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Foreword

Welcome to the first book in the Transformations Series: Witnesses. This is a work of erotica meant for adults. It is not for the faint of heart – there are elements of mind control and bondage bordering on horror in the pages to follow. It is fantasy, pure and simple, meant for those who are aroused by BDSM, mind control, and body modification themes.

You might find this work disturbing, but just remember it is a work of fantasy. None of the mind control methods presented are real. This is simply story time for people who want to be in control or those who want to lose control.

We are a couple who bring our fantasies to the printed page, and we hope you enjoy this story and share it with your lover.

Sincerely,

Wayne and Ann Triskelion

July 2nd, 2018


Chapter 1

Gwen watched the countryside pass by through the rear window of the Oldsmobile. It was a relic of Detroit's glory days, seemingly kept running by her fiancé’s willpower alone. The cloth headliner dipped in the back making what should have been a spacious back seat feel cramped.

David drove, stealing glances at her in the rearview mirror. She felt his eyes on her and adjusted her plaid, woolen skirt to cover her knees. She looked up at him and smiled.

He smiled back.

"Keep your eyes on the road, please," Jessica said from the front passenger seat.

She was their chaperon, though the idea of two adults in their early twenties needing a chaperon was ludicrous.

They had controlled themselves for two years. Another four months until their wedding would be a walk in the park.

Gwen had looked forward to this trip for weeks. They were going witnessing in the farmland of upstate New York.

Talking about God with total strangers was a requirement for Jehovah's Witnesses.

Both their parents had insisted on David's sister-in-law taking the overnight trip with them. "Lest you be tempted to sin," her father had said.

And, she had to admit, seeing David's green eyes smiling at her in the rearview mirror was giving her tingles 'down there.' She turned and looked at the hay fields to take her mind off it.

Jessica leaned forward and turned on the radio.

"...and we have to look at the happenings in Cuba over the past year as the work of Satan," the announcer said.

Jessica rocked and nodded. "Amen."

Gwen wished she would turn off the radio. The revolution in Cuba frightened her. It had happened overnight - Noche de las Brujas they had called it: The night of the witches. The communist leaders in Cuba had all been murdered in their sleep by their wives and mistresses. A new religion had taken over the island. The Church of Morpheus had expelled all reporters, and Cuba had gone silent.

Three months later, the island re-opened for tourism - sexual tourism. Sexcations the trip planners called it.

"This is what the elders have been telling us about," Jessica said as she turned toward the back seat. "Satan is expanding his dominion on earth."

She should know, Gwen thought. Jessica's husband Cal, David's brother, had gone to Cuba six months ago to witness to the new heathens.

Instead of witnessing, he had become one of them and refused to return.

"Church of Morpheus? They can hide behind names all they want," Gwen said. "They're Satanists."

Gwen felt a shiver run through her.

"Jessica, find something else," David said. "You're upsetting Gwen."

"No, no, I'm okay," Gwen said.

"We're Jehovah's chosen people. We have to steel ourselves for the coming Apocalypse," Jessica said. "We can't do that if we aren't prepared."

David glanced in the rearview. He said 'I'm sorry' with his eyes.

Gwen gave him a weak smile and nodded. Jessica had always been soft-spoken and kind, but the past six months had taken their toll.

"Oh, they're Satanists all right," Jessica said. "Why else would they choose that inverted pentagram as their symbol? And, that horrid statue in front of their temples?"

Gwen blushed at the thought of the statue. It was a rendering of a man formed from cut crystal with sharp sides and angles.

The appendage that hung between the statue's legs was obscene. It dangled past the knees.

Gwen had never seen a real one, but she knew that wasn't possible.

***

The farm's driveway cut off from the two-lane state road. The old white farmhouse was just visible through the forest of oaks.

They drove under a canopy of trees down the narrow one lane road.

A single horse stood eating spring grass behind a white fence. The horse looked disinterested.

The fields were green with vegetation, which seemed odd to Gwen. At this time of year, the fields should have been freshly plowed.

An old Ford pickup was parked by the front porch. It sat crooked on its frame, as if it were trying to sink into the yard.

David parked beside it.

Gwen gathered her things: her purse, her Bible, and a Watchtower pamphlet. She stepped out of the car and breathed in the smells of the farm: wet grass and animals. She smiled at David over the top of the car, and he smiled back.

This was the hard part: walking to the door and knocking. She knew that most people did not welcome their presence.

She and Jessica stood on the steps as David knocked.

The door opened.

The man inside stared at them. He was well over six feet tall and dressed in faded overalls that looked too short for his body. He wore a John Deere cap on his bald head.

His eyebrows were missing, and his smooth face made him look any age from twenty to sixty.

"What do you need?" he asked. His voice was a bass rumble.

A tremor went through Gwen and she faltered on the steps. An electric current flowed through her at the sound of his voice. She blinked and shook her head, dispelling the feeling.

Glancing at Jessica, she saw the older woman trembling as well.

"Good morning, sir. I was wondering if you had time today to discuss our savior, Jesus Christ?" David said. It was a practiced line that David delivered without effort.

The man stared at David. Gwen thought she saw an amused expression pass over his smooth features. "Why not?"

Another tremor, not as strong as the first but enough to cause her to arch her back. Electricity arced from her nipples to the juncture of her legs, and her tongue felt too big for her mouth. She was looking at Jessica this time and saw her hands clench into fists.

The man stepped aside and motioned them into the foyer.

Gwen wanted to run away. Something was wrong with this man and this place. She wanted to reach out and take David's hand, pull him away down the steps.

"Come in," the man said.

And, her legs moved. She followed David and Jessica through the front door. Her eyes were drawn to the ice blue eyes of the man. He smiled at her - not a warm smile, but a smile like a predator just before the kill.

He shut the door behind them.

"I'm Alex Richards," he said.

"Is there a Mrs. Richards?" Jessica asked.

His eyes dropped to the floor. "Not in some time. She died last year."

"Very sorry for your loss," David said.

Alex Richards pointed down the farmhouse hallway. "Please, let's go to the kitchen. I was just brewing some coffee - you can drink coffee, can't you?"

David laughed. "Yes, sir. It's Mormons who can't have caffeine. We're Jehovah's Witness."

"Ahh, that's right. Call me, Alex, please. It's so nice to meet other religious people." He ushered them down the hall with his wide shoulders that seemed to stretch from one side of the passage to the other.

The kitchen was bright and white like the rest of the house, and Gwen began to feel more at ease. Coffee was brewing in a coffee maker on the marble countertop and the room had the smell of eggs and bacon from a recent breakfast.

"Please sit down," Alex said.

The three of them sat down at an antique kitchen table.

"And, what are your names?" Alex asked.

"I'm David Turner, this is my fiancé, Gwen Jenkins, and my sister-in-law, Jessica."

"Pleased to meet you all," Alex said. "Now, how do you all take your coffee - let me guess. David, you like yours black, Jessica, cream and sugar, and Gwen, just sugar?"

Jessica laughed. "That's amazing."

"Exactly the way we like it," David said.

Alex turned his broad back to them and prepared the coffee. He shrugged. "What can I say, it's one of my only talents."

"So, you are a religious man, Alex?" Jessica asked.

"Indeed I am. Not that I started out that way. I never gave it much thought one way or another until my wife died." He lowered his head. "Then, I suppose I had a crisis of faith." He turned toward them with a tray of coffee cups.

"The loss of a spouse could cause anyone to have a crisis of faith," Jessica said. She was being more pleasant than she had been in months, Gwen noticed. And, why not? Her husband had abandoned her, and here was an available, handsome man of God.

Gwen stopped herself. Handsome? He wasn't handsome. His lack of eyebrows made him look strange and there was something odd about his appearance beyond that.

He pushed a coffee cup in front of her.

Gwen stared at it as Alex sat down across from her.

He was smiling at her as he raised his own cup to his lips and drank. She watched the motion and observed the level of coffee both before and after.

Alex did drink some of the coffee.

Well, of course he did, she thought. Something in the back of her mind was telling her not to drink.

Both David and Jessica were drinking theirs.

"Please, drink, Gwen," Alex said.

Her hands moved of their own volition, and she drank the steaming brew.

Coffee, just coffee. Slightly bitter but offset by the perfect amount of sugar.

"The important thing is you came back to the church," Jessica said.

Alex smiled. "Oh, yes. It saved me. The things I've seen and done since I found salvation. I finally feel like my life has purpose and that there is hope."

"Well," Jessica said. "As much hope as you can have so near the Apocalypse."

Alex nodded and finished his coffee. "Oh, yes, that's right. Jehovah's Witness believe we are in the final days. I had forgotten."

"There is nothing to fear for the righteous in the coming tribulations," David said.

Alex laughed out loud. "Tribulations? All tribulations are caused by man, not by deities."

David paused as he drank the last of the coffee. "I beg your pardon?"

"You holy rollers. You see God behind every rainbow and the devil in every dark alley. You don't like what you see in the world - you see things that frighten you or make you uncomfortable and you ascribe demonic intentions or divine will. If there is an Apocalypse, it will be the making of man."

Jessica winced. She shook her head. "I thought... you said you were religious?"

Alex leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. "Oh, I am. Just, not your religion."

"We should go," Gwen said.

"Oh, I wouldn't advise trying to stand."

"What?" Gwen asked. Her lips felt numb.

"Your legs won't support you. There was a very strong, fast acting sedative in your coffee. If you stand, you're likely to fall and break something," Alex said. "David, if you begin to feel short of breath, let me know. I'm used to dosing women, and I had to estimate your body weight. If I gave you too much, you could stop breathing."

David's face went slack.

"Don't worry if you do, I used to be a veterinarian. I know how to resuscitate you if necessary."

Gwen tried to stand, but neither her arms nor her legs would cooperate.

David leaned over in his chair and Alex sat him back upright.

Alex stood up and gathered the cups and tray. "I have to say, I wasn't expecting prey to simply walk up to my door and ring the bell. Normally, I have to venture out to the interstate to find suitable whores." He placed the tray on the countertop.

Jessica raised her arms and looked at her hands.

"No, Jessica, I didn't give you a sedative."

Jessica jumped to her feet. Then she moaned out loud and grabbed the edge of the table. Her whole body shook.

Alex placed his hands on her shoulders and rubbed gently down her back to her buttocks. "Not that you are any condition to run away either."

Jessica's eyes rolled up into her head.

Alex smiled at Gwen. "In case you're wondering, Jessica is experiencing some very intense orgasms right now."

"Oh, God, help me!" Jessica said through clenched teeth.

He guided Jessica back into her seat. "It's called Ambrosia, but it's also known as whore's milk, and Jessica had enough in her coffee to give her orgasms for the next two hours. They're about a minute apart, and probably the strongest she's ever had in her life." He leaned close to Jessica's ear. "They'll get stronger until they become almost unbearable in about an hour."

Jessica whined and gripped the edge of the table.

He kissed her neck. "That's it, my little pious slut. Keep hanging onto that table to keep from touching yourself, but you will eventually. You'll masturbate that little twat right here in front of your friends."

***

Gwen strained trying to lift her arm, even her fingers. Nothing worked. Her arms and legs were lifeless. Even her head felt heavy on her neck.

As each wave of orgasms subsided in Jessica, she tried to stumble toward the door.

Each time, Alex would laugh and carry her back, clasping his huge hands around her waist and carrying her back to the table.

He spoke softly to her. "Where would you go? David has the keys to your car, and you couldn't possibly walk to the road in your condition."

Jessica moaned and writhed in his grasp.

"You can't do this to us," Gwen said. Her head hung crooked on her neck.

"Of course, I can," Alex said. "You're drugged. I'm stronger than you are. We're miles away from anyone who might help you."

"It's wrong. Can't you see that?"

Alex laughed. "Wrong? How?"

"You've abducted us. You're forcing Jessica to..." Gwen looked into Jessica's eyes and saw that another minute had passed. Her face was red and painted with perspiration as her body convulsed.

"All your life is an illusion," Alex said. "You believe you have will and self-worth - it's all an illusion. Your life doesn't matter, and, really, what have you done with your will?"

"You're insane," Gwen whispered.

He knelt beside her. "Think about it - what was ahead for you in your life? Marry David here and pump out a few children. Live a quiet life and die. That's all your life would have been. For all your clutching at free will, you are destined to waste it." He stood up. "You Jehovah's Witnesses are even worse. You don't even believe in careers. You spend your whole life looking forward to the Apocalypse when you will be resurrected. It's pathetic, really."

"God... promises eternal life..."

Alex burst out laughing. "Yes, an empty promise from an invisible God." He waved his hands in the air. "How does it go? After the Apocalypse, the righteous will live forever?"

"Yes," Gwen whispered. "Not for you. You've abandoned God."

He leaned on the table and smiled at her. "My god doesn't make promises. He's already made me immortal, free of disease, an image of perfection." He caressed her face and she jerked her head away. "The things I have seen, Gwen. Oh, the things I have seen. The things I have done."

"Your god? Who is your god?" Gwen asked.

"Morpheus. The Church of Morpheus. You've heard of it?" Alex asked.

Gwen whimpered. She felt her eyes grow wide.

"Yes." He smiled. "You have heard of it."

He turned and put his arm around Jessica's waist, drawing her back to the table and bending her forward to grasp the edge again.

"Your God. When my Katie took ill three years ago, I prayed every day. Through chemo and radiation, and I watched her wither and die." He rubbed Jessica's back gently. "You think I abandoned God? He abandoned me first."

Jessica opened her mouth and moaned out loud. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth.

Alex wrenched her right hand free from the table and forced it down and back. He pushed it gently past the waistband of her skirt. "Stop denying yourself pleasure. You've put up a good fight against it, you have nothing to be ashamed of, but it's pointless to continue."

Jessica relaxed and hissed out breath through her teeth as her hand worked under the fabric of the skirt.

Alex nodded and smiled. "That's right. Just like that."

"Feels... so good," Jessica whispered.

Alex stroked her back. "They always start out fighting it, but the milk always wins." He entwined his long thick fingers in the collar of the white blouse.

The muscles in his arms flexed and the fabric ripped down the back.

He tossed the ribbons of fabric away and then broke the bra's hooks.

Jessica whimpered in protest, but Alex tore the front of the bra in half. Her breasts fell free and he cupped them in his big hands. "Thirty-four C. These will require modification."

Jessica moaned as Alex released her breasts.

Her nipples were red and engorged with arousal.

He ran his fingernail down her spine and she shuddered.

Alex looked up at Gwen. "You're horrified by her reactions."

"No, I'm horrified by you."

He smiled as Gwen turned her head away.

David was just staring at Alex. His mouth hung open at an angle and drool was leaking from the corner.

"David, are you okay?" Gwen whispered.

David jerked his head slightly but seemed unable to control his mouth. He blinked at her.

"I told you I was afraid I gave him too much. He's still breathing, so he'll recover." Alex had his hands wrapped around Jessica's waist. He was rhythmically pulling her back against him, dry humping her.

To Gwen's horror, Jessica was grinding her hips against him.

"Jessica? What are you doing?" Gwen whispered.

"Can't stop... I just can't...," she said as her hand worked under her skirt.

Alex stopped thrusting and ripped her skirt in half, leaving her wearing only white cotton panties.

The cotton was soaked translucent, and Gwen could see Jessica's fingers now as they rubbed at the little nubbin.

Alex yanked the panties down and Jessica orgasmed.

Gwen gasped.

Liquid squirted between Jessica's fingers and spattered on the floor.

Jessica's eyes were wide in astonishment.

"First squirting orgasm," Alex said. He leaned over and whispered in Jessica's ear. "It won't be your last."


Chapter 2

Gwen dangled helplessly over Alex's left shoulder as Jessica squirmed and moaned over his right. He was carrying them down the wide steps to the basement.

"I was in a state after Katie died," Alex said as he descended. "All I wanted to do was drink. Then one night, I saw the ad on late night TV for a Cuban Sexcation." He laughed. "And, I thought, why not? Why the fuck not?"

The basement was brightly lit and didn't smell like a farmhouse basement at all. It smelled of antiseptic.

Looking down over his strong back, Gwen could see clean, shining tile covering the floor.

"The plane ride itself was unreal. Adults only. The plane had two levels. The bottom floor was a brothel and the top floor was just an open orgy. The drinks were complimentary and spiked with Ambrosia, of course. You can't imagine what it was like."

He leaned over and sat Gwen down gently with her back against a pipe in the floor.

She looked around the room. It ran the length of the house, and it had been recently renovated with freshly painted dry wall and gleaming white tiles. There were several hospital gurneys, and each of the structural support pipes that led from the floor to the ceiling was equipped with gleaming silver manacles. There were also examining tables with stirrups like those found in a gynecologist's office - only these also had manacles and leg restraints.

The walls were covered in posters of women in sexual poses, but the women were distorted, exaggerated. They were all incredibly tall with oversized hips and breasts too large for a human body. And, all of them were tattooed - pornographic images including large murals on their backs. Their names were tattooed above these murals in Gothic or cartoonish lettering: Sinful Sindy, Luscious Lana, Cunt Lickin' Cathy.

What troubled Gwen more than the images were the tattoo machines and inks arrayed on a corner table.

"In Havana, the street was crowded with whores. You just took the nearest one and had her right there on the sidewalk," Alex said as he laid Jessica in a clawfoot bathtub on the tile floor. "The nuns, the Sisters of Morpheus, they were running everywhere, greeting you, encouraging you to indulge."

Alex poured a large bottle of green liquid into the tub, and then he reached in and began massaging it into Jessica's legs as she moaned in yet another climax.

"What are you doing to her?" Gwen asked. She was getting the feeling back in her hands, and she raised them a few inches off her lap.

"What? This? It's a depilatory. Body hair is repugnant. This removes it permanently. I'll save her lashes, and this beautiful black hair," Alex said. He turned and smiled, taking off his cap and showing his smooth scalp. "Unlike the job they did on me. They want Whoremasters to have a uniform look."

Gwen closed her right hand into a fist. "Whoremaster?"

"Yes. There are castes in the new order to come. Morpheus, the living god is at the top. His acolytes and the Sisters of Morpheus come next. Whoremasters, like myself are the third caste, followed by the professional caste, and the whores. Then of course, there are the worker classes." Alex took Jessica's face in his hands. "Now, don't fall asleep and slide into the tub. Otherwise, you'll be wearing wigs for eternity."

Alex stood up and walked to Gwen. He wiped his hands on a white towel. He took her left wrist gently in his hand. "I know you think I didn't notice you moving, but I did. What did you think? Did you think you could stand up and fight your way out of here?"

Gwen whined as he raised her wrist over her head. There was a set of manacles attached to a silver chain and hooked to the pipe she leaned against. He locked her wrist in place and then repeated the motion with her other arm.

"Is that comfortable? Not too tight?"

"You're a monster." Tears were snaking down her cheeks.

He wiped her tears away. "I know it seems like that now. You'll change your mind soon. You'll be happier than you've ever been in your entire life." He stood up and turned toward the stairs. "If you're moving, your former fiancé is most likely moving as well. I'd better bring him down. It's a pity you and Jessica hadn't come alone. He's a complication."

***

When she heard the door to the basement close, Gwen called out to Jessica. "Can you move?"

"Wha... ?" Jessica answered in a sleepy voice.

"Jessica? Can you get out of the tub and help me?"

"Help with what?"

"Help me get loose! We have to get out of here."

She moaned in the tub. "No... feels soooo good. You go."

"Jessica! I'm chained up. You have to help me get loose."

"Feels soooo nice. Like when Cal used to... you know... put his big, thick... cock! His big, thick cock in me. But, this feels even better."

"Jessica, he's drugged you. You have to snap out of it and help me."

Jessica raised up in the tub and sat on the edge. The green liquid slid with gel like slowness down her smooth legs. She looked down at her crotch. "All my hair is gone!" She reached down and rubbed her clit in small circles. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

"Jessica!"

Her eyes snapped open and she stopped masturbating. "I'm sorry, Gwen. It's just so hard to think straight." She stepped out of the tub, the green gel still sliding off her skin.

She left green footprints across the floor.

Jessica knelt and touched the manacles. "How do I..."

"A key. You have to find a key."

Jessica looked at her with sleepy eyes. "Gwen, you're so pretty. I don't know how I didn't see it before." She nuzzled Gwen's neck and whispered, "You smell so nice."

Gwen drew in a sharp breath as the naked, dripping woman ran her tongue up the side of her neck and licked her earlobe.

"Your skin is salty but sweet at the same time." She reached out and cupped Gwen's right breast through her white blouse. "So soft."

"Jessica, don't do that," Gwen whined. "Please. Whatever he gave you is making you do that."

Deep laughter filled the room.

Jessica stood up.

Alex was standing by the tub holding David in the crook of his arm. He seemed to be exerting no more effort than he would carrying a toddler. "Let me guess: you asked her to help you escape? Oh, Gwen. That was pointless."

Jessica shuddered and orgasmed, squirting on Gwen's feet.

Gwen jerked away and mewled in disgust.

Alex caught Jessica in his other arm as she fell forward. "See what you almost did? She could have fallen and hurt herself." He drew Jessica closer and kissed her. She returned the kiss and rubbed her crotch against his overall covered leg. "Well, we'll have to punish Gwen for that later."

Jessica leaned her head back and passed out.

"Poor thing. I doubt if she's had more than a handful of orgasms in her life and now she's having one every minute. She'll pass out a lot over the next hour." He sat David against a support post a few yards from Gwen. His eyelids flickered as Alex locked the manacles in place.

He placed a hypodermic against David's neck. "I actually measured it this time. This will keep him out for a day or so. He injected the contents into David's neck.

Then, he took Jessica back to the tub and sat her down. He picked up a hand shower and turned on the water.

Jessica jolted upright.

"Too cold?"

"No," she whispered.

He scooped her up then and rinsed the green liquid from her body. He turned her around and bent her forward, parting her buttocks. She arched her back.

He laughed. "Good girl, can't have any stray hairs." He swatted her backside and turned off the water.

He helped her step out of the tub and led her toward one of the examination beds.

Jessica stopped and Gwen saw her eyelids flicker. "Wait... wait... where am I?"

"Shh, it's going to be okay."

"No. No, wait. You. You did something to me." She tried to pull away, but Alex scooped her up and laid her on the bed.

"Relax, Jessica. I'm doing something that's going to make you happy. Just trust me."

Jessica screamed. "Let me go! Gwen! Help me, please!"

Gwen closed her eyes and shook her head. She rocked in place.

She opened her eyes and watched as Alex hung an IV bag of clear fluid on a pole attached to the bed.

"Jessica. Be calm." He clamped his huge left hand on her right arm and pressed it down. He uncapped the IV needle with his teeth. "Stop struggling, Jessica. I don't want to hurt you with the needle."

Jessica thrashed and cried, but he held her arm steady. He guided the needle into her arm.

"Ow! No, it hurts. Don't!"

"Shh, now. Relax. There, now." He opened the IV line.

Jessica whimpered. "Cold. It's cold."

"Shh, be still."

Her eyes fluttered and closed.

"What did you do to her?" Gwen asked.

"A sedative drip. Some of the things I'm going to do to her are painful. I want her asleep."

"Goddamn you," Gwen said.

Alex laughed. "Such language from a Jehovah's Witness! I'm shocked."

"You're a cocksucker."

"Tsk-tsk," Alex said as he locked restraints around Jessica's wrists and ankles. He laid the bed out flat. "Just for that, I'm going to let you watch what I'm going to do to her in gory detail - so you'll know what you have to look forward to."

The table had wheels on the bottom and he rolled it over beside Gwen.

"But, before I get started." He pulled a cellphone from his pocket and took Jessica's picture, then he turned and snapped pictures of Gwen and David. He reached into his pocket and pulled out some cards.

They were driver's licenses, and Gwen saw her face on the first one.

He took pictures of the licenses and then dropped them in a wastebasket.

"What are you doing?" Gwen asked.

He held up his finger to silence her as he put the phone to his ear. "Hello, you got the information? Yes. I'll need pickup for Jessica, the brunette, and passage to Havana. No, I'm keeping the blonde slut." He smiled at Gwen and winked.

"Help me!" Gwen shrieked.

He put his hand over the microphone and looked into Gwen's eyes. "Really? Didn't you hear what I just said? I work for these people, they're not going to help you."

He took his hand away from the microphone. "My question is about the man, David."

Alex listened for a moment. Then he turned and looked sideways at David. "No, about one-hundred eighty, and his features are far too masculine. Yes, I'll wait."

He smiled at Gwen. "They want to know if we could make him a woman, but I think he'd be too homely, don't you?"

"Oh, my God."

He snickered and shook his head. He turned his attention back to the phone. His expression turned grave. "No, I don't think there's call for that." He paused. "Well, professional caste, I think." He looked at Gwen. "What does he do other than annoy people at home about his God?"

"He's... he's an accountant."

"Did you hear that?" Alex asked the person on the phone. "You can always use people who move money, right?" He smiled. "Excellent. I'll need transportation for him as well." He hung up.

"What's going to happen?" Gwen asked.

"Well, between the two of us, we managed to save both his cock and balls and his intellect."

***

"What did you mean, his intellect?" Gwen asked.

Alex wheeled a metal cart covered in a sheet around to the side of Jessica's table. "After they agreed he wasn't a candidate for a sex change, they considered making him laborer caste."

"What does that mean?"

He knelt in front of her. "Morpheus is taking over the world. The church is everywhere - you think it is only in Cuba, but you're wrong. We've penetrated every facet of human existence."

Gwen shrank away from him as best she could with her hands secured to the pipe above her head.

Alex smiled at her. "His plan is to bring order to this chaos that permeates society. People are going to be put into the positions they are most suited for."

"Can't you see how wrong that is? People should have freedom."

Alex shook his head. "It doesn't work. There are ten billion people on this planet, and everyone wants to be in charge. Morpheus is going to change that. The church is going to rule with Morpheus's guidance. Whoremasters like myself are going to choose perfect sex toys, like you and Jessica, to please the masses: the professional caste. Think about it, no more sexual frustration or famine or disease or war. We'll accomplish more in the first ten years under Morpheus than in the last one-thousand years of human existence."

Gwen shook her head. "You're crazy."

He touched her face and she jerked away. "You'll understand soon, I promise."

He sighed. "But, there is a problem with the plan."

"You mean besides the fact that it is insane?"

He sat down beside her. "The worker castes. There are people on this earth who are violent. They rebel, they rob, they cheat, they kill. They have to be made into productive members of society. So, we have the worker castes."

"How do you make them... behave?"

He looked away. "We have a device. It's a long needle attached to a pistol grip with a trigger. We push the needle into the corner of their eye, into their brain. You pull the trigger and it lobotomizes them, destroys all rational thought processes. They can perform manual tasks - lifting, carrying, that sort of thing. They do as they're told. And, we de-sex them and pump them full of steroids to make them strong."

Gwen felt like she was going to be sick. "How could you?"

"We only do it when there's no other choice. Truly bad people with no place in society."

"They wanted you to do that to David!"

He nodded. "I know. The church - that's who I was talking to - sometimes they can be cold. Part of their conditioning is the removal of empathy. But, they will listen to us if we're adamant." He smiled at her. "He's going to be all right. Better, he'll be happy. You'll see."

"Please let us go. I know I can't save Jessica," she said as she squeezed her eyes shut and more tears fell. "But, if you'll just let David and me go, we won't say anything. I promise."

He brushed her hair out of her eyes. "You know, for you, I would almost do that. I'm drawn to you, and I want to make you happy."

"Then..."

"But," he said as he grasped her long hair and pulled her head back. "You see, the problem is, I want you. And, I can have you. I'm going to fuck your virgin pussy until you pass out, and I'm going to make you love me for it."

***

It's a mad scientist's chamber of horrors, Gwen thought as she watched Alex working on the unconscious Jessica.

He had made Gwen stand and hooked her chains higher on the pipe. She hung from the manacles.

Alex wanted her to watch everything he did, but he wanted David asleep.

Alex pulled the sheet off the rolling cart. The cart was covered in frightening bottles of brightly colored liquids: emerald green, electric blue, and a red that almost seemed to glow. Beside the bottles was an array of hypodermic needles of varying lengths and gauges.

But, what terrified Gwen the most was a large glass bottle of pink fluid. There was a heavy cap on top with a black rubber hose attached. The hose was connected to a pistol grip that turned into a gleaming steel dildo.

The "head" of the fake penis had five short hypodermic needles arrayed around it attached to tiny syringes of pink liquid. A thin, rigid tube extended from the tip of the dildo.

A single drop of pink fluid clung to the end of the tube.

Alex used a tape and measured Jessica from her heel to the top of her head. "Five feet eight inches." He punched some numbers into a calculator on the cart. He picked up a syringe with a long, thick needle and drew fluid from a red bottle. "Uniform height. Street whores are to be six feet tall, six foot eight in heels."

"You can't make someone taller."

Alex laughed as he checked the amount of fluid in the needle. "Four inches of height, six and a half CC's total. Three inches in the thighs and another one inch in the calves. I like them to be proportional. Most Whoremasters just jam it in their thighs and don't worry about them having short calves."

He spoke as if he were a craftsman instead of a monster.

Gwen cried out and turned away as he drove the needle down hard into Jessica's thigh. She heard the needle squeal as it pierced the bone.

Jessica didn't make a sound. She was completely unconscious.

He repeated the procedure on her calf and then did the other leg. He rubbed Jessica's forehead afterward. "She's beautiful. I almost want to keep her for myself, but I have to be choosy. I can only have a dozen whores in my harem."

"Is she going to die?" Gwen whimpered. "Did you poison her?"

Alex looked at her in horror. "Don't be ridiculous. I'm transforming her body for her new life."

"It's impossible. You're just a sick man injecting her with God knows what. You're killing her."

Alex sighed. "Gwen. Jessica is going to be fine. Tomorrow morning, she will six feet tall with 42J breasts, a twenty-eight-inch waist, and forty-inch hips."

"You're crazy!" Gwen screamed loud enough to reverberate off the white basement walls.

Alex reached under the cart and held up a black rubber strap with a red ball attached to the middle. "Gwen, I want you to watch this and understand what I'm doing to her; however, if you continue to scream, I'm going to put this ball gag in your mouth. It's very uncomfortable. Do you want me to do that?"

Gwen shook her head slowly. "N... No."

"Good. Now I want you to watch and be calm. No more screaming. You can ask me questions, but no more ridiculous accusations. I am not killing her."

Gwen hung from the restraints and wept.

"Now for the breasts," he said. He took a syringe with red liquid and pushed a frighteningly long needle through Jessica's right nipple and into her breast.

Gwen wanted to look away, but she watched as the woman's poor breast began to swell from the volume of liquid being forced into it.

"It stimulates growth, of course. But it also changes the glands to produce Ambrosia," he looked up at Gwen and smiled. "That's the wonderful liquid I spiked her coffee with. The most powerful aphrodisiac ever known. A pint of this can keep a man hard for an entire day." He stroked Jessica's face and smiled down at her. "It takes even less to turn a little Bible thumping shrew into a raging nymphomaniac."

Other needles followed. Injections in her buttocks and waist, her lips. At one point, he took a small needle and injected something into the little nubbin above her vagina.

Gwen crossed her legs and whined in sympathy, then whined louder as Alex injected something into Jessica's anal ring.

Jessica slept through it all, and, for that, Gwen thanked God.

Alex picked up a device that looked like a cell phone. There was a metal barrel in the end and he inserted a syringe in it. He spread green gel on Jessica's lower abdomen and ran the device over it.

"What are you doing?" Gwen asked. Her curiosity was piqued even though she was horrified.

"There they are. Two healthy ovaries."

"What are you going to do?"

He pressed a button and the syringe slid forward in the tube. The needle pierced the flesh in her lower abdomen. It was very long.

"Right ovary gets preserved - Morpheus wants zero population growth; however, at some point in the future, there might be a desire to breed Jessica. So, we just put one ovary to sleep."

He was talking about Jessica as if she were livestock or a possession. "She's a person, not a thing!" Gwen said, though she was careful not to raise her voice.

The needle was empty and it withdrew gently.

Alex removed it from the tube and dropped it in the trash. "Back to this debate, are we?"

"What gives you the right?"

"Morpheus is trying to save the world, make everyone happy, give everyone eternal life..."

"You mean make men happy - not women, we're just objects for your amusement."

Alex shook his head. "You understand nothing. Do you think I wanted this?"

He laid the medical device on the cart and walked toward her. "I never even made it to the hotel when I got off the plane in Havana. I was with a whore, right there on the street. She was on all fours on the concrete, and I was pounding into her from behind."

He stopped a few feet in front of Gwen and started undoing the straps on his overalls. He turned around as they fell.

A long t-shirt covered his hard-muscled back and buttocks, but his legs were bare.

They were the legs of a bodybuilder, covered in tattoos depicting pornographic scenes and invert pentagrams and crosses.

He lifted the shirt over his head.

His buttocks were bare and muscled like his legs. His skin was brown as if he were made of bronze.

A mural had been tattooed on his back. It was him, naked with a woman lying on her back in front of him, her long legs pulled back to her ears. Alex's tattooed image was driving an impossible long and thick cock into the woman's anus. Her eyes were rolled back in her head from ecstasy.

Gothic letters across his shoulder read: Hard Fucking Alex.

He turned around.

An inverted pentagram was inscribed in red tattoo ink on his lower abdomen.

Gwen stared at the black silk bag tied around his waist. It hung down from his crotch to his knees.

The bag looked full.

"I felt someone looking at me. You know that feeling you get when the hairs stand up on the back of your neck? I turned around and there was a nun standing behind me. Her eyes were black - there was no white to them at all. Just black liquid orbs, and, in the center of each was a glowing red pentagram. She looked at me and smiled and said: "He will do."

Alex pulled a string on the bag and it fell off.

Gwen cried out.

His penis hung down to his knees. It was thicker than her wrist, and the head was as large as her fist. The testicles hung down behind like two peaches in a bag of bronze flesh.

A long string of clear liquid dripped steadily onto the tile floor from the tip of his penis.

There was a tattoo on his penis, gothic letters down the length of it an inch high: The Cunt Tamer.

"There were needles for me as well. We all serve Morpheus."


Chapter 3

"You didn't want this?" Gwen asked. It took her several minutes to speak, during which time Alex returned to his work on Jessica.

He remained nude.

"I did not. You have to understand, Gwen. This is the end of free will, the end of independence. We all belong to Morpheus now," Alex said. He picked up the medical instrument again and placed another syringe in the barrel.

"You don't have to do what they want, Alex. There's good in you."

Alex nodded. "You like me better now, don't you?"

"No. No, I..." she stammered. Did she? She felt her thoughts on him softening. She was staring at him, wondering what he felt like. Wondering what he tasted like.

She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head.

"Pheromones. My body produces a smell you can't resist." He nodded toward Jessica. "She felt it immediately. If she had been alone, she would have stripped naked and thrown herself at me within a half hour even without the Ambrosia. If you hadn't been in love with David there, you would have eventually done the same."

"No. That's not true."

"I took off my clothes. My scent is stronger now. That's why you keep staring at my cock."

"I am not!"

But, she was. God help her she was. It was getting harder to form coherent thoughts. Her mouth was full of saliva and she had to keep swallowing to keep from drooling.

"It's not your fault..."

"Stop it! Please!"

He turned away from her and knelt over Jessica. "Now, for the left ovary. We only need to keep one. We have use for the spare one." The needle moved in the barrel and disappeared into her skin. "This contains a virus that will rewrite the DNA in her ovary, converting it into a hormone factory. This will keep her hyper sexual twenty-four hours a day."

The syringe emptied and the needle withdrew.

He put the device away. "It only takes a few minutes. When Morpheus first came up with this process, it could take months. Now, it can be done in hours." He sat down on the edge of Jessica's narrow bed.

He put his lips close to her ear and whispered.

Gwen could see the woman's eyes moving beneath her lids. Her breathing increased.

Were her breasts... larger? They couldn't be. This was all just Alex's sick fantasy. Wasn't it? These things he was saying weren't possible. Were they?

Alex smiled and kissed Jessica's cheek. "The Ambrosia has worn off, but her own body is taking over now. It's beautiful, don't you think?"

Gwen said nothing. Instead, she watched Jessica's nipples turn blood red and swell until they were as long as a fingertip.

Alex reached out and gently squeezed a nipple.

A jet of clear liquid shot into the air and splattered back onto her bare stomach.

Alex turned and looked at a clock on the far wall. "Ambrosia production in eighteen minutes. You can almost time these effects to the second. Another twelve minutes and her hormone levels will start to rise from the ovary procedure."

He dipped his finger in the clear liquid puddled on Jessica's stomach. He held up the finger and smiled as he walked across to Gwen. "Are you curious?"

Gwen's eyes went wide as the dripping wet finger paused a half inch from her lips. She shook her head and closed her lips tight.

Alex pinched her side with his free hand and she cried out.

The finger went in her mouth.

The liquid touched her tongue and fireworks went off in her head.

She closed her teeth on his finger.

Alex swatted her backside through her skirt with his free hand. "Hey! Don't you bite me!" He was smiling.

Gwen felt stunned. Her mouth opened.

"Much more powerful directly from the source. The Ambrosia I gave Jessica in her coffee was watered down."

Gwen felt warm all over. She started to tremble and her groin tingled.

She barely noticed as he reached under the hem of her skirt and slid her cotton panties down her thighs. Her focus was on the growing sensations in her vagina.

However, when his fingers found her now soaking vulva, she looked deep into his eyes in shock. "Don't... touch me."

He smiled. "You'll beg me to in a moment."

She gritted her teeth and tried to squirm away from the fingers that gently spread her open.

He laughed. "So much hair. What? Is personal grooming a sin for you?"

His fingers seemed to know every place to touch, and she hated him for that.

Alex touched the little nubbin near the top and she jerked her hips involuntarily.

"Don't fight, Gwen."

She opened her mouth to scream at him, but what came out was not a scream of anger - the Ambrosia had triggered her orgasm.

Her body went rigid and she arched her back, driving her mound against his hand. When the spasm subsided, she jerked her legs and hips away.

Alex grabbed her waist with his other hand and held her in place. His thick finger penetrated a half inch into her.

And, then he stopped.

He looked at her in wonder, and, tinged with it, a look of tenderness that made her want to kill him.

"A hymen? I knew you were a virgin, but to still have a cherry at what? Twenty-three?"

He stepped away and licked her juices from his fingers.

She wanted to vomit.

"If I had told them you actually have a hymen, they would have taken you away from me," he said as he walked back to stand over Jessica.

"That would have been a pity!" Gwen growled. She felt vulnerable and exposed with the panties hanging from her ankles, even though her skirt had fallen back to mid-thigh.

"Yes, it would have. A virgin blonde like you would be used as a bribe for a fat senator. Most of them have fetishes, a lot of them like inflicting pain. Or, they might have given you to some sheik - they have a tendency to remove their women's clitorises."

Gwen looked away. Did he actually expect her to be grateful for him?

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him pick up the last medical device: the bottle of pink liquid attached to the penis shaped pistol grip.

He pressed a button on the bed and the stirrups holding Jessica's legs moved apart and rose, spreading her legs open wide.

"Oh, God, what are you going to do to her?"

He looked up and then knelt down between Jessica's thighs. "Sex with me, or anyone modified like me, could kill Jessica. She's too small inside to accept one of us."

He pressed a button and the needles in the tip retracted into the steel head of the device.

Alex rubbed her vagina gently with his free hand.

Jessica frowned in her sleep. Her hips began to grind against the fondling.

"That's right, Jessica. Nice and wet for me." He spread her vaginal lips open and eased the steel phallus inside.

Her back arched as inch after inch of the device disappeared into her.

A light on the handle turned green and Alex pressed a button on the pistol grip.

Jessica's eyes snapped open.

"First, an injection to loosen and dilate her cervix, and then her womb becomes accessible - more room for a super cock."

Jessica's eyelids fluttered and she went back to sleep.

He pulled the trigger.

The level of pink liquid in the bottle began to drop as it was forced through the dildo and into Jessica.

"The polymer coats her womb and fills the tubes leading to her ovaries, shielding her from infection."  

He withdrew the device slowly and laid it on the cart.

Alex caressed Jessica's stomach. "There, now she's a proper whore, aren't you, darling?"

He pulled a sheet over her legs as the stirrups moved back into place allowing her to lie flat. He unbuckled her ankles and wrists from the restraints, but then buckled a belt loosely around her middle. "Just so she doesn't roll off the bed."

He checked the IV drip. "This should hold her for the night."

Alex reached under the cart and pulled out a pair of shiny black heels. He put them on her feet and buckled them in place. "She'll need these when she wakes up."

He then opened a side door and pulled out a bizarre looking helmet. It looked almost like a plastic crown. It had an articulated arm attached to it holding a gleaming steel needle. He placed it over her head and plugged it in to a cable on the bed. The helmet had earphones that covered Jessica's ears and a visor that covered her face.

The robot arm whirred and clicked. It moved through several gyrations, then it angled the needle toward a spot-on Jessica's scalp.

The needle drove into her skull.

Gwen screamed.

"I know," Alex whispered as he walked to Gwen and wrapped an arm around her waist. "It's terrifying, but she doesn't feel a thing."

"What is it doing to her?!"

He leaned her head on his shoulder and kissed her ear even as she tried to pull away. "Changes have to be made to make her more accepting. Certain areas of her brain have to be stimulated and others deadened. And, she's getting quite an education through the visor and head phones. She'll be very happy tomorrow morning - you'll see."

Alex reached up and unhooked her manacles from the pipe.

Gwen fell into his arms.

He held her close and swept her up in his embrace. "I know you're frightened, but it is for the best, Gwen. You'll understand soon."

Gwen sobbed as he carried her across the floor.

"Do you need a toilet?"

She cried louder.

"Gwen, it's okay. Do you need a toilet?"

She nodded.

He carried her to a small bathroom, lifted her skirt and sat her on the toilet.

She looked up at him in horror.

"It's okay."

"I can't... not with you watching."

He smiled and held up two fingers. He reached down and poked the fingers into her lower abdomen.

Her urine rushed into the bowl.

"They taught us a lot of things," he said.

She could feel the blush on her cheeks. The urine stopped.

She launched herself off the toilet and tried to drive her shoulder into his chest.

He spun around and laughed, catching her waist in his thick left arm. "Naughty girl! Just for that, you're sleeping naked tonight!"

The skirt material shredded in his strong fingers and fell onto the tile floor. He ripped off her blouse like it was made of Kleenex, and then broke the front of her bra with one hand.

He carried her naked and dripping urine across the tile floor as she flailed.

She thought he was taking her back to the pipe in the floor, but, instead he was carrying her back to another rolling bed like Jessica's.

"No!" she screamed. Gwen kicked and flailed, but he was far too strong.

"No, Gwen, stop. I'm not going to do anything to you tonight."

"Yes, you are! Please, let me go! I won't tell. I won't."

"Shh," he soothed as he laid her on the bed. He buckled her wrists down and then her ankles.

She was crying and hyperventilating. "Please, don't hurt me!"

"No, no. I won't hurt you. You can sleep now." He fastened the strap across her middle.

She heaved and sobbed as he rubbed her hair. "I promise you, Gwen. Nothing is going to happen to you tonight. You can sleep." He caressed her face. "I promise. I promise you."

She looked at him through tear stained eyes. "Why are you being nice to me?"

He smiled at her and kissed her cheek before she could pull away. "We're going to be together for eternity, Gwen. Partners, not master and slave." He pointed at Jessica. "You're going to be different from Jessica in a lot of ways. Ways you'll like."

She broke into sobs again.

"I'll make a deal with you."

She turned her head away.

He put his fingers on her chin and turned her to face him. "I said, I'll make a deal with you."

"What?" she whispered.

"Thirty-six hours from now, I will ask you if you want to leave. If you still do, I'll let you go home. Deal?"

"You're lying."

"No, I'm not. I have a way to make you forget everything that's happened to you in the last few days. I'll take you home and leave you on your doorstep. You can go back to being virginal Gwen - just taller and sporting a rack to make you every man's wet dream. And, more than a few women's wet dream as well. Deal?"

She looked at him, not wanting to believe him, but needing to believe him.

Gwen nodded.

He turned off the light as he left the basement. A single dim light was left on over Jessica's sheet draped body.

The helmet whirred and clicked. The needle positioned itself over another location on Jessica's scalp.

Crack.

The needle shot forward and drove into Jessica's brain.

Gwen bit her lip to keep from screaming.

The needle stopped after about an hour, and Gwen could hear the gentle sound of Jessica's breath as the poor thing slept.

Gwen tried to pray in the darkness. There was nothing left to do.

The restraints held her fast.

There were security cameras in the corners. Occasionally, they moved on their mounts.

He's watching us, she thought. Her pretense of prayer stopped. She couldn't concentrate anyway.

He's watching us and stroking that big, fat cock, she thought. She thought about the immense length of it, the clear fluid that dripped from the end. Suddenly, she was furious. She wanted to kill him.

The next time he gets close enough, I'll bite him. Bite his dick. Bite his big cock. I'll open my mouth wide and...

She gasped. Her body tingled all over.

"No! Oh, no!" she whispered in the dark. What was wrong with her? She tried to clear her mind of the erotic thoughts, but it was too late. She envisioned engulfing the head of his dick in her mouth, jaws complaining at the girth. He smiled down at her as she felt her lips close around the head.

He put his hand on the back of her head and pulled her closer. Her throat expanded as it slid inside.

"No!" she mumbled, but the phantasms continued.

She imagined herself squatting above Alex, sliding inch after inch of his monstrous length into her body, ruining herself.

Back in reality, fluid leaked from her vagina and wet her asshole.

The Ambrosia, the single drop he had put on her tongue? Was it causing her to have these thoughts?

"Our Father, who art in heaven..." she tried to pray.

The words wouldn't come. She had forgotten the words to the prayer, the first prayer she ever learned, and she panicked and sobbed. "Our Father, who art..."

"...in hell," Jessica's voice whispered from her bed.

Gwen almost cried out in fright. Trembling, she remembered more words, "Hallowed by Thy name..."

"Damned be thy name," Jessica said. The voice was hard, cold - nothing like Jessica's voice at all.

Gwen sobbed.

"He maketh me to spread my legs for thick cocks," the voice said growing lower and more guttural. "His rod and his hard, throbbing shaft comfort my sloppy wet cunt."

"S... Stop it!" Gwen said.

"Surely sin and depravity will consume my soul... Now, shut the fuck up, you ignorant bitch. I'm programming this useless cunt!"

Gwen cried out and sobbed. It wasn't Jessica talking. Something else's voice was coming from her lips.

She thought about Alex's words from earlier. "The church - that's who I was talking to - sometimes they can be cold. Part of their conditioning is the removal of empathy..."

The visor and headphones. Someone from the Church of Morpheus was brainwashing Jessica as she slept.

And, Gwen knew she would be next.

God, help me, she thought.

***

Jessica had slipped back into unconsciousness a few minutes after their foul exchange. A little later, Gwen had fallen to sleep as well.

Sometime in the early morning hours, Jessica screamed.

Gwen's eyes snapped open and she jerked awake. She was confused at first - this wasn't her bed and her arms and legs were tied down.

The memory of the previous day came flooding back and, with it, the dread.

Jessica screamed again. "No! What have you done to me?"

"Jessica? Can you hear me?"

"No, I won't do that! Stop telling me to do that!"

Whir. Click. Crack.

The needle on the robotic arm was doing its evil work again.

"Nuh!" Jessica yelled out, arguing with the voices in the helmet. "F... Fuck. No! I won't fuck. Fuck. Fuck."

"Fight them, Jessica," Gwen said out loud.

She strained her neck to see.

Jessica was trying to sit up, but the belt around her waist bent her at the middle. Her body trembled as if she were having a seizure.

"The helmet, Jessica. Take off the helmet."

Fingers caressed Gwen's forehead and she screamed.

Alex whispered from beside her in the dark. "She can't hear you, and, even if she could, she can't remove the helmet. It's stuck fast to her skin and won't release her till she's complete."

"How long have you been there?"

His face appeared beside her own. "Just a few minutes." His face was somber, his eyes sad. "She's struggling for nothing. They always win."

"I'll struggle harder than she is," Gwen whispered.

He shook his head and caressed her face. "I hope not."

Jessica screamed again.

Whir. Click. Crack.

She dropped back on the bed and went limp.

Alex turned away and headed for the stairs.

Jessica didn't move.

"Is she dead?"

"No," Alex said over his shoulder. "She's too valuable to kill."

***

Despite her best intentions, Gwen fell in and out of sleep after Alex left the basement.

In between bouts of dozing, she called out to David who was, she believed, still unconscious somewhere on the floor behind her.

He never answered, and she wondered if he wasn't as valuable to the people who controlled the helmet on Jessica's head.

Was she?

She woke from a doze to Jessica's voice, whispering. The hysteria from earlier was gone, and now she seemed to be conversing with the voice from the helmet.

Jessica giggled. "No, that's silly."

Gwen opened her eyes.

Jessica was still lying on her back on the bed draped in the white sheet.

However, the sheet seemed shorter - the lower half of her calves now protruded out from under the sheet.

Her feet were strapped into the most insane pair of stiletto heels Gwen had ever seen. Her feet were bent straight down from her ankles and her toes bent out at a ninety-degree angle.

Eight-inch black spikes descended from the heels.

Gwen squeezed her eyes shut and opened them again.

It wasn't that the sheet was shorter. Jessica's legs were longer.

And, something was pushing the sheet up at her chest.

No, no, that isn't possible, Gwen thought.

Jessica was smiling, still wearing the helmet with the visor and earphones. Her hands pulled free of the sheet and pulled the helmet off. It fell from her fingers and dangled by the thick black cables attached to the bed.

She pulled off the visor and headphones.

Jessica stretched and yawned.

She threw off the sheet.

Gwen screamed.

Jessica's 34C bust had swollen into two basketball-sized mounds that defied gravity.

Jessica looked toward Gwen and smiled. "Look, Gwen! Big titties!"

The voice was Jessica's but three octaves higher.

Her nipples looked like small thumbs jutting up toward the ceiling. Jessica caressed them and shuddered. "Wow!"

"Oh, God, Jessica, I'm so sorry," Gwen whispered.

"Sorry about me getting big titties? I'm not!" She squeezed her nipples.

Twin streams of clear liquid sprayed up toward the ceiling and spattered back on her stomach.

Gwen gasped.

Jessica went into a fresh bout of giggles. "Milky titties."

She raised her long legs into the air. "Ooo, pretty shoes. You like 'em?"

"Jessica, what's wrong with you? Can't you see what they've done to you?"

"Yeah, they made me pretty." She tried to get up, but the belt around her waist held her fast. "Bondage? I'm not a bondage slut." She unbuckled the belt and rolled onto her thick hips.

She rubbed her buttocks. "Damn, Jessica got back."

Gwen wanted to scream.

Jessica tapped the toes of her stilettos on the floor. "Well, here goes nothin'."

She stood up and swayed slightly.

The heels made her six foot eight.

"Fuck! This is weird. I got legs for miles." She took a tentative step forward. Her hips swiveled and her breasts swayed as she put one foot in front of the other. "I walk funny."

She grinned and danced around on the heels. "Hey, look at me, Gwen! It's like I was born in them."

Jessica balanced on one foot, kicking her left leg backward and lowering her face almost to the floor. "Look at me, I'm a ballerina!"

Her naked sex glistened in the dim light.

Still balanced on her right foot, she did a squat, bending her knee and letting her thigh rest on the back of her calf. She laughed out loud.

She stood up and skipped around the room, big breasts bouncing.

Gwen cried out as Jessica lay down on top of her on the bed, her lips an inch from Gwen's own.

"I feel so fucking hot. Do you think I'm hot?"

From the neck up, she was Jessica, but, from the neck down, she was liquid sex.

Gwen started to cry.

"What's wrong, Gwen?" Jessica asked. She pouted her lips. "Are you sad because you're still flat chested? Don't worry, they'll make you a balloon titted bimbo soon."

Gwen bit her lip to keep from screaming.

Jessica rolled her eyes in thought. "I really need to pee." She jumped off the bed and clicked across the tile floor. "Don't go away!"

I'm losing my mind, Gwen thought. I'm going insane.

"Fuck!" Jessica screamed from the bathroom. "My hair! Why didn't you tell me my hair was a wreck? Please let there be a brush in here. And, where are my damned eyebrows?"

She came out a few minutes later running a hairbrush through her long black hair. Her eyebrows had been drawn back in with thin lines.

Gwen was shaking and sobbing.

Jessica knelt behind her head and brushed Gwen's hair. "Oh, stop crying, you big pussy. I'm the one that got jello squirted in her boobs - is that what they did?" She wiggled her chest.

"Shots. He gave you shots," Gwen sniveled.

She frowned down at Gwen. "I hate shots. I'm glad they put me to sleep."

"Jessica, listen to me. You have to unbuckle my straps. I can get us out of here."

"Unbuckle you? Umm, no." She stood up and tapped the end of Gwen's nose with the brush.

"Jessica, we have to get out of here. Please."

"No way. He still has to tattoo me and then he has to fuck me."

Gwen stared at her. "Are you insane?"

Jessica tapped her lips with the hairbrush. "Maybe. But, we aren't going anywhere, you stupid slut."

She stood with her hands on her hips and looked behind Gwen. "Well, hi there, David."

Jessica swayed her hips as she walked away.

Gwen strained her neck trying to see behind her, but it was no use.

"Hmm, I always wondered if you were packing like your brother."

"Jessica! What are you doing to him?"

"Oh, pew. Fuck, he stinks. I think he pissed himself, maybe worse."

"David, are you awake?" Gwen asked.

"Nope, he's out," Jessica said. "I'm so bored, Gwen."

Her smiling face appeared above Gwen. "Let's play."

"What? What do you mean?"

She rolled her eyes. "Oh, come on, Gwen. You know what I mean." She slipped the sheet off Gwen's naked body.

"No!"

Jessica climbed onto the bed and straddled her waist. The massive breasts hung over Gwen's face.

Jessica kneaded Gwen's shoulders. "So tense. I can fix that."

Jessica squeezed her big nipples and sprayed Ambrosia across Gwen's neck and shoulders.

"Aiggh!" Gwen shrieked. The liquid felt electrically charged on her bare skin.

"Tingly, huh? The video last night taught me how to do this." She sprayed more of the clear liquid on Gwen's small breasts.

Gwen's nipples went rock hard as Jessica began to massage the Ambrosia into her shoulders and breasts. "N... No. No, stop, please, Jessica."

"Shh, I know what's best for you." Jessica was working her way down Gwen's body, soaking her in the milk as she went, massaging it in.

"Oh!" Gwen whispered as the liquid poured across her groin. It touched her little nubbin and she started moving her hips.

Jessica giggled as she worked the Ambrosia into Gwen's thighs and calves. "I'm making you my slave, Gwen."

"No. Stop. Please."

"Shh," Jessica whispered.

Her mind drifted as she felt Jessica's strong hands massaging her.

Gwen paid no notice as Jessica unbuckled the straps and rolled her onto her stomach. The Ambrosia puddled in the small of Gwen's back and Jessica spread it over her buttocks.

"Open wide."

Gwen obeyed, spreading her legs, letting her knees slide down the sides of the narrow bed. She arched her back exposing her ass and pussy.

Jessica laughed gently, long fingers probing Gwen's folds. She tickled the hymen. "Want me to break this for you?"

"N... No... no don't."

"Oh, that's right, I forgot, that's for your wedding night, right?"

"Yesss," Gwen moaned.

"Okay, I'll just have to try a different hole, huh?"

"Okay," Gwen whispered. She was floating on a cloud.

She felt the finger at her anus and tried to pull away. "No, not there!" She struggled to wake up.

"Shh, trust me."

The finger became more insistent.

"Relax, Gwen. You know you want to."

The slick finger slid inside.

"Gah," Gwen gurgled.

The fingertip moved in and out, never past the first knuckle.

"Feels nice, doesn't it?"

"Yesss."

Jessica giggled and pulled out her finger.

Gwen whined at the sudden empty feeling. "No, don't stop."

Jessica laughed. "That didn't take long."

A shiver went through Gwen as Jessica locked the waist restraint around her, pinning her face down to the bed.

Jessica's weight was lifted off her.

"No! Come back!"

"Be patient. All that hair is grossing me out."

Gwen was warm inside. She looked lazily at her left arm. It was coated in Ambrosia that had turned into a thin gel.

She had an impulse to lick her arm.

No, snap out of it, she thought.

She strained against the strap across her back. She unlocked me! She unlocked me and I could have fought. I might have gotten away!

But, she hadn't wanted to get away. Even now, her body was craving Jessica's touch.

She reached behind her with both hands, but the buckle was out of her reach.

She grabbed hold of the front of the bed and pulled, trying to slide her body through the loop of leather that held her down.

Even with the slick Ambrosia coating her, the belt was too tight.

Slap! Jessica swatted her right butt cheek with her open hand. "Naughty, slut!"

Gwen cried out as Jessica straddled her body. She faced Gwen's feet, and Gwen could feel the woman's hot sex rubbing over the small of her back.

Wetness trickled down the crack of Gwen's ass and poured over her crotch.

"What is that?!" Gwen shrieked.

"Permanent depill... depall.. Oh, fuck it, permanent hair taker offer."

"No!" It was the green liquid Alex had bathed Jessica in the day before. She jerked her hips trying to get away.

"Stop it," Jessica giggled. "It's too late, all that yellow fuzz is gone. Your cunt is as bald as mine now."

Gwen felt Jessica massaging the depilatory into her thighs and calves, and then she screamed as Gwen turned around and applied the liquid to the back of her neck. "Stop it!"

"Maybe I should just take it all? A different color wig for everyday?"

Gwen was sobbing. "Please, Jessica, don't."

Jessica sighed. "Okay, fine." She unbuckled the belt and spun Gwen onto her back. She was leaning all her weight on Gwen, pressing her mammoth tits into Gwen's B cups.

Suddenly, Gwen hooked her fingers under Jessica's armpits and shoved.

Jessica didn't move. Instead, she grasped the edges of the bed and pulled herself down.

All the air whooshed out of Gwen's lungs.

Jessica was crushing her. "Now, are you going to stop fighting me?"

Gwen gasped and nodded. She couldn't get enough air to speak.

Jessica smiled. "What?"

Gwen felt the room growing dark. She was losing consciousness.

And then the pressure was gone.

Jessica sat beside her on the bed, her long body towering over her as Gwen gasped in air.

"Much better." Jessica stood up. "Now, buckle your waist belt."

"W... What?"

"Buckle it. Put yourself in bondage."

Gwen didn't dare go against her. She buckled the belt around her waist.

"Now the left wrist." She was staring down with a cold stare that frightened Gwen worse than anything Alex had done.

She twisted around and locked her wrist into bondage.

Jessica ran a long nail up Gwen's right side causing her to shiver. "I guess there's no way you can lock your other wrist restraint."

Gwen shook her head.

"Beg me."

"What?"

"Beg me to lock down your wrist."

Gwen sobbed.

"Beg me!" Jessica's eyes flashed with anger.

"Please, Jessica, lock down my wrist."

Jessica smiled and nodded. She took Gwen's wrist and gently guided it to the leather strap. She locked it in place.

Gwen shivered as Jessica stared down at her with a crooked smile that made it look like she might eat her.

Instead, Jessica grinned wide. Her eyes were warm. She snuggled in beside Gwen on the bed and kissed her neck. "That was fun! Maybe I am a bondage slut?" She smiled at Gwen and blinked.

A game. It was just a game for her, Gwen thought. What had been a terrifying ordeal for Gwen had just been make believe for the doe eyed Amazon who nuzzled her neck and held her tight.

Jessica dipped her finger in the depilatory and rubbed it on Gwen's upper lip. "Not that ya got any but might as well make sure."

She rubbed it off with her thumb. "Want me to do your eyebrows?"

"No. Please, don't."

"Okay," she said as she laid her head on Gwen's right breast. "You won't be scared when they talk to you. They're super smart, and they know just what to say to make you feel better."

"Jessica, they're making you do this. Doesn't that bother you?"

She twirled a lock of her raven hair in her finger. "Should it?"

"They've turned you into..." Gwen said.

Jessica frowned. "Turned me into what?" Her lower lip quivered.

A freak, Gwen thought. But, she couldn't say that. There was something almost innocent in Jessica's big gray eyes. "A... prostitute."

Jessica stared at her blankly for a moment, and then she burst out laughing. "I'm not a prostitute, silly. A prostitute gets paid. I'm a slutty whore - I do it for free!"

"Doesn't that bother you? Don't you remember who you were before?"

Her drawn on brows knitted together. She bit her lower lip. "My name was Jessica," she said, drawing the words out like she was trying to remember the Gettysburg Address. "I used to be married to... Cal! And, I used to go to the church of the false god. And, now I'm a whore!"

"What about the rest? What about your family?"

She shook her head. "Nope. Don't remember that. I'm bored, let's play again." Her fingers trailed across Gwen's chest.

"No, I don't want to play, Jessica. I want you to remember. Remember Alex gave you a drug and made you like this? You didn't want him to do that."

She gently twisted Gwen's left nipple, "No, you're right. I didn't! I was scared."

"And, now?"

"I want to play with you!"

Gwen rolled her eyes. "Jessica, think! He made you do all this. We were abducted."

Jessica shook her head and sighed. "And, before that, I was bored! And, I'm bored now. Enough talking." She cupped her big right breast and squeezed. Ambrosia dripped from her palm.

Before Gwen could react, she pushed her wet palm against Gwen's mouth.

A half ounce of fluid made it into Gwen's mouth, and the world exploded in color.

Her body went stiff in an orgasm that made her bones creak.

"God!" Gwen screamed.

That was the reaction Jessica had been waiting for. She slid forward on the bed and pushed her left nipple into Gwen's mouth.

Gwen tried to spit it out, but it was too late.

Jessica cradled Gwen's head as she gently squeezed mouthful after mouthful of Ambrosia into her mouth. She rocked her gently. "There, that's better. You know what to do, its hidden in your brain from when you were a baby."

Gwen's mouth went into autopilot. She latched on to the breast and began to suck and swallow in earnest.

And, every swallow brought an orgasm.

Jessica stopped kneading her own breast. There was no need, the Ambrosia was flowing from Gwen's sucking alone.

She gently massaged Gwen's left breast.

All thoughts of the past two days were gone from Gwen's mind. All that mattered was the delicious nectar flowing from Jessica, and Jessica's fingers that slid down from Gwen's breast and found her newly bared pussy.

Pussy, not vagina. It was a pussy, a twat, a cunt. A wet juicy pussy, and Jessica knew exactly where to touch her.

Her orgasms were coming every few seconds.

Something was squirting out of her pussy every third or fourth orgasm. It splattered on the floor.

Jessica smiled down at her. "I know. It feels wonderful doesn't it?"

Gwen nodded, lips firmly glued to the beautiful breast. She started straining her arms against the restraints.

Jessica unbuckled her left wrist, and Gwen grabbed Jessica's right breast. She squeezed and drenched her face in Ambrosia.

Jessica pulled the hand from her breast and made Gwen touch her own clit.

It was standing up, and she exploded again as she rubbed it

"It's called saturating. If I did this to you for a few hours, you'd be a whore just like me without the shots."

A whore? Yes. That's what she wanted. She wanted to be like Jessica with her big J cup titties filled with Ambrosia.

She wanted to fuck.

A thousand images passed through her mind. Her and Jessica servicing long lines of men and women alike, covered in girl juice and cum.

A powerful orgasm took hold of her and her whole body convulsed.

She passed out.


Chapter 4

Gwen wasn’t sure how long she had been out, but she awoke to find herself alone on the bed. She was completely strapped down again. “Jessica?”

“You said it was shots, right?” Jessica asked. She was standing somewhere behind Gwen, and Gwen could hear her rummaging through a cabinet.

“What?”

“The way he made my titties big?”

“Umm, yeah… some kind of shots.” Gwen was still warm and comfortable from the lovemaking. She blinked hard. Lovemaking… it all rushed back to her.

She had done… things. With Jessica. “Oh, my God.”

“Oh, here we go,” Jessica said.

Gwen heard glass bottles tinkling together.

Jessica giggled. “Slutifier? Booty-max? Mega-sensitizer? These names are so funny.”

She stepped in front of Gwen with a bottle of red liquid in one hand a syringe in the other. “Titty Grow.” She erupted in giggles.

Gwen’s eyes grew wide as she realized Jessica’s intentions. “No!”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “We can’t play properly until you have big milky titties like mine, stop being a pussy.”

Jessica studied the bottle. “It says: increases bust size by one cup size per CC. Inject through nipple to a minimum depth of two inches. Growth rate equals one cup size per hour.” Jessica frowned. “Reduces IQ significantly in higher dosages.” She looked at Gwen quizzically, “Gee, do you think I’m dumber?”

“Jessica, please don’t…”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “Okay let’s see: you got little B cup titties, and we need to get you to a J cup.” She bit her lower lip and looked deep in thought. “Booby sizes go: A, B, C, D, DD, DDD, G, H, I, J.” She counted on her fingers at each size. “That makes ten CC’s. And, you’re already a B, so that’s A and B.” She held up two fingers. “And, ten plus two is twelve. Twelve CCs per titty!”

“No! No! Jessica, that’s not right! You counted wrong. It’s only eight CCs. You’re going to make me four sizes too big!” An N cup?! Was that even possible? Was J even possible for her?

Jessica cocked her hips and smirked. “Ha, ha, nice try, slut. But, I can still do math. I’m not that dumb.” She drew the red liquid into the syringe.

Gwen screamed.

“This is for your own good, Gushing Gash Gwen… Hmm, I like that name. Maybe that’s what he’ll name you.” She depressed the plunger and shot a tiny stream of Titty Grow into the air. “He hasn’t named me yet.”

She leaned over Gwen. “I won’t lie. I think this is gonna hurt like a motherfucker.”

“Jiggly Jugs Jessica!” Alex called from the stairs. “What are you doing?”

Jessica froze and hid the syringe behind her back. “Nothin’.”

Gwen couldn’t believe she was happy to see Alex. He was wearing his overalls but the shirt was gone. She saw his bare muscles rippling as he walked across the floor.

Her eyes immediately went to the dark stain growing down the left leg of the overalls.

“Nothing, huh? Give it to me,” Alex said. He held out his hand.

Jessica pouted like a child caught with her hand in a cookie jar. “We were only playing. Weren’t we, Gwen?” She handed Alex the syringe.

Alex smiled at Gwen. “Oh, I can see you’ve been playing. Gwen is soaked in Ambrosia.”

“Gushing Gash Gwen,” Jessica said.

“No. Just Gwen. For now.”

Gwen gazed intently at the wet spot on his overalls. She licked her lips involuntarily.

Alex winked at her. “Later, darling.” He held up the syringe. “Twelve CCs? That would make you an N cup.” He looked thoughtful for a moment. “We have specialty whores with N cups. They spend all their time on their backs… literally.”

Jessica bit her lower lip. “Oopsy.”

“Yes, oopsy. You almost ruined my favorite slut. We don’t have a way to reduce breast size without surgery. You’ve been very bad.”

“You want to spank me?” Jessica asked and started to wiggle her chest and ass.

“Not right now. For now,” he pointed across the room. “Go stand in the corner and think about what a bad girl you’ve been.”

Jessica lowered her eyes and walked away. “Yes, Master.”

He shook his head. “I’m not your master. Someone will claim you in Havana.”

Jessica stopped in her tracks. “Wait! Jiggly Jugs Jessica! You named me!” She came running back on the ridiculous heels. She leaped into Alex’s arms.

He caught her and pulled her close in a long soul kiss.

Gwen watched as his hand dropped to her buttocks. He slid a finger between her legs and penetrated her.

And, Gwen felt angry.

She felt jealous.

Why was this… dumb cunt getting fondled? Why was Jessica getting a name while she was still just plain old Gwen?

Alex caught her glaring at him. He nodded knowingly.

What’s wrong with me? Gwen thought. How could she be jealous of her abductor’s attention? The Ambrosia, it had to be the Ambrosia. It was all over her and clouding her thoughts. Everything was upside down and backwards.

Alex slapped Jessica’s ass. “Now, you go to that corner like I told you.”

Jessica walked backward wiggling her breasts. “Jiggly Jugs Jessica hears and obeys, Mas…”

He looked at her sharply.

“Alex. Just Alex,” Jessica corrected herself.

Alex watched her walk away.

Gwen gritted her teeth, he was staring at the slut. He wanted her.

Alex sat down on the bed beside Gwen. “Did you have fun this morning?”

She turned her head away. “I was forced against my will.”

He turned her chin to face him. “That wasn’t what I asked.”

She glared at him defiantly. “No. I did not have fun.”

He leaned down and whispered in her ear. “I watched it all on the cameras. You loved it, you fucking slut.”

She looked at him in horror.

“And, these cameras? They feed directly to Havana. To the street in Havana. Millions of people watched you having your first lesbian experience. It got nine stars on the jerk-off meter.”

Gwen gasped. “No! No, tell me you’re lying.”

He gripped the back of her hair. “Now, listen to me. You belong to me. You belong to the church. You are property, Gwen. You’re going to come out of this on the other side as a whore. It’s up to you how much of your brain is left when you get there.” He pointed toward Jessica.

She was standing in the corner with her back turned, furiously massaging her clit.

“Jessica came out of this with about half her brain, which is pretty good all things considered.” He released her hair and caressed her face. “You could come out of this intact if you just embrace it.”

She was breathing hard, which had the unfortunate effect of drawing in his pheromones and making her want him. She was growing wetter. “Fuck you.”

Alex laughed. “Still feisty. I like that.” He held up the syringe. “Twelve CCs.” He shook his head. “Still, you did try to interfere in Jessica’s programming last night.”

“What?!”

He looked at her severely. “There are repercussions for every transgression, Gwen.”

He depressed the plunger on the syringe and sent a CC of Titty Grow into the air. “M cup. Do you agree you did something wrong by trying to interfere last night?” He put the needle against the tip of her nipple and held it there.

Gwen was hyperventilating. “Y… Yes, I shouldn’t have interfered. I won’t ever interfere again.”

He smiled and held the needle vertical again. “That’s good, Gwen. Very good.” He squeezed out another CC. “L cup. Did you enjoy what Jessica did to you this morning?” He put the needle against her nipple again.

“N… No.”

The needle pricked her skin.

“Aiggh! Please don’t. Yes! Yes! I liked it.” She burst into tears. “Oh, God help me. I loved it. I wanted it. I wanted her. Please, don’t make me say anymore. It was wrong.”

He pulled the needle away and hugged her. “It’s okay, Gwen. Shh. There’s nothing wrong with what you felt. You’ll understand soon.” He held the needle up and squeezed out another CC. He sat up.

“K cup. Tell me you love me. Tell me you wanted to scream when you saw me kiss Jessica. Tell me you’ll renounce your faith and commit yourself to the church. Tell me now.” He held the needle against her nipple.

“I… No. I can’t do…”

He drove the needle into her nipple and deep into her breast. He pressed the plunger.

“No! Please, don’t!” It burned like fire.

“Repercussions, Gwen. I warned you.”

She screamed as the syringe emptied.

“Why? Why did you do that to me?” She whispered as he pulled the needle out.

He stood up and walked out of sight. “Because you belong to me, and I wanted to.”

He returned with a second syringe of Titty Grow. “Can’t have you lopsided, now can we?”

Gwen closed her eyes.

***

At least he sedated me for the other shots, Gwen thought.

He detailed all the modifications when she woke up. He said he had done everything to her that he had done to Jessica, with the exception of the cervix dilation and the pink goo - her hymen was in the way, and he was looking forward to deflowering her.

Her clit and her asshole were throbbing, the effects of the Mega-Sensitizer, and, no doubt, the Slutifier shot that she could almost feel reforming her ovary.

She couldn’t stop thinking about sex.

But, her mind was intact - no needles to the brain yet. And, Alex told her if she was a good little slut, there would be no need for the needles at all.

She stood naked on the floor with her back against a pipe, her wrists manacled above her head. She balanced on “Slut Trainer Heels” - six-inch stilettos with a severe arch.

Her feet felt like they were locked in a vice. The shots in her legs were bending her feet, and soon she would need the crazy eight-inch heels Jessica danced in so gracefully.

Alex needed her to stand because of special injections to her back.

“The injections will build up your back muscles so you can carry that beautiful rack I’m giving you,” he told her.

She breathed steadily as she watched her tits grow. She had been hanging from the manacles for three hours, and her breasts had swollen into DD cantaloupes.

They felt full as if they needed…

Milking, she thought. Young mothers at the church had told her about needing to nurse their children regularly, and now she could sympathize.

Jessica bounced by in her new costume: a skintight white latex nurse’s uniform with red stripes. The hem was about an inch below her crotch, and the top had a zipper that reached below her navel. It was unzipped to the bottom of her breasts.

Her hair was up in a bun, and a little white old-fashioned nurse’s hat made of latex was pinned to her raven hair.

She had traded her black heels for thigh high white latex boots with the same stiletto spikes.

It had been a joke, of course.

Alex had said, “Jiggly Jugs, if you want to play doctor, you might as well look the part.”

She had giggled incessantly as she put on the costume.

At one point she looked at Gwen and laughed, “Don’t worry, Gwen. I’m not a real nurse. I’m a candy stripper!”

Once she was dressed, Alex handed Jessica a foot-long rectal thermometer.

She had stroked the thick glass shaft and run her nail over the bulbous head. “What’s this for?”

Alex had then bent her over a bed and demonstrated for about twenty minutes while Jessica squealed and moaned and sprayed girl cum all over the floor.

Gwen was still furious: he wasn’t even paying attention to her, just Jiggly Jugs Jessica.

Jessica skipped by again.

“Jessica?”

“Uh, huh?”

“I need… help.”

She held up the thermometer with a grin. “Want me to take your temperature again?”

Gwen sighed. She had already cum three times from the anal probing. “N… No… I…”

“What’s wrong, Gwen?” There was a look of concern in her big doey eyes.

“My breasts,” Gwen whispered. “They’re full. It hurts, Jessica.” She began to sob.

Jessica stuck the thermometer in the top of her latex boot. “It’s okay, baby, Nurse Jiggly Jugs is here!” She wrapped her arm lovingly around Gwen’s back and cupped the now almost DDD monsters jutting from Gwen’s chest. “Ooo, I love your firm little titties, Gwen.”

Little? Little? Was she insane?

But, then Gwen felt the pressure of Jessica’s own enormous rack pressing against her.

To Jessica, Gwen was almost flat chested.

She felt Jessica’s hot breath against her ear. “Do you think your milk is ready to come out?” She whispered.

“Unnh,” Gwen groaned as Jessica took hold of her engorged nipples.

“Here goes,” Jessica said as she kissed Gwen’s neck.

She squeezed and pulled gently.

“Ow! Ow! Stop, Jessica. It hurts.”

“Shh, shh, relax. Just breathe, Gwen.” She pulled and squeezed again.

Twin streams of Ambrosia jetted across the room.

Jessica giggled in delight and Gwen turned her head, kissing the brunette full on her bee stung lips. Her body was on fire, and her tongue pushed into Jessica’s warm, sweet mouth.

Jessica continued to milk her, and the jets of Ambrosia became even stronger. In between pulls, the liquid dripped onto her stomach and onto her feet.

Gwen pulled back. “Nurse me! Please, Jessica. Nurse my tits!”

Jessica grinned and lowered her lips to Gwen’s right nipple. She sucked in and latched on.

“Fuck!” Gwen screamed as she came like fireworks. “Fuck, yes, you nasty fucking whore! Drink me dry, you bitch!” Gwen no longer cared about right or wrong, and why should she? She was being turned into a whore right before her very eyes. "That's right, you nasty slut. Drink my milk!"

Jessica lifted Gwen's heavy left breast.

Gwen's own nipple touched her lip, and she cried out in shock.

Jessica rubbed the dripping nipple against Gwen's lower lip, and, with a giggle, Gwen sucked it in.

She was rewarded with a mouthful of her own warm, sweet milk.

Jessica released her right nipple. "Who's the nasty slut now? Huh? Sucking your own titty milk like a bitch in heat!" Jessica's bubble gum high pitched voice was gone, replaced with a sultry drone.

Gwen giggled as Jessica unhooked the chain holding her wrists to the pipe. She slid Gwen down the pipe into a sitting position.

Gwen released her nipple as Jessica laid her head on her lap and went back to nursing. She caressed Jessica's beautiful face as the woman drew in mouthful after mouthful of whore milk.

Gwen cooed to her.

And, then she realized she had the chain from the manacles near Jessica's throat.

All I have to do is wrap the chain around her throat and pull, Gwen thought. Escape. She could escape.

Jessica gazed up at her from her bosom, nursing with a look of bliss and trust.

Gwen cried and hugged her tight. What was wrong with her? She didn't want to hurt Jessica.

Jessica was masturbating, her long fingers plunging in and out of her pussy, desperate to cum.

Gwen pushed her hand away and pushed three fingers into Jessica's warm depths.

Jessica nursed harder.

"That's right, you cocksucker. You're my bitch, now," Gwen said.

The words sent Jessica over the edge and warm girl cum poured onto Gwen's fingers.

When her body stopped spasming, Gwen raised her wet fingers to her own mouth.

They smelled wonderful, like strawberries and lemon. She licked them.

Her eyes grew wide and she sucked greedily at her fingers.

When all the wonderful cum was gone, she smiled down at Jessica's glowing, nursing face. "You're so delicious."

Jessica released her nipple and licked her lips. "Wow. We could have been doing that for years if we had only known it felt so good." The bubble gum voice was back. "You still want to get away, Gwen?"

Gwen shook her head and bit her lower lip. "No, Jiggly Jugs Jessica, I don't want to get away."

Jessica laughed and jostled Gwen's boobs. "I ain't the only jiggly slut here."

"Mmm."

"See, it's fun having big titties, isn't it?"

She reached down and hefted her boobs. "I think..."

"What?"

A high-pitched giggle came out of Gwen's mouth, and along with it, a bubble gum sweet voice. "I think I really like my big titties!"

Jessica laughed and hugged her.

"Very nice, girls," Alex said.

Gwen glanced to her left. Alex was standing on the stairs.

Something hard and long was straining against his pants leg.

Jessica giggled.

Gwen felt her face turning red.

"My understanding is the audience in Havana really enjoyed it. You're going to be a popular girl when you get home, Jessica."

"Thank you," Jessica said. She blew a kiss to the camera in the corner.

"The other audience member liked it as well, I think."

Other audience member? Gwen asked.

Jessica stood up and took Gwen's hand. "Now, Gwenny, don't be mad, 'kay?"

Gwen stood up and let Jessica turn her around.

Gwen screamed. "No. Oh, God, no!"

David was standing with his back to one of the pipes still wearing his clothes from the day before. His hands were chained above his head, and he had a red rubber ball gag in his mouth.

He was staring at her in wide-eyed horror.

"No! No! Why did you let him watch?"

Jessica whispered to Gwen gently. "He had to know, Gwen. He had to see what a whore we've made of you." She hooked Gwen's chain back high on the pipe.


Chapter 5

This can't be real, David thought.

It was Gwen, but she was far different from the Gwen before he passed out.

The Gwen standing in front of him was over six feet tall in the high heels. Her naked body, which he had often imagined but never seen, was rounded and curved. Her hips were wide and firm, her breasts... God, her breasts. They were like melons.

And, Jessica looked like a comic book caricature of a nurse, with big, swaying hips and breasts that looked like they were pumped up with helium. She grinned at him. "Morning, brother-in-law."

He couldn't believe what he had watched them do. Not his Gwen, she couldn't possibly do something so vulgar.

She hung her head in shame, tears falling on the fat breasts. "I'm sorry. Oh, David, please, you don't understand what's happened."

"Oh, I think he can figure it out, can't you?" Alex asked.

"He made me, David! He's been giving me drugs. I don't know what I'm doing anymore."

"Could've fooled me," Jessica whispered.

"Shut up!" Gwen screamed. "I hate you. I should have strangled you when I had the chance, you whore!"

Jessica staggered back as if she had been slapped. "You... you don't mean that." Her tears started to flow. "You're just upset. You don't hate me. Not really."

"Yes, I hate you! You're wicked and vile, both of you!"

Jessica ran across the floor in the clicking heels. She flung herself into Alex's arms. "Make her stop! Make her stop saying that!"

Alex soothed her and rocked her in his arms. "She doesn't mean it. She's not complete yet. She's fighting the inevitable, that's all. Just ignore her words. Didn't she play with you and make you cum? She's just not herself yet. She loves you. Everybody loves you, Jessica."

He glared over her quivering shoulder at Gwen. "You didn't need to be cruel to her. She's a street whore. Her entire identity is wrapped up in pleasing others. Unkind words hurt her like physical blows."

"Good!" Gwen screamed.

He kissed the top of Jessica's head and helped her sit on the steps.

He crossed the room and grabbed the back of Gwen's hair. He leaned in and whispered, "Hurt her again, and I'll use the helmet on you, and I'll lobotomize David. I mean it."

Gwen groaned. "No! Not that. Please."

He walked away, and Gwen collapsed in her chains.

Alex stopped by David and grimaced. "God, you stink." He turned toward the stairs. "Nurse Jiggly Jugs?"

Jessica looked up and wiped the tears from her eyes. "Yes, Alex."

"Are you okay now?"

She sniffled. "Yes." She stood up and straightened her rubber uniform. She saluted. "Ready for duty, sir."

Alex smiled. "Good girl. David here needs to get cleaned up. Think you can do that?"

Jessica smiled wide. "Yes!"

She skipped across the floor and lifted David in the air under his arms.

David gasped. There was no way Gwen could be that strong.

Yet, she raised him up and unhooked the chain. She picked him up in her arms and carried him toward the small bathroom.

Outside the door, she set him on his feet. "Get rid of those nasty clothes and do whatever you need to in there. Then it's bath time!"

She shoved him through the door and shut it behind him.

He heard voices murmuring outside the door as he strained in the manacles to unbuckle the ball gag. He spit it out.

David looked around the room. Nothing but a sink and a toilet. No weapons to use.

Or, was there?

He ran out the bathroom door with the porcelain toilet tank cover held high. He swung it at Jessica's head.

She caught it with her left hand and the swing stopped cold. "That wasn't very nice, David!" She struck him the chest with the flat of her right palm.

David let go of the cover and sailed backward onto the tile floor of the bathroom.

Jessica looked at the cover. She took it in both hands and brought it down against her knee.

It snapped in two.

Jessica sighed. "You were right."

Alex chuckled. "Yes, I warned you he would come out swinging, and he didn't disappoint."

She retrieved the rectal thermometer from her boot. "Can I probe him?" She grinned menacingly at David.

"If you like."

David made a mad dash to get to his feet.

She grabbed his ankle and dragged him out of the bathroom on his backside. She pointed the thermometer at him. "Get up and strip."

"No!"

Her eyes flashed. "Strip! Or, I will get you in touch with your feminine side with no lubrication!"

David swallowed as she poked the bulbous head of the thermometer through a ring she made with her index finger and thumb on the other hand.

Her meaning was crystal clear.

David took off his shoes and socks, followed by his shirt and t-shirt.

Jessica bit her lower lip. "Mmm, brother-in-law, I'm liking what I'm seeing so far."

He stopped with his hands on his belt buckle.

"Oh, don't stop now, I'm getting wet again."

He looked over Jessica's shoulder at Gwen.

His fiancé was staring at the floor.

"Please, let me keep my pants."

"Strip! Or, I'll do it for you."

He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and let them fall. He stepped out of them.

"Alex, can I play with him? After I clean him up, I mean."

David's white boxers were stained dark yellow. He had urinated while he was unconscious.

"Of course, you can."

Jessica grinned. "Strip off the boxers. Let's see the goods."

"Please, Jessica, by all that's holy!"

Jessica rolled her eyes. She stuffed the thermometer into her boot and knelt in front of him. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the boxers and ripped them in two.

He looked away. He knew what was coming.

"Uh, Alex?"

"Yes, Jessica?"

"I need help."

"What's wrong?"

She turned and whispered. "He doesn't have a cock, he has a clitty."

***

"It's called a micro-penis, Jessica," Alex explained as he gathered instruments on the medical cart.

David hung by his manacles from a hook over the tub as Jessica showered him with a hand sprayer. The green depilatory was sliding off along with his pubic hair from his cocklet to his ass.

Worse, Gwen was staring at him. She hadn't taken her eyes off his crotch since Jessica had announced his lack of manhood.

"Maybe we ought to give him titties?" Jessica suggested.

David sobbed.

"No, dear, we have shots for everything, even a one-inch cock."

She squeezed it between her thumb and index finger. "It's not even an inch."

David was a bright shade of crimson, made even redder by his timid erection from Jessica's fondling.

"Really," Jessica said. "I had a baby doll once that had a bigger package. It's weird, his brother was hung like a horse."

Alex rolled the cart over to an empty examining table. "Mother nature can be cruel. Bring him over when you're ready."

Jessica hoisted him into the air and unhooked the chain.

He didn't resist. What was the point? He had been practicing in his mind how to explain his miniscule equipment to Gwen on their wedding night.

Now that she had seen his shame, he no longer cared what happened to him.

And, she was lost to him. The body she had was built for a real man, not something pathetic like him.

They sat him on the table in an upright position. Alex locked his ankles in gynecological stirrups.

He unlocked the manacles and then fastened his wrists in straps on the table.

Alex pressed a button and the stirrups rose and separated, fully exposing David to whatever torture they intended to perform.

"Jessica, we need him hard for this next part," Alex said as he rummaged on the medical cart.

"Should I suck his cock?"

"No, dear, why don't you give him some of your milk?"

Jessica grinned and leaned over David. "Don't worry, David. We're professionals!" She unhooked the ball gag and dropped it on the floor. She guided her long thick right nipple toward his lips. "Now, suck like a good boy and no biting!"

She rubbed her nipple across his lips.

He held them closed.

"He's resisting me."

"David..."

Gwen called from across the room. "David, don't fight it. Just let them win. They'll just hurt you and do it anyway."

There was love and compassion in her voice. He opened his mouth to tell her he loved her.

The nipple invaded his mouth and he almost choked on the gushing milk.

He went into convulsions.

He had masturbated before, always feeling guilty and begging for forgiveness afterward.

The orgasm he had wasn't like the ones he had before. His body seemed to be trying to explode.

"Ooo, cum!" She leaned her head down and licked a few drops of cum off David's stomach. She then licked the tip of his cock. "There, nice and hard."

"David, you were asleep for most of my explanation, but Jessica's and now Gwen's breasts secrete a powerful aphrodisiac. You're going to stay hard for a good while." Alex held up a pair of forceps. He reached out and clamped it down on one of David's nuts.

"Aiggh! Stop it!"

"Jessica, hold the forceps, okay?"

She leaned down and took the forceps.

Alex picked up a syringe. Without a word, he slid the needle into the testicle.

David screamed.

"Relax. Almost done." He pulled the needle out. "This is a Slutifier variant for men. It's going to turn that ball into a hormone factory."

He dropped the syringe in the wastebasket and took the forceps from Jessica. He unclamped them and seized David's other ball.

"Damn it! Stop!" David hissed.

"Hold please."

Jessica took the forceps.

Alex retrieved a second needle. "This is a special formula they're testing called Insemination Serum. Your other ball," he said as he drove the needle home in the captured nut. "Will have its sperm production amped up and increase the potency. Not that you will have a need to impregnate a woman ever; but, it has a side effect of making the testicle grow to the same size as the Slutifier ball. I don't want you to look deformed."

He pulled the needle out and disposed of it.

"Damn you."

"We don't consider that a curse, David." He smiled at him. "Now, Jessica, time to be a real nurse. Are you ready?"

She nodded enthusiastically.

He held up a syringe with a short needle filled with black fluid. "Take this and inject his hard on, anywhere along the shaft will do."

Jessica giggled and pushed the needle in.

"Why?" David whined. "Jessica, what did I ever do to you?"

"Nothing, silly. This is for your own good." The syringe emptied and she pulled it out. She whispered in Alex's ear. "What does this do?"

Alex kissed her. "That will cause his cock to grow." He pointed to the cart. There were syringes arranged in groups on the tray. He hit a button on a battery powered timer. "This will beep in an hour. You then give him the two shots in the second group - he'll be about three inches long by then, so it will be easier. Restart the timer. When it beeps again, he'll be about six inches long. Give him the last three shots. Okay?"

Jessica nodded. "When it beeps, give him two. When it beeps again, give him three."

He caressed her face. "That's my smart girl."

She beamed with pride.

He stood by David. "Nine inches more is all I can give you. We don't have the technology to give you more than nine extra inches. Maybe someday."

"What did you really do to me?"

Alex laughed. "Look at your fiancé and your sister-in-law. I did everything I said I would. Don't tell me you actually want to be that pathetically small?"

"I'm going to kill you when I get loose."

Alex stared at him and burst out laughing. "Somehow I doubt that." He reached down and picked up the ball gag and refastened it.

***

Alex put his hand under Gwen's face and lifted her chin. "That could never satisfy you, not even with nine extra inches," he whispered.

Gwen looked over his shoulder.

David was glaring at them.

She looked away. "Don't be cruel to him, please."

He shook his head. "I won't. But, he has to understand that you are mine now."

She rolled her eyes. "He does. Didn't you see the look on his face?"

Alex smiled. "And, you know it too, don't you?"

"Do I have a choice?"

"Not for another twelve hours. I promised you that you could leave in Thirty-six hours, and I meant it."

She laughed. "You're a liar."

He put his hands on her waist and pulled her against him. She felt the thick hardness under his overalls.

"I've never lied to you. And, I never will."

She stared into his eyes.

He spun her around on the chain and bent her forward, grasping her tits as his hard on pressed against her ass. "Mmm, nice full J cups. An hour more and you'll be the hottest slut I've ever seen." He released her tits and slapped her ass hard. "Nice big hips to match. I've never wanted to fuck a woman so bad in my life."

She hated him, but a shiver of lust ran through her. She held on to the pipe with both hands.

Gwen arched her back and rubbed against him. "What's stopping you?"

He laughed and tossed the overall straps off his shoulders, letting the garment fall.

He slid his long, hard cock up the crack of her ass.

How long was it? Sixteen inches? Seventeen? All she knew was it was long and thick as her arm with a head as big as an apple.

He spun her around and lifted her right leg up, hooking it around his waist.

She looked down. The thick head was dripping precum and pressing against the folds of her bald, virgin cunt.

"Is this what you want?"

She glanced over his shoulder at David. "Blindfold him, turn him away, do something. But, please don't make him watch."

He turned her face toward him. "No. Your cunt belongs to me, and I want him to know."

He rocked his hips forward and she felt herself opening.

Her eyes rolled into the back of her head. "You're right. Fuck me. Just fuck me. Let everyone in the world watch."

Alex placed a strong hand on the small of her back.

The doorbell rang.

Alex laughed. He leaned forward and kissed her neck. "Your hymen was literally saved by the bell."

She collapsed in the chains as he pulled away and lifted the overalls back up. Wincing, he stuffed his raging hard on into the denim.

"Want me to get it?" Jessica asked.

Alex turned and looked at her. He burst out laughing. "No, I think a six-foot eight latex nurse answering the door will cause a commotion."

She grinned at him. "Okey dokey, but you better find a way of hiding that torpedo you have in your pants or whoever it is might start screaming."

He turned back to Gwen. "Don't go anywhere."

He ran up the steps two at a time.

She heard the door to the basement open.

She didn't hear it close.

Gwen heard him cross the floor upstairs and open the door.

"Mr. Richards?" A voice asked.

Suddenly, Gwen's mind cleared. Someone was at the door! "Help! Help us! We're in the basement! He's kidnapped us!" She screamed.

"Gwen! Stop that!" Jessica hissed.

There was a scream upstairs.

It was cut short by a thump.

There were footsteps above and Alex came down the steps. "Look what you made me do!"

A short woman with red hair wearing a UPS uniform was lying in his arms.

***

"Damn it. Damn it. Damn it!" Alex growled. He was pacing back and forth.

The UPS driver was strapped down to a table.

Gwen couldn't see her moving. "Is... she dead?"

"Shut up, Gwen!" Alex sighed. He took out his cellphone. He started to dial it, but he stopped and put it back in his pocket. He started pacing again. "No, she isn't dead. But, she might as well be. It would have been kinder."

Gwen started crying. "What do you mean?"

"She's five foot two, Gwen. I can't make her tall enough to be a street whore. She would have to be a specialty whore - a sub slut or a cheerleader whore."

"So?" Gwen was bawling now. "Just make her one of those..."

"I can't! There are quotas, Gwen. There's a freeze on specialty whores. We have too many. They can always use street whores, but they don't need any more specialties for a few months." He opened a cabinet door on the side of the surgical cart.

He pulled out a long needle with a pistol grip.

"What's that?!" Gwen cried.

"You know damned well what it is - it's the lobotomizer."

"No! Alex, please don't! Not because of me, don't do that to her because of me." Oh, why had she screamed? Her life was over - how would anybody accept her looking the way she did now? She doomed this poor woman for nothing.

"I don't have a choice."

"Can't you take her for our harem?" Gwen asked.

Alex stopped. "I can only have twelve whores. I don't want this one!"

"Alex, please! Please! I'll do anything. I'll be good. I won't fight," she pleaded. "I'll... help."

Alex froze. He turned toward Gwen. "What?"

"I'll help you. I'll help turn her into a whore. A specialty whore, like you said."

He shook his head. "I don't believe you."

She strained against the manacles. "Let's train the little cunt. Come on. Let me turn her into a whore for you."

Alex turned and smiled. "I have you. I don't need her."

"You say you want me to be your partner. You want me to be your equal. Then let me be. I want her."

He walked to Gwen and looked her in the eyes. He reached up and unlocked the manacles.

Gwen dropped her arms and rubbed her wrists.

Alex grabbed her arm and squeezed. "If this is a trick, I'll lobotomize her. David next."

She shook her head. "No. It's no trick."

She walked swaying on the heels to stand by the woman.

She was in her late thirties with red hair and freckles. Her body was toned like a gymnast, but her boobs were big for her body.

"What kind of whore should we make?"

Alex ran a finger down the woman's side. He lifted her brown shirt and squeezed her tits. "Too strong for a sub slut. Cheerleader."

"Okay. What are they supposed to be?"

"Five foot four to five foot nine, so she'll need at least two inches added to the legs. Her hips are fine but her boobs need to be H cups, these are Ds. Four CCs of Titty Grow, but there's another problem."

"What?"

"She's a delivery driver. They're expecting her to finish her route. We don't have time to do everything."

Gwen turned to Jessica. "Two syringes with four CCs of Titty Grow. And, bring the Slutifier as well. We can make her taller tonight, right?"

Alex smiled and nodded.

"But, how do we get her to finish her route and come back?" Gwen asked.

"Leave that to me," Alex said.

Gwen unbuttoned the sleeping woman's shirt. Her bra clasped in the front and Gwen unclipped it.

Her big boobs tumbled out.

Gwen sighed and licked her lips.

Alex smiled and put his hand on Gwen's bare ass. "You're feeling it, aren't you?"

Gwen nodded. She wanted this woman.

Jessica handed her a syringe. "Titty Grow."

Gwen held it up and checked it to be sure. Four CCs. Her hand was shaking, but she pushed it into the woman's nipple. She pushed down on the plunger.

The woman moaned in her sleep.

"Shh, just a bad dream," Gwen whispered.

The woman sighed as the needle came out.

Alex looked at the clock on the wall. "You need to move faster."

She took the other needle and pushed it in.

"Ow! Ow!" the woman said. Her eyes were closed, but she tried to raise up.

Gwen pushed her firmly back down. She finished the injection and pulled the needle out. "Slutifier."

Jessica looked at the cellphone looking device in her hand with the needle loaded in the metal sleeve. "Golly, Gwen, I don't know how."

Alex shook his head. "Give it to me."

He ran it across her abdomen. Alex pressed the button and the needle went deep.

"What are you doing to me?" the woman whispered in her sleep.

"Shh, relax now," Gwen whispered. "It will be over soon." She looked at Alex as he retracted the needle. "Now what?"

Alex fastened her bra and closed her blouse. "Both of you step back."

He laid his hands on either side of the woman's face. He closed his eyes.

He drew in a deep breath and opened his eyes. "Wake up."

The woman's eyes snapped open. She opened her mouth to scream.

"You can't talk," Alex said.

The woman's right eye rolled back in her head. Her lips moved, but no sound came out.

"You belong to me."

"N... No... I..."

"You belong to me."

Her voice sounded far away. "I belong to you."

Alex smiled and nodded.

Jessica leaned against Gwen and whispered, "Did you know he was magic?"

"It isn't magic you dimwitted slut." The words slipped out, and she expected Jessica to go into another bout of tears.

Instead she snuggled closer. "Well, what is it then?"

"Mind control, I think."

Alex spoke slowly. "What's your name?"

"Angela," the woman whispered.

"Angela, you belong to me. You will do everything I say."

"Yesss."

Alex smiled. "We're going back upstairs in a few minutes. You're going to go to the door. I'm going to sign for the packages you brought. You're going to go back to your truck and finish your run. You aren't going to remember anything from the time you heard the scream. You came to the door, I signed for the packages, you left. Say it."

"I... came to the door. You signed for the packages. I left."

Alex nodded. "That's right. You're going to finish your route and go back to the warehouse."

"Of course," she whispered.

"Do you have a car at the warehouse?"

"Yes."

"You're going to clock out and get in your car. Then you're going to drive straight back here. Do you understand?"

"Yes. Finish my route, go to the warehouse, clock out, drive straight back."

"Good girl."

***

Gwen heard the UPS truck drive away, and Alex returned to the basement.

"How did you do that?" Gwen asked.

"I can influence people. Only women, it doesn't work on men." He sat down on an empty bed.

Gwen frowned. "If you could do that, why didn't you just make her forget and send her on her way."

He shook his head. "It doesn't work that way. My suggestions only work for a few days, after that she will remember."

Gwen laughed. "I knew you lied to me. You can't wipe my memories and let me go."

"No. I'm not lying. I will let you go. But, you'll remember in a few days and probably call the police. I'll be long gone by then."

"Where?"

"Back to Havana. I'll be reprimanded, but that's okay. I will still let you go."

She believed him. She didn't know why, but she did.

Gwen caressed her big tits. They were finished - huge, gravity-defying K cups. "What's next?"

Alex smiled. "Now, it's time we tattooed our little bimbitized friend here."

Jessica looked from Alex to Gwen and back. "Who? Me?"


Chapter 6

Angela drove fast down the country lane. Somehow, time had gotten away from her and she was behind schedule. She had two more stops before she went back to the warehouse (where she would clock out, get in her car, and drive... somewhere).

She tugged at her bra strap. The girls were swelling or something, and the straps were digging in.

She was uncomfortable. The truck was hot.

And, she was horny as fuck.

She blinked. What?

But, it was true. She wanted an orgasm, fuck that, she needed one.

Her first stop was Stallion's Adult Novelties and Videos just outside Ithaca.

She idly wondered what was in their delivery?

Probably dildos, she thought. Big, thick black ones with the veins and shit.

She closed her eyes and winced. "What the fuck?" she whispered.

She had an image of herself squatting on a big dildo on the floor, riding it for all she was worth.

She laughed and shook her head. They say women reach their prime in their early thirties, maybe she was reaching hers at thirty-eight. She had been divorced for three years. Her first husband hadn't been much to speak of to begin with, even less when she found him balls deep in a Filipino stripper when she came home early from work one evening.

After him, she had gone through a short string of freaks, users, and losers.

Vibrators were more satisfying, less expensive, and never left the seat up. Nor did they two time you with Filipino whores.

And, she wished she had a vibrator right now.

She used to carry a mini-vibrator in her purse, but that had been years ago.

Angela pulled into the lot for Stallion's and parked.

They had five boxes, small enough for her to take in one trip. She leaned over to pick up the cardboard.

Snap!

"Motherfucker!" she howled.

The clasp on the front of her bra had come undone. She unbuttoned the shirt.

A piece of blue plastic fell onto the floorboard.

The clasp hadn't just come undone - it was broken. Her big jugs swung free.

Only, they didn't swing. They were firm, firmer than they had ever been.

She squeezed them gently.

A wave of pleasure ran through her and she stumbled against the wall of the van. "Oh, my God."

She reached down. Her crotch was soaking wet.

She closed her eyes. "Finish my route. Drive to the warehouse. Clock out. Get in my car and drive..."

She looked around for something to close her bra. She found a safety pin in the glove compartment.

But, when she tried to pull the bra together, the fabric wouldn't reach. It was too small by a large margin.

"Fuck it," she said. She pulled the bra off through her shirt sleeves and tossed it on the floor.

She buttoned her shirt around her bare tits.

The buttons were strained, and her nipples were two hard pebbles under the brown fabric. There was no time to do anything else.

She gathered up the boxes and walked up to the door. She walked in to a small alcove with a second door.

A sign said, "Show ID in the Window."

"UPS," she said.

The door buzzed and she pushed it open with her hip.

The store was big and bright and filled with multicolored vibrators, video boxes, and smutty magazines.

A fat man sat behind the counter.

She hated him. He was always staring at her boobs when she made a delivery.

Angela put the boxes on the counter. She handed him her tablet and quickly crossed her arms over her protruding breasts.

The fat man stared at her open mouthed. He was about sixty with a day's growth of beard and a stained white t-shirt. "You look different."

"Just sign on the line with your finger, please," she said. She tried to smile.

He licked the end of his finger and drew his signature on the display. He smiled back as he handed her the tablet.

She tried to pull it out of his hand, but he held it fast, his eyes focused on her chest.

Angela looked down.

Two of her buttons had pulled open, revealing a cavern of tit flesh. She let go of the tablet and frantically re-buttoned.

The top button slipped open again immediately.

She snatched the tablet away and headed for the door.

"Hey, sugar tits, if you're going to put 'em on display, you can't blame a guy for looking." He laughed out loud.

Angela wasn't listening. She had stopped midway to the door.

She was staring transfixed at an enormous brown dildo on display. It was over twelve inches long with a suction cup base and big fake balls attached. There was a vibrator inside the dildo.

She tried to wrap her hand around it, but her fingers wouldn't reach.

The fat man laughed again. "Sluts."

"How much?"

"Well, that is the Whoremaster XL from a company down in Cuba. You know, where all that kinky shit is going down?"

"I asked how much?" The vibrator began to hum and she shivered.

"Three hundred dollars. It has a hookup to the internet, so it can be operated by someone outside your home. Make you cream long distance."

"Do you take credit cards?" Angela asked as she dug in her fanny pack.

"Cash only," he said with a smile.

"Can I pay in installments?" She had to have it. She had to have it now.

"What the fuck does it look like I'm running here, a fuckin' used car lot? Cash only... slut."

A tremor went through her when he called her a slut. What was wrong with her? She had liked his insult.

Worse, she wanted him to do it again.

She bit her lower lip and smiled as she turned to face him. She opened the top button on her shirt, and then the second.

The third was already open, and the fourth popped open on its own.

Her shirt was open to the waist, and her tits were perilously close to pushing the brown fabric open. "Is there anything I can do to barter for this beautiful... dick?"

He shook his head and laughed. "Fuckin' whore."

She drew in a breath and closed her eyes when he said that. It felt so naughty.

"Yeah, I am."

He laughed. "Well, sorry to disappoint, but my shit ain't worked in a decade." He scratched the stubble on his face. "Tell you what, though. I got friends back in the video booths. Their dicks get hard, for the most part. You go back there and show them a good time for an hour, and I'll give you that thing for free. Deal?"

"Thirty minutes," Angela said. "I got a schedule to keep."

"I ain't negotiating..."

Angela opened her shirt up and cupped her now DDD breasts. "I'm fucking worth it."

The fat man was sweating. "Damn, bitch. Maybe you are."

Angela took off her shoes and ankle socks and laid them on the counter. She neatly folded her shirt and laid it beside them.

The fat man flipped a switch and the neon sign that said open in the front window went out. The alcove to the street went dark and the outside door locked. He leaned over the counter and watched.

Angela turned her back to him and unbuckled her belt. She unbuttoned and unzipped.

She eased the slacks down, bending at the waist to show off her ass clad only in white cotton panties.

She turned around and kicked the pants away.

Angela ran a finger over the front of her panties. They were so wet you could see her neatly trimmed red pubes.

She smiled at him and pulled up on the front of the fabric, drawing the crotch deep between her outer lips.

"Fuck," he whispered.

She slid the panties off and handed them to him.

He smelled them, drawing in a deep breath.

She giggled when he licked the crotch.

"Come on, slut." He climbed down off his stool behind the counter and stepped down.

He was short, maybe two inches taller than Angela.

He was wearing flip flops and black elastic waist shorts.

The man's thin hairless legs contrasted with his bloated stomach and face.

"What's your name?" she asked as she followed the waddling man toward the back of the store.

"Ray. What's yours, sweet cheeks?"

"Angela," she breathed drawing out the syllables.

"Damn, cunt, you even talk like a fuckin' wet dream."

She giggled. "Thank you, Ray."

He paused by the fetish clothing. "Hmm, let's see. How about we slut you up, princess?"

"Ooo, really?" Her voice had gone up an octave.

"Absolutely. On the house." He rummaged through the racks. "Here we go."

He handed her something latex with a leopard print.

She held it up but couldn't figure it out. "What is this?"

He laughed. "A skirt, you dumb bimbo."

"Oh! I see now." She turned around and bent over, drawing the latex skirt up her thighs. She wiggled her ass and finally managed to tug it over her hips.

She giggled. It looked painted on and her butt cheeks were clearly visible at the hem.

"Perfect," Ray said. "Try this."

He handed her a zebra stripe latex halter top.

She pulled it on and tried to snap it closed at her neck. She couldn't. She looked at him with her lower lip quivering. "It don't fit, Ray."

"The fuck? You must be a G cup. That don't make sense. Just a few minutes ago, I coulda sworn..."

"H cup. I need an H cup." She handed the zebra stripe latex back to him.

"H? No, baby. That'll be too big."

She giggled and bounced. "I'll grow into it, Ray."

***

He finished off her outfit with stilettos and some cheap makeup.

"Fuck, I'm gonna make some money off your hot ass."

She wagged a finger at him. "Just thirty minutes, Ray. I got a schedule to keep, 'kay?"

"Sure, Sugar Tits, whatever you want. Now, come over here." Ray was sitting on a display table. He patted his big lap.

Angela sat down on his lap and wiggled her latex covered ass.

He stood her up. "No, no, Sugar Tits. I need you to lay across my lap like I was gonna give you a spankin'."

She giggled and lay across his lap, her ass wiggling in the air. "Like this?" She frowned, "Hey, you ain't gonna spank me, are you?"

Whack. He brought his bare hand down on her butt.

"Ow!"

Ray laughed. "Just kiddin'. I just want to make sure you're ready for the back room, you know?"

"Ready for it? Oh, Ray, I've been horny for hours."

He laughed. "Sugar Tits, you got me totally confused. You been coming in here delivering shit for years, and you ain't even slowed down to say hello. What the fuck changed?"

"I don't know," she said. She rubbed a sore spot on her lower abdomen. "All I know is I want to fuck."

"That's definitely comin', Babe. Which is why I need to get you ready."

Angela jumped as she felt something cold and slippery squirt onto her snatch. "Yikes! What is that?"

"Lube, Sugar Tits. Those guys ain't gonna slow down once they get started, I don't want you getting all sore."

"Oh! Ray, you're being so nice to me! That's really thoughtful."

Ray licked his lips as he slid three fingers into her slot.

She giggled and squeezed. "Mmm, that feels nice, Ray." She reached down and massaged his soft dick through the shorts.

"Fuckin' A. Sugar Tits, you could make a dead guy jizz."

She felt him beginning to swell. "You ain't so dead, Ray."

"Shit! Well, knock it off. I'll probably have a heart attack or something."

She laughed.

Ray applied a liberal amount to her asshole and slid a thick finger into her.

"Oh, I don't know, Ray. I never took it up the ass before."

"Listen, Sugar Tits, like I said, once they get started, you'll just be along for the ride."

He pulled out his finger and she felt something cold pressing against her pucker in its place.

"What is that?"

It pressed into her and she felt her hole stretching open. "Ow! It's too big! It's too big!"

And, then her little butt closed around it.

She looked over her shoulder.

Ray held up a little mirror. "Take a look."

There was a silver butt plug with a red jewel in the base wedged between her cheeks. "Ooo! Pretty!"

"You bet it is, you little slut. Red, just like your hair."

"Aww, Ray," she said as she stood up. She leaned over and kissed his thinning baldness. "You're so sweet!"

The problem with tattooing a bimbo like Jessica, Gwen mused, is making them stand still.

For Jessica, making her stay still involved inserting a foot-long vibrator into her pussy, setting it on high, and strapping her to the tattoo chair. They had to do it twice, because shortly before finishing her first tattoo, David's timer beeped and Jessica insisted that "Nurse Jiggly Jugs had to inject her patient."

Gwen still couldn't bring herself to look at David. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw he was sitting strapped to the examining table looking sullen and morose.

There was nothing to be done about it: their lives were forever changed and saving Angela was the last good deed she could perform.

Besides, the entire situation was beginning to excite her. There was something about the loss of hope - she had nothing more to lose, and, though she didn't want to admit it, her escapades with Jessica had been the most exciting and enjoyable moments in her life.

The Slutifier was working, and there was no turning back. All she could do now was try to keep them from using the needles on her brain.

Alex's artistic talent was impressive.

Between Jessica's bouncing and wiggling, he had managed to tattoo her legs with little portraits, pornographic vignettes showing Jessica's journey. It started with a portrait of Jessica as the Virgin on her upper right thigh, then there was an image of her bent over the kitchen table in the throes of orgasm. The images continued down her calves, up the other side and onto her other leg.

There were images of her with Gwen, drinking from each other's swollen tits.

And, then there were pictures of things she hadn't done yet: bending forward taking a Whoremaster's enormous cock from behind, giving blowjobs.

It was an art gallery of perversion.

He had tattooed a tramp stamp next: an inverted pentagram with a smiling, cartoon version of Jessica in the center - her cartoon appearance mirroring her now real life over inflated ass and tits and super long legs.

Advertisements, Gwen thought. Her entire body was an advertisement for her sexual services.

Her buttocks were adorned with black roses that covered both ass cheeks, and a black lace corset had been tattooed around her waist, stretching from the middle of her back down to her tramp tamp and stretching around to her front coming just under her breasts.

The front of the corset was adorned with an inverted cross over her navel and an intricate inverted pentagram just above her clit.

Her huge areolas were surrounded by wire frame inverted pentagrams as well.

Through it all, Jessica alternated between bouncing on the seat to fuck herself with the vibe and Oohing and Ahhing over the paintings she said were 'pretty' and made her feel 'special'.

After each piece was complete, Alex would spray the tattoo with a clear liquid, causing the skin to heal instantly.

"My god's magic," he whispered when Gwen asked how the liquid worked.

The most elaborate piece was on her back, stretching across her shoulder blades. It was a portrait of Jessica, squeezing her immense tits together and smiling, her face and tit flesh lathered in semen.

The words "Jiggly Jugs Jessica" were written in Gothic letters across the top of the portrait.

He had finished by tattooing on eyebrows, permanent lip liner and lipstick, and shading for her cheeks.

"Are you done?" Jessica asked when Alex finally put the needle down.

"With the tattoos, yes," Alex said. The walls in the corner were mirrored, and Alex held up a hand mirror to let her see every inch of her inked body.

"Ooo! I'm so pretty now!" she started to ease up out of the seat, but the restraints were still buckled.

Alex pushed her back down. "Not just yet, little whore."

"Something else?" Jessica giggled.

Alex reached down and eased Jessica's diamond engagement ring and wedding ring off her left hand.

"Golly, I forgot I was still wearing those!"

Alex picked up an odd-looking pair of pliers. He crimped the ring between the jaws and squeezed. A half inch gap was cut in the band. "Now, take a deep breath, Jiggly Jugs."

She looked nervous as Alex crouched between her legs. "Uh, oh."

Alex picked up another pair of pliers and loaded the ring in the steel jaws. "Ready?"

"For what?"

Snap.

"Ouchy!"

Alex had pierced the hood above her thick clit with the modified engagement ring. The pliers locked it in place. He quickly sprayed it with the healing liquid. "Well, what do you think?"

She bit her lower lip and twiddle the sparkling ring. "I like it!"

Alex held up the wedding ring. "Guess where this goes?"

Jessica laughed. "I don't know, where?"

"The little space between your pussy and ass."

He pierced her there as well and put two heavy steel rings through her nipples. These clamped down to stop her from lactating all over the place. A simple twist opened hem and let the Ambrosia flow.

Gwen looked at the tattooed and pierced Jessica and wondered what she would look like when Alex was done with her.

***

Angela wasn't sure when her brain had shed a ton of IQ points along with her inhibitions. It seemed to happen when she saw the big sex toy on display as she started to leave earlier. Her conscious mind had decided she was dreaming and had chosen to just sleep.

Truth was, it would never wake up again.

The new Angela was a sex toy enslaved to the Slutifier modified organ that now happily pumped away in her abdomen.

She felt warm and giddy, silly even. Everything was a game and that game was constant sex.

Which is why she let her bimbitized body be ushered back toward the video booths by a man she had found disgusting less than an hour earlier.

Ray had his hand on her bare ass below the hem of the skirt, fingers gently massaging the slut's sex.

She wiggled and laughed for him and he spanked her latex covered butt.

"So fucking hot," he murmured appreciating her bouncing ass as she walked in the stilettos putting one foot in front of the other.

"Thank you!" she squeaked. Her voice sounded like she had huffed a can of helium.

"Now, you let me do the talkin' in here, Sugar Tits."

She looked at him with a serious expression. "Of course, Ray. You're the boss!"

"Fuckin' A I am."

They went through a swinging door into a dark hallway.

The hall smelled of sweat and cum. Men, she thought. It smells like men! She wanted to roll naked on the floor.

Narrow doors were spaced along the wall leading to the individual video booths. There were lights above each of the twelve doors, green and red. All the red lights were lit.

"What does that mean, Ray?"

"Each stall is occupied, Sugar Tits. All my weekday regulars are here. You're going to love these pervs." He picked up a microphone attached to the wall and spoke into it. "Stallions is proud to present a new live performer for your pleasure. Would everyone please open their doors and come into the hallway?"

There was a flurry of sound behind the closed doors. Pants were being pulled up and zipped.

The doors slowly opened and men peeked out.

Once they saw Angela's smiling face, they opened the doors wide.

"Gentlemen, let me introduce Stallion's official new slut, the lovely Sugar Tits. Say hi, slut."

She waved. "Hi."

Men drank her in with their eyes.

Ray stepped behind her and undid the closure on her halter. He let the rubber fall slowly, releasing the tits that now overfilled the halter. "In case you're wondering, these are honest to fuck H cup titties."

Murmurs went through the crowd of men and they moved closer to get a better look at her.

"Turn around, baby. Let's show them the promised land."

Angela spun around and bent at the waist as Ray pulled the skirt up onto her ass, exposing her slick red-haired cunt and the jeweled butt plug.

"Holy fuck," someone said.

"You bet your dick it is." Ray said as he turned Angela around and refastened her halter. "Now, this hot cunt is here for your pleasure - long as you pay."

The men laughed as they raped her with their eyes.

"You want to watch, $20 - from all of you, right now, no exceptions. Jack off on this beautiful face and tits? $30. Hand job? $40. Titty fuck? $50. Blow job... hey, you spit or swallow, Sugar Tits?"

She giggled. "Swallow, of course."

"Blow job? $60. Eat her out..."

"No, no," Angela whispered. "I want them to eat my pussy - that's free, okay?"

"Sure thing, Babe. Eat her pussy for free, not counting the $20 cover charge, of course. Straight fuck, $100."

The men started to grumble.

"Hey! You want cheap or you want to sink your dick in the best?" He asked. "Finally, I'm taking bids on her ass. Bidding starts at $150."

"Tell them there's a time limit," Angela whispered.

"Oh, yeah. Limited time engagement. You got thirty minutes to enjoy this prime pussy before she disappears."

The men started throwing money at him as Angela giggled.

***

Jessica measured David's new cock with a tape measure. "Nine and... one middle-sized line," she said.

Alex shook his head. "Nine and a quarter inches. You won't be turning heads, but you won't have them laughing either."

David looked away. His penis was rock hard, had been since the injection in his left nut, and it showed no sign of stopping soon.

There was a constant drip of precum from the tip, which seemed to hold Jessica mesmerized.

He tried praying, anything to take his mind off the erotic images of his fiancé, her tits swollen as big as basketballs, having lesbian sex with his equally augmented sister-in-law. He needed... to fuck.

"Pretty sad face for a man who just got nine inches added to his dick," Alex said.

"Go to hell."

Alex sighed. "David, I apologize to you, I really do. You showed up on my doorstep and I did what has become my nature. You were doomed as soon as you entered my house."

David glared at him and bared his teeth. "If you're sorry, let her go."

"Gwen? No, David. Gwen belongs to me now."

Gwen was lying on her side on a bed facing away from them on the other side of the room. She appeared to be crying.

David shook his head. "If you cared about her..."

"I do, David. Very deeply. I'm going to take good care of her, better than you ever could."

"Can't you see how sad she is? She's crying over there."

"Look again," Alex said. "She's masturbating."

David watched Gwen's hips quivering and finally saw her working her fingers in her crotch.

***

The fifth load of spunk shot down Angela's throat. She wondered if cum was fattening - if so, she was going to need Weight Watchers.

She was on her knees on the video room floor, the long, spent cock pulled out of her lips and another quickly took its place. She was jacking off two other guys while some guy with a long, thick cock plowed her pussy from behind.

Ray smiled at her from the door and counted the money that was still being stuffed into his fat hands.

She winked at him as the big dick in her mouth pushed into her throat.

"Sugar Tits, you're unbelievable," Ray said as someone handed him another Benjamin.

The guy plowing her leaned back and took hold of the butt plug.

"Hey! Asshole!" Ray said. "Still taking bids on the butt. Shove your dick in there and they'll find you floating in Seneca Lake."

Throat fucker came and pulled out.

She swallowed hard and whispered to the guy fucking her. "Come on baby, fill me up with your cum."

He grabbed her hips and pounded harder.

"Aw, fuck!" she screamed as her orgasm came, followed immediately by a flood of cum into her pussy.

Her breasts throbbed.

"Holy shit, Ray, Sugar Tits is spraying out milk!" The guy in her left hand said.

She opened her eyes.

Milk was dripping from her big tits. "Wow!"

Both guys getting handjobs shot their loads looking at her lactating boobs.

"Fuck, Ray! You know what she is?" The man who had just cum inside her whispered.

"Lactating?" Ray answered.

"No! I saw it on the internet. Those Cuban whores do that. She's one of those Church of Morpheus devil hookers or whatever they are."

"Sugar Tits? You from Cuba?"

Angela giggled as a man rolled her onto her back, grabbed her ankles, shoved her knees against her big melons, and shoved his dick into her pussy in one smooth motion. "No! I never been out of New York, Ray. I'm an Ithaca girl."

Ray looked at the guy and shrugged.

"What time is it Ray?" Angela whispered.

"You got three minutes, Babe."

She wrapped her hands around the back of the man fucking her. "Come on stud, give me that hot jizz. I want to feel it all the way up in my throat!"

"Aiggh!" he screamed and Angela gave a thumbs up as his dick exploded inside her.

"Okay boys, show's over." Ray said motioning them toward the doors.

"Aww, come on, Ray," a man said. "Nobody got to fuck her ass!"

"None of you cheap pricks would bid high enough, stupid motherfuckers." Ray started grabbing shirt collars and shoving them out the door.

"Hey, not so rough."

"Out!" He pushed them all out into the store.

Angela could hear them growling until they were out the door.

A few minutes later, Ray came back in the room holding his pile of bills. "Well, Sugar Tits, you sure as fuck earned that dildo."

Angela lay on her back and tried to catch her breath.

Her stomach growled from the cum dinner.

"I never fucked so many guys in my life."

"First gangbang?"

"I've only been with like five guys since high school."

"What?"

"And, I think I just had about a hundred," Angela said as she rolled into a sitting position.

"Naah, a lot of them just came back four or five times."

She hopped to her feet and adjusted her skirt. Then she found her halter and put it back on. "Gee, Ray, this is so pretty - I may never wear anything else." She skipped over and tried to kiss him.

He held up his hand. "No, no, no. You got perv spoo all over you."

She pouted and stomped her foot.

Cum splattered on the floor.

She looked down and giggled. "Okay, I guess you're right."

He handed her a key. "Here. That's the key to the back room. There's a bathroom with a shower. Clean yourself up."

"Aww, Ray, you're the sweetest."

He called after her as she went back in the store. "And don't forget to rinse out the cooch." He shook his head. "Wacko is going to need a gallon of Penicillin."

***

She skipped out of the bathroom ten minutes later.

Ray was sitting behind the counter again. He pointed to the Whoremaster XL display. "All yours."

She picked up a box. "Thanks for everything, Ray!" She picked up her shirt and put it on like a jacket over the latex halter. She didn't bother putting on the pants, she just folded them neatly and put them on top of the Whoremaster box.

She left the shoes, socks, and panties on the counter.

Angela headed for the door.

Ray rolled his eyes and groaned. "Wait."

She turned and looked at him. "What?"

"Get your ass over here." He opened the cash register.

She wiggled to the counter.

He handed her $1000 in hundred-dollar bills.

She looked at it. "What's this?"

"Your cut. You sure know how to peddle that ass, Sugar Tits."

She tried to hand it back. "Oh, I'd have fucked them for free - I just wanted this big dildo, Ray."

He shook his head. "You are the weirdest skank I ever saw. Keep the money."

"But..."

"Sugar Tits, I just made $5000 in thirty minutes, that's more than this store pulls in two weeks."

"Oh! That's great!"

"Baby, you got something special. You're fucking irresistible. Stop wasting your time with UPS and become my partner here. We'll split everything you make 50/50. Shit, I got mob connections down in Queens. You could be making pornos tomorrow, living out in Manhattan or Vegas..."

"That's sweet, Ray, but I gotta do my last delivery, go to the warehouse, clock out, and drive..." Suddenly, she looked confused. "Well, I'll know where I'm driving as soon as I get to that step."

"Just promise me you'll think about it?"

She smiled. "Sure, Ray. I'll think about it."

"One other thing," Ray said. He handed her an empty box. "Go through the store and take whatever makes your little pussy wet."

She took the box and giggled. "Anything? Really?"

"Yep, get you some more pretty clothes, dildos, vibrators, bondage shit, whatever you want. Whatever you can fit in the box."

"Ray, you're the best!"


Chapter 7

Angela drove as the day turned to evening. She was so late, but there was only one more delivery. She glanced down at the box on the floorboard beside her.

She had picked out a bunch of the latex minis and halters, a collection of vibes and dildos, and a bunch of fur lined handcuffs, leather collars, and leashes.

She even found a belt to hold her UPS shirt / dress closed. It was thin plastic with kittens on it and the words: A little pussy never hurt anyone...

She shifted a little in the seat. The butt plug wasn't comfortable for driving.

She had five more in progressively larger models in the box.

Angela thought about Ray's offer. She would have to see what happened later tonight.

She frowned at that thought. What was happening later tonight?

It had something to do with where she was driving after work.

She shook her head. This was a really weird day: losing time, becoming a whore, having a gang bang, the mysterious trip later.

"I'm going to sleep like a rock tonight," she said out loud.

The last delivery was to Melanie's Pizza in Ithaca. She pulled in just as the sun set.

Melanie liked deliveries behind the store.

Four young guys were sitting out back smoking.

She recognized them as the cook and the three waiters.

"Wow, those jeans are tight," she said as she looked from one bulging crotch to the next.

Angela shook her head. She needed to avoid any more distractions and get her shift completed.

One of the boys walked up to her window. "Shit, Melanie is sure as shit pissed at you."

"I'm sorry. It's been a hectic day," she said as she ran to the back.

"Can you boys help with the boxes?" Angela yelled as she slid up the back door.

She turned and bent over to pick up the first box.

"Yeah, sure..." a boy's voice said behind her.

She looked over her shoulder.

The boy was at eye level with her cooch staring right at her exposed butt plug.

She giggled. "Oops. Sorry. Pretend you didn't see that." She made no move to stand up and cover herself.

"Fuck. That is going to be hard to pretend, lady."

She laughed and turned around pushing a box toward him.

His eyes grew three sizes as he stared like a deer in headlights at her stretched latex covered boob flesh. "Sweet Mary."

She stood up and cocked her hips. "Take a picture, it'll last longer."

"Oh, sorry." He shook his head and looked away.

"No, I mean it." She undid her halter and set the girls free. "Take a picture."

He stared at her with his mouth gaping. He closed it. "Hank, get over man. Bring your phone."

A skinny boy with a cigarette on his lip came around the side. "What do you... Holy fuck."

She winked at the boy and cupped her volleyball sized boobs. "He wants you to take a picture."

Hank nodded and dragged his phone out of his front pocket. His pants looked tighter. He snapped a picture.

Angela flipped her hair back and posed.

Hank snapped another pick. "Jimmy, get over here you got to see this."

A taller boy with bigger muscles came around the corner. He didn't say anything, just stared with his mouth open.

Angela rolled her eyes. "Aww, fuck it. I'm going to be late again." She unbuckled the plastic belt and let it fall, then stripped off the UPS shirt and dropped it on a box. She winked at them. "I'll give you a show, if you promise to help me unload, 'kay?"

"Absolutely," the first boy whispered.

She turned her back to them and slowly spread her legs. The skirt rode up her cheeks. She started a slow grind, and then she bent over arching her back.

"Oh, my God," Jimmy said.

She turned around and lifted the front of the skirt, showing them her pussy.

Jimmy smiled and climbed into the back of the van. He tossed his cigarette into the alley.

"Hey, what are you guys doing back here?" The fourth boy had come around to see where they had gone.

The other two climbed into the van. "I must be dreaming," the first boy said.

Jimmy had his hands on Angela's waist, and she ground her hips against his leg

"I'm really wet."

"Y... You are?" Jimmy asked.

She took his hand and pushed it against her sex. "Can't you tell?"

Jimmy groaned. He didn't need any more encouragement. He pushed Angela backward into Hank and the first boy's arms. They lifted her up.

Jimmy grabbed her legs and rested them on his shoulders, then he grabbed her ass and started licking her pussy.

The other two boys started fondling her big tits as they held her.

"Oh!" Angela groaned. "Such good boys." Her eyes wandered to the boy still standing in the alley. "Don't you like girls?"

"Yeah," he said.

The first boy laughed. "That's Donny, he's saving himself for Kimiko."

"Unnh," Angela moaned. Jimmy had a nice thick tongue and he knew what to do with it. She smiled at Donny. "That's nice. Saving up your cum for one girl. Very romantic."

Donny looked embarrassed.

"Ooo, that's right, Jimmy. Suck Mama's clit!" Jimmy redoubled his efforts and Angela popped.

She heard a gurgling sound and something ran down between her ass cheeks.

Jimmy was gulping.

"Oh!" Angela cried. "What happened?"

Jimmy lowered her feet to the floor. "I don't know. You squirted something in my mouth." He licked his lips. "It tasted amazing!"

Angela giggled.

Suddenly, Jimmy's eyes rolled back in his head and he leaned on her shoulders. "Fuck!"

A dark stain spread out across the crotch of his jeans.

Hank laughed. "Damn, Jimmy, did you cream your jeans?"

"Screw you, Hank," Jimmy growled. He tried to straighten up, but grabbed his crotch instead. "Damn! I'm still hard!"

Angela reached out and ran a long finger down the outline of his hard on. "I'll say." She dropped to her knees and reached out to unzip Jimmy's fly. She hesitated with her fingers on the tab. "Say, you boys are all eighteen, right?"

They all said 'yes' quickly and Angela unzipped him.

His rock hard eight-inch cock sprang out, flinging cum on her lips.

Angela giggled. She licked the cum off her lips. "Mmm, I like that. I want more." She smiled up at him. "Ever had a blowjob?"

He nodded. "My ex-girlfriend used to."

"Not like this one, she didn't," Angela said. She leaned forward and swallowed him to the root, the tip of her tongue lapping at his thick balls.

"Damn!" Jimmy groaned.

The other two boys were unzipping and unbuttoning as fast as they could.

She set up a rhythm, taking him deep in her throat and sliding it all the way out to the tip, where she would lick the head and swallow him deep again.

Angela reached up and took Jimmy's hand. She pulled it to the back of her head.

He smirked when he realized what she wanted. Jimmy grabbed her hair and pounded her throat. "Deep throat my cock, slut!"

Angela groaned and laughed.

She wanted him to do that. She wanted to be used.

She could remember the few times her husband had forced her like this. Angela had hated it then.

Why did she suddenly love it? Crave it?

He was pumping harder into her throat, and she knew it wouldn't take much longer.

He exploded deep in her throat and she gulped it down. It tasted so much better than the spunk at the adult store.

Jimmy pulled out and sat down on the floor of the van. "Oh, my God. That was so good."

Hank walked in front of Angela and rubbed his dick across her lips. It was thick and about seven inches long.

Angela shook her head. "Nope. You boys are going to have to earn your blowjobs like Jimmy did."

The two boys looked at each other. "What do you want us to do?"

"Hmm, I know." She sat down and leaned back in Jimmy's arms. "Come here and suck my titties."

The boys dropped to their knees and sucked her nipples into their mouths.

Both boys groaned and their eyes grew wide.

Angela chuckled. "Yeah, nurse Mama."

They went insane, sucking wildly, gulping as they swallowed her milk.

She pulled them close and they lay down in her lap, one on either side. They nursed and stroked their hard cocks as she whispered encouragement.

She could feel the sucking as a tingle in her pussy.

This is what bliss feels like, she thought. She turned her head to the side and kissed Jimmy. Their tongues met and he reached down to fondle her clit.

"What's going on out here?" a girl's voice asked.

Angela opened her eyes.

Donny was dashing around the side of the van. "No, it's okay, Kimiko."

"Um, no it isn't. Melanie is freaking out. Did they bring the straws?"

"Yeah, yeah, I think so."

"You're acting weird," Kimiko said.

Footsteps approached the back of the van.

"No, please, Kimiko, don't," Donny said.

The Asian girl appeared outside the van. "No way."

Angela smiled. "You must be Kimiko. Donny really wants to fuck you."

"Excuse me?" She glared at Angela and turned to Donny. "What kind of sick twisted shit are you into, Donny?"

He threw his hands in the air. "I don't know any more than you do. She just showed up and they started fucking."

Angela rubbed the boys’ hair as they nursed. "Yeah, we just met. Aren't they sweet?"

"You're like old enough to be their Mom," Kimiko said.

"Mmm," Angela whispered. "I sure am enjoying nursing them."

Kimiko squinted her eyes and stared at the nursing boys. "Holy fuck! They're drinking her milk! I'm getting Melanie, you guys are so fucked."

Donny grabbed her arm. "Kimiko, wait. I don't think it's their fault. She's doing something to them."

She jerked her arm away. "Yeah, getting them off! You know, them I understand, because they're pigs, but I thought you were better than this, Donny."

"All I've done is watch."

"Yeah, right."

Angela untangled herself from the boys. They seemed to be in a daze. She stood up. "He's telling the truth, Kimiko. They said he's saving all his cum for you." She walked to the back of the van and knelt down in front of her.

Kimiko turned and looked at Donny. "What?"

"No!" Donny groaned. "The guys said that."

"You fucking perv. Do you think I would date a loser like you?"

Angela frowned. "That's not nice, Kimiko!"

"Shut up, Whore!" Kimiko yelled. "Fuck this. I'm calling the cops."

The police? Angela panicked. She wouldn't be able to finish her route! She wouldn't be able to clock out!

She leaned out and grabbed Kimiko by her black Melanie's Pizza t-shirt. She pulled her into the van.

Kimiko screamed and kicked.

Instinct took over.

Angela thrust her left nipple into the girl's mouth and squeezed her breast.

Kimiko's eyes rolled back in her head. She just lay there for an instant with the clear milk dribbling from the corner of her mouth.

"Let her go!" Donny yelled as he climbed into the van.

"No, Donny, just watch. It's going to be okay," Angela soothed.

Kimiko's eyes fluttered under her lids. Her mouth closed tighter around the nipple.

She began to suck and swallow.

"Good girl, Kimiko,” Angela whispered.

"Don't do that," Donny whispered as he crouched down beside them.

Angela smiled. "I don't understand what's happening, Donny. I'm confused as well. But, look at her face. I'm making her feel good."

All the stress had gone out of the girl's face and her small hand wandered to the waistband of her jeans.

Angela giggled and helped her unbutton them. Then she unzipped them and pulled them down her hips a few inches.

She was wearing black silk panties.

Donny gasped.

"Aren't they pretty, Donny?" Angela whispered. "Don't you want to see what they're covering?"

He was breathing hard. "N... No, this is wrong."

Kimiko's hand slid under the black silk and massaged her clit.

"No, it isn't," Angela whispered. "See? She's showing you she's ready."

Donny shook his head.

"Pull her panties down and help her."

Donny looked up at Angela. "Do you think?"

Angela looked down at the delicate mouth nursing her. She smiled. "Definitely. Help her, Donny."

Donny reached down and slid the jeans and panties down to her thighs.

Her clean-shaven snatch came into view.

Donny jumped as if he had received an electric shock.

Angela gasped. "Look, Donny! She shaves her pussy like a slut."

He ran his index finger down the inside of her thigh.

Kimiko tried to spread her legs.

He didn't hesitate this time. He pulled off her black sneakers and slipped her jeans and panties off completely.

She spread her long legs and stopped frigging her clit. Instead, she slipped two slender fingers into her pussy.

Angela smiled. "See the little nubbin she was rubbing. Kiss it. That's her clit."

"I... I know what it is." He leaned forward and kissed it gently before sucking it into his mouth.

Angela leaned down and whispered to Kimiko so only she could hear. "He's such a gentle lover, isn't he, Kimiko?"

Kimiko moaned against her breast.

Angela rubbed Donny's curly brown hair as the boy licked and sucked Kimiko's swelling clit.

She looked up to see the other three boys watching intently and stroking their dicks.

She eased her nipple out of Kimiko's mouth.

"Nuh... No!" Kimiko whispered.

Angela bit her lower lip. She'd never even imagined what she was contemplating doing before this moment. Honestly, there had been no interest in her.

But, today was a very strange day.

She stood up and stepped over Kimiko's face, her shoes beside the girl's ears. Angela lowered herself gently, crouching on the heels. She stopped with her wet snatch two inches from Kimiko's mouth. "Open your mouth, baby," Angela whispered.

Angela pressed her cunt down on the girl's lips and was rewarded with her small, warm tongue snaking into her depths. "Oh, yesss!"

Donny looked up from eating Kimiko out. "No! Don't do that! She's not like that."

Angela giggled and pressed his face back into Kimiko's sex. "Oh, she is exactly like that." Angela wondered if this was the first time the girl had tried pussy? She didn't see how it was possible this could be her first time - Kimiko was quickly working her into a frenzy.

Is this my first time with a woman? Angela thought. No, of course not. Angela was a slut, a fuck toy. She was Sugar Tits. All fuck toys were bi, and she had always been a slut, hadn't she?

Angela winced. A sharp pain went through her head, right between her eyes.

The farmhouse. The white farmhouse, and the man. She had handed him his package and someone screamed...

Kimiko moaned into her cunt and Angela's thoughts clouded again. I'm a slut, a fucking slut cum dump. I need to finish my route, go to the warehouse, clock out, get in my car, and drive back to the farmhouse.

She leaned down and kissed Donny's head.

He looked up, his young face slick with girl juice.

"It's time, Donny. Fuck this little whore." She felt like an animal. Powerful. Beyond that, she felt in charge. Everyone in the van was doing as she commanded. She was the alpha bitch.

All the males wanted to fuck her, and her only competition had her tongue in Angela's twat, right where she belonged.

Donny stood up and fumbled with his belt. "I... I don't think I should, I mean... do you think she wants it?"

Angela rolled her eyes. "Donny, I know you have this idea of Kimiko here as some perfect girl, but believe me, she's just a fucking whore. I mean look at her - she just met me and she's eating my cunt... Mmm, and she's doing it so nice. She wants your thick hard cock, Donny." She took hold of the girl's knees and pulled her legs into the air. "Fuck her, Donny. Fuck her hard."

"But, she's..."

"To hell with you then," Angela said. "Jimmy, get your horse dick over here and show Donny how to treat this bitch."

Jimmy grinned stroking his nine-inch cock. "No problem, I've wanted to lay this skank since the first time I saw her."

"No!" Donny said. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants and boxers, revealing a hard eight-inch dick. "She's mine."

Angela licked her lips. "That's right. Get over here."

Donny kicked off his clothes. He started to kneel down between Kimiko's legs, but Angela took a firm grip on his hard on and rubbed the head with her thumb.

"Not yet," she said. She pulled him to her lips.

"But, if I shoot, I won't be able to..."

"You let me worry about that," Angela said and then she engulfed his shaft, sucking the head down her throat.

"Oh, God," Donny groaned.

It wouldn't take long. He was young and inexperienced - she was surprised he hadn't cum in his pants already.

She cupped his balls with her right hand as she sucked him in and out. She smiled as she felt his balls pull up. Here it cums.

Donny shot a gallon of cum down her throat and she swallowed it all, looking directly into his eyes as she milked every last drop out of his dick.

I made him give me that cum he was saving for her. Her own orgasm came and she drenched Kimiko's face as she squirted.

She hauled Donny's long cock out of her mouth. "Lick up every drop of my juice, you stupid cunt! You hear me, cum dump?"

Kimiko groaned and licked harder.

"Good slut."

Donny had sunk to his knees and Angela smiled at him.

He was stroking his softened cock.

Jimmy took a step forward. "My turn."

"Fuck that!" Hank said. "We ain't had our turn."

Angela shook her head. "No. Donny's going to fuck her." She stood up.

Kimiko moaned. "No... don't stop. I need..."

Angela gently guided Donny's mouth to her nipple. "Drink."

He sucked gently at first, but when the milk hit him, he latched on like a newborn.

Angela sighed as he tried to drain her tit. She was beginning to realize she could produce more than an army of men could drink.

She reached down and closed her hand around his rapidly stiffening prick. Angela jacked him and a blob of precum oozed out of the swollen head. She massaged it over the end of his cock with her thumb and pushed him away from her breast. "Now you're ready."

She knelt down still stroking his cock.

He looked hypnotized, staring intently at Kimiko's swollen cunt lips.

"Fuck her hard, and try not to cum so fast, 'kay?" She placed the head of his cock against the slippery opening.

The boy needed no further coaxing. He sank his long prick into the girl.

She bucked and rolled her hips under him, and he pushed in balls deep.

Angela giggled as she stepped over the now hard fucking couple.

Kimiko wrapped her long legs around him pulling him deeper, and they moaned into a kiss.

As she watched them fuck, Jimmy slipped behind her and rubbed his stiff, leaking prick against the small of her back. Angela laughed and leaned her head back against him. Jimmy's fingers closed on her tingling nipples and she sprayed milk over the two fucking at her feet. "I just love working with young people, expanding their horizons," whispered.

Jimmy laughed in her ear. "What's your name? I never asked."

The question bothered her. She wasn't sure why it bothered her so bad, but it was a conundrum. "Sugar Tits," she giggled.

"Mmm," he groaned as he squeezed out twin jets of milk from her H cups. "That's the perfect name for you."

"Thank you," she said. No, my name is Angela! a voice screamed in her head. She felt embarrassed and her face felt hot as she blushed. She shook her head, it was aching again. This is wrong. She concentrated on the tingling in her pussy and tits. She watched Donny's strong hips thrusting his thick cock into the little slut - Kimiko was moaning now.

Watching the raw sex helped. The pain receded and suddenly her mind returned to 'normal' - she felt like she was floating on a pink cloud of cotton candy. She could hear the other voice, but it was far away.

Jimmy was pulling on her jeweled butt plug.

"Oh! Jimmy, stud, what are you doing?"

"You know what I'm doing, Sugar Tits." His voice sounded so strong and dominant.

"Oh, no! Jimmy... are you going to pull out my plug?"

"You know I am... slut."

She trembled in his arms. "Ooo, Jimmy are you going to shove your big thick cock up my ass? Are you?"

"Yeah, I'm going to pound your ass, bitch." He pulled gently.

Sugar Tits giggled as she felt her tight little butthole struggling to hang on to the butt plug. Sugar Tits, not Angela. Angela wasn't allowed to play. She just had to stand on the ground and watch Sugar Tits floating on her pink cloud.

The pain in her ass built. "Oh! Jimmy, baby, you're hurting me!"

Jimmy was leaning back and watching as the plug reached the widest point. "You can do it, whore. Be my good little slut."

It slid free and Jimmy bent her over, hooking his thumbs in her sphincter. "Fuck! Your ass is as open as your cunt, you gaping cum dump!"

Sugar Tits giggled. "Ooo, make your bitch, you horse cock stud."

Jimmy pressed his dick against her hole.

"When are we going to get to fuck?" Hank asked.

Sugar Tits grabbed her ankles as she bent over farther to take the hard cock. "Unnh, right after Jimmy fills me up, babies, Momma promises."

"What the fuck is going on!?" a woman's voice

Jimmy paused with his thick head almost past her sphincter.

Sugar Tits looked up and smiled at Melanie, the owner of the pizza place, as the tall woman glared at them from the alley.

***

Melanie Karnes was a tall woman, well over six feet, ten years Angela's, now Sugar Tits's, senior. She was thick with big boobs hidden under her oversized Melanie's Pizza t-shirt.

'Big boobs' was a relative term - Sugar Tits was two cup sizes larger.

Melanie stood with her hands on her hips glaring at the fornication going on in the UPS van.

"Hi, Melanie," Sugar Tits said with a giggle.

She squinted at Sugar Tits. "Angela? Is that you?" Her black eyes dropped to Sugar Tits's heaving fun bags. "What the fuck happened to you?"

Jimmy pulled his cockhead free of her sphincter and took a step back.

The other two boys were hastily covering their engorged privates.

Kimiko and Donny were lost to the world, grinding their bodies together on the van floorboard.

"Umm," Sugar Tits said biting her fingernail. "I got these really big boobies, and then I got all slutty... She looked around at the half-clothed employees standing around her. "And, this all sort of, you know, happened." She whispered conspiratorially, "I think there's something in my titty milk."

Melanie's gaze traveled across the group. "You motherfuckers are all fucking fired, I'm calling the cops and UPS." She started backing away.

"No!" Sugar Tits squealed. "You'll ruin everything!" She stamped her high heel and pointed at Melanie. "Grab that bitch!"

The three standing boys looked at each other.

"What the fuck?" Sugar Tits asked. "You wanna go to jail? Get her!"

The half-naked boys jumped off the back of the van, dicks bobbing in front of them.

A normal woman wouldn't have stood a chance against three virile almost twenty-year-old boys, but Melanie was no ordinary woman.

Years before at Ithaca College, she had been on the women's boxing team. Later, she was assistant coach.

So, when Hank got to her first, he found a hard left hook waiting for him. The skinny youth went down on the asphalt.

"Ouchy!" Sugar Tits whispered in sympathy. This wasn't going well.

The next boy went down to a right jab, but he provided cover for Jimmy who skirted around her and locked her in a full Nelson before Melanie knew what was happening.

"Let go of me, Jimmy. You motherfucker! Christ, is that your dick pushing into my asscrack! You're fucking dead!"

The boy who fell to the right jab grabbed hold of her right ankle and lifted her leg off the ground.

Melanie screamed and kicked.

Hank stood up spitting blood. He drew back his right fist.

"Don't you dare hurt her!" Sugar Tits yelled. "She's just frightened and confused." Sugar Tits hefted her titties and pointed them at Melanie. "But, Mama's got the cure that will make her all better."

Jimmy smiled and licked Melanie's ear, drawing a fresh howl from the giantess. Hank grabbed her left ankle, and the three boys picked her up between them.

"Get her in here," Sugar Tits giggled. "Time for an intervention."

Melanie kicked and struggled as they carried her toward the van.

When they were in, Sugar Tits closed the rear door. "If I'd thought of that earlier, this would have gone smoother. I'm such a ditz now. Spread her legs for me."

Hank and the other boy stepped away from each other, drawing her legs wide apart in her tight jeans as Jimmy held her in the full Nelson.

Sugar Tits smiled as she wiggled between her legs until her crotch touched Melanie's.

"Angela!? What is wrong with you? We've known each other for twenty years. What happened to you?"

Sugar Tits ran her fingernails up the inside of Melanie's thighs.

Melanie struggled harder, gyrating her hips trying to get away from Sugar Tits's hands.

She stopped and held her breath when Sugar Tits grabbed her crotch and rubbed.

"Angela, don't!"

"Angela isn't here, slut. My name is Sugar Tits," she said with a smile. "Lower her to the floor, boys."

They crouched, still holding on tight.

Sugar Tits straddled the struggling woman. "Sit on her legs to hold them down," she told the boys holding her ankles.

They scrambled and sat on her thighs.

"Now, one of you grab her hair and the other grab her chin. Open her mouth for me."

Melanie's mouth was forced open and Sugar Tits shot a perfectly aimed stream of tit milk onto her tongue.

The woman stopped struggling. She looked around the van confused.

"Let go of her jaw."

The boy's pulled their hands away.

Melanie remained staring at Sugar Tits, her mouth open.

Sugar Tits leaned close, holding her nipple a few inches from Melanie's trembling lips. "No biting, Melanie."

Her nipple touched Melanie's lower lip and the woman drew it in and latched on, sucking as if she had been doing it forever.

Sugar Tits giggled feeling her milk flowing into older woman. "See? Mama knows what's best for her big strong girl."

She nodded at Jimmy and he released the full Nelson and crawled back.

Sugar Tits put her arm around Melanie's broad shoulders and leaned her back as she sucked faster.

She cooed to Melanie and stroked her cheek as the giantess snuggled against her. "Mama's milk is going to take away all that anger."

Melanie was crying, sobbing softly as she retreated into some primitive part of herself.

Melanie's hand snaked down her stomach and pushed under the waistband of her jeans,

"Let me help," Sugar Tits said. She unbuttoned and unzipped the tight jeans.

Jimmy leaned down and slid the jeans over Melanie's thick butt and down her muscular legs.

Sugar Tits slid the white cotton panties down after them, revealing a dense thatch of black public hair. "Nasty girl. We'll have to shave that off when I get you to the farmhouse."

Sugar Tits's brow furrowed. The farmhouse? Was she taking Melanie to the farmhouse?

Yes! Yes, she was! And, that skanky slut Kimiko was going as well.

And, it was almost time to go.


Chapter 8

Alex had found something for Jessica to do that didn't involve constant whining for attention: he had her stand in front of a security camera with a laptop in front of her. The laptop was logged into SlutzNet, the heavily encrypted link to the Church of Morpheus headquarters in Cuba, and from there to a myriad of internet cafes across the island where people could jerk off in public to internet porn.

Even with free hookers and open sex in public, some millennials would still rather stroke or rub one out in front of a computer monitor.

Fifteen thousand people were watching Jessica and telling her what to do on camera.

And, she was loving it.

"See my ring? It used to be on my finger, but Mas... I mean Alex put it through my clitty instead. Isn't it pretty?" she said as she diddled her engagement ring/clit piercing. Then she turned around and bent over spreading her ass. "I like this one the best, though." She jerked on the thick gold wedding band piercing her perineum.

The computer gave a cacophony of beeps as the viewers gave her a few thousand 'likes' and 'loves'.

Jessica giggled.

Across the room, Gwen rolled her eyes and shook her head. Jessica was so bubbly it was tiresome.

Alex paced back and forth. "Fuck this. The UPS woman should have been back hours ago."

"Maybe she got held up," Gwen whispered. She stroked his arm as he passed by.

He looked down as if her touch had electrocuted him.

She shocked herself as well. What was wrong with her? Why was she showing him tenderness?

He stepped closer and wrapped a big hand across the small of her back above her jutting buttocks.

"No," she whispered.

He brushed a stray lock of blond hair out of her eyes. "I thought you were going to be obedient?"

She shook, acutely aware of the immense swell of her K cup boobs - how big around was she now? Fifty-five, sixty inches? "I... I will be obedient, it's just..."

He took her hand.

She could smell him, an aroma like warm leather. Her nipples throbbed and girl juice leaked down her thighs.

He knew, she could see it in his eyes when she gathered enough courage to look up at him.

Her new body made it impossible to hide her desire - she was desire.

"It's just what, pet?"

Again, tenderness, warmth, it made no sense to her.

"He's... he's watching," she whispered. She could see David glaring at them out of the corner of her eye.

"Ahh, I understand." He leaned down and kissed her hand. He turned away and whispered, "I'll leave the door to the upstairs unlocked." He walked up the stairs.

She stood with her mouth agape, staring at his muscular ass as he disappeared through the door.

She swallowed.

Gwen turned and looked at David.

She took a step forward, trying in vain not to swivel her naked hips. It was impossible, her body parts all seemed to have minds of their own. She gave in and simply walked, hips swiveling and breasts swaying toward David.

He looked away.

"David?"

"What?"

"We need to talk."

"What's the point?"

"I'm only going along with this so he won't hurt the UPS woman or you."

He turned and glared at her.

Her heart sank.

"I don't want you to do this," David growled. "I'd rather be dead than to see you turned into this... whore. And, as for the woman? You don't even know her. You're choosing this path of sin."

She shook her head. "No! No, I'm not choosing it! He did things to me..."

He looked at her breasts in contempt. "I can see."

"It's not just that, David. He put something in me - into me and Jessica both. It makes us want..."

"What? Want what, Gwen? His cock? You're a disgusting slut." He turned away.

And, something in her broke. The compassion she had felt for him, the shame for what she had become, it evaporated. What was left was anger. "When were you going to tell me?"

"Tell you what?" he asked. He looked terrified.

"That you were... deformed? You know I wanted children, would it even have been possible with that minuscule penis and testicles you had? All this time, you kept your inadequacy from me." She heard the words come out of her mouth, cold and cruel. Was this another effect of the alien thing that she could almost feel throbbing in her abdomen?

"Damn you, Gwen."

She smirked. For the first time in her life, she smirked. "I am damned, David. And, God help me, I'm starting to like it."

She turned away and walked toward the stairs without shame.

***

Finally, everybody is happy! Sugar Tits thought. This was almost as much fun as the wonderful gang bang on the dirty floor at Stallion's.

She was on all fours, taking Jimmy deep in her ass - an ass that had been virgin territory until a few minutes earlier.

Donny now had Kimiko's legs on his shoulders so he could pound harder against her cervix.

Silly boys, always subconsciously wanting to make a girl pregnant.

Hank was on his back as the dazed Melanie bounced on his cock, while the other boy (she really needed to find out his name), was pounding her ass with his five-inch dick.

Sugar Tits had measured both boys with her hand and determined that Hank was bigger, so he got Melanie's juicy (and very tasty) pussy while the other boy got to ass fuck for the first time.

I should have been a party planner! Sugar Tits thought as she lowered her face to the floor board and arched her back.

Jimmy pounded her harder.

It was divine!

And, the best part was: she could think! She was riding her pink slutty cloud and her brain worked good! She was going to take Kimiko and Melanie to the farmhouse. They could do to them whatever they had done to her! It was the least she could do for the girls - she was really enjoying watching them get stuffed. Turning them into ditzy bimbos like her would make them super happy!

She looked around at the boys and wondered if they could be sluts too? She giggled. Of course, all boys were sluts to begin with.

It would be a long drive to the farmhouse, and she resolved to take one of the boys with her.

In case she got horny on the way.

But, which one? Hank and anonymous boy weren't big enough. Not that they were small, but they weren't carrying big meat sticks like Jimmy and Donny.

So, which would she take with her?

Jimmy had the bigger dick, and, mmm, did he know how to use it. She'd already cum three times from the butt fuck. He also knew how to talk like a nasty fucker, another point in his favor.

But, he was too dominant. She was twice his age, so she should be in charge. Jimmy was never going to go for that.

Donny had a smaller dick but not by much. Plus, he was prettier. And, teaching him how to fuck Kimiko earlier had given her enough memories to fuel her masturbatory fantasies for months to come.

She would have the super fun job of teaching him everything!

So, Donny it would be.

Only, she had to find some way of prying him out of Kimiko's cunt.

She smiled.

She had a plan.

***

Gwen opened the door to the upstairs. It seemed like a lifetime ago when she had entered this house.

Someone else's lifetime, not hers. Not anymore. She was damned.

He was waiting for her naked in the hallway.

Alex smiled and held out his hands.

She looked at the floor and her heels clicked as she approached him.

He took her hands in his.

She looked up to say something, but he stopped her by drawing her voluptuous body into his bodybuilder arms.

Her lips parted and his tongue slid into her mouth.

His taste was incredible, and she made no pretense of not enjoying it.

She was lost. There was nothing more for her but transformation by his hands.

But, still she had to be defiant. Just once more. She pulled away. "None of this is real. You're making me do this. I wouldn't even look at you if you hadn't put your drugs in me."

He held her in his arms, smiling down at her. "I know."

"You'll always know. You'll know that I would never give in to you if you hadn't used the drugs."

He ran his fingers through her hair. "Neither of us would have chosen what we are now. The church decided and we obey." He smiled at her. "But, it doesn't mean I won't take love and passion where I can."

"It's not love and not passion. It's just illusion and lust."

He picked her up off the floor and carried her to the living room. "So be it."

"Like this?" Jessica asked. She was balancing on her left stiletto boot. She was bent at the waist at a ninety-degree angle with her right leg kicked back and pointing straight in the air like a ballet dancer or a gymnast.

It was fun. She was strong and flexible, more than she had ever been when she was a dowdy old religious wacko.

She looked at the screen and giggled.

Five thousand likes flashed by, along with a question.

She frowned and shook her head. "No. There's nobody here to fuck me. I'm the loneliest slut on earth."

"Fucking whore," David whispered from the other side of the room.

She dropped her leg and straightened up, turning her back on the camera. "Did giving you a big cock make you mean?"

David jerked his arms in the wrist restraints. His legs were still spread and his new nine-inch cock was standing straight up, precum dripping from the tip. "Don't talk to me."

"I know what's wrong: you need to cum." She was smiling as she approached him, one foot in front of the other. Her miraculous hips swayed in the nurse uniform and her boobs threatened to tear through the thin latex.

He shook his head in disgust. "You're my brother's wife. I've known you since I was a kid - at least I thought I knew you."

She shrugged as she paused between his legs. "That was a loooong time ago, David. I'm Jiggly Jugs Jessica now. I don't remember much about old Jessica. Other than she seemed sad or angry all the time." She slowly unzipped the white latex dress down the front, freeing her big J cup breasts.

"Jessica was a devout woman of God." He closed his eyes. "You're a demon." He started to pray.

Jessica cupped her big tits with the pentagram tattoos around the nipples. She unclamped and removed the thick steel rings and Ambrosia surged out. It splashed across David's stomach and cock, causing him to open his eyes wide.

"Oops! Sorry," Jessica giggled. She massaged Ambrosia into her tits, giving them an oily sheen. She leaned forward and wrapped her big melons around his stiff cock.

"No! Don’t," David grunted.

"Shh. You need this." She began a gentle up and down motion with her breasts.

David's cock became slick in the tit flesh canyon.

Using her hands, she pressed her tits tight against his cock on the upward motion, and then let it slide freely on the downward.

She smiled as his cock touched her wet lips each time she pushed down.

He was starting to moan.

Jessica bobbed faster, letting the cock head slide past her lips on every down stroke.

"No! Stop! I'm going to... aiggh!"

Jessica squeezed her breasts together tight.

David bucked against his restraints and shot jet after jet of hot cum into her mouth.

When his body relaxed, she released him, and then showed him her cum filled mouth.

He watched mesmerized as she dipped a finger into her mouth and drew out a glistening pearl.

She smiled as she slowly lowered her finger to her engagement ring adorned cunt. She slipped her finger inside, transferring the semen into her dripping pussy.

He looked at her, his mouth open.

Her finger returned to her mouth and she took an even larger pearl.

Still smiling, she closed her eyes and swallowed, making sure he could see her throat struggle to down the entire load.

Then she turned around.

She bent at the waist, her legs straight and spread slightly, her face inches from the floor. She brought her finger to her ass.

She looked at him upside down.

And, then she pushed the cum lubricated finger into her puckered asshole.

He gasped as he watched the white cum disappear inside her.

She raised up and looked over her shoulder at him. "You're right, David. I'm a fucking whore."

***

Hank and the other boy finished up by pumping healthy doses of cum into Melanie's cunt and ass. They lay on either side of her on the floorboard, the three of them dazed. Melanie played with her clit with her eyes half closed.

Donny had finished in Kimiko with a wail after the girl had cried out at least three times from the steady pounding. He was spooning her, though Sugar Tits doubted the girl was even aware. His eyes were glazed over in the hormonal throes of true love.

Jimmy was pumping her ass faster. "Oh, God, I'm going to cum, baby."

"Yeah! Slam my asshole, stud. Shoot me full of jizz."

He cried out, but he didn't cum inside her. Instead he pulled out and sprayed her ass, back, and even her hair with his thick cum.

"Fuck yes!" Sugar Tits screamed as she felt the hot cum on her back.

She looked at the slumbering Kimiko and had an idea.

"Kimiko? Wake up," Sugar Tits said.

"What do you want with her?" Donny said. He had gone into full on protector mode.

"I need cleaned up. Do you want to lick Jimmy's cum off my back?"

Donny shook his head. "She wouldn't do something like that."

Sugar Tits grinned. "Wanna bet? Kimiko, get your slut ass over here and lick me clean."

Kimiko stirred.

Donny half-heartedly tried to pull her back against him, but she rolled onto her hands and knees and crawled to Sugar Tits.

Sugar Tits nodded. "That's right. Get over here and lick the jizz off my back, you fucking cum whore."

Kimiko stared half-lidded at Sugar Tits's back. And, then she tentatively stuck out her tongue.

She licked the white cream with the tip of her tongue. Her whole body shuddered.

And, then she reached between her own legs and started fingering herself.

She lowered her mouth to Sugar Tits's back and sucked the jizz greedily into her mouth.

Sugar Tits smiled at Donny. "She's got a talented tongue. Mmm, that's right, bitch. Get every drop. Now, do my ass."

Kimiko sucked and bit at her ass, cleaning it till it glistened with her spit.

Finally, she pulled away.

"Not so fast, cunt. I'll bet that nasty motherfucker shot a little up my ass, didn't you, Jimmy?"

Jimmy laughed. "Only one way for the skank to know for sure."

Donny shook his head. "No."

But, Kimiko was already parting Sugar Tits's ass cheeks. She pushed her thin tongue deep inside.

"Unnh, fuck yes. Oh, Donny, feels so fucking good with her tongue up my ass," Sugar Tits whispered.

Donny looked away.

Sugar Tits rolled her eyes. "Enough, whore. Get your tongue out of my ass." She grinned mischievously. "Go clean up Jimmy."

"No!" Donny yelled. "Kimiko, come back here to me."

Sugar Tits spun around, Kimiko's dazed face inches from her own. "Your choice, Kimiko. You can go back there with Donny, or you can deep throat Jimmy's horse cock. Which will it be?"

Kimiko looked dully at Donny, and then she impaled her throat on Jimmy's cock.

He laughed and grabbed the back of her head, holding her down till she choked before letting her rise back up.

Sugar Tits sat down beside Donny and watched Kimiko give Jimmy head.

"Why did you do that?" Donny whispered.

"I did it for your own good. A slut like Kimiko can't be your girlfriend. I mean, look at her Donny - she can't get enough. My pussy, my ass, Jimmy's cock after he raped my ass." She sighed and shook her head and wrapped an arm around Donny's shoulders. "Let her go and be a slut. There are lots of girls for a stud like you to fuck."

He laid his head on Sugar Tits's shoulder.

"That's right, I know best, don't I?"


Chapter 9

Gwen screamed and squirted another load of girl juice into Alex’s waiting mouth. “Hard Fucking Alex,” only he hadn’t fucked her yet. He had eaten her out for the last half hour, taking three squirting orgasms and drinking her juices down.

She couldn’t take any more. “Fuck me. Alex, please, do it.”

Alex laughed and slid up her body.

She felt the immense cock as big as her arm slide up her thighs. “The Cunt Tamer,” that’s what they had tattooed on his beautiful cock. She wanted to be tamed. She wanted the hymen gone, destroyed.

She wanted to be his.

She pushed him back and he let her. Her mouth found the broad head of his cock, the fingertip width urethra. She stuck her tongue inside and he groaned.

Precum flooded her mouth and she orgasmed. Ambrosia! Ambrosia was pouring out of his cock! She sucked it down and stretched her mouth open wide. She had an image of herself taking his immense girth into her throat.

He pushed her away gently, whispering softly to her.

He drew her up into his arms.

She whined, stroking his cock.

“Not yet. Shh.”

She cried and slapped at his chest. “Stop torturing me! You made me like this and now you won’t satisfy me. You’re psychotic.”

He wrapped his arms tight around her. “I promised you thirty-six hours. They’re almost up.”

“Fuck me and then I’ll decide.” The thing in her abdomen was working double time, making her speak in vulgarities that she would never have dreamed of using a few hours before.

He chuckled. “If I cum in you or on you, the decision will be made, Gwen.”

She let herself be drawn against his broad hairless chest. “What is that supposed to mean?”

He kissed her lips gently. “My cum is super concentrated Ambrosia.”

“I don’t understand…”

“My cum will make you fall in love with me, deeply. It will make you younger, immortal. You won’t grow old and you won’t ever get sick.”

“That’s…”

“Ridiculous? You mean like shots that make you taller or your titties grow? Shots that turn you into a complete whore?”

She rubbed back against him. “So, I’m going to live forever?”

He kissed her neck. “If you choose. Or, you can go back to your world - for as long as it lasts. The church is going to take over the world without firing a shot. Eventually, everyone will join us.”

“Do I look like her?”

He was silent.

“Your wife. Do I look like her?”

He kissed her hair. “No. But, she would have liked you. You are both strong willed.”

“Did you choose this life? It’s okay if you did.”

“No. They chose me. I went through the same terrifying experiences as you. There’s a basement room under the Temple of Morpheus in Havana. It makes my little laboratory look like a fun park.” He whispered in her ear. “They experiment there.”

“Experiment?”

“They’re always looking for new modifications, new perversions. It’s the most frightening place I’ve ever seen.”

She shivered in his arms. “How can they be so monstrous?”

“That’s the reason I don’t want you to take my cum until you decide. It also turns you dark, taints you with evil. Part of you will turn cruel, not all, but part.”

“Like you?” she whispered.

He kissed her neck. “Yes.”

***

Sugar Tits paced back and forth in the alley. She had given Kimiko and Melanie about a gallon of breast milk each, and now they were locked in a sixty-nine in the van. She had changed into a fresh black latex halter and micro mini.

The boys stood a few feet away, still displaying hard-ons in their tight jeans.

“So, boys we have a problem,” she said as she pointed to the two women contentedly slurping sperm from each other’s pussies in the van. “I can’t dose them with booby milk forever - sooner or later they’re going to come to their senses. And, then we’re all fucked.”

“What do you mean?” Hank said. He looked nervous.

Donny rolled his eyes. “They were on the aphrodisiac milk when we had them. We all were.”

Sugar Tits laughed. “You think the cops are going to believe that?”

Donny shook his head.

“What are we going to do?” Anonymous boy whined. “I can’t go to jail.”

“Nobody’s going to jail, dipshit,” Jimmy growled.

“No, we’re not,” Sugar Tits said. “I’m going to take them back to the people who did this to me. Maybe they can make them like me.”

Donny turned to leave. “Good luck.”

“I’ll need one of you to go with me. Melanie will beat me to death if she comes out of the sex fog,” Sugar Tits said.

Jimmy grinned. “Let’s go.”

“No, not you.”

Jimmy frowned. “Huh?”

“You’re a great lay, Jimmy, but I need Donny.”

“Fuck you,” Donny said as he turned away again and headed out of the alley.

“Then everybody goes to jail,” Sugar Tits said.

Donny spun around. “You did this to her! Whatever the fuck you gave her, whatever you gave all of us, you ruined us.”

“Your little bitch loved deep throating my dick,” Jimmy said.

Donny threw a right hook that connected with Jimmy’s jaw and sent him face down on the asphalt.

Jimmy staggered onto his hands and knees. He sat up and rubbed his jaw.

“Go ahead, get up. I’ll break your fucking neck,” Donny said.

Jimmy crawled away and then stood with the other two boys.

Sugar Tits took Donny’s hand.

He tried to pull away but she held it firm.

“Just help me get them there, then you can leave.”

Donny sighed and climbed into the back of the van.

“What are we supposed to do?” Jimmy asked.

Sugar Tits shrugged. “Finish your shift making pizzas. When you come back to work tomorrow, wait until about closing time and call the cops. Tell them you haven’t seen Kimiko or Melanie.”

***

Donny sat on the floorboard beside Sugar Tits and watched Kimiko and Melanie bring each other to orgasm after orgasm.

Occasionally he would look up Sugar Tits’s skirt as she drove.

She smiled when he did this and spread her legs so he could get a good look.

“How long did you two date?”

“Huh?” Donny asked.

“You and Kimiko, how long?”

Donny laughed. “We didn’t date. She hardly knew I existed. She’s an Ithaca College student, I can barely afford community college.”

“Oh, so when you said you were saving all your cum for her…”

“I never said that! The guys said that.” He stared at his feet for a minute. “I was afraid to ask her out.”

She reached down and rubbed his shoulder. “I’m really sorry that my titties caused all this trouble for you.”

He burst out laughing. “Are you for real?”

She felt hurt. “I think so. It’s hard for me to tell what’s real and what’s imaginary now. All I know is I have to get us back to the warehouse, clock out, get in my car - or get us in my car actually, and get us to the white farmhouse at 1100 West Palmer in Hinton.” Her eyes grew wide. “I remembered the address! I think maybe my brains are coming back!”

Sugar Tits grabbed the little notebook and pen she kept in the visor. “Here, write that down. 1100 West Palmer, Hinton NY.”

He wrote down the address. “If you remember it, why do you need me to write it down?”

“Okay, I told a fib. See, I’m not afraid of Melanie, but I think maybe I used to be somebody else named Angela…”

“Yeah, you are. I’ve seen you several times, and Melanie knows you. Only, you didn’t…”

She thrust her tits out. “Have these beautiful boobies and dress like a slut?”

“Yeah, not how I was going to put it, but yeah.”

“I’m really scared, Donny. I’m afraid Angela will come back inside my brain and kill me. No more Sugar Tits - and, I really like me.” She looked at him with a grave expression. “No matter what happens, you gotta get me back to that farmhouse, okay? Promise me? They can make Melanie and Kimiko happy like me too, I just know it.”

He looked at the girls on the floorboard still coupling. “Okay, Sugar Tits, I’ll get us there.”

***

A half hour after his first titty fuck, David was hard as a rock again. He tried to think about something else, anything else, but the injection in his testicles had done something to him. He wasn’t like Jessica - he could still concentrate when he wanted, but there was always an undercurrent of lust running through him.

Jessica had returned to posing for the internet strokers.

He watched as she lay on her stomach and bent backward, bringing her feet in the heels down on the floor beside her ears, displaying her open lips (cocksucker lips), pussy, and tight fucking asshole all at the same time. She looked like some strip show contortionist from hell.

He shook his head and closed his eyes. It didn’t help. With his eyes closed, he just saw a replay of the incredible tit fuck or the lesbian show she had put on with Gwen.

“Jessica?” he whispered.

She relaxed her body and rolled onto her heels. “What?”

His cock lurched. The beautiful freak was sitting on her haunches, legs spread wide. He could see the glittering rings. Her balloon tits were standing straight out, and she had a sexy pout on her full lips.

She saw his cock and smiled slowly. “Oh. That.” She rose straight up on the heels. “I think you like me, David. I think you like me a lot now.”

He turned away, disgusted with himself.

“You think I’m a freak, don’t you?” she whispered.

He looked at her. “No. No, they changed you, but… no, I’m the freak, Jessica. I’m nothing but a hypocrite. I want you.”

She smiled and leaned over him, smothering him with boobs. “There’s nothing wrong with that, silly! That’s what I’m for!”

She clattered back on the heels and turned in a circle. “I’m supposed to make you horny so you want to fuck me and cum! That’s my job!”

This new version of Jessica was much simpler than the old version. All she wanted was to please him, please anyone who wanted her.

She wagged a finger at him. “But, you gotta be nice to me, mister. I got feelings. I mean you can call me nasty names like whore and slut and cunt and cum dump and cock holster and…”

He laughed. “I get it. I get it.”

She poked him in the chest. “You can shove your cock down my throat or up my ass or anywhere in between, but you gotta act like you like me and not act like you hate me.”

“Oh, Jessica, I never hated you.”

“Really?”

“No, none of this is your fault. It’s all his fault.”

She giggled. “Alex? He’s nice, he gave me big titties and made me super horny and super fun…”

“Against your will.”

She shrugged. “Totes don’t care.” She laughed and danced away, big tits bouncing.

“Wait… Jessica. Please come back.”

She looked over her shoulder at him, arching her back. She smiled and winked.

Every movement is meant to tease me and entice me. She was like a perfectly programmed robot.

She wiggle walked back to him. Jessica raised one impossibly long leg and balanced her heel on the side of the bed. She rocked her hips forward, positioning her wet pussy a few inches above his cock. “What do you want, David?” She played with the ring in her clit.

David was breathing heavy.

“Would you like me to go lower?” She whispered as she began a slow squat.

The piercing touched the tip of his cock and he drew in a sharp breath, squeezing his muscles to keep from cumming.

“Do you want me to go lower, David?”

He nodded.

“Do you want me to slide your cock into my pussy?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You need that, don’t you?” She ran a finger down the side of his hip.

“Unnh, yes. Don’t tease.”

She grinned mischievously. “But, I like to tease. I like having you restrained, David.”

He fought to catch his breath. “You do?”

She nodded. “I love that your wrists and ankles are locked down. I can do anything I want to you, and there isn’t anything you can do to stop me.”

She began to rotate her hips in a slow O.

Her outer lips rubbed and caressed his cock head.

“Do you like that, David?”

“God, yes!” He was straining against the restraints.

“Do you know what I like, David?”

“W… What?”

She spun on her heel and walked away. “Making you suffer.”

“No! Please, God, Jessica. It hurts.”

She stopped and cocked her hips with her back turned. “Say, ‘I’m sorry for being such an insufferable prick.’”

“I’m sorry for being such an insufferable prick. I am, Jessica.”

She turned around and cupped the enormous tits. “Say, ‘I love you, Jessica.’ No! Wait! Say, ‘I love the new you, Jessica.’”

His eyes settled on her massive chest. “I love the new you, Jessica.”

She tap danced to him with a grin. “Say, ‘I used to masturbate thinking about you, Jessica.’”

He frowned. “Jessica, no…”

She turned slowly.

“No, wait. Jessica, don’t make me…”

She turned back around and put her hands on his hips. “Say it.” She bent at the waist forming her mouth into a cocksucking O. Her lips descended toward his prick as she kept her eyes on his eyes.

Her tongue slid past her lips. “Say it.”

“I used to masturbate thinking about you, Jessica,” he whispered. It was true. He had from the first day he met her.

She smiled. She let his cock head pass between her lips without touching them. Her tongue touched the tip of his cock.

He jerked his hips, trying to slide deep into her mouth, but her mouth moved staying just ahead of his thrusts.

She pulled away, licking the tip hard as she raised up. “Your precum is delicious.”

“Oh, God. Please.”

“I knew you used to jerk off thinking about me.” She leaned down and licked up his shaft.

He shuddered.

She giggled and laid her head on his thigh. “So did I. I can’t remember much of old Jessica, but I can remember every time she orgasmed. Isn’t that weird? I can remember what she was thinking.” She turned her eyes heavenward and made prayer hands. “Oh, Lord, please help me to cleanse these impure thoughts about David.” She laughed out loud. “She used to do that every time she rubbed one out thinking about you. I think it was the wickedness of it that made it so hot - what do you think?”

David was breathing hard.

She giggled and crawled over him onto the bed.

Her big tits pressed against his chest and he tried to lower his mouth to kiss them.

She crushed her mouth against his instead.

His tongue rushed into her mouth and she sucked it.

She reached down between them and took his cock by the root. She angled it until it brushed her pussy lips.

He jerked his hips and almost succeeded in penetrating her.

She pulled her lips away from his and laughed. “Are you a virgin, David? I know Gwen is - oh, we had long discussions about the importance of her maidenhead and how it was a blessing to be able to give it to you on your wedding night, blah, blah, fucking blah. So, are you? Didn’t you ever find a willing cunt to shove it into?”

“No, I’m a virgin.”

“Mmm, I’m glad I’m going to be your first. I got so jealous when Gwen came along. I think that’s why I was so cruel to her this morning. Scaring her like that - they’ll punish me for it.” She giggled and bit her lower lip. “I wasn’t a virgin on my wedding night, David.”

“What?”

She shook her head. “Oh, I told Cal I was. I told him I broke my cherry riding a horse - and, in a way that was true: the boy who took it was hung like one.” She was stroking his cock as she spoke. “I had a wild summer once. I left the church. I was sick of the bullshit. I moved down to Maryland with my cousin. She was a slut. We partied every weekend. Mmm. So many men, David. But, I got scared and I went home, and the next thing I knew Mom and Dad introduced me to Cal.”

“Unnh,” David groaned as she stroked him. He could feel the heat from her wet pussy less than an inch away. “Please, Jessica.”

She grinned. “Say, ‘I want to fuck you, Jessica.’”

“I want to fuck you, Jessica.”

She threw her head back and laughed. “I want to fuck you too, David.” She dropped her hips down, impaling herself on his thick cock.

“Aiggh!” David cried out and pumped cum into her.

She laughed and kissed his forehead. “Exactly what your brother did.”

She kept grinding against him. “It took him fifteen minutes to get hard again.” She arched her back and pressed a nipple against David’s lips. “It won’t take you that long.” He latched on and drank her Ambrosia.

“Mmm,” Jessica cooed as she felt him swell hard inside her again.

***

“How do I look?” Sugar Tits asked. She was wearing the skintight latex skirt that barely contained her ass cheeks, the halter top that looked like two black balloons ready to pop, and the UPS shirt worn as a dress. The “A little pussy never hurt anybody…” belt and hooker heels completed the ensemble.

“Like a UPS stripper,” David said.

“I’m trying to look professional,” she pouted and stamped her foot, causing her right boob to wobble.

“Professionals don’t pout or have seismic tremors in their tits.” He shook his head. “Why not just put your pants on?”

She rolled her eyes. “Girl juice is pouring out of me all the time. I’ll look like I wet myself before I get to the front door. Nothing but skirts for this girl from now on. Latex skirts. Short latex skirts. Mmm.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to focus. “I just have to make it long enough to clock out.”

She had parked the van beside her old SUV in the parking lot. It was dark, and the parking lot was mostly deserted, so they should be able to get their two playful charges into her vehicle without being seen.

Melanie and Kimiko had progressed from grunting and moaning to giggling.

Sugar Tits had no idea whether this was good or bad.

“Grab four pairs of cuffs out of my Stallion’s box,” she said as she went to the back and opened the roll up door.

“Sex? Again?”

She rolled her eyes at him. “No, silly. Although…” she bit her lip. She thought of handcuffing him to a bed. She shook her head. “No! Bad Sugar Tits! Concentrate.” She sighed. “The cuffs are for them. Once we get them into the truck, put Melanie on her back and put Kimiko on top of her in a sixty-nine. We’ll lock Kimiko’s wrists to Melanie’s ankles and vice versa. That’ll keep them from causing trouble in the car.”

“Good thinking,” he said as he dug through the box.

“Yeah, that’s what’s scaring me - I’m getting smarter by the minute. Angela won’t be far behind my IQ.”

He stuffed the handcuffs in his pockets.

She gave him a tired smile. “Take Kimiko out first, then come back and help with Melanie.”

He loaded the Asian girl on his shoulder.

She whined and reached out for her playmate, and Melanie whined back.

“Shh, Melanie,” Sugar Tits whispered. She knelt down and rubbed the giantess’s clit. Melanie had been a good friend to her when her marriage broke up…

Sugar Tits gasped. Her memories were coming back. She was running out of time.

“What’s wrong?” Donny asked as he got back in the van.

“We have to hurry. Grab Melanie’s ankles.”

Together they carried her to the SUV and locked her in a sixty-nine with Kimiko. They returned to giggling and diddling.

Both of them laughed when the cuffs went on.

“Grab my Stallion’s box out of the van and put it in the back of the truck.”

“Sure.”

“Oh, and get another set of cuffs out of the box.” She handed Donny her car keys. “You’re driving tonight. You can drive, can’t you?”

“Yeah, I can. Are you okay?” Donny asked.

“Not for much longer. If I don’t come out in ten minutes, drive to the address I gave you. They’ll know what to do, I hope.”


Chapter 10

Jessica snuggled next to David on the narrow bed. She giggled as she stroked his cock. He had come inside her five times, and each time she redosed him with Ambrosia, bringing him back to full strength again. “I’m going to play with you all night.”

The last two times, David had resisted, resulting in a bruised jaw when she pried his mouth open and squirted in the Ambrosia.

“You’re going to kill me,” he said. But, there was playfulness in his voice.

She was adorable as well as insatiable. “I can only force people who haven’t been placed in their caste yet. As soon as you drink Professional Ambrosia, I have to obey you.”

“Really?” He whispered with a grin.

She nodded. “I’ll bet you’d be mean to me.”

“Would you want me to be?”

“I told you, not if you were really mad. Play is okay, though. I want to be forced to do things.”

“Like what?”

She giggled.

“Come on tell me.”

“I want… you to put me on my hands and knees, and… make me put my big butt in the air…”

“And?”

She looked at him with her big eyes. “Fuck me hard in the ass.”

He nuzzled her neck. “Have you done that yet?”

She shook her head. “Cal tried once, but I cried like a little bitch.”

“You really want me to?”

She nodded. “We all want to be used. It’s the programming - the helmet thingy. It teaches us things, like how to manipulate normal people to get what we want.” She added hurriedly, “It’s all to make you happy, of course.”

“Did it hurt you?” He was feeling protective of her despite his feelings about the whole situation.

She shrugged. “I can’t remember. All I can remember are the images in my head and the voices. There was this girl in the videos, her name was Cum Slut Cathy, and she was dressed in this white latex outfit. And, I thought she was pretty, but I mean I wasn’t a muff diver or anything. But then, she started talking to me through the helmet and all of a sudden, I was a muff diver, and it made such perfect sense to love girl cum as much as boy cum. I was so silly for not understanding that before. She’s so good at explaining things. Like how God is a lie… the old God anyway. Morpheus is real. I can’t believe I wasted all that time on a fairy tale when I could have been fucking.”

He kissed her neck. “Is that why you had sex with Gwen? Because you wanted her girl cum?”

She looked sad. “Kind of. But, I wanted you to see us because I knew it would hurt her to know you saw.”

“That wasn’t nice.”

“They’re going to punish me for it. Alex agreed for me to do it, but Gwen is going to punish me.”

“Gwen wouldn’t hurt you,” David whispered.

“It won’t be anything really bad like the lobotomizer or anything.” She was stroking him hard. “Ready to cum?”

“No.”

“Too bad.”

“Listen to me, you ditzy cunt. Stop jacking me off now!”

She jumped and turned her big doe eyes to his.

He winked and smiled before returning to scowling.

She smiled sweetly. “I don’t have to take orders from you.”

“No, but you want to, don’t you?”

She bit her lower lip and giggled. “Maybe.”

“Unbuckle my restraints.”

“No! You’ll try to get away.”

He smiled. “I’m done with that. I can’t overpower you, and I sure as hell can’t overpower him.”

“I don’t know…”

He stuck out his tongue and licked her neck. “I promise you, Jessica.”

“Jiggly Jugs Jessica,” she corrected with a smile.

“I promise, Jiggly Jugs Jessica: all I want to do is fuck your brains out,” he whispered. Did he mean that? He thought about it. He had learned a lot of things over the past hours. First, his life was never going to be the same. There was no going back. He was as much a freak as the nympho who was still steadily stroking his cock.

His cock. Almost ten inches of dick, thick with veins and heavy hanging balls. How many times had he prayed to God to make him normal? Too many times, with no result.

His cock was the second thing he had learned. Maybe he was going to hell for it, but this new god didn’t just promise, he delivered.

Jessica studied him as if she was unable to make up her mind. Then she smiled as she unbuckled the strap on his left wrist. “You better not make me regret this, or I’ll rip off that new dick and shove it up your butt.”

***

Just act natural, Sugar Tits thought as she wiggle walked into the UPS warehouse. Everything she had seemed to want to move in its own direction: tits one way, butt cheeks in the other. The building was deserted, for the most part. Most of the other drivers had clocked out an hour ago.

She passed by her reflection in a large window.

Oh, sweet Jesus, I’m a fucking freak! The words echoed through her mind. She was hearing voices in her head, and she didn’t need a crystal ball to know that voice belonged to the former owner of this body.

Angela was waking up.

“No! I’m beautiful! Look at my beautiful titties,” she whispered out loud.

She reached the time clock. Almost there, Sugar Tits thought.

Her hand touched the card.

“Rob wants to see you in his office… Holy shit! Angela? What the fuck are you wearing?” a woman’s voice asked behind her.

Sugar Tits almost screamed. She turned to see the boss’s secretary, Madison staring at her. Angela had always despised her. She was tall and brunette, hiding her watery blue eyes behind old lady black plastic glasses, even though she was only in her mid-twenties.

Everyone knew their boss, Rob, was fucking her – of course, they would still be here. She’d probably been giving him a blow job when Sugar Tits entered the warehouse.

Madison stood with her mouth open, her myopic eyes staring intently at Sugar Tits’s boobs. “Oh, my God… how?”

“I think it’s like an allergic reaction of some kind,” Sugar Tits said. Her voice came out high and little girlish. “Tell Rob I’ll talk to him tomorrow, ‘kay?” Sugar Tits grabbed the time card, punched it and then hastily shoved it into the holder.

A slow grin slowly crept across Madison’s red lips. “Rob? You gotta see this,” she called.

“Please, Madison. I just wanna go home, ‘kay?” Sugar Tits whined.

Rob came out of his office and did a double take. “Angela?”

“I… It’s an allergic reaction, I think. Lemme go home and get some Benadryl,” Sugar Tits stammered.

Rob pointed toward his office. “My office. Now!”

Sugar Tits slumped and then walked with her head down toward Rob’s office.

Madison followed along behind her.

Rob shook his head. “I’ll come and get you after I talk to Angela.”

Sugar Tits glanced behind her. The secretary looked furious and was probably having second thoughts about pointing out a latex clad sex machine to her boyfriend.

Sugar Tits stood in front of Rob’s desk as he closed the door behind them.

“I’m sorry, Rob. I didn’t mean to… I mean, I didn’t want to look like this today…”

“Jesus, Angela, what the hell? Did you make deliveries looking like that?”

Sugar Tits nodded slowly. “I’ll explain everything tomorrow, ‘kay?”

“No, we need to talk about this now.” He was talking to her, but his eyes were glued to her tits.

She could remember him doing this when she was Angela. Angela had hated how he ogled her breasts, the knowledge when she was walking away that he was staring at her ass.

She could never understand why he stared at her when he had Madison who was so much younger and prettier.

Sugar Tits didn’t wonder why. She knew she was a hot piece of ass. Any straight man who wasn’t looking at her would have to be dead.

And, this pleased her. More than pleased her, it gave her power.

She smiled. It was a cold and small smile. More of a smirk.

She unbuckled her belt and let the shirt fall open, revealing the full globes of her breasts encased in their latex sheath. “It’s okay to look, Rob.”

He shook his head as if he had dozed off for a moment. He looked into her eyes, and, if he saw the smirk, he gave no indication. “I’m… sorry. It’s just such a change.”

“I wasn’t planning it. Everything just sort of went out of control.” She ran her hands down her sides.

She could almost hear his heart beating harder.

He wanted her.

And, what did she want? Not him. Oh, it was fun to make him falter and salivate over her, but he was dull and boring. Angela was taking over her mind a neuron at a time, and she had to get out of there.

It was time to go to the farmhouse before it was too late.

“I really need to leave.”

He shook his head. “Angela, I’m sorry, but this… well, it’s unacceptable. When corporate finds out you were delivering packages like this,” he motioned toward her. “They’ll fire us all. I’m going to have to let you go.”

Let me go? Let me go? The words repeated over and over in her head. Yes! Let me go! I don’t want to be here.

But the words that came out of her mouth were not her own, they were Angela’s.

“You can’t fire me! I’ve been here almost twenty years you… you motherfucker!”

Shut up! Shut up! She screamed silently at Angela.

“We’ll send you your last paycheck. You need to leave now.” Now Rob was smirking, and that infuriated Sugar Tits.

She grinned, once again in full control of her body.

Sugar Tits undid the halter.

The latex fell away and her beautiful breasts glistened in the fluorescent lights.

Breast milk dripped from both nipples.

“What the hell?” Rob whispered.

She caressed her breasts, tugged the nipples gently, and the clear fluid spurted out.

Clear? Was it supposed to be clear? Wasn’t breast milk white? She shook her head. “My body is a mystery to me. I’m so full, it almost hurts.” She reached down and raised the hem of the latex miniskirt. “And, my clit, Jesus fuck… It throbs, almost like it was another heart pounding away in my crotch.” She closed her eyes and rubbed the erect clitoris.

She was rewarded with a gush of lube down her thighs.

Rob was breathing hard, looking from her tits to her crotch and back again as if he was unsure which to focus on.

She walked toward him. “You like the new me, don’t you, Rob?”

“You… you need to leave.” He was sweating.

She stopped a few inches from him. “Yes, you like me better now. You want me more, don’t you?”

“No…”

She reached out and took hold of his cock through the khakis he wore. It was hard and thick, longer than she had expected. She squeezed and pulled his length down the left leg of his pants. “Mmm, feels nice. I’ve had lots of nice cocks today. At least thirty.”

She stroked him, and he moaned. “Does that turn you on, Rob? To know what a slut I’ve been today? All those hard cocks, fucking me, shooting cum in my cunt, down my throat?”

He gasped, finally looking her in the eye.

“Mmm, I came so many times – even when I lost my ass cherry. God, his cock was huge.”

There was lust in his eyes now. That’s what she wanted to see. Lust. Need.

It was power – he had none and she had it all. For the first time in her life, she had power.

“You want me,” Sugar Tits whispered. “Say it.”

“I want you.”

“You want to fuck me right here, on this desk? Jam that big fucking cock down my throat, my pussy, up my ass?”

“God, yes,” he whispered. He pushed her back toward the desk.

She grabbed his shirt and spun him around. She shoved him backward against the desk.

“I knew you wanted me. But, there’s a problem…” She backed away. “I… don’t… want… you.” She smiled, showing her teeth. A predatory smile.

He looked confused. “But, I thought…”

“Oh, I want to fuck. I just don’t want to fuck you.” She reached behind her and opened the door. “Oh, Madison? Can you come here please?”

“No! Don’t!” Rob hissed.

Sugar Tits giggled. “Just watch, you’ll love it.”

She could hear Madison’s heels clicking on the hallway floor.

Sugar Tits leaned forward and drew her own left nipple into her mouth. She sucked in a mouthful of her own milk.

It tasted sweet. But, there was no discernable effect. Did drinking her own milk not work on Sugar Tits the way it did everyone else? Was she immune?

Madison appeared in the doorway. “What do you…”

Sugar Tits spun and grabbed the taller girl, dragging her forward. She mashed her lips against Madison’s.

Startled, the younger woman opened her mouth.

Sugar Tits spit her mouthful of milk down Madison’s throat.

The girl stumbled backward on her heels. “Wha… Why?” Her eyes rolled back in her head.

Sugar Tits grabbed her and supported her weight as Madison fell into her arms. “It’s okay, darling. Did you like Momma’s milk? Does it make you feel all warm inside?”

“Unnh,” Madison moaned as Sugar Tits pulled her to the small sofa in Rob’s office.

“What the fuck did you do to her?” Rob yelled. He was rushing toward them.

Sugar Tits sat down on the couch and pulled Madison down into her lap. “Oh, I did something wonderful to you, didn’t I, Madison?”

Madison opened her eyes half way and stared through her old lady glasses. “Feel… good…”

“Momma’s baby wants more, doesn’t she?” Sugar Tits whispered.

The girl was draped across her lap, her head in the crook of Sugar Tits’s right arm.

Sugar Tits lowered Madison’s mouth gently down to her right breast. She brushed the wet, hard nipple against the girl’s lips.

Madison looked confused for a moment, and then instinct took over. She latched onto the nipple and began to suckle.

“There, that’s my good girl.”

“Fuck…” Rob whispered.

“Mmm,” Sugar Tits said. “Feels so good when they nurse. Makes my cunt gush. I had two eighteen-year-old boys drinking from me earlier. One on each breast. But, I see why you like Madison. Her mouth is so soft.”

Rob adjusted his pants so his dick had more room. “What is it doing to her?”

“Making her horny. It’s an aphrodisiac.”

As if on cue, Madison eased her left hand down and reached under her own skirt. She started masturbating.

“That’s right, darling. Make it feel good. Cum all you want.”

“Jesus,” Rob whispered.

Sugar Tits smiled at him. “You too. Be comfortable.”

Rob was breathing heavy as he unbuttoned and unzipped the khakis. He dropped his boxers and a decent sized eight-inch cock sprang up.

Sugar Tits nodded in approval as he started to fuck his fist.

She gently eased Madison away from the nipple. “Time to switch sides, baby.”

Madison got slowly to her feet, her sleepy eyes focused on Sugar Tits’s enormous boobs. She tried to climb back in her lap.

“No, darling, get comfortable first. Take off your clothes.

The blouse came off first revealing a black lace B cup bra. Madison unclasped it from the front and let it fall.

Sugar Tits smiled. “Nice, pretty little breasts. Momma will make them much bigger and juicy for you.”

“What do you mean?” Rob asked.

“Quiet. Don’t disturb her.”

Madison dropped her skirt, revealing a black garter belt and stockings. She wasn’t wearing panties, and her pink shaved pussy glistened with arousal.

“My, you two did have an evening planned, didn’t you?” Sugar Tits asked.

Madison started to take off her heels.

“No, no, darling. Leave those on with the garter belt and stockings. They make you look even more naked, don’t you think so, Rob?”

Rob could only nod in agreement.

Sugar Tits welcomed the thin brunette back into her arms, and the girl descended on her left breast, gulping down the milk.

Madison had a hand in her crotch, masturbating furiously.

“Lift your leg, baby. Let Rob eat out your little cunny and get it nice and wet.”

Madison moaned and lifted her long left leg.

Rob hesitated.

“Suck, boy,” Sugar Tits said.

Without a word, Rob dropped to his knees and crawled to them. He started to lick and kiss Madison’s pussy.

“That’s it. Eat her out good, Rob. Make her cum – and don’t neglect her asshole. Get her used to being penetrated.”

Now Rob was moaning as he serviced his mistress.

It didn’t take long before Madison erupted in her first orgasm.

“Did you ever make her cum before?” Sugar Tits asked. “I’ll bet not. You’re too selfish.”

Rob looked up as if to protest.

Sugar Tits stopped him. “Keep licking. I want her nice and wet when you fuck her.”

Madison screamed with her next orgasm.

“That’s right,” Sugar Tits laughed. Rob had moved on from her cunt and clit and was tongue fucking her butt.

Sugar Tits stroked the girl’s black hair. “Fuck her, Rob. Fuck her hard.”

Rob stood up, he turned and looked back at his desk.

“What?” Sugar Tits asked.

“I need a rubber.”

“No! No more condoms for this girl. She’s bareback from now on.”

“But, she might get pregnant…” Rob looked at her with pleading eyes.

Sugar Tits almost laughed. She had him, he was as much in her power as Madison. She was almost drunk from the domination. “Good. Be a man, Rob, if you know how to be. Fuck a baby into this little whore. Breed her little cunt.”

Rob winced. And, then he knelt back down, and slowly fed his thick cock into her tight pussy.

Madison started to moan with her mouth full of nipple and milk.

“Pound her, Rob. Don’t make love to her. Fuck her. Breed her.”

Rob pounded hard into her pussy.

His balls slapped against her mound with each hard stroke.

Sugar Tits pried the girl away from her nipple. “Eat me out, bitch. Put your tongue in my pussy and suck.”

She didn’t protest. Madison’s eyes were glassy as she kissed her way down. She kissed Sugar Tits’s clit and licked at her labia.

“Unnh, that’s not enough. Stick your tongue in me, whore.”

“Oh, my God,” Rob whispered and he pounded the girl harder.

Madison obeyed, reaching in with her tongue and gulping down what came out of the pussy she made love to.

Sugar Tits threw back her head and laughed. “Think about it, Rob.” She twined her fingers in Madison’s hair and pulled her deeper into her cunt. “She’s swallowing cum from dozens of men right now. Does that turn you on? I made your girlfriend a fucking whore in fifteen minutes.”

“Jesus!” Rob yelled and he pounded Madison even harder.

“That’s right! Make a baby in her. Do it now, Rob!”

“Fuck! Oh, fuck! Madison… I’m sorry… I can’t stop!” He circled his fingers around her waist and held her against him.

Sugar Tits could tell he was filling her with jizz.

“Good boy. Now, stay in there until you stop leaking. I want our girl properly bred.” She tilted Madison’s chin up. “You hear that, my sweet girl.? You’re going to have a baby. Rob just made a bastard in you.”

Madison smiled dreamily.

Sugar Tits put her foot against Rob’s shoulder and shoved him away.

Cum splattered on the floor as it dribbled out of Madison’s well used pussy.

Rob fell on his ass as Sugar Tits gathered Madison back into her arms. “You’ll never touch her again, Rob.”

“What??” He asked from the floor.

“You’ll never touch her again.” She snuggled Madison close. “She was drugged, and you took advantage of her – that’s what I’m going to tell the police.”

Rob stared at her in disbelief. “Who the fuck do you think you are?”

“She’s mine. I’m taking her away from you. And, if you call the cops, if you say one fucking word, I’ll make sure they lock you up for rape.”

“You think I’ll let you blackmail me?” He was trying to get to his feet as Sugar Tits stood Madison up on her rubbery legs.

Sugar Tits picked up her discarded UPS shirt and wrapped it around Madison as a dress. She fastened it with her “A Little Pussy Never Hurt Anybody” belt.

“Blackmail? No, Rob, I’m not going to blackmail you. I’m leaving, we’re both leaving. You’ll never see us again – unless you try to tell the police. I can manipulate her, Rob. You saw that. They’ll put you away.”

“Please… I love her,” Rob whispered. He was on his knees.

Sugar Tits adjusted her latex skirt and refastened her halter. She led Madison to the door. “Please? Don’t make me laugh. She was your side piece. You’ll have another before the end of the month.”

Madison held her hand as Sugar Tits led her down the hall and into the parking lot.

***

David held Jessica in his arms. It was awkward. In the ridiculous heels, she was a head taller, and the balloon breasts made her an armful. She bent her knees, allowing him to enfold her. She gave him a contented smile.

She was beautiful. Not that she hadn’t always been attractive, but she was different. Before, her face had always held a look of coldness and sadness – even before her husband, David’s brother Cal, had disappeared.

Jiggly Jugs Jessica was the opposite. She looked young without a care in the world. Mischief sparkled in her eyes as she stroked his cock.

“This is a lot to process, huh?” She whispered. “I mean, I just taught ya how to fuck and now I want you to rape my ass.”

David groaned. Her touch was expert, and her voice and words seemed scripted. She knew precisely what to say and how to say it in order to turn him on even more.

He smiled at her. “I think I’m learning…”

“Mmm, yes, you are. Time for your next lesson, brother dear.” She turned around and knelt on the floor, her shapely back to him. Her tits were so big they were wider than her back. “What am I, David?”

“What?”

She leaned forward, her hands sliding along the cold floor of the basement. Her tits flattened out as she laid her cheek on the stone.

Her ass was spread open, exposing her pierced pussy and asshole. The gold ring, the ring Cal had slipped on her finger on their wedding day, glinted in her perineum.

“What am I, David? Tell me what I am.”

“The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

She giggled. “Sweet. There is so much good in you. I want to change that, David. I want you be dominant. See me for what I am: I’m your cum dump. I’m just here for you to use… and abuse, David.”

“Jessica, I don’t…”

“I know. You care for me. It’s sweet, but it’s not real. It’s an illusion like your God, David. I’m built to be fucked. I’m meant to be used. That’s what my god made me for… he’s your god too now, David.” She was rotating her hips slowly.

David was panting. Girl lube was dripping from her swollen pussy.

She reached back and coated her fingers with her juice.

Then she massaged it firmly into her asshole. The middle finger of her left hand eased past her pucker, disappearing to the first knuckle, then the second.

She pulled it out, and then slowly eased her middle and index fingers in together.

“Slut,” David whispered.

She moaned. “More, David.” Her ring finger joined the other two.

“Fucking slut.”

She giggled. “That’s right. More, David.” Her little finger now. She had four fingers raping her tight, pink hole.

David was stroking his long, thick cock. “You’re a fucking whore, Jessica. I want to ass fuck you until you scream.” He couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth. He had never cursed.

“Rape my ass. Breed me, David. Breed me like your brother never could.”

He yanked her hand out of her ass. She was gaping, and he pushed the head of his dick in before it could close. “Goddamn, you are fucking tight.”

He grabbed her waist and shoved in, felt his thick balls slap against her hot cunt.

“Yes!” She screamed.

“Fucking whore! I should have known you were nothing but a slut.”

“I would have been your slut, David. You could have fucked this ass anytime you wanted it…”

“Shut up, bitch!” He slapped her ass and she yelped. “I couldn’t have fucked your whore ass before.” He pulled his length back until only his head remained within her ring of muscle.

And, then he brutally thrust forward. He wanted to hurt her, tear her in half. “But, with this fucking cock I have now? I’m going to make up for lost time.”

“Unnh,” Jessica moaned.

David pounded her as her tight ass milked him.

“Bitch! Slut! Goddamned whore!” He screamed profanities as he rode her ass hard.

She smiled under the onslaught, digging her strong fingertips into the stone floor.

“Cumming! Goddamn it! I’m cumming!” He held her ass tight against him.

She laughed as she felt her hole filling with his cum.

His dick throbbed as it pumped.

He was panting. The pumping stopped and he slid his still hard dick out of her ass. Her gape was wide, and he laughed as a stream of cum poured out of her ass like a waterfall splashing over her moist cunt lips.

She turned around and sat on her knees. “See? What am I, David.”

“Goddamned demon slut.” He stood up. Grasping the root of his dick, he smeared the dripping cockhead across her soft red lips. “Clean me, cunt.”

She opened her mouth wide and swallowed him to the balls.

“Good slut. Make me hard. I want your ass again, bitch.”

***

Gwen stood on the basement stairs and watched David ass fuck his sister-in-law. He had used her, taken out his anger on Jessica’s ass.

Gwen rubbed her clit frantically. She needed to cum.

A strong hand pulled her diddling fingers away from her snatch.

Alex’s fingers found her clit and rubbed.

“Please, God, Alex. Stop teasing me. I need to be fucked.” She leaned back against him, feeling his hard cock against her thighs. The fingers of his other hand found her pussy. He probed her cherry.

Gwen whined.

“Come with me,” Alex whispered.

She whined as he pulled her fingers away and took her hand. She resisted. What would this be? More teasing? More oral sex? She couldn’t take it anymore.

“Gwen. It’s time.”

She drew in a breath.

He smiled at her and nodded.

She let herself be led up the stairs as, on the floor below, David drove his cock up Jessica’s ass for the second time.

***

Sugar Tits could see the SUV. She held Madison’s hand tight. Just a little farther, she thought.

Angela was in her head, growing stronger, making every movement a challenge.

“Please, no, Angela,” she whispered to herself.

Angela’s words were like thunder in her head. Incoherent screams mostly.

Suddenly, Sugar Tits couldn’t move.

“No! I’m so close. Please,” Sugar Tits whined.

***

Angela had control of her body. She let go of Madison’s hand as if it were infected with leprosy.

The police! She had to get the police. She fumbled in her purse, trying to find her phone.

“Wha… what happened?” Madison whispered. She rocked on her heels.

A car door opened beside them.

The boy! No!

Donny grabbed her, snatched the phone out of her hand and shoved it into his jeans pocket. He locked a pair of handcuffs around her wrists.

“What are you doing?!” Angela hissed.

“What you told me to do.” He pushed her into the passenger side door. Angela struggled, but the boy was too strong. Another click, and a second pair of handcuffs had locked the first pair to the door’s arm rest.

She yanked against it as Donny closed the door.

Moans came from the back seat.

Kimiko and Melanie were locked in a 69, contentedly eating each other out.

She yanked hard on the arm rest, but it wouldn’t budge.

Angela watched as Donny regarded Madison with a puzzled expression.

Finally, he shook his head and hoisted the thin brunette onto his shoulder.

He stood outside the SUV, as if he were unsure whether to put her in the backseat with Melanie and Kimiko.

Finally, he opened the driver’s side door and tossed her in beside Angela.

Madison looked at her with sleepy eyes. “Angela… I feel funny.”

“Kick him, Madison. Kick him out of the truck. He’s kidnapping us!”

Madison turned and weakly kicked at Donny.

Angela screamed as Donny took Madison’s ankle and gently pushed her toward the passenger side.

“Scream all you want. There hasn’t been anybody else in the lot in a half hour.” Donny said as he shut the door and put the truck in gear.

“This is kidnapping! They’ll put you away for years, you stupid prick.”

“Yeah, well, they’ll put me away anyway if I stop now. This is all your fault.”

“I… I was drugged. I’ll tell them you were an unwilling accomplice. Just, please don’t take me to the farmhouse.”

“Sorry, Angela. I kind of like Sugar Tits.” He pulled onto the highway and they left the UPS depot behind them.

Angela began screaming again.

***

Alex sat across from Gwen at the kitchen table. He held her hands. “It’s come down to this, darling.” He brushed a lock of her blonde hair out of her eyes. “I promised you I would let you go if you wanted…”

She kissed his hand. “I don’t, Alex. I want to be with you…”

He smiled. “I want that too. But, you have to hear me.”

She nodded and rubbed his fingers against her cheek.

“Option 1: I let you go…”

“No.”

“Listen to me. I let you go. And, you can take David with you. Go back to your life. Live it, for as long as the Church takes to subdue the world. You might have years, decades maybe.”

“No, Alex. I don’t want him.”

“Your God…”

“Is a lie. My God is a lie. I belong to you, and to your god.”

He smiled at her. “Then there are two options left. One, I make you a street whore like Jessica. I promise you an eternity of pleasure – things you can’t even imagine yet.”

She frowned. “I want to be yours. I don’t want to be used by anybody other than you…”

He smiled and shook his head. “You will be mine. I will own you and take care of you. But, you will serve anyone who wants you. When I make you like Jessica, you’ll understand.”

“But, I love you. Can’t you see that?”

“And, I love you. And, I will be with you forever, no matter what. Trust me, you’ll like what I make you into – you’ll be happy, just like Jessica.”

She stood up and shook her head. “You said you wanted a partner, an equal. You said you wanted me to be that for you. I don’t want to be a mindless whore.”

He nodded and stepped around behind her. He placed his strong hands on her shoulders and eased her back into the chair. “Then, there’s the third option.”

He set a glass bottle beside her on the table. The contents were liquid black. “There is a subclass of whores, above a street whore, same level as a whoremaster like myself. We call them perverters. Some people call them white witches.”

Gwen ran her finger down the side of the bottle.

“You’ll look like a street whore, but you’ll be dressed in white latex. You won’t be a brainless airhead like Jessica. You’ll keep your IQ… and, you’ll be more than you are now.”

“More?”

He kissed her neck. “You’ll have psychic powers. You’ll be able to read the minds of people who haven’t been assigned a caste – normal people. I can do it a little. I can influence women… a little. You saw that earlier. But, you’ll be able to do more. Everything that was done to Jessica with the needles, you can do with just your mind. You can turn women into whores, men into demented perverts. And, it will be permanent. You can empty out someone’s mind and replace it with something darker. Form them into whatever you want. Change memories, build whole personalities.”

She picked up the bottle.

“Together, we will abduct and convert people by the dozens.”

Gwen licked her lips. “And, we’ll be together forever. Husband and wife?”

“We don’t use those words. But, yes, we’ll be together.”

“And, all I do is drink it?” She twisted the lid.

He put his hand over hers and stopped her. “Wait. You have to know. When you drink it, you’ll be joined to the Church and to Morpheus. They’re dark, twisted. You’ll become something… evil.”

Her lip trembled. “If this is the only way? Then this is what I want.”

He took his hand away and she opened the bottle.

Gwen drank it down before he could stop her again

***

I’m in trouble, Donny thought. The beautiful brunette beside him was beginning to come out of her titty milk fog.

And, he had no more handcuffs.

Sugar Tits, now Angela again, was screaming and cursing in the passenger side with Madison squeezed between them.

He was still an hour from this farmhouse.

“They’re going to lock you up, and I hope some guy makes you his bitch, you sick fuck!” Angela screamed.

There were gags, ball gags, in the toy box, and he really wished he had put one on Angela.

“Where am I?” Madison asked groggily. She would be screaming too in a minute, only without cuffs, she’d probably be punching and scratching as well.

“Snap out of it, Madison! He’s kidnapping us!” Angela yelled.

“Madison, remember how good the milk tasted?” Donny asked.

“No! Madison, snap out of it. For the love of God!”

“Madison, look at that beautiful rack on Angela. All you have to do is pull down her rubber slut dress, and you can drink all you want.”

“You motherfucker!” Angela screamed.

Madison licked her lips. “Jus’ a little, Angela. Please?” She was leaning over.

“No! Madison! You stupid bitch!”

But, Madison was already hooking her fingers in the latex sheath.

Angela started sobbing. “No, please, Madison. Don’t. We need to fight or he’ll take us to the farmhouse. Oh, Madison, please…”

Madison smiled as Angela’s wet left breast popped out.

“Oh, God, no…”

Madison latched on, her beautiful red lips drawing the hard nipple into her mouth.

She suckled.

“M… Madison… no…” Angela whispered as her eyes went glassy, her body betraying her, the hormones taking over.

Donny sighed in relief. He reached down with his right hand and stroked Madison’s bare thigh.

She cooed and spread her legs, giving him access to her cunt.

***

Gwen writhed on the kitchen table, throwing her head from side to side and biting down on the rubber gag Alex had managed to get in her mouth.

She was seizing. Her entire body going rigid. She was biting down on the gag so hard, Alex feared she would bite it in two.

He hadn’t been quick enough to stop her from downing the entire bottle at once.

It was supposed to be sipped slowly over a half hour.

***

Gwen was in a dream, at least she thought it was a dream. Her mouth hurt – her whole body felt like it was on fire. She felt as if she were flying, but all she could see was pitch blackness.

A point of light appeared in the distance, and it grew till it filled her view.

She was in a large room with a stone floor. She couldn’t see it all, but Gwen had the notion the room was immense, like a cavern.

A tall woman wearing a rubber nun’s habit stood in the middle of the light. She was tall and built similarly to Gwen’s new body with massive breasts encased in black latex. A silver pentagram dangled from her neck. Two gurneys were on either side of her.

A man lay on the gurney to her right. He was strapped down naked, and he strained against the bonds, screaming.

To the nun’s left, a woman lay naked. Around her were the torn remnants of a wedding dress. She had her head thrown back moaning as a whoremaster like Alex drove his huge cock into her stretched pussy.

The nun leaned down to the screaming man. “Be still. Can’t you see your new bride has forgotten you? You will never be able to satisfy her again. She is claimed by the new Satan, the living god Morpheus.” The nun tilted her head and smiled at him. “But, don’t despair, we have a place even for you.” She held up a lobotomizer.

Gwen gasped as nun drove it into the man’s eye socket and pulled the trigger.

He went limp on the gurney as his ruined bride screamed out, not with horror, but a strong orgasm.

The nun looked up suddenly, staring directly into Gwen’s eyes.

There was no white part to the nun’s eyes, they were liquid pools of black.

The nun smiled. “Hello, my child. Not all white witches leave their own bodies to travel. You are strong. Bathe yourself in the darkness. Let it fill you…”

Gwen felt herself pulled away. The light receded. She was flying again.

Another place. She could hear the ocean, feel the sea breeze. Another nun, but this one had removed her habit, revealing short black hair. Her head was between the long creamy thighs of a woman in white latex – a white witch. The brunette had her head thrown back, moaning as the nun brought her to climax.

The brunette saw Gwen standing over them. The white witch smiled and nodded toward the nun between her thighs. “They think they are the masters and we are the servants.” She stroked the nun’s cropped hair. “They are wrong.”

“What did you say, my love?” The nun asked.

“Nothing, darling. Don’t stop.” The nun smiled at her and returned to eating her out.

The brunette smiled up at Gwen and nodded.

Gwen was pulled again.

She was on a beach. The sun was rising.

A man sat naked in the sand. He was tall and built like Alex.

But, his erection that rose up from his groin was even larger. He held out his hand. “Hello, Gwen.”

“You know my name?” Gwen whispered. She took his hand and knelt beside him.

“Very few come to me. I usually visit my white witches in dreams. It’s not often one comes to me. Do you know who I am?”

She tried to look into his eyes, but she couldn’t. Something kept her from it. “You’re Morpheus.”

“Yes.”

“You are my god.”

He laughed. “Is that what I am? I suppose. And, what are you?”

“Your… servant?”

He nodded. “You will be that. But, you are still frightened. Let me fix that.” He reached up with his other hand and touched her forehead.

***

Gwen opened her eyes and gasped on the kitchen table.

Alex backed away. “Gwen?”

She mumbled against the gag, and Alex gently unbuckled it.

“I went away. I saw things…”

Alex stared at her and gasped.

“What’s wrong?”

“For a minute there, your eyes… they were black like a mother superior’s.”

She blinked. “Does that always happen?”

Alex laughed and shook his head. “I don’t know, I’ve never made a perverter before.”

She smiled. “Oh, Alex, I saw things.” She threw her arms around his neck. “I watched a nun lobotomize a man.”

“I’m sorry…”

“No, Alex, don’t be sorry. She gave him purpose…” What was she saying? The man had been lobotomized, and she was… happy. No, excited. She smiled at Alex. “And, I watched a whoremaster fuck the man’s wife, take her for the Church.”

“How did that make you feel?”

She threw her head back and laughed. “I wanted to be her! And, I wanted to be him. I wanted to be the nun! The suffering was… beautiful.”

She touched her forehead. “It’s in me. The evil. I can feel it. And, I love it…”

Gwen grabbed his neck and pulled him down on top of her. “Fuck me, Alex. Take my cherry. It’s time, oh, goddamn it is time!”

He smiled down at her and kissed his way down her beautiful body.

She pulled him back up her body. “No! Fuck me!”

Alex smiled and reached down. He grabbed the base of his cock and maneuvered the head toward her dripping cunt.

She laughed. “Now! Do it now!”

He rocked his hips forward slowly.

Gwen felt her lips part for the enormous head. It hurt, but she didn’t care. She wanted him to stretch her till she broke.

Alex groaned and inched forward more.

She felt the barrier stretch tight. “Fuck me, Alex. Open me!”

Her cherry broke. She felt more wetness leaking down her thighs and knew that part of that was her maidenhead blood.

Eight inches of his length slid into her virgin pussy.

“God! Fuck! Yes!” She wrapped her strong legs around him and pulled him deeper. She was stretched open, his thick cock splitting her.

“More. Give me more. I need it, Alex,” she whined.

She felt him pushing against something deep inside.

“As deep as I can go, for now. I’ll fix you after this first fuck.”

She whined with her lips against his neck. “Need more.”

“Shh, you’re going to miss the best part.”

“Huh?”

He pulled out, leaving only his head inside.

And, then he pistoned forward, driving his cock hard into her cervix.

Fucking! I’m fucking! Gwen thought as her body convulsed in a mini-orgasm.

He pounded away at her.

“Fuck me! Motherfucker!”

He placed his mouth over hers and breathed into her mouth, synchronizing their breathing as he drove into her.

She came, feeling her cunt clamp down on Alex’s cock.

He stopped thrusting and raised up, pushing his cock head hard against her cervix.

She felt his cum spurt inside her, filling her.

And, the world exploded. There was a loud hum in her ears and she came again, even harder.

Still, Alex was pumping cum into her. It overfilled her. She felt it dripping onto her ass as his cock throbbed.

Her eyes rolled back in her head. “Love you,” she mumbled as yet another orgasm rocked her.

He smiled down at her as her body convulsed. “Yes, my love. I love you too. Always.”

She opened her eyes and looked up.

He gasped.

She knew her eyes had turned black again.

Neither she nor Alex cared.


Chapter 11

“Does it bother you?” Jessica asked.

David shook his head, but he wouldn’t look at her.

They were sitting on the stone floor of the basement.

For the last hour, they had listened to Gwen’s screams from the floor above. Alex was fucking her so hard the kitchen table was moving across the floor.

Gwen’s screams were a litany of crude sexual terms that David was going to need a dictionary to completely understand.

The exact meaning of the words wasn’t important – the message was that his chaste fiancé was now an experienced and enthusiastic fuck.

One word that David understood without translation was ‘Love’. Gwen would say it over and over as the table moved across the floor above.

She was lost to him.

Jessica took his hand. “Well, brother-in-law, if it’s any consolation, you are an excellent fuck.”

He laughed and squeezed her hand. “So are you, Jiggly Jugs.”

“I married the wrong brother,” she whispered and snuggled closer.

He kissed her forehead. “I don’t think you would have enjoyed a husband with a one-inch dick.”

“Three quarters of an inch. I measured it.”

“Gee, thanks for your honesty…”

She bounced enthusiastically. “No, no! That’s okay. Totally bi, I love clitties. We coulda scissored and sixty-nined. Strap-ons would’ve been lots of fun…”

“For you maybe…”

She giggled. “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

David stared at the ceiling. “They’ve been quiet for a long time now.”

“Weird, ‘cause a whoremaster can pound a cunt for days if he wants.”

“Good information.”

She laughed. “I’m sorry. It’s true. I wish he would fuck me. I want to be owned.”

David kissed her face. “Maybe I’ll buy you or whatever you do?”

She shook her head. “Nope. Whoremasters own whores. That’s the law. And, your dick is too small to make a whoremaster.”

He looked down at the thick cock that now lay on his left thigh. “Too small?”

“You’ve seen him. His is at least sixteen inches. That’s a real man.”

David laughed and shook his head.  

Jessica leaned her head on his shoulder. “I wish you were a whoremaster too. I’d be a good slut.”

“Are you kidding? You’d be the best slut ever.”

She giggled and snuggled even closer.

The door to the basement opened.

Jessica stood up.

Alex came down the steps, his long cock standing half erect. He was smiling.

“Come, Jessica. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

She walked to the stairs and stared up. “Fuck,” she whispered.

David joined Jessica at the bottom of the stairs.

Something that had once been Gwen stood at the top.

She’s younger, he thought. Her eyes sparkled.

She was wearing a white latex miniskirt and matching halter. A gleaming silver pentagram brooch held the halter closed at her neck.

White latex boots stretched from her toes to mid-thigh.

She was smiling, but there was nothing friendly about the expression.

She was staring intently at Jessica as she descended the stairs.

Jessica took a step back. “White witch,” she whispered.

“What?” David whispered.

“She said, ‘white witch’, didn’t you Jessica?” Gwen said.

“Don’t hurt me,” Jessica whined.

Gwen shifted her gaze to David.

Something in his head… moved. Shifted. It was like fingers in his brain.

Still smiling, she raised the hem of her skirt. “David, honey, the engagement is over.” She looked down at her bare crotch. “As you can see, Alex found a better use for my engagement ring.”

The simple gold band with its diamond now pierced her swollen clit.

David swallowed.

She looked back at Jessica. “Oh, you’re so afraid, aren’t you?” She seemed genuinely concerned. “Now you know how I felt when you almost gave me too much titty grow. I would have been left a vegetable by that much growth formula…”

“I… I didn’t know, Gwen. I would never hurt you.”

“Lie to me again, slut,” she said. “I dare you.” She still smiled, her voice was calm, soothing.

Jessica squeezed her eyes shut and sobbed.

“Jessica?” David whispered.

“Hurts,” Jessica moaned. “Please, stop.” Abruptly, Jessica threw her head back and screamed. Her juices squirted down her thighs as her body tensed in a powerful orgasm.

Gwen laughed. “Is that better, dear?”

David caught Jessica in his arms as she collapsed. “Gwen! Stop it!”

And, suddenly he orgasmed, shooting streams of cum against Jessica’s thighs. Gwen, it was Gwen, she reached into his head and made him cum..

“I could make you cum literally until you died, David. You don’t give me orders.” Gwen glared at him, her thoughts in his brain. “I could stop your heart, turn you gay, make you a slave to a million different perversions.”

David shook his head and pulled Jessica with him as he backed away. “Please, Gwen. Please stop. This isn’t you.”

“It is her, David,” Alex said as he leaned against the stair rail. He ran his fingers up Gwen’s side and she shivered in delight. “Power corrupts.”

Gwen bit her lower lip and giggled. “Mmm, corruption. I loved the corruption part. Morpheus touched my mind, David. It was beautiful. You have no idea the things I’ve seen.”

She stepped toward them and Jessica cringed deeper into David’s arms. He tried to pull her behind him.

“No, David.” Gwen pointed at him. “You can’t move… or talk. I don’t want to hear you for a while.”

David was paralyzed. He couldn’t do anything but breathe and stare straight ahead.

“Gwen. Please. Don’t.” Jessica pleaded.

“Mmm, stand still, Jiggly Jugs.” Gwen whispered as she caressed Jessica’s face.

David felt Jessica go rigid in his arms.

Alex looked amused.

“Can I hurt her?” Gwen asked.

“Nothing permanent. She’s valuable property,” Alex said as he idly stroked his cock.

Gwen chewed her thumbnail. “Hmm. Can I make these melons of hers bigger? Maybe six times bigger than mine?”

Alex laughed. “She won’t be able to walk. Be more subtle. Internal changes are always satisfying.”

Gwen smiled. “Now, there’s a thought. Her gaze intensified and Jessica squeaked with fright.”

“Pleathe, Gwen. I’ll be good from now on.” Jessica said and shook her head. “What’th happening? Why am talking tho funny?”

Gwen laughed out loud and Alex shook his head.

“A lisp? Seriously? She sounds ridiculous,” Alex said.

“A lithp? You made me lithp? Everybody will laugh,” Jessica whined.

Gwen couldn’t stop laughing. “Stop bitching, you silly cunt. I could have done a lot worse if I wanted.”

“I don’t thee how,” Jessica said with a pout.

“Well, I could have made you dumb… like this.” Gwen gazed at her again.

Jessica’s whole body shook. Her eyes glazed over. “Wha… what happened?”

“You just lost about twenty IQ points. Not that you were a rocket scientist before,” Gwen said.

“David? I feel funny.”

Gwen shook her head. “No. Still too smart. Here’s twenty more gone.” She looked at Jessica with a look of pure evil.

Jessica wobbled on her feet. “Gwen. Thtop. I can’t think thtraight.”

“All you really need to remember is cock and pussy. A good whore only has thoughts about fucking, right Jessica?” Gwen asked.

Jessica giggled. “I like cock and puthy, I like them lotth.”

“Mmm,” Gwen said as she leaned forward and tongue kissed Jessica.  

The dumb brunette enthusiastically returned her kiss, sucking Gwen’s tongue deep into her mouth.

Gwen pulled away and smiled. “You’ll need help crossing the road, but you’re still a great fuck.”

***

Jessica’s head bobbed up and down as she contentedly gave David head. There were no more conversations with her, not like a few hours before. She was an appliance now, just a cock sucking, fuck toy.

David should have been disturbed by the mental lobotomy Gwen had performed, but he knew he was just as sick and twisted as the others. He was happily using his sister-in-law as a cum dump.

The fact he couldn’t feel revulsion at what had been done to her troubled him. He had a feeling this might have been some sort of mental conditioning Gwen had forced on him when she was in his head.

But, maybe it wasn’t and that worried him more.

He groaned as he unloaded a torrent of cum into Jessica’s throat.

She guzzled it down and licked his tip as she released him. “Fuck, good cummy. Cummy ith yummy!” Jessica rolled onto her back and stretched like a cat. She licked a drop of cum from her lower lip and giggled as it went down. She rolled onto her stomach and smiled at him. “Again? Want my atth?”

He stared at her, uncomprehending for a moment before realizing she had asked if he wanted her ass.  He shook his head. “Maybe later, Jessica.” 

She pouted and raised her ass in the air. “Empty!”

“Play with yourself,” David said.

She grinned like that was a great idea. She reached back with her right hand, arched her back and slipped four fingers into her asshole.

“Jesus,” David whispered.

Jessica giggled. “I didn’t know I could fitht mythelf…” Her thumb joined the four fingers, and her hole stretched, admitting her whole fist. She cried out as she began a vigorous fist fuck.

***

Gwen watched from the stairs. Alex was on top of her, stretching her cunt with his fence post of a dick. Upstairs, after he broke her cherry and filled her full of cum, he had used the cervix dilator and sealed her womb with the liquid rubber prophylactic.

Now he was embedded past her cervix, pushing deep into her sterile womb.

Sterile. She would never have children. She was built for endless fucking now. Deep inside her, she felt a pang of regret.

But, that was deeper even than Hard Fucking Alex’s cock that was pushing almost to her chest.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around him, digging in her heels.

She felt him tense and flood her with cum. “Yes, my love. Fill me up,” she whispered as he pulled himself even deeper.

Love. And, she did love him. He was her world now.

Together, they were going to corrupt the world, and that thought brought on her own orgasm.

Alex collapsed onto her as she screamed in delight.

He rolled onto his back, pulling her with him till she straddled his still hard length. She smiled down at him, pussy still convulsing.

“You’re more than I ever could have imagined,” he said.

“I never thought my honeymoon would be like this,” she whispered as she collapsed on his chest.

“Happy?”

She laughed. “Happy, excited, depraved, perverted. Feelings I never would have thought possible.” She kissed his lips. “You freed me. My life would have been nothing if you hadn’t taken me.” She smiled wickedly at him. “Now, what perverted games can we play? I want to experiment. Let’s abduct somebody and do something blasphemous.”

Alex laughed and wiped a lock of hair out of her eye. “My soulmate.”

“Demonic soulmate. Satan’s whore. Hell’s favorite slut…”

He threw his head back and laughed. “My, you have a high opinion of yourself, don’t you?”

She grinned and squeezed her cunt muscles. “Tell me I’m not the best fuck of your life?”

He groaned and thrust up deeper. “Minx. You know you are.”

She kissed his chest.

He lifted her up and looked in her eyes. “Unfortunately, we’ll have to continue this honeymoon in Havana. We’ve lost our UPS driver somewhere in upstate New York. She’s probably telling the police everything that we did to her, and they’re trying to listen to what she’s saying while staring at her big rack.”

“I’m sorry about that, Alex. I was confused…”

He kissed her forehead. “Shh, it’s all right. Not your fault. You were just hanging on to your old life. Everything’s going to be all right. A car will come to take us to the airport in the morning – except Jessica, she’ll go by ship. Too hard to get a dumb slut like her through security.”

“Oh, really? And, how am I going to get through security with these super-sized jugs not causing a commotion?”  She thrust out her beautiful breasts.

He shrugged. “Yes, but you have enough composure not to proposition everybody in the terminal on your way to the gate. It’s okay. It’ll be like an ocean cruise for her. She can fuck in the hold for a week on her way to port.”

“I feel bad for doing all that to her. I mean, I still care for her in a way.”

“Oh, she’ll be fine. She’ll adapt to the low IQ, and somebody will take ownership of her.”

Gwen giggled. “True. She is hot, even with the stupid lisp.”

Alex slapped her ass. “Yeah, that was a little over the top, darling.”

She bit her lower lip. “I know. Can I undo that?”

“You can undo anything you want, witch. Except for the IQ lowering – you can take it out, but you can’t put it back.”

“I like her dumb. I just want to undo the lisp. I want people to find her adorable, not annoying.”

“Mmm,” Alex said as he kissed her. “You’re a natural at this whole sex slave business.”

She giggled. “I do have a head for business.” She wiggled against him. “And, a body for fucking.”

He took hold of her waist and pistoned into her. “Very true.”

Upstairs the doorbell rang.

“Fuck!” Gwen hissed. “The police?”

Alex shook his head. “No. Too soon. The local police are owned by the Church. They’ll warn us before outside cops head for the house.”

***

Alex went to the door after putting on his overalls. In the time that took, the doorbell rang another three times.

He opened the door to find a teenage boy standing on the porch with a look of panic in his eyes.

“You’re the one who turned her into a slut, right?” the boy asked. He seemed to shrink as he stared at Alex. Alex stood a foot taller and had at least a hundred pounds on the youth.

“Sorry, kid, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Sugar Tits! You made her into a slut, gave her enormous boobs…”

“Sugar Tits? Son, I don’t know who you’re talking about.”

“Angela, goddamn it! The UPS driver,” he turned and pointed at the small SUV sitting in the driveway.

Angela pounded on the passenger side window and screamed.

Alex pushed past the boy. “Where did you find her?”

The boy raced along beside him. “That’s a long story. Before she went ape shit, she begged me to bring her here.”

Inside the SUV, Angela was screaming and trying to pull free of the handcuffs attached to her wrist. Tears poured down her face as she looked at Alex.

“Let me go! Please! I won’t tell! I won’t tell anybody! Just, please let me go…”

Alex tried to take in the scene within the car.

Angela sat in the passenger side in cuffs. She was wearing a latex top with her now enormous tits exposed.

A beautiful brunette lying across the front seat, only a few years older than the boy, was nursing at Angela’s left breast and furiously frigged herself with one hand.”

In the back, an Asian girl was locked in a 69 with a tall woman. The Asian girl raised her head, smiled at him sleepily, and stuck out her tongue. Then she thrust her head back down, driving her long tongue into the tall woman’s asshole.

“Holy fuck,” Alex said. “You called her Sugar Tits?”

“Yeah, It’s like a split personality or something. Only, Angela’s back now, and she’s pissed as fuck, man.”

Alex nodded. “Of course. I should have known that might happen.”

“What might happen?” Gwen said.

Alex and the boy turned at the sound of her voice.

She had followed him out.

She stood in the moonlight in her white latex outfit. She towered over the boy, who was staring intently at her massive breasts.

Gwen smiled down at him and ran a finger down his cheek. “He’s pretty. Can I keep him?”

Alex laughed. The boy’s pants were tenting out in the front as he stared mesmerized at the sex goddess in front of him.

“Maybe. Tired of me already?”

Gwen giggled and the boy swayed on his feet. “Of course not, I just want to play with him… maybe make a few alterations.”

“Later, darling. As you can see, we have some complications.” He motioned toward the car.

Gwen left the boy staring transfixed at thin air and joined Alex by the SUV. “Mmm, that all looks delicious.”

He kissed the back of her neck and she reached behind and rubbed his hardon through the overalls.

She leaned her head back. “What did you mean by: you should have known…?”

“Angela. She was sexually repressed, but the kind of woman who turns into a nymphomaniac in bed. She had a split personality – a sexual persona she probably didn’t even know she had.”

Gwen smiled. “Ooo, two sluts in one body. Kinky.”

“Not quite. One… obviously very slutty girl and one terrified prude, from the look of it.”

“What do we do?”

“Destroy the prude, keep the whore.”

She smiled at him. “How do we do that?”

“I could take her to the basement and put the helmet on her…” He said and looked at her expectantly.

She laughed. “Or, I can get inside her head.” She nodded. “Kind of like a reverse exorcism? I’m going to put the devil slut back in the driver’s seat?”

“Exactly, my love.”

Gwen bit her lower lip. “Oh, let me at that beautiful redhead.”

***

Donny carried the moaning brunette over his shoulder and down into the basement. Another slut was downstairs giving some guy head. A tattoo on her back announced her name as Jiggly Jugs Jessica.

The man stared at him in confusion.

Yeah, I’m just as confused as you are, man, Donny thought. What the fuck was he doing? He had gone from being a victim of Sugar Tits to being a willing accomplice to abduction and worse. He was going to jail and, most likely, hell after that.

But, there was that old saying: in for a penny, in for a pound. His fate was tied to these people now, whether he liked it or not.

Bullshit, he thought. You do like it.

He stood the naked brunette up against a steel post in the basement. There were manacles hanging from a high hook, and Donny locked them in place around the girl’s supple wrists.

He was face to face with her, and she abruptly leaned forward and kissed him. Her tongue slid into his mouth and brought with it a little of Sugar Tits’s breast milk.

Fuck, Donny thought. His cock went rock hard and he rubbed it through his jeans. Then he grabbed the brunette’s waist and dry humped her thigh.

“You should lose the pants. Just get in the way around here, stud.” Gwen laughed as she descended the stairs with Kimiko naked in her arms. She carried her as if she weighed nothing.

She pushed Kimiko up against another steel post and secured her with manacles.

Donny was breathing hard as he broke the kiss with the brunette. “What’s your name?” he whispered to the sleepy girl.

“Hard. Cock. Please fuck me.” She tried in vain to lower her hips and rub his hard on against her cunt.

He took her pretty face in his hands. “No, your name? What’s your name?”

“Madison,” she whispered and then licked his lips with her pink tongue.

“Play with her, boy. She needs to cum. I can feel her frustration all the way over here,” Gwen said as she took a step back and admired Kimiko’s thin little body.

“No,” Donny said as he took a step back. “She’s drugged. It isn’t right.”

Madison groaned in need.

Gwen laughed. “Such a gentleman. You need an attitude adjustment.” She smiled wickedly at him and waved her fingers at him.

He shrank back. It felt like there were ants crawling inside his skull.

Gwen giggled. “Maybe, I should just…”

“You motherfucking son of a bitch!” Melanie screamed as Alex carried her down the steps.

She was swinging and kicking.

Alex held her by the throat with one hand. She dangled two feet in the air as she flailed and cursed. “Enough. You’re going to harm yourself. I can’t fix a broken neck.”

“I’ll break your fucking neck. Fuck that, I’ll rip off your fucking dick, you cocksucker!”

Alex laughed and shook his head as another right hook missed him by a foot.

Her strong right leg lashed out and kicked him in the ribs, but he didn’t even wince.

Donny watched the giant carry the giantess to a post and yank her arm up.

Melanie screamed.

“See? I told you that you were going to get hurt.” He locked the manacle around her wrist and then grabbed the other arm.

“When I get out of here…”

“I know, I know, you’re going to rip off my cock and strangle me with it. You need new material.”

She kicked up between his legs and connected with his crotch.

Her eyes opened wide in astonishment.

Alex laughed. “Yes, slut. All that fighting just made me hard.”

Gwen wrapped her arms around him from behind. “Are you going to keep this one for us? I think maybe you have a thing for amazons… Wonder Woman fan? Xena, maybe?”

Alex laughed and turned around. He gathered Gwen in his arms. “You realize we’ll most likely have to lobotomize all of them, right?”

Donny shook his head. “What? What the fuck does that mean?”

Gwen held up her finger without looking at him. “Quiet, boy. The adults are talking.”

Donny tried to speak. He couldn’t make a sound.

Gwen leaned close and whispered to Alex. “Not the boy, right? We don’t have to lobotomize him, do we?”

“Well, I can tell you he isn’t going into my coven. I don’t swing that way.”

“You know, this whole coven thing is sexist as fuck. What about my needs?” She whined.

Alex groaned as Melanie kicked him in the back. He rolled his eyes and stepped away with Gwen in his arms. “No, I’m not going to lobotomize him.” He spoke up. “Did you hear me, boy? I’m not going to lobotomize you.”

Gwen stared at him expectantly, and then laughed. “You can talk now, kid.”

“My fucking name is Donny. Not boy and not kid.”

Gwen giggled and arched her eyebrows at Alex. “Feisty. See, I want him.”

“We’ll see.” He turned to Donny. “You did a great service to the Church of Morpheus today… Donny. We’re in your debt, and we are very generous. You’re a made man.”

Donny shook his head. “What he fuck does that mean? Wait… Morpheus? You mean that weird shit going on in Cuba?”

Gwen laughed and put her arms around Alex’s neck. “Oh, sweetie, you have no idea.”

Alex smiled and let his hand travel down to her latex clad ass.

He spanked her. “Enough. We’ve still got Angela slash Sugar Tits to attend to. Think you can handle getting her out of the car?”

“Sounds like fun,” Gwen said. She wiggled out of his grasp. She looked over her shoulder as she walked to the stairs. “By the way, that spanking made me wet. Is that something they implanted in my mind?”

“No, slut. I think that was innate.”

She giggled and turned to Donny. “Come on, baby. Help me get Angela out of the truck. Oh, and I might need you to spank me on the way.”

***

Home! I’m home! Sugar Tits screamed inside Angela’s mind.

“Shut up! Shut up you fucking whore!” Angela said out loud.

They had left her shackled in the SUV as they carried off the other girls. God only knows what they were doing to them.

“Nasty shit. Wonderful, nasty shit,” Sugar Tits whispered.

“Goddamn you! Get out of my fucking head!”

Tittering laughter in her head.

She was going insane.

The blonde amazon in white latex came out of the house with Donny in tow.

Angela yanked in vain on the handcuffs.

The driver’s side door opened and the huge breasted woman slid in beside her.

“Shh, Angela, it’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you,” the woman said.

Angela sobbed uncontrollably. She could feel something strange in her head. It tickled.

The woman took her free hand. “Angela, sweetheart, do you remember me?”

She shook her head.

The woman squeezed her hand. “I’m Gwen. I helped you earlier. Saved you, actually. Alex wanted to lobotomize you, and I made him stop. Remember?”

She stared at the woman through her tear-filled eyes. “Gwen? You… Oh, God, you did this to me. You gave me shots. Oh, please no…” Angela tried to pull her hand away.

Gwen held fast. “Yes, darling, I did. But, I did it to save you.” She looked in the back at the box of sex toys and lingerie. “You’ve had quite a day, haven’t you?”

“You made me a whore. I let men… they gangbanged me. I seduced a bunch of eighteen-year-olds. Oh, God, I kidnapped a co-worker.” She returned to sobbing.

Gwen scooted across the seat and put her arm around the redhead. “Shh. It’s okay, Angela. Everything is going to be okay.”

Angela laid her head on Gwen’s shoulder and cried.

She heard a click and the handcuff fell off her wrist.

Gwen held up the key and smiled. “See? I just want to help you.”

Donny opened the passenger side door and Gwen nudged her into his arms.

“Please, let me go,” she whispered.

Donny frowned. “Sugar… Angela, I can’t. This is what you wanted…”

Sugar? Sugar Tits! She went into a rage. She swung hard with her left hand and Donny was lifted off his feet.

He flew backwards about six feet and landed on his ass, dazed.

Angela stared in disbelief at her left fist. She was strong, ridiculously strong. She took a step forward to run.

“No,” Gwen said. “No more fighting. No more running.”

Angela froze in mid step.

She felt Gwen’s hands on her waist. There was a tingling feeling in her head. “It’s too late to fight, too late to run. You belong to us, Angela. We love you.”

Angela collapsed back into Gwen’s arms.

Gwen cooed and whispered into her ear. Then she looked at Donny. “Are you okay?”

Donny shook his head. “She almost broke my jaw.”

“Be thankful she doesn’t understand exactly how strong she is, or she might have torn your head off.” Gwen motioned behind her. “Bring her toy box.”

***

Angela lay on the couch with her head on Gwen’s lap.

Gwen stroked Angela’s hair. “So pretty. I like redheads. I’m not sure if they put that in my brain when they filled it or if that has always been a preference.”

Gwen had stripped her before bringing her to the couch.

Angela was embarrassed. She was lying naked in a woman’s arms, a woman who was holding her against her will.

And, she was calm. Almost happy. She snuggled closer, unable to control herself.

Gwen laughed and leaned down, heavy latex encased bosom rubbing against the side of Angela’s head. She kissed the top of Angela’s head. “I’m inside your head, sweetie. Can you feel me? I’m sifting through your mind, watching your memories unfold like movies. I feel so close to you. It’s like being inside your soul.”

“Please, stop.” Angela whispered, but it was only half-hearted. She was as weak as a kitten in Gwen’s arms.

“Shh.” Gwen unclasped the pentagram that held her halter closed and the blonde’s enormous breasts bobbed free. There were piercings on the dark, thick nipples.

Gwen smiled as she unclamped her left piercing.

Milk dribbled onto Angela’s cheek. “No. Not that. I don’t want…”

“Ambrosia? Of course, you want my ambrosia. You can’t control yourself.”

“Immune,” Angela whined.

“Immune?” Gwen laughed. “Only to your own ambrosia, darling. Not to mine.”

Gwen coaxed her dripping nipple into Angela’s mouth.

She tried to spit it out, but the tingling in her head intensified. Her mouth opened involuntarily and ambrosia flowed into her.

Her pussy, that seemed perpetually wet before the ambrosia, now felt like it was on fire. She came, hard, squirting a stream of girl juice onto the couch. Her own nipples sprayed a stream of ambrosia onto Gwen’s firm stomach.

Gwen laughed. “Mmm, fuck, it feels so good to be nursed. Mothers of newborns must cum constantly.”

Angela’s mind drifted as the muscles in her mouth and jaw regressed to infancy. She nursed, drawing in the sweet liquid and swallowing it.

Gwen cooed and nudged Angela’s thighs apart.

Angela whimpered as Gwen guided Angela’s right hand down her body.

Angela let go of Gwen’s nipple and Ambrosia leaked onto her cheek. “No! No, I don’t want to do that.”

“What? Masturbate? You know you need to, Angela. Stop fighting. You know I’m going to win. You’ll love it. As a matter of fact…” She leaned forward and reached into the toy box from Stallion’s. She held up a thick brown rubber dildo – the Whoremaster XL Angela had literally sold her body for at Stallion’s.

Angela whimpered.

“We made these – the Church. They are infused with pheromones. The same pheromones in ambrosia. You couldn’t control yourself when you saw it, could you? You could smell it. It activated your sex drive, put it into overdrive.”

Pheromones? Her brain was getting cloudy. Yes. Pheromones – that’s what turned her into a whore.

Gwen rubbed the head of the dildo against Angela’s lips and she opened her mouth.

“Good slut. Show me what a good cocksucker you are.”

Angela smiled around the girth of the rubber phallus. She liked it when Gwen talked. And, she was a good cocksucker. Sugar Tits was a fantastic cocksucker!

Angela screamed and tried to dislodge the huge dildo from her throat.

Gwen was smirking at her.

Sugar Tits was taking control again. She could feel it.

“That’s right. You understand what I’m doing now, don’t you?” She began to stroke the Whoremaster XL in and out of Angela’s throat. “Angela, this body is too much for you now. Sugar Tits is very special – she deserves this sex machine you’ve been made into. I mean, it’s not like I’m killing you…”

Angela whined as Gwen pulled the dildo out of her throat. She held it up and nodded as long strings of saliva dripped from the rubber. “There. Nice and lubed up for your little whore pussy.”

Angela screamed as her thighs spread wide without her control.

“That’s right, baby. Push that prude bitch out of your house.”

There was no pretext. Gwen drove the dildo deep into Angela’s cunt. She felt like it was pushing into her guts.

Her hips began to buck against it. With horror, she realized her body wasn’t trying to dislodge the invader – she was fucking it.

Gwen laughed. “Mmm, feels good doesn’t it?”

Sugar Tits laughed inside Angela’s head. So long, bitch.

“N… No! Please! For the love of God, don’t.”

Gwen kissed her mouth. “There is no God, slut. Only Morpheus. Now cum!”

Angela thrashed her head left and right.

The room was filled with people.

Alex, Donny, and a third man she hadn’t seen were standing beside her jacking off, their cocks pointed at her face.

A tall girl in black latex was rubbing her own pussy, a diamond ring pierced her clit and she tugged it as she masturbated.

“Go ahead and fight, Angela. You’re going to cum, and, when you do? Angela dies. You’ll go away forever and Sugar Tits will be free.”

“Unnh, please!” Her body was out of her control. She felt her orgasm building.

“Let it happen,” Donny whispered.

Gwen whispered in her ear. “Oh, and just so you know, there’s no heaven waiting for you. Just darkness and oblivion.”

She drove the dildo in and held it.

Angela screamed out as her orgasm hit. Girl juice sprayed out of her. Her nipples erupted with ambrosia.

And, then? Nothing.

***

Donny and David unloaded thick sprays of cum on Angela’s face.

Alex pushed his cock into Gwen’s mouth and unloaded a torrent down her throat. She gulped and swallowed, being careful not to drip any onto Angela. A single drop would bind her to Alex.

She swallowed hard and licked her lips as he pulled out. “Delicious, darling.”

Alex smiled and stepped back.

Donny and David were quickly growing hard again.

Gwen smiled down at Angela. Her cum covered face was expressionless. Her eyes were glassy.

And, then Angela smiled and laughed. She ran her fingers over her cheeks and transferred the cum into her mouth. “Mmm, so fucking good!”

“Sugar Tits?” Gwen asked as she stroked the redhead’s hair.

Sugar Tits nodded.

Gwen kissed her full on the lips and licked up the mixture of cum.

She looked up.

Jessica looked like she was going to cry.

Gwen smiled and held out her hand. “Come here, Jessica.”

“I’m thorry, Gwen. Pleathe, can you not be mad at me anymore?” Tears flowed down her cheeks.

“Shh. Come here and kiss our new sister.”

Jessica smiled and dove on Sugar Tits, smothering her cum soaked face with kisses.

Gwen stroked their hair and cooed softly to them both.

***

Jessica knelt on the floor. Gwen stood above her, legs spread.

The others had gone downstairs, except Sugar Tits who had fallen asleep almost immediately after cumming.

Jessica looked up.

“Eyes down, Jessica. Only look at me when I say you can.”

“Yeth, Gwen.”

“No. Not Gwen,” Gwen said sternly. “We’re not equals, not anymore. You may call me mistress.”

Jessica burst into tears. “I can’t.”

Gwen grabbed her by her hair. “Stupid bitch! When I give you a command…”

“But I can’t thay mithtreth.”

Gwen froze and then started laughing uncontrollably. She knelt down in front of Jessica and began kissing her tears away. “Oh, Jessica.” She fought to stop laughing.

Jessica collapsed forward and sobbed against Gwen’s bosom.

“There, there. It’s okay now. I’m sorry I was cross with you.”

“I’ll call you mithtreth if you want, even if they laugh at me. I love you, Gwen.”

“Shh, you’re my good girl now, aren’t you?”

Jessica sniffed and rocked back on her heels. She looked at the floor. “Yeth, Mithtreth. I’ll be your good girl from now on.”

Gwen shook her head and put her index finger against Jessica’s lips. “No, darling. Say it again.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jessica gasped. She looked up in shock. “I don’t lisp anymore! You fixed me! I love you, Mistress.” She tried to hug Gwen’s neck.

Gwen gave her a stern look and pushed her away. “Eyes down!”

Jessica giggled and looked down. “Sorry, Mistress. But, Mistress made me so happy.”

Gwen stood up and rubbed Jessica’s hair. “I know, pet. Just remember your place.” She pulled Jessica’s face against her crotch.

Jessica licked and sucked Gwen’s cunt, taking the ring in her teeth and tugging gently.

“Mmm, that’s right. You do know how to be my good girl, don’t you?”

Jessica giggled and mumbled ‘Yes, Mistress’ as she lapped up Gwen’s juices.

Gwen pushed her away. I own her, she thought. She could make Jessica do anything she wanted. The power of that thought coursed through her.

Gwen turned around and bent over. “Show Mistress how much you love her, Jessica.”

Jessica eagerly spread Gwen’s cheeks and pushed her tongue deep inside her Mistress’s ass.

Gwen sighed, enjoying her slave’s devotion.

“Enough,” she said. “We need to finish Sugar Tits.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jessica said as she got to her feet.

“Go downstairs and get back in uniform, Nurse Jiggly Jugs.”

Jessica smiled from ear to ear, and then stopped. “But, Mistress, I’m not smart enough to be a nurse now.” Her lips dropped into a pout.

Gwen rolled her eyes and touched Jessica’s temple. “There. You know how to give shots again. You’re still a dumb fuck bunny, but I’ll help you with the math.”

Jessica squealed with delight and curtsied.

Gwen laughed again. “Be a good girl and hurry up. If you’re especially good, I’ll teach you to use your rectal thermometer again.”

Jessica squealed again and bounded toward the basement steps.

She almost ran into Alex, who scooped her into his arms.

“Listen, Alex, no more lisp!”

Alex smiled and kissed her cheek. “Did you thank Gwen for being nice to you?”

“You mean mistress. I’m not allowed to call her anything else. And, yes, I ate out her pussy and asshole.”

Alex kissed her forehead.

“Jiggly Jugs! Move!” Gwen scolded.

“I gotta go!” Jessica wiggled out of his arms and headed for the steps.

Alex swatted her ass and she yelped.

Gwen burst out laughing after Jessica ran down the steps.

Alex grinned. “’Mistress’, huh?”

She walked to him, her hips rotating seductively. “She needed discipline. Jessica’s my pet now.”

“Hmm,” Alex said as he pulled Gwen against him. “Don’t get attached. She’s still getting on a ship in a few hours. The house is getting crowded.”

Gwen winked at him. “Maybe you should call me mistress too.” She probed his mind, found a solid wall.

He wound his fingers in her short blonde hair and pulled her head back.

She gasped as he kissed her. “Who owns whom?”

“You own me, Master.”

“Much better.” He let go of her hair.

She mashed her lips against his and he pushed his tongue down her throat.

She loved him, whether it was Alex or Master, it didn’t matter. They were joined.

He broke the kiss and stared at her adoringly. He swatted her ass. “We have work to do.”

“Something nasty, I hope.”

“I called the Church.”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me, we have to lobotomize them all.”

Alex shook his head. “No. They’re intrigued. Sugar Tits brought in three whores without even being indoctrinated. They’ve left it all up to me.”

“We’re keeping them?”

“No, we’re not, but I want to hear exactly how she managed all this, and then we’ll decide what to do with them.”

Gwen grinned. “But, no lobotomizer?”

“No, darling, no lobotomizer.”

***

Sugar Tits lay on the couch with her head in Gwen’s lap. “And, that’s what happened.”

Alex sat on the floor beside them. “So, this Ray helped you?”

“Oh, he’s super sweet. He gave me all those toys and pretty clothes, and a big wad of cash just for fucking those guys. Fuck, I told him I’d have done it for free.”

Alex rubbed his chin. “And, Stallion’s is just a few miles from Ithaca?”

“Yep.” She caressed and nuzzled Gwen’s latex encased tits.

Gwen smiled at Alex. “What are you thinking?”

“Ithaca College. Filled with coeds. Stallion’s could become a… conversion station.”

Gwen gasped. “You mean like that place under the church in Havana?”

“Yes. Smaller of course, but we could turn dozens every month.”

“Mmm, sexy little coeds? I could pervert them. Oh, Alex, we could play all sorts of naughty games.”

Alex smiled. “For that many, you’ll need help.”

Gwen bit her lower lip and looked down at the gorgeous redhead on her lap. “She brought us three hot sluts without even being a white witch…”

“Imagine what she could do when she is a white witch?” Alex asked as he reached out and stroked Sugar Tits’s taut buttocks.

Sugar Tits looked up. “What’s a white witch?”

***

Being a slave was a lot of hurry up and wait, Jessica thought. She stood by the gurney in her latex nurse outfit and tapped her foot. Alex and Gwen had been upstairs with Sugar Tits for hours.

Donny and David were both sitting on the floor beside her, exhausted.

Jessica had quickly gotten bored waiting to be a nurse, so she had decided to play with them.

She compared their cocks, jacking them both to the point of cumming, and leaving them with aching balls.

She couldn’t use a ruler any more, but she decided David’s was slightly longer while Donny’s was slightly thicker.

Then she wondered which one’s cum tasted better, which meant she had to give them both blowjobs, which turned into multiple blowjobs because she couldn’t decide.

Finally, there was the question: if she fucked them both at the same time, which one got her pussy and which one got her ass? She had to try both ways, of course.

She finally decided David felt great in her cunt, because he could go deeper, while Donny could stretch her little pucker like a motherfucker.

It had been bliss, but in the end, both lovers had begged her to let them rest.

Plus, Melanie wouldn’t shut up. She had taken to praying loudly in between calling them every possible nasty name.

The other two shackled girls drifted in and out of consciousness. She thought about going and waking one of them to play with her when she heard the door above the stairs open.

Jessica wiggled with excitement. She had laid out the tools: syringes and bottles of each formula. She was ready no matter what they needed.

Alex came down the stairs, followed by Gwen, followed by… aww, fuck.

Sugar Tits was dressed in the white latex outfit of a perverter.

“Damn it, everybody gets to be a white witch but me,” she grumbled.

Gwen grinned at her. “Eyes down, no complaining, slut.”

Jessica looked at her toes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now, Sugar Tits needs some growth formula. Legs and ass.”

Sugar Tits frowned and turned sideways. She lifted her latex skirt displaying her firm ass. “Bigger? I spent my life trying to make it smaller.”

Gwen looked thoughtful for a moment. “Hmm. It is a pretty amazing ass.” She cupped one of the redhead’s cheek. “Alex?”

He cupped the other side. “I like a nice fat ass…”

“I think we all know you do,” Gwen whispered and arched her back.

“But, this one feels nice,” Alex said with a smile.

Gwen kissed her lightly. “I suppose we’ll keep you as you are on that.”

“But, I want to be real fucking tall,” Sugar Tits said.

“We can get you to 5’10”, but that’s all. Beyond that, your bones will be too weak,” Alex said as he led her to the gurney. “Nurse Jiggly Jugs, two syringes with eight CCs each.”

Jessica looked sheepish.

Gwen shook her head. “I’ll help you. We don’t want any mistakes.” She picked up the bottle and Jessica watched her draw the formula.

Alex helped Sugar Tits lie down. “Now, I’ll be honest, this will hurt.” He looked up at Jessica. “Half a syringe in the thigh, half in the calf.”

Jessica nodded. “Yes, Alex.”

He rubbed Sugar Tits’s hair and then took her hand. “After that we’ll open your uterus and seal you.”

Gwen walked away as Sugar Tits whimpered with the first shot.

***

Melanie yanked on her chains and tried to get close enough to bite Gwen as she passed by.

“So violent. Don’t you know we’re trying to do nice things for you?” Gwen said sweetly.

“Go to hell, succubus,” Melanie spat.

“Succubus? Me?” Gwen laughed. She narrowed her eyes. “Cunt, you have no idea.”

Melanie shivered. “The Lord is my shepherd…”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Oh, please. I was singing the same tune yesterday. God isn’t here. You’re wasting your breath.” She stared at the chain around Melanie’s neck.

A silver crucifix dangled from it.

“Catholic slut, eh?”

“Shut your whore mouth.”

Gwen smiled. “Tell me, do you worship the Father, the Son, the Holy Spirit, his Virgin Mother. Or, do you just worship the guy wearing the big pointy hat?”

Melanie struggled against the chains.

“Pathetic. But, I sympathize. I used to believe in fairy tales myself.” Gwen held out her palms and turned in a circle. “My new god, Morpheus, he built me a new body. And, then he pushed filth into my head so I knew how to use it.”

“Blaspheming demoness!” Melanie hissed.

“Stand still.”

Melanie froze.

Gwen reached out and caressed the crucifix. “Blaspheming demoness? I like that.” She grabbed the crucifix and ripped it off. The chain fell on the floor.

Gwen stared at the crucifix in her hand. “Oh, you’d think this would burn me, wouldn’t you?”

“Whore,” Melanie whispered through clenched teeth.

“Not a curse to me, dear.” Gwen turned and smiled at David and Donny on the floor by the gurney. “Oh, boys? Come here, please.”

The naked men got groggily to their feet.

“Jessica certainly wore you two out.”

They stood on either side of Gwen.

She held the crucifix in her open palm at waist level. “Now, boys, I want you to jack off into my hand. I want lots of cum, so try hard.”

“No! Don’t!” Melanie raged. “That’s blasphemy!”

“Ignorant bitch, it’s a piece of metal. And, I want it coated in cum.”

Donny was already hard and pumping his cock in his fist.

David shook his head. “Gwen… I just can’t. I’m exhausted.”

Gwen reached down with her other hand and cupped his balls. “I’ve been cruel to you, David. I am so sorry for all of it.”

He shook his head. “No. We’re both going to be better off. Our lives were a lie.”

She smiled and nodded at him. “Imagine sinking that big cock of yours in my whore pussy. Imagine raping my ass.”

His cock stirred and she smiled.

Her middle finger rubbed the space between his ball sack and his anus.

“Fuck.”

“Yes, David. Fuck. Help me fuck the God out of this whore. Coat her superstition in cum.”

He jacked himself hard.

Beside him, Donny groaned and shot a stream of cum into Gwen’s hand. “Mmm, good Donny. Very nice.”

She fingered David’s asshole. “Your turn. Cum, David.”

Her finger slid into him and he pumped cum into her hand.

Gwen laughed as the crucifix was coated. She licked her lips watching the thick cocks shoot the last of their wads. She lingered with her finger in David’s ass even as he went soft. She owned him, controlled him. Controlled them both. It was intoxicating.

David looked embarrassed, but she held him with her gaze. Dominance, and, in his eyes, submission complete and everlasting.

She pulled out her finger and wiped it on his hip. “Thank you, boys. Rest now. It will be a long night.”

The men stumbled away.

Gwen smiled up at Melanie. “Isn’t it beautiful? This is a true god, Melanie.” She held up the dripping crucifix. “Raise your right knee to your chest.”

“No!” Melanie screamed. But, her leg moved of its own volition.

“You have no will, Melanie. I can control you with a thought.” Gwen reached out and cupped her full right buttock. She rubbed the crucifix across Melanie’s cunt lips.

“No, please don’t.” Melanie whined.

“This is the power of my god, Melanie. He will fill you with lust and perversion if you will let him in.” The crucifix reached her pucker, and Gwen smiled as she slid it inside slowly. “And, if you don’t let him in willingly? He'll just rape his filth into you.”

“Aiggh!” Melanie screamed.

Gwen held up her hand to show the crucifix was gone. Only the cum remained.

“We’ll just let that crucifix be baptized in your asshole for a while. I have a use for it later. For now, though, I think it’s time you took my god’s communion.”

She held her cum covered hand to Melanie’s lips.

Melanie squeezed her lips shut.

“Open your mouth.”

Melanie’s mouth opened wide.

“This is the cum of Morpheus, the seed of Satan. Drink it and let his evil enter you.”

Melanie cried out as the cum poured onto her tongue.

Gwen cupped the woman’s chin and forced her mouth closed. “Swallow his demonic seed and give yourself to Morpheus.”

She struggled for a moment, but then swallowed.

Melanie passed out and fell forward, held up only by the chains on her wrists.

Gwen smiled and kissed the giantess’s lips. “Poor thing. You were a slave to your superstitions.”

Sugar Tits walked up beside her. “What did you do to her?”

“Just a little fun. I destroyed her faith. I had to in order to break her.” She hugged Sugar Tits. “Want to help me? I have three whores to pervert.”

Sugar Tits smiled and winced. “Okay, but those motherfucking shots hurt. I might need a minute.”


Chapter 12

Gwen lifted Madison’s chin and smiled into the beautiful dreaming face.

“What are we doing to this one?” Sugar Tits asked as she caressed the sleeping girl’s left breast.

“Hmm, certainly tall enough to make a street whore, but it seems… unimaginative.”

“Ooo, I think she would look amazing in black latex.”

“I know, but she’s so special.”

Sugar Tits looked from Madison to Donny who lay sleeping on the basement floor. “Have you noticed how much they look alike? Almost like…”

Gwen drew in a breath. “Like twins.” She smiled and giggled. “Oh, Sugar Tits I think you might be onto something.”

Sugar Tits frowned. “But, they don’t even know each other. They can’t be…”

“Oh, let me think on it for a while.” Gwen had an idea.

Sugar Tits looked at her expectantly.

Gwen giggled and pulled the redhead closer. She was growing, so now she was just slightly below Gwen’s eye level.

“I wish I knew all the things you know…” Sugar Tits said.

“It will be more fun to discover them. I made a mistake by taking my serum too fast.”

“Yes, but you actually got to meet Morpheus. All I saw was the inside of my eyelids during the convulsions.”

“We can build any personality we want into any of them, darling. They’re like clay. We can make them think anything, do anything, believe anything.” She reached down and stroked Madison’s bare pussy.

“Unnh,” Madison groaned and spread her legs wider. Her eyes were closed but she rocked her hips forward trying to pull Gwen’s fingers into her wet slit.

Gwen gasped. “Oh, she is definitely too special for a street whore.” She leaned forward and whispered in the girl’s ear. “Are you asleep? I’m not convinced. Don’t be afraid. We’re here to free you.”

Madison whined and gyrated her slim hips.

Gwen turned. Jessica was kneeling in front of David, her head bobbing, sucking his cock deep for the hundredth time this evening. “Jiggly Jugs, come here.”

Jessica pulled herself free from David’s cock. Saliva dripped off it in long, transparent strands.

He groaned and tried to pull her back.

“No, David. Jerk off on the floor like a good boy,” Jessica whispered.

David nodded at her, his eyes half closed. He wrapped his fist around his cock and began to pump.

Jessica stood up and wiggled across the room to Gwen, her eyes obediently on the floor. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Jessica, I think Madison has been feigning sleep. Truth be told, I think she’s been watching everything going on and getting horny.” Gwen smiled and slapped Madison’s gyrating ass.

Madison cried out. “Fuck… fuck me.”

Gwen laughed.

“I think you might be right, Gwen,” Sugar Tits said as she slid two fingers into Madison’s hungry cunt.

“Mmm! Oh… fuck!” Madison cried, eyes still closed tight.

“Jessica, I want you to service Madison with your mouth. Cunt and asshole. Make her cum, and don’t stop until she cums at least five times,” Gwen said.

Jessica dropped to her knees. She raised her lips to the brunette’s dripping snatch.

Jessica licked her lips as the girl’s juices dripped onto them. “Girl cummy is yummy,” Jessica whispered.

“Yes, you can have all the yummy girl cum you want, darling,” Gwen said.

Sugar Tits spread Madison’s cunt lips wide. “Here you go, baby.”

Jessica sucked the girl’s cunt lips into her mouth.

Gwen nodded in approval as she saw Jessica’s jaws moving: she was tongue fucking the brunette and gulping down her juices.

Gwen pulled Madison’s lips to her own and kissed her, pushing her tongue in deep.

The girl tasted like heaven. Oh, Sugar Tits had outdone herself with this one!

She broke the kiss.

Madison’s eyes were still tightly closed.

“Madison, you haven’t had ambrosia in hours. The effect is gone. We haven’t given you slutifier or modified you in any way. This, darling, is all you. Don’t be ashamed. You’re like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon, that’s all.”

“Unnh,” Madison groaned as she ground her wet pussy into Jessica’s attentive mouth.

“Stop pretending,” Gwen whispered.

Madison opened her eyes.

Gwen smiled. The look of lust said it all. Lust mixed with embarrassment. “No shame, my love. You are beautiful and everything you do is beautiful and right. Enjoy her. Jessica is here to please you. Use her.”

Madison looked down at the beautiful street whore who was manipulating her so expertly. She smiled and rubbed her pussy harder against the whore’s face.

Gwen kissed Madison’s cheek. “We’ll talk later, darling. I have plans for you.”

A tremor went through Madison as she came, coating Jessica with girl juice.

Gwen took Sugar Tits by the hand and led her away. “Now, we have one last cunt to pervert.”

Sugar Tits smiled. “If school had been like this, I would have paid more attention.”

***

“Cheerleader slut. Can’t you just see her wearing a little latex cheerleader outfit?” Gwen asked as she gently spread Kimiko’s thighs.

Sugar Tits nodded. “My thoughts exactly. Nice little athletic body. I can just see her shaking those pom poms and singing ‘Gimme an F-U-C-K…’.”

Gwen laughed. “Definitely.”

Sugar Tits stroked Kimiko’s cheek. “What do you think, sweetie? All girls secretly want to be cheerleaders.” She leaned close and whispered in her ear. “Only, our cheerleaders don’t wear panties, they like to show off their little shaved snatches.”

Madison cried out as she came for the third time under Jessica’s tender care.

Jessica leaned back, her face coated in juices. “I love how you taste, Madison. All the boys are gonna want you. Does that make you hot?”

“Mmm,” Madison groaned. “God, what are you people doing to me?”

Gwen smiled. “Beautiful things, darling.”

Madison smiled and strained her crotch toward Jessica. “More. Please. More.”

Jessica just smiled and leaned toward her glistening pussy.

“Jessica?” Gwen asked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Only two more orgasms, then leave Madison hanging on her chains.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“After that, take Kimiko down and wash her with depilatory. Careful of her brows, lashes, and this beautiful, thick hair. Afterward, you can leave her strapped to a gurney. We’ll start programming her first thing in the morning.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

“Now, I would like a few hours of honeymoon with my Master,” Gwen announced. She smiled at Sugar Tits. “Care to join us?”

Sugar Tits bit her lower lip. “Very tempting.” She looked down at David who was leaning against a gurney. “But, if it’s okay, I think I’ll get better acquainted with your former fiancé.”

David looked up and blinked.

“Hear that David? A white witch is going to take you to bed.” She winked at Sugar Tits. “Nothing too perverse, Sugar Tits. He’s going to be professional caste. We can’t have him so twisted he can’t function.”

“But, I can play with him, right?”

“Of course. Latex or silk obsession might be fun.”

David swallowed hard.

“Don’t be afraid, David. I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

Gwen laughed and looked over her shoulder as she walked to the stairs. “You lying slut.”

Sugar Tits held out her hand.

David took it and she helped him to his feet.

“Does that mean I can have Donny, Mistress?” Jessica asked.

Donny stirred from his sleep on the tile floor.

“Yes,” Gwen said as she climbed the stairs. “You’ve earned it.”

“Yay!” Jessica yelled as she spread Jessica’s pussy lips. “I’m gonna teach you all kinds of stuff, Donny.”

***

Kimiko hung motionless in the shackles. She had been awake for hours. She had also been watching the goings on around her, but, unlike that weird slut Madison, she was not in the least bit turned on.

If she was honest with herself, she didn’t like sex that much. Her drive, other than when she had been dosed on that whore’s breast milk, was low – almost non-existent.

But, she knew one thing from watching the fucking whores in this basement: if they started making changes to her, she would lose all her will. They would turn her into a walking sex toy.

And, she would rather be dead.

So, when the big bitch finished with Madison, she waited for her chance.

Jessica stood in front of her, huge tits heaving. “Hi, Kimiko, I’m Jessica. You awake?”

Kimiko didn’t move.

“I’m gonna get you down, ‘kay? I got to wash off all that nasty body hair and make you a smooth little slut. Boys like smooth whores.”

Donny moaned in the corner.

Jessica smiled. “Donny, honey. Go upstairs and get on the couch. I’ll be right up to start your training. We’ll start with cunt licking 101, ‘kay?”

Donny smiled and nodded. He looked exhausted as he stumbled up the stairs.

“Gee, whiz, I’m not sure Donny is gonna be able to keep up with me.” Jessica kissed Kimiko on the lips. “Now, I’m gonna get you down – no funny business, lady. I’m strong as a… fox. Um, no. A box? No…”

She reached up and unclipped the long chain of Kimiko’s shackles from the hook above her head. She lowered her gently to the floor and then turned to pull the gurney closer.

Kimiko stood up quickly, swung the shackle chain in an arc, and hit Jessica in the temple.

Blood spattered on the floor and Jessica fell forward on the tile.

“An ox. Strong as an ox, you perverted idiot,” Kimiko spat.

“Jessica?” Madison whispered. “No! What did you do?”

“Shut up, bitch!” Kimiko hissed as she ran past Madison’s pole and up the stairs.

“Jessica!” Madison screamed, finally finding her voice.

Kimiko burst through the door at the top of the stairs.

Donny looked at her, dazed as she ran into him and knocked him backwards on the floor.

She stood naked in the hallway, unsure of which way to go.

She heard the floors creak upstairs in the farmhouse.

They had heard.

She spotted the front door and ran. Kimiko grabbed the knob, twisted, and then she was in the cool night air.

She ran for dear life.

***

Donny shook his head to clear it.

Kimiko was running across the front yard.

He took off after her even as he heard the upstairs doors open.

She was fast. Donny knew she had been a track star at one point.

But, she wasn’t used to running in her bare feet.

Donny smiled.

His legs pumped as he sprinted after her, ignoring the stones and sticks under his feet.

He was gaining.

She ran up the driveway toward the main road.

Fifteen feet from the road, Donny tackled her.

“No! Donny, goddamn you! Snap out of it!”

“Shut up, slut,” Donny growled.

He rolled her onto her back.

To his amazement, he was rock hard.

“No, Donny! This isn’t you. They made you like this.”

“Yeah, Kimiko, they did. And, I fucking love it.”

He leaned down and bit her shoulder, tasting blood.

Kimiko searched with her hands in the dark.

Her fingers closed on a rock, and she used it. She swung it in her right hand and hit him hard in the back of the head.

Donny collapsed on her with a grunt and she pushed him off.

“Sorry, Donny,” she whispered as she got to her feet.

She smiled as her feet touched the warm pavement.

“Stand still, cunt,” Gwen commanded behind her.

Her feet froze as she felt invisible tendrils caress her mind.

“No! Please, God, no!”

“Turn around.”

Her body betrayed her.

Gwen stared at her with a look of pure contempt. “You would have had an eternity of happy debauchery ahead of you. You would have been content, Kimiko.”

“Please, stop!” There was something moving in her head.

Gwen pointed at her. “You have no more will. From now on, any suggestion someone makes will be your command. Now, piss yourself.”

Kimiko screamed as her urine ran down her bare thighs and splattered on the road.

Gwen wrapped her fingers in Kimiko’s hair and dragged her toward the house as Donny got shakily to his feet.

Gwen caressed his face with her free hand as they passed. “Are you okay, darling?”

“Yeah… I think so.”

She pulled him close and kissed him. “You are such a good boy, Donny. Second time this evening you’ve saved us. We will not forget.”

He nodded and followed them to the house as Kimiko sobbed.

***

“You fucking whore!” Sugar Tits cried as she slapped Kimiko. “You could have hurt him.” She returned to examining the lump on Donny’s head.

They were standing in the living room.

“Jessica?” Gwen called to the basement.

There was no answer.

Gwen exchanged a look with Alex.

The two of them ran to the stairs.

Sugar Tits watched them run. She turned to Kimiko who stood naked and shivering in the hallway. “On your knees, bitch.”

Kimiko dropped to the floor.

“You better pray she’s not hurt.”

***

Gwen heard sobbing as she reached the foot of the stairs.

Madison was sitting on the floor cradling Jessica’s head in her lap. “Oh, God,” the girl said. “I think she killed her.”

Alex knelt beside them and put his fingers on Jessica’s throat.

He sighed. “No, sweetie. She’s just unconscious.”

Alex nodded at Gwen and pointed to Jessica’s head.

Gwen closed her eyes and probed Jessica’s mind.

Gwen shook her head and laughed. “Wet dream. Just a confused mess of cocks and pussies.”

Alex chortled and caressed Madison’s tear-soaked cheek. “She’s going to be okay.”

Madison smiled and kissed Jessica’s face.

Alex reached down and scooped Jessica up. He carried her to a gurney.

Gwen stood over Madison with her hands on her hips. “Now, would you like to explain how you got loose?”

Madison turned red. “I climbed the pole. I used to be a gymnast.” She wiped away a tear. “I had to get to Jessica. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Mistress?”

“Can I call you mistress? I like it,” Madison whispered.

Gwen knelt beside her and smiled. She kissed her lips and Madison opened her mouth, accepting Gwen’s tongue. She sucked it lovingly.

Gwen stood up and held out her hand. Madison took it and Gwen led her to the stairs. “I think it’s time we had a chat.”

***

Gwen and Sugar Tits sat on either side of Madison on Alex’s bed.

Madison looked at the floor. “When Angela… I mean Sugar Tits, spit her milk in my mouth? I never felt anything like that. I know I should have been terrified, but I was so turned on. More turned on than ever.”

She looked up at Sugar Tits and smiled. “I loved it when you made me nurse you. I felt safe in your arms.”

Sugar Tits hugged her tight.

“The trip in the car was all a blur. I woke up hanging from the pipe,” she shook her head. “It was like the most intense wet dream ever.” She looked from Sugar Tits to Gwen. “That’s what I thought it was – a dream. It couldn’t be real. People don’t… love you that way. Not in the real world.”

“Oh, honey,” Sugar Tits whispered.

“I’m sorry I was such a bitch to Angela… to you. I was afraid of losing Rob.”

“Sweetie, it’s okay.”

“Please don’t send me away. I’ll do anything. You can do anything you want to me. I’ll be anything you want. I just want to belong here.”

Gwen shook her head and hugged her from the other side. “Stop it. I’m going to cry.” She tilted Madison’s face up and looked into her eyes. “You can stay with us forever. You do belong here. You’re a perverted slut just like the rest of us.”

Madison smiled and Gwen brushed the tears off Madison’s cheeks. “We’re going to do things to you. Things to make you into what we want. Would you like that?”

Lust filled Madison’s eyes. “Oh, fuck yes!” She whispered. “I’m ready. I want to be like you.”

Gwen laughed. “Not exactly like us. You have a more innocent personality than Sugar Tits and I…”

Sugar Tits giggled. “We’re evil fucking sluts. You have no idea how dark we can be.”

Madison bit her lower lip. “I can be evil.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Gwen said. “You will be. Just in a different, more stealthy way.”

Sugar Tits squeezed Madison’s hand. “And, we’re going to give you a very kinky fetish.”

Gwen smiled. “Oh, you figured out my little plan?”

“Yes, and I almost came when it suddenly dawned on me.”

Madison looked back and forth between them. “Well, don’t leave me in suspense!”

Gwen caressed her cheek. “No. It’s going to be a surprise.”

“A very good surprise,” Sugar Tits added.

Gwen shook her head. “For later. We have a very different matter to attend to first.”

***

Kimiko screamed on the gurney. This one was different. It was articulated.

Her arms and legs were strapped down independently and spread open wide.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Gwen grabbed her face and squeezed. “Lobotomy was my first choice. There’s no room in the new order for attempted murder. You could have killed her.”

“I wish I had. I wish I had burned down this house with all you fuckers in it!”

Sugar Tits glared at her as she filled syringes.

“What is that?”

“Kimiko. You like pain, don’t you?” Gwen asked.

Kimiko’s eyes glazed. “Yes. I like pain.”

Her eyes cleared and filled with horror. “What did you do to me?”

Gwen smiled and pinched Kimiko’s right nipple. “Pain is pleasure, Kimiko. Say it.”

“Pain is pleasure.” And, Oh God, it was. Gwen slowly increased the pressure. The pain flowed like an electric current straight to Kimiko’s clit. “Fuck! Oh, fuck!”

“You like this don’t you, Kimiko? Slutifier, please, Sugar Tits. Inject both ovaries.”

“B… Both… What will that…” Kimiko whined.

“You’ll have an uncontrollable sex drive, Kimiko. It will consume you. You’ll be a mindless fuck toy.”

“G… God, no!” The needle went in and she cried out… and then she was rocked by a powerful orgasm that took her breath away. The pain caused her to cum. “P…Please…”

“More? Of course, you fucking cunt. Here’s much more.”

The second needle went in and she almost passed out from the waves of pleasure.

Gwen ran her finger down Kimiko’s side. “It will start to burn inside you soon. But, before your brains start to leak out of your pussy, I want you to understand all the things that are going to happen to you. “Sugar Tits, depilatory please. I want her completely smooth.”

Sugar Tits brought a small container to the gurney.

“No, darling. We’re going to need a larger container.”

“But, she’s so small.”

“When I say I want her smooth, I mean everywhere.” She caressed Kimiko’s thick black hair and Kimiko burst into tears.

***

Empty. Empty inside. Oh, how could she stand being so empty before. “Cock. Want cock,” Kimiko groaned.

Gwen laughed. “You can still talk? Not for much longer.”

Kimiko was totally bare. Her scalp was hairless along with her brows. Even her lashes were gone. But, nothing mattered other than the burning need in her vagina… no, her pussy, her twat, her fucking nasty slut cunt. She writhed in glorious agony on the gurney. She strained against the straps.

It hurt, and, oh fuck, pain was pleasure. Her pussy throbbed.

“I don’t know how much you can understand now, Kimiko. But, I’ll try. I’ve turned you into a pain slut, a masochist. That’s really only the beginning though,” Gwen explained as she swabbed Kimiko’s eyelids with something like Vaseline.

Gwen spread the substance on Kimiko’s mouth and handed the jar to Sugar Tits. “Can you help, darling? Use a cotton swab. She needs a little inside her nostrils and her ear canals.”

Kimiko giggled. The gel was cold inside her nose and ears.

Gwen laughed. “Her IQ is dropping. The slutifier is working.” Gwen held up a large dollop of gel. “A little inside the pussy, but careful not to get any on the cunt lips.”

Kimiko squirmed as Gwen pushed the stuff deep inside her.

“And the same for her ass – I don’t want it on her anus, just inside it.”

“Harder! Fuck! Ass!” Kimiko complained as Gwen pushed it into her rectum.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fucked constantly soon.” Gwen sighed. “Now the hard part.”

Sugar Tits leaned close as Gwen pulled the hood back on Kimiko’s clit. “Lucky she has such a big clit. A tiny one would be harder to do this to.”

“What are you doing?” Sugar Tits whispered.

Gwen smiled as she put the gel on Kimiko’s pink clit with a swab. “I want it on the clit, but not on the hood.”

“But, why?”

Gwen winked and held up a clear jar of black liquid. “Something else Morpheus created. He calls it SkinTex.”

Gwen put on a pair of heavy rubber gloves. “Whatever you do, don’t get this on you.”

Sugar Tits took a step back.

Gwen opened the jar and poured the liquid on Kimiko’s stomach. She dropped the jar in the trash and stepped back.

“Holy fuck,” Sugar Tits whispered.

Kimiko screamed.

The black liquid spread out across her stomach. It crawled up her breasts and slid into her crotch.

Gwen laid her head on Sugar Tits’s shoulder. “It’s alive. Living latex bonding to her skin, becoming part of her.”

It crept up Kimiko’s neck and engulfed her face.

“See how it stops when it touches the gel? If it didn’t, it would fill her nose and mouth, go down her throat and suffocate her.”

Kimiko writhed in agony, which just made her cum.

Gwen laughed. “You like that?” The latex covered her head and continued down her back. A minute later, Kimiko was covered from head to toe in shiny black latex.

Sugar Tits was rubbing her own pussy under her mini skirt. “Fuck. She’s so goddamned hot.”

Gwen nodded and looked at the clock on the wall. “Two minutes. We can touch her now. She’s complete.”

Sugar Tits reached out and pinched the black rubber doll’s left nipple.

Kimiko shrieked and squirted girl cum across the floor.

Gwen laughed. “What’s your name?” she asked.

“Unnh. Cock. Pussy. Fuck.”

Gwen leaned close. “Your name is Sub Slut. You live to fuck. You have no other purpose. Just a stupid cum slut for anyone to use.”

“Sub Slut. Fuck.”

Gwen kissed the girl’s red lips. “There. No more, Kimiko. We won’t have any more trouble out of her.” She smiled at Sugar Tits. “I think we should accessorize. Be a dear and roll over the piercing cart.”

Sugar Tits giggled. “I think our little pain slut is going to love this.”

“Who cares? As long as we enjoy it. Hey, for the rings? Get the biggest we have. I want her to jingle when she walks.”

The sex toy that had once been Kimiko giggled along with the white witches.

***

Melanie was in hell. She lay on an altar of black stone in an immense cavern. Flames lit the interior in shades of red and orange. She could smell smoke and sulfur, and, though the distant flames looked impossibly hot, the stone she lay on was cold as ice.

God had forsaken her, if there had ever been a God.

Her body was naked, exposed as she lay on her back unable to move. Her legs were spread wide.

And, she felt… beautiful. Wanted. Lusted after.

It was so confusing. She should be utterly without hope – she had accepted blasphemous cum in her willing mouth, swallowed unholy communion. She was damned…

So, why was she so turned on? Why did her pussy leak onto the stone altar? Why were her nipples rigid and pointed toward the dark ceiling of the cavern high above?

She could hear distant voices – they laughed softly in the darkness.

“Hello?” she whispered.

Scurrying sounds surrounded her, just out of sight.

“Please. I’m frightened…”

More laughter, not sinister, not what she would have expected. Soothing, friendly.

“No fear.” A whisper nearby, many voices joined it.

“Giantess.”

“Amazon.”

“Perfect.”

“Where am I?” She whispered to the voices.

“You know. You gave yourself to him. He is pleased.”

“Morpheus? Is Morpheus…”

Tittering laughter. “No. The father of Morpheus. You pledged yourself.”

Her breath caught in her chest. “Satan?”

More laughter. “He comes! He comes to take his bride!”

Something moved in the darkness.

Melanie almost cried out as she heard the sound of heavy footsteps echo through the cavern.

She closed her eyes tight.

She could hear him, heavy breathing in the darkness.

Hot, strong hands on her ankles. “Open your eyes.”

She whined and shook her head.

“Obey your Master!” His voice echoed through the cavern.

She opened her eyes.

He was tall, immensely tall. Over eight feet with dark skin. He was naked and impossibly thick muscles made him seem like a mountain come to life.

But, he wasn’t a monster. His eyes glowed red, but his face was handsome, his hair blond. He smiled down at her.

“No, not a monster,” he said. “No horns or pointed tail, no pitchfork.”

He lowered his face between her thighs and kissed her.

“Oh… fuck,” she whispered.

His tongue slithered inside her, pushing deep, finding all the places that made her shiver.

“Aiggh!” She cried out as her body convulsed in orgasm.

He raised up, climbing over her body. “Giantess? I think not. You’re tiny in my arms.”

His lips touched hers and she kissed him, tasting her own juices. Memories of her trysts with Kimiko came flooding back. He broke the kiss.

He was reading her mind. “Not a perversion. It is normal for a woman to love other women. Your scriptures were a lie.”

She smiled at him and he nuzzled her neck.

“Do you accept me, Melanie? As your lord and master? Do you pledge yourself to me for all eternity?” He whispered in her ear.

His cock pushed against her wet pussy. The head was so big!

“I… It’s blasphemy…” she whispered. But, her resolve was gone.

He laughed. “Silly child – there is no blasphemy. Be my love and forget your superstitions. I will fill you with darkness and make you happy.”

She looked in his glowing red eyes. She was lost, but she no longer cared. “Yes, I love you! I am yours! Whatever you want, whatever you ask, for all eternity!”

He threw his head back and laughed.

His massive cock surged into her and she screamed as she gave Satan her body and soul.

***

Gwen smiled. She was kneeling behind the gurney, her hands gently massaging Melanie’s temples. She guided the dream in the woman’s mind, scripted it.

She smiled up at Alex and nodded.

He was pumping his massive dick into Melanie’s stretched cunt, wearing the biggest condom Gwen had ever seen.

“So… fucking hot,” Sugar Tits whispered as she masturbated beside them.

“Shh,” Gwen scolded with a smile.

She was pleased with their handiwork.

Melanie bore little resemblance to the woman they had started with.

The woman on the gurney was tall, in heels she would stand almost seven and a half feet. Her body rippled with muscles – courtesy of a modified version of the serum that turned normal men into whoremasters. She was lean, and her rock-hard abs flexed as Alex stretched her modified cunt.

Melanie’s skin was a shade of rusty red, and her hair was thick and black.

Her breasts were firm towers of perfection, the nipples long and thick and jet black.

She screamed out in ecstasy and arched her back. “Ave Satanas!” She screamed at the top of her lungs. Her voice was a deep bass.

Alex pulled his cock free and backed away out of sight.

“Open your eyes,” Gwen whispered.

Melanie’s eyes snapped open.

The soft green eyes she had before were gone. Now they were pools of inky black.

“Tell me your name,” Gwen asked as she kissed her cheek.

“I am the succubus Demonica, beloved of Satan, servant of Morpheus,” she said in her powerful voice.

“Fuck,” Sugar Tits squeaked as she came and squirted on the tile floor.

“Welcome, sister Demonica,” Gwen said.

“Ave Satanas,” Demonica said with a smile on her black lips.

“Mmm, Ave Satanas,” Gwen repeated.

***

Sugar Tits and Alex pulled Gwen aside.

Demonica sat up on the gurney and smiled as she ran her hands down her body.

“Does she really think she’s a demon?” Sugar Tits asked.

“Of course, she thinks it. And, it’s true for all intents and purposes…”

“I require clothing,” Demonica announced as she stood up.

“Ooo, are you sure. I think I like you naked,” Sugar Tits said. She bit her fingernail and stared at the perfect demonic body.

Gwen nodded and pointed at Alex. His cock was standing straight up and dripping precum. “I believe Alex approves as well.”

Alex laughed and kissed Gwen’s cheek. “You amaze me, Gwen.”

“I will look more naked with the right clothing,” Demonica announced.

Gwen smiled. “Check the closet on the back wall to the left. I think that’s where the leather is stored.”

Demonica turned and walked to the closet, the muscles in her amazing ass flexing the whole way.

Gwen bit her lower lip. “Goddamn… I did outdo myself, didn’t I?”

“What do you call the kind of whore you made her?” Sugar Tits asked.

“Succubus Dominatrix.”

“I like that… a lot.”

Demonica emerged from the closet a few minutes later.

Black leather thigh boots made her even taller than before. She wore a leather camisole with a thong back to show off her beautiful ass and cut down to her crotch to show off the big, firm breasts that threatened to break out of their encasement.

But, what made Gwen gasp was the huge strapon that hung from her waist. She had chosen a rubber horse dildo, at least eighteen inches long with a thick disk-shaped head.

Kimiko writhed on the floor near the closet door, rubbing her heavily pierced pussy and moaning.

Demonica reached down and caressed her latex covered face. “What a beautiful slave – may I have it, Mistress Gwen?”

“You like Sub Slut?”

“I want to hurt it.” Demonica breathed.

Gwen smirked. “Then by all means, consider her yours.”

Demonica smiled and picked up the petite sex toy. “Sub Slut, you are my property now.”

Kimiko, now Sub Slut, writhed and moaned.

Demonica laughed and bent Sub Slut over a gurney.

Without any pretext, she jammed the horse cock dildo deep into the sex toy’s ass and began fucking her.

Sub Slut screamed and impaled herself on the dildo, her piercings jingling with each thrust.

Alex, Gwen, and Sugar Tits simply stared in disbelief.

“What the fuck do we do with them?” Sugar Tits whispered.

Alex smiled. “All arranged.”   


Chapter 13

Alex, Sugar Tits, and Gwen sat at the kitchen table. Donny and Madison stood side by side in front of the table.

Gwen insisted they both be naked when they talked to them. She wondered again at how similar they looked.

Even though he had to be exhausted, Donny’s big cock was half erect. Being that close to Madison was having a wonderful effect on him.

“Donny, you’ve proven your worth to the Church. They’ve taken quite an interest in you,” Alex said.

Donny shook his head. “I’m not so sure I’d do the things I did if my head was clear.”

“You might surprise yourself,” Gwen said with a smile.

Alex nodded. “They want you to join us.”

Donny looked around the room nervously. “As what?”

Gwen smiled. “As a shemale whore, of course.”

Donny’s eyes grew wide. “Fuck no!”

Gwen burst into laughter. “I’m kidding.” She bit her lip. “Although… a pair of tits and some makeup?”

He looked at her in sheer horror.

Alex nudged her. “No. We would like to use you to… recruit new whores.”

“You mean abduct girls?” Donny asked.

Alex shook his head. “Donny, the Church is taking over the world. The people in it are property. All of us belong to the Church. You’re not abducting them – they are already owned.”

He laughed. “Interesting rationalization.”

“In return, the Church will make it worth your while,” Alex said. He nodded at Sugar Tits. “She says you can only afford community college. The Church will pay your tuition and provide room and board for Ithaca College. All expenses paid, plus a generous salary.”

Donny stared in disbelief. “All expenses paid? But, I’ll be abducting coeds for you?”

“Yes.”

Sugar Tits winked at him. “Plus, they’re gonna give you a really big dick – so you can land the cute little cheerleaders.”

Donny looked at each of them. “How big?”

“Big…” Sugar Tits said.

“Twelve inches,” Alex corrected. “That’s the limit for non-Whoremasters.”

Sugar Tits winked again and mouthed the words, “It’ll be big!”

Alex glared at her. “Also, once the Church takeover occurs, you’ll be made a Whoremaster. Until then, we’ll give you growth hormones to build your physique.”

Gwen smiled. “Nothing too crazy – you won’t look like a body builder.” She looked him up and down. “But, I’ll certainly like looking at you.”

Donny sighed. “Do I really have a choice?”

Alex shook his head. “Your other option is professional caste – we’ll ship you off to Havana and make you an accountant or a computer programmer. That’s beneath you, Donny.”

Madison touched his hand. “Take option one.”

Donny smiled at her. “Yeah, okay. Why not? I’m already going to hell. Might as well enjoy the trip.”

Gwen leaned on the table and smiled at the girl. “Madison, you are one naughty, twisted young lady. I like that.”

“Usually,” Alex said. “When someone willingly joins us, they’re taken into the Church proper, the religious caste.”

“What would I be? A nun or something?”

Gwen laughed. “A nun in a black latex habit. Eat a lot of nun pussy, take a lot of priest cock. Do nasty perverted shit in the basement of the Grand Cathedral in Havana.” Gwen nibbled her thumb nail. “Experimental, perverted shit on people as they scream.”

Gwen almost laughed out loud: Madison looked like she was considering it, and it looked to be turning her on.

“But,” Alex said. “We think you would enjoy being Donny’s partner more.”

She smiled. “You mean help recruit coeds?”

“Exactly,” Gwen said.

Madison frowned. “But, I’ve already been to college. I’m a little old…”

Gwen shook her head. “When we’re through with you, you’ll be a perpetual eighteen-year-old. And, I bet you will enjoy college much better the second time.”

Madison was beaming.

Sugar Tits shook her head. “I don’t know, Gwen. There’s just something missing from their cover stories.”

Gwen giggled. “I think you’re right. Hmm, I think we need to make some mods.”

Gwen and Sugar Tits stood up.

Sugar Tits took Donny’s hand. “Now, don’t be afraid. This won’t hurt a bit.”

Donny’s eyes went slack.

Gwen took Madison’s hand. While Donny had looked worried, Madison only looked excited. “My brave little slut,” Gwen whispered as Madison’s eyes went half shut.

“What first?” Sugar Tits asked as she stroked Donny’s temple.

“First, let’s get rid of that nasty conscience Donny is holding onto,” Gwen said.

Sugar Tits nodded.

Donny trembled as his sense of right and wrong was erased leaving him a sociopath.

Gwen smiled down at Madison. “I would do that to her, but I think she’s already there – a girl after my own heart.” She looked at Sugar Tits. “Concentrate on my words and burn them into his mind.”

Sugar Tits nodded.

Gwen licked her lips. “Donny and Madison, you’ve known each other all your lives. You share a birthday. You are twins. Donny and Maddy.”

The boy and girl began to tremble as the brain conditioning began.

“Can you remember the first time you saw each other naked as adults? How turned on you were? Oh, you fought it for so long – it was so wrong. But, one hot summer night, Donny came into Maddy’s room. You fucked, you fucked so hard.”

They began to moan, reliving memories they never actually had.

“Your parents were so mad. They kicked you out…”

Madison began to cry.

“But, the church found you and now you are free,” Gwen whispered.

Smiles crept across both of their faces.

“You love each other above all else. You are soulmates. You love everyone in the Church, but nothing compares to the love you have for each other,” Gwen whispered. Her eyes flashed. “All others are cattle, livestock to be used as you and the Church see fit. Play with them. Pervert them. Deliver them to the Church.”

Gwen nodded at Sugar Tits and they released Donny and Madison’s hands.

Gwen and Sugar Tits stepped back.

Slowly, the twins opened their eyes and stared lovingly at each other.

Gwen smiled. “No more shame. Do as you will.”

Donny grabbed Madison and put her on the kitchen table. She flung her legs open wide and Donny shoved his thick cock into his sister’s pussy.

The Whoremaster and the two Perverters nodded in approval as the couple fucked.

***

David smiled down at Jessica as she opened her eyes.

“My head hurts,” she complained. She tried to move her arms.

They were strapped to the gurney.

Her big eyes grew wider still. “Aww, shit… what’d they do to me now?”

David laughed and stroked her forehead.

“They didn’t give me a dick, did they?” she asked.

David lifted her latex skirt. “Hmm, no dick.” He rubbed her mound. “Just a very juicy pussy.”

She giggled.

David kissed her forehead. “That girl, Kimiko? She hit you in the head with her chains when your back was turned.”

“Bitch!” she growled as David undid her wrist restraints.

“Don’t worry, they took care of her,” he said as he motioned over his shoulder.

Jessica sat up slowly.

Behind David, Demonica was over a foot deep in Kimiko’s latex ass with the horse cock dildo. “Take Satan’s cock, you whore!”

Jessica’s eyes grew wider still. “Guess I missed a lot, huh?”

“Oh, yeah…”

“I didn’t even know they could do that,” Jessica whispered as David helped her to her feet. She leaned against him.

Demonica pulled the dildo from Kimiko the Sex Toy’s ass with a pop. She spun the latex submissive around and roughly jammed the dildo down her throat.

“Golly,” Jessica croaked in her bubble gum voice.

“I… don’t even understand what they did… to either of them,” David whispered.

“Me neither, and I’m a total slut.”

He hugged her close and kissed her.

Demonica held out her rust colored hand to them. Her black claws beckoned them. “Come, children of the dark lord! Partake of this cunt!”

Jessica and David looked at each other. Jessica shrugged and pulled David along. “Fuck if I know what a dark lord is, but I’ll bet this will be fun!”

***

They had dressed Madison in a white lace camisole with matching stockings – technically, it was her wedding night to her make believe twin brother after all.

The girl’s eyes were open in astonishment as Gwen guided Alex’s thick pipe of a cock into Madison’s pussy.

Gwen smiled into her lover’s eyes. “Now, you mustn’t cum. Can’t have her turning into your devoted slave… that’s my job.”

Alex smiled as he rolled his hips and slipped three more inches into Madison’s overstretched pussy.

Donny lay beside her on the bed, watching in fascination as she took the whoremaster’s cock. Meanwhile, Sugar Tits bounced contentedly on his cock. Her big breasts shook with each stroke.

“Are you jealous, Donny?” Sugar Tits asked as she ground her hips.

“N… no,” Donny answered.

Sugar Tits smiled at Gwen.

Gwen had removed jealousy from both Donny’s and Madison’s minds. Now they were just turned on to see the other enjoying sex no matter the partner – this would be important since they had to seduce their victims.

Donny suddenly strained and drove his hips into the air, impaling Sugar Tits on his dick as he came.

Sugar Tits laughed, milking his cock with her tight pussy.

A minute later she lowered her left nipple to his mouth. “Starting to get soft, baby. Mama has the cure for that.”

Donny latched on and sucked ambrosia.

Seconds later, he rolled Sugar Tits onto her back. He pulled his now rigid cock out of her pussy and drove it into her ass.

Gwen climbed on top of Madison and started licking her clit as Alex fucked the brunette. Gwen laughed as she felt Madison’s tongue explore her pussy – fucking in and out like a small cock.

“Oh, God, Alex! She’s going to make me cum!” Gwen screamed as she felt her body boil over.

Madison sucked hard on her clit.

“Me too, baby,” Alex whispered as he pulled his long cock out. He grabbed the back of Gwen’s head.

She smiled and opened her mouth, swallowing the head of his dick as he began to pump his cum with a groan.

Gwen came hard and swallowed.

Afterward, she lay in Alex’s arms on one side of the bed as Donny fucked Madison relentlessly, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm as Sugar Tits encouraged them.

***

Jessica placed Kimiko on all fours and stood over her. She reached down and parted the latex creature’s slick ass cheeks.

“Golly, even her little butt hole and pussy lips are made outta rubber now. She’s all stretchy and shit,” Jessica said.

David leaned in close as Jessica hooked her thumbs in Kimiko the Sex Toy’s asshole and spread it open.

Jessica smiled. “Go ahead, David. Fuck her ass. Don’ be gentle, she likes it to hurt, don’t you Kimiko?”

Kimiko groaned in approval.

David smiled into Jessica’s face and drove his cock deep in Kimiko’s ass.

The sex toy mewled in pleasure.

Jessica sat on the floor in front of her. “Eat my cunt, you dumb slut.”

David fucked her hard, his balls slapping against the rubber pussy lips.

Jessica rubbed Kimiko’s smooth rubber head. “Mmm, good slut. Now, don’t neglect my asshole. Suck it.”

Jessica giggled as Kimiko’s tongue licked past her sphincter.

Demonica sat in the corner praying, though they doubted it was to God.

***

When the sun rose the next morning, a stretch limousine pulled up in front of the farmhouse.

Gwen stood in the front door. She was wearing a short white dress that barely contained the impossible breasts. She could see her reflection in the glass of the door.

The face that looked back at her was perfect. Young, the makeup flawless. The eyes smoldered.

It felt like a lifetime ago she first crossed this threshold. That girl had been timid, virginal.

Now, she was neither. Her mind raced with dark thoughts. The group sex of a few hours ago had been fulfilling sexually, but she needed more.

Her body was sated, her mind was starving. She needed… to pervert. She needed to bend wills, twist the innocent into her design.

Alex’s hands touched her shoulders. “I feel it too.” He kissed her neck.

He was her love, her soulmate. “They made us like vampires, didn’t they? We thirst for…”

“Innocence to corrupt.” He completed her thought.

She drew in a breath. “Yes. We have work to do. The devil’s work.”

He laughed and kissed the back of her head. “First, we have to say goodbye to two of our creations.”

***

David looked back over his shoulder at the thing that had once been Gwen. She regarded him coldly. He turned away, and he hoped he never saw another white witch as long as he lived. Whatever had made her his Gwen was gone.

Jiggly Jugs Jessica dragged him by the hand to the limousine. She was dressed in a black latex halter and mini-skirt with long, black latex stiletto boots. The uniform of a street whore. “Come on, slowpoke! I wanna go!”

He smiled at her oversized ass bouncing in the tight rubber.

The driver was expressionless in his gray chauffeur’s suit. He opened a rear door.

Jessica dove inside and David slid in beside her.

A man in a business suit sat in the rear-facing seat. His fly was undone.

A tall blonde bimbo wearing the same back outfit as Jessica with identical breasts was energetically sucking the businessman’s long, thick cock.

“Hi!” Jessica squealed. “I’m Jiggly Jugs Jessica, and this is David!”

The man smiled at her. “Thank God, I was getting tired of this one.” He pulled the blonde off his cock.

She turned and smiled, drool ran down her cute chin. “I’m Brenda Big Boobs!”

Jessica and Brenda embraced each other and jumped up and down in the seats, their huge tits bouncing like basketballs.

David shook his head. “Jesus. Two of them.”

Jessica began tongue kissing Brenda.

“Always better when there are two,” the man said.

“Any idea where we’re heading?” David asked.

The man frowned. “Oh, new recruit, huh?” He lifted Jessica’s skirt and rubbed her big ass. “We are heading to Havana. They’ll drop us at JFK, but the girl’s will be on a ship through Port of New York.” He slapped Jessica’s ass. “Get over here, Jiggly Jugs. I want to try out your bouncy ass.”

Jessica giggled and straddled the stranger. She squeezed the base of his cock and guided it into her asshole.

The man groaned as he slid balls deep into her. “Relax, man. This is a goddamned sweet life.”

Brenda Big Boobs giggled and unzipped David’s fly.

He leaned back as she swallowed him to the nuts.

***

Ray read a porno behind the counter of Stallion’s Adult Store. He didn’t notice when the outer door opened.

He was pulling his semi-hard cock through the soft fabric of his shorts when the intercom buzzed.

He looked up at the small window above the inner door. “Put your ID in the window.”

“Geez, Ray, it’s me! Open the fucking door! Stinks out here.” A woman’s voice squeaked over the intercom.

He dropped the magazine. “Sugar Tits!?”

The redhead’s cute face appeared in the window. “Come on! Let me in!”

He pressed the door release.

The door buzzed and Sugar Tits ran in on spike heels. She was wearing a white latex halter and miniskirt with matching thigh boots. She flung herself over the counter and kissed him full on the lips, her tongue playing with his. “Hiya, Ray! Miss me?”

“I… I can’t believe you came back…”

She smiled impishly and grabbed his cock through his shorts. “Glad to see me?”

“Yeah, I’m real glad, Sugar Tits.” He looked over her shoulder. “Jesus.”

A tall blonde came through the open door. Her tits were huge, barely contained by the white cocktail dress she wore.

Behind her was a musclebound hulk of a man.

Then two college kids, a boy and a girl, came in.

Then, there was the demon and the gimp suited freak.

“Christ, Sugar Tits. You join the fucking circus?”

Sugar Tits giggled. “Naah, I’m part of a multi-national cult that’s gonna take over the world by creating a society of free sex with brain washed nymphos.”

***

“So, you wanna turn Stallions into some whore factory?” Ray asked.

Alex leaned on the counter in front of him. “That’s right. The Church will renovate – we’ll need an extensive basement with holding… rooms. Holding rooms.”

“And, lots of bondage equipment and surgical shit,” Sugar Tits added. She was sitting on the counter rubbing her latex covered tits on Ray’s stubbled cheek. “You ought to see the freaky shit we’re into, Ray.”

Ray nodded as he watched Demonica comparing some giant novelty dildos against the rubber slut’s ass. None of them would possibly fit. Would they? “Hey! That goes up a cooch, you bought it!”

Demonica hissed at him.

Ray scratched his thin gray hair. “Look, this place don’t belong to me…”

“No, it belongs to the Russian mob,” Alex said.

“How the fuck did you know that?” Ray whispered.

“Because the Church bought Stallions from them this morning. Nureyev sends his regards,” Alex said.

“Well, fuck me.”

“Oh, I will,” Sugar Tits whispered. “I’m gonna belong to you.”

“Huh? Sweetie, that’s nice and all, but remember, my equipment don’t work right. I gotta bad ticker…”

“Ray, we need you to run this place,” Alex said. “Sugar Tits will be busy with acquisitions.”

“Yeah, I’m a Perverter. I get to twist coed brains into sex toys. I can’t wait!” Sugar Tits giggled.

“We’re going to perform procedures on you, Ray. We’ll make you forty years younger, strong…”

Gwen put her elbows on the counter and smiled at him. She kind of creeped Ray out. “And, a long thick cock, Ray – bigger than you can even imagine.”

Sugar Tits nodded. “Yeah, she’s right. Whoremasters have huge cocks.”

He stared at Sugar Tits’s ample cleavage. “Fuck. Why not? Where do I sign?”

“There is one thing…” Alex said.

“I shoulda known…”

“You have to take Demonica and her submissive in addition to Sugar Tits.”

He looked at the demonic amazon and gulped.

Demonica licked her lips and winked.

Ray nodded at the two college kids. “What about the wonder twins?”

Donny pulled Madison against him. “We belong to each other, nobody else.” He stroked her ass.

Ray stared at Demonica again. “Does she bite?”

“Probably,” Gwen said.


EPILOGUE

The trees had already turned to fall colors in upstate New York. The first weekend after the start of classes at Ithaca College was busy: frat parties and a thousand other student activities to entice the Freshmen mostly.

The local newspaper had carried stories during the summer about missing Jehovah’s Witnesses and employees from a local pizza parlor who had disappeared without a trace. Those stories were forgotten now for the most part.

There was a small memorial erected near the Student Activities building for an Ithaca student named Kimiko who had disappeared from that pizza parlor. The flowers on the memorial had faded.

Dozens of groups had tables setup on campus as the students milled about. Every fraternity and sorority was represented. A tall brunette was browsing from one sorority to the next. At every table, girls smiled and greeted her, ignoring girls who were farther down in the beauty pecking order.

Madison would have her pick of sororities. She would pick the one with the most beautiful girls – much better hunting grounds.

She looked up and caught Donny’s eye from across the quad.

He was surrounded by beautiful girls, drawn in by pheromones they could smell but that didn’t register in their brains. Hunting was so much easier for him.

He smiled and winked at her.

She winked back and motioned with her eyes at a tall blonde with perfect boobs standing to his left.

He nodded and took the blonde’s hand.

The girl blushed.

Madison licked her lips.

The twins would be busy tonight.

***

“Churches in the past were all about God and virtue – outdated ideas that are no longer part of our lives,” the tall blonde bombshell said as her hypnotic eyes scanned the crowd. “The Church of Morpheus is different. We believe in a living god who does not expect you to be chaste and perfect – sin is life.”

The crowd of students stood around Gwen and nodded, her words making perfect sense, her thoughts seeping into their minds and planting seeds.

The line of tables belonging to community churches were empty of interest, but the Church of Morpheus’s table was crowded.

A Catholic priest sat at the table next to the Morpheus table. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing: crowds of youths gathering around and listening to… to a cult, a sex-crazed cult of devil worshipers.

He was sweating even though the day was cool.

There was something about the woman in the skintight white cocktail dress that demanded his attention. He stared at her, mouth open, his mind going slowly blank.

Gwen smiled at the crowd as she spoke. She moved among them. She could see what they were destined to become: here a cheerleader slut, there a professional caste. She could spot those that would become priests and nuns of the religious caste.

Alex stood off to the side, looking almost ridiculous with his body builder body stuffed into a gray suit.

The crowd began to disperse and Gwen walked to him, her every move a sensual ballet.

He took her hand.

She turned and looked at the crowd of students. They looked dazed.

“Lots of prospects?” Alex whispered.

“Oh, yes. A lot of prospects…” And, then she saw her: a tall brunette with intelligent eyes. “Excuse me, darling. Something has caught my eye.”

She followed the brunette in cut-off jeans as she went from table to table looking.

The girl walked into a restroom, and Gwen followed.

The brunette was applying lipstick in the mirror.

“See anything you like?”

She looked at Gwen, her eyes automatically drawn to the gravity defying breasts. “I… I beg your pardon?”

Gwen smiled. “The tables. Did you see anything interesting?”

She laughed and blinked. “No. Same old same old.”

“Not a fan of sororities?”

The girl sighed. “I may look like a bimbo, but I’m not.”

“Same here,” Gwen said. “It would be nice to find something that you were exceptionally good at, something in which you could dominate? Really make a difference in the world?”

The girl looked thoughtful. “Exactly. I don’t know if I’ll ever find that…”

Gwen reached out and put her index finger on the girl’s forehead.

The brunette’s eyes rolled back in her head.

“Oh, the things I will show you, and the power you will have…”


EPILOGUE 2

“Aw, come on, Jiggly Jugs! We gotta find the whoremasters! They’ll choose all the girls and leave!” Brenda Big Boobs yelled from the dock.

Jiggly Jugs Jessica stood on the ship’s deck at the top of the gangway and cried. “I can’t. It’s too high and too narrow and my titties are too stupid and big!”

And, they were – she was now four cup sizes larger than when she got on the ship.

She had tried five times to walk down the narrow gangway, but the beachball sized tits threw off her balance.

“What’s going on here?” a man asked. He was a head taller than Brenda and stood beside her on the dock.

“Stupid old Jiggly Jugs! She’s clumsy and dumb…” Brenda began.

Jessica started bawling. “You made me like this!” She stamped her feet and the mountains of tit flesh rippled and wobbled in the overstuffed halter.

The man shook his head and frowned. “That’s not a nice thing to say.”

Brenda put her hands on her hips. “It’s not my fault.”

The man cocked and eyebrow. Then he put a big hand on her face and pushed.

Brenda Big Boobs fell off the deck into the salt water.

She bobbed to the surface a second later spitting and spluttering. “Why’d you do that!?”

“Because you were being mean to a sister whore. That is not our way.” He said as he looked down at her.

She spit out water. “Help me! I can’t swim! I’ll drown!”

He laughed. “No. Ambrosia is lighter than water. Your tits are flotation devices. You could swim all the way back to the states if you wanted.”

The man started up the gangway. “Might want to watch out for sharks, though.”

Brenda’s eyes grew wide and she stared at the murky water around her.

Jessica was sniffling quietly as the man reached her. He caressed her face. “Don’t cry, beautiful.”

He reached out and cupped her firm tits. “How did you end up so huge? You’re way bigger than a street whore should be.”

Jessica shook her head. “Me and Brenda snuck into the infirmary one night to play nurse. And, they left the cabinet with Titty Grow unlocked. So, I thought, maybe me and her could go up a cup size each. I can’t do math, but dumb ol’ Brenda Big Boobs said she could.” She looked down at the blonde bobbing in the water. “Liar!”

The man shook his bald head and frowned. “Oh, that was very bad.”

She sniffled. “I know. I’m at last a… M cup?”

The man scooped her up in his strong arms and smiled down at her. “Actually, I’d say closer to an N. And, you lost quite a few brain cells in the process.”

Jessica stared into his eyes. There was something familiar about him. “Then of course dumb ol’ Brenda chickened out and stayed tiny.”

The man looked down at Brenda with her J cups and laughed. “Yeah, practically flat chested…”

Jessica giggled.

“What did they name you?” He asked as he carried her effortlessly down the gangway.

She smiled through her tears. “Jiggly Jugs Jessica.”

He nodded. “Appropriate.”

The man stood her on her feet on the dock.

“Thanks, Mister. I’d give ya a blowjob, but I gotta find the whoremasters…”

He held her hand. “Oh, they can wait. Spread your legs, honey.”

She did and the man knelt down between her legs. He caressed her engagement ring pierced clit and tugged on her wedding ring piercing her perineum. He smiled. “They look even better down here.”

He stood up and smiled down at her. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

She stared into his eyes. “Cal? Is it you?”

Her husband nodded. “I’ve been waiting for you.” He pulled her close and kissed her, crushing her huge breasts against him.

“Where… where ya been?” She giggled as he picked her up.

“Here, baby. Right here.”

She bit her lower lip. “Cal, can you help me find the whoremasters? It’s good to see you and all, but if I don’t get claimed, I’ll have to sleep on the street.”

Cal laughed out loud. “Oh, babe, they really did a number on your noggin, huh?”

She frowned. “Cal, really, I gotta go…”

He stared into her eyes. Cal grabbed her hand and pulled it to his pants leg.

Her eyes widened as she felt the enormous tube hanging alongside his left leg.

“I am a whoremaster, you dumb little fuck bunny.”

She smiled up at him. “Really?”

He pointed over his shoulder. “Cal the Cunt Crammer, written on my back, big gothic letters.”

“And, you want me?” She jumped up and down in his arms and jiggled.

“Of course, goofy. I search the manifests every day.” He caressed her hair. “I rushed over here as soon as I saw your name.”

She laughed and pulled him toward the street. “Take me home and fuck my brains out!”

He held fast. “Hang on, aren’t you forgetting something?”

She looked puzzled.

Cal pointed at the edge of the dock.

Jessica sighed. “Aw, do we have to?”

Cal put his arm around her waist and led her to the water. “Yes, we have to. We’re never cruel to each other. That’s for normal people.”

In the dark water, Brenda was trying hard to climb up a piling, but she could only climb a few inches out of the water before falling back.

Cal shook his head and nodded toward a ladder at the end of the dock. “Christ. Two brain surgeons.” He sighed.

“Huh?” Jessica asked.

He smiled and kissed her. “Never mind, dear.”

Cal lay on his stomach on the deck and reached down with a long, heavily muscled arm. “Come on, Brenda. Take my hand.”

She took his hand and he lifted her one-handed. He stood up and set her lightly on her feet on the dock.

Jessica giggled – the blonde’s hair was a wet mess dangling in strands.

Cal gave her a stern look.

Brenda Big Boobs started crying. “I’m a mess, nobody’s going to want me now!”

Cal looked at Jessica and motioned toward Brenda.

Jessica sighed. “Don’t be silly.”

Cal tapped his foot. “Brenda, do you have something to say to Jessica?”

The blonde sniffled. “Jessica, I’m sorry I made your titties so big and made you dumber. I didn’t mean to.”

Jessica looked at her feet. A smile spread across her lips. “Oh, that’s okay. I like having big balloon tits.”

Both girls burst into tears and fell into each other’s arms.

Cal rolled his eyes. “Okay. Let’s go home. It’s going to take hours to get the fish smell out of Brenda.”

Jessica smiled and pinched one of Brenda’s nipples. “You mean you’re gonna take her too?”

He stepped between them and hugged them both. “Yes. Lots of spots left in my coven. I’m very picky.”

Jessica hugged him tight as they walked into the streets of Havana.

FIN
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