



	For as far back as anyone in the family had known, the Moldevard’s had kept strange things in their possession. A chest. Strangely carved dice. A set of letters penned in silver ink. A small, perfectly spherical black and white jewel - baubles and curiosities, as the family’s youngest heir had always assumed. He held to that belief…
	...until the night a woman thief broke into his home.


	The quiet, slightly grainy clack of high heels on fiber-reinforced concrete echoed down the street. It was a quiet night, and the lone, red-haired woman’s footfalls were the only persistent sound in the back lanes of the small, exclusive neighborhood she’d found her way into. Long, shapely legs swung forwards beneath the skin-tight closure of a black catsuit, her hard, toned belly flexing in time.Modest, well-formed breasts bounced up and down through her suit, its latex-black fabric glistening as they jiggled and swayed in time. 
	The woman was pretty, with pale skin and deep red hair. Her eyes glittered gray, as she glanced from side to side along the road. It was unlit; just a back road between rows of houses that was meant for service workers and small trucks, not the sports cars and luxury SUVs the neighborhood’s residents favored. Nicely painted trashcans were lined up neatly along each house, ready for pickup in the morning. The neighborhood was wealthy, but not so wealthy that they didn’t still have to put out their own trash.
	Her heels clacked to a halt on the slightly sloped concrete road, as she reached her target. It was a massive house, older and larger than any of the impressive little estates surrounding it. A high stone wall lined its property line, denying any easy access to the towering home beyond - but despite the place’s size and impressive design, it had only one resident. She was absolutely sure of that. 
She’d spent the last two weeks researching the house. Despite both being of larger construction and having a much larger plot of land than the other homes around it, this house was the only one around that wasn’t totally cammed up. On top of that, with only one reclusive resident? She felt confident that she could do this. ‘This’, of course, referring to robbing the place.
The woman tightened the straps on her catsuit, squeezing her pert, tightly-compressed ass and toned body tight beneath it, and then she ran at the wall. At the last moment, she braced a foot against it and kicked up, letting her momentum lift her high enough up the tall wall for her to grab its top edge. She grunted, and then heaved her lithe body up, the last of her momentum aiding her as she got a knee over the wall, and scrambled the rest of the way over.
The redhead landed in a low crouch among high, overgrown grass and untended flower beds. The back yard was huge, and clearly had once been very nice and well arranged. There was even a fountain gurgling away in the corner, but the thief ignored all of that and padded lightly to the house’s glass back door. She tried the knob, and snorted to herself when it opened right away. It hadn’t even been locked.
She slipped inside without a sound, and smirked to herself as she turned on a tiny thumbtack light. The minuscule LED light was just barely bright enough to illuminate a huge, impressive sitting room, and an open plan kitchen attached to the side of it. She didn’t need much light. She’d looked up an old floor plan for the house, and knew where she was headed.
The basement had a built-in safe.


	Terry frowned at the oversized monitor in front of him. A few days ago, he’d finally finished converting his attic into a full-fledged gamer pad. There were multiple huge flat screen TVs, several big, high quality monitors, two dedicated gaming PCs and a whole stack of consoles - all integrated into a big, cable-organized rig. He had a server bank set up in a chilled, glass-walled closet to one side, so he could admire it. There was even a snack bar with fountain drinks, and a back-lit fridge that wirelessly synced with how intense the games he was playing were. It was the whole deal, complete with the programmable multicolored track lights he’d been assured every gamer setup absolutely needed.
	Yet, somehow, something felt off. He paused his game, and sat back in his chair. As the sole living heir of the Moldevard family, a family that dated back to the Crusades, he’d inherited generational wealth. All that money was for him to use however he wanted…but despite that, he often found himself feeling strangely troubled. That strange sense of unease had to do with something else he’d inherited from his family.
	Prior to the crusades, the ancestors of the Moldevard family were considered outcasts, witches, and demon worshipers. This was untrue; a fact the family had staunchly kept in its oral traditions. There was a sliver of truth behind that treatment, however, because the family was not normal. Their senses were strong. Hearing, sight, smell, touch, taste…everything went beyond the human norm, to such an extent that senses most people weren’t aware they possessed were starkly apparent to Terry and everyone else who’d lived in the Moldevard line.
	During the crusades, that extra ‘sense’ had kept his ancestors alive. A vague ‘feeling’ of danger, an ‘unease’ with a commander’s decision, an uncanny sense that an enemy’s forces were shifting to flank from behind the cover of unassuming buildings - that kind of thing. The family’s enhanced senses had lead the way through countless deadly encounters, but it had also alerted them to things that were hidden. Treasures of all kinds revealed their hiding places to the Moldevard ancestors, with some calling out from so far away that Terry’s family progenitors were drawn from the crusades, off all the way into the far east.
	It was a big, impressive, crazy family story, but these days all that enhanced sense tended to do was wake Terry up before the mailman made a delivery.
	With all of that in mind, why exactly was Terry’s sense going off now? It was after midnight. Nobody should be close enough to the house to set him off. With a frown on his face, he shoved back his chair and thumped across the floor to his attic door. He went three stories down, through rooms with sheet-covered furniture and past a wall of family portraits that’d been left dark and unviewed. Then he was in the kitchen, staring at the back door. It’d been left wide open.
	Terry closed the door with a quiet, secure click, and cast his eyes across the room until they settled on the basement door. He didn’t need to think about where his visitor had gone. All he did was pull a heavy oak walking staff from a coat rack by the door. It’d belonged to this late aunt, he’d loved to hike in rough, untamed countrysides.
	With a dull thud, he laid the heavy, bear-blood soaked staff on a shoulder, and walked down into the basement.


	The safe was a lot more complicated than the thief had expected. She thought it’d be a breeze to crack, considering how easy it was to get to the safe! It was stored off in a basement side room, which itself had a metal door and a lock she’d already gotten through. It’d been locked with a heavy padlock…which was the easiest thing in the world to get past. She’d just hit it with her shoe, and the thing had popped open and given her access to the safe room she was after with no real resistance.
	Only, the room hadn’t held just the one safe on the building plan. In fact, the small corner safe described was half the size of the four massive, floor to ceiling hard safes that were actually there. After a brief moment of stunned silence, she’d cursed, and started working on the oldest looking of the quartet of strong boxes. It certainly lacked the higher-tech locks the others had, but ultimately…she’d chosen incorrectly.
	The oldest safe was much more secure than the newer ones, by virtue of having a complex, irregular internal locking mechanism. She’d been struggling with it for a long time, now, but finally, she’d gotten the tumblers inside to click. She’d had to cheat with a couple of magnets, since the lock turned out to be mostly steel inside, but she’d gotten it in the end. With a triumphant sigh, she turned the safe’s handle, and dragged the heavy, blast-proof door open. She’d always thought of safe cracking as an outdated art form, but studying it had paid off this time!
	The hot red-haired woman licked her lips as the door finally swung out of the way. She was left breathless, afterwards; it’d taken her full strength to move it, even with the door unlocked. But, it’d been worth it! At last, she laid eyes on the safe’s precious charge, and…balked. It was not full of dollar bills, as she’d expected. It was stuffed with something more than that.
	For one thing, the entire top shelf of the safe was filled with gold bars - the old kind, the solid bricks of gold, not the new, flat metal ingots. Each one looked like it was ten times the size of a modern gold bullion, and there were dozens of them! There was millions upon millions of dollars worth of gold just crammed onto a shelf, right there in front of her!
	Next, set neatly on the next shelf down, was a sword longer than she was tall. The thief’s brow creased as she read a small inscription set into its pommel around a small, plain metal base. Durtanse. She couldn’t tell if that was the weapon’s name, or the smith who’d made it, but it felt weird to have that in a safe next to so much gold. Was it worth a lot? She didn’t really know anything about swords, but it wasn’t like it was shiny or worked with a lot of nice-looking details. It looked sort of plain, to her.
	The next shelf down made her blink. A suit of fine, polished plate mail had been carefully laid out, there, with a folded Knights Templar tabard and cloak alongside it. She’d used to like watching medieval, knight-themed movies when she was a kid, before her family tore itself apart. Nothing in those movies had looked as authentic as this. Were relics of the knight templars worth a lot of money? Probably. That probably meant the sword was, too.
	Below the armor and knight templar bits, there was a full metal shield - split in two halves, and laid atop one another with much less care than the armor or sword had been. Beneath that, there were shelves of strange old books, weird jade-capped scrolls, several really incredibly detailed golden stamps - or seals. She wasn’t sure what the technical term for them was, but they looked really valuable. 
	Lastly, at the very bottom of the safe ,behind a small metal grate, there was a wooden box. It was intricately carved, with deep, bold lines in a style that made the thief think of Asia, though she wasn’t familiar enough with wood working to tell anything beyond that. That, at least, looked light enough to take…and the fact it was the only thing in there with an extra layer of protection meant it had to be valuable.
	The grate came open with a simple lock-pick, and then the box was in her hands. She licked her lips as she pried it slowly open, revealing an ancient, miraculously preserved silk cushion within. It was richly decorated and stained an alluring purple-blue, yet paled in comparison to the jewel resting atop it. The stone was as big as a fist and glittered with an alluring shine, a perfect sphere split in swirling lines between a pearlescent white, and shimmering, internally-faceted black. The thief thought it loosely looked like a yin-yang symbol.
	“Hr-hm.” Terry loudly cleared his throat, and the thief jumped in shock - as he’d been standing in the doorway behind her, watching, for nearly ten minutes. “You should put that back.”
	She spun around with the box in hand, panic in her gray eyes. The man she found standing over her was…ridiculous. He towered over her, so much so that he had to actively tilt his head down to look at her face! Powerful, softly toned muscle covered him from foot to neck, his shredded body covered by an equally shredded old white t-shirt. His jeans bulged in all sorts of exciting ways, and his long, slightly unkempt brown hair was strangely bleached, yet somehow accented his handsome, square-jawed features.
	If he wasn’t menacing her, a thief who’d broken into his house who did not want to go to jail, he’d have been her ideal man. He even had blue eyes.
	Terry sighed under his breath. Why had a cute, curvy girl like this broken in? No way she couldn’t get a job, with her looks. “Look. If you put the box back and let yourself out, I won’t call the cops. It’d be a hassle.”
	The thief eyed the huge, heavy stick he was carrying. She didn’t really like the idea of getting hit with that, either, but she was confident she could still get away with the jewel. She needed money. Just leaving with nothing was out of the question, and besides, she wasn’t in any police databases. Even if he’d seen her, she was sure the cops couldn’t track her down just from her description alone - as long as she got away, of course.
	She tried her luck. With the box clutched to her chest, she tried to dive forwards beneath his field of view and out the door, but she didn’t even get close. Suddenly his stick was in her path, and her chest thudded against it, sending her staggering back in shock - as the half-opened box flew from her hands. With a loud crack, the jewel hit the floor behind him, freed from its cage.
	Terry sighed as the little thief staggered back ungracefully, her gray eyes spinning as she tried to right herself. By his family’s standards, Terry was in terrible shape. He didn’t work out hardly at all…but his genes were great. His build was naturally powerful, his body loved to put on muscle, and his metabolism hated fat. Add his superhuman senses and extraordinary reaction time to that, and there was no chance the thief was going to get past him.
	“Look.” Terry swung his stick back up, bracing it on his shoulder again. “I just told you that you can leave if you put everything back. I’m trying to be nice, here-
	Abruptly the young man with the stick cut short, as a loud, wavering hissing sound filled the room. He looked back, both his eyes and the thief’s fixed on the jewel she’d dropped when he blocked her. It’s fallen to the ground without its box to protect it…and cracked open. A strange fluid was rapidly pouring out from within it, with a pressurized gas hissing free alongside it. There were two shades of fluid - one spreading in a violent white mass, as the other leaked out in a black, oozing pool.
	“What?” Terry managed, before the fluid suddenly lunged at him! He yelped in shock as a mass of white paint-like goop latched onto his free hand, pulling at him! He tried to yank his hand back, but the stuff only pulled harder when he resisted, a seemingly impossible amount of it still pouring out of the cracked jewel! He tried to use his stick to smack the stuff back, but the second he swung towards it, more of the goop latched on his other hand, prying the stick out of his grasp and sending it clattering off down the basement hallway!
	The thief took her chance, and while Terry was struggling with the white goop, she bolted past him! He yelled, as more of the white goop wrapped around his arms and chest, spreading over his body in a tendrilous invasion! “HEY! Wait!”
	“NNGH!” He cried out, one pale blue eye fixed on the thief as the stuff moved to fully encase his body. With a thud, he fell to the ground, his legs and arms bound to his sides by the spreading mass of white gooey threads…as he realized the other puddle of fluid was gone. His eyes traced backwards from the fleeing thief’s boots, straight to where the puddle of black sludge had been, before. 
	As the last of the white slime wrapped up his head, blocking his vision…Terry passed out with a final conclusion ringing through his mind.
She stepped in it.


	The thief didn’t even stop when she got to the garden wall, she just slammed into it and scrambled up and over. She landed in the street on the other side, staggered, and ran, her eyes still with with fear. What the hell had that thing been? In a panic, she pulled up her suit’s hood, covering her head. There were cameras all over! She’d come out and just run, without thinking about her route at all!
	Adrenaline drove her on in a dead sprint, her body so heated by fear and panic that she didn’t feel the strange way her suit started to tighten across her body. Its already dark, glossy surface slowly strained tighter from her right foot up to her ass, turning a deeper, darker black, and gaining an even more lustrous shine. Slowly the seams and straps on her suit melted into that deeper blackness, as it plated her skin in a true, skin-tight layer. Even when it melded so tightly to her skin that her fingerprints showed through, she didn’t notice.
	Finally, on the edge of the rich neighborhood she’d chosen for her heist, she staggered to a stop under a streetlight and doubled over to catch her breath. She was out of the danger zone, now, but her body was so overheated that she felt like she was burning! Panting, she yanked on her hood, trying to pull it off…but it didn’t budge. “What the fu-NK?”
	Suddenly, the collar of her suit slithered up over her chin and clamped down on her lips so tight that she couldn’t speak. She screamed into it, her fingers yanking at the covering uselessly - as inside her hood, droplets of black slime began to accumulate. They pooled together on the inner lining of her hood, before slowly, sinuously snaking down…and thrusting into her ears!
	“MMGNGGH!” She thrashed in place, jerking at her hood with one hand and her collar with the other, as her eyes started to roll, wildly. The slime hissed around her as it started to pump itself into her head, thumb-sized bulges of black goo pumping neatly into her ears - more, and more, and more, in slow, irresistible pumps. She tried to block her ears with her hands, but the goop just pumped wetly between her fingers, and into her skull.
	The second her hands were off her collar, the suit latex on her face slid further up, covering her nose - as parts of it indented over her nostrils. The thief panicked completely as she felt it slithering up her nose, and then up higher still in her throat! She tried to pinch her nose to stop it, but even more tendrils were already descending towards the upper half of her face. She let out another horrible, strangled cry as it started to flow in around her eyes! It leaked across her cheeks and forehead, before slurping under her eyelids and then further in towards her brain!
	“MMNNN-GGKHPH!” She tried to scream once more - and suddenly a mass of black sludge stuffed into her mouth, wrenching her jaws open. Her entire body shook as her throat pumped, surging outwards in slow, overpowering bulges of black sludge. She went up on tip-toe, her body flexing in a desperate attempt to free herself…and then her eyes rolled up, and she slumped back. Her body thudded against the light post she’d stopped beneath, and then went limp - with the slime still slowly slithering inside. 
Slowly, it filled her body from the head down. Her arms flexed strangely, followed by her chest. Her belly tightened, stretching the skin-tight black latex atop it tighter than ever. Her legs twitched, her toned thighs bulging and her calves hardening as her mind slipped down into the darkness…
…and then she was suddenly back. The thief blinked, as she found herself standing beneath the street light as if none of that had actually happened. She yanked at the collar of her suit and pulled her hood back, releasing the long, fine red hair beneath…and neither resisted her. It was just her usual hood, and her usual collar. There was nothing strange at all. No sign that any strange black goop had done anything to her.
She patted herself up and down just to make sure, and then she gulped, nervously. She was just…imagining things. That had to be it! She’d just fantasized about raiding that house for so long that she’d gone a little crazy. She probably hadn’t actually broken in, even! Yeah, yeah, that…that was it. She hadn’t broken in yet. Not that she was going to try that now, of course. If she was thinking about a mark so hard that she was hallucinating over it, then it was time to pick somewhere else to hit.
“Get a grip, Rowan,” she chastised herself, as she turned and walked away from the light post so fast that her thighs zipped against one another with each step. She was just going to go home, pass out, and…and maybe in the morning, everything would feel more normal again. Maybe she’d get coffee from that place on 8th street that she liked. Well…if she still had money in her account. “Damnit. I really needed that mark!”
She fully left the houses and narrow streets of the neighborhood behind, and her boots clacked across hard city sidewalks instead. It was so late that even though plenty of big signs and digital banners in town were lit up, conveying the activity still buzzing deep in the city center, most of the streets further out were completely empty. She didn’t see another soul for nearly fifteen minutes, despite the brisk pace she set.
Then, she suddenly wasn’t alone anymore. Rowan blinked as she saw a woman walking down the sidewalk towards her - or, well, walking was the wrong term for whatever hip-slinging strut she was doing. She was some variety of Latina, with broad, shapely hips that loved to shake the huge, rounded ass behind her from side to side. White zip-up boots clung from her heels all the way up to her thick, juicy thighs, leaving a length of pale brown skin visible between the boots, and the hot-pink, body-hugging dress she’d stretched around herself.
Despite how thick her ass was, her tits were big too - sloshing up and down deliciously in the too-small cups of her dress. White gloves adorned her skinny little arms, and her throat was wrapped in a bright pink choker with golden letters across the front that read ‘Trish’. Despite her clearly Latin features, the woman had long, bleached-blonde hair, and bright blue eyes.
She looked incredibly fake to Rowan, who’d always prioritized keeping her body tight and trim. In fact, she was kind of irritated that this random bimbo slut was walking around near her place, right out where anybody could gawk at her pumped-up ass and barely-covered tits. It was so stupid, so shameless, so…so fucking infuriating!
Rowan’s teeth suddenly ground together, as a minor spark of irritation burned out of control into an irrational fury. She stopped in front of an alleyway, her body trembling as she waited as Trish walked past her…but her anger had spiked to such a height that she couldn’t hold back. With a snarl, Rowan suddenly snatched the bleached-blonde bimbo’s wrist, and yanked her into the alley! “You fucking bitch! You like being a SLUT, huh? Shaking your ass for cock?”
“What the fuck?” Trish gasped, her pink-painted lips parting in shock. She grunted, crying out as she was suddenly shoved against a brick wall face-first, her breasts squeezing against it, as Rowan planted a hand in the small of her back,and shoved - forcing her back to arch, and cranking her ass up to jiggle thick and fat behind her. “Fuck you, bitch, let go of me!”
“If you like dick so much,” Rowan growled, her eyes suddenly staining black from within, as a black mass of slime bulged out on the crotch of her suit. It massed atop itself, surging, bulging, swelling - until a hard, pulsating rod shoved between Trish’s thighs. “Then TAKE IT!”
Rowan’s hips slammed forwards, her toned ass and hard abs clenching in unison as she felt her psuedo-dick pound under Trish’s skirt, and straight into the panty-less pussy beneath. The blonde gasped, her head jerking back in shock as she felt her pussy suddenly stretch open around a big, juicy cock - one so big that her flat, soft belly bulged out around it! For a moment her entire body shook with shock, and then her eyes half-lidded as she moaned like the slut she was. 
“Mnnnn! Mng, mmnha!” Her tongue flopped down her chin, as Rowan pounded forwards again, and again, jiggling Trish’s tits against the wall and slapping her ass back into the short, toned redhead’s abs. Each thrust sent the slime slurping deep into her pussy, stretching her open more, and more, and more with each thrust! She loved it. Trish had gone out looking for someone to fuck, and after a night of misses, she’d finally found one with a big dick!
Rowan’s tongue slid across her lips, lengthening unnaturally as she rammed home inside of the slutty Latina. It felt SO FUCKING GOOD!  Her brain swam with pleasure each time her hips rammed forwards, stuffing more of the slime into the stupid slut’s body! The  bitch still thought they were just having sex! The slime slithered into her womb and escaped deeper into her body, only for the next ‘thrust’ to pour even more in, and in, without the stupid bleach-blonde realizing what was happening!
They panted and groaned in unison, as Rowan let go of Trish’s waist and squeezed her own tits instead, feeling how they jiggled each time she stretched Trish’s pussy open. The more she implanted the blonde, the better she felt! She had to pump her hips faster - FASTER! Pump more! Fill more! IMPLANT MORE!
Bulges shifted under the bimbo’s skin, slurping up through her belly. They bloated across her tits, bulging just beneath her nipples, and then slid up to her neck. They gathered from her back and her shoulders, slithering up beneath the totally oblivious woman’s throat and into her face, mounding up around her lips…until, as Rowan rammed forwards once final time, black slime erupted from Trish’s mouth. She was silenced mid-moan, as it instantly snapped shut over her entire head! “Mmn-MMGHK!”
“OOOoOOH, fuck!” Rowan threw her head back as she came, her tongue draping down from her chin all the way into her cleavage, as her eyes rolled amidst a wash of black sludge. She shuddered in place - unaware of the slime rapidly swallowing Trish, from the head down to her shoulders. It slurped over her tits as the blonde tried to struggle, then clamped over her broad hips and squeezed her massive brown ass in beneath it. Tendrils wrapped around her thighs, pulling the rest of the slime's mass down, until it connected to the tendril of slime Rowan had used to fuck her.
Then, strangely, blobs of black slime pumped up the tendril of ooze, and slithered into Rowan’s pussy instead. She screamed, her hands jerking free of her breasts as she stood up on tip-toe in pure ecstasy - and began to bulge and shift from within. As her voice echoed down the alleyway, she took an involuntary step back - separating her slime from Trish’s, as the blonde’s muffled screams began to fade away.
“Ugh! Oh…MNH!” Rowan cried out, as Trish’s thighs were forced together by the spreading slime on its way down and down, until it had completely encased her. With a shuddering wave of pleasure, Rowan's body changed. Beneath the slime, her tits swelled, jiggling forwards just as her hips suddenly cracked, popped, and widened. Her ass followed suit, swelling up just as thick as Trish’s - but tighter, more toned. Her thighs followed suit, swelling beneath the stretching fabric of her too-tight suit with a loud, latex strain.
All of Trish’s curves swelled through Rowan’s body, her skin subtly darkening as her body changed. Even her lips grew more full and soft, as her gray eyes gained a tinge of pale blue. Small aftershocks of bliss shook through her body, as her waist subtly cinched in tighter, her eyes rolling. The tendril massed between her legs rippled out into the rest of her suit, shrinking away entirely until the suit pulled tight to her plump, juicy pussy lips - suddenly fatter and puffier than they’d ever been.
Then the high started to fade, and clarity returned to the redhead’s mind. She gulped, her eyes widening with fear as she stared at Trish, completely encased in slime.The blonde’s breasts had more lift than before, beneath her slime-tight coating, but this was hard to notice on account of the slut having been bent over and stuck to the wall like a caterpillar in a cocoon.
“F-fuck…what did I…did someone slip me something, somewhere? This has to be some kind of bad trip!” Rowan stammered, as she backed away. Twitching, she turned and ran for it. “I just gotta get home and sleep it off! It’ll all be normal in the morning!”
She kept telling herself things would all be fine, all the way back to her apartment. She was still mumbling to herself about it, when Rowan slumped into bed without bothering to undress, and passed out with her boots hanging off the edge of the bed.
As she lay there, quietly snoring…black, oozing fluid began to drip from the tip of one of her boots.


With a start, Terry jerked awake. As his eyes gradually focused on the hard concrete floor he was laying on, he started to feel an awful, sticky wetness all over his body. He was drenched in old sweat, so much so that his hair, shirt, and pants all stank of ammonia. He wrinkled up his nose against the stench, and slowly sat up. He was so sweated out that he had to peel his back off the floor. 
He groaned. He was sore, nasty with half-dried sweat, and confused. Why was he passed out in the basement, of all places? His aunt’s walking stick was on the floor beside him, but he didn’t remember taking it from the hall tree at all. What had he done, the night before?
Suddenly the piercing tone of the house’s doorbell assaulted his tender ears, and Terry winced as he realized that was what had actually woken him up. Groaning, he heaved himself of the floor, shook out his shaggy brown hair, and tromped his way unsteadily up the stairs. 
He was still feeling groggy when he reached the front door, and swung it open. Blinding morning sunlight blasted into his eyes,  but after blinking a few times to get over it, he saw who’d woken him up. It was his neighbor from across the way, Sam. Well, Samantha, as regardless of her nickname, no one could possibly mistake her for a man.
She was short, with a fit, muscular body earned through years of dedicated workouts. Long, slightly wild black hair framed her gorgeous, mature features, her full lips and delicately sloped green eyes perfectly finishing out her alluring face. While her tanned skin was marred by a few small wrinkles, she was still gorgeous - and that became even more true if you looked at her from the neck down.
Gigantic, heavy bronzed tits hung through the too-small white tank top she’d stretched around them, either sphere still bouncing perky and full despite a slight sag. Below that, a narrow, tightly toned waist descended to broad, milfy hips, each of which were wrapped in a long black thong strap. Tiny cut-off jean shorts clung to a thick, jiggly bubble butt behind her, with her enormous, muscular thighs bulging out hugely below. Her legs were perfectly toned and sculpted to perfection, just like her abs, back, and arms.
Sam’s nipples strained through her top, revealing the total lack of any bra beneath. The tank-top was so stretched out that the underside of either huge, milky breast wobbled in plain view as she smiled and swayed her hips to one side. “Hey! Sorry if I woke you up, but I wanted to borrow…some…cream.”
Terry raised an eyebrow as the short, voluptuous milf trailed off with her eyes widening in shock. Following where she was looking, he realized she was staring at him - and looking down confirmed why. He was huge! His body was naturally muscular, but somehow every muscle he’d had before had gotten bigger, harder, and more powerfully defined! Six-pack abs strained through his practically painted-on shirt, and his upper arms were as broad and muscular as his thighs used to be!
Hastily, Terry cleared his throat and folded his arms across his newly massive pecks. “Right, cream? I think I have some. Let me go get it.”
He turned away from the door, tearing his eyes off the nearly naked milf before any intrusive thoughts started to crop up - but when he stepped away from the door, he’d left it open. As he started towards the kitchen, Sam suddenly jogged past him, before slowing to an ass-bouncing, long-legged strut in front of him. She held up a measuring cup, as she smiled over a shoulder at him with her green eyes twinkling. “I brought a measuring cup! Let me save you the trouble of dirtying a glass.”
Terry staggered, as her massive, incredible ass bounced from side, to side, as she worked her walk. Each step sent a huge bounce up through her ass, only for her too-tight shorts to restrain that jiggle as it bounced into the top third of either thick, toned cheek. Her thighs dragged against one another as she walked, so thick and juicy that they couldn’t even separate from one another. Even from behind, he could make out the edges of her huge, round tits sloshing up and down as she walked.
It was hypnotic, watching that ass crank from side to side, and soon enough Terry’s body reacted. He jerked, as he felt the crotch of his pants get way, way tighter than usual, so much so that he had to kind of stagger sideways as he worked his dick down the leg of his jeans to hide what she was doing to him. She was his neighbor! He didn’t even know if she was single! He sort of…vaguely  thought she might be, since she’d never had a guy around, but he didn’t know. Besides, it just wasn’t, like…right to think about banging your neighbor just because she was shaking her ass in your house. Right?
Sam’s dark hair swished across her waist as she sashayed into the kitchen, just slow enough to make sure Terry couldn’t look at anything but her ass. He stopped at the doorway, and stared as she turned to the side, pulled the refrigerator door open, and bent all the way over - thrusting her huge, perfectly toned ass up atop thick, hard-flexed thighs. Her back arched, her abs glistening in the refrigerator’s reflected lights, as her heavy, enormous tits sloshed down. Her entire, luscious body flexed in sexual profile before him, and his cock throbbed again.
The milf clicked her tongue, and bounced her ass in place as she bent one knee just enough to make her boobs wobble. “So many take out boxes! I thought you’d have home-cooked meals every night, in a kitchen this gorgeous. Maybe you just need…”
She looked over at him, her full, plump lips plying together, as she half-lidded her eyes in a seductive pout. “…a woman’s touch.”
Terry couldn’t restrain himself. On impulse, he stepped up close to the luscious, bent-over milf, his eyes gleaming strangely as he stared down at her. His cock throbbed unnaturally through his jeans, pumping up like a second heart. “Are you offering?”
“What?” She stood up straight, a smirk stretching across her lips. She opened her mouth to playfully object - and gasped in shock, as one of Terry’s hands suddenly dug into her ass. Her right, massive, juicy ass cheek bulged up, straining her shorts as he forced his fingers all the way in, until her ass bulged obediently between his digits. He pulled at her ass and she was dragged up on tip-toe, her sandals nearly flopping off as her round breasts brushed against his chest.
She could feel his crotch pressed against hers - and she could feel the enormous hungry beast inside, throbbing against her pussy despite the jeans separating them. Her throat worked, as she swallowed, nervously. “I’m kind of old for you, you know.”
Despite her objection, her hips slowly flexed forwards, pressing her body tight to the powerful, muscular man before her. On a surface level, she’d thought she was trying to lure him into dating her daughter when she came home from college…but now that she felt him against her, Sam felt greedy. She wanted this man for herself…but she had enough restraint to at least make clear that the age gap could be a problem. He’d probably stop-
“I disagree.” Terry cupped and squeezed her other ass cheek, pressing her closer to his chest as he sloshed her ass in his grasp - and then he leaned in and kissed her. Her full lips were forced apart, her tongue trembling as his own aggressively pinned and dragged at hers, forcing her cheeks to bulge as he violently explored her mouth. Her eyes crossed just from that, her entire body suddenly flexing with the nearly forgotten heat her youth had been dominated by…and Sam gave in.
She broke the kiss with a loud smack, a strand of pale saliva connecting her tongue to his as she pulled back, and then she bent over with her tits jiggling down against his abs. Her ass bulged against the hem of her shorts, two diagonal lines splitting each cheek into two massive blocks of thick, meaty ass - as she yanked at his pants, bouncing and sloshing her tits in place against him. 
She had to use both hands to get the enormous girth he’d stuffed down his pants leg to pull free. She tugged, bouncing her ass from side to side, struggling with it until a shaft bigger than anything she’d ever seen thudded free, with its tip nestling between the underswell of her breasts. She could feel it throbbing with heat against her toned, trim belly, as she slowly stood back up with her hips flexed towards him - and pressed her pussy against the base of his shaft. Sam’s eyes shuddered, as she felt his heartbeat transfer from his cock to her pussy, despite her shorts still separating them.
That brief impediment did not persist. Terry’s hands cupped the swell of her ass and then dragged up, under the hem of her shorts - and with one powerful pull, he ripped them in half, shredding them off of her body! Sam jumped in shock at his sudden strength - momentarily unaware that, suddenly, her pussy was protected by nothing but a sheer black thong. He pulled back, angled his hips, and rammed forwards.
“OOOGGGHH!” She screamed, her head jerking back and her eyes rolling as he rammed his cock through her thong, tearing it apart just as easily as he slammed her pussy folds open around him right after! Both of his hands dug into her ass, forcing her tightly toned cheeks to bulge around his fingers as he took control, and forced her towards him. Her tongue thrust out as her hips thudded home against his, and a cock longer than his entire forearm suddenly rammed against her womb.
Her belly bulged around him, clenching with muscular resistance as the head of his cock pushed hard on her cervix, with her entire pussy wrapped skin-tight around his throbbing girth. He held there, letting her hips jerk and her breasts jiggle in place as she felt him occupy her…and then he shoved forwards, forcing her ass up on his kitchen counter. Her round, thick thighs jerked up, clenching against his sides as her huge, juicy ass squeezed atop the granite counter slab.
“OH! OOoh! Oh oh oh!” She moaned into his ear as he pulled all the way back to the tip, still stretching her so tight that he pressure-sealed her pussy, before pistoning right back into the deepest parts of her body. Her pussy coiled around him tighter with each thrust, orgasm already building within her neglected pink as Sam draped her arms around his shoulders. As her next bleating cry of bliss rampaged through the house, he leaned in and pressed his lips to hers again. He pried either full, unpainted plump pillow apart against him, and silenced her screams by plugging her mouth with his tongue.
“MMn!” She grunted into his mouth, her eyes slowly rolling further and further up each time his cock reshaped her pussy. Forget her youth, nothing had ever felt this good! Each time he filled her, her belly clenched so hard that all that force went shuddering up into her tits, bouncing them against his muscular chest. Ripples of force shot up through her ass, wobbling it in his grasp as similar jiggles of force sloshed through her thighs, elecrifyingly moving her body in time with his womb-devouring thrusts!
Orgasms that started with her belly spread to her ass, thighs, tits, and head, until Sam felt like her brain was being hijacked by unending, pussy-stretching pleasure! She started to arch her back in time, clenching the heavy muscles there as she screamed into his mouth about how stupid it was that she’d ever considered passing up on him for her daughter’s sake. She was never giving this dick up!
Terry couldn’t hear a word of it, as each thrust brought her tight pussy down to grip him like a second skin, despite how perfectly fatty her pussy lips were. He felt her tits jiggling and her ass bouncing from what he was doing to her, and between the kiss, her body’s grip, and how perfectly her pussy slurped down to the back of his cock, he couldn’t hold out for long. With a growl that shook around inside Sam’s brain, he pounded home and flooded her womb with seed.
His balls clenched up, lifting as a massive pump of seed bulged from the base to the tip of his cock, stretching her pussy on its way to coat her womb with semen. Another and another followed, visibly stretching her belly! On the sixth load Terry pulled halfway out, enough for her to stare down between her tits and see his oversized shaft pumping cum into her pussy, and then up through her belly into her womb…
…and with a sharp jerk, she shoved him back a step and dropped into a squat in front of him. Her huge thighs spread wide to either side, her ass planted against the cabinets behind her as she shoved his cock into her mouth and drank the cum still spraying from his tip. She slid a hand up her side, popping her tits out of her top entirely, as her other hand cupped his pulsing balls and gently tugged whenever they clenched again.
Terry stared down in shock, as her lips, cheeks, and throat bulged in sequence over, and over, as she drank his throat-cloying cum. Her eyes never left his, despite her hips jerking in time, clenching her ass behind her and squishing her hot, huge tits against his thighs as she let her throat pump full in a gulping, eager series of swallows. This was crazy…she’d been his neighbor for years, and that was it. Why was he-
“NGh!” Terry’s train of thought jumped tracks as Sam’s lips squeezed forwards, slurping down to the base of his cock. She strained her throat around him, so hard that her ass clenched and her tits squished against his thighs - and that was enough to completely set him off. Her eyes twitched as both of his hands suddenly latched onto the back of her head, his fingers tangling into her black hair as he forced her head all the way forwards…and then dragged back.
“Mn?” She blinked, as suddenly his entire length was throbbing in front of her face, her puckered lips still squeezed tight against his tip. He only let her admire it for a moment, before his hips pounded forwards and his hands pulled her in, and that entire length of cock filled her throat! “MMGKN!”
Strained, joyous grunts echoed through her chest as Sam’s throat was reborn. What had she been doing, wasting it on food, water, and air? One of her hands dug into a massive breast, lifting and squishing it to her chest as the other dug four fingers into her stretched-out, cum-drenched pussy! She took him in, and in, gulping and straining her throat around him, with nothing but bliss and an eager desire to suck filling her mind!
Finally he started to cum again, but only a single load gushed down her throat before Sam abruptly pulled back. The milf’s mouth pulled off the tip with a quiet pop, only for a line of cum to jet out of the tip and spray between her lips before she could fully pull back. Her eyes shuddered as she felt it completely coat her mouth inside, saturating her tongue with it - and then she pulled up her measuring cup and planted it between her huge, perky bronzed tits.
She gripped his cock and dragged it down towards her massive tits, letting surging blasts of cum fill the cup up more, and more, as she stirred her tongue around in her mouth orgasmically. She savored the strangely intoxicating sweet of his cum, her pussy spasming and leaking even more of that seed. She swallowed, loudly gulping, and then chuckled as she watched her measuring cup nearly overflow with thick, churned-up white semen. “There’s way too much. I only needed a cup.”
Terry blinked down at her, his cock stilling between her fingers, only for her to run her hand down his length and squeeze a last spurt of semen out into her cup measure. Her eyes were halfway glazed-over as she inspected the over two cups of semen she’d gathered. She chuckled, seductively pumping her hips up and to one side as she stood all the way up - and then she pressed the cup to her lips, locked her green eyes with Terry’s blue ones, and tipped it straight up so she could suck its contents into her mouth.
A little jitter of shock ran through Terry’s body as he watched her throat pump again and again, as she chugged all of that cum down. It was thick; she could barely swallow it, as it clung to her mouth, throat, and tongue possessively, like it wanted to completely overwhelm her. She almost gagged just trying to force it down, her throat grinding out bulging-tight…and then finally, the last of it came out of the cup in a solid lump of cum, and slurped down into her belly. 
Her tongue traced the edge of her cup, licking the residual cum stuck to it. “Mmmn, so sweet and-MMPGHP!”
Terry’s hands clamped down on her head again, and before Sam could react, he’d forced her to bend completely over with her tits sloshing down against his thighs and her huge, thick ass thrusting into the air - as he rammed his cock into her mouth again! She gagged, her eyes bulging in resistance for a moment…until she felt his cock magnificently straining her throat again, and the milf’s eyes glazed over with bliss.
She let him fuck her throat again, her tits sloshing forwards against his thighs over and over until her air was so depleted that her arms went limp, and she sagged down to her knees. The last thing Sam felt as she started to black out was the mind-warping bliss of his cock pumping in place, flooding her stomach with even more of his seed, as each load massively bloated her cheeks and throat.
As soon as Sam went limp, Terry’s rationality snapped back into place. He cursed under his breath as he caught her toned shoulders and pulled her back, supporting her head against one of his wrists. He scooped her up with no effort, despite how thick and muscular she was, and hastily walked her to his living room couch to lay her out to rest. She was breathing fine, so…he hoped that meant she was okay.[footnoteRef:0] [0: Disclaimer: Do not assume someone who has lost consciousness is fine, no matter how normal their breathing is.] 

Then, with Samantha at least sleeping in what he felt was a comfortable way, Terry sagged down to sit beside her. What was going on? He’d never acted like that with a girl before, let alone a neighbor he’d known for years. She’d also lost control so fast…or, maybe that was just part of who Sam was. He couldn’t say for sure about her actions, but something was definitely up with him. Multiple cups of semen? Sudden muscle mass? Crazy strong libido? These were not normal.
Suddenly, the events of the night before came rushing back. The break-in, the thief, the safe…the jeweled egg shattering. Terry’s eyes jittered in shock as he remembered how that white goop had encased him! That stuff had changed him, somehow! But…if that goop had changed him…
…then what had the black goo done to the thief?


Rowan slurped loudly on a cup of gas-station coffee, as she walked briskly down the street. Despite the considerably increased sway in her hips and the extra jiggle that accompanied every step, she’d convinced herself that the events of the previous night were all just a bad dream. More importantly, she needed cash! Rent was due soon, and she was down to barely fifty bucks in loose change and spare bills. Of course her account was basically zeroed, too.
The thief’s bright red hair bobbed on the morning breeze, as she reached an old subway entrance with a ‘Do Not Enter’ barrier set across the stairs down. Rowan braced one hand on the barrier and swung her body over it, hopping down on the worn-out stair steps below. There were no lights on, but she had her phone to light the way. It was way better than the first time she’d come around, when she’d gone down at night with a lousy little pen light. She’d been sure the place was haunted, back then.
With her ass bouncing through the skintight black slime coating it, she jogged down the stairs to an old, abandoned subway station. The actual subway line was still in use, but the station itself had been shut down as part of some stupid city plan to revamp things…whatever the reason, it’d been left to rot for over a decade with no sign the city was going to do anything with it. That made it sort of perfect for dubious operations.
At one point the station had sported an underground Cinnabon, but the old shop was completely boarded up, now. Granted…it wasn’t boarded up like that because it’d been shut down. No, the boards were there to hide the fact that the shop still had power. Rowan had no idea how Dice had managed it, but somehow the city mains were still plugged in and operating without anybody noticing. The old coffee shop had become her perfect rent-free office-cum-apartment.
Rowan shoved the door open, and strode through into the trash heap that her fence called home. The kitchen was a mess of unwashed dishes, the waiting area was filled with old clothes and a washing machine that worked but looked badly out of place, and the cafe’s seating area was filled up with a pile of old mattresses and a huge, ugly old couch. One of the old tables had been used to set up a stereo and TV on, both of which looks basically ancient to Rowan. The TV was a CRT.
The woman she’d come to see was on the couch with an electric guitar in her lap. Candice McCloud was a short, slim woman with black, graffiti-styled tats marring her otherwise pale skin. A massive shock of pink hair stood up off the top of her head, with the sides shaved beneath it. She was technically pretty, but actively refused to put any effort into showing it despite putting a lot of effort into her ripped-up punk aesthetic. She even had an undersized old t-shirt on that had once had the name of a band on it, but it’d long since worn down too much to read. That was intentional.
She was tight, toned, and flat, just like her guitar playing. Rowan slurped at her coffee again, and then nodded to the pink-haired woman. “Hey, Candy.”
“Dice.” Candice corrected her, angrily. She set the guitar aside, and stood up with her old, out-of-style belt chains jangling. Her bright amber eyes flashed irritably. “It’s not even eight in the morning! What are you doing here, Red?”
Her and her nicknames. Rowan resisted the urge to sigh. “You said it was fine to come around in the mornings.”
“Yeah.” Dice ducked her head aggressively. “I meant like, after ten.”
“I can come back.” Rowan turned around and shrugged at the door. “I’d probably just sit outside for a while, though. It wouldn’t really make much difference, assuming you already moved that stuff I gave you.”
“What do you mean, ‘already moved’?” Dice yelled, as she stomped across the room and got right up in Rowan’s face. “All that shit you stole was high-end jewelry! Not the cheap stuff normal people get, that crap’s all signature-made! SIGNED, with distinct, one-of-a-kind designs! The cops had a bead on it the night you took it, and if I hadn’t gotten a tip from somebody I know on their side, I’d be in jail right now for trying to get a deposit on that shit!”
“I need that money, Dice.” Rowan took a step closer, as a wave of strange irritation erupted across her body. With a quiet paper crunch, she destroyed her empty coffee cup. “Now! Today!”
“Fuck YOU! Bring me easier stuff to move if you’re that desperate!” Dice shouted, her amber eyes blazing with a rage fueled by misplaced blame. She turned her back on Rowan, her pink hair wafting through the wind as she folded her arms. “If you’re so desperate, go knock over a gas station, or something!”
The irritation that’d taken hold of Rowan erupted into irrational rage. She stepped closer, he heels thudding across the ground as her shadow loomed over the shorter, slimmer woman…and only then did Candice realize her long-time friend looked different. She blinked, and looked back at Rowan just in time to see her new curves ripple in place, as the black slime of her suit spread up across the redhead’s face.
“RRggAAH!” Rowan let out a screaming roar as she grabbed the shorter, pink-haired woman by the shoulders, and leapt forwards, slamming her back down on her couch! Dice yelped as her shoulders were pinned down, her legs trapped between Rowan’s knees as the redhead propped herself up with her tits squeezed down against Candice’s flat chest. “You want a deposit so bad? FINE! I’ve got something ELSE to deposit!”
The thief growled as the bulging camel toe between her legs suddenly stretched open. Her pussy lips stretched, as a huge, surging tendril of black sludge shot out from inside her slit and went straight up the leg of Candice’s shorts! The fence screamed as her bare pussy was rammed open, a forearm-width of glistening black sludge slamming in all the way to her womb! She screamed again, her eyes rolling in panic - but that scream was silenced, as Rowan’s mouth jerked open and a disgustingly oversized black tongue shot from her mouth, straight down into Candice’s.
“GGGHK! MMNGH!” Candice’s legs kicked and jerked in a fruitless attempt to resist, as both Rowan’s tentacle dick and tongue started to bulge, and pump. The pink-haired girl couldn’t do anything but stare up in horror at the lumps of blackness surging out of Rowan’s mouth, and pumping down towards her! Her cheeks bloated with black slime leaking out between her lips, only for her throat to pump, pump, pump, painfully grinding open each time a new mass of slime was forced down into her belly. At the same time, her hips shuddered as her pussy was strained open around fistfuls of slurping sludge that nearly burst her shorts each time they slithered inside of her!
In time with each pussy-pump, glistening black slime splattered up onto her mons and rapidly spread up across her tight, slim belly. Her womb was forcibly stretched out more, and more, until that slim shape turned rounded, and then bulged out, with slime gripping it all over on the outside. At the same time, slime mounded up around her mouth, slithering into her nostrils and covering her wide, terrified eyes, as it spread across her face in a wave of squelching black. 
Her muffled screams grew more and more distant as black sludge pumped into her ears, dug into her naval, and spread down her thighs. Her boots bulged and stretched strangely as the slime sucked loudly down inside of them - and all of this as her belly bloated more, and more. Her throat continuously pumped, bulging swells surging visibly down along the front of her neck, even as it was coated on the outside with glistening black. Tendrils spread down her arms and wrapped around her fingers, prying her tightly clenched fists open against her will, as her digits were stained glistening black.
Rowan moaned in bliss as she rocked her new bimbo hips forwards, her ass jiggling behind her each time she slotted home, and let the black slime cock between her hips pump. She pounded down into the pink-haired slut’s pussy, Dice’s shorts having long since melted away entirely to give her a straight, clear angle at the gaping lips beneath. All the fence could do was shudder, as with a moaning scream of bliss, Rowan slammed home - and came, forcing far more slime to surge out of her pussy and pump wildly up into Dice’s belly!
All of Candice’s struggles ceased, as her belly bloated a foot tall, and then two. The last of her hair and the tips of her toes vanished as the sludge completely overtook her form. The black shaft between Rowan’s legs finally stopped pumping, and with a long, orgasmic groan, Rowan started to pull out…and then jerked to a halt, as she felt the tendril suddenly pump something from Candice’s pussy straight up into hers. Her black-coated lips gaped open, her eyes shuddering as she felt that pump of fluid gush up into her womb. Her hair shook as the slime settled into her body, and then with a strange shuffling shift, the tips of her hair gained the more spiky, wild curls that Candice’s locks sported.
Rowan pulled back, groaning in satisfaction as the fence’s body was slowly adjusted by the slime covering her. It tightened, forcing her arms to her sides and pinning her legs together like she was some kind of bloat-bellied mummy - but that bloat didn’t stay. It churned and sloshed in place, and then began to slowly sink into Candice’s body, spreading through her. Even through the slime coating, Rowan could hear her long-time friend’s bones pop and snap as she grew taller. Her tits heaved up, their former flatness bloating outwards into a match for Rowan’s own enhanced curves, as the slime glistened atop each jiggling, hard-nippled swell.
Finally, Rowan started to realize that what she was seeing was not normal. Her lips parted in shock, as she watched Candice’s ass bloat and her thighs thicken, her slim belly clenching with hard, packed-in abs. This…wasn’t also a dream. No! No, none of it had been a dream! The redhead looked down at her glistening latex-coated body, and couldn't dupe herself into ignoring the fact she was definitely thicker than she had been the day before. 
Then…she’d really done all of that, last night? That thing had gotten inside of her, bonded with her…and then given her control over it! Rowan chuckled to herself as she gripped one of her new breasts, and licked her lips. She was in complete control! She could do this to anybody…to so many other women!
The black ‘mask’ on her face melted and flowed down into the collar of her suit once more, freeing Rowan’s features - and revealing eyes tinged green, and swirling with madness.


Terry had more or less figured things out. Well…not really, but he at least understood what had happened to his body. One of the perks of his family’s enhanced senses was being able to precisely feel the inside of themselves, too, which was part of why they almost never got sick. Any time there was an infection? They’d see the start of it, and just dose up on vitamin C to knock most things out before they really got started.
The thing that’d sunk into Terry’s body wasn’t an infection. It was definitely a symbiotic organism of some kind, one that had substantially improved his physicality in all sorts of ways. It was laced through his body’s muscle, bones, fat, and internal organs, and had even modified parts of his back with new organ structures that he was fairly sure nothing on Earth had. Considering it seemed like there were other things he could do with it that he wasn’t sure followed the laws of physics…he was pretty sure it was either supernatural, or not from Earth at all. Both options were kind of weird to think about.
Of course, the organism was also effecting his brain. Fortunately he’d managed to isolate the impulses and drives it wanted him to act on, so he knew what was him and what was the goop, but a normal person wouldn’t have been able to tell the difference. If the black goop that’d attached to that thief worked the same way, then she probably had no idea who was really in charge of her body. That could-
Suddenly, a sharp twinge jerked through Terry’s brain. He could feel something through the white creature inside of him - a resonance with another of its kind. A tug, in a particular direction. Something about that tug made the organism feel distressed, to the point where it immediately tried to manipulate him into heading towards the source. Terry didn’t appreciate its attempt to direct him, but he still stood up. He didn’t particularly want to leave that other goop loose, either.
As his weight left the couch, the cushions sprang back up with enough exuberance to jostle Sam awake. The voluptuous, toned milf blinked up at him, and then let out a long, breast-wobbling groan as she stretched her arms and legs in place, hard enough to jiggle her tits. “Mmmnnnngh! Hey.”
Terry stared down at her. His earlier…session…with her had definitely been influenced by the white goop, but he didn’t exactly mind. She seemed pretty pleased with the whole situation, and it wasn’t like it hadn’t felt nice. “Hey. You, uh…still need that cup of cream?”
Sam laughed out loud, and heaved herself up as she sat up on the couch. She half-lidded her eyes seductively, as she tucked a lock of black hair behind an ear. “I think I got plenty. More than I bargained for, considering how sore I am.”
A little twinge of guilt shot through Terry’s body. He hadn’t yet gotten a hold on what the creature in his body could do when he had sex with Sam, and he’d definitely gone overboard. He bobbed his head. “Sorry about that.”
“Oh, I’m not complaining.” She laughed lightly, as she eased herself up off the couch. She was a little sore, sure, but she hadn’t felt so relaxed in years. She stepped in close, pressing her huge, perfect milfy tits up against Terry’s chest as her hips rolled enticingly from one side, to the other, bouncing her ass along with it. “In fact, I’d be up to do that again any time.”
There were only three ways Terry could have responded to that. Say no, grab her, or put it off for later. Fortunately, he had a good reason to pick the third option. “I’d be up for that, but right now I’ve got something I need to deal with a little ways into town. I should really head out - but you’re welcome to stay here, if you want to.”
Sam’s full, plump lips curled up into a smirk. “Why would I stick around? I’ve been your neighbor long enough to know you don’t have a car[footnoteRef:1], sweetie.” [1:  Wrong. Terry actually had twelve cars - all sports cars, ALL broken down in the basement garage. His family’s only reliable car had been totaled by his late uncle at the end of a drunken bender, years earlier. He didn’t die in the wreck; no, despite taking out a line of trees, the crash didn’t even bruise the huge old guy. It was food poisoning from trying pickled durian that ultimately did him in.] 

She turned around, and scooped a long raincoat off the front door hatstand. It barely wrapped around her, but it covered up her bare ass enough. “Let me just pull around, and I’ll take you where you need to go.”
Terry had nothing to say to that but a weak ‘sure’, and then she was out the door. True to her word, in no time she’d pulled around front in a fancy pick-up truck and a new pair of shorts. He climbed in, and had to awkwardly just…point the way they were going as she drove. He couldn’t just admit to following an alien ‘feeling’ in his body, but despite the weird directions, Sam accepted them without a fuss.
Their destination turned out to be a shut-down drugstore. It wasn’t abandoned or anything; a lot of smaller businesses near Terry’s neighborhood were only run during the first half of the week, and this particular store was one of those - and it was a mess. The back wall, where there used to be a door accessing an alley behind the store, had been ripped down, bricks and all. Even from out in the truck, Terry could feel things being smashed and thrown around inside the store as someone went on a rampage.
“I’ll be right back.” Terry popped the passenger door open, and stepped out. Sam gave him a worried look as he circled around the truck and headed in through the broken back wall of the drug store. To her, it sort of looked like he was walking into a disaster area, with the wall smashed down the way it was - but somehow, she felt strangely passive. Normally she would have told him to stop and called the cops, but instead she just…felt like waiting, and trusting Terry would handle whatever was going on. 
Bits of mortar and shattered brick cracked under Terry’s shoes, as he stepped into the store. Oh, he was in the right place, alright. Immediately, there were blots of writhing black sludge scattered across the floor and splattered on the walls. Even more of the slime was being thrown all around, as a short, voluptuous woman encased in it picked up a shelf, and smashed it against a wall with shocking strength.
It didn’t look like the thief. This woman’s exposed hair was a bright bleach-blonde, and though every other part of her body was coated in a glistening, oozing black sludge, he was sure she was too curvy to be the thief, too. All of that took a backseat to something else, though - something that Terry completely overrode the alien creature’s influence, to prioritize.
There was another woman cowering behind one of the shelves. She looked homeless, based on her clothes, but that had no impact on the fact the black-coated woman was clearly trying to lure her out by destroying things around her! With a yell, Terry vaulted over the counter and threw a pile of magazines at the black-coated woman, sticking them all over her sludgy body! “Hey! What do you think you’re doing?”
As soon as he approached the woman, Terry felt something smoothly flex out of his back - and his shirt was shredded to pieces by a mass of sharp white tendrils! They instantly flowed across his body, even swallowing up his shoes as his muscular frame was completely encased in a mass of writhing white…only for those tendrils to meld together, and take on a far more solid, rigid shape.
From amidst the white gunk clinging to Terry’s body, hard white plates of solid material pressed up and out into the form of an armored suit. Plates lined the middle of his abdomen and clamped down on his chest and upper back, as strange hip-wedges and thigh plates pressed into place. Hard coverings formed over his biceps and triceps, then encased his forearms entirely in glistening white metal. More ridges of metal rose up all over his hands, leaving his joints free to move, but plating everything else with alien metal.
Huge, rounded pauldrons took shape, both settling heavily across his broad shoulders. Below, heavy, articulated metal boots clamped down on his knees, calves, and ankles, with only a few plates to cover the back of his heel and the top of his toes. No treads or soles covered his feet; just the massed-together white tendrils. Last of all, a vast, winged white helm with a forehead crest wreathed around his features, with glowing, clear blue eyes opening up in the midst of a distinctive triangular visor.
Terry didn’t stop and wait for the armor to take shape - he kept running until he slid to a halt between the black-coated blonde and the cowering homeless woman. As soon as he was in place he slammed a hand down on the shelf beside him, startling the latter of the two women. “Get up and run! Now!”
His voice came out with a strange, booming distortion, but it got the woman moving. With a shriek, she stood up and bolted for the broken back wall! The blonde tried to lunge after her, her sludge-covered mouth gaping open in a muffled cry of rage, but Terry stepped between them and caught her wrists, stopping her dead in her tracks! Somehow, he could feel that the white armor covering his body had dramatically increased his strength - and he’d already been strong.
With rapidly receding screams of panic, the homeless woman bolted out of the building and didn’t stop running. Meanwhile, the black-covered blonde struggled the entire time, sloshing her huge, plump curves from side to side in a way that…that Terry just could not resist! The crotch plate of his armor snapped open, and his shaft surged up and out, a coating of white sticking to his throbbing, oversized girth! He felt insanely attracted to this bitch - too much to stop himself at all!
With a sharp yank, he threw her to the floor flat on her back and grabbed her ankles, letting her arms bounce free for just a moment - before he squatted down on top of her, slamming her ankles up to pin her own wrists down with them! Her ass jiggled, her thighs suddenly spread open to either side of her black-coated pussy - exposing her enough for Terry to force his cock down balls-deep inside of her! 
Trish’s mouth opened in a slime-stretching scream of bliss, as her previously stretched-out pussy was slammed even tighter around a huge, perfect cock! She jerked her head back so hard that the foundation beneath her skull cracked, as she felt him pound home from pussy lips to womb - only to yank his cock back out to the tip and pound deep again, and again, like a brutal breeding-press jackhammer! Her big, plump tits jiggled hugely between her own knees as he strained her newly muscular belly around him again, and again!
She came almost immediately, any hint of resistance melting away as she squirmed her hips in time with his thrusts. She ground her pussy along one side of his cock and then the other, years of being a slut finally paying off as she encouraged him to  pound even deeper, so deep that her cervix strained open around the tip! Wild spasms of bliss shook her abs, jiggled her tits, and clenched her thighs in place as she came harder than she ever had in her life!
Terry couldn’t hold back, either. With his teeth grinding together so hard that Trish could hear them, he put all the strength he had into one final ass-slapping thrust, and pinned her womb open around his shaft! His balls surged up in a clenching duo, as a massive load bulged his cock out from within - stretching her lips, mons, pussy folds, and cervix in order, as it pumped all the way up to her womb! 
“MMNNGGGH!” A muffled cry of abject bliss shook through the symbiote-coated woman as Terry pumped fistful after fistful of cum into her womb, rapidly swelling her belly from within! Each blast of seed sent streams of thick-churned cum pouring out of her pussy, dripping off of her ass to plop to the floor as he filled her and filled her, until his cock finally ran dry.
Panting, Terry pulled out and staggered to his feet, letting go of the blonde at last. Her legs swung down with a bent-knee thud, her heels digging into the ground as she shoved her hips up, and arched her back so much that her entire body started to shudder - only it wasn’t her body arching that was making her shake. Her abs clenched down, forcing a mass of cum to spurt out of her pussy, as the black sludge still coating her body rapidly began to tighten.
With an audible, rubbery clenching sound, the slime lost its fluid nature and instead stuck to her skin like a layer of hard latex. It grew tighter and tighter, until suddenly it seemed to stretch too much over her body, and patches of glistening brown latina skin started to show through. Her hips and thighs bulged into the open air, leaving black stockings covering her toned, curvy legs, as a long black dress unfurled down the front and back of her legs.
The black of her dress still stuck perfectly to her abs, clenching them out in glistening definition, as more and more brown cleavage jiggled into view above them. Slowly the top half of her dress resolved into a black halter top that stuck to her breasts and encircled her neck in a tight black choker. Gloves stretched across her arms and fingers, leaving them in a similar latex embrace to that which bound up her thighs. 
Then, with a final shifting of black, her face burst into view, revealing gorgeous brown features and full, glistening metallic pink lips. The same pink metallic sheen suddenly shifted into view as a trim on her stockings, gloves, and around the upper waist of her dress, accenting the black of her outfit with a little of her favorite color. Trish’s bright blue eyes fluttered open, as for a moment, she seemed too dazed to do anything…
…and then she spotted his still-throbbing shaft hanging over her, and immediately sat up and shoved her fat pink lips down along his length! Terry grunted, spasming in surprise as she took him against the back of her throat, and then leaned her head back, opening up to shove his entire shaft deeper and deeper inside, until the entire front of her throat bulged skin-tight around his cock. Her choker strained ominously, as with a final eager wiggle of her ass, she forced her lips down to bulge tight around the base of his dick.
Her hands dug into the floor, cracking it as she propped her big, plump tits up atop her arms, and sucked back to the tip so hard that her ass clenched down on her heels, behind her. She shuddered there, her eyes crossing in bliss for a moment as she just sucked at the tip - and then she pounded her head forwards, blonde hair flying behind her as she stuffed him all the way down to her stomach! 
After the first two sucks her new master graciously gripped the back of her head, and made Trish’s pussy gush with bliss as he face-fucked her instead. Her eyes rolled up, half-lidding in total ecstasy as her perfectly trained bimbo-throat slurped down his cock again, and again, her lips perfectly sucking along his cock as he rammed home in a brutal choker-tearing rhythm! 
Each thrust jiggled her ass atop her reformed latex heels and bounced her tits against his thighs, until with another groan, he put both hands on her head and forced her all the way to the base one final time. Trish let out a little squeal of pleasure as she felt his cock clench in her throat, and then rapidly pump her stomach full! Her throat bulged around each huge, surging load, but Trish just swallowed and swallowed, eagerly helping his cock flood her with his cum.
When he finally went still, she slowly, intensely sucked back to the tip, her tongue pressed to the underside of his cock. She forced every last drop of seed out onto her tongue and savored it, her pussy flaring open as she came again, like a good, obedient bimbo bitch. She’d been living for this moment for years - for the moment she finally found the man who was going to make her his lifelong sex slave! 
Completely unaware of the willful degeneracy of the woman on her knees in front of him, Terry swallowed, and stared down at her through his armor’s visor. “Who…are you? What made you like this?”
Trish almost started explaining about how she’d discovered porn, but she at least had enough sense to know that he was asking about the slime, not how she intentionally turned herself into a slut. With a blissful smile on her fat, gleaming pink lips, she answered him. “I’m Trish - or Antonia Torres if I’m not allowed to use nicknames, but I like, so prefer Trish.”
“I was attacked!” Without a hint of the trauma Terry would have expected given the circumstances, Trish obediently explained what had happened to her. She explained about the thief attacking and pumping her full of slime the night before, and then about how she’d woken up in the morning with a homeless woman poking her with an actual stick. “I sort of went crazy after that. I think I was going to try to pump her, like that red-haired girl did me? But I dunno. Like, my head was so fuzzy then! The more I had that stuff just on me, the more I lost it, I think?”
“But I feel great, now.” Trish half-lidded her blue eyes seductively, and leaned in - rubbing his shaft against one of her cheeks, as she gazed up at him. “Like I had a piece missing, and now it’s finally back where it belongs.”
A little jitter ran down Terry’s back, as he found something in her tone…threatening? Creepy? Whatever it was, he wanted his dick away from her. He willed his suit to cover it up, and with a snap, the crotch plate of his armor slotted back into place, trapping his dick safely inside again. Trish let out a little puff of disappointment, but he ignored her in favor of trying to figure out why the armor had obeyed him, like that. 
It didn’t take long to work out. The white armor was directly connected to his brain, and thanks to his awareness of the slime’s impulses, he had complete control over it. In fact, he had so much awareness of his new white suit that he could tell some of it was embedded inside of Trish, and acting like a regulating core over the black slime that’d spread out through her entire body. The reason she wasn’t out of control anymore was this core, which had gotten inside of her because they…had sex. That felt a little odd. Was he going to have to do that with the redhead, too, when he found her?
Terry felt out the armor’s abilities bit by bit, and slowly realized something about its structure in the process. While it wasn’t a complete match, the armor had definitely taken elements from the old plate mail that’d been stored in the safe near the jewel. Had the old jewel…the egg the slimes had come out of…somehow been aware of its surroundings while it was locked up? That was also weird to think about, but there was something a lot more pressing.
The more Terry got familiar with the armor’s feel, the more he became aware of the black slime on Trish’s body - and the more he felt her, the more he felt the rest of the black slime, coating women elsewhere. Women…not woman.
There was already more of them.


Kura’s black combat boots ground into the pavement, as she snuffed out a still-smoldering cigarette butt. As far as the city locals were concerned, she was an oddity. If her red skin wasn’t enough to make people stare, then the enormous, chaotic mass of white hair on her head was. If that wasn’t, then no one would pass over her extremely muscular physique - or the two long, flesh-covered horns on her forehead.
It didn’t matter how normal her torn-up jeans, flannel over-shirt, and black workout bra were for the city’s fashion trends. No one was going to mistake an oni like Kura for a normal girl. She snorted at the thought, and then took a long swig from the battered old hip flask she’d filled with booze the night before.
Ever since Emergence Day back in 1968, oni like Kura had been present in human society. The same was true for a lot of the ‘supernatural’ races. Beastmen of all kinds were around enough that humans didn’t even bat an eye at most of them. Elves could be seen all over, if you knew where to look. Dwarves had stubbornly pushed their way into all sorts of heavy industry…but oni, like a lot of the less-populous races, just weren’t that easy to find. 
The general lack of familiarity humans had with oni coupled with the reality that they had exactly two natural talents - combat strength and a keen nose for alcohol - meant that employment options had been limited, for Kura. She wasn’t interested in the long hours of delicate, hard work that went into brewing, and she wasn’t interested in war or prize fighting like her uncle and aunt…so that’d only left her with the one option, as far as she was concerned.
That, of course, explained why she was standing guard outside of a worn-down old warehouse with a bunch of dubiously legal crates stacked inside it. The job was easy. If anybody came close? She beat the crap out of them. It was that simple. It didn’t matter what they were there for, who they were, or when they showed up - Kura’s job was to beat them so bad they never got close again.
Normally, she was pretty good at her job. She hadn’t had a repeat customer in a couple years, which was why she was a little bothered when one of them suddenly showed up. The redhead swaying towards her down the alley was somebody she’d dealt with a few months earlier, and she wasn’t keen on some little waif taking her so lightly as to try her luck a second time.
Kura lowered her flask, and set it down on the steps beside where she’d set up to watch the building. With a dull, high-heeled clack, the thief stopped in front of the tall, muscular oni woman, and then Rowan planted her hands on her broad, shapely black-wrapped hips. “Hey. Remember me?”
“Sure. I put you through that trash can.” Without breaking eye contact with Rowan, the oni jabbed a thumb towards an old aluminum trash can to one side. It still had a person-shaped hole in it. “You wanna try your luck again?”
Rowan smirked, showing her teeth as a tiny sliver of slime slithered off the back of her right high-heel, and wormed its way through the cracks in the pavement beneath her. “Oh, I do - but it’s not going to be that easy this time, you big red bitch!”
Black slime slithered up over the redhead’s face and sealed her in, as Kura lunged towards her frighteningly fast! Rowan only managed to dodge by a hair’s breadth despite the slime enhancing her body, only for the oni to whip a hand around and send her staggering just from brushing against her cheek! “Ugh! God, you horrible woman. Last time I didn’t even pick a fight! You just grabbed me because I hadn’t ever seen an oni before!”
“Yeah, and I’ll toss you for being nosy every time you come around here!” Kura snarled, her white hair dancing behind her like a mass of superheated flames, as she punched towards Rowan’s face with enough force to shatter concrete. She clipped off a few of the redhead’s hairs, as the thief ducked the punch and leapt to one side, trying and failing to put distance between herself and Kura. Strength aided speed, and Kura had an enormous amount of both!
As the oni focused on trying to smash Rowan’s face into a wall, the tiny slithering line of black ooze the thief had released earlier finally reached its target. It crept up the stair steps by the warehouse entrance, squirming forwards and then pulsing the rest of its body up and up, until it reached the edge of Kura’s set-aside flask. It spiraled up around the container, before dropping inside with a quiet splash.
Rowan didn’t need to win. She grinned beneath her latex-like mask, as she hopped backwards just a little slower than usual…and took the tail end of one of Kura’s punches to the chest. All the wind shot out of her lungs as she was sent flying ten feet into a wall, and hit it so hard that it cracked! She slumped to the ground, struggling to breathe, as Kura snorted down at her. “Wow. You’re tougher than I thought. You still wanna go?”
A pained wheeze dripped out of Rowan’s mouth as she struggled just to get up onto her hands and knees, and Kura snorted. Yeah, the fight was over. Her boots thudded across the pavement as she walked back over to her usual spot, and scooped her flask back up. “I’m not sure why you wanted to have a fight with me. Most humans die when an oni hits them, right? Seems crazy for you to come back and try me again.”
“You’re just lucky that I’m so gentle.” The muscular oni woman smirked to herself, as she raised the bottle to her lips. The mouth of the bottle pressed into place, her thin lips clamping around it - and suddenly, an enormous mass of slithering black ooze gushed out into her mouth! “MNGHK?”
Her cheeks bloated hugely as an impossible amount of slime surged out of the bottle, and rapidly forced its way deeper in! Her throat clenched and strained, but despite Kura’s best efforts, it slowly bulged more and more as the slime forced its way in! It shot up her throat, making her eyes roll as it gushed out of her nostrils and then thrust out of her ears from within!
The flask shattered in her hands as she tried to yank it away, and even more slime erupted from its remains, rapidly splattering against her flat chest and wrapping around her arms and neck! It plastered across her face, completely cutting off any source of air, and then her eyes were coated with it - plunging the oni into darkness. She threw her head back and yanked at the slime on her face with both hands, trying to pull it free even as her throat bulged, and bulged again, pumping in sharp, forceful jerks as the slime invaded her body! “MGK! GMHF!”
As Kura struggled against the rapidly spreading slime, Rowan climbed smoothly back to her feet and smirked at the staggering oni. The black slime had reached her over-muscled waist, and was lashing out tendrils to wrap around her heavy legs already. A harsh, cruel laugh left the redhead’s lips as Kura started to completely run out of air, and her body failed her. The massive white-haired woman fell to her knees, as the slime slowly forced her oxygen-starved arms behind her back.
“MMn! I’m going to enjoy this.” Rowan’s unnaturally long tongue slithered across her lips, as she gripped both of Kura’s horns, and shoved the oni woman’s face between her thighs. The second the slime on Kura’s face touched the latex-like goop stuck to Rowan’s crotch, they connected - and Rowan moaned in bliss as a huge, surging tendril of black pumped out of her pussy and rammed straight down the oni’s throat! “Ooohhh!”
“GGHK!” Kura gagged, the front of her neck slamming forwards as sludge violently pumped in, and in, and in - forcing her hard, masculine waist to bloat subtly outwards. She couldn’t resist at all. With no air, she couldn’t do anything but sit there as the slime swallowed up her legs, arms, and head, completely encasing her body! Her eyes slowly rolled up, her belly distending in slow, heavy pushes outwards, as even her boots were swallowed by the slime. “Mnh…ghhn….nh.”
She was coated completely. Her knees were pressed into the pavement, her thighs forced open as she squatted atop her own heels…with her head forced back and her lips stuck to Rowan’s pussy, as the redhead sat on her face. She licked her lips, staring down at the oni’s gigantically filled belly as it subtly sloshed and churned in place…and then she felt the tendril connecting her to Kura start to pump again.
“MMnh, this is the best part!” Rowan moaned, as a surging lump of black fluid forced itself up Kura’s throat, and then from her mouth into the redhead’s waiting, gushing pussy. Her mons and abs subtly bulged as the fluid poured up into her body - and then they did more than just bulge. Rowan let out a grunt of pleasure as her toned abs suddenly clenched, going steel-hard! The muscles in her sides tightened, as her thighs bulged within, hardening with thick, corded muscle! 
“Oh!” Her suit stretched as her arms bulked out from within, heavy biceps and shoulder muscles stretching it even tighter than before. Her heart beat like a drum in her ears, as her chest clenched and her spine lengthened, her entire body popping and stretching as she grew taller! Her calves bulged out, growing powerfully muscular, as a final wave of growth swept up through her back and into her neck, leaving hard muscle clenching on either side of her spine, in its wake.
With a dull squelch, the tendril of slime pulled out of Kura, and slithered back up into Rowan’s pussy. It was done! She panted as she stood up, her newly enhanced body trembling with barely restrained power. Her shoulders hadn’t broadened at all and she hadn’t gotten red skin or horns, but in every other way, she’d taken what she wanted! Powerful muscles, and greater height! She clenched an arm, and laughed at how much muscle bulged within it! 
Rowan grabbed one of Kura’s latex-wrapped horns, and lifted the entire heavy oni bitch into the air like she weighed nothing. “Hhaha! I’m so STRONG! Hehee…this is what I came here for. As soon as I realized this sludge can give me what other women have, I knew who to go after! Your strength is mine now, bitch!”
The suit peeled back off her face, revealing wide, crazed green-blue eyes, as Rowan hefted her prize into the air and laughed.


“Is this going to be close enough?” Sam asked, as she slotted her truck’s gear shift into park and took her foot off the brake pedal. She’d done her best to follow Terry’s odd, indistinct directions, but she wasn’t exactly sure what she’d gotten herself into. First they’d driven to the old drugstore on 12th street, which had clearly been broken into. Then he’d taken a weird, curvy blonde woman back home and dropped her off, and then they’d bolted right back out the door to come here, to a street with nothing on it but empty office buildings and a broken down subway station. 
“Here is perfect,” Terry assured her, as he unlocked the passenger side door, and stood up. “Can you wait for me? I don’t think this will take very long.”
“Hey, I wasn’t planning to do anything today but watch reruns and bake.” The luscious, dark-haired milf flashed a beautiful smile at him, and leaned over enough to make her tits slosh around her seat belt. “You’ve already made my day way more interesting than that. I can afford to wait a few minutes.”
Terry returned her smile with a quick peck on the lips, and then he jogged off across the sidewalk to the old, boarded-up subway entrance nearby. He could feel them down there…three of them, all together. His smile slipped, as he hopped the barrier blocking off the stairs, and paced down into the dark below.
By the time he reached the bottom step, gleaming white armor had already closed tight around Terry’s body. Through its visor, the old subway platform was lit up with some kind of enhanced night vision - which made the trickle of faint light from the old coffee shop along the side of the platform extremely obvious. There was no question where they’d holed up.
His armor’s strange, soft-soled feet didn’t make a sound as she padded over to the old shop’s door. He didn’t know if it was locked, but that was a moot point - because Terry just grabbed the door by either side of its frame, and ripped it off its hinges! He tossed it aside with a smash of broken boards and shattered glass, and looked inside just in time to see two huge figures wrapped up in black slime writhing on an old, battered couch inside.
The thief was there. He recognized her immediately, even though she’d gotten huge compared to how she’d been the night before! She was standing over the pair of writhing black-wrapped women with a hand on either of their heads - her own slime-soaked arms rippling. Something was pumping up her right arm, out of the horned, muscular woman, and down her left, into the smaller girl.
The purpose of this exchange became abundantly clear, as the smaller figure writhed, and then swelled with huge, powerful muscles beneath her latex-like coating! Her considerable figure bulked out with thick, corded definition, abs snapping into place as her arms strained through the black, growing muscular and strong. Her thighs bulked so much that she nearly tore through the slime covering her body!
At the same time, the horned, nearly masculine figure beside her writhed as her waist crunched inwards to a feminine slimness, and her flat chest swelled out with an impressive pair of full, plump breasts. She arched her back, her hips flaring out with a dull pop, as the shape of her ass and thighs swelled with round tension. Even through the black coating, it was easy to see her lips swelling up, straining through the latex-slime on her face.
Rowan rounded on the odd, white-armored intruder, releasing her two new sisters. An odd sensation pounded through her head; a mass of instincts that tugged and strained at her brain so hard that it almost made her completely lose control, and walk towards him. She gritted her teeth, resisting the confusion…and when the pulsing faded, she somehow recognized that armored figure. It was the man from the house where this had all started!
“Haha! Oh, this is hilarious,” she cooed, as her broad, reshaped hips swayed from one side to the other, between arms that suddenly clenched with muscle. Terry stopped, facing her in the doorway. “Did you come to try to take back what I took from you? Too bad - this is way more valuable than just MONEY!”
She screamed her last word as a battle cry, as she flung herself towards the white-armored man. A punch with the full strength of an oni behind it slammed towards his head, as inside, she felt sure that no human could ever match up to her, now…but Terry simply stepped to one side, and caught her wrist as her punch struck empty air. With barely any effort, he put a hand on her waist and twisted around - using her momentum to send her flying back into the shop!
Rowan yelped as she crashed through the back counter, tearing it apart around her slime-coated body. It didn’t hurt! With another laugh, she sprang right back up, completely unharmed despite the stone-topped counter her body had just plowed through. So what if he’d weirdly redirected her strength? She had the power of an oni, now! Nothing he did could actually beat her!
It was ridiculous that this redheaded bitch thought she could fight him, Terry thought. She lunged in again, crudely trying to just punch him - but he lightly swept her arm to one side, caught her by the chin, and sent her sprawling backwards across the floor. After the insane hell his father had put him through as a kid, it would be crazy for him to lose in a fight to a lousy fighter like her - even without the armor. With it…
…Terry caught her next punch, directly, stopping her dead without the need for any tricks. His strength had already been greater than hers right from the start. A jolt of shock shot through Rowan’s tightly trained body, as she stared in horror at the armored man who’d just completely stopped her in her tracks. By nature, she was not a fighter. She’d never actually had the gall for it, even if she’d picked a fight with Kura to distract her, earlier.
As soon as Rowan understood that the commanding advantage she’d assumed she had was absent, she started to panic. She backed up, powerful, muscular thighs bouncing as she tried to think of a way to escape…but there was nothing! The shop was built into the bedrock under the city, with only the front wall behind the white-armored man actually accessing the outside! She had to get past him to get away!
Fortunately for Rowan, fate hadn’t abandoned her just yet. With a pair of loud, muffled screams, Kura and Dice both clenched on the couch - backs arching, legs jerking out to thud into the floor in front of the couch’s seat as the latex covering their bodies rapidly tightened to their skin! Both women’s bellies had bloated up beneath the slime, but now that bloat rapidly heaved inwards, clenching and grinding strangely as it forced itself down flat to hard, densely defined abs!
The rest of the bloat pushed outwards, loudly grinding their hips out wide and round, before heaving down into thick, toned ass cheeks! Both women’s thighs swelled - one with muscle and rippling plush, and the other with thick, juicy softness atop her existing muscle. With a quartet of explosive bounces their tits grew out, wobbling massively apart before sloshing back together. More muscle surged through Dice’s shoulders, arms, and back, before finally clenching her neck up tight - as both women’s heads seemed to swell and bulge strangely along the back of their scalps.
Their lips strained through the black, growing plump and soft as the bulging masses atop their heads grew larger and larger, until all at once, they burst. An enormous mass of wavy pink hair cascaded around Candice’s new, muscular body, as waves of fire-like white locks fell down around Kura’s horns, and settled down the back of the couch so far that they touched the ground. With her hair unfurled, Candice’s ears were visible again as well - and both of them had grown long and pointed, as dormant elf blood from her great-grandmother awoke within the fence.
In a rush the black fully peeled back, receding into a tiny, waist-gripping corset on Dice, and a black wrap that stuck to Kura’s new breasts. Black pants snapped into place around Candy’s ass and stuck to her thighs, while long, garter-strap attached stirrup stockings stuck to Kura’s massive, muscular legs. A black half-skirt descended from a gold-studded leather sash around the oni’s hips, while heavy, high-heeled boots forced Dice’s feet up on point.
White wraps swirled around Kura’s wrists before tightening to her forearms, as huge, lethal-looking golden knuckle plates settled on the backs of her crimson-skinned hands. Latex black fingerless gloves clung skin-tight to Dice’s hands, as golden torques formed around Kura’s massive upper arms. As both women’s amber eyes snapped open, a pair of slim black chokers wrapped around their necks, tight.
Their new clothes stuck tight to their bodies, all over…and yet, after a moment, those garments sagged and lost their luster, turning into loose, slimy coatings that barely stuck in place. Some of the slime spread across their bodies again, covering up Kura’s right eye and swallowing Dice’s mouth, as whatever form the goop had tried to take for them didn’t quite work. Still, they both stood up - unhindered by the slime’s failure.
Rowan wasted no time taking advantage of their awakening. She shouted, and pointed right at Terry. “That guy is after us! Stop him!”
That was all it took. Both the oni and pink-haired fence launched themselves at Terry, their arms latching onto his waist and neck! He was forced to try to pry them loose - and while he was struggling to fend off two supernaturally strong women, the thief bolted out the shop’s door and raced straight up the subway stairs beyond. She got to the top of the stairs and saw a shiny new truck parked on the curb nearby…with one of the biggest, thickest women she’d ever seen, sitting in the driver’s seat.
	Deep in Rowan’s throat, a small, hungry growl rolled out, as she saw the curves on that milf…curves that could be hers. She bit her lower lip. Maybe she had time for one quick little thing, before she escaped…


	Neither the oni nor the pink-haired thief were trying to attack Terry - as he rapidly discovered when Kura squatted down, ripped the crotch plate of his armor open, and sucked his soft dick straight into her mouth. He jerked in shock as his cock immediately reacted, pulsing bigger and bigger until the oni groaned, and let it rapidly swell down - stretch down - into her throat. Her eyes wobbled as her choker bulged around the hard, throbbing shaft that was slowly stretching her lips tighter and tighter around it.
	At the same time, the fence pawed at his helmet, her fat, juicy bimbo lips parting lustfully beneath the slime that’d stretched up to coat her face. Terry felt the ooze inside him telling him to open up the armor, and that these two weren’t a threat…but he’d kind of already figured that one out, considering Kura was bouncing her ass against her heels as she moaned into his cock like a slut!
	In a burst of dissolving white tendrils, Terry’s armor snapped open, allowing both women full access to his body. As soon as he was opened up, Dice yanked him back flat to the floor, her big, bouncy bimbo tits sloshing down on his chest as Kura planted her lips so far down his length that she kissed his abs. Her throat strained in place, a pleased groan escaping her as she felt his cock throb, and throb again inside her, each pulse making her throat subtly bulge.
	Terry grunted as she started to suck up to the tip, and then he grabbed hold of one of Kura’s horns and forced her back down, making her back jerk and her tits jiggle against his thighs as she gagged on his dick! Her lone visible eye went wide in shock…but she didn’t even slightly resist, as he yanked her head back and fucked her throat over, and over, hard enough to make her ass bounce atop her heels! At the same time, he tilted his head to one side and dug his teeth into Candy’s neck, biting just hard enough to make her body shiver with excitement! 
“MMmnh!” She moaned beneath the symbiote, her lips stretching open into a black-coated O of bliss, as with one final yank Terry forced the oni’s lips down to the base of his cock, and came. Her eyes rolled up as she felt her throat violently pump open with his seed, his entire cock pumping again, and again inside of her. Each pulse nearly snapped her choker, as she drank his seed down in lip-straining, cheek-bloating gulps! She drank and drank, until her hard abs bulged subtly around the sheer volume of cum she’d taken in!
	Kura pulled back, sucking on his cock until her cheeks bloated with a final load of hard-won cum. Her new, fat lips kissed the tip, before pulling back with a strand of cum connecting them - a strand she rapidly sucked into her mouth, before swallowing his cum with a throat-bulging pump that was so loud it echoed around the room. Between her legs, a set of black, clinging slime panties stuck to her pussy - as it gushed with joy, from within.
	As soon as Kura was out of the way, Terry rolled over on top of the fence. Candy shuddered as he got his hands down the back of her pants and squeezed the enormous swell of thick, juicy brown ass beneath, her tits already mounding against his chest as he lined his cock up with her crotch. Obediently, the black slime composing her latex pants and panties spread apart to admit the throbbing tip - and in the process, that slime stuck so tight to her pussy lips that they were dragged open to admit him.
	“MMGGH!” Candy screamed in bliss, nearly tearing the slime coating on her face open as Terry forced his cock in. He pushed halfway home, snapping her pussy lips wide around him, and then rammed in the rest of the way all at once! Her cervix compressed against the tip of his cock, her entire narrow, muscular belly straining upwards around him as he locked home deep inside her.
	He held long enough to feel her pussy spasm around him on the verge of orgasm, and then Terry brutally pumped out and pounded right back in, forcing the fence to scream so loud that she really did tear the slime over her mouth open! Her voice poured out, filling the restaurant with bleating cries of ecstasy as he rammed in, and in again, her huge, muscular thighs heaving around him as he dug his fingers into her ass!
	Panting, Kura pressed her huge body against Terry’s back, squishing her tits up round and plump against him, as she gripped Dice’s knees - and yanked her up, forcing her pussy so hard around Terry’s dick that her womb strained open for him! She screamed in completely broken bliss, her entire body changing to suit his shaft, as the oni helped him fuck the pink-haired woman harder, deeper, and faster!
	With each ass-jiggling pound, Terry forced Candy to scream. Each time her tits sloshed up against his chest, Kura panted against his back. Whenever her pussy swallowed his cock and clung joyfully to his enormous, oversized girth, Kura’s hips pumped up in answer as  well. When the fence’s abs clenched and her hips jerked in time with his thrusts, Kura arched her back as well - as she let her mind flood with fantasies of having that cock stuffed inside of her, next.
	“RRGGH!” Terry growled through gritted teeth as he slammed his hips down one more time and held, forcing Candice’s hard, heavily defined abs to strain so much that they started to steam - and then his cock pumped from base to tip inside of her, and let a fist-sized blast of cum strain her womb into a new shape, forever. She screamed, throwing her head back in a mass of swirling pink hair as he belly heaved up, and up, her abs slowly losing definition as her belly bloated into a cum-stuffed round! Her overfilled her womb until cum poured out of her pussy around him in thick, churned waterfalls of seed that slicked off of her black-wrapped ass, and plopped to the floor.
	He pulled back, forcing Kura to spread her huge thighs apart to make room for him as he practically sat in her lap. Her arms wrapped around him, holding his waist as his cock popped out of Dice’s pussy with a quiet, cum-drenched squelch - and the fence immediately sat up and stuffed his cock into her mouth, sucking hard enough to force two huge, throat-sucking loads of cum to pump into her mouth and gush down into her belly! She swallowed, completely draining his shaft with wild, choker-straining gulps!
	Candy’s eyes wobbled as she started to blissfully suck further and further down Terry’s cock, slowly training her throat around him - but Kura’s patience had come to an end. With a sharp shove on Candy’s shoulders, she forced the pink-haired slut back and then swung her own huge, red-skinned body around to land heavily in Terry’s lap! Her gasped in shock she came down with her panties instantly parting to admit him into the hard, muscle-compressed pussy beyond!
	Normally if a human man wanted to have sex with an oni, he’d need to convince her to take a lot of muscle relaxants first to keep his dick from being pulverized - but that wasn’t a problem for Terry’s modified body. His cock forced her pussy to strain apart for him, her muscle-ridden folds dragging open around a cock bigger, harder, and longer than anything she’d ever imagined was possible. She threw her head back and screamed in bliss, as after years of crushing dildos and suffering with chronic sexual frustration, there was finally a cock ramming home inside of her!
	He banged into her womb hard enough to make her upper row of abs clench with shock, her massive, heavily defined red ass thudding into his lap - but she still didn’t have him all the way inside. Part of the armor reformed on Terry’s arms, as he reached around her huge, heavy muscle-bimbo body…and slapped his hands into her over-muscled ass.
	“Oh-OGOGHHH!” Her initial gasp at being slapped turned into a guttural cry, as Terry forced her down the last three inches - his hands digging into her ass so hard that despite the supernatural muscle mass inside, he made her cheeks bulge between his fingers! Her cervix screamed inside of her as he forced it open and plunged his cock directly into her altered womb - the black slime still lingering within sinking into her tissues, and forcing wild, unrestrained bliss to shake through her body!
	She came for the first time since she was a teenager, and over a decade of frustratingly nonexistent sexual fulfillment came undone all at once. Orgasm shook her body from her core out. Her abs shuddered, clenching in place wildly, as her tits jiggled up, and her ass trembled between his fingers. A wave of clenching, spasming pleasure shook through her arms and legs, wobbling her thighs in place and making her fingers and toes curl, as her womb welcomed its new lover.
	Then she latched her arms onto his shoulders, and pumped her ass up and down in his lap with thunderous, echoing slaps. Each time her ass bounced into his thighs, the entire building shook. Her tongue draped down her chin like a black waterfall of unending bliss, her golden eyes shuddering as each slam forced her womb to stretch tight to the head of his cock! Her tits bounced straight up when her ass hit his lap, only to jiggle back down as she arched her back and heaved her thick red ass back up again, and again!
Behind Kura, Dice grabbed hold of a support pillar for dear life. As she clung to it and tried not to get thrown off her feet, the coating on her face melted away, and her clothes tightened, losing their amorphous, slimy look. Her skin darkened, taking on a latin brown gloss, as her body subtly tightened up all over. As the oni obsessively rammed Terry’s cock inside, straining her abs around him again and again, Dice’s head finally started to clear. Still…things were…different. As she watched Kura squat in Terry’s lap, she knew in the core of her being that this was right.
Kura’s hands clamped down on her knees, as her relentless pounding forced Terry flat to the ground beneath her. She spread her thighs, turning her lap-ride into a full pussy-pumping squat - her huge, meaty ass cheeks straining beneath his fingers, as she pounded into his lap again, and again, and again until she felt his cock finally swelling within her! She let out a strange, pleasurable whimper as she slammed down once more, and felt his balls clench up against her ass.
“Hhhee-eeehhh!” Her head sagged to one side as she felt cum pump up his length, straining her reborn pussy anew. She felt her abs subtly bulge out, from bottom row, to middle, to top - as his seed pulsed up through her pussy and stuffed her womb with thick, staining semen! Still, she wanted more - more and more and more, a desperate carnal demand that her body answered as Terry’s cum filled her up, and up, each new load making her abs clench harder, until beads of sweat were sent spraying off of them in time with each pump.
Finally her ass slackened, and Terry’s fingers sunk in, digging into the thick red gloss of her cheeks as Kura let out a long, satisfied moan. She sagged forwards atop him, her tits squishing to Terry’s chest as she levered her ass up enough to drag half his length out of her pussy - only for that length to pulse, visibly pumping a final load of cum up into her exhausted, stretched-open pussy. She grunted with pleasure as she felt that final load gush inside, and then she completely went limp atop him - letting his cock slip out of her pussy at last.
The black slime coating the oni’s left eye slowly receded, as just like with Candy, her outfit regained its stiff lines and stuck to her body solidly. Her mind was already completely back in order, of course; she’d regained her senses before she actually got Terry’s dick into her pussy, but she’d been so flushed with pleasure that she just hadn’t cared to think about the current situation, at the time. She was content to just sag in place, eyes halfway rolled up, and let her body spasm with aftershocks of the bliss she’d been dreaming of for years.
Terry, on the other hand, was not willing to just sink down into the afterglow. The thief had gotten away! He slid out from under the oni woman’s massive body, and ran straight past Dice without a word, ignoring the thick, muscular fence. He took the subway stairs up three at a time, and then vaulted over the barricades at the top with no regard for how exposed his current half-naked state was.
He landed on the sidewalk…and his eyes crossed in horror, as he looked towards Sam’s truck. There, sat in the driver’s seat, was the thief - with Sam pinned in her lap, facing her! Black tendrils had gagged her and tied the milf’s arms behind her back, and more tendrils had thrust up out of Rowan’s pussy to stuff up under the dark-haired milf’s shorts! Over and over, Rowan dragged the milf’s huge juicy ass up, and pounded it back down, making her trim belly bulge as she was stuffed full of oozing black pseudo-cock!
“Ooh, fuck! Yes!” Rowan moaned, her tongue draping down her chin as Sam’s massive tits sloshed against the thief’s much smaller, perkier ones. Gigantic ass cheeks slapped into her lap, jiggling around her over-tight jean shorts, only for Rowan to heave the milf up and slam her right back down! “So! Fucking! GOOD!”
“OOGHH!” She screamed, her red-haired head grinding back into the seat as black slime suddenly pumped violently out of her pussy! Sam’s normally flat, toned belly immediately heaved out, bloating as black sludge pumped in fist-sized lumps into her pussy, up her ass, and across her body, rapidly sloshing over her thighs and abs! Her green eyes stared in panic towards Terry, begging him for help - as a fresh tendril squirmed up between her gigantic tits.
“Sam!” Terry yelled as he ran towards the truck - but the tendril that’d shoved between her tits was already poised over the gag that’d been planted between her lips. She groaned inside as the tendril shot forwards, ramming down her throat so far that it bloated her neck out from within - only for it to immediately pump as well! Huge loads of black sludge pumped between her tits, jiggling them hugely apart around each lump, as those same spheres continued on to squelch between her lips. Her cheeks bloated around each load of slime, loads that then violently stretched their way down her throat, and into her belly again, and again, in rapid deposits of black!
Terry wrenched the car door open, snapping the internal lock, as Rowan screamed in bliss, arching her back and bouncing Sam’s luscious body up in her lap. Black sludge rapidly spattered across the milf’s lips, spreading over her face in a surging, irresistible tide, even as her belly bloated out more and more beneath the black slime that’d already coated it! Her tits were swallowed up, their massive, soft swells suddenly glistening black!
“MMnh! MNGHNNH!” Sam screamed in panic as three simultaneous, massive pumps of black fluid gushed down her throat, spread her ass cheeks, and flooded her womb…and then each tendril disconnected from her body. She shuddered in place, green eyes wide with panic as she tried to reach out for Terry…and then black slime erupted from her holes. It gushed out of her mouth, nose, and ears, pouring across her head even as more slime spurted from her nipples, coursing beneath the black that’d already coated her breasts to rapidly spread down her arms and across her back.
Her ass shuddered as black goo rapidly coated it from within, only for more slime to slither across her huge, juicy thighs and down across her lower legs. Her flip-flops fell off, plopping to the floor of car, as her toes were swallowed up in a mass of dripping black. Only her eyes remained exposed, for one fleeting moment, before black slime poured out around them as tears - and swallowed her eyes.
Panting, Rowan finally noticed the huge, muscular man looming over her, and she hastily shoved Sam over into the passenger seat. A huge, thick black tendril slurped out of the milf, flopping across one of Rowan’s thighs like a flaccid cock, as the redhead tried to start the car. That didn’t go well for her - as with his white armor rapidly encasing his body again, Terry grabbed her wrists and yanked her out of the vehicle entirely.
The thief growled, trying to struggle as he slammed her back against the side of the truck’s cabin - but her attempts to wriggle her arms out of his grasp abruptly ended, when the tendril still hanging from her pussy slurped loudly up into the pink within her! It pumped in, making her black-coated abs thud and jerk as it worked its way up inside her! “Oh! GOh-OH!”
“AAhHHHAA!” Her head jerked back, as the moment the tendril slurped completely inside her plump, gushing pussy lips, her body shuddered. Her belly suddenly clenched flat, hard abs standing out across her bimbo-narrow waist and huge, jutting hips - hips that suddenly clenched even wider, growing out into milfy handholds despite her waist staying just as slim as before.
Ripples shook down through her muscular thighs, only for them to massively bloat outwards, growing hugely rounded and plump, despite still having visible, bouncy muscles wobbling within! Her ass heaved back, sloshing enormously thick, before heaving up as her existing bimbo bubble butt clenched all of that new ass meat into round, tightened-up shape! She let out another groan as her tits ballooned, doubling and then tripling in size, straining the black of her full-body suit so tight that hints of her brown skin stained through it! Puffy, swollen areola bulged out last of all, completing the transformation of her tits - as all of the curves Sam had were added to those that Rowan had copied from Trish!
“Fu-fuck, I’m…I’m perfect!” Rowan moaned, her tongue toying with her fat, bimbo-tight upper lip, as she looked down at her massive body - momentarily having forgotten that Terry had her arms pinned to the truck over her head. He loomed over her, as she panted down at her own massive, perfect gravity-defying tits. “Finally! Oooh oohh, it feels so gooood!”
Terry wanted to smash her head through the truck and make her beg for her miserable life - but before his rage could take over, two huge, muscular female bodies pressed in against either of Rowan’s sides. He blinked in surprise as Kura and Dice seized hold of one of Rowan’s arms each, and then grabbed hold of her head. The redhead growled and tried to resist, as they started to force her to her knees! “HEY! What the fuck? You’re on MY side, you-ugh!”
With a quiet thud, the thief’s knees hit the pavement hard enough to make her new, enormous thighs jiggle in place. Her ass was forced all the way down flat, either cheek bulging on the sidewalk, as between the oni and fence, they managed to force her arms up and behind Rowan’s head. Her new tits sloshed gigantically in front of her chest, hanging from her raised shoulders, as she glared up at Terry and the girls. “LET GO!”
“Claiming her will solve everything,” Kura said, as she grabbed Rowan’s chin.
“It’s the only way to fix her,” Candice added, as she yanked on Rowan’s crimson hair - forcing her mouth to jerk open for him, and stay that way thanks to Kura’s iron-hard grip.
Terry felt the alien presence in his brain scrambling to do as the two women had said. What it desired…well, it was a suitable punishment, after what she’d just done to Sam! Snarling, Terry obliged the alien, opening his armor’s crotch plate to release the enormous, throbbing, vein-covered cock within! Rowan had a moment to stare in complete disbelief, her green-blue eyes wide in shock - and then he rammed home!
“MMGNNHK!” Her eyes crossed trying to stare at his cock, as he stretched her lips open around him - her cheeks plating to the sides of his cock so hard that his veins bulged through them! Her throat heaved out, straining so much that her entire neck subtly stretched, as he forced his cock in, and in, until the head lodged against her stomach! 
She gagged around him, spit dripping from her fat, glistening black bimbo lips as he pumped his cock out and then slotted home again, forcing so much inside that it almost seemed impossible that her throat could even hold his gigantic girth. He pounded in, and in again, her head pinned back against the car door as an arms length of alien-coated cock dragged out of her slutty mouth, pouring her juices down across her black-bound tits - only for him to feed it all straight back in, hard and deep enough to make her tits jiggle!
Her ass ground into the concrete beneath her, each thrust forcing a huge, ass-bouncing clench to shudder up her huge bubble butt and slosh it against her hard, toned lower back! Her heels jerked apart, her calves straining up against the gigantic musclebound thighs clenched above them, as she tried and failed to resist! She couldn’t even bring herself to try to bite - all she could do was suck, suck, and suck, like a complete cock-hooked slut!
When he came, she let out a loud, orgasmic moan of bliss as his cock filled her throat completely. She couldn’t even swallow; all she could do was sit there and let his cock pump in place, straining her throat as he directly poured load after load of seed into her stomach. Her belly jerked in place, abs clenching and then slowly distending as he filled her with more and more of his cum!
“Mnn-GGhhuuhhf!” He pulled out, letting a final gag turn into a gasp for air as he left her throat. Rowan’ s tongue hung down her chin, dripping with a final gush of his seed as her eyes watered with a mix of delirious bliss and confusion - neither of which had time to subside before Kura and Candice heaved her up between them, and dragged her thighs open. The crotch of her slimy suit opened obediently, revealing the flared, dripping-wet pussy lips within.
Terry reached around and gripped her ass, squeezing its incredibly round, toned softness. Despite all the muscle packed inside, his fingers bulged those massive cheeks between them easily, her ass practically sucking his hands in…as he pressed his cock to the open pink of her pussy. Rowan’s eyes flickered with awareness as she realized on some level what was about to happen - and then her mind shattered, as he rammed nearly two feet of cock up inside of her pussy!
Her womb was slammed open instantly, deforming and bulging around the head of his cock. Every fold in her slit clung to him skin-tight, as her abs bulged from the mons up to her tits with cock - straining and clenching uselessly in an attempt to tighten around him, as he completely filled her! She could feel her organs shift when he dragged all of that back out to the tip, and then he immediately strained her iron-tight abs again with another womb-filling thrust!
Her gigantic, gravity defying tits bounced up along her chest, sloshing against the redhead’s chin as he pounded in, and in again - as black veins started to spread down the length of his white-coated dick. They bulged out even harder then before, his entire cock bulging thicker, before he forced it all home inside of Rowan, again, and again! She screamed, her eyes rolling up as the black ooze spread through his armor further and further, staining the tendrilous under-layers of his armor completely black!
Beneath the armor, he felt his muscles bulge and swell again, as two massive bulges of white plating and black ooze started to strain and drag out off his back. He growled as he felt them jerk fully out, as two new arms took shape - and immediately shot forwards to grab Rowan’s gigantic thighs. They were stretched out straight to either side, jiggling her ass tight between them as either huge length of thigh bulged around Terry’s fingers!
With his new handhold, he fucked her even harder - sending her ass cheeks pounding up against her lower back, as waves of jiggling pleasure shot through her thighs! Her tits bounced and bounced, sloshing against his chest only to jiggle down atop her abs again, and again, as Kura and Dice held her arms out straight to either side! With all four of her limbs splayed out, all Rowan could do was scream on his cock, as he reshaped her pussy with each stroke!
He power fucked her, dragging her entire body up and slamming her back down on his cock until the red-haired thief was so drowned in pleasure that nothing but the feel of his cock gracing her pussy with pleasure even registered anymore! She’d reached heights of pleasure she’d been terrified existed - because she knew as soon as she felt them, she’d change forever!
“OOOOGGGGHHHHH!” She screamed one final time as he pounded home, and came. Her entire belly heaved; a rolling bulge grinding her pussy lips open, only to stretch her lower abs, belly button, and upper abs out, before sloshing into her womb! Another and another followed, bloating her belly more, and more until finally cum started to leak from her pussy lips - but still he kept going, forcing cum to spray out of her pussy around him in churned jets of seed, as he pumped her belly full!
When he was spent, he dropped her to the pavement without a second thought. Her back thudded down, her ass bouncing on the asphalt as her tits sloshed apart - and cum poured out of her pussy in gushing fistfuls. She shuddered in place, as all over her body, her slimy suit changed. A zipper took shape between her tits, only for her spasming, breast-jiggling jerks to send it slowly unzipping all the way down onto her lower abs - revealing her new, powerfully defined abs, and most of either gigantic, overstuffed brown breast.
Straps tightened into place on her hips, as high-heeled stripper boots formed on her lower legs. The collar of her suit popped up, freed from its slimy, skin-tight form, as the latex-goop tightened everywhere across her skin. Her thighs trembled as skin-tight blackness glistened atop each and every muscular ridge, her ass and tits jiggling in place as the suit suctioned flawlessly to them. Even her muscular arms twitched, as the alien goop finally solidified atop them - completing her transformation.
As her suit closed up over her pussy, her belly already flattened all the way back down, a red-and-black choker formed around Rowan’s neck. She shook there, her hands slowly exploring her abs and then stroking along her new, torso-sized tits and plumped up pussy lips, as her eyes glistened with obedient bliss.
Terry stepped back, ignoring her as he looked down at his suit. Black tendrils wrapped his cock up and pulled it down enough for his armor’s white crotch plate to close again, revealing new silvery ridges that’d taken shape atop the plating. Looking in the truck’s side mirrors, he saw that blue jewels were also forming on several parts of the armor, each one strangely fluid in appearance. His helmet had also gained a ridge along the top, and the eyes hidden down within its ‘visor’ were now covered with blue crystal lenses.
Most importantly, the alien presence in his brain had gotten much quieter. He wasn’t having to strain to resist it, anymore. Had he recovered the original black slime, when he had sex with Rowan? He blinked, realizing he knew the redhead’s name, somehow. He knew Kura and Candice, too, as if he was mentally linked to them somehow - albeit only distantly.
This was all something he could deal with later. Terry shook his head, and withdrew the armor into his back as he looked over at Sam with concern. Her belly was still bloated and her body was completely coated with black ooze. She wasn’t moving at all - not even enough to show she was breathing.
“She’ll be fine.” Dice laid a hand on his arm, and Terry blinked around at her, Kura, and Rowan - the last of whom had staggered back to her feet, and was still struggling to catch her breath. “But she’ll need you, and soon.”
Terry’s right eye twitched. He knew what they meant. He frowned, deeply, as he watched the three women pile into the truck’s back seat like they assumed he was just going to take them with him…but he kind of knew he was. What, was he supposed to leave these potentially dangerous creature-infested women just out in the open?
With a slam, he stepped into the truck and shut the door behind him. Its engine growled to life as he turned the key, and then he drove off, back towards home.


Layers of warm blankets and soft comforters depressed around Sam’s black-wrapped body, as Terry laid her down on his bed. Taking her straight up to his bedroom after he got home wasn’t an accident; he knew what he had to do to ‘fix’ her, just like he’d fixed the other women who got the black slime on them. Knowing what to do and actually doing it to an unconscious woman were very different things, though, especially considering what Rowan had put her through.
Did he really have to have sex with her, right away? Dice had insisted he should, on the ride over, and even Trish had said doing it right away was better…but the alien in his head didn’t seem to think there was any problem with waiting for her to go berserk before dealing with her partial…symbiosis? That seemed to be what this was, more than anything. He’d probably have to track down a doctor who was willing to be extremely confidential if he wanted solid answers, but that had no bearing on Sam’s current predicament.
With a small huff, he decided to just bite the bullet. It was better for her to be ‘fixed’ before she even knew what’d happened to her. He eased up onto the bed, kicking off his shoes on the way, and then gripped her huge, black-wrapped thighs in either hand and started to force them apart. The slime had tightly bound her body up, but it wasn’t so strong that he couldn’t spread her legs through it.
Her slime-filled belly wobbled as he managed to force her legs to either side, the slime binding them together tearing and reforming as a skin-tight layer on her inner thighs, instead. It stuck to her pussy tight enough to let her plump, juicy lips bulge through, only for that same black slime to peel back as he eased closer, fully revealing her pussy for him. A tiny tendril of blackness slithered up above her pussy, and unhooded her clit with a delicate, swirling twist, forcing her pussy lips to flare subtly open below.
As Terry stared at the fresh, glistening juices leaking out of the milf’s pussy, his cock throbbed, and pulsed, and swelled to attention, dark veins still bulging all along his length. Whatever changes had taken hold in his ‘armor’, some of them had also spread to his body - including a sudden, intense swelling that thickened and lengthened his cock even more than before. He knelt there in front of her, both hands squeezing her huge, toned thighs apart to bare the pussy between them. He watched the black slime toy with her clit, flaring her pussy lips open…and finally, Terry gave up on any sort of resistance.
A dull, pussy stretching squelch echoed around the room as Terry plugged his cock halfway in, only to push it in deeper and deeper as the milf’s pussy stretched out. Her back involuntarily arched, heaving her over-stuffed belly up as her pussy strained tighter and tighter around him the further he got inside, until her cervix strained against the tip. Even then, with the lips of her pussy stretched skin-tight around his cock and every fold within her molding around him…he still barely had his arm-thick girth two thirds of the way inside of her.
Then, as he strained against her womb, trying to get his entire dick into of the milf’s maddeningly tight pussy, her body started to change. As he ground in place with his tip compressing her womb against it, her jiggling belly began to drag inwards, muscle slowly bulging through the black slime coating slithering atop her skin! Her back popped and her thighs jerked in his grasp as they grew longer, her bones reshaping as Sam’s body grew bigger, broader, and taller!
Her hips popped, loudly grinding outwards into hard-flared breeding grips, only for her ass to enormously bloat right after, heaving down into the bed! She arched her back again, and Terry groaned as his cock slid almost all the way in, her new, rapidly hardening abs clenching - just as her ass ground and clenched with muscle within. Slowly her ass heaved up towards her lower back, not just filling with more muscle, but straining into a perfect, popped-up bimbo butt!
Her waist ground, subtly clenching tighter and narrower, as the hourglass midriff copied from Trish was forced into Sam’s milfy body. In the same instant, her thighs audibly stretched out the latex covering them, growing thicker and thicker, muscle forming and straining them from within as they grew so huge and round that they nearly doubled in thickness, despite already being enormous before.
Her muscular arms bulked up, their soft definition turning hard and deeply furrowed, as more muscle bulged in her neck, back, and belly - her abs finally clenching into a tight double row of glistening, black-coated blocks. They clenched from her pussy up to her bellybutton, and then up against the underside of her huge plump tits - tits that suddenly heaved out, doubling in size with an explosive jiggle! The slime struggled to contain either massive, sagging breast, only for them to both audibly tighten from within, and heave up on her chest - gaining the same gravity-defying swell as Trish’s perky, cleavage-squeezing tits!
Her calves clenched, her entire body subtly tightening with Kura’s muscular power. At the same time, her juicy thighs mounded up against her ass in back and her tits heaved up in front, every curve she had growing into round, bouncy perfection! Fat, full lips strained through the latex on her face, growing even more plump than before, as Trish’s bimbo lips were forced to merge with Sam’s milfy ones!
Her pussy coiled around him, lovingly dragging Terry’s cock in and in, to the hilt. At last, her pussy lips kissed the base of his cock…and he lost it. He let go of her thighs, causing them to snap tight to his sides as he grabbed her wrists instead and forced them up over her head despite her new, muscular arms! Her tits sloshed up in time, as he pinned her fully to the bed - and fucked her. His cock dragged out to the tip and rammed completely home again in a fraction of a second, only to pound in, and in again until her womb sucked at the tip of his shaft!
Her slime-coated tits shot up to jiggle against her chin, only to slosh heavily back down to squeeze against each other, and then slam back up when he stuffed his cock home again! Each thrust rocked her hips up off the bed, clenching her thick bubble butt in Terry’s lap and stretching her abs upwards, over and over! Her entire body spasmed, muscles clenching hard in her sides and her ass grinding up against her lower back, as she came - and Terry just pounded in even harder as he felt her pussy spasm with bliss!
“MMnh!” Small, unconscious moans started to echo from within her chest, as he forced her lower body completely up off the bed. Her ankles crossed around his back as on instinct, her body pulled him in, her pussy slurping up and down his shaft in wild, skin-tight embraces, as he fucked her hard enough to make her muscle-hardened thighs ripple against his sides! Her tits never stopped jiggling as he forced her to orgasm again, and again, until her lips parted beneath the slime and she screamed in bliss! “OOoMMNNGGHH!”
With his teeth grinding together so hard that Terry nearly dislocated his jaw, he rammed home, stretching her womb open around him as he came. His balls thudded into her ass as a massive, pussy-straining bloat of cum shot up into her womb, her abs bulging from her pussy up to her tits as all of that cum surged through into the depths of her body. She arched her back completely, only her shoulders still sticking to the bed as she came along with him, her belly visibly bulging in a wave from her pussy to her abs, belly button, and up into her midriff, only for his next load to pump up through her again right after! She let her belly bloat, and bloat, and bloat upwards with cum, as he hyper-stuffed her womb with irresistible, womb-staining seed!
He held, then, his cock softening within her as Sam’s body continued to shudder with orgasm again, and again. Her ass thudded down to the bed, only to ram right back up, clenching tight between her enormous thighs and hard, toned back. Her tits sloshed up against her chin, then jiggled down round atop her chest, only to heave up again as her pussy squirted around him once more, sending her hips thudding into the air. With each squirt, more of his cum leaked out of her pussy around him, as her belly slowly clenched back down into iron-hard abs that glistened beneath the slime.
He pulled out, wincing as he felt her body pull hungrily at him, still - and then he watched as the slime covering her body began to shred open. It started with her cleavage, tearing apart to reveal dark, glistening skin beneath, skin that had benefited from both Trish’s Latin brown and Sam’s deep tan. The rest of the black peeled away off her breasts and shoulders, then, leaving only two impossibly-clinging triangular cups to support either enormous, perfectly formed tit.
Black, clinging gloves formed on her arms, sticking tight to every muscular ridge and valley her biceps, triceps, and forearms could provide. At the same time, the slime unfurled from around her left thigh and hip, leaving only a handful of black straps to cling to them, as a long high-heeled black boot spread down from the middle of her massive left thigh and encased her entire lower leg in skin-tight black latex. Another boot formed on her right leg, with hard, high heels jutting out.
The slime that had unfurled from her left leg went slack across her right thigh, forming into a long, flowing evening gown. By contrast, the slime on her lower back and belly just tightened in place, forming the midriff of her dress into skin-tight black latex that dug in and stuck tight to her abs, hips, and the huge, perfect bimbo swell of her right ass cheek. Her left bubbly slab of ass was made bare, with only a tiny sliver of fabric extending down her ass crack to hide her holes.
Golden jewelry formed on her body, then. First, a clasp that held the cups of her new dress tight, pinned up under her tits; then a gold-studded choker, with matching earrings. Anklets stacked atop one another in jangling piles of gold that ringed her lower legs, with matching bracelets forming around her wrists. Last of all, a plain golden band formed on the top edge of her exposed boot, with several chaotic straps pinning it to her huge, glistening brown thigh.
Finally, the black coating on her head receded. Instead of the gray-streaked black hair Terry expected to burst forth, a vast, wavy, luminous mass of silver hair cascaded out around her head, instead. Her hair had fully lost its original color, as if it’d aged twenty years…and yet, when the last of the latex peeled off her face and sunk into her huge bimbo-plump lips, the gorgeous brown features it revealed were youthful. It was as if she’d regained twenty years of life and youth to every part of her body, except her hair.
Slowly, Sam’s big, beautiful green eyes pried open. Her lips parted as she blinked around at Terry, momentarily confused…and then she spotted his cock, still hanging out. With a tiny snort she slid forwards onto her knees, spreading her new dress out tight around her right thigh’s round, squeezable tightness - and then she grabbed his hips and stuffed his cock into her mouth!
“Ah! Sam!” He cried out, startled, but the milf didn’t slow down for anything. Her eyes crossed with bliss as she pumped her lips down to the base of his cock, and then held there, humming joyfully as she felt his length swell straight down her throat - bulging it more, and more from within, until the clasp on her new choker popped. She swallowed, working her throat around him in sharp, insistent pulls - and then she dragged back to the tip in one long, intense suck that vacuum-sealed to his dick!
The silver-haired milf kissed the tip, her lips smacking quietly against him, and then she forced his cock back all the way back in, down to the base! Her throat snapped out, bulging hugely around his girth, only for her to vacuum-pump back to the tip and ram home around his dick again, and again, as fast as she could! Terry’s entire body shook with how hard she was cramming his cock down her throat, but she didn’t slow down at all! Her tits jiggled against his thighs, her ass cranking up hugely behind her as she just kept sucking, and sucking, deepthroating his cock hard enough to make her body shake, until she got what she wanted!
With a strangled cry, he came again. Sam immediately sucked back to the tip, and stared down his length as she watched it swell up from within, and then pump a massive load of cum from the base, to the tip. She let his seed pump her mouth full, bloating her cheeks out so hugely around it that a drop of cum leaked from the corner of her mouth! Her lips strained around him, her eyes shuddering up in bliss as she struggled to hold it all, only for his second load to pump visibly up his shaft and force that massive mouthful of cum to pump straight down her throat! She gulped, her ass jerking behind her and her tits bouncing up in her top as she swallowed, and swallowed, until her stomach was totally full.
She pulled back, her tongue cleaning the underside of his dick on the way, and then with a quiet cum-filled pop, she pulled back and smiled up at Terry with her eyes gleaming with lingering bliss. He panted, staring down at the silver-haired slut as she loudly swallowed, and then he hastily packed his dick away before she did anything else. “Sam? Are…are you okay?”
“Well,” she purred, as she slowly sat up with her thick bimbo-milf ass squeezed atop her new high-heels. “Getting attacked by that red haired bitch was pretty upsetting, but I’ve got something up here that’s making it easier to stand. Plus, being young and strong feels pretty worth it.”
She tapped the side of her head for emphasis, and then pumped her huge, luscious brown body up. She flexed from her shoulders down through her abs, into her ass and through her massive, juicy thighs, heaving her tits up as a consequence. It was an impressive display, especially with the silver hair behind her forcing her dark curves to stand out in stark contrast, but it wasn’t quite enough to distract Terry from the real issue. Something in her head was making her okay with being forced by Rowan.
Of course he knew sort of what it was. The goop seemed really good at either making whoever it was attached to upset, or calm. Trish, Rowan…both of them had been spiraling further and further out of control under the goop’s influence, until Terry sort of ‘balanced' them out. The only reason that same alien presence wasn’t controlling him however it wanted was his family’s supernatural talent.
Was it right to let ‘it’ stick around in these women? Their only protection was him, and aside from Sam, he was about as familiar with these women as a guy they hooked up with in a random bar. Of course, he didn’t know what he could actually do about their situation, other than calling 911 - and that would probably end with every single one of them on a government dissection table. Or at least, that’s how he felt like it’d go. It didn’t seem like a good risk to take.
As Terry thought, Sam’s eyes started to droop. Before he knew it, she’d yawned, and curled up on his bed to sleep off the mix of radical physical changes and intense sex she’d just gone through. Realizing she must be exhausted, Terry padded to the door, flicked off the lights, and quietly closed her up in his room to rest.
As soon as he was out in the hall, Terry’s stomach growled at him. Right…right, he hadn’t actually eaten anything since the evening before. Sighing, he trotted downstairs to the front room with a vague plan involving eggs, ham, and sour cream in his head - and then he stopped in his tracks when he saw what the other four women were doing in his atrium.
All four of them were squeezed together facing one another, with Kura and Dice pulling Trish in tight between them, and Rowan’s massive, perfected body bulging up between all three. As Terry stared, Rowan locked lips with Kura and plunged her tongue inhumanly deep inside of the red-skinned woman - straining the oni’s throat! They moaned together, as Rowan’s hands dug into both Kura and Dice’s thick, muscular asses, and then Kura’s throat started to pump.
Before Terry’s eyes, Kura’s already substantial curves heaved out. Her tits pumped bigger and bigger, sloshing forwards until her wrap-around top nearly snapped around them! Her ass and thighs both explosively swelled, loudly straining the latex of her stockings, as her black half-skirt fluttered out behind her from the sheer force of her ass’s outwards growth. She was left groaning, her eyes twitching as Rowan broke the kiss - and immediately turned and plunged her tongue down Dice’s throat, next!
As the pink-haired fence groaned, her choker bulging as her throat was pumped full of black sludge, Kura turned to Trish. Dice’s pants snapped outwards, bulging with so much ass and such thick, massive thighs that their latex stretched open at the seams. At the same time, her impressive breasts bloated out and up, straining the cups of her micro-corset so much that they only covered the underside of her tits, her nipples straining right at the edge of pulling free!
Trish moaned as Kura kissed her at the same time, a hand gripping the back of her head. For a moment her cheeks rippled and twitched, her luscious bimbo-body jerking as the oni explored her mouth…and then, just like with Kura and Dice before her, something started to pump down Trish’s throat. Her throat bulged hugely, as she obediently gulped down the essence the oni was giving her!
Trish’s changes were by far the most extreme. Her body surged upwards, growing tall in a popping, bone-stretching wave, and then every muscle she had snapped outwards, bloating to twice their original size - and then far more! All over her body, huge, glistening Latina muscle clenched and bulged, her abs standing out in a perfect breedable V of tight packed black candy! Her thighs clenched, corded muscle trembling within, as her arms and back glistened with brown, tight-clenched muscle!
Her tits slowly began to swell, pumping up just as her throat chugged down black fluid. Her breasts strained the straps of her halter top, forcing them to drag down further and further across her sloshing brown tits - until both straps were little more than narrow strips of black covering her nipples, as two gigantic, torso-sized tits wobbled atop them! Lower down, her hips swelled and clenched out bimbo-round, her already thick ass bulging up and out behind them, stretching out the back of her dress! Her thighs bloated outwards in an explosive heave, losing most of their definition in exchange for enormous, stocking-stuffing thickness.
She shuddered in place, her long white-blonde hair settling against her back as she gulped, and gulped - until Kura felt it was enough. She pulled back, with over a foot of glistening black tongue slithering out of Trish’s mouth and retreating between the oni’s fat, glistening red bimbo lips. They panted together, as beside them, Dice’s own curves finished sloshing out to match the other girls’ massive thickness, and Rowan broke her spreading kiss with the pink-haired fence.
It hadn’t occurred to Terry that they could just pass Sam’s curves around. It was kind of mind-numbing to think about how much bigger they could get, just by sharing a few throat-pumping kisses. Or maybe the mind-numbness was thanks to the sudden pulsing bulge that’d swelled in his pants, while he watched the girls pump each other up into huge, perfect latex-coated muscle-milf bimbo sluts.
The girls seemed to be keenly aware of that still-growing bulge, too. Terry blinked, and suddenly all four of them were staring at him - green eyes, blue eyes, and golden eyes, all glowing in unison. The four huge, luscious women turned and swayed towards him, massive, juicy thighs dragging forwards below broad, ass-bouncing hips. Their tits sloshed in a perfect line of bouncing, gravity-defying brown and red spheres, as they closed in…and Terry’s cock throbbed fully hard.
As they pulled him towards the closest couch, hands already pulling at his pants and shirt, Terry decided that finding out the true identity of the yin-yang jewel and its symbiote…could wait.


Afternoon sunlight spilled in through barred-up, cracked apartment windows. It danced across dusty floorboards covered with discarded panties and skirts, and climbed the legs of a bed covered in threadbare purple blankets. The sun played across the slim, modestly proportioned female form laying beneath those blankets; a woman held in the blissful embrace of that special rest one can only enjoy when sleeping in with no pressure at all to get up.
Unfortunately for the bed’s occupant, the sunlight had finally reached her face, poking out over the blanket’s hem. Her dark, purple-tinted hair framed stunningly gorgeous pale features, complete with full, plump lips and a delicate brow that complemented her soft cheeks and gently pointed chin. She groaned quietly as she awoke…and opened purple eyes stained black from within.
“Mmmnn,” her groan turned into a moan of pleasure, as she dragged her hands up beneath her covers, feeling the lines of her body. When she reached her belly, she arched her back…and there was a dull wet squelch, as the blankets stretched up around her. With an open-mouthed moan she dragged the blankets aside, and her cheeks flushed. “Ooooh.”
Everything under the covers had been invaded by a mass of clinging, shifting black slime. Her body was coated with it from her toenails to her jaw, and not just on the outside. She could feel it squirming in her womb, filling up her stomach, coating her lungs and sinking into her brain - and she loved it. She squeezed her small, pert breasts, and then sat up with a wet snap, as the tendrils of slime holding her to the bed tore free and wrapped tight around her body, instead. “MMnnnnhhaa! Oh, god…Rowan, something good finally followed you home!”
“Mnnnn,” she moaned, a long, inhuman black tongue slithering down her chin, as she folded a hand into her crotch - and arched her back in bliss, as she felt something thrash around inside of her pussy. “No…no, not just good.”
Her eyes crossed with pleasure, as she grinned up at the ceiling. 
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