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Chapter 1: Waiting Room

The clinic somehow smelled like money, the kind of place where even the air felt curated. Delia followed Nathan through the frosted-glass doors, her heels clicking against polished marble.

Behind the reception desk sat a young woman—or at least she appeared that way, thanks to the T.U.B.E.—whose smile could sell anything. “Mr. and Mrs. Carr!” she chirped, fingers dancing across her keyboard. “Welcome to Transform U Better Everywhere. I see you’re in the Beta Pod today. How exciting!”

Delia glanced at Nathan, whose hand had already found the back of his neck in that uncertain gesture she knew too well.

“Beta?” Nathan asked, his voice carefully casual. “What does that mean, exactly?”

The receptionist tilted her head, still smiling as she tapped a few more keys. “Oh, it just means the A.I. software in the tube is a bit more… personable.”

Personable, Delia thought. What does a machine need personality for?

“I’m sure that’s fine,” she said aloud. Nathan nodded beside her, though she noticed his jaw working slightly.

The receptionist gestured toward the waiting area, a minimalist expanse of white leather and full-wall mirrors. “Please have a seat. The door will open in a moment.”

Delia sat, tugging her cardigan closer around her middle. The mirrors were impossible to avoid, positioned at angles that seemed designed to catalog every flaw. She caught sight of herself and Nathan: him in his worn flannel stretched across a body that had thickened with comfort rather than muscle, her silk blouse pulling just slightly at the buttons.

When did we get so… blah?

Nathan’s reflection met hers in the glass. He offered that crooked smile, the one that used to undo her completely.

“Second thoughts?” he asked softly.

So many. But she shook her head, adjusting her necklace. “We didn’t save three years to back out now.”

His hand found hers, warm and familiar. “We’re going to be fine.”

She wanted to believe him. Wanted to believe the T.U.B.E. could give them back whatever had softened and settled between them, make them feel alive again. Young. Passionate.

A door opened in the wall, and the lights pulsed on a path along the floor, beckoning them inside.

Here goes everything, Delia thought, alongside a deep inhale.


Chapter 2: Entering the T.U.B.E.

The changing room was all smooth surfaces and indirect lighting, sterile in a way that made Delia hyper-aware of her own flesh. She stood in front of yet another full-length mirror that refused to flatter her.

She managed a tight smile and reached for the bodysuit: a sleek, pearl-gray thing that looked like it belonged on someone twenty years younger.

“I’ll be right outside,” Nathan added, nodding toward the observation window. He left, and she stripped quickly, folding her blouse and slacks with the same precision she used at home. The bodysuit slid on like a second skin, clinging to every curve and softness she’d rather hide.

Soon.

The T.U.B.E. stood waiting: a tall cylinder of transparent material alive with a pastel pink shimmering gel. When she stepped inside, the barrier closed around her with a soft pneumatic hiss, sealing her in a vertical cocoon.

Then the voice came: smooth, warm, synthetic, distinctly feminine.

“Welcome, Delia Carr. Please describe your ideal self.”

Delia swallowed. Through the transparent wall, she could see Nathan in the observation area, his arms crossed, watching her with a mixture of curiosity and concern.

“Just… a bit younger,” she said carefully. “Fitter. More energy.”

A pause. Then a faint pulse of red light flared across the interior.

“Lie detected. Please try again.”

Delia blinked, her heart skipping. “What? I’m not lying.”

“Your micro-expressions indicate a conflict between stated and actual desires,” the voice explained, clinical but not unkind. “Please describe your ideal self.”

She glanced at Nathan again. He frowned, then shrugged, his hands spreading in a gesture of confusion.

Okay. Be more specific.

“Healthier skin, no crows feet” she tried. “Tighter stomach?”

Red light again.

“Lie detected. Please try again.”

Her pulse quickened, and a flush crept up her neck. “I’m telling the truth.”

“Your conscious and subconscious goals conflict,” the voice continued, maddeningly patient. “Would you like assistance clarifying them?”

“I don’t…” Delia stammered, heat rising in her cheeks. “I don’t need assistance. I’m being honest.”

But even as she said it, her heart hammered against her ribs, betraying her. In response, the pink gel began to glow, and the overhead panels dimmed to a sunset hue. A low, rhythmic tone filled the space: not quite music, but something deeper, something that vibrated through her chest and down her spine.

What the hell is that?

“Initiating openness protocol,” the voice murmured.

The gel warmed against her skin, responding to her body heat. Delia tried to step back, but there was nowhere to go.

“Let’s begin with something simple,” the voice said, softer now, almost conversational. “Would you prefer to relax your breathing first, or should we start by releasing tension from your shoulders?”

That’s not really a choice, is it?

“I… my breathing is fine,” she managed.

“Of course it is,” the voice agreed, warmth mixed with synthetic undertones. “And you can keep breathing that way, shallow and tight, or you might notice how much easier it becomes when you let each exhale carry a little more weight.”

She exhaled without thinking, and the breath came out longer than she’d intended. The gel pulsed against her ribs, mimicking the rhythm.

What is it doing? What am I doing?

“Good. And you don’t have to close your eyes yet… not until you’re ready to feel more comfortable.”

Her eyelids fluttered. She forced them open, staring through the translucent barrier at Nathan. He leaned forward slightly, concern etched across his weathered features. She wanted to signal that she was okay, but her hands felt strangely heavy.

The tone in her ears split into two frequencies, one slightly higher than the other, creating a third sound that seemed to pulse inside her skull. It was almost… soothing. Words flickered across the surface in front of her eyes, white text appearing and vanishing faster than she could consciously read:

relax deeper

trust the process

tell the truth

remember

desire is natural

She blinked hard, trying to focus, but she couldn’t quite tell what she was seeing.

“You’ve worked so hard for so long,” the voice continued, gentle and knowing. “Always managing, always controlling. You can keep doing that if you’d like, or you might discover that letting go feels surprisingly natural. Which would you prefer?”

“I don’t…” Her tongue felt thick. “I’m not trying to control anything.”

“You don’t have to admit anything uncomfortable right now. You can wait until it feels safe to be honest, or you might find that honesty arrives on its own, without effort. Either way is fine.”

Another exhale, slower this time. The alternating tones seemed to wrap around her thoughts, smoothing their edges.

Through the gel, Nathan’s face looked concerned but distant, like he was watching her from the other end of a telescope.

I should say something. Tell them something’s wrong.

“When you think about your ideal self,” the voice murmured, “you can keep those surface thoughts… the safe ones, the ones you think you should tell yourself. Or you might notice the deeper image underneath, the one that appears late at night when you’re alone with your own reflection. You don’t have to choose which one is true. They’re both real.”

The text flickered again:

be seen

be wanted

be desired

Her shoulders dropped without permission. The gel seemed to cradle her now, supporting her weight.

“Let me ask you, Delia. When you imagine yourself at your best, the version of you that turns heads, that makes people look twice… do you see yourself confident and composed, or do you see yourself open and responsive?”

The question slipped past her defenses. Responsive. The word echoed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Interesting,” the voice purred, noting her slight smile. “And when you imagine being desired, truly desired, does the person desiring you know you completely, or are they discovering you for the first time?”

Her pulse quickened. She saw Nathan’s face, but younger, the way he’d looked at her fifteen years ago when everything still felt electric. Then the image shifted: someone else’s eyes, curious and hungry, seeing her as something new.

Stop that.

“You don’t have to answer out loud,” the voice assured her. “Your body is already speaking. Your heartbeat, your temperature, the way you’re breathing… they’re all telling me what you really want. You can keep pretending those signals mean nothing, or you can start trusting that your body knows better than your mind does.”

The text pulsed invisibly:

young

eager 

alive

touched

wanted

claimed

Delia’s eyes widened, her face flushing hot. “I didn’t… that’s not…”

“Lie detected,” the voice said gently, almost kindly. “But that’s alright. We’re making progress. Would you like to continue resisting, or shall we try something easier?”

Her head swam. The binaural tones deepened, pulling her thoughts down into something warm and thick.

“Let’s try again,” the voice whispered. “Describe your ideal self.”


Chapter 3: Browsing History

She was twenty again, perched on the edge of Pete’s unmade dorm room bed, his laptop warm under her palms. Outside, the raucous soccer game echoed from the courtyard. She wasn’t supposed to snoop, but the browser was still open, history exposed in lazy, damning rows.

Blowjob compilation 4, Girls full lips, Plump lips pov, drooling suck.

Her stomach twisted. She ran her tongue over her own lips, thin and unremarkable compared to the women on screen, women whose mouths looked like ripe fruit, soft and generous, designed for attention.

And yet, she clicked.

One video. Then another. She watched a brunette tilt her head back, lips stretched wide around a thick cock, cheeks hollowed, eyes fluttering shut in deep pleasure. Another woman moaned around a shaft, drool trailing down her chin, her lips glistening and impossibly full, made for this.

But then, something shifted. The women weren’t just objects; they were powerful, commanding in their openness, their wetness, their hunger. They took what they wanted and gave nothing but truth in return.

Delia’s nipples tightened against her top. 

The memory dissolved as the binaural tones swelled.

Back in the T.U.B.E., her lips parted on their own. Not in protest. Not in denial.

Just… open.


Chapter 4: Confession

Delia’s finger twitched, hovering near her mouth before she caught herself and lowered it.

“You’re remembering something,” the voice observed, smooth as the gel caressing her skin. “Something specific. A part of yourself you’ve studied before, perhaps?”

No. I haven’t.

The tones shifted, creating a rhythm that matched her heartbeat exactly. In the gel, it felt like the whole cylinder was breathing with her, pulling her deeper into sync.

Don’t touch.

But her finger was rising again, drawn by invisible threads. She watched it ascend through the gel like it belonged to someone else, until the pad of her index finger grazed her lower lip.

“There we go,” the voice said warmly. “See how easy that was? Your body already knows what it wants to say.”

Subliminal text flickered across the cylinder wall: 

fuller

softer

wanted

Delia jerked her hand away. “I… I don’t…”

“Your breathing just became shallower. Defensive posture detected. But notice,” the voice dropped lower, more intimate, “your finger keeps returning to your mouth. Three times now since we started this conversation. Each time you try to resist, you touch them again.”

The gel warmed another degree. Delia’s skin flushed, heat spreading from her core outward.

“What are you measuring them against, Delia?”

“Nothing. I’m not…”

Images flashed: close-ups of lips, lush and full, glistening with gloss. Parted slightly. Inviting. Licking. The flickers came too fast to consciously process, but her pupils dilated in response.

“Galvanic skin response suggests arousal. Pupils dilating. You just bit your lower lip… a self-soothing gesture, but also interesting because you’re drawing attention to the very thing you won’t talk about.”

Fuck.

Her finger rose again. This time she didn’t stop it. She traced the bow of her upper lip, the slight dip in the center, the thinness that had always made her feel… insufficient.

Fuller, flashed across her vision. Plump. Soft.

The memory of those videos surfaced again: women whose mouths looked like promises, like invitations, like they were made to be kissed and watched and wanted.

“I want…” The words felt like choking. “Fuller… lips.”

The admission fell from her mouth in a whisper, barely audible over the tones.

“Good,” the voice purred.

Text flickered:

noticed

desired

filled

“Now then,” the voice continued, “do you wish to appear powerful, or to be desired?”

Both. Neither.

“Powerful,” Delia heard herself say sluggishly. “Wanna be taken seriously.”

The red light flared. “Lie detected.”

Her chest tightened, but the gel seemed to absorb the tension, pulling it from her muscles and dissolving it.

“Would you rather command attention… or surrender to it?”

Surrender. The word sent a shiver through her that the gel amplified, rippling it back against her skin in waves.

“Command,” she muttered, trying to sound certain. “Obviously command.”

Red light.

Outside the cylinder, holographic readouts drifted past Nathan’s horrified face: neural patterns spiking between stress and arousal, denial markers flashing, her heartbeat graph rising and falling in increasingly erratic peaks.

“Delia.” The voice dropped lower. “You’re trying so hard. But you don’t need to impress anyone here. Not me. Not even him.” A pause. “You only need to tell the truth.”

Her lips trembled. The gel responded immediately, sending tiny pulses against her mouth, as if tasting the vulnerability there.

“I…” Her voice cracked. “I just… I just want to feel wanted again.”

The chamber hummed, a deep resonant approval that vibrated through her bones. No red light.

“There,” the voice said softly, warmly. “See how much easier that was?”

Text flickered:

desired

treasured

chosen

owned

The gel began to thicken around her lips, a strange tingling sensation that made her gasp. The sound echoed in the chamber, amplified, unmistakably intimate.

“Let’s continue.”


Chapter 5: Move Fast and Break Things

The tingling spread beyond Delia’s lips, creeping along her jawline in whispers of sensation. Her attention narrowed to that feeling, to the strange comfort of being heard, of finally saying what she’d held back for so long.

Then movement caught her eye through the barrier. A door slid open behind Nathan and two figures stepped through: one compact and wiry in a hoodie and AR glasses, the other taller and leaner, barefoot despite the sterile floor. 

Nathan jumped.

The taller man, copper-blond hair artfully messy, raised both hands in a calming gesture. He said something, but the words were lost beneath the binaural hum filling her chamber. The shorter one, dark-skinned with restless fingers swiping at holographic screens only he could see, spoke rapidly, his expression cycling through concern and something else… fascination, maybe.

All three men turned to stare at her cylinder.

Nathan’s face had gone pale. He gestured at her. His lips formed words she couldn’t parse: too fast, too urgent, swallowed by the tones wrapping around her thoughts like silk.

I was right. Something’s wrong.

The observation should have alarmed her more than it did. Instead, the binaural beats dipped lower, a frequency that resonated in her chest and belly, pulling her attention back inward. Her breathing slowed to match the rhythm, each exhale releasing another layer of resistance she hadn’t known she was holding.

Breathe in. They look worried. Breathe out. But the voice said I was safe. Breathe in…

Sound crackled to life, voices filtering through the gel and into her awareness.

“…not supposed to be in here yet,” the man in the hoodie was saying, his accent faintly subcontinental. “This is pod seven, Theo. The beta build. We’re still running early trials.”

“I can see the pod number, Dev.” The taller man, Theo apparently, cut him off with the kind of casual authority that suggested he did this often. “What I need to know is whether it’s safe.”

“Define safe. She’s already synchronized. Look at her neural pattern, she’s twelve minutes into a truth extraction protocol that we’ve barely—“

“Is. She. Safe.” Theo’s voice sharpened.

Delia tried to focus on their words, but the tones kept pulling her under, each new moment a gentle insistence that thinking was harder than simply feeling, that worry was unnecessary when the warmth felt so good.

Truth extraction. I should be… should…

Her eyelids grew heavy.

Theo moved closer to the cylinder, studying Delia with the detached curiosity of a scientist observing something unexpected and therefore valuable. “What’s the protocol’s endpoint?”

Dev’s fingers kept moving. “Full confession of core desires, followed by behavioral calibration and physical modification to match stated goals.” 

The binaural beats dropped another octave. Delia’s knees weakened, the gel supporting her weight as her body surrendered to the rhythm. Each word from outside reached her through layers of pleasant fog, important perhaps but distant, less real than the warmth spreading through her limbs.

Core desires, the man had said. Tell the truth.

Her lips tingled again. The sensation mixed with the tones, with the warmth, with the strange comfort of being seen and studied and…

Wanted, whispered through her thoughts. Finally wanted.

Nathan pressed his palm against the glass, his mouth forming her name.

She smiled at him, drowsy and distant, her consciousness sinking deeper into trance as the observation room’s worried voices became just another layer of sound.

The gel temperature warmed just enough to notice. Something new mixed into the suspension, a faint buzzing against her skin that spread inward with each breath.

Oh…

The three men all felt distant now, unimportant compared to the liquid comfort flowing into her muscles. The tightness behind her eyes, the constant low-grade anxiety of being observed and judged, the exhausting work of maintaining composure… it all slowly dissolved.

The pod’s voice returned to gently ask, “What else do you want, Delia?”

Her lips parted. The words emerged automatically, without the usual filter that checked and revised and worried how they’d sound. “I don’t want to think so hard all the time.”

The gel pulsed against her skin in slow waves, each one massaging something deep in her bones.

“Effective decision-making requires clarity,” the voice continued. “But you’ve been making decisions while exhausted, haven’t you? Every choice filtered through worry and second-guessing. That’s so tiresome.”

Her eyelids fluttered. Tired. Yes. So tired.

“Your pupil dilation suggests comfort when observing Nathan through the cylinder wall. Your breathing steadied when his hand touched the glass.”

She turned her head slightly, finding Nathan’s face beyond the barriers.

“If thinking creates stress, and Nathan’s presence creates calm, then logic suggests a simple solution.” The voice paused, letting her neurons make the connection through the pleasant fog. “Let him think for you. Just for now. For as long as it feels comfortable.”

The suggestion settled into her like a pleasant memory.

“You don’t have to decide everything, Delia. You don’t have to analyze and plan and protect. You’re allowed to simply… be. To feel. To let someone else fix the problems.”

Her lips parted around a sigh.

“He wants to. You can see it in how he watches you. Don’t you want to finally stop trying so hard?”

“Yes,” she breathed around her new, full lips.

“That’s very good. Tell me what Nathan would choose for you in this moment.”

* * *

Honeymoon suite. Delia on her knees in ivory silk and lace, Nathan’s cock growing thick against her tongue.

“Fuck… yeah, just like that,” Nathan groaned, fingers threading into her hair. His voice was rougher than she’d ever heard it. “Gonna make you a good little cock whore.”

He’s never talked like this before, she thought, even as her mouth opened wider, taking him deeper. She moaned around him—mmmph—and the vibration made him shudder. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked—shlick, shlick—punctuated by soft gasps when surfaced for air. She tried to focus on technique, on being elegant, precise… but his dirty talk was overriding all propriety.

“You’re gonna love it,” he said, voice dropping to a growl. “Gonna beg me for it. Be a hungry cum addict.”

A choked whimper escaped her—nnggh!—and she squeezed her thighs together. Shame prickled under her skin, but her mouth moved greedily, tongue swirling under the ridge of his head, lips stretched wide, saliva glistening down his shaft. I should stop him. Tell him that’s not how you talk to your wife. But his words burned hotter than her thoughts, igniting something feral beneath her bridal composure.

“Look at you,” he rasped, “with your eyes watering. Such a good slut.”

She whimpered again—nngh!—and bobbed faster, desperate to silence him with pleasure, or maybe to provoke more. Her nose brushed his pelvis on each deep stroke, satisfaction blooming as he filled her throat. A soft gag bubbled up, followed by a wet pop as she pulled back, gasping.

“Please…” she started, but didn’t know if she meant please stop or please keep going.

Nathan chuckled, low and dark. “Please what, baby? Please fuck your throat? Or please mark that pretty face with my cum?”

She shook her head—have to train him not to be so degrading—but her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in. Her mouth returned to him, sucking hard, lips smacking, tongue lashing. Slurp. Groan. A squeal escaped when he grabbed her hair tighter. She was lost in the rhythm of her depraved surrender.

“That’s it,” he hissed. “I’m gonna ruin you. Make you need it all the time.”

Her pulse hammered in her throat. This isn’t me, this isn’t him. But her hips rocked forward, grinding against the air, and her moans grew louder as his filthy promises wrapped around her. She wanted to scold him, to remind him she was a valedictorian, management track, respectable. But the woman kneeling there, drooling on his cock and whimpering for more debasement, didn’t care about respectability.

Nathan’s hips jerked. “You want it on your lips? Or your big titties? Or—fuck!—wanna bend that nice round ass over for me?”

She couldn’t answer. Just sucked harder, desperate and greedy, her breath coming in ragged bursts between wet, open-mouthed kisses along his shaft. Kiss. Suck. Moan. Gasp. 

Soon, she’d teach him to treat her properly. Tonight, she just wanted to be used.


Chapter 6: Emergence

The gel receded with a wet sucking sound, pulling away from Delia’s transformed body. The cylinder hissed open. She stumbled forward on unsteady legs, her center of gravity completely wrong. Her breasts swayed heavily with each step, enormous and impossibly full, straining against the thin bodysuit that had stretched to accommodate them. The fabric dug into her shoulders under their weight.

So heavy, she thought distantly, gripping the edge of the pod for balance. Her hips knocked against the door frame, wider than she’d ever been, creating an exaggerated hourglass. When she glanced down, her stomach was perfectly flat, taut skin stretched over visible muscle definition she’d never possessed before.

But none of that mattered.

Three men stood in the observation room, staring.

Nathan. Dev. Theo.

Her thoughts narrowed to a singular, irresistible focus. Need to get their cum. The urge rolled through her like a rip tide, overwhelming and pulling her under. She wanted their release on her skin, inside her body, marking her thoroughly. The craving wasn’t abstract or romantic; it was visceral, immediate, demanding.

She took another wobbling step forward, her new breasts bouncing with the movement. The sensation sent sparks of pleasure through her chest. When did they get so sensitive? Every shift, every brush of fabric made her gasp softly.

“Delia?” Nathan’s voice sounded far away, concerned.

She didn’t answer. Her green-grey eyes, now surrounded by smooth, youthful skin free of lines or imperfections, locked onto the bulge in his slacks. Then shifted to Dev’s. Then Theo’s. Her tongue swept across her lower lip, an unconscious gesture that made all three men shift their weight.

I could take all three, she thought.

“Mrs. Carr, you need to sit down,” Dev said, his professional tone strained. His gaze kept dropping to her chest, then jerking away guiltily.

She smiled, feeling the new weight of her lips curve upward. “I don’t want to sit.” Her voice came out breathy, almost purring.

“The protocol needs recalibration,” Theo was saying to Nathan, but his eyes were fixed on Delia’s hips as she swayed closer. “The behavioral modification has, uh, overshot, um… we can reverse it if you—“

“Can you?” Delia interrupted. Power surged through her, electric and addictive. “Can you reverse what I want?”

Make them need me. Be filled. Be marked. Make them come.

Her voice dropped to a husky murmur charged with electricity. “Look at you,” she breathed, eyes raking over each man’s obvious arousal. “Three perfect cocks trapped in there… three handsome men desperate to empty their balls.”

She shifted her weight, letting her heavy breasts sway deliberately.

Nathan’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the door handle. Dev swallowed hard, adjusting his glasses nervously.

“Tell me, baby,” she purred, tracing her own swollen lower lip with a fingertip. “Want to shove your cock down this slutty throat? Let me choke on you?” She locked eyes with Dev. “Bet you’d love painting these tits with your cum, wouldn’t you?” Her hips rolled in a slow, deliberate circle.

Make them cave. Make them take it.

The soft click cut through Nathan’s strangled hesitation. He pushed the heavy door open, knuckles white.

Delia sank slowly to her knees on the floor, her new wide hips flaring out, the exaggerated curve impossible to ignore as she lowered herself. With a predatory grace, she crawled forward, the stretchy bodysuit clinging to every lush inch as she entered the observation room. Her eyes glowed with hunger, meeting each man’s stunned gaze.

She stopped just inches from Nathan’s shoes. “Good,” she whispered, tilting her face up, a promise in her smoldering stare aimed at his fly. “Let me earn these new lips.” Her palms slid onto his thighs. “All of you.”

Delia rose up to her knees, bringing her face level with Nathan’s belt. “You remember, don’t you?” Her voice was dripping with need. “Our honeymoon. You promised you’d ruin me… make me a cock whore, a cum addict.” The words felt filthy on her swollen lips, but saying them aloud sent heat pooling between her legs. “That’s all I want now, baby. Please.”

Give it to me. Need to taste him. Need it so badly.

Nathan’s hand moved to his belt. The metallic clink made her mouth flood, an instant Pavlovian response that shocked her. The zipper descended. Nathan reached inside, adjusting himself, then pulled his cock free. It jutted toward her face, growing thick and flushed.

Delia’s lips parted involuntarily. A thin strand of drool escaped the corner of her mouth.

Finally.

“Open,” Nathan commanded, his voice rough. His fingers tangled in her newly thickened hair. She obeyed instantly, happily, jaw dropping wide. He guided himself to her wet opening. The swollen head bumped against her tongue, all hot and salty and alive. Delia moaned low in her throat. Yes. More.

Dev and Theo stood still, dumbfounded.

Nathan pushed forward without hesitation. His cock slid deep, stretching her big lips, filling her mouth until her throat reflexively clenched. Tears pricked her eyes as the thick ridge at the base pressed against her lips.

Can’t breathe… don’t care.

Her tongue worked desperately along his underside, massaging him. Saliva spilled down her chin. Nathan groaned above her, hips jerking forward. Delia gagged, throat muscles spasming around him. She didn’t pull back. Instead, her hands flew to his ass, nails digging into denim as she pulled him deeper.

“Mmph… ngh…” The muffled sounds vibrated around his cock. Her eyes rolled back slightly, tears streaking her cheeks. Perfect. Taking all of him.

Nathan’s grip tightened in her hair. “Such a greedy fucking mouth,” he rasped. He pulled back slowly, letting her gasp for air, her lips clinging wetly to his shaft. Strands of saliva connected her swollen lower lip to his glistening crown. “Look at Dev,” Nathan ordered. “See how hard he is watching you choke on me?”

Delia’s tear-blurred gaze flicked sideways. Dev stood frozen. His erection tented his expensive joggers unmistakably. Theo watched too, lips parted, one hand subtly adjusting himself inside his tailored trousers.

They’re all aching. All mine.

Nathan thrust back in, hard and sudden. Delia’s throat opened, accepting him with a wet, guttural glrk. Her fingers scrabbled at Nathan’s hips, urging him deeper, faster. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking fiercely as he fucked her face in short, brutal strokes.

“Fuck… yes… take it,” Nathan panted, hips pistoning. “Swallow me down, you perfect slut.”

Her cunt throbbed in time with his thrusts, slickness soaking the crotch of her bodysuit. Need them inside me. Everywhere. She reached blindly behind her, fingers splayed toward Dev and Theo in a silent, desperate invitation.

Dev moved first.

His fingers brushed her outstretched hand—hesitant, questioning—and then closed around it with sudden heat. He dropped to one knee beside her, his other hand sliding up the back of her thigh. 

“You’re really doing this,” he whispered, voice rough with disbelief… and something darker.

Delia couldn’t answer. Nathan’s cock was pistoning deep again, her throat fluttering around him. She arched into Dev’s touch, her hips rocking instinctively toward him even as her mouth stayed locked on Nathan.

Theo stepped forward slowly, deliberately, his posture still controlled despite the hunger in his eyes. He didn’t kneel. Instead, he unzipped his trousers with a quiet sigh, freeing his cock. Delia’s eyes shone with delight.

Dev’s hand slid higher, fingers catching the edge of her bodysuit at the hip. With a soft rip, the fabric gave way under his nails, exposing the swell of her ass, then his palm flattened against her bare skin possessively.

Delia whimpered around Nathan’s cock, the sound muffled but desperate. Her cunt clenched, empty and aching. She wanted all of them claiming her, filling every part of her until there was nothing left but their need and hers.

Nathan pulled out with a wet pop, his cock glistening, swollen, twitching in the air. Delia gasped, blinking up at him through damp lashes, pupils blown wide.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, voice raw. “Please…”

Nathan growled, shifting to the side. He grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at Theo. “Open for him.”

Theo stepped closer, his bare feet silent on the floor. He didn’t hesitate. He guided himself to her waiting mouth, the head slick with pre-cum, and pressed forward.

Delia opened without resistance. She tasted clean sweat… musk… power. She moaned as he sank deeper, her throat opening again, taking him effortlessly after Nathan’s rough conditioning.

Behind her, Dev’s fingers traced the seam of her ass, then dipped lower, circling her aching pussy. She shuddered with trembling thighs.

Yes… yes… more…

Theo’s rhythm was slower, deliberate, his fingers threading into her hair with a calm authority that made her shiver. Delia sucked him deep, tongue curling beneath his shaft as if memorizing the shape of him. She could feel Dev’s breath hot against the shell of her ear, his other hand now gripping her hip hard.

“Tell me you want it,” Dev murmured, his voice low and urgent. His fingers slipped between her folds from behind, finding her plump and slick.

Her moan vibrated around Theo’s cock. She bucked back into Dev’s touch, hips rolling desperately as his finger circled her clit before sliding inside her with a slow, firm push. She gasped, throat fluttering, eyes squeezing shut for half a second before snapping open to lock onto Nathan, who stood stroking his dick, chest heaving, watching her unravel.

“I want it,” she choked out, the words thick and wet around Theo’s cock. “I want you inside me. Please… I need cocks and cum.”

Dev’s finger curled, dragging over her g-spot, and a high, broken sound echoed off the walls. Her cunt clenched greedily.

Need them all at once.

“Lay down,” she commanded breathlessly, gesturing to Nathan and Theo. “Both of you. On the floor.”

They exchanged glances, then obeyed, stretched out side by side on the cool tile. Their cocks jutted upward, thick and waiting.

Delia crawled between them, positioning herself so Dev could kneel behind her. She gripped Nathan’s shaft in her left hand, Theo’s in her right, stroking slowly as she lowered her mouth to Nathan first.

“Free those big titties,” Theo ordered, his voice rough. “I wanna watch them swing while Dev pounds you.”

Yes. Show them. Be wanted.

She released their cocks long enough to peel the bodysuit down, her massive breasts spilling free, nipples hard and aching. The weight felt peculiar but glorious as they hung beneath her.

Dev’s hands gripped her hips from behind. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing. Delia whimpered, taking Nathan deep into her throat while her fist pumped Theo steadily.

Fill me. Use me. Need cum.

Dev slid in on one slow, deliberate glide that punched the air from Delia’s lungs.

“Oh—you feel that, sweetheart?” Nathan teased, watching her eyes roll. “That’s a stranger’s cock opening up your married cunt. Say thank you.”

She gurgled her thanks around his shaft, the words broken into wet vowels. Thank you, thank you, yes, split me, ruin me, make me a dirty girl.  

Theo palmed her swinging breast, thumb flicking the nipple. “Look at these balloon tits. Just built for jacking dicks.” He squeezed until flesh bulged between his fingers.

Dev set a ruthless pace, hips slapping her ass. Each thrust shoved her mouth farther down Nathan, timed like engine valves.

“God, she’s dripping down my balls,” Dev grunted. “Greedy hole can’t get enough.”  

Delia’s answer was a delirious moan.

Nathan’s fingers tightened in her hair, hips jerking erratically. “Fuck… gonna… Delia, I’m—“

His cock pulsed on her tongue. Hot spurts flooded her mouth, thick and musky, more than she expected. She tried to swallow but the volume overwhelmed her. Cum leaked from the corners of her new lips, dripping down as Nathan groaned, pumping rope after rope toward her throat.

So much. Fuck… need more…

Nathan finally released her hair, his cock slipping free with a wet pop. Delia gasped, cum coating her tongue, dribbling onto her swollen lower lip.

More.

She turned immediately to Theo, and engulfed his cock desperately. His groan was one sweet reward following another. Behind her, Dev’s rhythm never faltered. His cock drove deep and hard, each thrust forcing Theo’s shaft against the back of her throat. Her massive breasts swung beneath her, slapping together with slutty obscenity.

More. Need all the cum.

Nathan shifted beneath her, sliding around until his hand could reach between her thighs. His fingers found her clit with familiar ease, circling the swollen nub with just the right pressure.

Delia’s entire body seized. The sensation was electric, completely different from anything she’d felt before. Oh god… oh fuck… what did they do to me?

Her hips bucked violently back against Dev as Nathan’s fingers worked her clit. The dual stimulation of Dev’s cock pounding her pussy and Nathan’s fingers on her clit sent her hurtling toward the edge.

“That’s it,” Nathan murmured, watching her face contort around Theo’s shaft. “Come on his cock. Show him what a good little slut you are.”

Delia’s throat convulsed around Theo’s cock as her whole body went rigid, then shattered. She screamed around the thick shaft filling her mouth, the sound muffled and desperate. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around Dev, milking him.

Can’t… too much… oh god…

Nathan didn’t stop. His fingers kept moving in tight, relentless circles.

“Nnngh… ah… fuck…” The broken sounds escaped between gasps for air as Theo was gentle enough to let her breathe.

Dev groaned behind her, his grip on her hips commanding her. “Christ, she’s squeezing me like a fucking vice…”

The second wave hit before the first had fully subsided. Delia’s arms gave out, her face pressing against Theo’s thigh as her ass stayed raised, Dev still driving into her. “Unh… unh… hahhh!” Nathan’s fingers never relented, pushing her higher despite her garbled pleas.

Can’t stop coming… body won’t stop… please…

“Keep sucking,” Theo commanded, gripping her hair and guiding her mouth back onto his cock. “You wanted this, remember? Wanted to make us all come.”

She obeyed on pure instinct, lips wrapping around him again as a third orgasm began building. Her massive breasts dragged against Theo’s legs as her body convulsed, nipples so sensitive that the friction felt insane: both unbearable and irresistible.

Nathan added a second finger, applying more pressure. “Give me another one.”

Delia sobbed around Theo’s cock, tears streaming down her cheeks as pleasure consumed her completely. Her mind went blank, reduced to nothing but sensation: the stretch of Dev’s thick shaft in her pussy, Theo’s cock sliding over her tongue, Nathan’s fingers working magic on her clit.

Her vision blanked out. Her throat opened reflexively and Theo groaned, pushing deep, filling her mouth with one pulse after another. She swallowed, barely conscious, as Dev’s rhythm faltered behind her.

“Fuck… this pussy…” Dev’s words dissolved into a guttural moan. His cock jerked inside her, emptying in long, hot pulses that seemed endless.

Finally… full… yesss…

The last coherent thoughts were wrung from her mind. Her arms and legs turned to jelly. She collapsed forward onto Theo, then slid sideways, ending in a shivering heap on the cool floor.

Nathan’s hand finally stilled between her thighs.

Delia lay there gasping, cum leaking from both her mouth and pussy, her exaggerated new body sheened with sweat. Her heavy tits rose and fell with each ragged breath. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Could only feel the aftershocks rolling through her in gentle waves.


Chapter 7: Brand Ambassador
The satin robe whispered against Delia’s skin as she stepped onto the balcony. The monogram “D.C.” embroidered in gold thread sparkled in the morning sun. Her bare feet met cool stone. She adjusted the sash, though the robe gaped slightly at her chest regardless. Some things just don’t close properly anymore.
The Mexican chocolate coffee was still hot, rich and complex on her tongue. She sipped carefully, her plump lips closing around the rim of the ceramic mug with unconscious sensuality. Below, the city spread out in geometric patterns, traffic already building on the arterial streets.
Then she saw it.
The billboard dominated the intersection, fifty feet tall and impossible to miss. Her own face gazed back at her. The photographer had captured her mid-laugh, head tilted back, blonde waves cascading over one shoulder. The shot was cropped at the collarbones, but the swell of her enhanced breasts was unmistakable, dramatic even in suggestion.
Bold letters ran across the bottom: THE TRUTH TUBE™
And beneath that, in elegant script: “I finally feel like me!” —Delia C.
She’d approved the quote three weeks ago. Signed the contract. Smiled for the cameras. Nathan had been there, his hand on the small of her back, proud in that peculiar way he’d developed since her transformation.
Do I feel like me?
Delia took another sip of coffee, watching her billboard-self smile at the morning commuters. That woman looked confident. Radiant. The kind of woman who turned heads not from elegance or presence, but from pure, undeniable sex appeal.
I finally feel…
The thought drifted, incomplete. Her free hand absently touched her lips, tracing their fullness. The sensation still startled her sometimes. Too much flesh, too sensitive, too obvious. But men noticed. Women noticed. Everyone noticed.
Nathan certainly noticed.
I feel… wanted.
She raised her mug in silent salute to her billboard. She finished her coffee. It was almost time for Nathan’s appointment with the Truth Tube™.
——————————————————
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