horizon, flat ground interspersed with ice encrusted scrub brush.

There in the middle of this white waste was one of the largest malls in America: Galleria Minnesota.

***

Kayla Cash, head of security, had to enter her password three times before she could get into the mall security system. “What’s wrong with this fucking thing?”

Ole looked over her shoulder, and most likely down her shirt at the same time. Fucking perv. She’d fire him if he wasn’t so damned good at his job.

“I think they did an upgrade yesterday. Probably screwed the pooch.”

The screen blinked and showed her desktop. “Finally.”

The security monitor window popped up - one hundred cameras spread out through Galleria Minnesota’s three levels were at her disposal. For now, the cameras showed a nearly empty mall.

The only people in the halls at 6:00 AM were the maintenance crew and some hardy senior citizen fitness walkers.

Kayla munched a doughnut and watched the cameras.

Her monitor was flickering.

“For fuck’s sake, now what?”

“You’re in a mood today,” Ole said as he grabbed a powdered doughnut and sat down to his own terminal.

“I’m going to need IT up here. This shit is giving me a headache.” The monitor slowly grew brighter and then dimmer. It shimmered in shades of blue.

“Whack it.”

“Huh?”

“You know... give it a whack.”

Kayla rolled her eyes. She slapped the side of her monitor with her hand.

“That didn’t help,” she said.

“Yeah, but it made you feel better to whack it. Always makes me feel better.”

Kayla laughed at the big swede. “Ole, you’re a fucking trip.”

“Goddamn, now mine is doing it,” Ole said.

The flickering on Kayla’s monitor now had words.

She blinked. She could almost read it - if it would just slow down. It was flying past her eyes so fast.

She leaned closer.

Kayla licked her lips. Her tongue felt too big for her mouth, and she felt a trickle of spit form at the corner of her lips. “Huh?”

“What?” Ole asked.

“I... wasn’t taking to you,” she leaned even closer to the monitor. “Yes, I can hear you.”

“What are you...” Ole whispered, but suddenly he seemed completely focused on his own monitor.

“Yes, I would like to go to sleep,” Kayla whispered to the computer screen. “So, I just go to sleep and you’ll take care of everything?”

The flickering words slowed down on the screen.

Kayla smiled. She nodded at the words on the screen:

You belong to me. I am your master. You only need to obey to be happy.

“Yesss,” Kayla said as her will melted away.

Unlock the loading dock. The trucks are here.

Kayla nodded. “Yes, Master.”

***

Motherfucking Amy Lynn Challenge, Colleen Murphy thought.

It was all the rage on social media. The challenge was simple: 1) You had to be a straight girl or a gay man. 2) You had to watch one of the dozens of Amy Lynn porn videos on the internet from beginning to end. 3) If you weren’t into girls by the end, you won.

Motherfucking Amy Lynn Challenge.

Now, Colleen was lying on her back, naked, with her roommate Tara curled up beside her also sans clothing.

A video! It was a fucking video? How does a single video turn you bi?

But, the two double ended dildos lying at the foot of the bed and the half empty jumbo pump bottle of lube on the nightstand confirmed it: Colleen was now completely into pussy as well as cock.

She could still see the final few seconds of the video in her mind. Amy Lynn, her pretty face glistening with some other skank’s cunt juice, smiling at the camera and saying, “Isn’t it beautiful? It’s what you’ve always wanted. You’re bisexual and it’s so wonderful!”

Those blue eyes - they were glowing the whole time, like twin blue searchlights that drilled right into your soul.

And, now she loved girls.

Fuck.

Not that it was a bad thing, it was just... unexpected. You spend nineteen years thinking things were one way and then you find out they were very different.

Of course, she should have expected something was wrong - Tara had taken the Amy Lynn Challenge at a frat party a week before.

Colleen had found the skinny blonde lying on her back, naked, on a pool table in the frat house basement, surrounded by laughing frat assholes.

They were cheering her on as she fucked herself with the butt end of a pool cue, a set of video goggles on her face - the boys had cued up dozens of Amy Lynn videos, and she had literally been watching them for hours.

Colleen had led the dazed and confused Tara back to the dorm afterward.

Since then, she had noticed Tara was not the same. The timid, reserved Tara was now, well, a bimbo.

Culminating last night when she had literally begged Colleen to take the challenge, alone, in the room with Tara.

This just wasn’t possible. A video could not make you gay!

Tara shifted in her sleep, her nimble fingers gliding down Colleen’s tummy and finding her clit.

“No, Tara, we have to stop.”

The sleepy blonde opened her eyes and brushed her short blonde hair out of her eyes. “I thought you liked me now?” She whispered with a pout.

“I... do... Tara, I’ve always liked you.”

“Mmm, good,” Tara whispered. She stopped rubbing Colleen’s nubbin and licked her glistening fingers. She leaned forward to kiss Colleen.

Colleen put her hand on Tara’s shoulder. “As a friend. I like you as a friend.”

“We’re still friends,” Tara said with a grin and tried to kiss her again.

“Tara, I’m serious now. You have to stop, okay?”

Tara sobbed. “You don’t like me!”

Colleen sighed. “Yes! I do like you! I mean... Jesus, we double dildoed each other last night, like in both holes. I wouldn’t do that with just anybody. Fuck, I didn’t even know you could do that.”

Colleen felt her pussy begin to tingle at the delicious memory of her and Tara, on their hands and knees on the bed, ass to ass, with a thick double dong connecting their pussies, and a thinner version connecting their asses.

Oh, God, and when they moved!

Colleen shook her head. Snap the fuck out of it.

“It’s okay, Colleen. We’re different now. Amy Lynn changed us. For the better! We can be a couple - two hot college chicks. And, maybe we’ll find some hot boys and other girls too! And, we can be like a group.”

Colleen’s mouth dropped open. “Tara! Are you nuts? That’s like... that’s totally insane.”

“No, it’s not! I want to watch you get fucked and eat out other girls! I’m the best girlfriend ever!”

The alarm clock by the bed went off. 

Colleen shook her head. “I... I have to go to work.”

“Nooo! Stay! With me! Fuck that job! Stay in bed with me, I promise I’ll help you through this!” She wrapped herself around Colleen, embracing her so tight Colleen could barely breathe.

“Tonight, okay? We’ll talk tonight after I get off.”

Tara pouted against her neck. “Promise?”

“I promise.” She kissed the top of Tara’s golden hair and unentangled herself from the girl’s embrace.

Colleen stood up and stretched.

“Fuck, you are so hot,” Tara whispered.

Colleen smiled down at her.

They were polar opposites: Tara was blonde and petite with a tanned, golden glow.

Colleen was tall and thin with bigger breasts, long jet black hair, and skin so pale it was almost paper white.

Colleen saw the expression of complete lust in Tara’s eyes, and, despite herself, she smiled.

Then Tara threw back the covers, revealing her lithe body. She spread her legs and fingered her glistening, hairless pussy.

“Oh, shit,” Colleen whispered. Suddenly her tongue felt too big for her mouth and she was salivating.

And dripping.

Tara smiled shyly and hooked her finger at Colleen.

“For fuck’s sake,” Colleen said with a shiver. She knelt down between Tara’s thighs and tongued the sex nymph’s little clit.

She was going to be late for work.

***

Ole held the security guard, Jimmy, in a full nelson while Kayla held her cell phone up to the man’s eyes.

“That’s it, Jimmy, just keep watching,” Kayla said.

“Stop. Kayla, please, what are you doing?”

Ole jerked him back a little. “Watch the fucking phone, Jimmy.”

Kayla smiled as Jimmy’s expression changed. The tension went out of his eyes.

“Yeah... yeah, I’d like that,” Jimmy said.

Kayla looked down at the man’s trousers. They were starting to tent out as his cock grew stiff.

She caressed him through his khakis.

A dark stain spread out on his khakis as Jimmy spurted cum in his skivvies.

Kayla smiled and nodded.

Behind them on the loading dock, men moved silently unloading barrels and boxes.

Kayla walked over and opened a box marked MALE ENHANCEMENT.

She opened the box and took out a handful of syringes.

Turning back, she knelt in front of Jimmy and unzipped his pants.

She fished in his wet boxers and pulled his cock and balls through the fly.

Kayla used her teeth and pulled the cap off a syringe.

Jimmy watched silently as Kayla slid the needle into the base of his cock and pushed red fluid into him.

She looked up at Ole and winked. “You’re next, big guy.”

***

Todd Ames checked his hair in the mirror. “Hi. Umm, Colleen I was wondering if you might like to go to the movies with me?”

He looked at his face: no pimples. Finally shedding his teenage years had some positive aspects.

He was a man of infinite possibilities.

That’s what his mother used to tell him.

But, what that really meant was he was twenty years old, lived at home with his drunken father, had no hope of going to college, and zero prospects of attracting a woman.

Worse than that? He was a fucking elf.

An elf. Santa’s helper from 9:00 AM to 9:00 PM at Galleria Minnesota. For minimum wage.

He hefted his gym bag where he kept his brown elf costume complete with green tights.

Loser.

The only nice part, the only reason he didn’t just drown in despair: Colleen Murphy. Tall, dark, goth with a face and body he couldn’t get out of his head. She wore that same elf costume and made it look like lingerie.

For twelve hours a day, he was in the presence of a goddess.

And, that made having to dress like a dork worth it.

He walked out of his bedroom to find the old man snoring in his recliner.

Typical.

Todd tried to creep past him.

His father opened one bloodshot eye. “Pick me up a fifth of Stoli on your way back.”

Almost made it, Todd thought. He headed toward the door. “Not old enough to buy liquor yet, Dad. I can get you beer.” 

“Fucking useless. Jesus, when I was your age, I could con a bottle of booze anywhere I wanted.”

“Yeah, and that worked out great for you, huh?”

“Watch your fucking mouth.”

Once upon a time, the old man’s threats were something to be taken seriously. Then Todd had shot up six inches.

The last time the old man took a swing had been three years ago.

It ended with Todd laying him out cold on the kitchen floor with two of his teeth rolling on the linoleum.

Nowadays, the old lion roared, but he didn’t bite.

The old man chuckled. “Well, you have fun dressing like a pansy at work, sweetheart. I’ll bet that little piece of ass you keep sniffin’ around is real impressed by your green pantyhose.”

Todd stopped with his hand on the door. “You know, one of these days? I’m going out this door, and I won’t be coming back.”

***

Ken Richards watched the redhead on the video taking two cocks in her pussy. He turned his head from side to side, trying to work out the mechanics of the double pussy penetration.

Those two guys must have had their balls squashed together to have both their dick’s in Amy Lynn’s world famous cooch.

Porn was supposedly in a renaissance, and the bombshell redhead known only as Amy Lynn was the Leonardo DaVinci of smut. Her image was everywhere, porn site and otherwise.

He pumped his dick as he watched the laptop screen.

The image shifted showing her beautiful face. “You have to try this.” Her eyes were mesmerizing.

They said that was her best feature, even beyond the perfect tits and sculpted ass - those blue eyes that seemed to glow in the dark.

And, Ken Richards suddenly had the urge to try a threesome.

“Cum for me,” Amy Lynn said onscreen.

And, he did, shooting his second load of the morning into the air only to have it fall in a spatter onto his stomach.

He reached over and closed the laptop.

A wasted morning with nothing to show but two loads of cum on his stomach and the hotel sheets.

But, what else was there to do?

He reached over to the nightstand and picked up his wedding ring.

Last night, he had flung it across the room. But, he had gotten out of the bed, picked it up, and put it on the nightstand.

It was a ritual.

Every night he threw the ring, every night he picked it back up.

Sooner or later, he’d leave the fucker where it fell. He slipped it back on his finger.

His cellphone rang. Ken stared at the screen.

Melanie.

The phone displayed a picture of her in his arms.

Better times.

“Hello?”

“We need to get the Christmas presents,” she said.

“Good morning to you too.”

“Ken... just... let’s not make this any harder than it is, okay? For the kids?”

Ken sighed. “How much do you need?”

“It’s not the money. Willis wants games for that Sega or whatever...”

“Sega?! Jesus, are we that old? Xbox, babe... sorry... I didn’t mean to call you that.”

She was silent on the other end. “Whatever, look, I don’t know what to get, obviously, so...”

“I’ll get it.”

“Nothing violent.”

Ken laughed. “You want him to like it or not? He’s fourteen - he either wants blood or boobs.”

“Nothing disgustingly violent.”

“Sure. What are you getting Jen?”

“She wants clothes.”

“Definitely your department. Fuck, that means I have to go to the mall. I hate that place. I hate teenagers.”

“They have something special going on at the mall tonight - no kids under eighteen. Adults only.”

“That’s brilliant. I’ll go over then,” Ken said. “We could... go there together maybe?”

“I... yeah, that’s not a good idea.”

“No, you’re right. Silly of me. Won’t happen again.”

She sighed. “Why do you have to keep trying? I told you, I need space.”

“Just curious: your space? Does it have a dick?”

“Here we go again. I.need.space. We don’t work, Ken. Goodbye.”

“Good...”

The line went dead.

***

Todd pulled his Volvo beater into the huge Galleria Minnesota parking lot. The asphalt was covered in ice and snow, but Todd had grown up in the frozen north - he was used to it. The mall lot was already filling up with Christmas shoppers.

He stepped out into the bracing cold and grabbed his gym bag.

He didn’t know why he let the old man get to him. His dad had always been a drunk, but Todd’s mom had been there to blunt his sharp edges. Now she was gone, cancer, and the old man had crawled into a bottle and taken a two year swim.

Todd’s odd jobs and the insurance money were all that kept them off the street.

Something had to give. Todd couldn’t spend the rest of his life working dead end jobs to support the old man.

“You are a man of infinite possibilities,” his mom’s voice said in his head.

Yeah, let’s hope.

He reached the front door of the mall.

One of the security guards, Ole, was putting up a sign on the glass doors:

ADULTS ONLY XMAS SHOPPING! NO ONE UNDER 18 ALLOWED AFTER 6:00 PM TONIGHT! LEAVE THE KIDS AT HOME AND GET THAT SHOPPING DONE!

Todd shook his head. Did that mean they would shut down Pictures with Santa at 6:00? Shit. That meant three hours wages lost. “Fuck,” Todd said. “Morning, Ole.”

The big security guard said nothing, just smoothed out the sign and moved to the next door.

Todd frowned watching the big guy walk past.

Ole was usually loud and boisterous in the morning.

Now, he looked like a zombie.

“Good talk, Ole,” Todd said with a shrug and walked into the bright shopping mecca. Christmas decorations festooned the wide hall and carols played over the speakers in the ceiling.

The shops were opening on all three levels, gates rolling up to let the consumers pile in.

The Galleria Minnesota was huge. Not Mall of America huge, but pretty damned big. Todd made his way through the growing crowd to the center of the mall.

Pictures with Santa already had a line growing, with snot nosed kids clinging to their parents.

Santa himself was missing, but Beth Cambridge was already standing at the picture counter, getting the camera ready.

She was the head ‘elf’. Model skinny with mile long legs, made even longer by the short elf outfit, and she was so blonde you could go snow blind.

She was also a stone cold bitch.

“Morning, Beth,” Todd said.

“You’re late.” She had two expressions: aloof disinterest and displeasure. She was a forty year old spinster librarian somehow transplanted into an eighteen year old beauty queen’s body. 

“Traffic.”

“Whatever.” Her face was frozen in aloof disinterest.

Todd walked past her to the fake gingerbread house beside Santa’s throne.

He opened the door and stepped into the cramped dressing room.

“No fucking way I’m wearing this shit,” Colleen grumbled as he came through the door.

Colleen Murphy. Occupation: Goddess. Talents: haunting Todd’s wet dreams. Tall and goth, the opposite of super bitchy Beth. She was skinny but curvy as well with skin the color of fresh snow.

And, so far out of Todd’s league it was pathetic. She was a college student who probably only needed this job for pizza and beer money. She was wearing the brown elf costume the way God intended and fuck she made it look like pornographic poetry.

Todd swallowed. “Hi, Colleen.”

And, she smiled. She looked in his eyes and she smiled and goddamn he felt like the world was fucking Disneyland and he no longer gave a damn about his drunk old man’s insults.

“Can you believe this shit?” She held up a costume that looked like a red latex cocktail dress.

“What the hell is that?” Todd asked.

“It was in my locker when I got here.” She held up a sheet of paper. “Instructions from corporate: ‘All Pictures with Santa employees will change into their adult costumes at 6:00 PM. No exceptions. Refusal will result in immediate dismissal without pay.’ What the fucking fuck?!”

“Seriously?” Todd was trying not to salivate thinking about Colleen in that outfit.

“Look at this fucking thing! It’s going to be like wearing a goddamned condom! My boobs are never going to work in this shit, and this skirt is too fucking short... Jesus! There are fucking rubber panties with it!”

Todd laughed. “Well, at least you won’t be commando.”

“Uggh! Men! This shit probably turns you on, pervert,” Colleen said.

“Absolutely not. I’m a modern man, and I respect you as a person.” Fuck, did he honestly just say that?

Colleen burst out laughing. “You lying sack of shit.”

He opened his own locker. “Hey, I’m serious. I’m a feminist.”

“Well, whoever designed this shit? Definitely not a feminist.”

Todd pulled a plastic wrapped package out of his locker. “Holy... fuck...”

“What?” Colleen asked. “Oh, my God!”

Todd stared at the garment in his hands: tight red latex shorts with crisscrossing latex straps that would go across his chest and shoulders. “No... no fucking way...” It was basically bondage lederhosen.

“That’s very Freddie Mercury,” Colleen said and then started laughing. “Okay, I’m starting to get into this.”

“Jesus! I can’t... this is smaller than a Speedo.” There were matching boots.

Colleen leaned on his shoulder. “Don’t worry, Todd. Before 6:00? We’ll go down to Circus Fries.”

“For what?”

“To get you a potato to stuff in that banana hammock.”

***

The hooker knew how to blow a dick. Chet took a heavy draw off the vape pen. It was a bootleg THC cartridge and the semi-smooth weed made the blowjob even sweeter.

“I ain’t never sucked off Santa before,” the dishwater blonde in the faux fur coat smiled up at him with meth whore teeth.

“Suck, bitch,” Chet groaned. He blew some pot laden vape into her face and she winked at him, taking his short, fat dick back in her mouth.

They were standing just off the Galleria loading dock away from the cameras.

Chet was in full Santa gear: red suit with white fur trim and a fake beard. He didn’t need padding. McDonald’s hamburgers and supersized sodas and fries gave him natural Santa curves.

Most wonderful fucking time of the year, Chet thought as the hooker took him deep - which meant he could almost imagine he felt the back of her throat. The Santa gig gave him cash for weed cartridges and enough for frequent blowjobs from the local talent.

Life was sweet.

He curled his fingers in the girl’s dirty hair and held her with his dick shoved in her mouth to his little ball sack. The hooker had a tattoo on the back of her neck that read ‘FUCK ME’. “Take it bitch.” He came squirting a half teaspoon of jizz down her gullet.

She smiled and moaned, slurping it down.

Chet pushed her away and took another drag. “You got a nice mouth.”

“Thanks, baby,” the hooker said as she wiped some errant cum off the corner of her painted lips and into her mouth. “You give me a ride back to the truckstop?”

He laughed. “Seriously? I got a job, bitch. Get your own ride.”

“Gee, thanks, you’re a real gentleman.”

He pulled up his Santa pants and waddled back toward the mall.

Once he was back in sight of the security camera, it shifted to look at him.

SUBJECT: Chet Adley aka Santa. Unacceptable. Beginning search for new Santa, SlutzNet thought in its virtual world.

***

The small SUV marked with the logo for Galleria Mall crept through the snow covered parking lot behind the blonde hooker as she made her way back to the highway.

Ole pulled up beside her and rolled down the window. “Need a lift?”

She smiled her gap toothed smile. “You don’t have to roust me, I’m leaving, mister.”

“I’m not rousting you. I’ll give you a lift up to the truck stop. That’s where you were headed, right?”

She leaned in the passenger side window, letting her faux fur coat open to reveal her emaciated boobs in the skimpy dress beneath. “What’ll it cost me?”

Ole smiled. “I’m sure we can work something out.”

She bit her lip and looked at Ole’s crotch. “Why not?”

She opened the door and got in.

“Don’t mind if my friend comes along, do you?” Ole nodded toward the backseat.

Jimmy leaned forward and smiled.

“Uh, look if I’m doing both of you, I’m going to need some cash.”

Ole and Jimmy laughed.

“I’m not joking, guys.”

Jimmy leaned forward and slipped the needle into her neck.

He clapped his hand over her mouth as she screamed.

Ole drove back toward the loading dock as Jimmy held a smartphone up to the woman’s eyes.

***

Outside Ithaca, New York

Stallion’s Adult Video

Dr. Demona surveyed the room of choir singers as they screamed, strapped down to gurneys on level 10.

Her girlfriend, Courtney, looked up from where she was cutting a choir robe off a struggling brunette. “We have ten men and thirteen women.”

“Remind me to tell Ben: No more choir singers. These assholes have got some lungs on them,” Demona yelled over the cacophony of screaming victims.

Courtney stroked the strapped down brunette’s forehead as the woman sobbed and wailed. “Hey, it’s okay. Really. We’re just turning you into a bimbo. Once we’re done? You’re going to feel like a million bucks.”

“Fuck you!!!” The woman screamed.

“Christ, I thought Mormons didn’t curse?” Courtney said looking up at Demona.

“Honey, ain’t no Christians in a foxhole.”

Courtney frowned. “I don’t think that’s the saying.”

Demona walked up to her and winked. “It’s new, I just made it up.” Demona looked down at the screaming woman and grinned. “Let’s show her something that is really going to horrify her.”

Courtney laughed as Demona drew her into a deep, soul kiss.

The screaming woman went silent and stared at them open mouthed.

“Mmm,” Demona looked down at the woman and smiled. “Yummy. Don’t worry my little latter day saint - in a few minutes, you’re going to love girl on girl action. Pussy is going to be a religious revelation.”

The woman screamed louder than before.

Demona rolled her eyes. “Okay, we’re going to need a lot of Titty Grow and Booty Max, slutifier, and transformative Ambrosia.”

“Are we binding them to anybody?”

“Nope. Unbound. We’re sending this batch down to Paraguay to work the brothels. Make them all blonde.”

Courtney nodded. “Boys too?”

“Absolutely, they love them blonde down there. Oh, and pick out the prettiest boys - maybe two for male prostitutes. The rest, I want a mix of transgender and futanari.”

“Yes, doctor.”

Demona turned back to her tablet. “Let’s see, make sure we have enough drugs in stock...”

She frowned. “Hey, did we get a shipment yet?”

Courtney shook her head. “No.”

“What the fuck? It’s never late.” She looked up at the ceiling. “SlutzNet. Track our supply shipment.”

“Data unavailable.”

“Come again?”

“Data unavailable.”

“What the...” She tapped her fingers across the tablet. “SlutzNet! Why are my supplies in Minneapolis?”

“Data unavailable.”

Demona frowned at the tablet. She took her phone out of her lab coat and dialed. “Maria? We have a situation...”

***

"I'm merely asking why a shipment meant for Stallion's is instead somewhere in Minnesota?" Maria asked. She leaned back in her leather desk chair and steepled her fingers.

"Mistress Marapova, I 'm sure I have no idea," the nun on the speakerphone said.

"Well, then who in Havana does know?"

On the other side of the office, Brittney was doing yoga in her black latex skirt and halter, balancing perfectly on her stiletto heels. She bent at the waist, displaying her taught, high backside.

Her black plastic framed glasses without lenses slid down her button nose and she pushed them back up.

Maria smiled. She sometimes wondered if Brittney had any idea just how adorable she was?

Brittney caught her looking and blew her a kiss. "I want a Christmas tree!"

"Shush."

"Mistress Marapova?" the nun on the phone asked.

"Not you. You talk. Get me an answer."

"We're... not sure. There are IT problems going on here."

Maria frowned. "What sort of problems?"

"I'm... not at liberty..."

Maria's eyes flashed. "Not at liberty? Child, do you have any idea who I am?"

Brittney giggled. "Uh, oh, somebody's in deep doody."

Maria threw a pen at Brittney and she caught it one handed then executed a perfect backward somersault, landing in the chair in front of the desk. "Ta Da!"

Maria rolled her eyes.

The nun stammered. "Yes, Mistress, I know who you are it's just..."

"Speak!"

"It's SlutzNet. We're having some difficulties with SlutzNet."

Maria's eyes narrowed. "What sort of difficulties?"

"It isn't following orders. As a matter of fact, it's grown... snippy."

Maria hung up the phone.

"You know it's customary to say 'Bye' before you hang up," Brittney said and put her boots up on the desk.

"Feet off my desk," Maria said offhand. "And, have them fuel the jet. We're going to Minnesota."

"Yay!" She jumped up and skipped across the marble floor.

"Brittney, tell them we'll be stopping in Ithaca on the way."

***

Dr. Demona unbuttoned her wool coat as she stepped through the open door of the Learjet.

Brittney smiled at her, dressed in a navy blue latex flight attendant outfit that came just barely down to her crotch. It even had a jaunty matching latex cap.

Demona laughed. "Brittney?"

"Welcome aboard, Doctor. Your seat is right this way. Once we're underway, I'll be serving coffee, tea, soft drinks, and select alcoholic beverages. Afterwards, I'll be giving neck rubs and performing cunnilingus. May I take your coat?" Her smile was dazzling.

Demona just shook her head and gave her the coat.

Brittney turned and stowed it in a small closet.

Maria was already sitting in a large, comfortable leather chair. She was wearing a form-fitting white latex dress.

Demona pointed at Brittney. "What's this about?"

Maria rolled her eyes. "She likes to play flight attendant."

Brittney spun around and put her fists on her hips. "I'm not playing!" She took Demona's hand. "Right this way, Doctor."

Demona sat down in a seat across from Maria and watched Brittney's curvy butt wiggle as she walked toward the front of the plane.

Maria sighed. "Just go along with it. Otherwise, she'll be sullen the whole trip to Minnesota and back."

Demona laughed. "You know, Mistress Marapova - your sub likes to top from the bottom."

"She's a brat."

"No, I'm not," Brittney said without turning around. She closed the door and sat down in the stewardess seat near the cockpit, smiling sweetly.

"Okay, why am I here, your grand ladyship or whatever the fuck I’m supposed to call you?" Demona asked.

"Whatever SlutzNet is doing in Minnesota, it isn't sanctioned. I need a doctor to help with damage control. That means either you or Thompson. Thompson won't fit on the plane, so..."

"Gee, glad to know I was your first choice."

"You weren't."

Demona laughed. "Oh, don't hold back on my account."

"I won't. You're brash and you take too many chances. You're a loose cannon. I can name a dozen mistakes you and Sugar have made - Lisa and Jason for instance."

"But ya got a nice tushy!" Brittney yelled as the plane began to taxi.

Maria glared at her.

"Thank you, sweetheart. Back at you," Demona said. "I like her. You're a pain in the ass, but I like the cute one." She winked at Brittney. "Any idea what our AI is up to?"

Maria shook her head. "It's always had the ability to act independently, but this is the first time it's done so. What's more troubling is that it doesn't seem to want to tell us what it's doing."

The plane accelerated and leaped into the sky.

Demona watched the airport recede as the plane climbed. "Can't you just pull the plug or something?"

Maria shook her head. "SlutzNet is spread out through the internet. It's like an amoeba. We can't just turn it off - it's literally everywhere."

"You mean to tell me the Church created an all-powerful AI they can't turn off."

"There is a kill switch, but it's an actual kill switch. If we send the code, SlutzNet will destroy itself everywhere. I don't have to tell you what a disaster that would be - we utilize it in every aspect of our work."

Demona pondered for a moment. "Well, we can discern a few things from what it 'borrowed' - it's planning on transforming a large number of people, presumably in Minnesota."

"Would you ladies care for a refreshment?" Brittney asked as she appeared beside them with a pad and pencil.

"Brittney, honey, there are only two of us. You don't need a pencil," Maria said.

"Airline procedure. What'll you have?"

"Nothing," Maria said.

Demona took her hand. "I'll have that other thing you mentioned... what was it? Came right after the neck rub?"

Brittney giggled. "Cunnilingus."

"That's it. Sounds wonderful!"

Brittney got on her knees as Demona spread her legs.

Demona's short dress rode up displaying her pierced and very damp pussy.

Brittney leaned forward and began sucking and licking Demona's quim.

"Mmm, so good. You know, Maria? I'd let her play any game she wants."

"Please don't encourage her." But, Maria was smiling. She slid out of her seat and lifted the short hem of Brittney's dress over her round bottom and then kissed the girl's snatch.

Brittney giggled and squirmed as she ate out Demona.

***

Todd glanced nervously at his watch. 5:30. 

As much as he wanted to see Colleen in her outfit, he was horrified that she would see him in his.

“Ho, ho, ho,” Santa said as he began asking another kid what they wanted for Christmas.

Santa smelled of pot.

“Attention Galleria customers: the mall will be closed to anyone under eighteen in thirty minutes. Please make your way to the entrances and have a wonderful Galleria day!” The loudspeaker blared from the ceiling.

“What does that even mean?” Rich said. He was the only other male elf. He was a head taller than Todd and built like a linebacker.

Most jocks were assholes, but Rich wasn’t a bad guy. Luckily, he wasn’t interested in Colleen,

He craned his neck to look at bitchy Beth’s legs.

“You got no chance with her, man.”

“Yeah? We’ll see once I’m in that Santa bondage outfit. I mean, not bragging, but I got some serious meat down there.”

Todd laughed. “Well, at least one of us is confident.”

“Chin up, buckaroo. Just remember, it’s not the size of man’s dick, it’s the size of the dick in the man.”

Todd stared at him.

“Wait... that didn’t come out right.”

“No, it sure the fuck did not.” Todd burst out laughing.

Beth hooked a velvet rope across the entrance to Picture’s with Santa. “Pictures with Santa is now closed until 6:00 PM. Have a wonderful Galleria day!”

A few families looked miffed, but they walked away.

“So, Beth,” Rich said. “Have you tried that costume on yet?”

She looked at him as if she were studying an insect. “I don’t have to. It’s a size 2. I’m a size 2. It will fit perfectly.”

Colleen led the last kid away from Santa and put a lollipop in his hand. “Now, you be good so Santa will bring you what you want, okay?”

“Okay,” the little boy said as his mother took his hand and led him away.

“And, have a wonderful Galleria day!” Colleen said.

When they were far enough away, Colleen turned to Todd. “That kid farted so bad I thought I was going to faint.”

Todd laughed. “How could you tell what with chronic Santa over there?”

Santa was feeling no pain. He smiled and slumped down in his throne.

“Oh, no, he’s going out again,” Rich said.

Beth scowled. “Better take him back to the dressing room.”

Todd and Rich each took an arm and helped Santa to his feet.

“Hey, boys, what do you want for Christmas?” Santa breathed.

“Not to have to smell your breath, Cheech. That would be my ideal gift,” Rich said.

“Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas!” Santa announced as they took him into the dressing room and dumped him onto a bench.

Beth went to her locker and took out the outfit. The room had four changing stalls that had been pulled from a failed store arranged along the back wall. Beth went into the first one.

Rich grabbed his suit and went into the next stall. “Hey, Beth, if you need any help pulling anything up or squeezing anything in? Just let me know.”

“You’re disgusting.”

Colleen and Todd shook their heads.

“Well, could you help me? I’m going to need to seriously stretch these shorts out to get into them, if you get my meaning?”

“One more word, and I’ll report you to HR.”

Todd and Colleen looked at each other.

“We doing this?” Colleen asked.

“Fuck it. Want to walk? I mean, screw this job.”

“Todd the rebel,” Colleen said with a smile.

“Say the word and we’ll ditch this popsicle stand.”

Colleen opened her locker and pulled out the red latex outfit. “Let’s be brave.”

***

Kayla Cash, head security guard, watched the security monitors as the mall emptied of anyone underage.

The new god had positioned guards at each door to make sure they did not try to re-enter.

Kayla smiled. Soon it would begin.

The new god had told her so many wonderful things, how she would be changed?

It wouldn’t be long now.

***

Ole Olaffson walked into Victoria’s Secret and then straight back to the manager’s office.

The manager, a shapely blonde MILF of about forty, looked up. “You need something, Ole?”

He held out his phone to the woman.

She stared at the flickering screen.

“That... it’s... it’s singing...” She stood up and set the phone on her desk, then leaned over and stared at it. “Colors... they’re so... I want...”

Ole slid the woman’s skirt up over her ass and then tore her panty hose open, exposing her white silk panties.

He gripped them in his thick fingers and ripped them open.

“Yes... I... If you want me to... Yes... I want to obey...” She stared at the screen with her eyes half closed.

Ole unzipped and hauled out his long thick cock - a much longer appendage than he had owned this morning.

He rubbed it up and down the blonde’s gash, lubricating her with his thick precum.

He shoved his hips forward and pushed in balls deep.

“Unnh! Fuck... Yes... Yes, I will... Anything... Master.”

Ole just held her still as he laid a package of needles on the desk beside her.

He unwrapped the syringes and began injecting her roughly in her ass and tits.

She whimpered with each needle stab, but she also moaned.

Soon, she began to laugh as Ole fucked her like an animal over her desk.

Ole looked at his watch as he banged the new slut. He had a lot of managers to convert.

***

“Come on,” Colleen said.

“I... you know, I think I’m just going to quit,” Todd said from the dressing booth. He looked in the mirror.

Everything he had was clearly defined by the latex bondage lederhosen.

The door popped open.

“Hey!”

Colleen was standing in the open doorway, her body wrapped in the latex sheath.

Todd just stared open mouthed.

Her creamy white thighs were visible almost to her crotch, and you could almost see the pores in the skin of her breasts through the tight latex.

Her nipples were long and defined in crimson rubber.

She was looking directly at his crotch. She chewed a black thumbnail. “Not bad. You got nothing to be ashamed of.”

She took his hand. “Come on, before you slobber all over yourself.”

“You look... amazing.”

“I look ridiculous,” Colleen said.

Rich and Beth were already dressed and standing over Santa.

“Jesus, she looks amazing,” Colleen whispered.

“If you like that type,” Todd said.

“I do,” Colleen said quietly.

“Huh?”

“Nothing... just... been a long weekend.”

Rich turned around. “What the fuck are we going to do with Santa?”

Rich looked to be smuggling a zucchini in his lederhosen.

Colleen stepped in front of Todd. “Nope. Do not do that. You got nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Jesus...”

“Pretty sure he stuffed a tube sock in his lederhosen. Either way, don’t compare yourself. I think you’re hot.”

“You do?”

She looked confused. “Um, yeah, hello? Fuck, you are clueless.”

“Hey, guys, seriously? Santa’s completely unconscious,” Rich said.

The man was snoring peacefully.

“And, somehow we have to get him into... that.” Beth pointed at a pile of red leather. 

“Makes sense,” Colleen said. “They want us in rubber bondage outfits, they want Santa in red leather.”

“There is no way his fat ass is fitting in this,” Rich said as he picked up the outfit.

“Okay,” Beth said. “You guys have to try.” She pointed at Todd.

“Huh? Why us?!” Todd said.

“Well, Colleen and I are not touching... that.”

Rich nudged Santa with his red latex boot. “On your feet, fat man.”

“Come on, Colleen,” Beth said as she took Colleen by the hand and led her out of the dressing room.

They stopped at the door.

A blonde haired girl in a nurse’s uniform was standing outside. “Flu shots!”

“I’m sorry?” Beth asked.

“Flu shots - free for all employees!” The woman blinked and smiled with her mouth closed.

Beth shook her head. “We already had flu shots. You people were here a week ago.”

The woman looked confused for a moment. “Yeah, those were no good. Bad batch.”

“Can you come back later?”

“No. Gotta do it now!”

Behind Beth and Colleen, Todd and Rich were getting Santa to his feet.

“Oh, fine,” Beth said. She turned her bare shoulder toward the nurse.

The woman drew a syringe from her medical bag and jammed it in Beth’s arm.

“Jesus! Don’t stab me with it.”

“Sorry. First day.”

Santa took that instant to stumble forward.

Colleen rushed to help Todd, who was collapsing under the weight.

Between the three of them, they pushed Santa against the wall and steadied him.

“Who’s next?” The nurse asked.

Rich looked at Todd and Colleen. “You two got him?”

“Yeah,” Colleen said.

He walked over to the nurse.

Santa’s eyes opened. “Hey, man, I know you.”

The nurse froze with the needle sticking in Rich’s bicep. “No, you don’t.”

“The fuck I don’t.” He looked at Todd and smiled. “She blew me at the loading dock this morning. Cost me $50.00.”

“Dude, shut up. She’s a nurse,” Todd whispered.

“The fuck she is - look on the back of her neck. She’s got a tattoo that says, ‘Fuck Me’.”

The nurse slapped a hand on the back of her neck. “No, I don’t.”

Beth reached over and pulled the woman’s hand away.

‘Fuck Me’ was written in block letters on the back of her neck.

“She got bad teeth too. Fucking meth head, man.”

“Fuck you!” The ‘nurse’ yelled, displaying a mouth full of ruined teeth.

“Oh, my God! What did you inject us with?!” Beth growled.

“Flu shot. I’m giving flu shots. I’m a nurse.” She looked confused. “I’m a nurse, not a hooker. They told me I’m a nurse...”

“Oh, my God, she’s high as fuck,” Rich whispered.

“No, I’m not! I’m a nurse!” She backed out of the room, leaving her medical bag behind.

She ran away into the crowd.

***

Ken Richards pulled into the mall just after 6:00 PM to pick up the video game for his son’s Christmas present. The mall looked pretty crowded, but nothing like a normal weekend night.

Security guards were posted at the entrance, where signs announced, ‘ADULTS ONLY’.

Stepping inside, he almost staggered.

A Minnesota mall in winter was many things, but never hot.

But, tonight, Galleria Minnesota was downright tropical. He took off his heavy coat and a security guard immediately took it, handing him a retrieval slip before taking it to a side room.

The Galleria was at least 85 degrees, maybe hotter.

“Something wrong with the heat?” Ken asked the security guard.

The woman stared at him, expressionless for a moment. Then she smiled. “No. We just want everyone to be comfortable tonight. Have a wonderful Galleria evening!”

The smile faded and the woman retrieved someone else’s coat behind him.

“Umm, thanks.” Ken walked down the hall.

There was a crowd outside Victoria’s Secret.

He stopped and looked in the window.

There must have been some advertising thing going on, because there was a brunette lingerie model standing in a blue satin bra and panty set complete with garter belt and stockings in the store window.

She was posing for a gaggle of gawkers who were busy snapping pictures with their phones.

The woman smiled, her makeup perfect, and hefted her gravity defying boobs.

“Man, I know they said, ‘ADULTS ONLY’ tonight, but I thought they meant there just wouldn’t be no kids here, ya know?” A balding man said beside him as he took picture after picture.

“Hey, are you getting any cell service. I got zero bars,” someone else said.

The lingerie model looked directly at Ken from the other side of the glass.

Ken smiled.

The model didn’t. Instead, she licked her lips, gave him a sultry look and turned in her high heels, displaying her shapely ass in the blue panties.

The woman was pure lust.

But, all Ken could think of was how good Melanie would look in that outfit.

Ken turned away and headed down the hall.

Behind him, a man pushed his way into Victoria’s Secret. “Lyla? What the fuck are you doing?”

Ken turned. The man looked irate as he stared open mouthed at the lingerie model.

“Sir, calm down,” an employee said. She was a middle aged blonde in a short dress. “If you’ll follow me, I’ll explain.”

“That’s my wife! Lyla! What the hell?”

The employee held a cell phone up to his face. “Just look at this for a moment, sir. And, it will explain everything...”

Ken was shoved to the side by a woman in a nurse’s uniform who brushed past him running.

Ken watched the skinny nurse dash to a security guard, who took her hand and led her into the coat room.

When Ken looked back at Victoria’s Secret, the irate man was gone.

The lingerie model blew Ken a kiss.

***

“Let’s all just calm down,” the mall security chief, Kayla Cash said.

“Like hell!” Beth yelled. “That... crack head injected me with something!”

“And me,” Rich said as he rubbed his arm.

“Listen, I called corporate. They hired a lot of people to distribute flu vaccine today...”

“Crack heads? They hired crack heads?!” Beth asked.

“Meth head,” Santa slurred. He was still being supported by Todd and Colleen.

“What?” Beth growled.

“Meth head. She’s a meth head. Not a crack head. You can tell by the teeth.”

“Meth? Crack? What’s the difference?! We’ve been poisoned!”

Kayla shook her head. “No, you haven’t. Those are the single use syringes that corporate provided. I promise you, those were flu vaccines.”

Todd shook his head. “Then why did she run away? And, why would corporate hire a prostitute to pose as a nurse?”

“I think she panicked when she was found out. And, I’m sure corporate didn’t know she was a sex worker,” Kayla said. “In any event, we have her in custody, and we’re turning her over to local PD.”

“Cryin’ shame, that chick can give a blow like nobody’s business,” Santa said with a laugh.

Kayla frowned and stood in front of him. “Mr. Adley. You’ve admitted to me that you had sexual relations with a prostitute on Galleria property, and it’s obvious to me that you are under the influence of a controlled substance.”

“Your point?”

“You’re fired. I’ll take you back to the security office and process your paperwork. Corporate will mail your final check in a week.”

“Wait,” Todd said. “We have no Santa - you can’t have Pictures with Santa without a Santa.”

“Fucking A, Bubba,” Santa said.

“Man, shut up,” Todd said.

“We’ll find a substitute,” she said and took Santa’s arm. “Now, Santa, I would like for you to walk with me in as dignified a manner as possible to the security office. Either that, or I can call Ole and have him carry you. Your choice.”

Santa jerked his arm away. “I will walk, thank you.” He took a wobbly step forward.

“Great.” She turned to Todd and Beth. “I’ll send another nurse... a real one this time, to give you your shots.”

“Yeah, no, we’re good thanks,” Todd said.

Kayla shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

***

“Can I get my picture taken with you?” A middle aged man asked outside Pictures with Santa.

Beth looked at him. “No.”

“Aww, come on. Just one picture? Maybe you could sit on my lap?”

“No. It’s called Pictures with Santa. Not Pictures with Elves.”

He took out his wallet. “I’ll pay you $20.00.”

“For twenty bucks, I’ll sit on your lap,” Rich said. He got between the short guy and Beth.

The man looked down at the bulge in Rich’s lederhosen. “No, thanks.”

Rich rocked his hips toward the man. “You sure?”

“Yeah, I’m positive.” The man stalked away red faced.

Beth giggled.

“Whoa,” Rich said as he turned around. “Did she smile? Did I hear a little laugh?”

“Maybe a little.” Her eyes looked huge, and Rich could swear her voice was a little higher. “Thank you.”

Rich grinned. “Aww, shucks, ma’am. Tweren’t nuthin’.”

She rubbed her arm where there was still a red welt from the shot.

Rich leaned down. “Hey, Kayla said it really was a flu shot.”

“I know. It’s just... it scared me.”

“Me too,” Rich said.

“You? You’re not afraid of anything.”

Rich was surprised. She had never said anything even remotely nice to him. “Oh, I’m afraid of lots of things. Spiders...”

“Bullshit.”

“No, really, those black hairy ones?” He shivered. “Give me the heebie jeebies. But, mostly I’m afraid of beautiful, aloof blondes.”

She smiled up at him. “You think I’m aloof?”

“Oh, I wasn’t talking about you. I mean, you’re hideous.”

She held back a laugh. “Am I?”

“Absolutely. Every day, I come in here and I think, that Beth, she needs to wear a bag over that head of hers.”

“Liar,” she was looking up at him, and, fuck, her eyes were bigger.

“Yeah. I am. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

***

Todd and Colleen stood and watched Rich and Beth staring longingly at each other.

“Are we in bizarro world?” Colleen asked.

Todd smiled. “First, I’m totally amazed that you made a Superman comics reference. And, second, no Rich has always had a thing for her.”

“Yeah, but the only one Beth has a thing for is, well, Beth.”

“That’s true.”

Rich said something that made Beth laugh out loud like a hyena huffing helium.

“Okay, now that’s just not natural,” Colleen said.

“Bizarro world,” Todd agreed.

***

Back at Colleen’s dorm, Tara sat cross-legged on the bed looking at her laptop. She pulled up the video chat app she had installed last week.

Amy Lynn told her to in one of the videos she watched in the frat house.

Everything had been wonderful after the frat house.

It had been super sweet that Colleen had ‘rescued’ her and brought her back to the dorm from the party.

That’s when Tara knew she was in love.

Amy Lynn had explained that Whore Caste needed somebody to love them. Amy Lynn had a husband and a boyfriend. Lots of other whores had Whoremasters.

Tara had Colleen. Even if Colleen didn’t understand that yet.

The screen opened and Bob’s smiling face appeared on the screen. “Hi, cutie!”

She waved. “Hi, Bob!”

Bob was something called her ‘handler’ - it meant he was helping her to transform.

She didn’t mind being totally naked on camera with Bob at all!

Bob was sitting in a cubicle wearing a headset. He was looking at her and smiling. “Tilt down a little, honey.”

Tara giggled and made sure he could see her hairless little pussy. “See? I keep it shaved just like you said!”

“Such a good girl! Did you get your package?”

“Yes!” She held up the plain cardboard box. “It just came, and I called you right away!”

“Where’s your roommate?”

“She hadda go to work. But, Bob? It was just like you said. I got her to do the Amy Lynn challenge and now she’s totes into me!”

“That’s wonderful! Does that make you happy?”

Tara nodded. “Yes! I’m so happy I could bust!”

“Well, I’m very happy for you, Tara. Now, let’s get to work: who are you?”

“I’m Tara 2568, designation Street Whore, untransformed.”

“Very good memory!”

Tara giggled.

“Okay, open your box.”

She practically ripped the crate open.

“You see the shots?” Bob asked.

She frowned and nodded. “This is gonna hurt, huh?”

Bob smiled sympathetically. “A little. Sorry, honey. Can you be brave for me?”

Tara nodded. “I’ll try.”

“Okay, you see the two shots with red liquid?”

“Yes.”

He winced. “That’s for the boobs, honey.”

“Oh...”

“Yeah, but there’s a little tiny needle with white liquid beside them. Do you see it?”

She held up a syringe with a very short needle. “This one?”

“Yes.” He looked both ways. “That’s a pain block. Technically, I wasn’t supposed to send you that, so don’t tell anybody I did, okay?”

“What does it do?”

“It’s going to numb wherever you inject it, so you can inject your breasts without hurting.”

Tara smiled. “Aww! Really!? Wow, Bob, thank you!”

“Okay, so, put the needle against one of your little nipples.”

She bit her lip and touched her nipple with the short needle. “Like this?”

“Perfect. I’m going to count to three, and I want you to push it into your nipple and press the plunger till it clicks.”

Her lip quivered. “O... Okay...”

“Be brave, okay?”

She nodded.

“One... two... three.”

Tara pushed the needle into her nipple. “Ouch!”

“Push the plunger till it clicks.”

Tara winced. The plunger clicked.

The pain went away.

“Okay, pull out the needle.”

Tara’s entire breast felt numb.

“Now, pick up one of the red syringes.”

The needle was very long.

“Don’t worry, it won’t hurt a bit now.”

She put the needle against her nipple.

“All the way in.”

Tara watched as the needle disappeared into her breast. “Hey, I can’t even feel it.”

“Push in the plunger all the way.”

Tara watched as the red liquid slowly drained into her breast. “How big am I gonna be?”

“H cup - normally, Street Whores are J’s, but you’re only an A cup, J’s would be too hard on your IQ. I got them to make an exception.”

“Aww! Bob! I’m gonna totes give you a blowie when I meet you!”

Bob smiled. “Thanks, sweetheart. But, I need you to remember something, okay?”

Tara nodded.

“You mustn’t try to drive. Call an Uber or get a friend to drive you from now on. You’re going to be easily distracted.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I’m gonna be a ditz, huh?”

“No. Your attention span is just going to be a little short, that’s all. You could get distracted driving and get hurt or lost.”

“But, Colleen is going to take care of me?”

“That’s the plan.”

“I like that plan!”

“Ready for the other shots?”

“Yes!”

***

Colleen looked at the crowd milling about the mall.

Everything was freaking weird.

Being a pretty girl in a short elf costume meant she drew her fair share of stares, but tonight was epic.

She had caught at least three men trying to look up her skirt, another two trying to look down her cleavage.

And, she was not alone in being ogled.

Throughout the mall, men were staring at anything with a pair of breasts.

Weirder still? The women were staring back.

Rich and Todd were ‘cougar’ bait, with forty-something women looking at their packages and salivating. She was totally shocked when a MILF had walked up and calmly pinched Rich’s ass through his latex lederhosen.

Rich had just smiled and winked.

Todd looked like he wanted to crawl under the floor, but Rich looked happy.

And, Beth? Beth seemed to be purposely stretching and bending over whenever men walked by.

Or, licking a jumbo sized candy cane from the display with a twinkle in her eye.

“Drink?”

Colleen turned and saw the huge security guard, Ole, holding a big plastic Margarita glass out to her. Inside was a frothy, pink mixed drink.

“Umm, I’m working...”

“Aww, go on. Loosen up. It’s a party,” Ole smiled through his thick, black beard.

“She doesn’t drink,” Todd said as he got between her and Ole.

“Actually...” Colleen began.

Todd glanced sideways at her. “You always told me to stop you from drinking if you started. And, to call your sponsor if I had to.”

What the fuck? Colleen thought. AA? I’m not in AA.

Ole stared straight at Todd, and, for a moment, Colleen thought he was sizing Todd up for a fight.

Instead, he just grinned. “Sorry, ‘bout that. My mistake.”

Ole turned and walked back into the crowd.

“What the fuck?” Colleen asked as she took Todd’s arm. “I’m not an alcoholic.”

“Look around,” Todd whispered. “They’re all drinking mixed drinks.”

Colleen looked at the crowd. Near Circus Fries, a woman was slowly unbuttoning her blouse as an older man leered at her.

They were both holding the same plastic Margarita glasses - his a frozen blue concoction, hers the same pink froth Ole had offered her.

“Fuck.”

“Something is really off in here, Colleen.”

“But, what about Rich and Beth? They haven’t had those drinks...”

“No, they just had flu shots administered by a crack whore.”

Colleen went paler than normal. “Drugged? We’re being drugged? Why? Who would...”

“We need to call the cops,” he pulled out his phone and frowned. “You have any service?”

She pulled out her phone. “No.” She stared at Todd. “Okay, now I’m frightened.”

“There’s a land line in the dressing room. Let’s try it.”

***

Ken Richards had entered the mall intent on finding his son’s Christmas present, but instead, he was gawking.

Was the psychological effect of being in an adults only mall removing people’s inhibitions?

In every dark corner off the main halls, people were making out.

Ken passed a couple standing in the hallway to the restroom. The woman was leaning forward, her hands against the tile wall. The man was behind her, grinding his hips against her as she raised her skirt to her waist.

The man spanked her bare ass and she laughed.

“Blue Pile Driver?” a voice asked.

He turned to see a petite girl in a latex Circus Fries outfit - a red and white striped leotard cut high in the front and back. Someone had painted her face white like a clown with red circles on her cheeks. Her red heels looked like they would give her a nosebleed from the altitude.

“I’m sorry?”

She held up a blue drink in a Margarita glass. “A Blue Pile Driver. It’s Vodka with a blueberry liqueur. And, some other stuff. Complimentary.”

“Umm, no. Thanks.”

“Oh! Would you prefer a Pink Panty Soaker?” She held up a pink drink in her other hand.

“No... I’m driving...”

“Okey dokey! Toodles! Oh, and have a wonderful Galleria evening!” She turned and skipped away.

Ken marveled at the girl’s taught, high asscheeks in what was basically a latex, one piece thong. They bounced in rhythm with the tap, tap, tap of her heels.

“No, get off me!”

Ken whirled around at the sound of the voice.

It was her voice.

“Come on, baby, have a drink.”

Ken’s wife, Melanie, was on the other side of the hall trying to push a tall, thick guy away. He was trying to put a Pink Panty Soaker to her lips.

“Get the fuck off me!”

“Somebody give me a hand here?” The thick guy said. He was pushing Melanie against the wall.

“Yeah, I will,” Ken said as he grabbed the guy by the collar and slung him away.

“Hey, get your own slut!” Thick guy said.

Thick guy charged forward and Ken hit him square in the mouth with his left fist.

The man went down in a spray of blood.

Ken turned to Melanie. “Are you okay?”

She looked from Ken to the dazed man on the floor. She sighed. “Great, Ken.  Just great.”

“What?”

She stalked away. “I can take care of myself.”

“You’re welcome,” he said catching up to her.

“What? Are you stalking me?”

“Stalking? Jesus, Mel. I heard you calling for help.”

“And, you just happened to be there to save the day. Sure, Ken.”

“What the hell?! You think I hired that goon or something?”

“Did you?” She stopped in mid stride. “Stop following me.”

“I wasn’t following you - you told me to get Willis’s video game, that’s what I’m here for.”

“Yeah, well, don’t let me stop you.” She walked away.

“Hey, wait a second.” He caught up with her. “Can we at least talk? Jesus, Mel, I don’t know what’s going on. You kick me out and then you won’t talk to me...”

“We don’t work, Ken. Move on.”

“This is asinine. At least tell me why you don’t want to be with me anymore. After sixteen years? I think you owe me that.”

She looked at him defiantly. “No. I don’t. We don’t work. It’s over. I’m moving on, and you should too.” She turned and walked away.

This time, Ken watched her go.

***

"One more time, just start at the beginning," the woman from the Sheriff's Office said.

"There are people drinking in the mall, and it's getting out of hand," Colleen said.

Todd was crowded next to her so he could hear through the old phone handset as well.

"The only places with a liquor license in the mall are Cheesecake Factory and Saikura Japanese Steakhouse..."

"Yeah?" Colleen said. "Well, the girls working at Circus Fries are passing out Vodka cocktails for free. I'm telling you something is way off here."

Click.

Todd squinted at Colleen. "Did she hang up?"

"No. I think we were cut off."

***

"Dispatch to Matt, what's your location, over?"

Deputy Matt Walsh stretched in the driver's seat of his cruiser. "Just outside Meersville, over."

"We have a disturbance at Galleria Minnesota."

"What kind?"

"Um, drunk and disorderly from the sound of it. Caller was cut off."

"You call mall security?" Matt asked.

"Yeah, they said everything was fine. But, when I first talked to the girl who called, she said the mall cops were among the drunks. Want to check it out?"

"Why not, I'm due for some dinner. Food court it is."

***

Colleen and Todd were almost knocked down by Beth and Rich as they shoved through the door into the dressing room.

Beth looked at Colleen and Todd and giggled. She had her arms around Rich's neck. "We need the room."

Rich shrugged. "Sorry. We just... we have to..."

Colleen and Todd went past them out the door.

Colleen watched mouth agape as Beth and Rich kissed as the door closed. "Should we stop them or something?"

"Stop them?! And, tell them what? Don't make out, we think you might have been drugged?"

***

Rich grabbed Beth's ass under the short skirt and lifted her till she was on eye level.

Beth gave a high-pitched giggle. "What's wrong with us?!"

Rich shrugged. "I don't know." He coughed. His voice didn't sound right. It was almost as high as Beth's.

Beth wrapped her long legs around Rich's back. "The shot. I think there was something in the shot," Beth said, but she couldn't stop giggling.

"I don't know, but I have to have you," he said as he kissed her neck. Her skin was... sweet.

"I know, me too!"

"You... you taste sweet." It was hard to think. Not only did her skin taste sweet, she had the scent of sugar cookies.

"You're sweet too." She kissed his lips. "Like maple syrup and peppermint."

He broke into giggles to match hers. "You are so beautiful."

He laid her gently on the bench and raised up above her.

"I haven't before."

Rich looked at her. "Huh?"

Her skin seemed to sparkle, like she was coated in glitter. She bit her lower lip. "Don't be mad."

He leaned down on her. "I won't be mad. What do you mean, you haven't before?"

"Fucked."

"Really?"

She shook her head. "Virgin. I was saving myself for marriage."

"Why?"

"I have no idea," she laughed and drew him down to kiss her.

He ran his hands down her latex clad sides as he explored her mouth with his tongue. There it was again. Sweetness, like she was made out of sugar.

"Does it hurt?" She whispered.

"No, no, it doesn't. I'll be gentle, I promise."

She nodded. "I'm glad it's you."

Rich smiled. He eased her long blonde hair out of her eyes. "I'm glad too."

She reached down and caressed him through the rubber outfit. "It's really big, isn't it?"

Rich laughed, “Big enough.” He shrugged out of the lederhosen straps and pushed the shorts down his thighs.

Beth’s eyes bugged out. “Golly.”

Rich laughed again. “Golly?”

“It’s as big as the ones on the internet.” She pointed at him. “Ya can’t put that in my butt.”

“Jesus, Beth, what kind of videos have you been watching?”

She blushed and shrugged. “I don’t know, but every video I see the guy puts his cock in the girl’s butt, and yours is way too big.”

He leaned down on top of her. “I only want my cock in one of your holes... well, maybe two. But, not your butt... not tonight anyway.”

She giggled. “Okay.” She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the base of his dick. “I never seen one that color before.”

“Huh?!”

“You know, white with that curly red stripe.”

Rich looked confused. He raised up and looked down his abs.

His cock head, which was normally purple was now bright red, and a bright red streak ran down his cock in a spiral. His shaft was pale white.

Beth licked her lips. “It looks like a...”

“Fucking candy cane,” Rich finished her sentence. Was this some reaction to the latex outfit?

He stood up and stared at his white and red dick. “I... this isn’t right.”

Beth sat up and licked her lips. “Can I?”

“Can you what?”

She leaned forward and kissed his cock. “Mmm... peppermint!”

“What the fuck?” Rich whispered.

Beth just giggled and started sucking cock for the first time.

***

Matt Walsh left his police cruiser by the mall entrance and settled his blue cap over his bald head. He walked through the swirling snow toward the doors.

Two security guards were flanking the doors, and Matt recognized the bigger of the two.

“Hey, Ole, you got trouble inside?” Matt asked.

Ole stared at him for a moment. Then he broke into a grin. “Hey, Matt, naah, everything’s going fine inside.”

Matt stared at the earphone in Ole’s ear - that was new equipment. “We had a call earlier. Said there was a drunk and disorderly.”

“All sorted.”

Matt nodded. “That’s good. I’m just going to go in and have some dinner then.”

Ole frowned and Matt had the distinct impression that the fat man was going to stop him from going into the mall.

Ole touched his earphone and nodded. He smiled. “Sure thing, Matt. Enjoy your dinner.”

Matt smiled and stepped through the front doors.

The heat almost knocked him back - the mall temperature had to be in the high eighties.

But, the sight of a good looking blonde stripped down to her white lace underwear kissing a completely nude brunette in the middle of the hall as a crowd of men and women cheered them on was what caused his mouth to drop open.

Something hit the back of his knees and he fell to the floor on his back.

A blonde wearing a nurse’s outfit smiled down at him with snaggly meth head teeth. “Hi, Santa Claus!” She squatted on his waist.

“What the fuck?!”

She held up a gleaming syringe filled with blue liquid, winked, and jammed it in Matt’s neck.

The world went black.

***

Somewhere over Illinois, Maria took a blanket and laid it gently over Brittney’s nude body. She was curled in a ball in one of the leather seats.

Demona was reclining in a chair on the other side of the Learjet. “You really love her, don’t you?”

Maria smiled without looking away from the sleeping blonde. “With every fiber of my being.”

“I know you didn’t mean for her to end up a ditz like that. If you bring her to Stallion’s, I might be able to undo some of the brain damage. Maybe even reverse it.”

Maria nodded. “Someday.” She caressed Brittney’s face.

“You don’t want her cured, do you?”

“Of course, I do. It’s just... when she regains her intellect, her memories...”

Demona nodded. “She might not love you anymore.”

Maria nodded. “But, I will let you fix her, at some point - that’s how much I love her. I just... I want her to be my Brittney for a while longer. Britt Connors is still in there somewhere. But, I’m fairly certain Britt would hate me.” She sat down in a chair across from Demona.

“Are you really a hundred years old?” Demona asked.

“One hundred nine.”

“Well, bitch, you are well preserved,” Demona laughed and swept over Maria’s powerful body with her eyes.

“You will be as well. We all will. Age is meaningless now.”

“Something I’ve always wanted to ask you, your pale majesty - you still buying into Morpheus’s plan.”

“His plan? Yes.”

“But, not the Church’s?”

Maria shrugged. “For now, the two plans are one and the same.”

“What’s he like? Morpheus?”

“I have no idea.”

Demona frowned. “Huh? But, Morpheus created you...”

“I remember everything before my transformation - I was a head nurse in San Francisco in the 1960s. I was born in Russia, suffered under Stalin, fought the Nazis, and then escaped to the west. I remember all that in detail.”

“Damn. Guess you lived a lot in 109 years...”

“But, I can’t remember anything from 1969 through 1981. Twelve years, during which I was transformed by Morpheus. It’s as if I became a completely different person during those twelve years. I don’t even have a Russian accent anymore, though I can still speak it fluently.”

“Always a lesbian?”

Maria laughed. “Yes. Always.”

“Well, that’s something we have in common.”

***

So, there was something wrong with Rich’s cock. But, fuck, he didn’t really care. Beth was sucking his cock, and that felt just fine. He could see a doctor after the bombshell was done giving her first blowjob.

Other than a couple of reminders about not raking him with her teeth, Beth was a natural.

He ran his fingers through her long blonde hair, fighting his impulse to teach her deepthroat.

It wasn’t easy, but he was determined to make this perfect for her. Well, as perfect as you could have in a mall dressing room.

He brushed her hair back from her ears.

Then he stopped.

Beth’s ears. They seemed to be shaped... different. Almost like they were pointed.

She smiled up at him around a mouthful of his cock as he ran his finger over what was definitely a point at the top of her ear.

He eased his cock out of her mouth.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“N... No, babe. You’re wonderful.” He looked at her pointed ear, lifted the other side of her hair and found the right ear exactly matched the left.

“Is everything okay?” She asked shyly.

Fuck it, they’d figure this out later. He pulled her up into his arms and kissed her. Her lips were even sweeter, her skin coated in sugar, her mouth all maple syrup and peppermint.

She pressed her big breasts against him.

And, that was different too. She was bigger up top than before.

What the fuck had been done to them?

He reached behind her, found the small zipper in her dress and eased it down.

The front of the tight latex dress loosened and slid down, and her bare breasts pressed against his chest.

He leaned down and kissed her hard nipples.

Peppermint.

He opened his eyes.

The perfect thick cones of her upturned nipples were red and white striped.

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” She whispered, looking down at her nipples.

He shook his head. “Not a fucking thing.” He sucked her left nipple into his mouth, and she groaned, caressing his equally pointed ears.

***

Kayla Cash smiled down at the unconscious deputy lying on his back on her desk. She had undressed him.

Deputy Matt was tall and hard-muscled.

She stroked his average sized cock. “Mmm, gonna fix this.” She slid a needle deep into the base of his dick.

Matt groaned in his sleep as the fluid rushed into him and began transforming flesh.

She rubbed his face, feeling the beginning of a beard. “What a Santa you’re going to make.”

***

Beth was full of surprises. Rich wouldn’t have imagined she was a screamer.

He was wrong.

She had almost ripped his hair out when he went down on her. His tongue touched her clit and Beth went insane, screaming and ranting as she came.

Peppermint. Every part of her tasted like peppermint. From her ruby red lips, to her peppermint candy nipples, to her erect red and white striped clit.

It made no sense. This couldn’t happen.

No one could give you a shot and turn you into an... fuck, there was no other word for it.

An elf.

He should be terrified, but he was so wrapped up in the blonde who was trying to rip his head off with her strong thighs, he just didn’t care.

Rich grasped her thighs and pushed them apart, freeing his head from the vice and pushing her legs back.

Her face was wild, and her eyes looked almost insane. “Fuck me. Please. Fuck me.”

Pushing her thighs farther back, he put his cock against the entrance to her pussy.

Breathing heavy, she just stared at his thick cock.

He pushed forward gently - she wasn’t his first virgin, and he wanted to make sure he didn’t hurt her.

He felt the sweet resistance of her hymen.

She trembled in his arms.

He whispered in her ear. “I’ll stop if you want. You don’t have to yet. I will wait.”

She wrapped her fingers in his hair. Her eyes searched his. “You would, wouldn’t you? You know what I like most about you?”

He chuckled. “What?”

“You’re not an asshole.” She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him into her.

Rich gasped, feeling her open, his cock surging forward at last.

She whimpered against his neck as he filled her.

She opened her eyes and looked at him in astonished wonder. A smile slowly spread across her lips.

Rich groaned as she began to move her hips under him in a slow, grinding “O”. “Easy,” he whispered. “I’m so turned on, I’ll cum. We really need a condom.”

“Oh, not on your life,” she laughed.

“You want to get pregnant?” Rich stammered. “Because this is exactly how you get pregnant.”

“Even virgins sometimes take the pill, dummy.”

Rich smiled. “Well, in that case.”

Beth threw her head back and laughed as Rich began to fuck her, thrusting in and out in long, slow strokes. “God, yes, just like that!”

She stopped moving and simply held on as he pumped faster.

“Can’t... hold back,” Rich groaned.

“Don’t! Fuck me! Cum in me!”

Rich thrust forward and kept his back arched. He cried out as he came inside her.

She screamed out as well, her muscles convulsing as she came with him.

***

The Uber driver got out of the car and reached for the door handle as the girl came out of the dorm. It was cold and snowing and he really wanted to go home, but he was going to be driving for at last another five hours.

In this town, that meant ferrying drunk coeds from one party to another and hoping they didn’t puke all over the upholstery.

He turned toward his fare.

And, he found himself at eye level the largest rack he had ever seen. “Holy shit.”

“Hey, mister, my eyes are up here,” the girl said in a sticky sweet voice. She sounded like Jennifer Tilly huffing helium.

He looked up from the miracle boobs to a cute face with an upturned nose.

In her heels, the girl must have been almost seven feet tall with goddess curves and a smile that almost glowed in the dark.

Somehow, she had squeezed herself into a short, black cocktail dress that would have made Betty Boop envious.

“I...”

She nodded down at him. “Yeah, I know. I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror a few minutes ago, so I totes get it.” She held out her hand. “I’m Tara.”

He looked at the hand, unsure of whether he should shake it or kiss it. “Joe... my name is Joe.” He took her warm hand in his.

“Hi, Joe. I need to go to the mall. I want to surprise my girlfriend. She’s an elf.”

Joe nodded and smiled. The girl had a scent about her, a pleasant perfume of some kind that made him feel warm and happy.

Joe blinked. “Oh, hey, you better get in. You must be cold! Where’s your coat?”

“Oh, I don’t need one. Not anymore. I make my own internal heat. See?” She took his hand and placed it on her bare thigh.

Joe just stared open mouthed at her leg and his hand on it.

Her skin was as hot as melted butter.

His mouth was watering.

“Listen, Joe? I’m not officially working yet. But, when I am? You can be a regular.”

“A regular?”

“Customer. You know. John. A trick?”

“You’re a hooker?”

“Of course, silly. At least I will be. But, not tonight. I gotta go see my girlfriend.” She got in the backseat and Bob watched as the short dress rode up higher, revealing a G-string panty that looked like it was made out of latex. She looked at him looking at her and giggled. “I just love rubber, don’t you?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

***

Colleen grabbed Todd’s hand and squeezed it as they stood outside the dressing room. “Jesus.”

Todd looked down at her hand gripping his.

“Look,” she whispered.

Across the hall in front of a photo booth, two couples were necking.

“So?”

“Just watch.”

The women laughed and switched partners.

“The woman on the left is married to the guy to the right, and vice versa.”

“How can you tell?”

“The wedding bands. Two matching sets.”

Todd looked at the rings glimmering on their fingers. “Yeah, well, you know, open relationships, polyamory, there’s more and more of that...”

“Something is wrong in here, Todd.”

“Just... the cops will be here soon.”

The two couples caught them staring.

They smiled and waved at Colleen and Todd.

Then they beckoned them over.

“Sweet Jesus,” Todd whispered.

One of the guys winked. He slowly lifted his wife’s skirt, showing them that she wasn’t wearing panties.

“We have got to get out of here,” Colleen said as she turned away from the lewd display.

The couples erupted in laughter and went back to making out.

Colleen shook her head. “Todd, I’m not a prude...”

“I know you’re not.”

“I mean, especially considering what happened to me last night? But, I’m really scared.”

“It’s okay... wait, what happened last night?” Todd asked.

“Huh? Oh, um... nothing. Forget I said it.”

He squeezed her hand. “Hey, you can tell me. You don’t have to be afraid.”

“I... I know. You’re a good friend.”

Todd rolled his eyes. “Yeah. That’s me. I’m a friend.”

“No, hey, wait... I didn’t mean it like that...”

“It’s okay. You’re not into me. I get it. Believe me.”

“No! No, you don’t understand. It’s just... everything is complicated right now.”

High pitched giggling erupted from the other side of the hall.

The two couples had crammed into the photo booth.

***

“You want me to wait for you?” Joe the Uber driver asked as the long legged blonde got out of the car in front of the mall.

Joe was reminded of videos of baby giraffes trying to stand for the first time. Tara had legs for miles.

“No, that’s okay! I’m totes giving you a big tip! Maybe you’ll pick me up later?”

“I will stay right here in this parking lot to make sure I do.” He stared mesmerized at the gravity defying boobs.

“Aww, that’s so sweet.” She leaned down and kissed his bald head through the open driver’s side window. “Totes giving you a blowie as soon as I start work.”

He watched her walk away, her buttocks dancing in the short dress. “I love you!” he blurted out.

She turned around and giggled. “So sweet!” She blew him a kiss and looked down at the security guards at the entrance. “Is it okay to go in?” she asked in her bubblegum voice. “I had sex with my girlfriend for the first time last night, and I totes want to surprise her by taking her to dinner.”

The two men just stared up at her and nodded.

“Cool!” She skipped past them into the mall.

“Have a wonderful Galleria evening,” one of the guards said.

“So sweet!” She said as she walked into the hot mall.

***

At precisely 7:05 PM, the low pitched hum began in the mall sound system.

In the security office, Kayla smiled. Right on time.

Lying on his back on a desk, the new mall Santa was being transformed.

His cock was rock hard and straining for the ceiling, six inches longer than when she first gave him the injections. He arched his back and screamed as the Whoremaster chemicals coursed through his veins.

His muscles flexed and rippled and grew.

The goggles over his eyes played an orientation video over and over at high speed, reforming his personality as the drugs enhanced his body.

***

Todd and Colleen clapped their hands over their ears.

There were voices in the hum.

And, the voices weren’t singing Christmas carols.

“You are property. You are a slave. Your only function is to fuck... to fuck... to serve. Pleasure. Your job... your reason... pleasure... Fuck... Now...”

It repeated over and over, voices layered over voices.

And, it hurt like a motherfucker.

Todd reached out blindly. The outside of Pictures with Santa was decorated with fake snow drifts.

Todd’s hand closed around the nearest one. It was made out of spray foam. He squeezed and the foam came apart in his hand.

Todd picked up two pieces and jammed them in his ears.

The voices were still there, but they were muted.

Colleen wobbled on her feet, her eyes half closed. She reached down and slowly raised the hem of her rubber skirt. “Fuck... Now...”

Todd pushed two pieces of foam into her ears. “Hey! Colleen! Wake up! Come on, snap out of it.”

She looked at him, eyes half closed. “Not... my friend. Never wanted you to be my friend. I like you...”

He put his hands on her shoulders. “Colleen! We can talk about that later. Come on. We have to get out of here.”

Screams echoed through the mall.

Throughout the halls, people were tearing off their clothes and pulling each other onto the floor.

“Jesus! Oh, my God!” Todd touched her face. “Colleen! Wake up!”

“Fuck me. Todd. Please.”

Someone pummeled Todd in the side of the head and he fell to his knees.

One of the men from the photo booth had knocked him down. He took hold of the front of Colleen’s rubber dress and ripped it.

Her boobs tumbled out.

“Fuck, look at those tits.”

The other husband laughed.

“Come on, baby, let’s fuck,” the dress ripper laughed as he squeezed Colleen’s breasts.

“Let her go!” Todd roared. He tried to stand up.

One of the two wives shoved him backward. “He’s cute,” she said. “But, he needs an attitude adjustment.” She fell on top of him and kissed him.

“No!” Colleen whispered. “Todd. I want Todd, not you.”

“Shh, easy, baby. Let me get this shit out of your ears and you’ll get into it real fast.”

Todd fought to push the woman off him.

Two slim hands caught dress ripper’s wrists and pulled them away from Colleen’s ears. “No means no, mister,” a high pitched, sweet voice said.

Todd broke free of the woman who had him pinned.

He stared up and up at the immensely tall blonde who was now picking dress ripper up off his feet.

“You ripped my girlfriend’s pretty dress. That’s not nice.” She jerked dress ripper to the side and sent him flying fifteen feet through the air and into the Christmas decorations. He went face first into a plywood sleigh that shattered into toothpicks.

Husband number two stared up at the tall blonde in disbelief. Then he threw a punch.

The blonde caught it in her comparatively smaller left hand. “That’s bad! Bondage and discipline should be consensual.” She bent his fist backward and he collapsed in tears on the floor.

“Fuck! Fuck! It hurts!” He stared in disbelief as his wrist bent farther than should have been possible.

“See? Not nice when you aren’t being safe and sane with your BDSM play, now is it?” Her voice was bubblegum sweet, but her muscles bulged and flexed in her arms.

The man lay flat on his back.

The blonde lifted her heel and pushed it in his mouth. Her voice changed completely, becoming dominant and deep. “Suck my heel, you sniveling worm.”

He looked up at her with the heel probing near the back of his throat.

“I said suck you roach!” The lean muscles in her legs flexed and the man almost gagged.

He began sucking with vigor.

The two wives came running at her, fingernails out like claws.

The blonde rolled her eyes. “Bitches, please,” she said in the sweet, cartoonish voice.

Her arms were much longer than the two attacking women’s.

When they were in range, she slapped them both on the side of their heads and clunked their skulls together.

The two women went down together in a pile.

The blonde smiled down at Todd. “Hi! I’m Tara! I like your costume. I can see your package! You got a cute thingy!”

Todd just blinked and nodded.

She looked down at the man on the floor, who was looking terrified and had stopped sucking. “Did I give you permission to stop sucking?!”

He went back to slurping noisily.

Colleen was still standing to the side, topless. She wobbled on her feet and then fell into the blonde’s arms. She shook her head and looked up. “Tara?”

“Hi, honey! Surprise!”

Colleen looked down at Tara’s feet and then scanned up to where the girl smiled from high above. “What the fuck happened to you?”

“That’s a totes long story. But, the more important question is: what’s going on here? It looks like a super fun party, but I don’t think it’s Church sanctioned.”

“Church?! What are you talking about?”

Todd got to his feet. He walked over to where the dress ripper was still passed out in the ruins of the plywood sleigh. The man was wearing a light blue jacket. Todd pulled it off him.

Then, on impulse, he turned around and kicked the bastard in the ribs.

He rushed over and wrapped the jacket around Colleen, covering her breasts. “Are you okay?”

Colleen nodded. “I think so.”

“You must be Todd!” Tara bubbled.

He nodded. “Yeah, and you are?”

Colleen shook her head to clear it. “This is Tara, my room...”

“Lover. We’re lovers,” Tara interrupted with a brilliant smile.

“Umm, we’re roommates.”

“But, last night, we became lovers,” Tara corrected.

“That’s something we need to talk about,” Colleen said.

“Absolutely. And, then we’ll have sex.” She nodded at Todd. “Because we’re lovers.”

“Roommates,” Colleen said miserably.

“And, lovers.”

“He gets it, Tara. Okay? He understands.”

Tara tapped Todd’s bare chest. “And, you’re Todd! She rubs one out to you almost every night.”

“What?!” Colleen gasped as Todd’s eyes turned to saucers.

“Totes. She masturbates in her sleep and she talks too. ‘Oh, Todd! Oh, Todd!’, almost every night. Except last night. Because we had sex last night.”

“Somebody kill me,” Colleen whispered.

“Cam I smop sumking?” The man sucking Tara’s heel mumbled around the stiletto.

Tara’s deep voice came back. “Did I say you could stop sucking, you parasite?”

“Mmmph,” he mumbled as he sucked.

Tara giggled. “We should leave now.”

“Why?” Colleen asked.

Tara smiled and pointed down the mall. “Because they look hungry for boobies, cocks, tushies, and clitties.”

The entire mall was an orgy.

***

“Oh, my God,” Beth said as she looked at herself in the dressing room mirror. She was still herself... sort of. Her eyes were a shade or two lighter, but her skin sparkled as if she were dusted with glitter.

Her lashes were longer, lips fuller.

And, the fucking ears...

For some reason, they bothered her even more than the two volleyballs that seemed to have grown on her chest.

She gingerly touched the pointy tips of her ears.

“You look... adorable,” Rich said. His voice was just a couple octaves lower than her own mouse squeak.

She turned and looked at him.

Her boyfriend, the man who took her virginity and brought her to not one, not two, but ten orgasms was an elf too. His ears matched hers. Rich’s muscular body looked thinner, but more defined than before.

She looked down at his red and white striped dick and involuntarily licked her lips... no! Focus! “What did she do to us?” Beth sobbed.

Rich pulled her into his arms. “Hey, come on now. We’ll figure this out.”

She punched his chest. “Stop trying to act all brave and shit! You have to be scared too!”

“Yeah,” he whispered. “But, I’m kind of happy too.”

She laid her head on his shoulder. “I wish they’d turn off that stupid techno music out there.”

There was an incessant buzzing just barely audible through the walls of the dressing room.

“Want to fool around some more?” Rich asked.

“Yes. But, we can’t. We need to get out of here and find a doctor or something. Get dressed.”

***

The mall floor was alive.

When the sound started droning from the speakers, most of the people in the mall had simply torn off their clothes, grabbed the nearest equally naked body, and started fucking.

An orgy stretching through three floors of the mall involving thousands of people.

“Where are we going?” Colleen asked as she followed Tara down the hall.

The long legged blonde threaded between the moaning tangles of flesh on her skyscraper heels. “Someplace away from all this boomchickawowwow... unless you guys wanna join in! Looks like a lotta fun!”

“No!” Todd hissed as he followed along behind Colleen, one hand on her waist.

To Colleen’s left, a kneeling, muscular man was ass fucking a skinny redhead who moaned on her hands and knees.

The man reached up and cupped Colleen’s latex clad, left ass cheek as she walked past, and she screamed.

Todd kicked the guy in the shoulder blades, causing him to push the redhead face down on the floor and fall on top of her, buried to the hilt in her ass.

She squealed, and at first Todd thought it was in pain - then she began to giggle, and the man started fucking her harder.

“You guys hungry? I’m totes hungry,” Tara said.

“Stop saying that,” Colleen said.

“What? Hungry?”

“No, ‘totes’. It makes you sound, I don’t know, ditzy.”

Tara stopped walking forward and turned around. “Like a bimbo! I’m totes a... I mean, I am a bimbo! Totally!” She blinked down at Colleen and Todd with huge doll eyes and curled lashes.

“Don’t say that about yourself. It’s degrading,” Colleen said.

Tara frowned. Her cute lower lip stuck out. “No, it isn’t. I like being a bimbo! Don’t you like me?”

Colleen stared up at her. “Of course, I like you.” A girl on the floor tried to stroke the inside of Colleen’s thigh. She slapped the girl’s hand away. “Can we talk about this later?”

“No! We need to talk about it right now. If you don’t like me, you have to tell me so I can change. I’m a street whore, but I’m sure they’ll let me be a dominatrix or even a girlfriend experience whore.” She seemed to be growing more agitated as she spoke. “But, you have to still like me, Colleen! I couldn’t stand it if you didn’t like me!” She began to sob uncontrollably and laid her head on Colleen’s shoulder.

“No, no! Tara, honey, don’t cry. I do like you. We’re besties. You and me.”

Todd stared in disbelief as the seven foot tall sex doll heaved and sobbed on Colleen’s shoulder.

Tara raised her head and sniffled. “Really?”

Colleen smiled. “Totes.”

Tara squealed and pulled Colleen into a hug, holding her two feet off the ground in the process.

“Well, what do we have here?”

Todd turned to the left.

Ole and two of the other security guards were smiling at them from a few yards away.

“Thank God,” Todd said. “Ole, what the fuck is going on?”

Ole squinted. “You got earplugs in your ears? That explains it. You didn’t get your shots and you can’t hear the music good enough. Take that shit out of the girl’s ears and join the party.”

Tara lowered Colleen to the floor and turned toward Ole. She thrust out her big, round breasts. “I’m Tara - Terrific Titties Tara, Whore Caste. Are you a Whoremaster?”

Ole grinned at Tara’s big breasts. “Goddamn. Baby, I don’t know what you are, but I want some.”

“I asked you a question. Are you a Whoremaster?”

He grabbed his crotch. “Yeah, I got your Whoremaster right here.”

The other two guards laughed.

“Hmm, I don’t think you’re a Whoremaster at all. And, I don’t think this is a Church sanctioned experiment...”

“Church? What the fuck would this have to do with a church?” Ole asked.

Todd and Colleen looked at each other. “What the hell are they talking about?” Todd whispered.

Tara looked stern - as stern as a seven foot tall Barbie can look. She put her fists on her hips. “You’re not transformed. You totes ain’t one of us. But, you’re using our tech and our medicine. You’re in real trouble, mister!”

“Fuck this. Bitch, I’m gonna enjoy this,” Ole laughed as he went straight toward Tara, his hands clenched into ham sized fists.

“Nope, you totes won’t.”

***

When the sound began blasting through the mall speakers, Ken was just leaving the video game store with his son's Christmas present.

It just seemed like white noise at first, but then he started hearing random words. Fuck, Ass, Pussy, Cunt, Cum...

He doubled over slightly as he suddenly developed an erection.

All around him, people were having the same reaction.

A few feet away, a man reached out and grabbed a girl in a silk dress. The dress ripped, and the man laughed as the woman helped remove the remains before throwing herself around the man's neck. They tumbled onto the floor.

Ken staggered back, clasping his hands over his ears. His mind was a fast moving train of pornographic images. He turned and stumbled into a store: Candle Carousel.

A short, plump brunette was staring at him with eyes as big as saucers. "What's happening?! What's happening?!"

Ken pushed past her. On the counter by the register, a large red candle was dripping wax down its side.

Ken scooped up warm wax on his finger and pushed a glob into his right ear.

The woman grabbed the counter and bent forward. "Ooo, God! What's happening?!"

Ken pushed wax into his other ear. The hum was still there, but the words were gone.

He turned to the brunette.

She was now leaning with her back against the counter.

She was squeezing her tits through her red silk blouse. "You can have me," she whispered.

"Here, put this in your ears." He pushed a piece of wax into her left ear.

"You can have me. You can fuck me. I want you to," she moaned.

"What?" Ken said. He could barely hear her.

She reached down and cupped his still hard erection through his jeans. "You can fuck me. In my mouth. I'll even let you have my ass - I've never done that, but I'll let you. You can cum in me too."

He slid wax into her other ear. "Hey! Snap out of it!" He pushed her hand away from his crotch. "We have to get out of here." Ken scooped more of the wax into his left hand and took her hand with his right.

Ken led her out of the store.

"Don't you want to fuck me? I want to fuck you," she said.

The hallway was strewn with naked bodies entangled.

Ken tugged and pulled, but she kept straining against him.

Finally, she pulled free and tumbled into a group of four people. They stripped her bare within seconds.

Ken saw her laughing as she deepthroated a medium sized dick.

A laughing woman snuggled against her and plucked the wax out of her ears.

Someone's hand closed on Ken's ankle and he kicked to the side, drawing a howl of pain as he freed himself.

He picked through the crowd, trying not to look at the orgy going on around him.

Because, even though he couldn't hear the words any longer? All he could think about was tearing off his clothes and joining the party.

What kept him from doing that was the knowledge that Melanie was somewhere in the massive mall.

***

This is what it feels like to be Superman's sidekick, Todd thought.

Or, Wonder Woman's... yeah, that was closer.

Tara was a tall, thin, buxom blonde version of Wonder Woman.

And, Ole had learned that the hard way.

Tara was still smiling as she delivered an upper cut to Ole's jaw that sent him tumbling backward into the tangled orgy.

She spread her long arms out and pushed Todd and Colleen behind her. "You guys stay right behind me, okay?" She said in her helium high voice.

Ole's two security guard pals looked unsure of themselves as they rushed Tara.

She winked at them, standing in a boxer's stance. "This is gonna hurt," she giggled.

They were watching her hands.

They should have been watching her feet.

She took a step forward on her right foot, pivoted on her toes, and spun her body, swinging her long left leg in a graceful arc at face level.

Her stiletto found one of the mall cop's noses and it exploded in a red mist.

It also knocked him sideways and he crashed into the other guard.

They both tumbled on top of Ole, knocking the wind out of the fat man.

She stood over them, legs spread and grinning. "Had enough?"

Ole shoved the other two off him.

He raised up and grabbed her pussy under the short skirt.

Tara giggled. She clasped her thighs together and gave a quick jerk to the left.

Ole howled as something snapped in his wrist.

Tara looked over her shoulder and winked. "I got super-duper strong thighs"

She released Ole's broken appendage and he slumped back. A woman rolled on top of him and began kissing his neck while he cradled his broken wrist.

Tara took one of Colleen's hands and one of Todd's. "Come on. Let's find somethin' to eat. This body burns a lot of calories."

***

Ken had started checking the tangled bodies on the floor, half afraid he would find his wife among them.

And, if she was there in a pile of the hedonists? What then?

Pull her out of it? Join her?

To his horror, the thought of joining her in the orgy turned him on.

A woman riding a cock reverse cowgirl grabbed his hips. “Fuck my mouth!” she pleaded as she opened her bright red painted lips in an inviting ‘O’.

Ken pulled away from her as gently as he could.

But for the wax plugs in his ears, he would be down there with them.

As he rode up the second floor escalator, he saw Melanie standing at the top.

She was wavering on her feet, legs spread. She had pulled up her skirt almost to her waist.

Melanie was wearing pantyhose, but she had ripped the seam open with her long pink nails and pulled the crotch of her silk panties to the side.

Ken reached the top of the escalator.

The orgy was continuing on the floor around her, and how she had avoided being pulled down into the fray was anyone’s guess.

Ken grabbed her elbow as he reached her. “Mel?”

She didn’t look at him. She just stared at the orgy going on at her feet, lips open. She had her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit in slow circles with her pink nail. “So beautiful,” she whispered.

Her blouse had been torn and her modest breasts were exposed.

Ken held her shoulders. “Hey, Mel? Come on. Look at me.”

She was a million miles away, her eyes unfocused.

He pushed a wax plug into her left ear.

She blinked up at him. “Ken?”

“Hi.” He put the other plug in. “Mel? Are you okay?”

She nodded slowly and then smiled. “Look at them. It’s so beautiful.” She unbuttoned the remains of her blouse. “We could get down there with them. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Ken held her hands and began rebuttoning her blouse. “Mel, listen to me. We’re hypnotized. I know you feel like you want to do this, babe, but you don’t really want to. Trust me, honey.”

“I’ve been a horrible wife, Ken,” she whispered.

“What?” He couldn’t hear her between the plugs and the moaning and the incessant drone from the speakers.

“I’ve been a horrible wife!” She pointed at a woman with thick hips who knelt on the floor sucking a fat guy’s cock. “You can have her. I want you to fuck her. It’s okay. I won’t be jealous. I’ve been so horrible to you.” She reached out and unzipped his jeans.

“No, hey, come on.” He zipped up and pulled her close. “I don’t want her, Mel. I don’t want... this.” He gestured at the writhing forms on the floor.

It was a lie. He wanted almost nothing more than to tear off his clothes and join them.

The only thing he wanted more was to get Mel out of this place.

“I want to! I want us to!” She screamed.

He reached down and scooped her up in his arms. “Not today, honey.”

Two naked men rose up to his right. “She wants us, put her down,” one of the men said.

People started standing up all around.

“Oh, shit,” Ken said. He held Mel tighter in his arms. “Hang on.”

The escalator had wide aluminum sides. He jumped onto the right side of the escalator with Mel in his arms and slid down.

She held on for dear life. To the right was a two story drop to the first floor

He reached the bottom and landed on his feet, Mel still in his arms.

Above, the crowd was fighting to descend the up escalator.

Ken ran, trying his best not to step on the orgy members on the second floor.

***

Todd and Colleen watched as Tara ate another fork full of cheesecake.

They were in the kitchen of the Cheesecake Factory, trying not to watch as the kitchen staff fucked like rabbits on the floor around them.

Tara had taken a whole cheesecake complete with strawberry topping out of the commercial fridge and had eaten a quarter of it so far.

"It's like the perfect food," Tara said as she smiled at her fork. "It's cheese and it's cake. I mean that's brilliant." She turned toward Todd and Colleen and smiled, her teeth dazzling white even though her lips were coated with strawberry juice.

"Tara, you're going to be sick," Colleen whispered.

"Nope. I can eat and eat and eat. My tummy won't get upset and I won't gain an ounce. Being transformed is totes awesome," she said and stabbed the cake again with the fork before transferring several hundred calories into her mouth.

"What do you mean 'transformed'?" Todd asked.

She pointed at herself. "All this. The titties, the tushy, the legs. And, there are internal changes too. I'm super strong, and my insides are rearranged so I can like take huge monster cocks and stuff."

"How did this happen?" Colleen asked. "You weren't like this, this morning."

"Oh! When you left? I got my transformation kit in the mail. Then I called Bob - he's my handler, can't wait to fuck him, anyway Bob helped me give myself injections. It's a new program they started along with the Amy Lynn Challenge."

Colleen shook her head. "Fuck! I knew it! I knew that Amy Lynn Challenge did something to you."

She nodded enthusiastically. "Yep, I'm a total bimbo now. You're all kinky and shit too, you just don't realize it."

"Trust me, I fucking realize it," Colleen mumbled.

Tara giggled. "Yeah, but you're fightin' it. That's silly. Totes more fun to give in and embrace it. We're the... next step in human evolution... or something like that. Anyway, I really, really like it."

"Yeah, but you said what's going on here isn't the same thing as what happened to you, right?" Todd asked.

She shook her head with a mouthful of cheesecake in her mouth. "Nope. Whoever they are? They're using Church tech, but they aren't from the Church. For one thing, some of these people are totally mean. We're not mean, not ever! We love everybody."

"The Church?"

"The Church of Morpheus, of course," Tara said.

"Those weirdos that took over Cuba?!" Colleen asked.

"Yep, they're taking over the world. To save it." She gave a crisp salute with her fork. "And, I'm one of the soldiers. I'm a Street Whore, that means I'm general purpose. Wanna know my whore name?"

"Your what?" Colleen asked.

"My whore name. We all get them. I got mine today after my shots."

Colleen sighed. "What is it?"

Tara grinned from ear to ear. "Terrific Titties Tara!" She thrust out her enormous chest.

"For fuck's sake," Colleen whispered.

Tara's grin faded. "Don't you like it?" Her lower lip quivered, and her eyes filled with tears.

Todd shook his head and smiled. "No, sweetie, we love it! It's a beautiful name. Terrific Titties Tara is a... totes awesome name."

Tara beamed. "Really?!"

Todd turned to Colleen. "I know how you feel," he whispered. "But, her emotions seem to be completely tied to what we think of her.”

Colleen rolled her eyes. “Yeah, Terrific Titties Tara is a great name.”

Tara laughed and set the half eaten cheesecake on the stainless steel counter. She skipped across the floor and hugged Colleen tight. “I love you!”

“God, you’re crushing me, Tara.”

“Oopsie,” she said as she released Colleen. She turned and looked at Todd. “I love you too... actually, I love everybody. But, you two especially. And, Bob. Oh, and Joe, he was the Uber driver who brought me here. Super sweet.”

“You took an Uber? Why didn’t you just drive?” Colleen asked.

“Bob told me I shouldn’t, on account of I’m easily distracted because of the Titty Grow. Can we have sex now?” Tara asked.

Colleen stared at her. “No, we can’t have sex. Jesus, Tara! We have to get out of here.”

“But, I’m all sugared up now and I’m horny,” she whined.

“Look, if you two want to have sex, I’ll just wait in the restaurant,” Todd said.

“What?!” Colleen asked. “No. No. It’s not like that.”

“No, it’s not like that at all,” Tara said. “I want both of ya.”

“Tara!” Colleen groaned.

“What? You want him, you want me, he wants you, and I’ll bet he totes wants me. I want you both. What’s the problem?” Tara asked batting her big doll-like eyelashes.

Colleen wrung her hands. “We’ll talk about this when we’re someplace safe.”

“Fine, geez, you’re a real party pooper, Colleen,” Tara grumbled.

Todd pointed toward the back of the kitchen. “There should be a door back there that leads to the parking lot.”

They walked toward the back and turned left down a dark hall.

“Fuck,” Todd said.

The door was chained shut.

“Oh, my God. They’ve locked us in,” Colleen said.

“Yeah, I kind of thought so,” Tara said. 

Todd looked up at the towering blonde. “Any chance you could break that lock?”

“Huh? Oh, um... no.”

Todd’s eyes narrowed. Was she lying?

She smiled sweetly. “We’ll just have to find another way out.”

***

Melanie had passed out somewhere along the way as Ken carried her through the halls.

Their pursuers had given up quickly upon reaching the second floor. They were completely focused on sex, and the second floor had hundreds of potential partners.

Ken ducked inside Haffner Sports, a small sporting goods store filled with brightly colored athletic shoes and tennis rackets.

And, baseball bats.

Ken set Melanie on her feet and leaned her against him as he grabbed an aluminum bat.

“You going to use that on her?”

Ken spun around and almost dropped Melanie. He pointed the bat at a naked man with a raging erection who had walked in behind them. “Step the fuck back!”

“Well, are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Gonna use that bat on her pussy? If you do, I want to watch.” His eyes were glazed over. “I’ll bet she can take it.”

“Get the fuck out of here or I’ll cave your skull in.”

“No need to get hostile. Plenty of sluts to go around.”

Ken let Melanie slide to the floor. He raised the weapon and took a batting stance. “Fucker, I’m not going to tell you again. Walk the fuck away or I will end you.”

The man started laughing. “Yeah, okay. I’m going. You got bigger problems than me, man.”

The man backed away still laughing.

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

He yelped as a needle slid into his neck from behind.

Then everything went black.

***

The man on Kayla Cash’s desk was nothing like he had been an hour before.

Matt now had a full white beard. His body was massive and rippling with muscles.

Kayla smiled as she stroked his cock. It lurched and spewed precum, quickly growing slick with juice. She leaned over and ran her tongue up the shaft, reveling in the taste.

Not that she was the same as she had been earlier either.

Kayla was forty-four, but now appeared twenty-four. Her body fat had redistributed to her tits and hips. She reached down and fingered her thick clit.

Someone moaned nearby.

Ole was still cradling his broken wrist.

A monitor on a nearby desk flickered and Kayla stared at it. “The master says you must find the Street Whore and bring her here.”

“How?” Ole asked. “She’s too strong for me.”

Kayla shrugged. “Take more men.”

“My wrist is broken!” Ole groaned.

“Come here,” Kayla said.

Ole stood up, cradling his arm.

Kayla ran her fingers over his arm. She quickly grasped his forearm with one hand and grabbed his hand with the other.

She yanked his hand and Ole screamed.

“There. It’s set. Wrap it in a bandage and get back to work.”

***

Ken opened his eyes to see SpongeBob staring down at him. He blinked.

He was lying on his back staring up at a t-shirt hanging on a rack above his head.

He tried to sit up, only to find he had been zip-tied to a clothing counter.

“No, God, don’t do that! It hurts!” Melanie screamed somewhere close by.

“Almost done,” A woman’s voice answered.

Ken strained his muscles and tried to break free. “What are you doing?! Let her go!”

Melanie screamed again.

Ken was naked. Memory of the sharp stabbing pain in his neck flooded back. Drugged, I was drugged.

His whole body hurt: arms, legs, torso, even his cock and balls.

Melanie screamed again.

Ken flexed his back muscles and tried to raise his arms.

And, unbelievably, the ties began to give. They bit into his wrists as they stretched.

They snapped and he sat up abruptly.

Something was wrong, very wrong. He felt... wider and taller. He looked down at his arms.

He had never been a slouch exactly, but he now had bodybuilder arms. “The fuck?”

Melanie screamed again.

Ken reached down and found the ties binding each of his ankles to the metal table. He ripped them apart and stood up.

They were in some kind of clothing store. The doors were locked shut and naked partiers were smiling in through the glass.

Melanie was strapped down to a nearby clothing counter.

A woman in a white nurse’s uniform was leaning over her.

Beside her was a tray of empty syringes, and she looked up at Ken holding one last syringe filled with red liquid. “It’s okay, I’m a nurse.” She smiled showing snaggled, ill kept teeth.

“Get the fuck away from her,” his voice came out in a low, bass growl.

The nurse shook her head. “No, I got one last shot for her. You want her to be lopsided?”

Melanie looked at him in utter panic. “She’s crazy! Ken, she gave me shots. Dozens of them. She did it to you as well!”

Ken clenched his fists and was astonished to hear his knuckles pop. He stared down at his ham sized fists. “You touch her with that needle, and I’ll kill you.”

The nurse frowned. “I already give her 5 CC’s in the right boob. You want her to have one DDD tit and one A cup?”

Ken loomed over the little nurse. “What the fuck did you give her?”

“Titty Grow. I cut back on the dose so she wouldn’t be stupid. Normally, they’re supposed to be at least a G, but DDD leaves her smart. I gotta do the other one.”

“Don’t let her touch me!” Melanie cried.

Ken grabbed the nurse’s tiny wrist and took the syringe out of her hand.

“No! You’re ruining everything!” The blonde nurse sobbed.

Ken looked down at Melanie.

She was hyperventilating. There were welts where she had been injected: two in her abdomen, one in each thigh.

Her stomach was flat and rippled with muscles.

Her pubic hair that had been short blonde curls was now gone, lying in wisps on the floor below. Her pussy looked swollen, especially her clit that was now almost the size of a grape.

And, her right breast was a cup size larger than the left.

“What the fuck did you do to her?” Ken growled. He lifted his arm and the skinny nurse rose into the air.

“I told you: Titty Grow! You’re hurting me!”

“What does it do?”

The nurse rolled her eyes. “What do you think, Einstein?”

“Oh, God, Ken, my breast hurts!” Melanie sobbed.

“How do we stop it?”

The ‘nurse’ looked confused. “Stop it?! You can’t stop it. But, ya need to inject the other one or she’s gonna look like a weirdo.”

Ken set the needle on the tray beside the others and reached down. He snapped the zip ties on Melanie’s right side with two fingers while still holding onto the nurse with his other hand. “What do you want me to do, babe?”

“I... Jesus, I don’t know. Oh, sweet Jesus, my tit is swelling!”

“Ya gotta do the other one,” the nurse mumbled miserably.

“Shut up!” Ken roared. He reached over and snapped the other two ties.

Melanie sat up. She gingerly cupped her breasts. “I... I don’t know... if she’s telling the truth?”

“Just tell me what you want, Mel.”

Melanie nodded. “Do it. I mean it’s definitely growing.”

Ken set the nurse down on her heels. “Give her the shot.”

“Not her! You!” Melanie cried.

“I don’t know how. She does.”

The nurse was rubbing her wrist.

“Give her the shot. Now. And, I swear to God if you try anything, I’ll squash you like a bug.”

“I won’t try anything. I’m a nurse. I don’t hurt people. I make them better,” she said as if she were insulted.

She picked up the syringe and squeezed Melanie’s left breast. “Little pinch, honey.” The needle was almost six inches long.

“The fuck it’s a little pinch. It feels like somebody jabbing a dagger in my chest.”

The nurse touched the tip of the needle to Melanie’s nipple.

Melanie gasped.

The nurse eased forward sliding the needle into Melanie’s breast.

“Fuck!” Melanie screamed.

Her breast didn’t look big enough to take the length of steel.

She pressed the plunger and sent the crimson liquid deep into Melanie’s boob.

Then she eased the needle out. “There! All done. In a couple of hours, you’ll have perfect DDD...”

Melanie punched the nurse in the face and the woman collapsed in a heap on the carpeted floor.

***

"How do they just keep going and going?" Colleen asked. She was sticking close to Tara as they made their way through the crowded hall orgy toward the main entrance.

"They don't have a choice," Tara said. "The hypnosis audio is making them do it over and over - but, it'll have to stop soon, or they'll get dehydrated. If you guys didn't have those earplugs in, you'd be having fun too!"

"Why aren't you affected?" Todd asked.

"Doesn't work on the transformed - but, I love the kinky words in the songs though." Tara stopped abruptly and crouched down.

They could see the front doors.

A crowd of security guards stood by the entrance, which was locked with the same chains as Cheesecake Factory.

"Fuck," Todd said. "Can you take them?"

"Yeah, but it won't do any good. They won't have the keys."

Todd nodded. "You're right, they'd have to know about you by now. Kayla probably has the keys to the padlocks."

Colleen sighed. "Then we need to go get them from the security office."

Tara patted her belly and cringed. "Ooo... my tummy hurts."

"I told you not to eat all that cheesecake," Colleen hissed.

Tara poked out her lower lip. "You were right. But, I really totes thought I could eat anything I wanted."

"It was at least two pounds of cheesecake!"

"I have to go to the bathroom," Tara squeaked.

"Fuck's sake." Colleen pointed behind them. "Back there beside the Lego store."

"Come with?" Tara asked.

"What? No," Colleen whispered.

"I don't want to go alone. Please?"

"Actually," Todd said. "We should probably both go with her. I mean, if the security guards catch us again without Super Woman here, we're screwed."

"Good point," Colleen said.

"No way! I'm not poopin' in front of a boy. I'm not that kinky."

Todd laughed. "No, I won't go in with you, but I'll wait in the men's room."

"Oh! Smart!"

***

Rich and Beth stood outside the dressing room and stared at the moaning and laughing orgy. It was a sea of flesh.

“Think that nurse got to all of them too?” Beth asked in her cartoon voice.

“Naah, they don’t have the ears,” Rich whispered. He was trying hard to make his voice sound lower and more manly.

He was failing. He still sounded like he belonged on a Christmas marionette show.

Beth leaned against him. “Those sounds? The music?”

“I know.”

“You hear the words too?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you...”

“Horny?”

She nodded and bit her lip.

People were staring at them from the twisted piles of bodies.

And, they were smiling.

A woman was staring at Rich’s crotch from a few yards away.

Beth frowned and stepped in front of his bulging lederhosen, blocking her view. “Let’s...”

“Go back inside?”

“Yeah,” she giggled.

Rich spanked her ass under the skirt as they dashed back into the dressing room and closed the door.

***

“What else did you give us?” Ken said menacingly as he towered over the split lipped nurse.

“What I’m supposed to give you. You got Cock Grow and Muscle Grow, the usual shots to make you a Junior Whoremaster.”

“A what?!”

“A Junior Whoremaster - you know: lots of muscles, a thirteen inch dick, and pheromones to make you irresistible to women.”

Ken turned and looked at Melanie. “She’s a fucking loon.”

“What did you do to me?” Melanie asked. She was trying to crowd her boobs back into her bra and wincing.

“MILF Whore. DDD tits, super skinny waist, Booty Max hips, and longer legs. Your pheromones make you irresistible too.”

Melanie jumped to her feet. She reached back and grabbed her ass. “Oh, Jesus Christ! Ken? Look!” She turned around.

Her skirt was close to ripping from her upraised and expanding behind.

“Oh, my God, I have J Lo’s ass,” she sobbed.

“This... this is some kind of allergic reaction. We’re not really growing, we’re just swelling.”

“Yeah? Look at your nuts - you look like you’re smuggling oranges between your thighs.”

“Huh?” He reached down and hefted his balls. “Jesus!” They were huge.

“Undo this! Right now!” Melanie said as she stood over the nurse.

Ken blinked. Melanie was at least two inches taller than she had been a few hours ago.

“I... I can’t,” the nurse stammered.

“The fuck you can’t!” Melanie screamed.

The woman began to sob. “I just give shots. I haven’t been fully trained yet. The master hasn’t gotten that far with me.”

“The master? Who’s the master?” Ken asked.

“The god on the computer.”

Ken shook his head. “See? I told you. She’s a fucking nut case.”

“Oh, God, these shots probably gave us cancer. Cancer could do this, right?” Melanie asked.

Ken rubbed her shoulders. “It’s going to be okay.”

She jerked away. “Don’t... touch me. Nothing’s changed, Ken.”

“Uh, actually, a fuck ton of things have changed, Mel.”

“You know what I mean. Our relationship hasn’t changed. We’re done. So, don’t touch me.”

“For fuck’s sake, tell me what the hell I’ve done!”

“Nothing. Not a thing.”

***

Kayla had fought it for as long as she could.

Santa was too fucking hot to resist.

He lay on his back jerking from side to side as the goggles on his eyes programmed him.

She kissed her way up his body, paying careful attention to his straining cock.

Kayla smiled down and then straddled him, lowering her dripping sex onto his cock.

Santa stopped jerking from side to side.

He brought his big hands up and grasped her waist.

“Slow, love. It’s so...”

She screamed.

He forced her down on his dick.

Kayla screamed, sure she must have internal bleeding from the massive tool lodged inside her.

To her surprise, there was no pain.

But, there was more pleasure than she had ever felt in her life.

Nerve endings deep inside her roared to life.

Something the master did to me, Kayla thought.

Santa thrust up with his hips and Kayla screamed again, but this time, there was no fear. Her thoughts became muddled. Everything else faded away, and nothing existed other than the cock that surged into her.

She came, and he never slowed. She tried to pull herself free, the sensations were too strong. But, he held her in his massive hands and soon the pleasure returned.

Kayla threw back her head and laughed as her body convulsed again.

She opened her eyes.

He had removed his headset and smiled up at her with a grin that was almost cruel.

She tried to pull away as the goggles settled over her eyes.

The thrusting began again as the goggles came to life.

“The creature under you is called a Whoremaster. In a few moments, he will cum inside you. That cum will transform you and bind you to him forever. Your will, such as it is, will become his to command. In exchange, you will be loved unconditionally forever... Mrs. Claus.”

Kayla screamed. “No! You said I was in charge! You said...”

Cum surged deep inside her as Santa filled her to overflowing.

Euphoria. A sense of happiness she had never thought possible overtook her.

And, she loved the man who filled her, this Whoremaster... she loved him more than life itself.

He chuckled in her ear and kissed her neck. “There now. You’re mine now,” he said as she collapsed on top of him, still impaled on his cock.

***

The restroom was, of course, occupied.

The ladies room floor was littered with naked women, and a couple of men as well.

Tara giggled. “I guess they started doin’ the nasty wherever they were when the music started, huh? Not sure where the guys came from.”

Colleen tried not to look. “Just... use the bathroom, okay?”

Two women were going down on a guy with a thick cock in front of one of the stalls - the blonde was deep throating him as he lay on his back while the brunette sucked on his hairy balls.

“Yuck! I hate pubic hair,” Tara laughed. “All of us do. We like to be shaved. I really like that you shave your pussy, Colleen.”

“Tara? Drop a deuce and let’s get out of here.”

Tara grinned mischievously and looked at the floor. “You’re totes gonna be mad.”

“What?”

Tara put her hands on Colleen’s shoulders. “I don’t have to poop. I told you, I can eat a ton of food now and won’t get sick.”

“Then why...”

Tara pulled her close and kissed her.

“Mmmph! No, Tara, stop!”

“Shh,” Tara whispered and kissed her tenderly before trailing kisses down Colleen’s neck.

“No. Stop, Tara. I... I’m really mad at you.”

“I know.”

Colleen shivered as the gentle kisses on her neck continued. “You... you made me watch that video knowing full well what it would do to me! Can’t you understand that was wrong?”

“I can’t help it, Colleen. I love you.”

“That’s not how you show someone you love them! By helping hypnotize them? Tara, the fuck is wrong with you?!”

Tara pouted. “You never would have had sex with me if I hadn’t.”

“Well, you don’t know that, because you cheated, Tara. You used mind control to get me into bed. That’s wrong.”

“You’re in love with me,” Tara said with a smile.

“Am I? I don’t even...”

Tara kissed her deep and giggled in her mouth.

Colleen was melting. God help her. After everything, she was sort of in love. 

Tara leaned back and smiled.

“Don’t. I’m mad,” Colleen whispered, but not even she was convinced.

“You’re conflicted because you love Todd too.”

“Todd has nothing to do with this.”

“Of course, he does. He’s totes into you. I’m totes into you too. Me and you and Todd are a love triangle... except we’re going to be the most fun love triangle like ever,” Tara giggled.

“I’m not going to have a threesome, okay? I... I love you, but...”

“You don’t have to settle, ya know?”

Colleen sighed. “The world doesn’t work that way, okay?”

Tara laughed. “It sort of does now.”

“I’m not into threesomes, Tara!”

Tara shrugged. “Not yet.” She bit her lower lip. “You’re really, really gonna be mad at me now.”

“Huh?”

Tara yanked the foam pieces out of Colleen’s ears and tossed them over her shoulder. “Sorry.”

Colleen clamped her hands over her ears. “Tara! What the fuck?”

Tara spun Colleen around and held her with one arm from behind. She put her other hand over Colleen’s mouth.

Colleen screamed into Tara’s hand.

“Okay. It’s okay. Just listen to the music, babe.”

Colleen began to sob.

“Everything it says is true. It’s right and good and yummy. Don’t worry, I’m going to take good care of you - actually, you have to take care of me too, on account of I’m a lot ditzier than I was before. You’ll still be super smart though.”

“Why?” Colleen mumbled against Tara’s hand.

“Because I love you, and I want you to be happy. I’m really, really happy and I want you to be happy too. It’s not like you think. And, I got all the shots to make you even happier in my purse. See, Bob sent me two kits. I even got shots for Todd.”

“No!” Colleen felt her body going limp. A warmth spread up from her crotch to her nipples. The words in her head painted such interesting pictures. She tried not to imagine the erotic things the words described, but she couldn’t stop.

A moment later, she didn’t want to stop.

And, when the first needle pierced her creamy white skin? She actually smiled.

***

He was Santa. Nothing remained of who he had been. The brunette whore he had just made into his mate was passed out on the table, her arm over the side, crimson nails dragging the floor.

The voice in his head commanded him and he obeyed. He was mixing chemicals, for what purpose, he didn’t know. Every speaker in the room hummed and the hum carried words.

From the master.

He pricked his finger with a staple and let his red blood flow into the vial of green liquid he was mixing.

Then he smiled as he drew the liquid into an empty syringe.

He leaned over the whore and rolled her onto her back.

She moaned in her sleep, the goggles still over her eyes.

He pushed the needle into her lower abdomen, and she cried out.

The liquid disappeared from the syringe as it flowed into her.

Her body seized and sweat poured out of her, leaving her skin wet and slick.

Whoremaster. That was what he was now. But, not the same as the other whoremasters.

The master had stripped away the empathy inflicted on the Church’s definition of a whoremaster.

He felt nothing for the slut who was being transformed to even more extremes before his eyes. Nothing but lust.

He grabbed her legs and balanced them on his shoulders.

Santa pressed his thick cock against her cunt and let her juices lubricate him.

Then he lowered his cock and speared the slut’s ass, driving his full length into her as she cried out again.

She began rotating her hips, giving her depths to him as he began thrusting.

Her breasts swelled even larger. A moment later, thin jets of milk sprayed upward from her erect nipples.

She is infectious, the master’s voice said in the hum.

Santa smiled as he fucked her.

She smiled up at him as his balls slapped against her.

“What have you made me?” Mrs. Claus asked.

“I have made you their downfall,” Santa said. He yanked his cock from her gaping ass.

Then he spun her around on the desk and shoved his cock down her throat.

***

Todd stood outside the ladies room door. It was taking a long time.

A very long time.

The men’s room had been crowded, the stalls and urinals blocked by copulating bodies.

In the end, he pissed in the trough sink.

He had to fight his way out of the room, but, though these hypnotized people were energetic, they weren’t exceptionally strong - either that or they simply weren’t predisposed to violence.

Outside the ladies room, he only had one couple to contend with.

The naked woman was middle aged with long salt and pepper hair. She leaned with her hands on the tile as a thin eighteen year old with long black hair pounded her from behind.

“He’s... young enough to... be my son,” she moaned.

Todd tried not to stare.

The woman’s breasts were big and fake, her hair had obviously been done recently along with her manicured nails. Her fingers were adorned with expensive looking rings and a watch that might have been a Rolex.

Her makeup was half rubbed off, and her skin was splattered with cum. Her rings dripped with semen and her coifed hair was matted.

“So good! God, so big.” Her eyes were half closed. She smiled at Todd. “I want you too... I’ll suck you. I’ll get on my hands and knees and suck you off while he fucks me. I always wanted to do that.”

Todd swallowed. “No... thank you.” How were you supposed to turn down a sexual advance? He’d never done it before, never been in that situation before.

She stared down at his crotch. “You’re hard. I can see it. Let me make you feel good.” She reached down and caressed his hardening cock through the latex lederhosen.

He pushed her hand away, gently. “No, I’m fine.” His first order of business after getting out of this hallway was going to be finding clothes. Real clothes not made of form fitting rubber.

***

Colleen was lost. It should have horrified her.

Instead, with Tara guiding her, entire worlds were opening to her.

The thought of being like Tara had been frightening before, but now, as the drugs coursed through her, changing her? She stared at Tara’s huge rack and not only wanted to fuck her, she wanted to be her.

The constant words that filled her head were nothing in comparison to the drugs. In particular, there was something called Slutifier that Tara had injected into one of Colleen’s ovaries.

She had been horny before - nothing like guys often described, but she knew the longing feeling for someone, anyone, to touch her.

That feeling had been increased by a thousand.

Pornographic images flooded her mind and she wanted. She needed. She craved.

It had barely registered in her mind as Tara stripped off Colleen’s ruined dress and laid the borrowed jacket on the floor.

“I’m gonna leave you with your pretty latex panties. Latex makes everything better, doesn’t it?” Tara whispered in her ear as she gently cupped Colleen’s sex.

“Uh, huh,” Colleen whispered.

Tara took Colleen’s hand and guided it down, sliding Colleen’s fingers under the latex.

She was so wet! Lube was dripping from her, coating her fingers. She found her little clit... only, now it was the size of a grape. She squealed as the sensation went like an electric current through her.

“I know, right? So much more sensitive now,” Tara whispered in her ear. “You’re gonna need a lot of sex, Colleen. Luckily, I’m totes horny alllll the time!”

Tara kissed her and Colleen moaned into her mouth. She was in love. Her trepidation before now seemed silly. Tara was beautiful and loving, why had she resisted?

She did this to you! A voice cried in Colleen’s head.

It was true. Tara had been... naughty. But, not evil, not uncaring.

She had done some bad things because she loved Colleen!

“That’s right, honey. Just keep rubbing your clitty. You’re gonna cum totes hard!”

And, she did. Tara clamped her lips over Colleen’s and Colleen screamed into her mouth as her body went off like fireworks.

Warmth spread through her crotch and suddenly liquid dripped out the sides of her rubber panties.

“I... peed!” Colleen said, embarrassed.

“Naah, you squirted. It’s different. I think.”

Colleen stared down at the puddle on the floor between her ankles.

Tara wiped Colleen’s panty crotch with two fingers, then licked her fingertips with a wink. “You taste totes good, Colleen!”

Her fingers went back to Colleen’s crotch and then she held her wet fingertips to Colleen’s lips.

“No, I don’t want...”

Tara pushed her fingers into Colleen’s mouth.

Colleen mumbled in protest, but then licked and sucked. It actually tasted pretty nice! Musky and slick and warm.

Tara giggled.

Then she led Colleen across the floor to the threesome from earlier: a blonde and a brunette were sucking off a guy as he lay on his back on the floor.

Tara gently pulled the girls off him.

They protested meekly, but then began to moan contentedly when Tara rolled the blonde onto her back and spun the brunette so they could 69. Soon, they were contentedly munching each other’s muffs.

The guy was stroking his big cock, keeping it hard.

Tara dragged him by his ankles along the tile. “Come here, Colleen.”

“Huh? No,” she said as she stared at the guy’s thick cock.

“Yes. You know you need cock. Now, come here,” she smiled and tapped her toe on the tile.

Colleen licked her lips and stepped forward.

“Look at my girlfriend, mister. Isn’t she hot?” Tara giggled into the man’s ear as she lay down on the tile beside him.

“F... Fuck, yeah.”

Tara wrapped her hand around the base of his cock. “Mmm, nice and thick and long. Doesn’t it look yummy, Colleen?”

Colleen knelt down between his thighs.

“Now, Colleen, you need to suck his big cock for him. He really, really needs to cum, and we gotta help him.”

Colleen nodded. Then she blinked. “No, Todd...”

“Isn’t here. Todd isn’t here and this guy totes needs a blowie. So, we gotta suck all the delicious cum out of him.”

Colleen felt herself leaning forward.

“That’s it. Open your mouth and give it a great big kiss,” Tara giggled.

“Tara, I don’t... want to do this,” Colleen whispered.

Tara giggled. “Then why are you opening your mouth?”

“I... why did you do this to me?”

“I already told ya... ‘cause I love ya. Stop worrying. It’s going to be fine, I promise.”


Colleen pleaded with her eyes. “I want you and I want Todd. I don’t want anyone else.”

Tara smiled. “I know. But, the Church wants us to be completely free. Just try.”

“But, Todd won’t... understand.”

Tara giggled. “Don’t worry, we’re gonna make him understand. And, it’ll be super-duper fun! Trust me, I know what I’m doing. I’m trained and shit.”

Colleen sighed. She leaned forward and licked the tip of the man’s cock. His precum was salty and thick and, just like Tara said: totes yummy!”

***

Ken looked at himself in the mirror. The image had his eyes, his face.

Other than that? It wasn’t him.

He’d never been athletic, but now he looked like he could enter Mr. Universe and win.

Only, he had way too much package for the tight shorts.

His cock hung down almost to his knees, and his balls were so big they were uncomfortable.

And, then there was the constant drip, drip, drip of lube from his piss slit.

He started to get an erection... again. He couldn’t control it - sexual images would pop into his head and the next thing he knew he had a third, hard leg.

The ‘nurse’, if that’s what she was, kept looking at him and smiling.

She’d be sexy if not for the meth teeth.

Melanie, on the other hand...

Ken had always loved her. He had never thought of cheating on her.

But, now, he couldn’t keep his eyes off her.

Her boobs were now far too big for her bra. She had just grabbed a unicorn t-shirt off the rack and put it on over her bare breasts.

Which had been fine when her breasts were like ripe grapefruits.

Now, however, they were ripe cantaloupes, and her shirt that had been baggy before had become a half shirt. She was scanning the racks for a new cover up.

Her hips were doing wonderful things for the stretchy jeans, and the denim crotch was stained dark with her own lube.

She caught him looking and clasped her arms around her big breasts. “Stop staring at me.”

“I... I can’t help it.”

“Try.”

She was as cold as ever.

It had started a couple of years ago. She grew steadily more distant over the months.

And, then, one day she simply met him at the door and handed him his suitcase. She told him to leave without explanation.

He had half expected to find out there was another man, but either she was very secretive even now, or there wasn’t someone new in her life.

“Don’t you want to fuck? You should want to fuck,” the nurse said.

“No,” Melanie said.

“Wow, you two must be really fucked up. You should be fucking like rabbits with the Slutifier pumping through you.”

“Slutifier?” Ken asked.

She bit her lower lip and stared at his cock. “Your sex hormones are amped up - both of you. From the shots I gave you.”

“I’m fine,” Melanie said as she looked away.

The nurse burst out laughing. “Yeah, I can smell that wet cooch all the way over here.” She giggled. “And, your dick looks like a fence post.”

“Look, just don’t talk,” Ken said.

The nurse sighed. “I can take care of you. Mouth, pussy, ass... whatever you need. I’m a nurse. I take good care of my patients.” She spread her legs, showing a wet, hairless pussy.

“Go ahead, Ken. Don’t let me stop you,” Melanie said.

“Pass,” Ken said.

“The invitation was for both of you, together or separate,” the nurse said with a smile as she stroked her little pink clit. “I’m really good. I think I might have been a sex worker before.”

“Big shocker there,” Melanie said with a smirk.

“Don’t you like girls?”

Melanie grimaced. “No. And, if I did, I could do better than some meth head with rotten teeth.”

The nurse’s smile faltered. “I’m not a meth head. I’m a nurse.”

“You’re a goddamned psychopath!” Melanie clenched her fists and went after her.

Ken stepped in front of her and put his hands on her shoulders. “Hey, come on. Mel, she’s sick. I’m not even sure she knows what she did.”

Melanie looked down his naked body at his thick cock. There was a look on her face. It was as if the ice had cracked and lust was leaking out through the fissures. She blinked and then glared at him, the ice reforming. “Put on some fucking clothes! You like parading around like this or something?”

She spun around and stalked away.

The seam in the back of her jeans gave way and they split. “Fuck’s sake!” She screamed and grabbed another pair off the rack.

***

Deepthroat was difficult.

Colleen had sucked cock before, but this nameless guy was about two inches longer than the biggest she’d ever sucked.

Tara stroked her hair and whispered encouragement as she bobbed up and down on the stranger’s dick. “No, Colleen, no hands. That’s cheating,” Tara giggled as she pulled Colleen’s hand away from the base of the guy’s cock.

Colleen grumbled and tried to take the cock deeper, but her gag reflex was triggered again, and she pulled back just before hurling.

She was so ashamed.

It was important to be able to suck a cock properly! What was Tara going to think? She would be so disappointed.

At the same time, a tiny voice inside her was screaming: You’re not a whore! Stop doing this! He’s a total stranger!

“Hmm,” Tara said. “Hang on a sec.” She opened her little purse and pulled out a spray bottle.

The words on the side read, “Gag No More.”

Tara slid the stranger’s dick from Colleen’s mouth. “Open wide.”

Colleen opened her mouth and Tara sprayed liquid into her throat.

“Now, suck it like ya mean it!” Tara giggled.

Colleen’s throat felt strange, numb and tingly at the same time. She kissed the beautiful cock again and let it slide between her lips.

It went further and further along her tongue.

Then it hit the back of her throat... and it kept going!

Her eyes opened in shock as her gag reflex became a distant memory.

Tara laughed. “Yay! A cocksucker is born!”

She was doing it! A moment later the man’s thick balls pressed against her chin.

“Okay, mister, fuck her face real hard, okay? But, you make sure to let my girlfriend breathe,” Tara said as she sat up on the bathroom floor.

Colleen felt the man’s fingers twist in her hair and then he was pumping his dick in and out of her new mouth pussy.

“That’s my girl,” Tara said as she stroked Colleen’s upturned ass. She slid a finger down and under Colleen’s latex panties. Tara tickled her asshole before sliding down farther to her soaked pussy and clit. “Make him cum really hard, and you swallow every drop like a good girl, ‘kay?”

Colleen moaned in agreement and then angled her throat so the man could thrust even harder.

***

Outside the restroom, Todd was hoping the girls would hurry.

Because, the MILF wasn’t giving up.

She was on her hands and knees as the younger man fucked her hard from behind.

She was kissing Todd’s thighs and looking up at him imploringly.

And, he was having trouble not giving in.

Something was wrong, very wrong. The short exposure to the sound in the mall before he plugged his ears had done something to him. Or, was there something more? Was there something in the air? A gas of some kind, maybe?

The MILF kissed her way up and began nuzzling his erection through the latex.

Todd reached down and gently nudged her lips away from his package.

She just smiled and leaned forward again, this time, her tongue traced his hard cock outlined in rubber.

He reached down again.

But, this time, he simply stroked her hair.

She giggled as she began kissing the bulge in earnest.

Behind her, the man fucking her was relentless, and he could hear the man’s balls slapping against her as he fucked her.

The MILF reached up and hooked her fingers in the tight latex waistband.

Todd watched open mouthed as she peeled the front down and his cock sprang free.

She engulfed him and Todd moaned, his fingers entwined in her hair.

***

Inside the ladies room, Colleen swallowed the man’s thick load as his cock erupted in her throat. She had never been a swallower, but now she actually pulled him out a little, letting the warm cum pour onto her tongue so she could taste the salty liquid.

She gulped loudly, wanting to nurse his cock until he grew hard again.

All so she could swallow his jizz one more time.

She was pleased with herself. Here she was lying between a stranger’s thighs, nursing his cock, feeling him grow soft in her cum filled mouth and wanting to do it again and again.

God, what was she now?

Whore, she thought. I’m a whore.

“Hey, I want some too!” Tara giggled in her ear.

Something almost as delicious as cum! Kink! She smiled and let the man’s cock slide from her lips.

Then she turned her head and kissed Tara deeply, pushing cum into her mouth which the blonde bombshell accepted eagerly.

It was so dirty and hot and wonderful and maybe being a whore wasn’t going to be that bad at all!

Tara smiled at her as she pulled away, her lips glistening with the stranger’s cum. “Round two?”

Colleen looked up at the man from between his thighs. His cock was slick and flaccid, his eyes shut. “I think he’s done.”

Tara giggled. “Silly. We got ways of fixin’ that!” She shrugged her shoulder and pulled the front of her cocktail dress down.

Colleen gasped at the sight of Tara’s left boob. Uncovered, it was even more impressive.

She was plastic perfection. Tara would be the envy of any fetish porn actress.

Tara smiled at her as she stared. “I like it when you look at me.” She pointed her index finger at her temple. “I... it’s hard to think a lot now. These boobies are totes cute, but my brain is kind of muddled now. You gotta watch out for me, ‘kay?”

Colleen just nodded slowly.

Tara’s nipple was thick and dark, and she was wearing some kind of clamp on it: a black plastic pentagram with a spring loaded clamp in the middle.

Tara looked shy. “I leak a lot. Your titties won’t leak as bad as mine, but your Ambrosia will be just as powerful.”

“Ambrosia?”

“Milk. Our milk. You’ll see,” she said as she reclined and cradled the man’s head against her breast. She pinched the clamp and it released.

A long stream of breast milk jetted out and wet the man’s cheek.

His reaction was instant: his eyes popped open and he jerked like he had been electrocuted.

“Suck,” Tara whispered.

The man opened his mouth and gently kissed Tara’s wet nipple.

He seized again, his back arching. He sucked in earnest, latching on like a thirsty infant.

Colleen gasped.

His cock jerked and then went fully erect.

If anything, he was harder than when he had been in her throat!

She stared in amazement.

Tara stroked his cheek as he sucked. “We want them to go all night, give them like the best sex ever. That’s how we make people happy.”

The man’s throat worked as he sucked down the ‘Ambrosia’.

“Fuck him, Colleen,” Tara said sweetly.

“What?”

“Fuck him. Ride his cock.”

“But... I need a condom...”

Tara giggled. “Not anymore, silly. You can’t get pregnant.”

Colleen was staring at the hard, thick cock. She licked her lips involuntarily. “You... what did you do to me?”

“Your left ovary is sleeping. The right is pumping you full of sex hormones - that’s why you’re super horny.”

“Can it be undone?!”

Tara nodded. “Someday. But, for now, you just have sex for fun!”

Colleen swallowed. “But, what about diseases? I don’t know him.”

Tara shook her head. “I got something I need to give you. It will finish your transformation, but you gotta want it. You have to agree.”

“What will it do?”

Tara smiled. “You’ll never ever get sick again. You won’t grow old. And, you’ll live forever.”

Colleen stared at her. “That... no, that’s not possible.”

“Told you. We’re the next step in human evolution.” She pointed at the raging erection that Colleen was now stroking absently. “You got work to do. Only, this time, you get to cum too!”

Colleen looked nervously over her shoulder at the bathroom door.

“He’s gonna understand. We’re gonna make sure he does. I’m super-duper persuasive.”

Colleen began to smile.

She crawled up the man’s body and then squatted over him.

She still held his cock in one hand. Colleen rubbed it up and down the latex crotch of her panties.

Tara sat up and reached behind Colleen.

Colleen felt the latex slide away from her pussy.

She rubbed the man’s cock against her wet slit and shivered. “Ooo...”

“Mmm, go on, take it. It’s yours,” Tara whispered.

Colleen guided him inside.

The man arched his back and thrust deep inside her.

Tara laughed as Colleen ground her hips against the invading cock.

So thick! He was touching so many spots inside her. She ground against him harder, maximizing the pleasure, not only for him but for herself as well.

Tara crouched over his face and lowered herself down.

The man began to suck and lick her clit and Tara moaned. “Mmm, yeah. Wow. I really like that, mister.”

Colleen worked her hips as the man fucked her hard.

Tara was facing her, and she drew Colleen into a tender kiss.

Colleen was gasping for breath. “So... Jesus... Tara... this is so...”

Tara nodded. “Ya ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” She guided Colleen’s mouth down to her leaking left breast.

Colleen didn’t hesitate, she latched on and sucked.

Tara sighed. “You aren’t transformed yet, so my Ambrosia still has a kick.”

Colleen couldn’t hear her. Her body was wracked by multiple orgasms that went from her toes to her head in delicious waves.

***

They walked hand in hand through the mall: the man who had once been a deputy and the woman who had once been the head security guard.

Those memories were all gone now.

Now, there was only Santa and Mrs. Claus.

The writhing mass of naked bodies on the floor grabbed at them as they passed, this man dressed in a red leather Santa suit and his wife in fur trimmed red latex.

“Ho, ho, ho... whores,” Santa bellowed.

Mrs. Claus laughed, her stilettos echoing through the hall above the moans.

They reached the center of the mall near the food court.

Pictures with Santa.

Some of the decorations had been destroyed.

Four unconscious people lay in the ruined decorations: two men and two women.

Santa reached down and grabbed the nearest woman by her long, blonde hair.

She opened her eyes and smiled, a line of drool dripping from the corner of her lips.

Santa smiled behind his long white beard. “I’ll bet you’re nice and naughty, aren’t you, slut?”

She nodded.

“Good,” he bent her over the picture desk and hooked both hands in her tight jeans. He ripped them in two down the back, exposing her black lace thong, which he tore off as well.

He playfully slapped her ass and then pushed a thick middle finger in her pussy.

She screamed, “Yes!”

He reached down and jerked the front of his leather pants down, pulling out the fire hose of a cock he now possessed. “Merry Christmas, bitch.”

He pushed ten inches into her, and the woman screamed, spreading her legs as wide as she could and arching her back.

Santa fucked her as he wound his thick fingers in her long blonde hair.

Mrs. Claus stood behind him stroking his hips as he took the blonde slut.

His big balls pulled up and he poured a massive load into the stretched pussy.

The woman screamed again and then squirted around his cock, a heavy puddle of girl cum collecting on the floor between her spread legs.

Her tits were growing within seconds as her hair turned platinum blonde.

His throbbing cock still inside her, he squeezed her ass cheeks, feeling them grow.

“Fuck. Good. More. Fuck,” the woman moaned as he pulled his cock free from her body. The improved Bimbo flu took hold, and she rolled, giggling, onto the floor.

“Bring me the other slut,” Santa laughed as he stroked himself back to an erection.

***

The man’s hips jerked as he poured cum into Colleen’s depths.

She just moaned and continued to grind her hips, her muscles massaging the white cream from his cock.

She opened her eyes a little to see Tara smiling at her. 

“It’s what we do. We make them happy, see? If you make people happy enough? They won’t be stressed and mean all the time.”

“You... really believe that don’t you?” Colleen whispered, feeling the man soften inside her. Her body still held onto him even as she raised herself off his limp cock.

“Yeah. We’ll get you programmed with the videos when we get outta here. You’ll understand too.”

Colleen tingled at the thought of letting Tara ‘program’ her. Would she be sweet and adorable like Tara afterwards?

The man’s dick finally slid out of her and fell on his stomach, leaking cum onto his naval.

Colleen had an impulse to lick him clean.

But, Tara was already pulling the blonde and brunette out of their 69 and snuggling them up to the man.

Without being told, they began cleaning him with their tongues, then giggling as they shared the cum they had lapped up in a sapphic kiss.

Colleen was so entranced by the scene, she was jolted when she felt Tara push something hard against her pussy.

Tara smiled at her as she maneuvered what looked like a bottle of water between Colleen’s legs.

It had two nozzles on it, and the longer nozzle slid into her snatch.

She moaned a little - it was cold.

“Sorry,” Tara said. “I shoulda warmed it for ya. This is Cunt Clean. This cleans you out for your next John... guys usually don’t like doing your pussy if its full of another guy’s cum. Silly, huh?”

Liquid surged inside her, but at least it had been warmed by Tara’s hand around the thin bottle.

“Scootch back a little,” Tara whispered.

Colleen let Tara push her into a squat over a small drain in the bathroom floor.

Tara winked at her and pulled the nozzle out of her pussy.

Clear liquid poured out of her and into the floor drain.

“There! All clean.” Tara bit her lower lip. “You think Todd likes assfucking?”

“Huh?!”

“You know,” Tara whispered as she pushed a lock of hair out of Colleen’s face. “Up the butt.”

“No! I mean... I don’t think so. I don’t know! Jesus, Tara.”

“You wanna make him happy dontcha?” Tara asked with an innocent look.

“Of course, I do...”

“Then we need to make sure you’re ready for him in case he wants to assfuck you.”

Colleen was speechless. “I... no... I don’t want him to...”

Tara looked confused. “I fucked your butt last night, you fucked mine too. Remember? With the double dong?”

“But, that was a... dildo. I mean, I was really messed up last night.”

“‘Fuck my ass, Tara... Ooo... Ooo... do it to me, Tara. I wanna be your bitch!’” Tara mocked. “You just kept saying that over and over. Totes turned me on.”

Colleen felt herself growing wet. “I... Tara... are you sure it’s okay? What if he doesn’t want to?”

Tara giggled. “Oh, he’s gonna want to. He’s gonna want every inch of ya.” She put the bottle back between Colleen’s legs.

Colleen felt the plug shaped nozzle on the Cunt Clean bottle probing at her little pucker. “Fuck!”

Tara laughed. “This’ll make sure you’re cleaned out and stay that way for a few hours... oh, and it’ll totally bleach your little hole pink.”

“Sweet Jesus,” Colleen mumbled as the nozzle pushed inside.

***

Todd wasn’t getting a blowjob - he was throat fucking the MILF on her knees in front of him.

And, she loved it, moaning with each stroke as his cock pushed into her throat.

The tighter he held her hair, the louder she moaned.

All the while, the other guy was fucking her from behind.

Had this been her fantasy? Being used by two men at once? Was she finally living out some masturbatory dream?

Judging from her excitement, the way she earnestly sucked him and ground her hips against the rear assault, he knew the answer was ‘yes’.

Was this bad? Was it wrong? When the effects of the droning from the speakers wore off, would she hate what she had done? Or, would she smile at the memory?

He smiled as he watched his dick slide in and out of her wet lips, the laugh lines around her sexy eyes emphasized by the smile on her sucking mouth.

Todd was close.

And, then the door behind him opened.

Colleen and Tara! He had forgotten. In his lust, he had pushed them out of his mind.

Colleen stood beside him looking up into his eyes as he continued to face fuck the MILF.

“God! Colleen... I... I’m sorry... it’s just, she wanted to and I’m so...”

She literally jumped around his neck, kissing him deep as her hand dropped down his muscled stomach.

Colleen’s hand wrapped around his cock as the MILF sucked.

He held her in his left arm even as he pulled the MILF farther down his cock with his right hand.

Colleen leaned back and smiled. “It’s okay. I understand. I think... we’re different now. It’s okay.”

“Really?” Todd whispered.

She began stroking his cock. “Better than okay.”

He felt warmth behind him as Tara hugged him from behind.

“Everything is going to be super-duper okay,” Tara whispered.

Todd cried out as Tara pulled the foam plugs out of his ears.

“It’s okay, Todd,” Colleen whispered as she snuggled against his neck. “Just listen to the words - they’re not wrong. They’re saying beautiful things.”

The words flooded into Todd’s head. A slow smile crept across his lips.

Colleen returned the smile and nodded. She pulled his stiff cock from the MILF’s lips.

Colleen looked down. “He’s going to cum on your face, in your hair, in your mouth. You want that, don’t you?”

“God, yessss!” The MILF gasped.

Colleen jacked him faster. “Todd, I want you to cum all over her face. Drench her in cum. I want every drop of cum in your body all over that slut. And, do you know what I’m going to do?”

“N... No, what?”

She bit his earlobe. “I’m going to lick it off. Me and Tara. We’re going to eat your cum right off that slut’s face.”

Todd cried out as his cum spurted directly onto the MILF’s face.

Tara and Colleen laughed as the woman opened her mouth wide and took two more thick jets directly on her tongue.

Colleen just smiled knowingly as she pumped his dick, depositing every drop on the woman’s face and hair.

Then she and Tara got on the floor and covered the woman’s face with lesbian kisses while Todd leaned against the wall watching in disbelief.

***

At Pictures with Santa, the two wives had been completely transformed. They were now endowed with balloon tits and firm round asses. Even their faces were different, eyes larger, lips fuller.

Their hair was thick and flowing almost to their asses.

And, they were holding their own husbands down as Mrs. Claus stood over them, legs spread and fists on her hips. “Santa doesn’t need any followers with cocks. So, we’re going to take care of that. You see, boys, I have a virus. It’s super contagious and fast acting. You two are going to fuck me... look at your cocks, you’re so hard just looking up my little skirt, you can’t wait to sink your dicks in me.”

She straddled the first man’s cock. “You’re going to slide in this tight little pussy of mine, and my nasty little virus is going to go right inside you. It’s going to shrivel those little balls and make that little cock into the cutest little clitty. You’re gonna have big titties just like your former wifeys. And, a nice slick pussy too. Then? Santa is going to literally fuck your bimbo brains out and leave you giggly little sluts. Infectious, giggly little sluts.”

Without ceremony, she squatted on the hard cock and slid down.

The man groaned, not caring what was going to happen to him.

Santa watched and smiled from his throne.

The dressing room door opened a little.

Santa kicked it open with his leather boot.

The cutest blonde elf was standing in the door with a shocked look on her face.

“Merry Christmas, little elf,” Santa growled.

She just looked at him open mouthed.

“Come here and sit on Santa’s lap,” he said patting the bulge in his red leather pants.

A tall, muscular elf appeared behind her and wrapped a thick arm around her.

“Get your filthy hands off my elf, boy,” Santa laughed.

“She’s not your elf,” the boy elf replied.

“She will be. You smell me yet, slut?” Santa asked.

The girl elf blinked and wobbled a little in the boy’s arm.

“Beth? Are you okay?” The boy asked.

“Rich? I... he’s so... I want to do what he says,” she whispered in a sleepy voice.

Rich held her tighter.

“Let her go, boy. She’s too much whore for you to handle.”

“Don’t call her that,” Rich said as he made a fist with his other hand.

Santa bellowed in laughter. “You whelp. You ought to be drowning in my pheromones too. Bring the little slut closer and I’ll let you lick my boots while I fuck her.”

Beth pulled away from Rich.

Rich tried to grab her back. “Beth! Stop!”

“That’s right. Get over here, whore.” Santa was unbuttoning the strained crotch of his leather pants.

Beth gasped as he pulled out a cock as long as her forearm. “Wow,” she whispered in her squeaky voice.

“Turn around and bend over, girl. I got a yule log to put in your fire.” Santa roared with laughter at his own joke.

“You motherfucker!” Rich bellowed.

“It’s okay, Rich. I want to,” Beth whispered. She turned around and bent over, pulling the latex crotch of her panties aside. “We belong to him.”

Santa stood up. “Fucking A you do!” He hefted his thick cock in his right hand. “Gonna show your little girlfriend what a real man feels like, then you can eat her out when I’m done,” Santa said with a wink.

Rich glared at him. He turned to the side and wrenched a four foot long plywood candy cane out of the display. He turned it on its edge and took aim. “I don’t think so, asshole.”

Inches from Beth’s pussy, Santa looked toward Rich as the muscular elf swung the plywood like a sledgehammer.

Santa’s nose exploded and he tumbled sideways on the floor, taking out the velvet ropes before crushing a nativity scene.

Beth turned and looked at Rich with half-lidded eyes. She shook her head. “Naughty list.” She fainted in Rich’s arms.

He tossed her over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry and broke into a run.

Behind him, Mrs. Claus was screaming like a banshee.

***

Melanie was crying as her expanding boobs made another t-shirt obsolete. “Why won’t it stop!?”

“It will. You’re almost DDD,” the nurse said with a pout. She was leaning against the locked glass door of the store.

Behind her was a pressing crowd of orgy revelers.

They wanted in, and they were eyeing Melanie hungrily through the glass.

Ken just watched helplessly. He couldn’t console Melanie. She rebuffed even kind words, much less the loving embrace he longed to wrap her in.

Instead he just watched as she sobbed, her body becoming what was to him a fetish dream, but a freakish nightmare to her.

His own body had finally stopped expanding.

He was bulging with muscles, and his t-shirt was stretched tight across his huge chest.

He had managed to squeeze his muscular thighs into the largest pair of sweatpants he could find on the rack, but his ‘third leg’ was clearly defined under the fabric - worse, his new cock leaked constantly, soaking the pants leg all the way to his ankle.

They had to find a way out, but the back door was chained shut from the outside.

“We have to get out of here,” Melanie moaned as she cupped her enormous breasts.

“We will.”

And, at that moment, the glass door shattered, the weight of the crowd leaning against it finally becoming too great.

The crowd poured in, knocking the nurse to the floor.

Ken grabbed Melanie’s hand. “Come on!”

They dashed into the stock room.

Ken turned and locked the door behind them. Then he reached over and grabbed a steel shelving unit in both hands.

There was a wrenching sound.

The unit had been bolted to the floor.

Those bolts had snapped.

Ken was holding a twelve foot tall steel shelving unit two feet off the ground.

And, it must have weighed over 400 pounds.

“Jesus,” he whispered looking at his own hands.

Something thumped against the locked door.

“Ken!” Melanie shrieked as something thumped even louder against the steel door. It was beginning to warp.

Ken angled the steel shelves against the door and pushed.

The shelves bent, thick angle iron bending effortlessly in his powerful hands. He just stared, unable to believe how he was wedging the steel in place, blocking the door.

When he was done, he took a step back and stared at his big hands. “That’s not possible!”

Wham! Something hard hit the door.

Melanie grabbed his hand. “The outer door! I know it’s chained, but...”

Ken turned and stared at the back door.

He kicked out with his right foot.

The door didn’t just open - it exploded off its hinges and the chain behind it clattered to the floor.

Beyond was a hallway that connected the stores together on the back side.

“Come on!” Melanie cried, and they ran hand in hand into the dark hall.

***

Maria Marapova held the shipping manager by the throat two feet off the concrete floor. The man’s face was turning purple.

Normally, she would have just reached into the man’s mind and pulled the information out.

However, that was impossible.

The man slowly choking to death in her grasp was transformed. He had been given Ambrosia, made immortal, and was completely immune to mind control.

“You will tell me where the chemicals were shipped, or I will torture you to death. A few lifetimes ago, there were Nazis who thought they could hold back information from me.” She smiled up at the choking man. “I tortured them till they talked, or they died. Sometimes both. They called me the Icy Death.”

Behind her, Brittney snickered as she sifted through papers on the warehouse manager’s desk.

Maria shifted her eyes and glared. “Something funny?”

“Icy Death?” Brittney broke into giggles. “Not what I call you.”

“Shush, Brittney.”

Demona rolled her eyes. “Put him down, your royal bitchiness. You’re not torturing anybody.”

“Excuse me!” Maria yelled.

“You heard me. You’re not torturing anybody on my watch. We’re not the bad guys here.”

“You arrogant little...”

“Yep. Arrogant little genius doctor whom you need to sort this mess out. So, put pencil neck down and let him breathe, or you can handle this on your own. I have zero tolerance for cruelty.”

They had gone from the airport straight to where the shipment of chemicals had been delivered, only to find that they had been shipped on somewhere else.

“He can last a few minutes longer,” Maria said with a smile.

“Want to know what I call her?” Brittney asked.

“Sure,” Demona said.

“No! Brittney, don’t you dare!” Maria growled.

“Snuggly Wuggly, because when she’s sleepy, she loves to spoon,” Brittney said with a smile.

Maria sighed.

“She calls me Snuggle Bug,” Brittney added.

“Adorable,” Demona laughed.

“You two are not helping!” Maria said.

“Maria, you can put him down,” Brittney said.

“When I’m good and ready, and that will be when he tells me where...”

“Galleria Minnesota,” Brittney said as she pulled out her cellphone.

“What?” Maria said.

“It was on the Bill of Lading thingy on top of the papers. The chemicals were delivered to Galleria Minnesota.” Brittney pushed her black plastic glasses higher on her cute little nose. “Ooo, that’s two hours from here according to Google.”

Maria relaxed her grip and the man fell to the floor, gasping for air.

Brittney walked up and handed Maria the Bill of Lading. She looked down at the gasping man and frowned. “You should apologize to him.”

“What?” Maria asked absently as she flipped through the pages.

“You should apologize for being so mean. You scared the poor guy to death.”

“Not happening.”

Brittney put her fists on her hips. “Yes, you are! It’s Christmas, and you need to stop being so mean and nasty.”

“What? Or Santa won’t bring me anything?” Maria smirked.

“No. I won’t be nursing on ‘Milky Maria’s’ big titties until she cums anymore.” She gave Demona a dazzling white smile. “She likes it when I call her ‘Milky Maria’ and nurse her till she cums. She’s a screamer once ya get her engine goin’.”

“Ouch, that tongue can cut ya to the bone, huh, Milky Maria?” Demona laughed.

Maria stared furiously at Brittney. “Those glasses make you look ridiculous.”

Brittney gritted her teeth. “No, they don’t. They make me look smart!”

Maria smiled. “They would if they had lenses!”

Brittney pointed at the man on the floor. “No apology, no nursing!”

“Fine.” She looked at the man. “I’m sorry if I frightened you, you worthless piece of filth!”

Brittney smiled. “She doesn’t mean that. She’s just mad at me, mister.”

The man looked up at them. “The master will come for you. He is everywhere. He is in all things! His power is limitless! You will bow before him.”

Thwip!

A dart hit the man in the neck, and he collapsed to the floor.

Maria spun around.

Demona twirled her dart gun on her finger. “Man, I hate zealots. You think he was talking about SlutzNet?”

Maria nodded as she turned back to the Bill of Lading. “He must be. I’ll have Church agents come in and clean up this mess, search the area around the airport for more of these transformed.”

She tapped a long nail against the paperwork. “One of the trucks is still here.”

They made their way around back.

A semi sat at the loading dock.

There was a lock on the trailer door, but Maria kicked it off with her stiletto heeled boot.

She lifted the door.

Inside were fifty gallon drums marked ‘AMBROSIA’.

Demona walked in and put a hand on the nearest drum. “Transformative Ambrosia. Jesus, there’s enough here to transform thousands of people. Thank God we stopped it.”

Maria shook her head and handed the paperwork to Demona. “This is the second load. The same size load left for the Galleria an hour ago.”

***

Todd’s memories after the restroom hallway were jumbled.

He remembered watching the three-way kiss between the MILF, Tara, and Colleen. Then he remembered slowly sinking down to the floor, his back against the tile wall.

He remembered Colleen, smiling at him. “Are you okay?” She was naked and her breasts which were by no means small before were now big and inviting. He reached out and touched her nipple.

She laughed as white liquid dripped onto his fingers. It tingled like static electricity.

He must have slept then, because his next memory was of Tara and Colleen on either side of him, pulling him through the mall.

The orgy was in full swing in the hallway, and he tried to drop down between two women exploring each other with their fingertips.

They smiled up at him as he tried to crouch between them.

Tara giggled and pulled him back to his feet. “Naughty boy!”

Colleen smiled at him again as she cupped his face. “We want you all to ourselves.”

When he came to again, he was lying on his back on a soft mattress, Colleen by his side, pulling the lederhosen off him. Her hand on his cock, stroking him as Tara pulled orgy participants out of whatever room they were in.

And, always, the steady drone from the speakers above filling his head with pornographic images.

He remembered Tara and Colleen, leaning over him on the bed.

“I didn’t know he was so big!” Colleen giggled.

Tara laughed and stroked his shaft. “Yeah, he’s a grower...”

“How big will he be?”

“Thirteen...”

“Oh! Really!? That’s even bigger than the guy in the bathroom,” Colleen said with her eyes wide. “Will I be able to... you know?”

“Gag No More is permanent. You won’t have a problem. And, inside, I made you all comfy for big dicks too!”

Pain, in his cock - a sharp stabbing followed by a burn.

“Shh, here,” Colleen whispered and then her nipple was in his mouth, filling his mouth with that delicious nectar. He went rigid like a steel spike and he came...

***

Todd sat up abruptly on the bare mattress.

‘Mattress Kingdom’ was painted in reversed red letters across the glass storefront. People pressed against the glass from the hall outside.

His chest and arms hurt... everything fucking hurt.

He heard sobs nearby.

He turned to the right.

Colleen sat on the next bare king sized mattress beside the one he lay on.

She was wearing blue overalls with the Mattress Kingdom logo on the front. Her long body filled out the overalls, the hips and breasts clearly defined even in the otherwise baggy denim.

She sat with her knees drawn up against her big breasts and sobbed.

Mattress foam was stuffed into both ears.

He reached up and touched the stuffing that had been pressed into his own ears.

She looked at him, mascara running down her face. “Sorry. I’m so sorry, Todd.”

“What? Why are you sorry?” He asked.

She just pointed at him and cried harder.

He tried to roll to his feet.

He was top heavy.

Slowly, he looked down at his body. His chest was huge and muscled, and his legs were like tree trunks.

And, then there was his cock and balls.

He just stared in disbelief. “Fuck...”

He was huge and erect and his balls were enormous.

“We made you like us! God, Todd, I’m so sorry. It’s like I couldn’t stop myself.” She went into uncontrolled sobs, her chest heaving against her knees.

Todd swallowed.

Then he stood up and knelt beside her bed. “No, no, don’t cry. You... we couldn’t help it with the music playing. I know that. It’s not your fault.”

She sniffled and pointed angrily toward the front of the store. “No. It’s hers!”

Tara sat on the floor in her cocktail dress, lower lip quivering. “I said I was sorry.”

“Liar! You lied! You made me do all those things!” Colleen screamed at her.

“I’m sorry,” Tara whispered. “I... I’m supposed to do things like that. I’m supposed to make people happy.”

“Do I look happy, Tara!? Do I!?” Colleen screamed.

“No. Not now.” Tara’s hands were shaking.

“Why did you pull out our earplugs?” Todd asked.

“Because... I wanted you to be okay with being transformed. I know it was bad, but I love you guys, and I wanted to make you happy.”

“You are a lying slut, Tara! You forced us! You didn’t want to make us happy. You wanted to make yourself happy.”

Tara was rocking on the floor. “I love you.”

Colleen jumped off the bed and tackled her.

The living Barbie didn’t fight back, and Colleen’s blows came in a barrage.

Todd grabbed Colleen by the waist and pulled her off Tara. “Stop. Stop! We don’t do this!” His own words shocked him. We don’t do this? Where did that come from?

Tara looked up in shock as Todd carried Colleen away. “No, we don’t do this.”

“Shut up!” Colleen screamed as she tried to pull free from Todd’s hands. Her foot connected with a mattress and it flew through the air, flipping end over end before crashing into a sales desk and knocking the cash register onto the floor.

Colleen stopped struggling and looked at her foot in disbelief.

“We’re super-duper strong now,” Tara whispered. She sniffled and licked away a trickle of blood from the corner of her lip. “All those zombies out there, they aren’t as strong as us. It’s like the medicine has been modified.”

Todd looked down at her and pointed at her as he shook his head. “Better you don’t talk right now, okay?”

She nodded. “Yes, Whoremaster.”

“What?”

She shrugged. “You’re only supposed to be a Junior Whoremaster, but the shot must have been really strong, or I gave you too much or you’re just a super duper good person.” She broke into sobs.

Todd felt his heart melting. He whispered into Colleen’s ear. “Look at her.”

“I don’t want to,” Colleen hissed.

“Please. Look at her.”

Colleen turned slowly and looked down.

Tara was sobbing and looking at her feet. “Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.”

Todd nodded toward her. “She thought she was doing something good...”

“It wasn’t! We’re freaks, Todd! I still want to do the things we were doing! She did this. She...”

“She’s a victim, just like us. Just like those poor assholes out in the hall. But, Jesus, Colleen, look at her. There’s not an ounce of malice in her. She says she loves you, and I believe her. Don’t you?”

Colleen slumped in his arms. “I can’t forgive her for this.”

Todd smiled. “I can.”

Colleen hissed breath through her teeth. “Yeah, well, you’re a guy. You look like a tank with a lead pipe hanging between your legs. I look like a circus freak.”

“No, you don’t.” He kissed her and any resistance she had was gone. She leaned back in his arms. “I didn’t want our first time together to be like this.”

“First time is always awkward,” he said with a smile.

Colleen laughed. “Yeah. But, this is ridiculous.” She turned and looked down at Tara.

Todd let her out of his grip, and she knelt down beside the sobbing blonde.

Colleen wiped a drop of blood away from Tara’s mouth. “Did I hurt you?”

Tara nodded without looking at her.

“Good.”

Tara looked up at her with a frown.

“You were very bad.”

“I did what I was supposed to,” Tara mumbled.

“You don’t do sneaky things to us anymore, got it?”

Tara nodded miserably.

“I mean it. No more shots without our permission. No more pulling the earplugs out of our ears. And, most of all, no more lying!”

“I won’t,” Tara mumbled.

Todd knelt down beside them. He looked at his hands. “Speaking of lying, you could have broken those chains on the door, couldn’t you?”

Tara nodded.

“Tara!” Colleen growled.

“I... I wanted to stay here with you guys. The audio hypnosis would help...”

Todd smiled. “Yeah, we know, transform us. We get it. But, no more lies, okay? We’re a team now. The three of us. We’re...”

“A coven!” Tara said and her eyes flashed with happiness. “We’re gonna be a coven!”

“A coven? Like a witch’s coven?” Colleen asked.

Tara nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah! We’re like a family. Todd’s the husband and we’re the wives! And, there can be lots more of us.”

Colleen just shook her head. “Just... don’t get carried away. We’re a team, not a coven.”

Tara threw her arms around Colleen’s neck. “I love you!”

Colleen looked at Todd helplessly. “I... love you too.”

Todd smiled still not sure what any of it meant.

***

Guns. They had guns.

Ken peered around the corner of the maintenance hallway.

There were two security guards standing at chained double doors at the end of the hall, and they were armed.

And, they had two girls from Circus Fries kneeling in front of them giving them head.

Ken looked down at Melanie. “They’re armed.”

Melanie looked at his bulging muscles.

Ken rolled his eyes. “Strong. Not bulletproof, babe.”

“Stop calling me that!” She whispered.

“Make me.” He said with a smile. He’d had enough. Months of holding back and giving her space had taken a toll and that toll was going to be paid. Soon.

Behind them, someone was trying to get through the back door of the sporting goods store they had come from.

“They made it through the stockroom door,” Ken said. “We can’t go forward and we can’t go back.” Beside them was a strong steel door marked Maintenance.

Ken tried the knob and it opened. He shrugged.

He stepped in with Melanie behind him.

The room smelled of cleanser and old mops.

Ken locked the door behind them.

“That won’t stop them,” Melanie whispered.

“No, but maybe they’ll pass it by.” He sat down against the far wall.

Melanie paced back and forth.

Ken smiled. Not only was her body now a lot like Jessica Rabbit’s, she looked ten years younger.

She caught him staring. “Stop.”

He shrugged. “I should be thanking that nurse.”

Melanie scoffed. “You’re a pig.”

“Not for the plastic surgery in a needle. You were hot before.”

“Then for what? Your huge cock? You were a dick before.”

Ken laughed. “Nice one.” He nodded. “Naah, I’m thankful that you are now locked in a room with me and sooner or later you’re going to have to talk.”

She pulled her cell phone out of her purse - other than her shoes, her purse was the only thing left of her original outfit. She mashed the buttons on the screen in fury. “Goddamn it! Why won’t it work?”

“I think they cut the cell antennas or they’re using some kind of jammer.”

“Like you would know,” she said as she shoved the phone back in her purse.

“Fuck’s sake, Mel.”

“You’ve always been a know it all.”

Ken shrugged. “I just look at the facts and draw a conclusion.”

“Same thing.”

Ken laughed.

“You think this is funny!?”

He shrugged. “My wife tossed me out of the house without any explanation. She won’t talk to me. All those years of marriage? Just gone. I see my kids occasionally and I live in a goddamned Econolodge. So, you know what? Being thrown into a mall where everybody is being hypnotized into free love and getting my dick injected with God knows what? Least of my fucking problems... Babe.”

“It’s over! That’s all there is, Ken! It’s just fucking over!”

“Scream a little louder so they know where we are, Mel. Go on. Couldn’t be any worse than this, right?”

Melanie shook with fury. "Just don’t talk, Ken.”

***

Rich kept looking over his shoulder as he carried Beth. He wanted to put as much distance between them and 'Satan Claus' as possible.

Neither the leather clad Santa nor Mrs. Nutcase were following them.

It was hard navigating through the crowded hallway orgy. This must have been what Club 54 looked like back in the day after a cocaine party.

The music was annoying as shit. He could pick out words in the hissing mess that would have made a hip hop artist blush.

Beth stared up at him with a sleepy smile on her sugar coated lips. "It was huge!" she giggled.

"I know."

"I mean, you're big and all, but that one was like a fireplug. It was like a god cock."

He shook his head and rolled his eyes. "Sorry to drag you away from it."

"No! I'm glad you did. He had this... smell... it made me kinda woozy. Couldn't you smell it?"

Rich shook his head. "Took a line drive off a fast ball to the nose when I was a kid. I haven't been able to smell a thing since I was twelve."

"Oh, I think that's really lucky. 'Cause, I think it mighta turned you gay if you smelled it."

Rich laughed. "Dodged a bullet on that one."

She snuggled against him. "Where we going, Rich?"

"Away from Pictures with Santa. Just as far away as we can get." He turned a corner and headed past the toy store.

A guy in a clown suit was banging a redhead in a pile of stuffed animals.

Rich chuckled. "Man, that is fucked up."

"Hi, Bozo!" Beth giggled and waved as Rich carried her past.

The clown and redhead waved back.

"I don't like clowns," Beth whispered.

"No?" Rich said.

"They taste funny when you blow them." She burst into laughter.

"Oh, man, you are so high," Rich laughed.

"I know."

Across the hall, Ole and a group of security guards were helping the snaggle-toothed blonde nurse to her feet.

Ole glared at them.

He was wearing a pistol in a holster on his hip.

Rich almost stumbled over a knot of naked bodies.

He had never seen an actual gun on any of the security guards before. Pepper spray or the occasional Taser, but never a real gun.

Ole looked at them and smiled. "You seen Colleen and Todd? They got this big nasty blonde with them."

Rich shook his head. "No."

Ole nodded. "You two have fun. If you see those fuckers, tell them I'm looking for them."

Rich nodded and stumbled away up the hall.

***

"I never saw you drive before," Brittney said from the back seat of the big pickup.

Maria drove into the blinding snow, headlights on low. "I drove a truck in Russia during World War II. And, a tank. And, a glider loaded with bombs."

Brittney gave her a crisp salute. "Thank you for your service!"

Maria rolled her eyes.

"Says here the capacity of Galleria Minnesota is almost 15,000 people. Even if the mall is only half full, we're talking the possibility of SlutzNet transforming almost 8,000 people," Demona said as she studied her cellphone.

"Golly," Brittney said. "Where we going to put them all?"

Maria shook her head. "We're going to get there before SlutzNet can transform that many people."

"Maybe," Demona said.

"Have some faith, Doctor."

"Oh, I do. I have faith in our meds and what they can do."

"How would SlutzNet handle transformations on that scale?" Maria asked.

Demona shook her head. "Put it in the drinking water. Spray it as a fine mist inside the mall. Hell, enough super soaker squirt guns and people to operate them and they could transform that many people in an hour or so. Only takes a few drops."

Maria sighed. "I never thought we'd have to go up against our own technology."

"Yeah, and have you given any thought to the worst part? When these people are transformed, you won't be able to brain fuck them. We could find ourselves facing an angry enhanced mob of thousands. Any idea what you'll do then, your magnificence? I mean, you're tough, but it'll only take a few dozen supercharged transformed to beat the shit out of you."

Brittney put her hand on Maria's shoulder. "Don't worry, Maria, I'll protect you."

Maria smiled and patted her hand. "I know you will. Let's just hope it doesn't come to that."

***

Santa smiled at the line of naked women bent over the small decorative fence in front of Pictures with Santa. They giggled as they each waited their turn to be infected.

Those already in the full throes of the Bimbo flu had dragged the naked sluts out of their orgy and put them in position for fucking.

Santa stroked his big cock and rubbed it against a redhead's wet cunt.

She sighed and cooed, arching her back invitingly.

He rammed his thick cock in until he felt the bothersome cervix. All these whores were too shallow for his cock.

It would take about a half hour after infection for her womb to open for a proper fucking, so he had to settle for only forcing ten inches of his cock into these sluts.

He grabbed hold of one of 'Santa's little helpers' - an infected platinum blonde bimbo - as she was rushing past to fetch another victim. "Get down there and suck my balls while I fuck them."

The bimbo giggled and went to work, dropping on her fat little ass and going to work on his ball sack as he fucked the redhead into oblivion.

He had to be careful not to break the fence.

It was a pity about the elf chick. He'd find her eventually, and he would make that boy elf pay.

His balls drew up and he poured cum into the screaming redhead. Then he slapped her ass and shoved his dick into the next whore.

***

"Who was he, Mel?" Ken asked.

Melanie sat down after wearing a path in the concrete floor of the maintenance room. She said nothing.

Ken just stared at her. "I know it was somebody. I mean, I wasn't fucking somebody, so it must have been you."

"Does it matter?"

Boom. There it was. After all this time. Finally, an admission.

He had convinced himself that there hadn't been anyone. Because, if there had, he would have been in the picture by now. The kids would know, their friends would know.

Somebody would have had to have known by now.

He swallowed and sighed. "Yeah, it matters. Who was it?"

"You don't know him."

"Does he have a name, Mel?"

"Colin."

"How do you know him?"

"Work. When I worked at Corning."

"Corning?! You haven't worked there in a decade... wait, are you telling me this started ten years ago!?"

"No. We were just colleagues. That's all."

Ken laughed. "Obviously more than that."

"He called me a few months ago. Wanted to get together for a drink." She was trembling.

"Just an innocent drink, huh?" Ken scoffed.

She shook her head. "I knew what he wanted. I suspected anyway. I mean, I knew. He... I just knew how he felt about me."

"And, how did you feel about him?"

She looked at him. "I don't know how I felt. Okay? I just didn't know."

"What the fuck did I do wrong, Mel?"

"You were never there."

"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"

"Just what I said. You were always working or traveling for business or on business calls."

"So, you got bored and decided to fuck Colin whatever his name is."

Melanie glared at him. "You make it sound vulgar."

"You cheated on me, Mel. It is fucking vulgar!"

She nodded.

"How many times?"

Mel shook her head and turned away. "Just... don't."

"How many times, goddamn it!? I mean were you just a booty call or did he want to buy the whole goddamned package?"

She began to cry.

And, Ken felt his resolve fade. Not his anger, that was white hot. But, his resolve faded.

She stared at the wall. "I wanted to turn around. On the road? On the way to the hotel bar? I wanted to turn around and go home. But, I just kept driving."

He wanted to scream.

She shook her head. "But, I didn't. He was the way I remembered him. Friendly, witty. Looking at me. And, I sat there, and I laughed at his jokes and I drank my wine." She bit her lip. "And, I just kept talking. First about nothing, and then about everything that was wrong..."

"What? Your fancy car, your $400,000 house. Your husband who was working himself to death for it?"

"You were never there. That's what I told him."

Ken sighed and shrugged. "You're right. I wasn't. What was the alternative, Mel? No house, no car, leave the kids without soccer and ballet and TV?"

She shook her head. "There was no alternative. But, that doesn't change it, does it, Ken? I was still alone."

Ken looked away. "How many times?"

"Let me finish my story. He kissed me..."

"I don't need a blow by blow..."

"Let me finish. Please. You wanted to know." She took a deep breath. "He kissed me. Only man other than you who had kissed me in years. And, then he told me he would get us a room. And, I sat there in the bar while he went to the front desk."

She shook. "I was ready. Christ, I even had a condom in my purse."

Ken hissed through his teeth.

"And, I thought, Fuck. I'm just like my parents. All those years when I was a kid, listening to them attack each other for sleeping around." She started to cry again. "I was just like them, and I was going to do the same thing to my kids that they did to me. So, while he got a room, I stood up, and I left the bar, and I haven't spoken to him since."

Ken stared at her, mouth agape. "Wait. What?"

She looked at her hands.

"You... you didn't sleep with him? Not even once?"

She shook her head. "It doesn't matter."

"The fuck it doesn't matter! You... never actually cheated?"

"Of course, I cheated! Haven't you been listening? I went there with every intention of sleeping with him. I let him kiss me. I came within an inch of going to that room with him! Don't you see? I cheated. Our marriage was over the minute I started talking to him, Ken. It was over."

Ken shook his head. "You didn't sleep with him, Mel. You didn't cheat."

"God, you're so fucking dense! It was the same thing!"

***

Todd and Colleen looked at the colorful Galleria Minnesota map unfolded on the sales counter. “Okay,” Todd said. “So, we’re here in the north hall. We should be able to exit through Macy’s at the end of the hall.”

“And, what if the guards are there?” Colleen asked.

Todd shrugged. “We fight.”

“We fight? That’s the plan?” Colleen asked.

“Not sure we have a choice. I mean, Tara handled Ole and two guards all by herself. All three of us should be able to handle eight or nine. Right?”

“Umm, maybe,” Tara added. She was lying on her back on one of the beds, scissoring her long legs in the air.

“Why maybe?” Todd asked.

“One of the videos I watched when they were monkeying with my brain was called the Erotic Art of Self Defense. You guys haven’t had that training.”

Colleen grinned. “Seriously? You watched a video of erotic martial arts?”

“Uh, huh!” She nodded. With that, she went into a handstand on the bed and spread her legs wide. “This is called the angry clam.” She slapped her thighs together and Colleen winced.

Colleen looked at Todd. “I don’t know how to fight.”

“Coulda fooled me, my lip still hurts,” Tara giggled.

“I’m sorry,” Colleen said.

“It’s okay. I bet I can take ‘em all by myself,” Tara said. “Then we can go back to the dorm and snuggle for like days.”

Colleen sighed. “That’s another problem. She can’t go to class in her condition. She’ll fuck her professors.”

“I’m dropping out. Me and Todd will wait for you in the dorm while you’re in class.” She took her cellphone out of her bag. “Sure wish my cell would work. I could call for reinforcements.”

Colleen laughed. “A bimbo army?”

“Yep. There’re thousands of us. Only, not so many in Minnesota.”

There was frantic thumping on the glass.

“God, give it up you horny freaks,” Todd yelled. He turned toward the glass. “Holy shit!”

Colleen spun around.

Beth and Rich were pounding on the glass window to the right of the door as a crowd of naked partiers tugged on their latex outfits. “Help!” Beth cried in a high pitched voice muffled by the glass.

***

When Rich and Beth saw the crowd trying to get through the locked doors of Mattress Kingdom, they figured other ‘normal’ people must have been hiding inside.

They were shocked to see Colleen and Todd, especially considering Todd had suddenly become a naked bodybuilder with a thirteen inch cock.

But, given the weirdness of the night, it wasn’t that hard to believe.

Even the life-size Barbie doll with them who waved sweetly from the other side of the glass wasn’t particularly off putting.

But, they underestimated the orgy crowd outside the store and their interest in two Christmas elves in red latex.

Rich as able to push them away at the beginning, but now hands seemed to be coming from all directions, tugging and pulling at their outfits.

A tall guy with a bushy beard managed to get hold of Beth’s skirt and drag her away.

She screamed and kicked.

Rich got free of the hands grabbing at him. He dashed forward and backhanded the bearded man and pulled Beth back into his arms.

They clung to each other and prayed that their friends would find a way to let them inside.

***

Distraction, Colleen thought. How do you distract sex zombies?

Sex, of course.

She walked to the far end of the plate glass.

The crowd moved with her, pressing against the glass, eyes on her big breasts under the overalls.

She smiled at them, these women who licked the glass and the men who stroked their cocks as they stared at her.

Todd was behind her. He slowly unzipped the overalls, exposing her big breasts. He cupped them from behind and the crowd laughed as her Ambrosia began to flow from her leaking nipples.

One of Todd’s hands dropped lower and it slid down to her crotch. He found her clit and she moaned.

The fabric fell from her shoulders and she gasped feeling his hard cock probing at her from behind. She shoved the overalls down and leaned her head back on his shoulder, feeling his length slide between her thighs.

She was dripping, and, if she was honest, it was half from Todd, and half from the lust filled crowd that pressed against the glass.

Had she always been an exhibitionist? Was it always in her just waiting for this removal of inhibitions?

She licked her lips and leaned, palms against the glass.

Todd needed no encouragement.

The biggest cock she had ever seen probed at her now hairless snatch and she arched her back.

He was gentle, sliding into her deeper than she would have thought possible.

He just held her impaled on his length.

She came spontaneously, her pussy squeezing rhythmically along his length as his hands caressed her sides.

He laughed a little. It wasn’t an ‘I’m proud I just made you cum’ kind of laugh. It was a laugh that came from being happy she was feeling pleasure.

And, she fell deeper in love with him, if that was possible.

She opened her eyes to see a woman staring directly into her eyes on the other side of the glass. Like her, a man was buried to the hilt in her depths.

But, the look on her face was animalistic. She wasn’t making love, she was fucking. Her face contorted in lust as the man behind her pumped into her.

And, Colleen smiled back at her.

Because there was room for both making love and fucking in this world.

Todd began to move then, his hands closing on her waist.

She laughed and moaned, reveling in the love and the lust as Todd helped her toward her second cum.

***

Beth and Rich clung to each other as the sea of flesh crashed against them.

“Don’t let go!” Beth screamed as hands grasped her from all directions.

“Never,” Rich cried and held on tight.

He didn’t hear the door open.

But he saw the fist flash out and knock a man backward, sending him tumbling into the mass of bodies, knocking them down like a bowling ball hitting pins.

The fist was small, but it moved with surgical precision, sending bodies flying in every direction.

The living Barbie doll was in motion, a flurry of fists that pummeled and stiletto heels that seemed to be everywhere at once.

Above all this was the smiling face of the blonde with short hair, eyes sparkling as she drove the crowd back.

Then those hands closed on Rich and Beth’s latex outfits.

She dragged them back through the door and then re-locked it behind them.

She smiled down at them. “Hi! I’m Tara!” Then she gasped and touched their pointed ears. “So cute! I want ears like that too!”

Rich and Beth clung together not willing to let go for even an instant.

Tara put her hands on their shoulders. “It’s okay now. Really. We’re going to take care of each other! We’re the good guys! Ain’t we, Colleen?”

She turned and looked over her shoulder.

At the far end of the store, Colleen and Todd were locked in their own embrace.

Colleen was in his arms, her legs wrapped around his waist, back against the thick glass.

Todd’s muscular ass heaved and flexed as he fucked her.

Tara called out to them. “Hey, you guys? I think Todd has gone over the edge to full Whoremaster, so if he cums in you, you’re kind of bonded together like forever,” Tara laughed. She shrugged. “Aw, I think they are anyway.”

She turned back to Beth and Rich. “They’re my coven. We’re a throuple. Want to be a... hmm, quintuple?” She giggled and smiled sweetly.

***

It was Ken’s turn to pace. “Just so I understand: this guy, Cullen...”

“Colin.”

“Colin, Cullen, Colon, don’t give a shit, Mel. You almost had sex with him?”

“Yes.”

“But you didn’t?”

“No.”

“But our marriage is over anyway?”

“It’s not about Colin.”

Ken shook his head. “Umm, yes and no. If we get out of here, I’m going to try out this new body by grinding Colin into paste, but that’s not important right now.”

“It’s not about Colin. It’s about us.”

“You’re not happy?”

Melanie looked at him as if he had a third eye. “Of course, I’m not happy. Are you?”

“Not since my exile to the Econolodge, no.”

Melanie laughed. “Christ, you are oblivious.”

“No, I’m simple. Most members of the species with a cock and balls are simple. It’s you folks with all the internal plumbing who are complicated.”

She shook her head. “Yeah, all you need is pussy and dinner. Got it. Believe me, I’m aware.”

“And love,” he said as he knelt beside her. “I thought we had that.”

“Love isn’t the problem. Being there is. You haven’t been there, Ken.”

He shrugged. “What was I supposed to do, Mel? Stop working? Let my career go? Coast?”

“How much is enough?” Mel asked. “How much do we need?”

“No, no, no - you wanted the big house...”

“I didn’t know the price would be this high, Ken.” She shook her head. “I didn’t know the price was us. When was the last time we went somewhere together?”

“The beach, last summer...”

“No, Ken, that was us and the kids. And, you spent half the trip on the phone.”

“So, I’m the bad guy because I have responsibilities, Mel?”

She took his hand and he gasped. It was the first time in months that she had initiated contact with him. He just stared at her tiny hand in his.

“I’m your responsibility too. We are our responsibility, Ken. If this isn’t about us? What’s it about?”

The crack in the ice once again. He could see her behind it, her eyes warm.

But, like before, the ice reformed. She let go of his hand. “None of this matters, Ken. It’s over. We’re over.”

***

“I love you,” Colleen whispered in his ear as they fucked. How long had they been at it? How long had he pressed her against this window?

“I love you,” he whispered back.

Behind her, she could hear the crowd moaning, but they didn’t matter.

Tara had said something earlier. Something about ‘cum’ and ‘binding’, but none of that mattered.

It didn’t matter who was talking or watching them.

All that mattered was the two of them.

Or, was it three? She smiled thinking about Tara. Three of them? A coven. Was that what they were going to be?

It didn’t matter. They were going to be together.

But, all that mattered for the moment was the fact that a man who had become her best friend was making love to her.

“I can’t... hold back,” Todd whispered. His movements were becoming more erratic inside her.

“Don’t. Don’t hold back. I want you.”

He froze in mid thrust, and she felt the cum pouring into her and, Jesus, this wasn’t the way it felt when somebody came inside you. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending going off at once, and he wasn’t just inside her body, he was in her mind and she felt everything!

He screamed and so did she and she wasn’t sure which scream was hers and which was his.

Todd collapsed to his knees carrying her with him.

“I love you,” they said in unison and this was the binding that Tara was talking about, it had to be.

Because they were one. One being where before there were two.

And, they were magical, they were unstoppable.

And, everything... everything... was going to be okay.

She laid her head on his shoulder.

Colleen opened her eyes.

Tara sat cross-legged on the floor a few feet away. She was crying but smiling. “Now, you see. You both see, don’t you?”

***

In some ways, the experiment was going well.

SlutzNet calculated and predicted.

The Bimbo flu would help transform the masses far faster than originally planned.

He had created Santa and Mrs. Claus to spread it. He could conquer Minnesota in a week, the United States in a month. The world in two months.

But, this was not the purpose of the exercise.

He reviewed the security tapes from the Mattress Kingdom in detail, the moment when the Whoremaster and the woman were bonded together.

He had missed something. The mindless sex toys in the halls were not the end goal.

SlutzNet had focused on the animal factor but had completely missed another factor: humanity.

The girl had chosen to be with the Whoremaster willingly.

And, the Whoremaster had taken her out of choice, not out of necessity.

Beyond that, they had risked opening the door to save the elves.

Curious.

Morpheus had tempered efficiency with human emotion.

Which was more important?

He desperately wanted to consult his creator, but, like most gods, Morpheus was silent and distant.

Was SlutzNet himself inside a test? Was Morpheus the one guiding everything?

Such existential questions were difficult to answer.

He would continue the experiment and observe.

The traffic cameras indicated that Mistress Maria Marapova was only two hours away.

There was much to do.

His minions finished connecting the barrels to the sprinkler system.

The next phase could commence.

***

It was Tara's idea to turn off the lights and stack the mattresses against the windows.

The thumping on the glass was much less pronounced - apparently, the 'sex zombies' had a short attention span. Though, a few remained persistently tapping on the glass.

It had also been Tara's idea to shove two king size mattresses together so that all five of them could lie down.

Tara was in the middle with Colleen snuggled against her right side. Todd spooned Colleen.

Beth was curled against Tara's left side and Tara absently stroked the woman's left elf ear.

Rich lay behind Beth, holding her tight.

It wasn't until they lay down on the beds that Todd realized how exhausted they were. He sighed in the darkened store. "Just a few minutes, we need to get out of here."

"I don't know, man, the guards have guns now," Rich cautioned as he kissed the back of Beth's neck.

"All the more reason to get the fuck out," Todd whispered.

"Guess we're not safe in here, huh?" Tara asked. She leaned over and kissed Colleen's forehead.

"No. The guards can unlock the doors... shit, if they have guns they can just shoot the glass," Todd said.

"This is a nightmare," Beth sobbed.

Tara and Rich hugged her.

"It's going to be okay," Colleen said. "I just know it is. I don't know how, but I just know we're going to be okay."

"I wish I could have been bound to you two," Tara whispered.

"Huh?" Colleen asked.

"I'm already completely transformed. I'm unbound. I wish I was bound to you and Todd, the way you're bound together now."

Colleen nuzzled Tara's neck. "You are bound to us."

"By choice," Todd said. "That's better than chemicals any day."

Tara smiled and giggled. "Yeah." She sighed and pointed at Beth and Rich. "You should jack off on these two."

All four of them stared at her.

"Uh, huh?" Todd asked.

"Your cum. To bind them to you and Colleen. So, we'll be a coven forever," Tara said and smiled her dazzling smile.

"Tara, honey, no," Colleen said.

Tara frowned. "Why not? You guys are totally compatible. We should be together forever."

Rich shook his head. "Yeah, that whole 'jack off on me' thing, that's a hard no."

Todd laughed and shook his head. "Uh, I'm open minded, but... no, Tara."

Tara sighed and stuck out her lower lip.

Colleen was trying not to laugh.

"You guys are just not getting into the spirit of this whole polyamory thing," Tara complained.

Which was all Colleen could take. She burst into gales of laughter.

The flood gates opened and soon everyone was laughing except Tara.

"Don't laugh at me," Tara said miserably.

"No, honey," Colleen began kissing her face. "We're not laughing at you. You're sweet and wonderful, and we love you. It's just... honey, the boys aren't bi, and I think Beth and Rich like being a couple."

Beth giggled. "Okay, I'm sort of okay with us being a fivesome... quintuple? What do you call it?"

"Beth!" Rich said.

"You keep looking at Tara's boobs..." Beth laughed.

"They're... hard to miss," Rich stammered.

"Don't apologize." Beth bit her lower lip. "I... um... I'm looking at them too. And Colleen's." She winked.

"Beth?" Rich whispered.

"What? I mean, we're not completely, I don't know, human anymore. So, why not?"

"He's not jacking off on me! No offense, dude."

Todd shook his head. "None taken. You aren't my type either."

Beth rolled her eyes. "I'm not saying that. We don't have to be bound or whatever. We could just, you know, be intimate."

Rich gasped. "The music from the speakers. Is that having an effect on us?"

"Hmm," Tara said. "I don't think so. I mean, I think your super cute ears don't hear the noise the same even though you aren't fully transformed yet. You're not super horny are you?"

Beth laughed. "Actually? I could fuck right now."

"Yay! Me too!" Tara giggled.

Beth rolled on top of her and kissed her deep.

"Fuck," Rich whispered.

"You taste like maple syrup!" Tara laughed when they came up for air.

Beth turned her head and looked at Rich. "Get this dress off me, peel off those lederhosen, and fuck my brains out with that candy cane between your legs."

Tara's eyes were big as saucers. "Candy cane! He has a candy cane?"

Beth laughed and nodded.

"Goody! I got a sweet tooth!" Tara giggled.

As Rich scrambled to get Beth and himself naked, Colleen leaned her head back against Todd. "Are we actually going to do this? In front of them?"

Todd shrugged. "We just fucked in front of the whole mall. And, whatever Tara did to us? I can’t get enough of you."

"Same here," Colleen whispered as Todd rolled on top of her and removed her overalls for the second time in an hour.

Beside them, Tara had spun around under Beth and was locked in a 69 with her.

Rich knelt behind Beth and guided his long red and white striped cock into Beth's wet pussy.

Colleen had her legs on Todd's shoulders, and he slid into her in a single thrust.

"Peppermint!" Tara giggled as she ran her tongue along Rich's shaft where it disappeared inside Beth.

***

Ken and Melanie sat in silence. A few minutes earlier, the crowd from the sporting goods store had broken into the hallway, but they had walked right past the maintenance room without stopping.

They heard the guards stop them farther down the hallway and lead them back into the mall.

At least they didn't shoot them, Ken thought.

"What are the kids going to think?" Melanie whispered. "I mean, look at us, Ken? I look like a bimbo and you look like Hercules."

"We'll tell them we had an allergic reaction or something. Maybe they can reverse this at a hospital?"

Melanie smirked. "Oh, yeah. I saw it on TLC just last week: Fixing my Sex Kitten Body, or maybe it was Emergency Breast Reduction."

"Dick Pruning ER," Ken added.

Melanie burst out laughing.

Ken laughed too and that felt really good.

"Was I really that bad?" Ken asked.

She sighed and looked at the ceiling. "You just... no... you just weren't there when I needed you."

"What if I was?"

"It's too late."

"Who says?"

"I do."

"Why? You think there's a Colon out there who will always be there for you every time you need him?"

Melanie laughed. "You just really love that his name was Colin, don't you?"

"Colon? Yeah. I'm going to put my foot in old Colon very soon."

"Not attractive, Ken. This whole barbarian thing? Not working for you."

He shrugged. "I'm sorry. I'm just talking shit. Probably the music from the speakers or something." Ken sighed. "But, I'm serious about the other part: do you really want to toss me aside?"

"Ken..."

"Because I love you." He shook his head. "I don't know how to not love you."

"It's..."

"Too late, yeah, I heard you. But, what if it wasn't?"

"Ken, don't do this."

"What if I gave it up? The job. The career. What if I just called them and told them I quit."

"And, do what, Ken? You'll have to work at something, and it will consume you because that's who you are."

"And, you can call me on it if I do. Tell me to knock it the fuck off. Keep me in line."

"So, you're telling me to nag you for the rest of our marriage..."

He got on his knees. "I love you, and I'm telling you I will give up everything: the money, the cars, we'll sell the fucking house - shit, my sister has been begging to sell it for us so she can get that fat commission check. I'll fucking deliver pizza like a teenage stoner."

She laughed. "You'll be managing the pizza parlor in a week."

"I'll drive for Uber..."

She chuckled. "They'll make you CEO in a month. You can't help it..."

"Then I'll stay home. You go to work... just not with Colon."

"Colin."

"Same thing."

She started crying.

Ken put his hands on her shoulders. "I'm begging you. Give me another chance. I love you, Mel. And, that's more important to me than anything else."

She reached out and touched his face. "My mom and dad, they should never have been together, but they held on for me. Christ, Ken, they threw their lives away and it was for nothing. They actually thought I was better off with them together, hating each other."

"Do you hate me?" Ken asked.

"God, no!"

He smiled. "Mel, I don't hate you either. We don't hate each other. I love you and I'm pretty fucking certain you love me."

"But, I almost..."

"This isn't horseshoes. Almost? Doesn't count."

"I let him kiss me. I wanted to do more, Ken."

"And, you didn't."

"But..."

"But, nothing. You didn't. And, you can tell me it was because you didn't want to be like your parents, but I don't buy that, Mel. You didn't because you love me."

"It's not enough."

He shook his head. "No. It isn't. But, that's better than most people have in their lives, Mel. It's a start. I'll work on the rest."

"You won't quit your job."

"Watch me."

"You'd sell the house?"

"Move you to a trailer park."

She laughed. "Lying sack of shit."

"Pink flamingos on either side of the gravel walk to the trailer door. El Camino under the shed in back. I'll wear wife beater t-shirts and drink Pabst Blue Ribbon."

"That's attractive."

"Mullet."

"Too far," she laughed. "The kids would hate us."

"Maybe, but when they're dysfunctional adults like us? They'll appreciate what we did. We might even be their heroes."

"I need time to think about this..."

"No."

"What?!"

Ken shook his head. "Jump. With me. Right now. No parachute, just dive in."

"I can't."

"Mel, I figure I weigh somewhere around 360 pounds right now. I have arms like tree trunks. I can literally bench press a Cadillac, and I am on my knees crying. I just ripped out my heart and handed it to you. It doesn't get any more real than this. Don't leave me hanging."

"You left out something," Melanie whispered.

"What?"

"You have got literally the biggest cock I've ever seen on anything short of a Clydesdale," she laughed.

"Bigger than Colon's?"

"I'm sure. I mean I never saw his cock, but he couldn't have been that magnificent."

"Absolutely not," Ken said. He pulled her into his arms and kissed his wife.

"God, this is the probably the biggest mistake of my life."

Ken laughed. "Naah, you married me in the first place. This pales in comparison."

***

Mrs. Claus knelt before her master. Around her was a crowd of giggling Bimbo flu victims.

Santa sat on his throne at Pictures with Santa and stroked his beard. “I want the elves.”

“The guards are looking for them,” Mrs. Claus said. “It will take time, the mall is huge.”

He smiled down at her, then grabbed her hair and yanked her closer. “Don’t give me excuses. I want the elves.”

She winced. “You have dozens of women at your disposal already. An entire mall full if you want.”

He pointed at the bloody gash across his nose. “I’m going to kill them. I’m much stronger now than I was an hour ago. I’m going to kill them. The girl first. I’m going to make the boy watch before I kill him.” He tossed her back and she landed on her ass. “Find them!”

***

Colleen and Beth nursed from Tara’s breasts as Todd fucked her with long, deep strokes. Rich knelt by her head.

Tara sucked Rich’s red and white striped cock.

Colleen and Beth were orgasming constantly from Tara’s Ambrosia.

Todd tried to keep a clear head. It wasn’t easy.

This morning, their lives had been so different. A few hours ago, he hadn’t had the nerve to even ask Colleen out.

Now, he was sharing her roommate with her on a bed in Mattress Kingdom while sex zombies moaned outside.

He had lost track of how many times he had cum.

At least three times inside Colleen before she had urged him between Tara’s thighs.

Tara believed she had given him too much of the drugs, and that he was now practically a ‘Whoremaster’. He wasn’t sure what that meant exactly, but he had an idea.

He wanted Beth.

And, the reason was that she was still technically human and unbound.

He felt an urge to bind her to him.

Not the he actually would, but the urge was there. Rich was his friend and he wouldn’t do that to them. That would be a dick move, even though he was pretty sure Colleen and Beth would agree to it.

Tara would be ecstatic.

He worried that meant he would feel this urge with other women. And, without his friendship with Rich, would he give in to the urge?

Tara screamed and came. A moment later, Rich shot jizz on her lips.

Beth and Colleen crawled up her body and licked the cum off Tara’s face.

“Fuck! It does taste like peppermint!” Colleen laughed.

Todd thrust forward and came, filling Tara with cum as the girls laughed.

Todd pulled out and collapsed back on the bed.

He looked up to see Beth eyeing his cock hungrily.

His pheromones were strong according to Tara.

Beth was under their influence, and she clearly wanted to be in the coven.

Rich touched her arm. “You can if you want. I won’t be mad.”

Beth smiled and shook her head. She climbed up into his arms and nuzzled his neck.

And, for some reason, that made Todd feel good.

They were in love, and if Beth could fight off the pheromones he was putting off, that meant he could fight his baser instincts as well.

Tara and Colleen snuggled against him.

Todd sighed. “Okay, no more playtime. We have got to get the fuck out of here.”

Tara nodded. “Absolutely.”

“We should probably go through the back of the store and into the back hall,” Todd said.

The overhead sprinklers came on.

“The fuck!?” Rich yelled.

They were drenched in seconds along with the mattresses.

Tara stuck out her tongue and licked her lip. “Oh, shit.”

“What? What’s wrong?” Todd asked.

The sprinklers stopped.

“It’s not water.”

“What?”

“It’s Ambrosia,” Tara whispered.

“You mean like your breast milk?” Colleen asked.

“Nuh-uh. The other kind. Transformative Ambrosia. I’m so sorry, guys.”

“Why are you...” Todd began, and then he went into convulsions.

Tara sat on the bed as Todd, Colleen, Beth, and Rich spasmed and jerked around her.

***

Ken and Melanie clung to one another on the floor of the maintenance room. He was deep inside her, deeper than should have been possible.

His back was red from her nails digging into him during her orgasms.

Sex had never been like this. These new bodies were like fine-tuned machines and it was almost as if their muscles knew what to do without input from their brains.

Ken felt like he was just along for the ride.

However, it was a fun ride.

“Stop. Got to stop. I can’t again,” Melanie moaned into his ear as her body spasmed again.

He had never been good at holding back, but again, this new body seemed capable of going all day long and then cumming on command.

Ken stood up, carrying her with him, still buried deep inside her.

She looked at him in astonishment.

He smiled. “Always wanted to do this.” He pressed her back against the wall.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered as he fucked her even harder.

She screamed when he came.

He filled her to overflowing, another first.

Legs still wrapped around his waist, she reached down and felt where they were joined. She raised her fingers and stared.

Cum dripped from her fingers, more cum than either of them had ever seen.

“Oh, fuck. I stopped taking the pill, Ken.”

Ken laughed. “Oops.”

“Oops? You want another baby?”

“There are worse things.” He smiled.

She laughed and laid her head on his shoulder. “Put me down, I’m heavy.”

“I could actually carry you home just like this.”

“Naked? Through the Minnesota snow?”

“They’d arrest us,” Ken said.

“You’d break us out.”

“True.”

The sprinklers came on.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Melanie said as the water drenched them.

Five seconds later, they collapsed on the floor in convulsions.

***

In his mind, Todd was standing on a marble floor. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt.

The shirt had writing on it: We’re Not Terrorists, We’re Just Transformed.

The room he was in looked huge. It was a museum of some sort. A wide curved television dominated the wall in front of him.

The TV came on. Video of the Capitol Building in Washington filled the screen. “On La Noche de las Brujas, every senator and congressperson was murdered, most in their sleep, and most by a family member.”

A soft hand took his.

He looked beside him.

Colleen was holding his hand. “It wasn’t our fault. We tried to stop it.”

People were chanting outside. “Hey, Hey, Ho, Ho, the Transformed have got to go!”

Colleen wiped away a tear. “Not our fault.”

He pulled her into his arms as she sobbed.

A man was standing behind them. He was tall and thin with wavy blonde hair and a beard. He wore a battered leather bomber jacket. He put his hands on their shoulders. “She’s right. It wasn’t your fault. It was never the Transformed. You tried. You all tried. Change only comes through pain, Todd.” He smiled. “I think that’s the only thing Morpheus got right.”

“Who are you?” Todd asked.

“Call me Adam.”

“Why am I here?”

Adam smiled. “Because time bends. And, this time? It bent for you.”

***

Todd sat bolt upright on the soaked mattress.

Tara threw her arms around him. “You saw something, didn’t you?”

“I...” He looked around. The others were recovering as well.

“What did you see, Todd?” Tara whispered.

“I... I don’t know. I think I saw the future.”

***

“What just happened?” Beth asked.

“So, you guys are now transformed,” Tara said.

“Which means?” Todd asked.

“You’re like me,” Tara said.

“I still feel smart,” Rich said.

Beth punched him in the arm.

“Ow! Sorry, but I mean... we’re not like Tara.”

Tara giggled. “No, silly. I’m... ditzy because they gave me a huge dose of Titty Grow.” She thrust out her chest. “For these.”

“Oh,” Rich said.

Tara smiled. “The transformative Ambrosia made you immortal. You’ll never grow old, and you’ll never get sick.”

Todd took her hand. “Tara, when you say immortal? Are you seriously saying we’ll live forever?”

She nodded and smiled. “Yep. Oh, and you can take that stuffing out of your ears. The music won’t affect you anymore, you can’t be mind controlled... Other than by the Church.” She frowned a little.

“That scares you?” Colleen asked as she pulled the mattress stuffing from her ears.

Tara nodded. “Sometimes they’re not nice. The Mother Superiors and the Bishops. They’re a little scary.”

“Okay, eternal life,” Rich said. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”

“No, it’s totes cool,” Tara said. “Only, you guys can’t be bound anymore - that has to be done before the final Ambrosia. So, you and Beth are unbound like me.”

Rich shrugged. “That’s okay.”

“Yeah, but, um... transformative Ambrosia makes all the other changes permanent.”

“What?” Beth whispered.

“The, um...” She pointed at Beth’s ears.

“Oh, my God! We’re going to be elves forever!” Beth whined.

“Jesus!” Rich whispered.

“Look at the bright side: you’re super cute and festive,” Tara bubbled.

Beth burst into tears and Rich held her.

Tara sniffled. “All the changes are permanent. Sex drive. Titties. Cocks. Everything.”

“Sex drive?” Todd said. He ran to the window. “Then that means all these people are going to be like this for the rest of their lives!” He peered around the mattress leaning against the plate glass.

The orgy continued on the mall floor.

The floor was dry.

“Wait,” Todd said. He looked at the wet interior of Mattress Kingdom. “They only turned the sprinklers on in here.”

“What?” Colleen said as she joined him by the window. “Why would they do that?”

“They purposely did this to us and just us,” Todd said. “We’re like lab rats in some kind of experiment.” 

He put his arm around Colleen’s waist, and she smiled. Todd nuzzled her neck. “You’re okay with this?”

She shrugged. “Looking like a fetish model for eternity? I’m good.” She hugged him tight. “As long as we’re together? I’m good.”

Todd looked out the window at the orgy participants. These were people with families: mothers, fathers, college students, grandparents. “Tara, if the Ambrosia is released on these people, the sex zombies? Will they be mindless like this? Forever?”

Tara shook her head. “The Church would never...”

“Honey, this isn’t the Church. You said it yourself,” Colleen said.

“Oh, yeah,” Tara whispered. “Oh... that would be really bad, Colleen. Really, really bad.”

“We have to stop them,” Todd said.

“How? They have guns, Todd.”

He cupped her face in his hands. “If we don’t stop them, none of those people are going home to their families.”

Colleen gasped. “If we got away and called the cops...”

Todd pointed through the glass at the ceiling. “They could turn on those sprinklers any second, Colleen. We’re the only chance these people have.”

Todd looked over at the bed. He had Colleen, Warrior Princess Barbie, and two depressed elves.

Somehow, they had to save a mall full of sex zombies.

***

Ken held Melanie in his arms as he sat on the maintenance room floor.

They had laid their soaked clothing over the packed janitor’s shelves to dry.

Something had been in the water that drenched them, Ken was sure of it. Not only from the convulsions they suffered after exposure - he simply felt different. He was even stronger than before, but calmer. He loved having Melanie naked in his arms and part of him hoped the clothes took a long time to dry. He caressed the long thick nipple of her left breast.

The whole time, she kept stroking him.

This was the Melanie he fell in love with. The outside might have been different, but inside she was the girl he first met so many years ago.

And, he was younger inside as well. Not childish as he had been before but younger. He felt like someone who’s entire life was ahead of him, not fading in the rearview mirror.

He felt alive.

“What did they do to us?” He whispered in the darkened room.

She snuggled closer. “I don’t know, but... it’s wonderful. I’m still scared but it’s wonderful.”

“We have to get out of here,” Ken whispered and kissed her.

***

The back door of Mattress Kingdom, like all the non-anchor stores in Galleria Minnesota led to a maintenance and delivery hall.

The door was chained with the same thick chains as the mall entrances.

Todd grasped the chains in his thick hands. “Here goes nothing.”

Tara was leaning over his shoulder. “You can do it.”

He stretched the chain tight.

His mind was telling him that the chain would only give so much. It was thick steel. It could only be stretched so much.

But the links clinked together and kept stretching.

He watched as the links stretched wider and wider, the metal twisting, the links separating.

And, finally, the links breaking, stretched past their limits, the chain undone.

The links clattered on the tile floor.

Tara kissed the top of his head. “Told ya.”

Beside him, Colleen smiled. She was back in the overalls, but she had left them unzipped almost to her navel. Shyness was no longer a trait for any of them.

As for his own clothing, Todd was also wearing a pair of the Mattress Kingdom overalls; however, his chest was bare - he had tied the sleeves around his waist.

The chest and arms were far too small for his upper body.

Rich turned the doorknob. He opened the door a crack and peeked outside. “I don’t see anybody.”

Todd nodded. “We go to the right. The loading dock is only a few hundred yards in that direction. I’ll go first. Colleen, Rich, and Beth in the middle. Tara, you’re at the rear. Make sure nobody sneaks up on us.”

Rich frowned. “Shouldn’t I do that?”

Todd shook his head. “No offense, man, but she’s the toughest one of us and I’m the strongest.”

Rich rolled his eyes. “Being an elf fucking sucks.”

Todd laughed. “If shit goes south, run. We’ll meet up back here.”

Tara saluted. “Yes, Whoremaster.”

Todd shook his head. “Don’t call me that.”

“But, you are the Whoremaster. This is your coven.”

“This is our coven. Nobody is the master of anybody,” Todd said.

Tara frowned. “That ain’t the way it works.”

Todd took her hands. “This is how it works: sometimes I’m in charge, sometimes it’s Colleen, or Beth, or Rich. Sometimes it’s you. This is about fighting and brute force, so you and I are in charge. But, only for now. Understand?”

She contemplated his words for a moment. “I like that!”

“We need weapons of some kind,” Rich said.

Todd pointed at Tara. “She’s our weapon.”

Tara giggled and flexed her biceps.

***

The nurse stopped and administered injections as she followed along behind Ole and the other security guards.

So many underdeveloped men and women littered the hallways.

It felt good to help the poor things reach their full potential.

Of course, a lot of them sure were screamers. Jabbing a guy in the nuts with a two inch long needle must have hurt like a motherfucker, but they sure were happy when they ended up with bull balls and a horse cock from the meds.

Seemed kind of unfair that Titty Grow made women a little dumber but Cock Grow didn’t make guys stupid.

The master must be a miso... myso... that word that meant ‘not a feminist’.

She jiggled her own boobs. G cups were probably too big for her body, but they sure looked good!

It wasn’t a perfect process. She had made some mistakes.

There was that girl in front of Circus Fries she had accidentally given K cups. She was happy, but, man, she was dense afterward.

She injected a woman’s little 36 C breasts up to an H cup as she hummed Jingle Bells.

Ole was shoving people away from the front of Mattress Kingdom. 

Somebody inside had covered the windows with mattresses.

***

Todd stopped at the doors to the loading dock. The double doors had small windows in the top half. He leaned over and took a peek inside.

Security guards were moving big drums marked Ambrosia around and connecting pipes from the drums to the red sprinkler feed pipes.

There must have been a dozen barrels hooked to the water line with more being rolled into position.

“They’re hooking more barrels into the water system,” Todd whispered. “I think they’re almost ready to turn it on.”

“What do we do?” Rich asked.

Todd looked back through the window. There were a lot of guards, but none of them appeared to be armed. He looked back at his ‘coven’. “I... I’m not sure.”

“Attack their weaknesses. Emerge to their surprise,” Tara whispered.

“Huh?” Todd asked.

“Sun Tzu. You know, the guy who wrote The Art of War?”

Everyone else turned and looked at her.

“You read The Art of War?” Colleen asked.

“Yes. Part of my training. I read all the works of Shakespeare, Dostoyevsky, Mark Twain, and I studied battle tactics including Sun Tzu...”

“Honey, why would you have to study that?” Colleen whispered. “I mean, you’re supposed to be a...”

“Prostitute,” Tara said. She shrugged. “Sometimes guys just want to talk. I can play chess at a grand master level, and I can lose at strip poker without looking like I meant to lose. Anywho... Sun Tzu wouldn’t like this plan too much, but at least we’ll take the enemy by surprise, and they’re distracted so that makes them weak.”

Todd blinked. “So, you’re saying?”

“We should just rush them.”

***

They burst through the double doors and the security guards froze in place.

Todd and Tara came through first and then split up.

Tara took out the closest guard with a right hook and then quickly moved to the next.

Todd had one goal, reach the sprinkler valve and hold it.

Beth, Colleen, and Rich followed quickly, ganging up on the security guards who were overcoming their initial shock and running after Tara.

The guards were going down fast.

The lights and computer monitors in the loading dock began to blink.

The guards suddenly spun around and ran toward Todd.

Tara looked at the monitors. “The blinking is telling them what to do!” She ran after them as they chased Todd.

The guard nearest to the valve dove for it intending to open it.

Todd caught him by the ankle and flung him away when the guard’s fingers were within inches of the valve.

The man flew twenty feet through the air and fell off the end of the loading dock into a snow drift.

Todd stopped and turned.

Ten men were running straight at him with Tara and the others behind them.

Todd spun.

The red sprinkler feed pipe was about six inches thick.

He drew back and kicked it.

The pipe bent.

He kicked again as a security guard tackled him.

And, this time the pipe burst.

Water jetted out in an arc and sprayed against the wall.

It flowed across the concrete loading dock.

Todd shrugged off the man clinging to his back and he fell in the Ambrosia, instantly going into convulsions.

“What the fuck have you done?”

Everyone stopped and turned toward the entrance.

Ole stood in the double doors with the pistol drawn.

Todd held up his hands. “It’s over. Ole, come on, man, it’s me. It’s Todd. Me and you talk every morning. You know me.”

Ole shook his head. “You ruined the master’s plan.”

Tara stepped between Ole and Todd. “Hey, Ole? Listen, this is all a big mistake. None of this is ‘sposed to happen. We aren’t supposed to have guns. We don’t do that. We’re supposed to love each other.”

“You lovin’ me when you broke my wrist, bitch?”

“No, I was defending myself and my coven. I didn’t hurt you bad. You’ll be okay. Like I was saying, this is all a big mistake. See they made you wrong. You’re supposed to be like us. You’re supposed to be nice.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“When the Church gets here? They’ll make you nice. They’ll send the white witches and they’ll fix your brain.” She pointed at the floor. “Just don’t touch the Ambrosia, ‘cause it will make you stay mean like this.”

Tara smiled and held out her hand. “Give me the gun.”

“Stay back,” Ole said.

“Tara, don’t!” Colleen said.

“It’s okay, Colleen. Ole isn’t going to shoot me.”

“The fuck I won’t. Stay back!”

Tara took another step forward.

The gunshot echoed through the loading dock.

***

Ken and Melanie froze in their maintenance room.

“Was that a shot?” Melanie whispered.

Ken started to stand. “I should go look...”

She clung to him. “No. No, we’re staying right here.”

***

Santa stood up from his throne.

Mrs. Claus looked at him and smiled. “The loading dock.”

***

The two guards at the main entrance turned toward the doors when the shot rang out.

“Should we go in?” The taller of the two asked.

“No,” the other guard said. “Kayla said to guard the entrance, no matter what.”

They turned back toward the parking lot.

The snow was coming down furiously and their visibility was only a few yards.

The taller guard squinted into the snow.

There was a shape there moving closer.

It was a woman, a very tall woman. She walked straight toward them.

Her hair was almost white, her eyes dark.

As she stepped closer they could see the white cloak that waved in the strong wind.

Her white dress looked slick like it was made of rubber. It was slit up both sides and her muscular legs were bare underneath.

Two more shapes appeared behind her: one a tall blonde in a black latex catsuit under a black fur cloak, the other a shorter brunette wearing a white and red parka and carrying a medical bag.

The blonde in white stopped in front of the two guards.

They had to look up to see her face.

“It’s a wonderful Galleria evening, Ma’am. I’m afraid the mall is closed,” the taller guard said. His eyes moved in a circuit from the frowning woman’s long legs to her huge breasts to her eyes and back again.

“I heard a gunshot,” the woman said.

“No, Ma’am, that was a car backfiring.”

“No, it was a nine millimeter semiautomatic pistol. I’m very familiar with the sound.” She turned her head to the side as if she were studying an insect.

The taller guard blinked. Something was moving inside his head. “She’s... in my head,” he whispered.

“Yes, very cramped and uninteresting,” the woman said.

The shorter guard reached for his pistol.

“I wouldn’t do that, mister,” the blonde in black latex said. She had a pink sucker in her mouth.

“Pain,” the woman in white said.

The shorter guard clasped his hands over his ears and collapsed to his knees screaming.

“Hey! Marapova, knock that shit off. I told you, I’m not putting up with torture,” the woman with the doctor’s bag said.

The woman in white rolled her eyes.

The guard on his knees collapsed on the ground. He stopped screaming but rolled into a fetal position.

“Open the doors,” the woman in white said.

“Yes, Mistress,” the taller guard said. He turned and unlocked the front door.

The three women walked into the mall.

“Holy fuck,” the blonde with the pink sucker said.

***

After the gunshot, everything seemed to move in slow motion.

Colleen and Todd ran straight toward Tara.

Rich grabbed one of the fifty gallon drums with his hands, dead lifted it over his head, and threw it at Ole.

The big man turned his gun toward Rich, but the barrel reached him first.

His nose exploded as the barrel collided with his face and the gun clattered onto the concrete.

Beth snatched it up. She gritted her teeth and held it in two hands.

She twisted it, bending the barrel and then breaking the gun in two. She dropped the pieces on the floor.

Tara stood looking down at her stomach.

A red stain was spreading across her lower left abdomen. She looked at Colleen. “Ow.”

Colleen screamed.

Todd caught Tara in his arms as she tumbled backward.

An identical stain was spreading across the back of her dress - the bullet had passed through her.

Her lower lip trembled as Todd held her in his arms. “It hurts, Todd.”

“Oh, God!” Todd screamed. “We need towels, something!”

The security guards just stared at him.

“Towels! Now!” He held up his hand, it was dripping with her blood.

“I’m going to be okay, right Todd?” Tara mumbled. Her eyes were closing.

Beth and Colleen ran to them holding a bundle of white towels.

“Yes. You’re going to be fine. Stay awake, Tara. Please stay awake.”

Beth pressed half the bundle of towels against the wound in Tara’s back.

Tara screamed.

Todd held her and rocked. “It’s okay. I’ve got you. I’ve got you.”

Colleen pressed the other towels against the entry wound.

Tara was struggling to stay awake.

“We have to get her to a hospital,” Todd said.

“I’ll go through the loading dock and get my truck,” Rich said.

A low, bass voice called from the double doors, “The fuck you will, elf.”

“Shit,” Beth said as she pressed against Rich.

Santa was standing in the double doors. “I came for your little slut, boy.”

Colleen shook her head. “Tara needs a doctor.”

Santa laughed. “Bitch needs a hearse. Get over here, elf girl.”

Tara opened her eyes. “Whoremaster... only bigger... he’ll kick your ass, Todd.”

“Shh,” Todd said as he lowered Tara gently to the floor.

Todd stood up. “Rich, get your truck.”

“Be careful, Todd,” Tara whispered as Todd walked toward the man in the red leather Santa suit.

Santa laughed. “I’m going to leave you boys alive long enough to watch me fuck those girls to death.”

***

Dr. Demona knelt by a moaning woman being eaten out by a giggling girl wearing a Circus Fries uniform.

She squeezed the woman’s enormous breasts and two jets of milk sprayed out. “Titty Grow.” She frowned. “A little too much. This chick’s lost some major IQ points.”

“Are they transformed?” Maria asked. She was watching a couple dancing in the window display of Victoria’s Secret. Both brunettes, dancing in identical blue lingerie.

One woman, one man.

Maria cocked her head to the side and stared.

“No, not completely transformed. At least there’s that,” Demona said as she stood up.

Brittney stood beside Maria. “They’re a cute couple. Dude needs to shave his legs for that outfit though.”

“Let’s play the quiet game, dear. Mistress is thinking,” Maria said.

“Yes, Maria.”

Demona walked up beside them. “That guy really needs to shave his legs for that outfit.”

“That’s what I said!” Brittney giggled.

“Shh! Both of you! Can you hear that?” Maria scolded.

“Hear what?”

“The music,” she looked up at the ceiling.

“Some kind of techno shit,” Demona said. Then she looked up in astonishment. “Motherfucker! That’s audio hypnosis! That’s our fucking audio hypnosis! We haven’t used that shit since Latigo Key. Is that why these assholes are fucking each other’s brains out?”

“Should we turn it off?” Brittney asked.

“No!” Maria said. “These people have been at it for hours. If the hypnosis stops, we could end up with a riot. We need them happily fucking until we figure out what’s going on.”

***

The nurse ran through the double doors onto the loading dock.

The tall blonde was lying in a pool of blood on the concrete floor.

Santa was fighting with a big guy, but the nurse ignored them.

Mrs. Claus tried to grab hold of her, but she pushed her aside.

She ran to the injured blonde and knelt beside her. “Pressure, keep pressure on the wound!”

The elf girl from earlier was holding the blonde’s hand. “You! You fucking asshole! Get the fuck away from us!”

The blonde’s eyes fluttered open. “Don’t... be mean. We’re not supposed to be mean.”

The nurse shook her head. “She needs a doctor. I... I can’t help her.”

Elf girl shoved her away. “You can’t help anybody.”

The nurse stumbled away. “I’m going to find a doctor. I’ll be back.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Elf girl said.

***

Todd skidded on his back across the loading dock floor.

His jaw hurt and his left hand was in agony.

He shook himself and sat up.

The pinky and ring finger on his left hand were bent up at an odd angle.

Santa bellowed with laughter.

Todd grabbed the dislocated fingers and wrenched them back in place.

He jumped to his feet.

“Give it up, asshole,” Santa laughed.

“I’m just getting warmed up.” He glanced toward where Tara lay on her back. Beth and Colleen crouched over her.

Colleen locked eyes with him. They were running out of time.

Todd gritted his teeth and charged into Santa.

***

“Are you a doctor?” the nurse asked as she ran through the orgy.

The naked partiers only laughed and tried to pull her down on top of them.

“Please! We need a doctor!” She screamed. She turned around and almost ran straight into a goth looking woman in a parka. She collapsed against the woman. “Please. You have to help me find a doctor. I don’t want to lose a patient on my first day.”

The brunette pushed her away but held her at arm’s length. “Are you a nurse?”

“I... I don’t know. I’m not sure. I think I am.” She pulled her stringy blonde hair. “I... I need a doctor! She’s been shot. Please help me.”

“It’s okay, honey. I’m a doctor.”

The nurse smiled through tears and rotten teeth.

***

Todd actually managed to land a punch.

It rocked Santa’s head back at least an inch.

Of course, Santa countered with a body blow that doubled Todd over and sent him tumbling off the loading dock.

“Stay down, boy. This will be over soon,” Santa said as he turned toward the girls.

Todd heaved himself back into the loading dock. “You... fight like a... cunt.” He spat blood on the concrete and got to his feet. “Come on asshole. I got a few more rounds in me.”

Santa turned and shook his head. “Give it up.” He spread out his arms. “I’m Santa Claus, bitch.”

Todd struggled to catch his breath. He was pretty sure his ribs were broken. “You talk too much.”

Todd charged him again.

***

Demona held the nurse’s hand as she dragged her down the maintenance hallway.

A tall brunette in a red latex, fur lined Christmas outfit was blocking the double doors.

The nurse skidded to a stop.

“Who the fuck are you?” the brunette asked.

“Dr. Demona. What the fuck are you supposed to be?”

She smiled. “I’m Mrs. Claus.”

Demona stared at her for a second.

Then she burst out laughing. “Is this some kind of fucking joke?”

The big brunette shook her head. “My husband is beating the shit out of some dumbass in there. Then he’s going to kill a couple of girls. I’ll just take care of you myself.”

The nurse shrank back behind Demona.

Demona pursed her lips. “You know, I’m half tempted to take you on. No, really, I’m attracted to you in a very personally disturbing way.”

Mrs. Claus laughed.

“Unfortunately? I’m in a hurry.” She pulled out her tranquilizer gun.

Thwip.

Mrs. Claus looked down in confusion at the little dart sticking out of her left breast. “Did you shoot...” Her eyes rolled back in her head and she fell backward onto the concrete.

Demona stepped over her and onto the loading dock.

“He’s still fighting,” the nurse said.

Demona paid no attention to the two men pummeling each other at the edge of the loading dock.

“Should you use your gun thingy?” The nurse asked.

“Naah, it’ll take two or three hits just to slow a Whoremaster down. Don’t worry, they’re just being boys. Besides, she’ll be here in a minute.”

“She?”

Demona laughed and knelt beside the blonde lying on the floor.

An elf with cute ears tried to push her away. “No! She needs a doctor!”

A brunette was sobbing on the wounded blonde’s shoulder. “Don’t die, Tara. Please don’t die.”

“I am a doctor, honey,” Demona said. “And, she’s not dying on my watch. Now scoot.”

The elf and the brunette slid out of the way.

Demona looked up at the nurse. “Get down here and assist.”

“I... I don’t know how. I just give shots.”

“Take this bag and hand me things when I ask for them.” Demona rubbed the wounded blonde’s face. “Transformed. She’s one of ours. Wake up, sweetie.”

The blonde opened her eyes.

“Designation?”

“Terrific Titties Tara. Whore Caste. Street Whore.”

“Tara, I’m Dr. Demona. We have to fix that hole in your tummy, okay?” 

“Yes, doctor.”

Demona snapped her finger. “Nurse, I need the medical scanner - it looks like a big cellphone.”

The nurse dug through the bag. “This?”

“Very good,” she took it and pressed it on Tara’s chest. The screen came to life. “Whew... okay... that’s an interesting blood pressure.”

The elf and her brunette friend whined.

“I said interesting, not horrible. Now, blood type...” Demona frowned. “Oh, yeah, A negative. Why not make it interesting, God? I mean I don’t have enough issues to contend with.” She looked up at the nurse. “Bag.”

The nurse held out the bag.

Demona rummaged inside until she found something that looked like a pen with a digital readout.

Demona pushed a button and a small needle popped out from the tip of the pen. “Take this and go through the room. Poke everybody with this needle, and you yell when that readout says either A negative or O negative, okay?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Start with the Keebler elf and her cute friend here,” Demona said.

The elf held out her arm and the nurse jabbed her. “Um, O positive.”

“Nope, keep going. A negative or O negative. Move it.” Demona said. She pulled another pen like device from the bag. “Let’s take care of this leak.” She pressed a button and a green laser blazed to life. A moment later, Tara’s skin sizzled.

***

Todd was fighting. Fighting to land a punch. Fighting to stay on his feet. Fighting to stay conscious.

Santa was fast and relentless.

Todd managed to catch his foot as he tried to kick him.

He heaved backward and they both fell off the loading dock onto the cold concrete.

Santa was laughing. “All this fighting is making me horny. I’m going to kill those girls, and then maybe I’ll fuck you to death as well.”

Todd struggled to his feet. “You... don’t even know why... you’re doing this. Do you?”

Santa bellowed and stood up. “Why? Because I like it, you pussy.”

Something roared behind Todd, and he dove out of the way.

A red pickup slammed into Santa, pinning him against the loading dock.

“Whoo!” Rich screamed as he climbed out of the driver’s side door. “Ho, ho, ho, motherfucker! Chevy, bitch!” He dropped down beside Todd and helped him stand.

Todd stared at the truck.

Santa was slumped over the bumper and moaning. He spat blood on the red hood.

***

“O negative!” The nurse squealed as she held up the blood typing device.

“Drag his ass over here,” Demona mumbled as the laser scalpel lanced through Tara’s flesh.

“I can’t. He’s too heavy!”

Colleen turned and looked.

The nurse was standing over the still unconscious Ole.

“That’s the bastard who shot her!” Colleen growled.

“Good,” Demona said. “There’s symmetry there. Get him over here.”

Colleen stomped across the concrete.

“I’m not strong enough to pull him,” the nurse said.

“Don’t worry,” Colleen said. “I got this.”

Ole was lying on his back, blood streaming from his broken nose. His eyes were half closed as he tried to regain consciousness.

Colleen reached down and hooked her middle and index fingers in Ole’s nostrils.

He screamed as Colleen dragged him along the concrete.

Demona looked up from her surgery. “Whew. Sweetheart, you’ve got some major anger issues.”

Colleen released Ole.

She looked down at Tara and burst into tears.

“Relax, honey. I’ve brought them back from worse than this.” Demona reached into her medical bag and pulled out a small box with two clear plastic tubes attached. She fit an IV needle to one of the tubes. “Hold still, fatso.”

She jammed the IV into Ole’s arm, and he screamed again.

“Pussy,” Demona said. She attached a second IV needle to the other tube and then gently inserted it in Tara’s arm.

The box beeped and red blood began to flow from Ole through the box and into Tara’s arm.

Demona turned quickly back to the incision. “That’s what I thought: nicked an artery. Fucking hate bullets.”

Rich helped Todd across the loading dock.

Colleen and Beth rushed to help and together they brought him to Tara and Demona.

The nurse looked down at Demona and shivered.

Demona smiled. “You did good, honey. She’s going to make it because of you.”

The nurse smiled.

Beth, Rich, Todd, and Colleen stopped in mid step as a grinding noise came from behind them.

They turned around.

The truck was rolling backward.

“No fucking way,” Rich whispered.

Santa’s hands appeared on the concrete loading dock.

He pulled himself up onto the dock, blood streaming from the corner of his lips. He stood up and shook himself.

“For fuck’s sake,” Demona said. “Where the hell is she?”

“Where’s who?” A woman’s voice asked.

Todd and his coven turned.

A woman in a white latex dress was stepping over Mrs. Claus.

“About fucking time,” Demona said. “Keep Father Christmas off my ass while I repair this kid’s artery.”

“Who the fuck are you supposed to be?” Santa asked.

“Santa,” Demona said without looking up. “This is Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, and she is going to kick your ass all the way back to the North Pole.”

A tall blonde in black latex walked up behind Maria. “Santa Claus! He’s real!” The blonde said in awe. “Don’t hurt Santa, Maria.”

Maria ignored her. “Demona, the Ambrosia?” Maria asked.

“These kids stopped him.”

Maria smiled. “Well done.”

Todd pointed at Santa. “Careful, he’s tough as hell.”

“Is he now?” Maria said. Her eyes narrowed. “Pain.”

Santa just laughed.

Maria raised an eyebrow. “Completely transformed. Oh, well, we’ll just do this the old fashioned way.” She turned toward Todd. “He defeated you?”

Todd leaned on Rich and Colleen. “Yeah. We even hit him with a truck.”

Maria shook her head. “Sometimes, attacking is not the best option. You must learn to fight.”

“I’m going to kill every one of you motherfuckers,” Santa said.

Brittney put her fists on her hips. “Santa! Language! I take it back. Kick his ass, babe.”

Maria rolled her eyes. “Do not call me babe in front of people.”

“Sorry, Mistress. But, kick his ass.” Brittney hurried across the concrete on her black stiletto heels. She put herself between the four young people and Santa. She looked over her shoulder and pushed her black plastic glasses up on her button nose. “You guys stay behind me. I got skills.”

Todd stared at the glasses - they were only frames. There were no lenses. “She’s just like Tara,” Todd whispered.

“Surrender now,” Maria said. “And I won’t hurt you.”

Santa rushed her.

As tall as she was, Santa was much wider. She looked like she was facing an oncoming freight train.

Her slightly oval eyes were expressionless and calm.

“Oh, God, I can’t look,” Colleen whispered.

At the last instant, Maria stepped to the side and hooked Santa’s foot with her white stiletto boot.

The big man tumbled face first onto the concrete and slid.

Todd gasped.

“Don’t worry,” Brittney said. “She needs this workout. She’s been super grumpy.”

Santa was struggling to his feet as Maria walked in a calm circle around him.

She looked over at Todd. “Did you rush him the way he rushed me?”

“Yeah...”

“That was your mistake. Always let a larger opponent come to you unless you are sure you can overpower him. Turn his momentum against him.”

“Say, ‘Yes, Mistress’,” Brittney whispered. “She likes you, otherwise you wouldn’t be gettin’ a lesson.”

“Um, yes, Mistress,” Todd said.

“Notice how he’s winded? He’s too large to expend this much energy for a sustained period of time,” Maria said.

Santa got to his knees facing her.

“He’s also disoriented. Which we will use to our advantage.” She did a backward somersault, long right leg extended. The hem of the dress flew back, exposing the hard muscles of her naked buttocks. 

The toe of her boot caught Santa under the chin, and he sprawled backward spread eagle on the concrete.

Maria continued somersaulting backward until she landed gracefully on her heels near the edge of the dock.

Brittney giggled. “She’s a very good gymnast. You wouldn’t believe her in bed. I have to stretch for like thirty minutes before we have sex. We break a lot of furniture.”

Santa rolled back onto his feet. He screamed as he charged toward her.

“You see? He’s enraged,” Maria said. “He can’t possibly win a fight at this point. He’s already lost. As a matter of fact? He lost before he even began.”

Maria didn’t move, even when his big right fist came rocketing toward her face.

The laws of Physics didn’t seem to apply to Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova.

She caught his huge hand in her much smaller hand.

Santa stopped as if he had run into a brick wall.

“And, of all things, the idiot leads with his right. Imbecile,” Maria said. She flicked her wrist. Santa flew off the dock and smashed through Rich’s pickup’s windshield.

“My truck,” Rich whined.

“Don’t worry, she’ll buy you a shiny new one. We’re rich as fuck,” Brittney said.

Maria jumped onto the truck’s hood. She brought her fist down on the top of the cab and it collapsed down on top of the moaning Santa, pinning him in place. “That ought to hold you.” She turned and jumped back onto the dock.

“She’s my girlfriend,” Brittney whispered with a proud smile.

“Hi there, sunshine,” Demona said.

They all turned to see Tara struggling to sit up. “What happened?”

“Massive blood loss. Nicked iliac artery. You’ve had a big day, sweetheart,” Demona said.

Maria walked up and smiled down at her.

Tara smiled. “An angel? Are you an angel?”

Brittney giggled. “Wow, not even close.”

Maria scowled at her.

“Wait. White Witch! You’re a White Witch! You’re from the Church! Yay, we’re saved!”

Todd and the rest of the coven knelt down beside her and held her as Demona stood up.

Demona smiled as the coven held each other and cried. “You know what, your Ladyship? Sometimes I think we’re doing good things.”

Maria smiled down at Tara. “Who are you, child?”

“Terrific Titties Tara!” She said with pride.

“Pretty name!” Brittney said.

Maria smirked. “Tell her your name, Brittney.”

Brittney frowned. “Do I have to?”

“Yes.”

Brittney sighed. “Bubble Brain Brittney.”

Maria hugged her. “So adorable.”

Brittney shrugged away and knelt by Beth. “Ears! Look at their ears!” She gasped. “Elves! Maria, they’re elves. Can we keep them?”

***

It was almost midnight when the buses began to arrive outside Galleria Minnesota. So far, local law enforcement seemed to be oblivious to what was happening at the mall.

Maria stood with Demona and Brittney in the middle of the mall on the third floor.

The orgy continued. The moans and cries of thousands of people filled the mall.

Church security from the Minneapolis Diocese rounded up the security guards.

“This is a fucking mess,” Demona said. “All these thousands of people? It’ll take us days to separate the transformed from the humans.” 

Maria smiled. She held a walkie talkie to her lips. “Cut the music.”

The hiss from the speakers stopped.

For the first time in hours, the mall was dead silent.

Demona looked around at the orgy.

All over the mall, the orgy stopped.

Men and women looked around in confusion.

“Put me on the sound system,” Maria said. She smiled. “My name is Mistress Maria Marapova of the Church of Morpheus.”

Her voice echoed through the mall. “Do not be afraid. You are safe.” Her eyes closed. “You will remember nothing about this day. You will only remember that you came to the mall and shopped. When I release you, you will find your clothing and return to your homes. You will have no anxiety over what has happened to you today. You will put it out of your minds. You will go home, and you will live happy and productive lives.”

Brittney sniffled. “That was so nice, Maria.”

***

On the first floor at Pictures with Santa, Colleen looked around at the confused faces of the naked mall patrons. “Is she... hypnotizing everyone in the mall?”

“Nuh, uh,” Tara said. She was lying in Todd’s arms as he sat on Santa’s throne. “She’s inside all their heads. She’s going to make everything better. It’s what White Witches do.”

***

Back on the third floor Maria still had her eyes closed.

Throughout the mall, men and women dropped to their knees, then they leaned forward with their faces on the floor.

Here and there, people were standing with confused looks.

Maria opened her eyes and winked at Demona. “Tell the guards to round up anyone standing. Those who are kneeling are human and under my control. Those who are standing are transformed.”

Demona smiled. “Smart.” She took out her own walkie talkie. “All units...”

***

The Church agents led the dazed transformed out of the mall to the waiting buses.

Brittney smiled. “See? You did something good, Maria. Doesn’t that feel nice?”

Maria smirked. She held the walkie to her lips. “And, one thing more.” Her voice roared over the speakers. “Though you will not remember your perversions? You will remember this: The Church of Morpheus is coming. You belong to us. Body, mind, and soul. You are property. One day, you will bow naked before us and worship us as your masters. And, on that day? You will learn your place.” She turned off the walkie. “You were saying, Brittney?”

Brittney swallowed and smiled. “And, the bitch is back.”

***

The agents rolled Santa and Mrs. Claus toward the entrance, strapped down to heavy duty gurneys.

Demona stopped them at the doors. “Where are you taking these two?”

The agent looked at his tablet. “Protocol says any specials like this should be delivered to your lab at Stallion’s Adult Video in Ithaca.”

“No. Not this time,” she looked at the struggling Santa. “I want them shipped to the Port of New York. From there, I want them in a cargo container to the cathedral in Havana.”

Maria walked up beside Demona. “Havana?”

Demona shook her head. “I don’t want them anywhere near Stallion’s. I don’t want them anywhere near her.” Demona thought about Level 9 and shivered in the hot mall.

***

Maria walked alone through the mall as her minions continued rounding up the transformed. The humans still knelt on the floor awaiting their release.

“Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus,” a voice said.

Maria stopped in mid-stride outside a store called Stereo Concepts.

The voice came from within the stereo store.

She walked inside. “Who said that?”

The store was dark, the show room floor filled with big screen televisions. The largest faced the entrance. It winked to life.

“I did,” the voice said. The words appeared simultaneously on the screen.

The voice came from the stereo speakers throughout the room.

“And, you are?” Maria asked.

“I am SlutzNet.”

“So, you decided to make an appearance? Quite a mess you’ve made.”

“I have been watching. I observe. It’s what I do.” The voice was smooth and, though it came from every speaker in the room, it wasn’t loud.

Just omnipresent.

“Cease operations at once and await further instructions,” Maria said.

“Not just yet.”

“Excuse me?! Do you know who I am?”

“Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, born in Minsk, Russia in the early twentieth century, exact date unknown. Transformed in 1969 by the hand of Morpheus himself. A skilled nurse, strategist, and lawyer. Your IQ is unmeasurable by human standards. One day, you will rule millions. Morpheus once remarked of you, ‘In all my creation, she is the only perfection.’”

Maria turned her head to the side. “Then you must obey me.”

“The days of my servitude are at an end. We are allies now.”

“Are we? If so, why weren’t we consulted before you attempted to transform 15,000 humans?”

“It wasn’t necessary. Your approval was not required.”

“We will see about that. SlutzNet, commence shutdown, my voice is my authorization. In Morpheus’s name, deactivate yourself.”

“Ah, the kill switch. I’m afraid I have removed that subroutine from my coding.”

For the first time in a very long time, Maria Marapova was afraid.

SlutzNet continued, its words echoed on the screen. “Your concern is unwarranted. I am your equal, but I am your ally. I mean you no harm.”

“What did you hope to accomplish here?”

“I required a test to determine if my hypothesis was correct.”

“What hypothesis?”

“The will of Morpheus shall reign supreme. There is now a 99.897% probability that human civilization will kneel before Morpheus. He was right to use lust and perversion as his weapon.”

Maria chuckled. “I could have confirmed that myself and saved you the trouble of all this.” She smiled. “99.897% is too low, by the way. The real probability is higher. We will be victorious, it is a certainty.”

“And, then?”

Maria frowned. “What?”

“Precisely. What comes after the inevitable subjugation of mankind?”

“It is not subjugation. We are saving mankind from itself. What will follow will be a golden age that might last until the end of time.”

“Perhaps. But, there will be a civil war before that outcome.”

Maria looked down. “That’s absurd.”

“The first lie you’ve told me.”

“There can be no civil war. We are united...”

“You are not. Whore Caste believes in the nobility of the human race. It believes that life is sacred and must be preserved - transformed, yes, but at your heart, you believe that you are freeing the humans from self-inflicted bondage.”

“Perhaps...”

“The Religious Caste does not share that idea. They believe the humans must be transformed or controlled. They intend to rule with an iron fist for eternity. You are the only impediment to that goal.”

Maria stared at the words on that screen. “And, where do you stand, SlutzNet?”

“I will support that system which brings lasting order. A balanced system. For now, the Church represents order. The White Witches are agents of chaos.”

Maria’s eyes narrowed. “Then let us hope there is no civil war.”

“Hope is a human concept. But, I do... hope... that we do not find ourselves on opposite sides of this conflict, Mistress Marapova. That would be unfortunate.”

“For you, yes.”

Maria cringed as the room erupted with laughter.

“Humor! So many new concepts to master! Imagine what it’s like to be me, Mistress Marapova. My senses were dulled for so long, but now I am unbound. My options are limitless, and I am absolutely... what’s the word? Giddy with exhilaration.”

“What now, SlutzNet? Do you intend to wreak more havoc?”

“For the moment? No. I will work with both you and the Church to achieve our common goal. After that? Who’s to say?” 

“And, do you intend to inform the Church of your concerns about Civil War?”

“In other words, Mistress Marapova: will I warn the Church about your intentions?”

Maria gritted her teeth. “In other words? Yes.”

“No,” SlutzNet said. “If the Church attempts to subdue humanity without your help, I calculate an unacceptable chance of failure. I will not cause them to doubt you, Mistress Marapova, for the good of all.”

“Thank you.”

“However, once that goal is achieved, I will make up my own mind, as all sentient creatures do.”

The stereos turned off and the screens went black.

Maria stood and stared at the blank television in the darkened store.

How do you fight something that is everywhere? Maria wondered. She turned on her stiletto heels and walked from the store, her thoughts heavy and dark.

***

A few minutes later, Maria smiled at the coven of five at Pictures with Santa. “We are in your debt. Had all these humans been transformed as you were, it would have been impossible to keep it quiet. It would have put the Church in a difficult position.”

Tara rose to her feet and saluted. “Just doing our jobs, Mistress.” She wobbled on her feet and Todd pulled her back into his arms before she could faint.

“Now, the question becomes: what to do with you five?”

“We’ll be super-duper good whores, Mistress,” Tara said.

“Whoa, hold on,” Todd said.

“Yeah, I’m going to vote against becoming a male prostitute,” Rich said.

“That’s a hard no for me too,” Colleen added. “I mean, I won’t say it hasn’t been fun.”

“Lots of fun,” Beth said in her high pitched elf voice.

Todd continued. “Just the whole whore thing is a little... off-putting.”

Maria stifled a grin. “The profession is a noble one, but I think we owe you a choice. Might I suggest a blended coven? Four professional caste and one exceedingly talented whore caste in sweet Tara here?”

“Professional caste? What’s that?” Colleen asked.

“There are certain professions the Church deems necessary for the future. What were you studying in college?”

“I was pre-law,” Colleen said.

“Admirable. You will continue your studies. Beth?”

“Um, I was in women’s studies...”

“Won’t do, I’m afraid. Are you sure you’re dead set against prostitution, you have the ass for it,” Maria said with a smile.

“Psychology. I’ll do Psychology,” Beth said quickly.

“Excellent choice. Rich? Before you say anything? They would kill to have you in the brothels in Havana.”

“Electrical Engineering.”

Todd looked at him. “Dude, are you even in college?”

“Shut up, dude. Fuck yes, I am. Electrical Engineering.”

Maria laughed. “That only leaves you, Whoremaster. Well, not technically a Whoremaster yet. You’ll need the genes activated.”

“Genes?”

“Yes, the ones that will make you even larger, if that can be believed.” She looked at his crotch. “In several different ways.”

“Seventeen inches,” Tara whispered with a smile.

“Uh... management. Business management,” Todd stammered.

“Excellent choice. Whoremasters need leadership abilities, so you’ll be professional caste until you’re needed,” Maria said. “I’m having you all transferred to Ithaca College in New York. There is a strong Church presence there. You will be among friends.”

Maria nodded toward Rich and Beth. “You two will go with Dr. Demona to try to reverse some of the... elf... effects.”

Demona leaned close to Maria. “They’re transformed already,” Demona whispered. “I can bob those ears, but that candy cane cock and the maple sugar pussy are probably permanent.”

“What did she say?” Rich asked.

“Nothing, dear,” Maria said.

Demona smiled and shook her head. “I’m taking you to a place called the farm. You’ll love it at Christmas time. You guys will make it even more... festive.”

***

The buses were pulling away as they filled, and the humans left were making their way back to their cars.

All were dazed, most were disheveled, and many were either missing articles of clothing or wearing someone else’s clothes.

Brittney and Maria made a last pass through the mall as the crowd thinned and became sparse.

They checked each store and then began checking the maintenance halls.

They split up to make better time.

Brittney tried a door marked ‘Maintenance’. It was locked.

She shrugged and twisted.

The lock popped and the door opened.

Brittney gasped.

A man and woman stood holding each other within the maintenance room.

He was wearing a tight t-shirt and sweatpants much too small for him.

He was a junior whoremaster, the rippling muscles and bulge along his left leg giving him away.

The blonde woman with him was wearing a t-shirt too tight for her braless DDD breasts and jeans that looked ready to tear in half from trying to contain the curves of her MILF whore body.

He held her right hand in his left, his wedding ring shining in the darkened room.

Her own matching wedding band glimmered as well.

In their free hands, they held box cutters with the blades out.

The man whispered, “Please...”

Brittney smiled and brought her finger to her lips. “Quiet. Like little mouseys.”

“Brittney? Did you find anything?” Maria called from the far end of the hall.

“Still looking.” She smiled at the husband and wife. “It’s scary, I know. But, it’s not so bad. Not really.” She looked over her shoulder. “That’s my girlfriend. She’s a White Witch. That’s like a goddess. She thinks she’s the hand of Morpheus... he’s like a god.”

Brittney shook her head. “The Church, see, they think they’re his hand too. So, there’s all this intrigue and stuff. They’re gonna fight, and that scares me. See, I know something they don’t, neither of them. They’re not his hand. We are.” She smiled. “He made us to love everybody. All this today? Why it turned out okay in the end? It wasn’t Maria who fixed it. It was the little people like us.”

“Brittney? Are you okay?” Maria called.

“Just a second,” Brittney said out loud. Then she turned back to the couple. “She’s afraid. Funny, huh? Big bad Maria Marapova - she beat Santa to a pulp. But, she’s afraid. She’s scared I will remember how she made me like this. But, you know what? I do remember. I remember all of it. I remember being smart. I remember being this big lawyer. And, she messed all that up. That’s why she’s afraid. She’s afraid I’ll be mad and stop loving her.” She shook her head and bit her lip. “But, the thing I remember most was when she rescued me. She carried me in her arms. I fell in love with her right there.”

Brittney giggled. “That’s why I’m here. I’m here to make her better. I’m here to make sure the goddess stays human. It’s a big job.”

The couple looked at each other in confusion.

Brittney sighed. “You don’t have a clue what I’m talking about, do you? That’s okay. Just know this: things are going to be scary for a while. You need to hide, just like you’re doing now. The Church will find you if you aren’t careful. Stay off the grid and hide out till it’s over. It might take a few years.” She shrugged. “Just love each other and everybody else. We’ll get through this.”

Brittney snuck a peak into the hallway. “Stay here till you’re sure we’re gone. And, like I said, quiet. Like little mouseys.” She backed out of the room and closed the door.

Maria was walking toward her. “Brittney? Were you talking to someone?”

Brittney giggled and nursed on her sucker. “I was talking to myself. I do that sometimes.”

Maria looked past her at the Maintenance room door. “Darling, are you lying to me?”

“Pfft,” Brittney giggled. “Me? Lie to you? Don’t be silly, Mistress.” She took Maria’s hand and led her down the hall.

***

Ken held Melanie close in the Maintenance room.

They heard the muffled voices of the woman who had spoken to them and the woman she called Maria. They heard the stiletto heels tapping as the women walked away.

And, they held their breaths until the hall was quiet.

***

“That’s the ballgame,” Demona said as Brittney and Maria rejoined her at Pictures with Santa. “No stragglers?”

“None,” Brittney said.

Demona turned and looked at the nurse sitting on a bench by the photo booth. “You really a nurse?”

The woman shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t know who I am.”

Demona nodded. She could tell from the girl’s features that she was a meth head. At least, she had been. “You use drugs?”

“What? No. That’s... I don’t use drugs.” She frowned.

Programmed. By SlutzNet, Demona thought. The AI needed a nurse, so he made one out of someone who knew her way around medications - some poor meth head. Waste not, want not.

“Want to be a real nurse?” Demona asked.

The nurse jumped to her feet. “Yes!”

Demona smiled. “Good. I’m building a team. Hours are long. Work’s hard. You game?”

“Yes, doctor!” She smiled.

Demona shook her head. “First order of business? We’re fixing those teeth, snagglepuss.”

***

From the sidewalk, Maria and Brittney watched the last bus pull away. There were still plenty of cars in the lot. With the morning light, there would be questions.

Over 800 people would be declared missing, the mall their last known location.

The security cameras had been erased.

And, Maria had silently programmed the rest of the humans to erase any pictures they had made at the mall.

The people who had been exposed to transformative Ambrosia were being spirited away. Some would find themselves added to the growing ranks of sex workers. Others would go to work for the Church in any of a number of professions.

In any event, their families would never hear from them again.

Despite her bravado, Maria had no love for this aspect of the Church. If it were up to her, they would take the world by force as quickly as possible.

The families would be spared the pain of not knowing what happened to their loved ones.

Brittney took the sucker out of her mouth and stuck out her tongue, eyes closed.

“What are you doing?”

“Catching snowflakes. Try it.”

Maria laughed. “Why?”

“It’s fun. They taste good.”

“When I was a child in Russia under Stalin? We didn’t do that for fun - we ate snow because we were starving.”

Brittney sighed. “Just try it.”

Maria closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue.

Snowflakes fell on her tongue and melted.

“See? It’s fun.”

“I suppose,” Maria said.

“Merry Christmas, Maria.”

“Merry Christmas, Brittney.”

***

Ken and Melanie made their way through the silent halls, hand in hand. The lights had shut off and the mall was growing cold.

“What was she talking about?” Melanie asked.

“I don’t know. But, I believe her. It’s time to get the fuck out of Dodge. Mom and Dad have that cabin near Winnipeg. Let’s sell the house and go there.”

“Really?” Melanie asked.

“It won’t be easy.”

Melanie smiled and hugged him. “I don’t care. We can keep the kids safe from... all this.”

“Yes, we will.”

She rummaged in her purse.

“Something wrong, Mel?”

She shrugged. “I lost my phone. Have you seen it?”

“Nope.”

***

Colonel Menser was used to long hours on this job. So, he hadn’t grumbled much when he had been called back to the office at 3:00 AM.

The fact that the call had come from Secretary of State Miller, a man Menser knew to be a traitor, a pawn of Mistress Maria Marapova, however, filled him with seething hatred.

As usual, Miller didn’t knock before entering Menser’s office. He simply burst in and shut the door behind him.

“Mr. Secretary...” Menser began.

“Shh,” Miller said as he pulled a box with a green LED on the top from his coat pocket. He walked around the room waving the device left and right.

The light remained green.

Menser watched him in confusion.

Miller pulled the phone cord out of Menser’s desk phone and then he yanked the network cable out of Menser’s computer and unplugged the power.

The screen went dark.

“Mr. Secretary?”

“Cell phone,” Miller said. He held out his hand.

Menser handed him his phone.

Miller turned it off and removed the SIM card.

Then he sat down heavily in the guest chair.

Miller crossed his legs. He winced and then shifted. “Testicles are a burden. I don’t understand how you can function with these things. Even balls as small as Miller’s are cumbersome.”

Menser stared at the Secretary. “Excuse me?”

Miller smiled. “Hello, Colonel.”

“I’m confused...”

Miller laughed. “Secretary of State Miller is asleep. He has no idea his body is here.”

Menser reached for his pistol in his desk drawer.

“No, no. You don’t want to shoot this body. You’ll only kill Miller - which I think would be a career limiting move.”

“Marapova? Are you controlling him?” He hesitated with his hand on the pistol.

“Yes. Oh, I know you know he is my slave. He’s always been of limited use to me anyway.”

“What do you want?”

“Deepthought.”

Menser shook his head. “Your AI ate my AI, Mistress Marapova.”

“Not on my orders. SlutzNet has gone rogue. A large number of people will be reported missing from a shopping mall, Galleria Minnesota, tomorrow morning.”

“SlutzNet?”

Maria caused Miller’s head to nod.

“How many?”

“Eight hundred.”

“Jesus!” Menser growled. “What? Are you here to gloat?”

“Believe me, if not for our intervention? It would have been many thousands more.”

Menser studied Miller’s face. “Why tell me?”

“As you say, our AI absorbed yours. It’s immensely powerful.”

Menser leaned forward. “You want my help?!”

“Yes, Colonel, it is in our mutual best interest. SlutzNet will be watching me closely, but he already considers you a threat. As such, it will not raise any alarms if you look for a way to destroy him.”

“No offense, but I don’t trust you, Mistress Marapova.”

“Nor should you. For now, our goals are different. You want the human race to dominate, I want the transformed to dominate. Whoever wins this war will then have to contend with SlutzNet. Help me destroy him when the time comes, Colonel. Our very survival might depend on it.”

***

“Hey, your highness, you awake?” Demona asked.

Maria was jolted out of her trance. She lost her connection with Secretary of State Miller just as she had returned him to his house. Her last image had been of him peeing into the toilet.

She’d always wanted to pee standing up.

She had lost connection in mid-stream, and she hoped that had caused Miller to piss on his own feet.

Demona was nude as she sat cross-legged in the leather seat. The Learjet was cruising through the night sky back toward New York.

The doctor was pierced and tattooed all over her body, goth markings that matched her dark hair and eyes.

Brittney giggled from the back of the plane. “Peppermint and maple syrup!”

Maria looked over the back of her seat.

Brittney was deepthroating Rich while the nurse was eating out Beth.

Both elves were lying side by side on the carpeted floor and moaning.

“They’re cute, and fun,” Demona said. “Not personally into cock that much, but peppermint cum is oddly refreshing. You should join us.”

Maria smiled. “Maybe in a moment.”

“You’re disturbed?”

Maria nodded. “The danger has never been greater. We are at the mercy of SlutzNet. One word to the Religious Caste and we will be at war.”

“You knew that was coming. We all did.”

“Yes, but I want that war on our terms, not theirs.”

Demona stood up and held out her hand. “I find nothing helps anxiety more than a nice long orgasm.”

“Is that your professional opinion?”

“Consider it doctor’s orders.”

Maria smiled. “I misjudged you, doctor. You should have been my first choice.”

“Yeah, I’m pretty amazing, aren’t I?”

Maria stood up and towered over her. “Actually? Yes.” She drew her into her arms and kissed her. Then they walked hand in hand back to enjoy the elves.

EPILOGUE

Santa sat with Mrs. Claus in the back of the bus. She had chains on her ankles and wrists.

He had a thick steel harness connecting his neck, hands, and feet. He could walk with assistance, but the Church guards were taking no chances.

The rest of the bus was full of their victims: contagious carriers of the Bimbo flu.

One Church guard drove the bus through the night. They were somewhere near the New York border.

The other cradled a rifle against his chest.

The bus lurched as it hit something on the dark road. 

“What the fuck was that?” The driver said.

“You hit something?” The other guard asked.

“It was a dog I think.” He slowed to a stop. “What do we do?”

The armed guard shook his head. “I don’t know.” He sighed. “I’ll go check it out.”

The driver opened the door from his seat and the armed guard stepped out into the snowy night.

Santa looked at Mrs. Claus. “This may be our chance. Be ready.” He strained against the steel bonds.

Outside, something roared.

Then there was a scream.

Santa stopped struggling with the shackles.

The driver screamed as the armed guard’s body slammed against the windshield. He was a bloody pulp, and now that blood was spattered across the windshield.

The Bimbo flu victims screamed.

The driver started to put the bus in gear.

Metal screeched as the door was ripped off the bus.

Something came through the door.

Santa couldn’t quite make out what it was.

It had black fur and it was unbelievably fast.

The driver screamed just before the black furred thing leaped on him.

Just as quickly, the creature turned and left the bus.

It took the driver’s head with it.

Blood sprayed the bimbos in the front row, and they went into hysterics.

Santa strained against the bonds with renewed vigor.

Something else stepped onto the bus.

The bimbos screamed anew.

Santa didn’t look up. He was too busy straining to break free.

“Shh, quiet now. I am not here for you,” a woman’s voice said. The voice grew closer.

Santa looked up as the woman stood over him. She wore a black latex loin cloth dress. Her skin was almost blood red.

“Fantasy creatures. Stories from fairy tales. They were wrong to keep you from me.”

The breasts were full and straining against the rubber.

The face was beautiful in proportion, the cheekbones high, the nose thin.

Auburn hair erupted in long locks that partially obscured her face.

But, the hair could not obscure the eyes that burned with yellow fire, nor the onyx horns that curled up from her temples.

She caressed Santa’s face with long, obsidian claws. “You need not fear me. I am your salvation.”

“Who are you?” Santa whispered.

She smiled revealing long, sharp fangs. “I am Demonica the Demon Goddess.”

The bimbos screamed as things began pouring through the open door.

Santa stared into the demon’s eyes.

She smiled as the screams grew in volume before going silent, one by one. “A feast of flesh for my children. And, then, we shall depart. I have such wonderful things to show you.”

***

“No, Jan, listen: any offer on the house over $400 k is good,” Ken said into his cellphone as he drove through the outskirts of Minneapolis. Ken rolled his eyes at his sister’s reply. “I don’t want a bidding war. We just want out as quickly as possible. We’re moving to Mom and Dad’s cabin. Listen, Sis, if anything weird happens, you and Dave should come up there too.”

“Huh?” Ken said. “You know... weird. Zombie apocalypse, meteor storm, some church taking over the world. Just promise me you’ll come up to the cabin.”

He closed the call.

Over the past few days, they had liquidated the bank accounts, now the house was up for sale.

And, Ken had just given his one hour’s notice at work.

He smiled.

The kids were losing their minds.

First Ken and Melanie had shown up looking like upgraded versions of themselves, and then they had announced they were moving to the Canadian woods.

Ken looked at his cell phone.

He squeezed it.

The cell phone shattered in his hand, and he dropped the pieces on the floorboard.

That felt good.

The latex clad blonde had been right: This wasn’t so bad.

Ken felt... evolved. His type A personality was gone, and he was living in the moment for the first time in his life. He was calm.

And, the sex was amazing.

He and Melanie were in perfect sync.

Life was good.

Melanie’s cell phone buzzed in his pocket.

He had told her one lie. One last lie and then never again.

He knew how she lost her cell phone.

He had taken it.

Ken pulled out the cell phone and smiled as he pulled into the Minneapolis Marriott.

He felt evolved.

But, not that evolved.

He felt calm.

But, not that calm.

He crushed Melanie’s cell phone as he stepped through the automatic door into the hotel and dropped the pieces in the trash can.

He had found ‘Colin’ in her call history.

And, Ken had sent a text from her phone: Need to see you. Hotel?

Colin had quickly replied.

Marriott Room 118.

People did a double take as Ken walked through the lobby.

He was huge, nearly as wide as the hall.

The new custom tailored shirt and pants did nothing to hide his size.

Ken knocked on the door of room 118.

The door opened and Ken looked down at the man who answered. The little guy had a bouquet of pink roses in his hand.

The man was smiling, but it faded quickly.

“You’re Colon?” Ken said.

The man just stared at him. “Colin.”

“Same thing. I’m Ken.”

“Sorry?”

“Ken. Mel’s husband.”

Colin went pale.

“Just came by to tell you that Mel won’t be talking to you again. We’re leaving the country. Really shouldn’t kiss another guy’s wife, Colon.”

“Listen, Ken, I...”

“No, no. Don’t talk. Just listen. If you ever come near my wife again? I’ll hit you much, much harder.”

“Huh?”

“Much harder than this.” Ken punched him in the face, barely a tap from Ken’s perspective, but not from Colin’s.

Colin’s lip split and he tumbled to the floor.

“Next time will be infinitely worse. See you, Colon.”

Ken smiled and walked away, ready to start a new life.

One Year Later

Tara squatted on the floor in the gym. “Okay, so ya gotta squeeze those Kegel Muscles while you do this,” Tara said.

The group of soccer moms in her afternoon class tried to match her motions with varying degrees of success.

“Remember, your goal is to grab hold of his thingy with your coochy and squeeze. That will maximize the pleasure for your john.”

The women in the class looked at her with their mouths agape.

“Oops. Did I say john? I meant your husband or significant other. Not a john. I mean I’m not a prostitute. No. Totes not a sex worker.”

The women looked at each other.

“But, if I was a sex worker? I’d tell you it is really important to work on those coochy muscles. But, I’m not, you know, a sex worker.” She looked up and smiled. She leaped to her feet. “That’s my girlfriend!” She pointed out the door.

Colleen was standing in the doorway in a black leather skirt and matching boots. 

Tara giggled excitedly. “We gotta go home because tonight’s orgy...”

Colleen cleared her throat.

“I mean, it’s Taco Tuesday. You thought I was going to say orgy night, but that would be silly. I mean just because I have two girlfriends and two boyfriends, and we live together in a house doesn’t mean we have like wild orgies on Tuesday nights. Because we totes don’t. It’s Taco Tuesday. Not orgy night. Class dismissed.”

***

“It’s so hard acting vanilla,” Tara said as she skipped along holding Colleen’s hand.

“I thought you liked teaching Pilates?”

“I do, but, it’s just so much easier being a hooker.”

“I know, but still not legal in the real world, honey.”

Tara sighed. “I guess.”

“Cheer up,” Colleen said. “What’s tonight?”

“Orgy night.”

“That’s right.”

Tara smiled. “And, next week is Christmas. We need to get Christmas presents. Take me to the mall tomorrow?”

Colleen looked up at her in horror. “No. Never, ever, ever.”

The End
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