



Chapter 10 - Cruise of Corruption
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	The familiar, semi-pressurized thud of a car door closing announced the end of Mason and Galena’s adventure in the gynoid hotel. They’d returned to Galena’s car after making their way out of the Coral Hotel’s pleasure-oriented, mechanized depths. It was blissfully quiet inside; she drove some kind of fancy banker’s luxury car, and it pretty much cut out all the hustle and bustle of the city around them. 
	As Galena smiled to herself and fished a hand into her purse, Mason broke the silence. “Galena. We need to talk about the slime.”
	The luscious blonde nearly dropped her keys as she pulled them out. “O-oh! Yes, um…but probably not here. Somebody could, like…interrupt us!”
	They were in a parking garage. It seemed pretty secluded to Mason, what with the car’s excellent sound proofing, but…he didn’t feel like arguing. “Sure. Let’s go someplace more private.”
	For reasons Mason didn’t catch at the time, Galena blushed and nodded very energetically at that, and then started the car. It was an uneventful ride followed by an uneventful apartment complex. If there was one thing to define the cluster of huge buildings where Galena lived, it was that the nicely built complex had a lot of very large, impressive oak trees growing all around.
	That impression held true all the way up until Mason actually stepped into Galena’s apartment. It was insanely gaudy! The walls were painted bright pink, the floor was covered in four inches of red shag carpet, the ceiling was dusted with glitter, and the bits of furniture in the room were all done up with heart patterns and cutesy animal drawings! Galena clapped her hands to turn on the lights, and even those were pink!
	The sheer volume of, for lack of a better term, bimbo decor on display left Mason speechless. She was actually intelligent, right? He was sure of it! How did her brain not just implode from overexposure to this every time she came home? Her front room’s decorations knocked Mason out of it so badly that he didn’t even notice that Galena had taken him by the hand, and guided him through to a much more private chamber. 
He only came back to his senses when Galena’s huge, thick bubble butt squeezed down on the end of her bed. Her bedroom was much more normal, with pale walls and wooden floors…but there was also something clearly abnormal present, too. Green slime was massed atop a bookshelf by her bed, with more of the same viscous substance occupying a large bowl on the dresser. She wasn’t just keeping the alien gunk in her body - she’d spread it.
That was alarming. Mason’s brow tightened, as he frowned at the enormously curvaceous blonde. “I think it’s past time for you to explain all of that.”
He swept a hand around the room, indicating the green slime she’d allowed to propagate through her home. Galena’s lips twitched, her nervous smirk fading into a guilty frown. She stared down at her lap, as she spoke. “It started with the camping trip. You remember, right? Like…I got coated with the green stuff, and it controlled me.”
“I don’t remember exactly what it made me do. It was sort of like, being stuck in a dream? But when I woke up, all of the slime was stuck to me, not just the bit that I had during the dream.” Galena licked her lips, and then pointed a finger up beside her right ear. To Mason’s shock, a tendril of slime slithered out of her ear, and wrapped around her fingertip! “Just, it was all inside. It was in me, and I had control of it! It has been so much fun having it around. I can make my clothes look like anything! I can-”
“You don’t remember what happened in the Coral Hotel because that slime you’re gushing about controlled you, again.” Mason cut her off, and Galena twitched in shock, so hard that her huge, plump breasts bounced subtly on her chest. Despite wearing no form of bra, her gigantic, oversized tits were still insanely perky. “There were aliens down there. That slime is something they made, and they had no problem using it to take you over. They used you to attack me.”
Mason tugged off his jacket, and let her see the bruises covering his arms. Galena’s green eyes widened, and her lips hung open in shock for a moment, before she covered her mouth with a hand. “M-maybe…maybe there is a problem, with me keeping this stuff.”
Her fingers started to tremble, and as Mason watched, Galena’s eyes teared up like the vet had just told her she was going to have to put her dog to sleep. The guilt! He sighed, and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Look. I can try to research it a little, and see if there’s a solution that lets you keep it, but-”
“There’s no need to research anything.” All of a sudden, Mason felt a familiar, claw-tipped pressure on his shoulder - as Cass seemed to just drop into existence, already sitting on him! The cat stared lazily at Galena, as the luscious strawberry-blonde blinked in shock. “You can fix it yourself, Mason.”
“I can?” Mason blinked in surprise.
“He can?” Galena parroted, as Cass calmly started to clean her ears with a paw.
A jolt shot through Mason’s body, and he swung his head around to face Galena instead of the cat. “You can hear her?”
	Cass sighed, and flicked her tail as Galena blinked at Mason in confusion. “Of course she can. That is simply the nature of her ‘symbiotic slime’. Have you not read about the aliens you encountered? This batch are from another reality, not outer space.”
	Mason’s eyes bugged out even more. “This batch? There are more kinds of alien?”
	“Because they are from another universe whose rules do not perfectly match ours,” Cass continued on, completely ignoring Mason’s outburst. “They are somewhat supernatural in nature. The ‘slime’ is even moreso. In theory, there should be groups out there trying to patrol for their incursions, even though it should be the exclusive purview of the Dark.”
	She flicked a paw in the air, like she was trying to dislodge a lump of mud. “Regardless, the solution is easier than you imagine. Simply purge the otherworldly energy from the slime and replace it with your own, and the aliens will have no further hold on Galena. If you start now, it should only take twenty hours or so of constant effort.”
	“Twenty!” Mason’s hands jerked up on reflex. “Without a break?”
	“If you wish to have any chance at success, yes.” Cass flicked her tail irritably, as Galena looked back and forth between Mason and the cat with a hopeful, glistening light in her eyes. “If it’s that much of a problem, I suppose there is a way to speed things up.”
	“It would only take an hour,” Cass purred, her golden eyes glinting as she gazed down at Galena’s enormous, plump tits, juicy thighs, and over-stuffed bimbo butt. “If you have sex.”
	“What?” Mason twitched again. The cat had given him strange advice before, but sex? Sex had something to do with purging energy? That didn’t make any sense! Cass was just trying to start troub-
	Galena stood up, and Mason’s brain stopped firing for a second as her huge, round tits squeezed against his chest. Her ass bounced up behind her, propped atop huge, tightly flexed thighs, as she slipped her arms around him and squeezed so tight that he could feel her pussy grinding into his crotch, right through his pants! Her eyes shimmered, as she gazed up at Mason with her full, delicious lips pursed seductively. “I’m okay with that.”
	“Uh,” Mason managed, but before he could form a proper response, her symbiotic slime dress melted away and turned into a set of stockings and arm wraps - and nothing else. Her bare, clean-shaven pussy gushed against him, as her gorgeously bronzed skin gleamed in the low light of her bedroom. She slowly ground her hips to one side, rolling her ass over until it jiggled in place, just hard enough for Mason to feel it.
As he stared, she used the slime inside of her to pump up her body. There was a quiet stretching sound, as her breasts slowly swelled bigger, and bigger, mounding up even more hugely against his chest. They started to bulge around his sides, just as her hips cracked and popped, growing broader and more fully rounded. Behind her, her ass subtly bounced upwards, before swelling out into gigantic bimbo proportions, with her thighs growing rounder and thicker below, until they each out-sized her entire waist.
“In fact,” Galena purred, as she slid a hand down into Mason’s pants. Her lips subtly filled out, becoming even more perfect for dick-sucking than before. “I’m very okay with it.”
	Mason resisted. He had Dana to think about! He couldn’t give in to temptation, even if it was technically to help somebody deal with a mind-controlling parasite! Though, that was a pretty compelling reason…no! No, Dana! At the very least, he should just…try the other option-
	Abruptly Cass dropped to the floor behind him, and swiped Mason’s legs out from under him! He yelped as he fell flat to the floor, but his voice was cut short as Galena landed flat on top of him. Her gigantic tits forced all the air out of his lungs, and when he opened his mouth to gasp it back in, her tongue filled the gap. Mason jerked in shock, as Galena cupped his cheeks in both hands, and kissed him so hard that his mouth was soaked with her taste.
	Her tongue writhed, curling and tugging at him as her cheeks sucked in, and she wrapped her lips around his tongue. She sucked, and then plunged her head down, molding her lips in a skin-tight embrace against his, as she twirled her tongue around Mason’s. He could feel her spread her legs as she started to slowly buck her hips, grinding her crotch into his, hard. With each pulse, with each squeeze of her lips, with each thump of her heart against his, Mason’s cock got harder, and harder.
	With a dull wet smack, Galena broke the kiss and dragged herself down along Mason’s body. As he lay there, panting and half-delirious from the sweetness of her tongue, she forced her ass to bounce up into the air, as she locked her legs in place, and braced her hands on his abs. Her calves, thighs, and ass made a perfect triangle shape, as she dug her hands into his pants, and slowly dragged his manhood into the open.
	Her breasts brushed against Mason’s thighs as she forced his pants down - and then she gasped in shock as his cock throbbed free, its girth pulsing taller than her entire head. She only stared at it for a moment, before she let her back arch and her chest sag down enough for her massive, round tits to squish atop his thighs, each bulging gigantically around him as she plied her lips to the underside of his shaft. She turned her head all the way sideways, wedging his dick between her glistening lips as she slid either plump green pillow up, and up, to caress the tip.
	Mason shuddered, his will to resist already ebbing away as he watched Galena straighten up, and wrap her lips fully around the head of his cock. Her cheeks sucked in, compressing skin-tight to the sides of his dick as she slowly, slowly sucked him in - swallowing as the head reached the back of her throat, and gulping as she fed it in all the way to the base. Her throat stretched, tightening a green slime choker around her neck, as she quietly groaned with his balls against her chin and her lips working tight around the base.
	Against an assault like that, men with lifetimes of practiced restraint would have struggled. Mason didn’t stand a chance. Galena’s eyes sparkled with joy as he grabbed her ponytail, and pulled her back to the tip, before stuffing her with cock again! Spit leaked from her mouth, dripping to the floor between his legs as she sucked, and sucked, obediently letting him stretch her throat out. Soon pre-cum joined her spit, its thicker slickness dangling from her chin as she eagerly deepthroated his shaft with guttural, grunting joy.
	His seed pumped down her throat, forcing her to swallow as he shoved her head down and down, until his balls popped into her mouth and pulsed inside her cheeks. Galena’s eyes half-lidded as he completely cut her air off, and just forced her to drink - forced her throat to bulge again and again, as he filled her belly with thick, throat-clinging cum. By the time he pulled her head up, she was already limp, her pussy gushing with bliss as the smell of his cum stained her nostrils from within.
	The next hour was a blur of ecstasy for both of them. She tangled her limbs around him as he pressed her down on the bed and slowly thrust deep inside of her toned, luscious body. He held her hips and she arched her back, letting him feel how much her body loved it when his cock ground home against her womb. Her breasts bounced as he turned her over and fucked her from behind, on all fours like a common bitch - and she loved it. The thud of her ass against him, the sharp jerk of her hips, the feel of her bronzed tits heaving beneath her as she panted and moaned for him…she’d never been happier.
	In the end, Mason sat on the edge of the bed staring down at Galena, as she wrapped his cock up between her tits and sucked loudly at the tip. With a final grunt, he filled her mouth with seed again, bulging her cheeks…and then, loudly, she swallowed it all in three huge, throat-stretching gulps. He stared down at her, as she dragged her tongue along her full, plump lips…and suddenly felt guilty.
	Really, it wasn’t like Mason was actually in a relationship with DC. He liked her. He thought she liked him. They hadn’t done anything formal about that, so it wasn’t like he was really betraying her by doing this with Galena, but it sure felt that way! He covered his eyes with a hand, and tried not to think about it too hard.
	“It worked!” Galena laughed, but Mason refused to look as the enormously voluptuous blonde bound to her feet, and sloshed her curves around in the process. The slime coating her arms and legs rapidly wrapped around her, taking the form of a green t-shirt and shiny dark green jeans, as she laughed at how instantly it reacted to her. “It’s way easier to use, now!”
	Mason cracked open an eye. The slime had been slowly changing in color over the last hour, and now its blue-tinged green had been replaced with a much more leaf-like hue. As he watched, she held up a hand and instantly formed rings on every finger, of complex and well-defined designs. There was no sign of any leaking slime on them; they took form exactly.
	Galena’s green eyes half-lidded as she looked between her fingers at Mason, and pursed her lips into a full, seductive pout. She squeezed a finger against her fat, juicy lower lip, and stared smoulderingly at him. “Mnnn, but…I feel like I might need more infusions of your ‘power’ to keep it in check.”
	The luscious blonde’s other hand snaked out and gently stroked Cass’s back as the fuzzy little traitor padded up beside her. Somehow, she managed to look cocky despite having a face covered in fur. “Oh, yes. Regular infusions would help you in many ways.”
	A little tremor ran through Mason’s body as the cat’s golden eyes glowed next to Galena’s green ones. Both supernaturally affected women smirked at him, and leaned closer. It felt like a pair of lions were eyeing him up for dinner, and he had no idea what to say to get out of it!
	Fortunately - from his perspective - at that moment Mason’s phone started to ring.


	“Yeah, I thought it was a joke when she called, too!” Mason laughed, his face beaming with excitement. He was standing on his front porch with DC, as a gentle mist of rain came down outside. “I mean, what are the odds of my…friend?…winning a ticket for a cruise and wanting to just give it away? Apparently it was part of some boxing fight thing that Erica did, but since she doesn’t want to go on the cruise herself, she said she’d let me have it.”
	“Dude. Why can’t that happen to me?” Dana sighed, loudly. “Couldn’t she give out two tickets, so we could both go?”
	Mason laughed, and shoved his hands into his coat pockets. “Relax, you can’t be missing out on that much. It’s leaving from the Goldhill River, in our city. How nice a cruise ship could even fit up a river?”
	Dana clicked her tongue and tossed her head to one side, her toned, voluptuous body clenching as she looked away irritably. Looking at her, Mason felt like maybe trying to buy her a ticket, too…but according to what he’d looked up, one ticket was over a hundred thousand dollars. Mason had money in the bank, now, but not enough for that! Besides, he was only going to be aboard for a week, and that just didn’t sound like it was worth that much money.
	“I will elect not to come along,” Cass piped up, as the cat padded out onto the porch and peered up at Mason. “It’s likely to be mundane, and I strongly dislike being over running water.”
	“Right, because you’re a cat. Makes sense.” Mason nodded to himself absently, as he pulled his phone out and glanced at the time. “Alright, I need to go meet up for the ticket. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
	Cass sighed under her breath like Mason was an idiot, as he stepped off the porch and jogged off. He’d agreed to meet up relatively close to his house - but not at his house, since he didn’t really want Erica and Dana to run into each other again - so it didn’t take long for him to round a corner, and see her waiting for him at the bus stop they’d agreed on.
	As soon as he saw Erica, Mason realized something had changed. It wasn’t that she was wearing a set of skin-tight workout pants that stuck to her ass and made her thighs look so round and tight that they practically lifted her ass on top of them. It wasn’t the undersized sports bra, either, that her tits somehow managed to stretch out in complete defiance of gravity. He did notice those things, of course, but they were sort of normal since it felt like she got hotter every time he saw her. No, it was her hair that startled him.
	As Erica looked his way, her ever-present sunglasses glinting, her formerly black hair shifted on the wind. She was going gray. Most of her hair had streaks of dark gray in it, now, and the tips were already a lighter, silvery hue. Mason pointed it out as he jogged to a stop beside her, and Erica just sighed at him. “It’s dye, Mason. People don’t have three colors of hair at the same time naturally.”
	“And if we’re going to comment on each other like that, then why do you smell so strange, huh?” Erica rolled her hips to one side hard enough to make her thighs ripple, and flicked a finger out towards Mason. 
	A horrible, embarrassing thought occurred to him, as he stared down that accusatory finger. Could she smell sex on him? He’d been with Galena for an entire hour earlier, so it wouldn’t be weird if she did! “Uh, I…just need to take a shower.”
	“Sure.” Erica’s full, glossed lips plied together into an amused smile. She tugged a weirdly oversized ticket out of her back pocket, and tossed it at him. “You can do that on the ship.”
	Mason caught the ticket, and blinked at its watermarked, punch-coded surface. He didn’t know much about forging documents, but it sure looked like somebody had put a lot of effort into preventing anybody from copying the cruise’s tickets. He stared at the neatly printed date on the ticket, and his eyes slowly widened as he realized what she’d meant about showing on the ship.
	“Your cruise leaves today,” Erica said, right as Mason belatedly came to that same conclusion. His mouth dropped open in total disbelief that anyone would actually hand over tickets to something like this the day of, with no forewarning. 
Erica’s lips twitched with irritation, and she looked off to one side as she folded her arms firmly beneath her enormous, wobbly tits. “I may have waffled back and forth on whether to sell it or give it to you. It’s too late to sell it now, though, so you’ll just have to use it.”
With a quiet groan, Mason ran a hand down his face and pocketed the ticket. Erica was usually decisive, so what had made her so slow to come to a decision on this? Either way, he needed to make sure he could actually go! “Yeah, I guess…I need to make some calls.”


Fortunately as someone with no legally recognized job, Mason’s schedule was extremely flexible. Dana and Galena had both been a little upset that he was leaving so suddenly, but they weren’t really that bothered since it wasn’t going to be a long trip, anyway. He met them both at the house when he went back to pack, and after deliberately not asking why Galena was there, he said goodbye to both of them, promised to bring back souvenirs, and ran for the car he’d called to get him to the docks.
	The cruise ship was in view well before Mason got to it. It was stupidly huge, so massive that it actually blocked enough of the Goldhill river to affect its flow. The banks of the abnormally straight, deep river were actually eroding from all the water it was displacing, but…it did look impressive. It was painted a standard cruise-ship white, but had so many layered decks and raised sections atop its massive hull that it looked like a pyramid of rigid white sails had been carpeted over the top of the ship. 
Despite its massive size, it managed to look sleek.
	Goldfield’s dock was definitely not set up for something the size of a cruise ship. A custom boarding ramp and extended dock section had been built just to accommodate the ship and its multitude of passengers…which of course meant that the dock was insanely crowded. Huge numbers of cars had crammed in to deliver people with way more disposable income than Mason to the ship, and even with over a dozen crew members processing guests, the boarding process was slow.
	Mason didn’t mind. He was in a lot better shape than most of those going aboard, so waiting a bit didn’t bother him. When he finally got to the front of the line and had his ticket checked and approved, the young crewman who let him aboard welcomed him to The Gold Treader. Mason had to resist rolling his eyes as he walked up on deck; they weren’t exactly subtle about why they’d built this ship, were they? As impressive as it all looked, profit was the reason the ship had been built.
	Boarding was almost finished by the time Mason was let on, so he lingered on the mid-ship promenade for the cruise to actually start. The captain came on and gave a slightly too-long speech about how amazing their journey was going to be, yada yada…and then the ship began to move. Mason couldn’t feel it moving, since the thing was too enormous for that, but he could see the land start to slowly slide by, outside.
	It was sort of amazing. The idea that normal human beings had designed and built a ship the size of a small city was mind-blowing…almost as mind-blowing as the idea that someone would drive it up an inland river. Mason didn’t know that much about ships, but wasn’t that insanely risky? Even if the Goldhill river was a little weird, it seemed risky.
	After watching the ship sail for a little while longer, Mason double-checked his ticket and headed for his cabin. He was itching for that shower; he’d started to catch whiffs of the weird, foul stench Erica had picked up on earlier. After letting himself into his room and briefly admiring the gold leaf on the ceiling and the fact the bed was the size of a small swimming pool, he stripped off his clothes and stepped into the attached bathroom. 
It was so clean and marble-y that he sort of felt guilty about dirtying it with the disgusting grime he’d built up on his body, but getting clean felt way too good for him to worry about that for long. Mason scrubbed himself down with a fancy sponge and a lot of expensive scented soap, sending a disgusting amount of sweat, dirt, and congealed sludge down the drain. It was crazily satisfying.
Mason felt so much better after bathing that he was actually whistling to himself, when he stepped back out into his cabin’s bedroom.  That changed immediately when he saw the woman sitting at the foot of his bed, arms folded and legs crossed as she glared at him. He’d know that awesome chocolate skinned, silver-blue haired body anywhere! “Co-coach Leah?”
She quirked up a fine pale eyebrow, and squeezed her arms together even harder beneath her gigantic, tightly compressed brown tits. They strained through the belly-baring t-shirt she’d put on, as her thick, rounded ass bulged down into the bed through a set of low rider dress pants that were barely holding on. Somehow, they managed to cling so tight to her enormously overfull thighs that they gleamed. Her amber eyes twitched down - focusing irritably on the length between his legs.
Belatedly, Mason realized he had nothing on but a towel, and that was on his hair. He snatched it off and covered his crotch, with a manic look in his eyes. “Wh-why are you here!”
He hadn’t said that as a question at all, and the desperate exclamation in his voice was almost enough to make her crack up. Unfortunately, Leah wasn’t in the mood to crack up. “Weren’t you told about your status among us? Mother decided that you’re an ally of ours, so of course one of us will accompany you when you travel. I’m your escort.”
“Normally someone else would have been sent, but you know what just happened. Right now, I’m the only one of us in Goldfield who isn’t being double-checked for that disgusting infestation.” Her frown turned into a grimace, as she mentioned the recent alien attack on the gynoid complex beneath Goldfield. Mason’s expression soured to match hers, as he thought about the slug-like aliens that had taken over most of Leah’s robotic sisters.
	Still, he wasn’t exactly on board with her showing up in his cabin. Mason scrubbed a hand through his hair, and threw up the first defense he could think of. “Is it really okay to leave the team without their coach?”
	“One week won’t cause any trouble. There’s a backup coach.” She shrugged her narrow, toned shoulders, and Mason had to resist the urge to stare as her tits sloshed up, and then jiggled down atop her arms, either massive brown sphere subtly wobbling against its twin. 
	With those tantalizing tits jiggling to a halt in front of him, Mason tried again. “I guess that makes sense, but…you know this is a one person cabin, right?”
	Leah’s eyes narrowed to dangerous, glowing amber slits. “I’m not my sister.”
	Mason almost wanted to ask what exactly she meant by that, but considering how flirty her actual sex worker sister had been with him before, he could guess. He cleared his throat. “Well, I guess there is a couch. I’ve slept on way worse.”
	The short, voluptuous blue-haired gynoid sighed, her pants creaking as she uncrossed one massive, juicy thigh from atop the other. “We can both sleep on the bed just fine. There’s plenty of room. Sleeping together can just mean sleeping together.”
	“Now,” she said, as she rose to her feet. Her ass bulged up behind her as she stood, her huge thighs squeezing either thick cheek up into perfect, bimbo-tight roundness. The high-heeled running shoes she had on made her legs look amazing. “Get ready for dinner. I read up on this ship, and they’ve got several world-class chefs aboard.”
	Mason blinked at her as she walked briskly to the cabin door, her high heels forcing her hips to roll magnificently with every step. It sort of sounded like she liked food a lot, but…wasn’t she a robot?


	Jacob looked up from his tablet, as something rumbled in the pipes around him. After eight years working as a maintenance engineer on The Gold Treader, he’d gotten used to sequestering himself down in the ship’s bowels and just listening for anything odd. That rumble? That was odd.
	The middle aged engineer squeezed out of the little nest he’d set up in the pipes, and paced along the maintenance corridor outside. The ship’s usual rumbling hum surrounded him, but…there, again. That same strange rumble in the pipes. The ship took water up from the sea, normally, but for some idiotic reason they’d sailed up a river. Was the freshwater already causing trouble?
	“If we’ve sucked up mud or something, I swear to god somebody’s going to hear about it!” Jacob complained, as he glanced from one set of pipes to another. The rumbling was slowly getting worse. He could already feel his back aching, thinking about doing overtime repairing whatever-
	A loud, echoing mechanical clank echoed through the pipeworks, as a pipe burst. Understandably alarmed by this, considering pipes bursting on a ship could be very bad, Jacob rushed down the next corridor in search of the sound. This was going to be a headache! He’d warned the head of maintenance that shit was going to go bad on this trip!
	He rounded a corner expecting to see water pouring onto the floor…but what he found instead was far worse. The face of a massive, looming fish-like creature reflected in Jacob’s eyes, as it loomed over him.
	Deep down in the depths of The Gold Treader’s gutty-works, a scream rang out - followed by the splatter of blood.


	With a satisfied groan, Mason flopped into bed. Stuffed lobster, white truffle pasta, elaborate seafood paella, fancy rolls, steak-to-order…he’d eaten so much fancy food that he’d never even tried before, and that’d only been at one of the ship’s restaurants! The weird tower of cream puffs he’d gotten part of for dessert had really put things over the edge. After all that, he was feeling way happier that he came on the cruise than he thought he would!
	The bed shifted beneath him, as Leah flopped onto the bed by Mason’s side. He blinked, suddenly sweating, as he tried not to stare at her tits as they jiggled to a halt atop her chest. “Ooogh…I haven’t eaten that well in years.”
	Mason blinked over at the blue-haired gynoid, and raised an eyebrow at her. She’d shown up on the ship’s guest list just fine when they went to dinner, which meant she’d…hacked the ship, or something? “Do you…need to eat?”
	“It’s one of several potential energy sources I can use,” Leah answered, picking her words carefully. She wasn’t technically lying, even though she’d never needed to eat for energy even once. “My body can burn it like any other fuel. Of course, I have to use any excess energy produced from that process, or risk an overload.”
	As she finished speaking, Leah sighed and rolled out of bed, her deceptively-human feet thudding into the floor as she stood back up. As Mason watched, she clasped both hands behind her neck, squeezing her tits together between her elbows - and then she started squatting. Her thick round bubble butt clenched as she pumped her short body down, and then heaved back up , compressing her ass between her thighs and lower back. She held for just long enough for her tits to subtly bounce in place, before pumping her body down again in another ass stretching, thigh-flexing squat.
	Mason really tried not to stare. He even turned his head towards the ceiling, and thought about math to keep his mind off of her thick, meaty ass heaving up and down, as her tightly toned abs clenched beneath heavy, sloshing tits. He didn’t stare as her hips subtly arched forwards whenever she dropped into a squat, and he refused to look when sweat soaked through her shirt, and stuck it to her breasts tight enough to outline her puffy areola. 
	That didn’t stop the needy bastard in his jeans from stiffening up so much that it looked like an oversized squirrel had crawled into his pants.
	When Leah glanced his way and noticed what her body’s luscious curves had done to him, she got mad. Her fat, glistening brown lips dragged back into an angry snarl, as she rounded on him and jabbed a finger into his chest! “HEY! I’m here for your safety, got it? If any of the others had come along, maybe they’d have jumped you on the spot - but there isn’t going to be any of that with me. Got it?”
	“I know! It’s just a reflex!” Mason cried, defensively. He rolled over onto his side, and squeezed his eyes shut as Leah glared at him with her hands on her huge, rounded hips.
	Maybe he shouldn’t have come on this cruise.


	Supply officer Jessica Arad slammed into a hatch, and forced it open as a small, terrified whimper forced escaped her slim frame. Fine, dyed blonde hair whipped through the air behind her as she ran down the corridor beyond, her eyes latched onto the ladder at the far end. If she could just get up there, out of the service area! She just had to get out, and she’d be safe!
	Panting, she ran into the ladder and bounced off, her fingers yanking her back towards it as she latched on and desperately began to climb. Tears had already smeared her mascara down her cheeks; tears of terror, shed when she’d seen it. She was too panicked to think about it, as she reached for the hatch at the top of the ladder, and yanked on its handle. With a dull thud, the lever turned, starting to unseal the hatch-
	A cold, scaly hand clamped around Jessica’s ankle, and with a whimpering shriek, she was yanked down off the ladder. Her back thudded against a wet, inhuman body, as more hands seized her dress and shirt and ripped them away, as she screamed again. They’d caught up! The monsters she’d seen attacking another crew member - three of them had caught up!
	She opened her mouth to scream again, and like a bullet, one of the monster’s tongues shot out and slammed between her teeth, instantly stretching her throat around it! She gagged, her arms and legs spasming as she tried to resist - but more webbed, clawed hands closed around her arms, shoulders, and hips, pinning her in place between the encroaching bodies of the cold creatures of the deep. 
	Her eyes shook in horror, as the tongue started to bulge and pump - forcing her throat to heave out and clench back in, over, and over. She didn’t know what it was making her swallow, but the more of it she took in, the hotter her body felt. As her eyes swam with tears, her modest curves began to pulse in place, and then loudly stretched out. Her ass rippled back, as her tits jiggled out fuller and rounder, until they heaved down against her slender waist. Her hips snapped and popped as they grew round and full, and her thighs bloated outwards, tearing through her stockings as they heaved, jiggled, and heaved again.
	Hands dragged at her hips, and Jessica shuddered as a thick, pulsating rod of meat shoved against her from behind. The one pumping her throat braced its hands on her ass, its own vile member pressing in between her legs, forcing her thighs apart around it so its slime-coated tip touched her. As one, they clenched against her - and then pounded inside, filling every hole she had! 
She screamed, a dull, muffled cry that echoed down the hall - only for the rhythmic slapping of her ass and pussy being filled to follow it. 


It was insane how many activities they had on The Gold Treader. Setting aside the pools, which were so crowded that it took Mason and Leah over an hour to find one that wasn’t stuffed with people, there was just an endless variety of other things to do. Paragliding behind the ship, rock climbing, scored shooting on an internal range, pottery making, virtual reality adventures, chess tournaments…it was endless.
Around the time they visited the ship’s treasure hunter themed bowling rink, Mason started to get an odd feeling. He kept catching glimpses of staff members staring at him. At first he didn’t really notice, but at some point a shockingly curvy blonde had shown up while they were watching a comedy show at the casino[footnoteRef:0]. She’d stared at them without blinking even once…and after her, he’d spotted an older guy, and a buff dude, and several others that kept showing up to stare at him.  [0:  Which wasn’t operating as a casino at the time, for legal reasons] 

When the huge, curvy blonde showed up again while Mason and Leah were taking a rest on one of the ship’s sun decks, he started to get the distinct impression that something supernatural was going on. He was just about to go confront her, when all of a sudden Leah sighed at him. “Help me with this.”
Blinking, he looked around at her - and did a double take as he watched her lay face down on her sun chair, and unclip her bikini top - letting her tits squeeze down fatly beneath her with nothing to conceal them. He almost misunderstood what she was after, until she held up a bottle of suntan lotion. “I can’t reach my back.”
“Do you…need to tan?” Mason blinked a few times, as he took the bottle. She was a gynoid, so wasn’t her skin all synthetic? Despite how incredibly plump and juicy her body looked, he’d seen her skin open up with visible mechanical seams, before. Couldn’t she just change her skin tone whenever she wanted?
	“Sunlight is powerful,” Leah complained as she kicked her sandalled feet up, and unintentionally clenched her thighs against her ass, setting either massive, rippling brown cheek jiggling. She glared straight ahead, as she settled a set of solid black sunglasses over her eyes. “Most synthetics degrade when they get too much of it. Be thorough, okay?”
	With that, she folded her arms up under her chin and laid there, waiting - ass up, and breasts squeezed enormously across the sun chair beneath her. Mason stared down at her as he held the suntan lotion. Where was he supposed to start? Her shoulders? Her back? Her…his eyes glazed over for a second, as his gaze drifted down towards her perfect, juicy brown ass.
	Her shoulders! He snapped back to attention, and with a flush on his cheeks, Mason smeared his hands with sun oil and started to rub it into Leah’s lightly toned shoulders. His hands slowly worked down her back, as the gynoid let out a small, appreciative sigh, her supple muscles stretching and squeezing subtly beneath his fingers. He reached her waist, and stroked his hands along her sides, feeling how her toned waist subtly shifted and flexed as she relaxed.
	Then, with sweat dripping down his face, his hands gripped her hips. He felt those perfectly rounded handholds press against his palms, and watched a subtle clench run through her ass as she reacted. A wave of softly rippling brown ran across her butt, her cheeks bulging tight against one another…and at last, he dragged his hands down atop her ass. Her bikini bottoms blocked his fingers at first, but his digits glided past them and subtly sunk into her thick, squeezable bubble butt.
	Mason gulped, and then kneaded his hands back up - slipping his fingertips under her bikini and forcing it up, and up, until it snapped between her cheeks like a thong, hard enough to slosh her ass. He stroked his hands up onto her back again to avoid being caught, and ran his thumbs down her back, feeling the muscles along her spine give beneath his touch. He reached her ass again and dug his fingers in, his thumbs prying her cheeks apart enough to make her hips flex.
	He didn’t notice Leah’s thighs subtly clenching in time; he was too preoccupied with slipping his fingers under her ass, and then stroking down the backs of her thick, juicy legs. He left her cheeks glistening with oil, either thick brown block subtly twitching as he coated her thick, juicily toned thighs next.  Her hamstrings bulged roundly against his fingers, brown skin glistening like dark gold, before he dug his fingers into her massive ass, again.
She didn’t object at all, as his hands stroked up her glistening cheeks to press down on her hips - but of course, it didn’t occur to Mason in the heat of the moment that she hadn’t stopped him. Leah pursed her lips and let out a small, calming breath, as her internal display repeatedly notified her that she was in an aroused state. She was not going to acknowledge that, even though the crotch of her bikini was already glistening with excitement. She’d just lay there and let him work on her…for now.
	Considering all of that, it wasn’t surprising that Mason completely forgot about being watched.


	“Mnnn!” In the confines of a private cabin, a tall, voluptuous red-haired woman squirmed her hips from side to side. Enormous breasts sloshed heavily in her black nightie, as her huge, thick thighs trembled, and then jerked apart with pleasure. “Ooouhh.”
	A satisfied smirk spread across a set of dark lips behind her, as the redhead’s ass squirmed back and forth in the lap of the tall, muscular woman behind her. One of her tattooed arms was wrapped around the redhead’s waist, holding her there, as her other dug into the massive, stacked bimbo’s pussy. “There?”
	“MN!” A groan of satisfaction answered her, as the redhead jerked her chin up and spasmed in bliss. They were seated atop their cabin’s bed, with the shorter red-haired woman sat in the lap of her big, muscular, butch lesbian lover. The darker-skinned woman’s short dyed pink hair clung to her forehead with sweat, as she grinned, and ground her fingers even deeper into her curvy girlfriend’s pussy.
	With another groan, the redhead bucked her hips forwards, her softly defined belly jerking as her pussy was stirred inside. She grit her teeth, as her dark lover’s other hand slid up and dug into one of the redhead’s massive breasts-
	Suddenly, there was a splash from their room’s attached bathroom. The muscular, butch lesbian ignored it, but her redheaded lover’s hips abruptly stopped as she jerked her head towards the noise. “What was that?”
	“Nothing,” Blaire cooed, as she leaned her head forwards on her luscious girlfriend’s shoulder. She kissed her on the cheek, despite the nervous tension in the redhead’s body. “Probably just gas in the pipes, Kandi.”
	“I don’t know.” Kandi spoke stiffly, as she gripped either of Blaire’s wrists, and tugged at her hands. “Don’t you remember what happened in Vegas? That guy’s video is still going around.”
	A twinge of fury shot through Blaire’s lithe, muscular body. Lesbian slut dominated by big-assed butch bitch had stuck somewhere in the top twenty hits online for months after some asshole bastard had creepily filmed her and Kandi while they were on their last vacation. That bastard had made a disgusting amount of money off of them - and worse, he’d humiliated her and Kandi!
	“I’ll check.” Suddenly, Blaire wasn’t as committed to getting off. She untangled herself from Kandi, setting her huge, juicy girlfriend jiggling in all sorts of exciting ways as she set her down on the bed. The butch woman tugged her unbuttoned jeans a bit higher up, and then scowled as she stalked into the bathroom.
	She slammed the cabin door behind her and slapped the light switch on. If there was really a bastard filming them again, she was going to show him why she was the national runner up in her boxing division.
	There was no one in the bathroom. Blaire blinked to herself, the gold piercings on her ears and nose reflecting the empty bathroom, as she scanned the interior for anywhere somebody could be hiding. The walk-in shower was completely visible, so not there. The cabinets were all too slim for someone to climb into…the bathtub. Her eyes latched onto the room’s large, two-person tub. It was full of something.
	Slowly, the pink-haired boxer stepped up to the tub, and stared down at the dark, viscous blue-black fluid that’d somehow filled it to the brim. She scrunched up her face as she stared into the completely opaque sludge in the tub, and then she sighed, and reached out towards it. She didn’t know what this gross crap was, but she wasn’t going to leave it there. She and Kandi might want to fool around in there, late-
	The second Blaire’s fingertips touched the goop’s surface, a fist-thick jet of it shot up and latched onto her face. She barely had time to try to scream, before it forced her lips apart and surged inside, snapping the golden choker around her neck as it violently poured inside of her! She tried to scream as her belly thudded outwards, and then bulged out more, and more with each enormous pump of fluid that slammed down her throat with a wet schullp, schulp schuup!
	Blaire tried to pull back, but more of the goop surged upwards, latching onto her arms and legs and wrapping around her entire head - silencing her screams entirely, as her throat kept on thudding full over, and over. Her body started to stretch and deform from within as ugly lumps of something moved under her skin. They gathered in her back and then bulged out her thighs, snapping her pants apart entirely, as more slime massed over her ears…and squelched inside of her skull.
	Her body spasmed, suddenly limp, as the massive bloat of slime in her belly started to churn and heave in all directions - before dozens of lumps of goop shot through her body. Her tits explosively filled from within, as her hard, tight butt sloshed outwards. Her thighs clenched and pumped up with thick, hard muscle, as her already-toned arms bulked out hard enough to nearly tear her skin. 
	The goop completely wrapped around her body, for a moment hiding any hint that a human was inside of it…and then, with a heavy, thudding step, a bare, slime-coated foot thudded into the floor as Blaire pulled herself backwards out of its embrace. She turned away from the tub, her skin already one with the glistening, dripping black-blue slime coating her new, gigantic curves. The slime on her head reformed into a mass of long, prehensile pink hair, as tits bigger than her entire chest heaved side by side over abs that suddenly bulged out, hard and glistening.
	As her thighs swung around, her thick ass clenching behind them, a massive, throbbing length of inhuman cock swung out in front of her. It pulsed against her pussy, its other end throbbing against her womb, as she slowly took heavy, thigh-rippling steps towards the door.
	Kandi looked up as the bathroom door opened - and then she screamed, as Blaire’s hulking, transformed body loomed over her. She barely had time to turn and try to scramble away - before what remained of her girlfriend leapt on top of her, pinned her down, and rammed her new fuck rod home. Kandi’s mouth jerked open, and a mass of Blaire’s ‘hair’ surged into her mouth, already pumping down her throat.
	The luscious redhead’s ass bounced forwards as she was fucked from behind, and her head jerked back, sloshing her tits as she was fucked from the front. Her eyes glazed over as her screams faded away - only to replaced by deep, echoing moans, as her throat and mons bulged in time as slime pumped inside of her.


	Mason woke up feeling exhausted. Which made sense; he’d gotten almost no sleep. After the whole ‘suntan oil’ incident, he’d had to keep hiding how very ‘interested’ his body was in Leah’s, and that had kept on going right into the night. Sleeping beside a mostly naked woman he was shockingly attracted to was hard enough when she was under the covers - but she’d kept kicking them off in her sleep, letting it all hang out!
Why was she so tempting? He didn’t have this much trouble resisting Cass and Kiriam! Granted, both of them were trying to get him all the time, rather than rejecting him like Leah. Was that it? Was she so irresistible because she’d firmly said they weren’t going to do anything? What did that say about his preferences romantically?
With a groan, Mason climbed out of bed and rinsed off his face in the bathroom. By the time he came back out, Leah was already stretching as she sat on the edge of the bed, her breasts subtly heaving as she arched her back and shoved her hands as far up into the air as she could get them. He had to look away before he went hard, again.
	The second Mason and Leah left their cabin to go to breakfast, people started staring at them. It wasn’t just some people, either. They passed by a crewman who stopped in the middle of mopping to stare, unblinkingly. An old man in a polo shirt stood in his cabin door, and his eyes followed them from the moment Mason and Leah came into view, to the second they were out of sight. 
	It wasn’t just crewmen, anymore. As they made it to the ship’s central concourse, Mason spotted the enormously proportioned blonde he’d noticed staring at him and Leah the day before, and his right eye twitched. Her uniform was missing a few pieces, now that he looked…and the shirt was so tight that the buttons were in danger of tearing off. Was that actually her uniform, if it fit her that tightly?
	A huge, muscular, curvy woman with long dyed pink hair nearly walked into him, as they got to the breakfast buffet Leah had picked out. She stopped short, her towering, curvy figure heaving in place, as she wordlessly stepped aside to let him in. She even stopped her friend, a crazily stacked redhead, and made her wait - as both of them stared, eyes strangely wide, as Mason passed them by.
	By the time they were in the buffet, Mason’s ‘this is creepy and supernatural’ senses were screaming at him to pull his gun and start blasting. Was it everyone aboard? The tall guy at the smoothie bar? The family of four in a booth behind him? The pancake man? How could something have made the jolly, smiley pancake making man stare vacantly at Mason? That guy had been awesome, the day before!
	“Uh,” Leah got his attention, and Mason looked around as she pointed at the closest set of metal-lined buffet tubs ahead of her. Normally they would have been filled with eggs, sausage, bacon, biscuits, rice pudding, hashbrowns, potato pancakes, fruit, shakshuka, those fancy layered bechamel-sauce sandwiches, and tons of other things…but all that filled the tubs today was a thick, dark blue-black sludge.
	Even though the color didn’t match, Mason recognized the sludge the second he saw it. Its glistening viscosity, the way it churned in the tubs with small tendrils of its mass trying to creep up the sides…it was the alien parasite that was attached to Galena! Mason jerked in alarm and turned to Leah, as he shoved a hand into his jacket. “This is bad!”
	“Yeah, I figured that out.” Leah snipped, heat radiating from her midriff as she warmed up her systems. All around the room, the people staring at them were starting to shake as blue-tinted black sludge leaked from their ears, nostrils, and mouths. Black tears poured down the cheeks of the voluptuous blonde crewman Mason had seen before, as she shut the restaurant’s doors behind her, and locked them. “It looks like I’m going to actually have to do my job!”
	With a horrible communal splattering sound, gouts of slime erupted from the other passengers mouths and rapidly coated them from head to toe. Fish-like armored scales encased the men, their heads turning into deformed lumps of teeth, eyes, and tendrils, as they swelled upwards into towering, intimidatingly massive figures. 
The women underwent quite different changes. As the men grew massive and monstrous, the women were coated in glistening, skin-tight black slime, their curves rippling and bulging in exciting ways as the slime clung to their bodies. Before Mason’s eyes, the redhead near the door groaned as her already massive curves heaved, jiggled, and swelled, as her clothes seemed to melt away beneath the spreading ooze coating her body. Beside her, the butch pink-haired woman he’d seen before clenched her body’s impressive muscles, as she was similarly coated and bounced in place, as her curves swelled as well.
By the doors, the blonde crew woman dug her hands into her tits and squeezed, as black slime sprayed from her nipples and coated her arms and breasts in seconds. Tendrilous strands of slime shot out from between her legs and wrapped around her gigantic round thighs, each tendril bulging beneath her dress - before the slime melted through it, and her body heaved and bulged out to even more enormous fullness, as every speck of her skin was saturated in glistening blue-black.
Mason jerked out his revolver and immediately fired center-mass into the largest cluster of extremely sexually dimorphic slime people. Horrible, inhuman screeching answered him, as a blast of blue-tinted white energy burned through the infected guests, and shredded the slime right off of them! Dozens of suddenly normal passengers thudded unconsciously to the floor, returned to normal just like that.
The revolver would work! Even just barely nicking the slime-infected people with his revolver’s blast completely eradicated the slime that’d taken control of their bodies. Moreover, Mason knew from experience that the blasts his gun let out did not stop, so if he could blast the whole ship with it, the slime would be done for!
He turned back to tell Leah he had a way to deal with the possessed passengers, and did a double take as he watched her kick a fish-man into the ceiling and shoot another one with her arm cannon, sending him flying into a pack of his fellows with his chest smoking. She was going to kill someone! “Stop! Don’t shoot! They’re still people!”
“What?” Leah yelled back, her amber eyes bulging in shock. “Are you crazy? My gun is the whole reason I was sent with you! How am I supposed to fight them off without-AH!”
A coordinated mass of slime-saturated women suddenly swept forwards from between the fish-like men around Leah, and in a rush, they picked her up and wrapped themselves around her limbs. She jerked and struggled, her short, voluptuous body heaving as she tried to pull free - but she hadn’t made any progress by the time one of the male creature’s reached her.
Mason leveled his revolver as the slime monster grabbed Leah’s chin, pried her mouth open, and stabbed a slimy tongue between her lips. Rapid, spherical bulges of slime started to pump into her mouth, bloating and stretching her cheeks before forcing her throat to pump. She glared back in defiance, but Mason had to get them off of her before she got taken over, too!
His finger squeezed on the trigger, but Mason had already forgotten the shocking degree of coordination the slime people possessed. Of course they worked well en-masse; they were all being controlled by one creature, even if it was in several pieces. Before he could get a shot off, the other slime creature’s around Mason rammed into him, knocking him off his feet and forcing the barrel of his gun upwards. His shot pierced through the upper decks overhead, burning through and liberating most of the bridge crew - but that didn’t help him or Leah.
As Mason’s arms and legs were grabbed and held by dozens of the slime people, Leah glared at the hulking male in front of her. Even with her lips bulging fatly around each surging lump of slime that shoved down her throat, she refused to give in. After everything that happened at the Coral Hotel, her body had been set up with countermeasures against something like this! Her breasts heaved as she clenched with all her might, and almost managed to free an arm - before she twitched, as she saw what else they were doing to Mason.
It didn’t make any sense. Mason’s eyes jittered in shock, as from among the crowd of slime women, the massive blonde crew woman, the redhead, and the huge, muscular pink-haired woman shoved through. The blonde’s knees thudded into the floor, her gigantic black-wrapped tits sloshing up and down, as the redhead crowded in on his left, and the pink-haired one ground her body up against his right. In one shared motion, the two standing sluts slid their hands into his pants and yanked, forcing his cock up and out.
As soon as his dick flopped out, the blonde leaned in and planted her lips between his balls and shaft - and kissed, sending a wave of shocked pleasure up Mason’s body. Her lips quietly smacked there, kissing and releasing him as his traitorous member swelled at her touch. Slowly, it thickened and heaved up, until there was suddenly enough room for the redhead bimbo slut and muscle bitch on his sides to reach out, and wrap a hand each around his cock.
What the hell were they doing? Mason’s right eye twitched, as all three slime sluts squatted in front of him, their massive, juicy thighs grinding against one another and their asses stacked in a circle around them. The orange-haired woman ducked her head down and sucked on his balls, stretching her cheeks as she sucked him in - while the huge pink-haired bitch leaned in, and wrapped her fat black lips around the tip with a loud, sucking slurp. She slowly turned her head, sucking harder and harder, as the blonde slowly dragged her tongue up his length in slow, eager licks.
Then, as the redhead wrapped her tongue around his balls and leaned back, stretching out his ball sack, a horrible thought occurred to him. Had he brought the slime aboard? He grunted as the blonde swapped places with the muscle bitch, and pumped his cock against the back of her throat as she sucked, and then swallowed, forcing him part way into her throat. That shower, on the first day - had he washed some residual slime from Galena’s purification into the ship, and gotten everyone aboard infected?
With a small, reluctant moan, the redhead released one of his balls - and her pink-haired girlfriend slurped it up instead, her fat black lips squeezing around it. They sucked hard enough to make his hips jerk, as the blonde slowly forced her lips further and further down his length - bulging and stretching her throat, as she swallowed him in joyfully. Mason had to grit his teeth to resist, as their lips converged - the blonde’s clamping around the base so deep that her fat, glistening pillows squeezed against the ball-sucking lips of the other two slime-coated women.
They were trying to seduce him into joining them, because they knew his power could burn the slime away. Worse, this was all Mason’s fault - he thought, as all three cock-worshipping slime sluts shoved their bodies against him, their enormous, juicy tits practically swallowing his thighs. Their asses heaved up, subtly bouncing and wiggling atop their heels, as the blonde bounced her head forwards and back in strained, deep-throathing moans. The trio of muscular, enormously endowed women sucked harder and harder, until Mason’s balls started to clench, and his cock thickened in the blonde’s throat!
Just as he was about to lose it, Leah abruptly tore free and kicked the slime man that was trying to implant her with goop so hard that his head pierced the ceiling and stuck. With a derisive snort, she swallowed the rest of the slime hanging out of her mouth…and burned it in her stomach’s energy furnace, just like all the rest she’d already swallowed. Her eyes narrowed with wrath, as she glared at the slime people that had just been holding her - and her body seams opened with a blast of searing steam.
That slime was incredibly energy rich, and Leah had just overcharged on it.
In the blink of an eye, the super-charged cyborg shot forwards and yanked the three sluts away from Mason, sending their huge, luscious bodies skidding across the deck. The second they were off of him, his mind cleared enough for him to realize he had the means to escape, and just channeled his power through his hands and across the surface of his body, burning the slime people that were restraining him.
Leah zipped past, punting more of the slime people into the ceiling as Mason snatched up his revolver and started firing. Entire groups of the slime people were cleansed, releasing the perfectly normal occupants inside…but there were thousands of them, and they were just swarming in. The restaurant’s locked doors had been broken off their hinges as a mass of scrambling slime men came rushing in, and there were more of them coming out of the kitchens.
“If you have some kind of big solution, you better use it now!” Leah shouted, as she forced a ring of attackers back, and then dropped to a knee by Mason’s side and panted. “I’m burning through…ha…the energy I got from them, and I don’t think they’re going to let me fill up again.”
Mason paused, and stared at the revolver in his hands. Despite looking like a normal gun, it didn’t work like one. There wasn’t just a single projectile that came out when he pulled the trigger; instead, there was a solid beam, and that beam was made of the same energy he’d learned to channel into his fists. What would happen if he channeled his powers while firing the revolver? For that matter, what would happen if he did that, and swung it?
They were going to get overwhelmed anyway, so Mason figured there was no harm trying it! He gripped his revolver in both hands, channeled as much power into the gun as he knew how, and pulled. For just a split second, the revolver seemed to seize up, its trigger sticking down as if the whole thing was on the verge of fusing together…and then lines of white light glowed along the weapon’s seams.
	A terrible, enormous blast of energy shot from the gun’s barrel, so much of it that Mason was actually shoved back. The entire aft of the ship was swallowed up by it, and with his teeth gritted and his body clenched with strain, Mason dragged at the gun and just barely managed to start turning. Even though it all happened in the space between breaths, it felt agonizingly slow; that slow turn went on and on, until suddenly the inertia vanished, and Mason spun around in a tight circle.
	White-blue energy saturated the ship, blasting through every compartment, cabin, and pipe. In its wake, there were no more slime people aboard. As Mason forced his finger off the trigger, the passengers fell to the floor all around with a communal thud - unconscious, but back to normal[footnoteRef:1].  [1:  For the men, this was true. For the women whose figures had been forcefully reshaped? Their bodies were going to remember that new shape and try to return to it, as they would discover in the following months. ] 

Not so much as a shred of slime remained aboard.


	The rest of the cruise went by pretty normally, after that. There was a little bit of confusion aboard as people came out of their slime-possessed state, but everything was back on track by the end of the day, and Mason’s vacation resumed. All too soon the last day aboard came around to get him, and he found himself in his cabin with Leah, packing up.
	“Hey.” Leah called out from behind him, as Mason put a knee on his luggage and just barely managed to latch it shut. “We have to get off and catch our flight back to Goldfield…but we have a few hours before then. Don’t we?”
	Mason blinked, and looked around at her - and his jaw went slack. She’d sat down on the end of the bed, with most of her clothes missing. Her thick brown ass squeezed in place, her enormous thighs gleaming like chocolate as they heaved apart and left only a tiny, pussy-hugging white thong to hide any part of her lower body. Her abs clenched sensually, her usual white undershirt completely failing to cover them, just as it almost failed to cover her enormous, perfect spheres of brown breast.
	As he stared, Leah’s tongue slicked across her full, dark lips, and she pried one of her top’s straps aside - letting a massive, fat-nippled breast slosh free, with sweat dripping from its underside. Her amber eyes glowed, half-lidded with lust as she locked gazes with Mason and slowly dragged one huge thigh up against the other, and then spread her legs open again, invitingly. “There’s plenty of time for use to use the bed, just once more.”
	He was across the room before he even fully processed what was happening. Leah’s eyes jerked as he kissed her, forcing her lips open around his tongue as he pinned her to the bed beneath him. Her hands caressed his cheeks and then dug into his shoulders, as she somehow managed to work her feet into his pants and shove them off of him. He felt her tits squish against his chest, her shirt shredding as he grabbed it and pulled-
	And then with a sharp twist of her hips and a playful chuckle, she rolled him over and landed with her huge ass jiggling in his lap. Mason jerked as she broke the kiss with a dull, sensual smack of her full brown lips, and then she slowly sat up. She rolled her head to the side, her hips grinding to the other as she gyrated with his cock throbbing against her pussy. She pulled at the straps of her thong, dragging them up off her hips hard enough to dig its crotch in between her pussy lips, and with a final flex of her hips, she snapped the thong apart - and her pussy folds dragged open around his cock as it slotted inside.
	“OOgh.” She grunted in shock as the head slid into place against her artificial womb, her pussy’s sensors screaming at her with pleasure. For a second Leah’s eyes crossed, as she felt his veiny girth stretching her rarely-used insides out enough for her abs to subtly bulge. Her thighs twitched to either side of his hips, as her own hips shuddered in place, forcing her ass to jiggle and bounce subtly in his lap. “Wow…I thought it’d feel good, but this is…mmmnha.”
	Her long blue-silver hair swished across her back as she planted her hands on his belly. Her tits sloshed forwards, forced together between her toned arms, as she braced herself, clenched her thighs - and dragged up, her synthetic pussy undulating around him in a cock-hungry spiral as she pulled to the tip. She let her pussy lips bulge around the head for a moment, her ass spasming with excitement, and then she pounded back down hard enough to make her cheeks slap together. “MNGh!”
	Leah’s eyes rolled up as this time, her pussy perfectly gripped him, guiding him to her womb as mechanized rings tightened her slit around him until Mason felt like she was practically stuck to his skin. She shuddered and raised her hips again, leaving his cock dripping with her juices as her ass jiggled up against her lower back, and then pounded down to jiggle atop his thighs - again, and again, and again, as she slowly stuffed her pussy with his cock faster and harder! With each stroke, her head rolled further and further back, her tongue slowly draping down her chin as gasping moans of bliss escaped the synthetic woman’s lips.
	With a final, ass-bouncing slam, she stuffed him inside again and felt her entire body spasm as she came so hard that her body glitched. She could feel his cock swell inside of her, stretching her pussy out despite its artificial restraints - and then cum sprayed up into her artificial womb, splattering inside hard enough for her to register an impact. A gasping, shuddering cry of absolute bliss echoed through their cabin, as his seed sloshed and churned inside of her.
	By the time Leah’s systems corrected themselves, she was on her knees on the bed, and his cock was already spreading her pussy lips open around it again. She twitched, realizing she’d actually lost it and that doing more with him was dangerous - but just as she started to look back and say to wait, his cock rammed inside of her so deep and hard that her entire belly heaved below her. Her tits bounced up, their brown roundness nearly reaching her chin, as her ass molded up against his abs hard enough to make the muscle inside her ass pop forward.
	“Ooh,” was all she managed as her eyes crossed, and pre-cum dripped out of her suddenly cock-stretched pussy lips. His fingers dug into her broad, shapely hips as he held her there with her back arched and her brown body shuddering - and then Mason pulled back and hammered his cock inside of her over and over, hard, deep, and fast enough to make her scream as her ass clapped against him! “OH! OOGH! OH! T-TOO mu-UUGGHH! YES!”
	She felt like her body was reprogramming to match him, as her hips started to buck wildly in time, pounding her thick brown ass against him so hard that her breasts sloshed up in reaction and rebounded off of one another, rolling apart. On reflex, she tried to crawl forwards, away from the cock that was permanently altering her artificial pussy’s default size - but as soon as she did, he caught her elbows and pulled.
	“OOOOOOHGH!” Leah screamed, her eyes crossing as he dragged her arms back, forcing her shoulders and head up - arching her back so hard that the head of his cock ground through her cervix, and into her womb. Her entire pussy shook with bliss as his cock filled her perfectly from lips to womb, with the head anchoring him inside of her! “H-ho-how-OOOOOH!”
	Before she could speak, he clenched inside of her and forced his cock out and right back in, his own churned-up seed spilling from her pussy lips as she completely opened around him. Bleats of bliss shook through her body as each thrust heaved her tits up and jiggled them in the air, before they slapped back down against her hard, cock-stuffed belly - only for it to repeat over and over. Her ass bounced off his abs and sloshed against her slender, toned lower back, as he filled her pussy up!
	Each time his cock rammed in, her body shivered as Leah’s tongue slapped against one of her cheeks, and then dangled back down. She’d stopped thinking; there was only pleasure, and the pressure of his cock stretching her pussy open and thudding through her body. Her artificial heart was already synced to his thrusts. With a hiss, the seams on her body opened up, revealing her artificial nature as steam leaked out of her pleasure-ruined frame!
	Then, with a growl, Mason stuffed himself all the way in one more time - and Leah’s screams were replaced with a dull, weak groan of orgasmic shock, as he poured his seed inside. With her pussy clamped around the base, she could feel his balls clenching, feel his cock subtly swell and harden with each load - feel her womb pump to the brim with cum. Her belly subtly bulged out, as he came, and came, until each new load stirred the churned mass of semen inside of her womb into a twisted spiral.
	He pulled out and let the gynoid slump forwards on the bed, her eyes solid white. For a moment, lust still stirred inside of him as he stared down at her short, enormously voluptuous body…and then a pang of guilt shot through Mason’s chest. He scrubbed at his eyes, and sat down at the head of the bed with a groan. How did this keep happening? Didn’t he like Dana the most? Why couldn’t he stop having sex with so many other women? Maybe-
	His inner monologue shattered, as fat, deliciously plump brown lips wrapped around his cock. Staring down, he watched Leah heave her ass to one side, a huge, thick thigh clenching up beneath her, as she dragged one leg up and folded it beside her. Her other leg stretched out on the bed, sloshing her ass atop it - as she sucked down to the base of his shaft, and let him throb in her throat.
	Her round tits bulged subtly atop the bed, nearly hanging from her chest still as she gazed up lovingly at him, and slowly slurped back to the tip. There was a moment where he considered reaching out and stopping her…but when his hand actually reached the luscious glue-haired gynoid, he gripped the back of her head and pulled her closer instead. She moaned with pleasure, her ass subtly clenching as she willingly swallowed him into her throat again. Her toes curled, as she folded her feet up into the air over her thick, tightly toned butt.
	The sound of dull, sensual sucking filled the room, as she slowly dragged up to the tip, and stretched her throat out as she sucked her fat, glistening lips all the way to the base. He came again, pumping her throat hugely with cum until she pulled back to the tip and let him spray his load onto her tongue. Her mouth stuffed full until her cheeks bloated out, and then with two heavy swallows, she sucked it all down - and drank more, as she plunged him into her throat again.
	Sometime much later, the ship’s horn blew. Leah’s lips kissed the tip of his shaft as she pulled back, and listened to the captain’s voice as he came on the intercom and announced that they were pulling into port. It was time to get up, and go home. Her amber eyes glowed with reluctance, as she finally pulled back enough for her lips to leave his cock entirely, with a strand of cum stretching between them.
	When Leah and Mason left the room, she walked out with her short, luscious body wrapped around one of his arms. 
She didn’t let go until they got on the plane.
