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 A‌ ‌Good‌ ‌Morning‌ ‌For‌ ‌A‌ ‌Deadly‌ ‌Woman‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌woke‌‌up‌‌to‌‌find‌‌her‌‌face‌‌glued‌‌to‌‌Daphne’s‌‌leg‌‌by‌‌honey.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌difficult‌‌to‌‌open‌‌her‌‌                                     
eyes‌‌through‌‌the‌‌thick‌‌golden‌‌goop‌‌that‌‌had‌‌trickled‌‌over‌‌her‌‌most‌‌of‌‌the‌‌night.‌‌Cindi’s‌‌body‌‌was‌‌                                   
on‌‌a‌‌bed‌‌-‌‌mostly.‌‌Every‌‌part‌‌of‌‌her‌‌ached‌‌from‌‌the‌‌strange‌‌position‌‌she’d‌‌passed‌‌out‌‌in,‌‌her‌‌body‌‌                                       
down‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌knees‌ ‌curled‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌foot‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌bed,‌‌with‌‌Cindi’s‌‌lower‌‌legs‌‌hanging‌‌off‌‌the‌‌                                   
mattress.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌musk‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌was‌ ‌heavy‌‌in‌‌Cindi’s‌‌nose,‌‌partially‌‌because‌‌it‌‌was‌‌only‌‌an‌‌                               
inch‌‌from‌‌where‌‌her‌‌cheek‌‌was‌‌affixed‌‌to‌‌the‌‌inner‌‌thigh,‌‌partially‌‌because‌‌Cindi’s‌‌nose‌‌had‌‌been‌‌                                 
covered‌ ‌in‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌juices‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌lapped‌ ‌at‌ ‌them‌ ‌through‌ ‌most‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌night.‌ ‌Slowly‌ ‌Cindi‌‌                               
pushed‌ ‌herself‌ ‌up.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌skin‌‌of‌‌her‌‌cheek‌‌stretch‌‌as‌‌it‌‌slowly‌‌peeled‌‌from‌‌Cindi’s‌‌heavy‌‌                                   
tan‌ ‌limb.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌winced‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌noise‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌balloon‌ ‌tits‌ ‌rubbing‌ ‌against‌ ‌each‌ ‌other.‌ ‌ 

At‌ ‌last‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌free‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed‌ ‌towards‌ ‌the‌ ‌headboard.‌ ‌Daphne,‌‌                             
completely‌ ‌passed‌ ‌out‌ ‌and‌ ‌naked,‌ ‌was‌ ‌lying‌ ‌atop‌ ‌a‌ ‌towel‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌placed‌ ‌down‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
foolhardy‌‌plan‌‌to‌‌control‌‌how‌‌much‌‌of‌‌her‌‌honey‌‌would‌‌get‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Cindi‌‌watched‌‌as‌‌even‌‌                                   
now,‌ ‌in‌ ‌what‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌a‌ ‌very‌ ‌deep‌ ‌sleep,‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌hands‌ ‌were‌ ‌still‌ ‌compulsively‌‌                             
massaging‌‌two‌‌of‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌and‌‌eliciting‌‌a‌‌steady‌‌flow‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌from‌‌them‌‌-‌‌her‌‌upper‌‌left‌‌tit,‌‌                                     
and‌ ‌her‌‌lower‌‌right.‌‌The‌‌other‌‌two‌‌appeared‌‌visibly‌‌rounder‌‌and‌‌more‌‌bloated,‌‌beads‌‌of‌‌golden‌‌                               
gel‌ ‌just‌ ‌barely‌ ‌oozing‌ ‌from‌ ‌their‌ ‌erect‌ ‌and‌ ‌hard‌ ‌nips.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌back‌ ‌and‌ ‌slowly‌ ‌stood‌ ‌up,‌ ‌her‌ ‌cartoon‌ ‌tits‌ ‌bouncing‌ ‌unnaturally.‌ ‌It‌ ‌felt‌‌like‌‌                             
they‌‌couldn’t‌‌decide‌‌if‌‌they‌‌were‌‌as‌‌light‌‌as‌‌balloons‌‌or‌‌as‌‌heavy‌‌as‌‌gelatin‌‌sacks‌‌-‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌                                       
never‌‌considered‌‌if‌‌animation‌‌physics‌‌made‌‌any‌‌sense.‌‌Either‌‌way‌‌they‌‌liked‌‌to‌‌jiggle.‌‌Cindi‌‌felt‌                               
like‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌ten‌ ‌pounds‌ ‌heavier,‌ ‌and‌ ‌put‌ ‌a‌ ‌hand‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌short‌ ‌red‌ ‌hair‌ ‌-‌‌it‌‌was‌‌caked‌‌in‌‌                                         
honey‌‌that‌‌had‌‌dripped‌‌atop‌‌her‌‌while‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌going‌‌down‌‌on‌‌Daphne‌‌in‌‌the‌‌shower.‌‌Cindi’s‌‌                                 
shoulders,‌ ‌breasts,‌ ‌back,‌ ‌and‌ ‌even‌ ‌the‌ ‌curve‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌all‌ ‌shimmered‌ ‌with‌ ‌literal‌ ‌honey‌ ‌dew.‌‌                               
There‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌seem‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌an‌ ‌inch‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌that‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌could‌ ‌touch‌ ‌that‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌sticky.‌ ‌ 

Although‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌screamed‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌cleaned‌ ‌as‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌as‌‌possible,‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌want‌‌to‌‌                             
stay‌‌in‌‌Daphne’s‌‌room‌‌any‌‌longer.‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌that‌‌her‌‌sexual‌‌infatuation‌‌with‌‌Daphne‌‌had‌‌                               
been‌ ‌satisfied,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌want‌‌to‌‌risk‌‌her‌‌night’s‌‌lover‌‌waking‌‌up,‌‌asking‌‌“Was‌‌it‌‌good‌‌for‌‌                                   
you,‌‌too?”‌‌and‌‌getting‌‌wrapped‌‌up‌‌in‌‌the‌‌same‌‌lying‌‌cycle.‌‌She‌‌knew‌‌Daphne‌‌would‌‌be‌‌upset‌‌if‌‌                                   
Cindi‌‌didn’t‌‌stick‌‌around‌‌to‌‌help‌‌her‌‌get‌‌dressed‌‌around‌‌her‌‌occupied‌‌hands,‌‌but‌‌that‌‌was‌‌a‌‌risk‌‌                                   
that‌‌Cindi‌‌needed‌‌to‌‌take‌‌now.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌try‌‌and‌‌find‌‌an‌‌excuse‌‌for‌‌her‌‌absence‌‌that‌‌wouldn’t‌‌be‌‌                                     
a‌ ‌lie.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌basically‌ ‌walking‌‌flypaper‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌think‌‌she’d‌‌get‌‌any‌‌of‌‌her‌‌outfit‌‌from‌‌                               
the‌‌night‌‌before‌‌back‌‌on.‌‌A‌‌quick‌‌check‌‌of‌‌the‌‌closet‌‌proved‌‌productive,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌grabbed‌‌one‌‌of‌‌                                   
the‌‌two‌‌cotton‌‌robes‌‌within.‌‌Pulling‌‌it‌‌on,‌‌the‌‌material‌‌would‌‌only‌‌stretch‌‌around‌‌far‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌                                 



barely‌ ‌cover‌ ‌her‌ ‌squeaking‌ ‌boobs,‌ ‌forcing‌ ‌the‌ ‌front‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌robe‌ ‌to‌ ‌hang‌ ‌open.‌ ‌Sighing,‌ ‌Cindi‌‌                               
pulled‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌robe’s‌ ‌belt‌ ‌and‌ ‌tied‌ ‌it‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌crotch‌‌like‌‌a‌‌sumo‌‌wrestler’s‌‌mawashi.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌                                   
clunky‌‌but‌‌would‌‌do.‌‌She‌‌grabbed‌‌her‌‌folded‌‌clothes‌‌where‌‌she’d‌‌stashed‌‌them‌‌only‌‌for‌‌the‌‌sake‌                                 
of‌ ‌retrieving‌ ‌the‌ ‌gun,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌went‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌room.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌barely‌ ‌got‌ ‌any‌ ‌stares‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌way,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌silently‌ ‌thanked‌ ‌Las‌ ‌Vegas‌ ‌for‌ ‌being‌ ‌so‌‌                                 
insane‌ ‌all‌ ‌on‌ ‌its‌ ‌own‌ ‌without‌ ‌magic‌ ‌card‌ ‌games.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌clothes‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌gun‌ ‌were‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌bed,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌peeled‌ ‌the‌ ‌robe‌ ‌off‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌                                   
tacky‌ ‌body.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌dropped‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌pile‌ ‌on‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌before‌‌the‌‌former‌‌assassin‌‌climbed‌‌into‌‌the‌‌                                   
shower‌‌and‌‌cranked‌‌on‌‌the‌‌warm‌‌water.‌‌They‌‌spray‌‌bounced‌‌from‌‌her‌‌bosom‌‌like‌‌the‌‌surface‌‌of‌‌                                 
a‌‌party‌‌balloon,‌‌a‌‌light‌‌drumming‌‌sound‌‌echoing‌‌from‌‌Cindi’s‌‌boobs.‌‌She‌‌turned‌‌around‌‌and‌‌let‌‌                               
the‌ ‌water‌ ‌warm‌ ‌and‌ ‌loosen‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌ ‌weighing‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌head.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌spent‌‌nearly‌‌an‌‌hour‌‌in‌‌the‌‌shower,‌‌just‌‌letting‌‌her‌‌body‌‌be‌‌refreshed‌‌by‌‌the‌‌wet‌‌heat.‌‌                                   
She‌ ‌thought‌ ‌about‌ ‌her‌ ‌situation‌ ‌outside‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌hotel.‌ ‌It‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌wise‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌to‌ ‌stay‌ ‌here.‌ ‌Any‌‌                                   
number‌‌of‌‌people‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌know‌‌could‌‌have‌‌seen‌‌her,‌‌and‌‌word‌‌could‌‌have‌‌gotten‌‌back‌‌to‌‌The‌‌                                   
Rose.‌ ‌The‌ ‌smart‌ ‌plan‌ ‌would‌ ‌be‌ ‌to‌ ‌move‌ ‌on.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌before‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌entered‌ ‌herself‌ ‌into‌ ‌this‌ ‌crazy‌ ‌magic‌ ‌game.‌ ‌ 

“Fuuuuuuck…”‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌sighed‌‌as‌‌she‌‌finally‌‌turned‌‌off‌‌the‌‌water‌‌and‌‌stepped‌‌out.‌‌There‌‌was‌‌no‌‌telling‌‌what‌‌                                 
could‌‌happen‌‌if‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌appear‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table‌‌tonight.‌‌That‌‌Reduxia‌‌woman‌‌didn’t‌‌appear‌‌to‌‌play‌‌                                 
by‌ ‌the‌ ‌laws‌ ‌of‌ ‌physics‌ ‌-‌ ‌and‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌least‌ ‌of‌ ‌what‌ ‌it‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌do.‌ ‌ 

But;‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌she‌ ‌stayed‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌worried‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌be‌ ‌found‌ ‌and‌ ‌shot.‌ ‌ 

If‌‌she‌‌left‌‌Cindi‌‌worried‌‌if‌‌should‌‌end‌‌up‌‌with‌‌more‌‌of‌‌her‌‌body‌‌than‌‌just‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌turned‌‌                                     
into‌ ‌weird‌ ‌cartoon‌ ‌rubber‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌punishment.‌ ‌ 

Of‌ ‌course,‌ ‌depending‌ ‌on‌ ‌what‌ ‌cards‌ ‌everyone‌ ‌had,‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌worried‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌end‌ ‌up‌‌                             
with‌‌more‌‌of‌‌her‌‌body‌‌than‌‌just‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌turned‌‌into‌‌weird‌‌cartoon‌‌rubber‌‌and‌‌‌then‌‌found‌‌and‌‌                                   
shot.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌tits‌ ‌did‌ ‌‌not‌‌ ‌feel‌ ‌bullet-proof.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌sudden‌‌thought‌‌entered‌‌Cindi’s‌‌mind,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌went‌‌swiftly‌‌back‌‌out‌‌to‌‌the‌‌bedroom,‌‌her‌‌                               
boobs‌ ‌wobbling‌ ‌like‌ ‌mad.‌ ‌She‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌her‌ ‌clothes,‌ ‌dumped‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌gun,‌ ‌and‌ ‌searched‌ ‌them.‌‌                             
Quickly‌‌she‌‌found‌‌what‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌looking‌‌for‌‌-‌‌the‌‌Purple‌‌card‌‌that‌‌read‌‌‌Totally‌‌'Armless:‌‌Any‌‌                                 
arms‌ ‌you‌ ‌have‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌exist‌.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌looked‌ ‌it‌ ‌over‌ ‌for‌‌a‌‌moment,‌‌and‌‌recalled‌‌what‌‌Reduxia‌‌                                 



had‌ ‌said;‌ ‌the‌ ‌effects‌ ‌would‌ ‌only‌ ‌last‌ ‌until‌ ‌the‌ ‌victim‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌card‌ ‌sat‌ ‌down‌ ‌again‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌‌table‌‌-‌‌                                       
unless‌ ‌they‌ ‌enjoyed‌ ‌some‌ ‌aspect‌ ‌of‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Did‌‌that‌‌mean‌‌the‌‌card‌‌could‌‌‌only‌‌be‌‌played‌‌on‌‌someone‌‌who‌‌was‌‌playing‌‌the‌‌game?‌‌If‌‌it‌‌                                   
could‌ ‌be‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌anyone,‌ ‌what‌ ‌would‌ ‌happen‌ ‌to‌ ‌someone‌ ‌who‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌playing‌ ‌the‌ ‌game?‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌had‌ ‌no‌ ‌patience‌ ‌for‌ ‌such‌ ‌philosophical‌ ‌quandaries.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌sucked‌ ‌into‌ ‌magical‌‌                         
madness,‌‌and‌‌did‌‌not‌‌want‌‌to‌‌let‌‌herself‌‌get‌‌dragged‌‌in‌‌any‌‌further.‌‌She’d‌‌spent‌‌her‌‌life‌‌following‌‌                                   
orders,‌‌living‌‌by‌‌a‌‌strict‌‌hierarchy‌‌of‌‌rules.‌‌She’d‌‌already‌‌brought‌‌most‌‌of‌‌that‌‌crashing‌‌down‌‌on‌‌                                 
her,‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌want‌ ‌to‌ ‌begin‌ ‌second-guessing‌ ‌the‌ ‌rules‌ ‌of‌ ‌‌reality‌.‌ ‌She’d‌ ‌tried‌ ‌to‌ ‌embrace‌‌                             
unpredictability‌ ‌the‌ ‌night‌ ‌before,‌ ‌but‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌before‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌had‌ ‌realized‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌greatly‌‌                         
underestimated‌ ‌just‌ ‌how‌ ‌‌much‌‌ ‌could‌ ‌be‌ ‌unpredictable.‌ ‌ 

Right‌‌now‌‌Cindi‌‌needed‌‌a‌‌big‌‌dose‌‌of‌‌structure,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌started‌‌by‌‌checking‌‌over‌‌the‌‌hotel‌‌                                 
room‌ ‌for‌ ‌intrusions.‌ ‌The‌ ‌only‌ ‌evidence‌ ‌of‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌being‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌was‌‌another‌‌letter‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                                 
same‌ ‌table‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌found‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌one‌ ‌on;‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Hello,‌ ‌and‌ ‌thanks‌ ‌for‌ ‌playing‌ ‌Round‌ ‌1‌ ‌of‌ ‌our‌ ‌new‌ ‌game‌ ‌here‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌Oasis!‌ ‌ 

Please‌ ‌join‌ ‌us‌ ‌again‌ ‌in‌ ‌Conference‌ ‌Room‌ ‌2B‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌5pm‌‌ ‌promptly‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening!‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌you‌‌would‌‌like‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌another‌‌special‌‌starting‌‌bonus‌‌for‌‌tonight’s‌‌game‌‌round,‌‌please‌‌                             
dress‌ ‌according‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌following;‌ ‌‌you‌ ‌must‌ ‌wear‌ ‌golden‌ ‌bracers!‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌hope‌ ‌you‌ ‌are‌ ‌enjoying‌ ‌your‌ ‌stay,‌ ‌ 

Lady‌ ‌R‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌grunted‌ ‌angrily‌ ‌and‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌letter‌ ‌down,‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌checked‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌rifle.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌‌                               
where‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌left‌ ‌it,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌added‌ ‌the‌ ‌smaller‌ ‌firearm‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌case.‌ ‌ 

For‌ ‌the‌ ‌next‌ ‌hour‌ ‌or‌ ‌so‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌laid‌ ‌them‌ ‌out,‌ ‌disassembled‌‌them,‌‌cleaned‌‌each‌‌piece,‌‌and‌‌                               
then‌ ‌returned‌ ‌everything‌ ‌to‌ ‌functioning‌ ‌order‌ ‌before‌ ‌hiding‌ ‌her‌ ‌case‌ ‌once‌ ‌more.‌ ‌Although‌‌                         
Cindi’s‌‌inflated‌‌chest‌‌had‌‌obscured‌‌her‌‌vision‌‌at‌‌times‌‌-‌‌and‌‌she’d‌‌banged‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌into‌‌the‌‌sides‌‌                                   
of‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌on‌‌multiple‌‌occasions‌‌at‌‌the‌‌start‌‌-‌‌it‌‌didn’t‌‌take‌‌long‌‌for‌‌her‌‌to‌‌adjust‌‌her‌‌process.‌‌                                       
If‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌done‌ ‌it‌ ‌all‌ ‌again‌ ‌and‌ ‌been‌ ‌timed‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌though‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌close‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌prior‌ ‌personal‌ ‌best.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌that‌ ‌done‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌felt‌ ‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌much‌‌calmer‌‌and‌‌more‌‌centered.‌‌She‌‌took‌‌another‌‌                               
deep‌‌breath‌‌and‌‌opened‌‌the‌‌closet.‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌going‌‌to‌‌stay,‌‌but‌‌if‌‌that‌‌was‌‌the‌‌case‌‌she’d‌‌need‌‌to‌‌                                       



practice‌ ‌moving‌ ‌with‌ ‌these‌ ‌new‌ ‌and‌ ‌still‌ ‌unpredictable‌ ‌enhanced‌ ‌endowments.‌ ‌She‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌‌                           
hours‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌dressed‌ ‌and‌ ‌test‌ ‌her‌ ‌agility‌ ‌in‌ ‌case‌ ‌someone‌ ‌found‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌bracers‌‌were‌‌on‌‌a‌‌little‌‌shelf‌‌in‌‌the‌‌wardrobe,‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌went‌‌ahead‌‌and‌‌snapped‌‌them‌‌                                 
on‌ ‌-‌ ‌if‌ ‌“bonus”‌ ‌again‌ ‌meant‌ ‌a‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌pass‌ ‌that‌ ‌up.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌she‌ ‌sorted‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌outfits‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌made‌ ‌a‌ ‌realization‌ ‌-‌ ‌all‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌tops‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌‌                                 
adjusted‌ ‌to‌ ‌fit‌ ‌her‌ ‌inflated‌ ‌bust,‌ ‌including‌ ‌the‌ ‌long‌ ‌red‌‌silk‌‌dress‌‌she’d‌‌considered‌‌wearing‌‌the‌‌                               
day‌ ‌before.‌ ‌She‌ ‌grumbled‌ ‌at‌ ‌yet‌ ‌another‌ ‌thing‌ ‌she‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌seen‌ ‌coming,‌ ‌but‌ ‌half-heartedly‌‌                           
admitted‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌happy‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌clothes‌ ‌that‌ ‌would‌ ‌fit.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌a‌ ‌silk‌ ‌thong‌ ‌from‌ ‌another‌ ‌drawer‌ ‌and‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌it‌ ‌on,‌ ‌then‌ ‌stepped‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                               
dress.‌ ‌As‌ ‌she‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌the‌ ‌cool,‌ ‌smooth‌ ‌fabric‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌‌over‌‌her‌‌hips‌‌Cindi‌‌suddenly‌‌felt‌‌                                   
something‌ ‌push‌ ‌the‌ ‌material‌ ‌downwards‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌reached‌ ‌her‌ ‌belly.‌ ‌Turning‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌‌mirror‌‌Cindi‌‌                             
watched‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌the‌ ‌dress‌ ‌up‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌stomach‌ ‌again,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌material‌ ‌snagged‌ ‌on‌ ‌an‌‌                                 
invisible‌ ‌rod‌ ‌that‌ ‌felt‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌coming‌ ‌straight‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌navel.‌ ‌ 

There‌‌was‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌of‌‌puzzlement‌‌before‌‌Cindi‌‌recalled‌‌that‌‌the‌‌night‌‌before‌‌she‌‌had‌‌been‌‌                               
asked‌‌to‌‌wear‌‌something‌‌that‌‌bared‌‌her‌‌belly-button,‌‌and‌‌when‌‌she‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table‌‌there’d‌‌                                 
been‌ ‌a‌ ‌tingle‌ ‌-‌ ‌was‌ ‌she‌ ‌now‌ ‌incapable‌ ‌of‌ ‌covering‌ ‌her‌ ‌stomach?‌ ‌ 

“Fuck‌ ‌this‌ ‌game!”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌loudly‌‌growled‌‌as‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌a‌‌few‌‌more‌‌full-length‌‌dresses‌‌and‌‌                             
found‌ ‌the‌ ‌same‌ ‌resistance‌ ‌each‌ ‌time‌ ‌they‌ ‌reached‌ ‌her‌ ‌abdomen.‌‌Someone‌‌was‌‌out‌‌there‌‌likely‌‌                             
trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌kill‌ ‌her,‌ ‌and‌ ‌now‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌cover‌ ‌the‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌with‌ ‌all‌ ‌the‌ ‌important‌ ‌organs?‌ ‌ 

This‌‌also‌‌brought‌‌Cindi’s‌‌attention‌‌to‌‌the‌‌bracers‌‌on‌‌her‌‌arms.‌‌Did‌‌this‌‌mean‌‌when‌‌she‌‌sat‌‌                                 
down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table‌‌this‌‌evening‌‌she’d‌‌find‌‌the‌‌bracers‌‌were‌‌now‌‌permanently‌‌clamped‌‌around‌‌her?‌‌                               
Her‌ ‌hand‌ ‌instinctively‌ ‌went‌ ‌to‌ ‌unclip‌ ‌one,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌‌stopped‌‌-‌‌what‌‌was‌‌the‌‌risk?‌‌Wearing‌‌these‌‌                                 
things‌ ‌potentially‌ ‌forever‌ ‌and‌ ‌getting‌ ‌a‌ ‌useful‌ ‌card‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌game,‌ ‌or‌ ‌sitting‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌a‌‌                               
disadvantage?‌ ‌Aside‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌big‌ ‌boobs,‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌figured‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌probably‌ ‌fared‌ ‌the‌ ‌best‌ ‌over‌‌                             
everyone‌‌else‌‌playing.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌very‌‌likely‌‌she’d‌‌be‌‌a‌‌target‌‌this‌‌round,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌‌needed‌‌something‌‌                                 
that‌ ‌could‌ ‌dissuade‌ ‌the‌ ‌others‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌outset.‌ ‌ 

She‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌hand‌‌back‌‌from‌‌the‌‌clasp‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bracer.‌‌At‌‌least‌‌she‌‌could‌‌knock‌‌someone‌‌in‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌head‌ ‌with‌ ‌these.‌ ‌ 

If‌‌the‌‌events‌‌of‌‌last‌‌night‌‌had‌‌taught‌‌Cindi‌‌anything,‌‌it‌‌was‌‌that‌‌she‌‌should‌‌be‌‌prepared‌‌to‌‌                                   
leave‌ ‌this‌ ‌round‌ ‌with‌ ‌some‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌different‌ ‌than‌ ‌how‌ ‌she‌ ‌walked‌ ‌in.‌ ‌Sorting‌ ‌through‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
drawer‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌found‌‌a‌‌low‌‌rise,‌‌drop‌‌crotch,‌‌harem-pants-style‌‌option‌‌that‌‌tapered‌‌the‌‌leg‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                               
ankle.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌soft‌ ‌grey‌ ‌blend‌ ‌of‌ ‌cotton‌ ‌and‌ ‌something‌‌else‌‌-‌‌spandex?‌‌Whatever‌‌it‌‌was,‌‌it‌‌as‌‌                                     
soft,‌ ‌stretch,‌ ‌and‌ ‌had‌ ‌plenty‌ ‌of‌ ‌room‌ ‌for‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌to‌ ‌move‌ ‌-‌ ‌or‌ ‌grow.‌ ‌ 



A‌‌little‌‌more‌‌searching‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌found‌‌a‌‌white‌‌criss‌‌cross‌‌crop‌‌top‌‌did‌‌a‌‌fair‌‌enough‌‌job‌‌of‌‌                                     
hugging‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌and‌‌keeping‌‌them‌‌under‌‌control.‌‌She‌‌grimaced‌‌at‌‌the‌‌‌deep‌‌cleavage‌‌that‌‌was‌‌                               
visible‌‌at‌‌the‌‌center‌‌of‌‌her‌‌shirt,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌bulges‌‌where‌‌each‌‌of‌‌her‌‌nipples‌‌tried‌‌very‌‌hard‌‌to‌‌rip‌‌                                       
through‌ ‌the‌ ‌material.‌ ‌She‌ ‌bounced‌ ‌and‌ ‌swung‌ ‌and‌ ‌watched‌ ‌as‌‌her‌‌tits‌‌still‌‌flowed‌‌like‌‌grocery‌‌                               
bags‌ ‌full‌ ‌of‌ ‌gravy‌ ‌-‌ ‌but,‌ ‌thankfully,‌ ‌had‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌close‌ ‌to‌ ‌what‌ ‌that‌ ‌weight‌ ‌would‌ ‌be.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌considered‌‌wearing‌‌her‌‌handgun‌‌again,‌‌but‌‌decided‌‌it‌‌wasn’t‌‌worth‌‌the‌‌risk‌‌of‌‌nearly‌‌                             
being‌‌caught‌‌with‌‌it.‌‌What‌‌was‌‌she‌‌going‌‌to‌‌do‌‌with‌‌it,‌‌shoot‌‌magic?‌‌What‌‌she‌‌did‌‌grab‌‌was‌‌the‌‌                                       
Purple‌ ‌card,‌ ‌slipping‌ ‌it‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌pants‌ ‌pocket‌ ‌before‌ ‌leaving‌ ‌her‌ ‌room.‌ ‌ 

Walking‌‌to‌‌the‌‌elevator‌‌Cindi‌‌decided‌‌that‌‌the‌‌gym‌‌would‌‌be‌‌the‌‌best‌‌place‌‌for‌‌her‌‌to‌‌test‌‌                                   
her‌‌reflexes.‌‌The‌‌elevator‌‌doors‌‌dinged‌‌open‌‌and‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌stepped‌‌on‌‌she‌‌saw‌‌another‌‌passenger‌‌                               
that‌ ‌caused‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌to‌ ‌flush.‌ ‌ 

Standing‌‌in‌‌the‌‌corner‌‌was‌‌Maxi,‌‌the‌‌same‌‌casino‌‌employee‌‌who‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌encountered‌‌the‌‌                             
day‌ ‌before.‌‌Maxi‌‌was‌‌again‌‌wearing‌‌her‌‌toga-style‌‌uniform‌‌and‌‌name‌‌tag.‌‌As‌‌Cindi‌‌stepped‌‌on‌‌                               
Maxi‌‌could‌‌not‌‌hide‌‌the‌‌look‌‌of‌‌surprise‌‌and‌‌lust‌‌as‌‌her‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌straight‌‌to‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌jiggling‌‌                                       
jugs‌ ‌jumping‌ ‌slightly‌ ‌with‌ ‌each‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌steps.‌ ‌ 

“Oh...‌hello‌…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌murmured,‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌locked‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌titanic‌ ‌tits‌ ‌that‌ ‌took‌ ‌up‌ ‌a‌ ‌fair‌‌                             
portion‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌elevator’s‌‌space.‌‌Cindi‌‌found‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌again‌‌looking‌‌for‌‌Maxi’s‌‌hard‌‌nipples‌‌                               
through‌‌the‌‌folds‌‌of‌‌the‌‌toga‌‌-‌‌undoubtedly,‌‌Cindi‌‌now‌‌realized,‌‌a‌‌lingering‌‌lust‌‌from‌‌when‌‌she’d‌‌                                 
fibbed‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌the‌ ‌day‌ ‌before.‌ ‌ 

“Hello...‌again‌,”‌‌Cindi‌‌replied,‌‌and‌‌her‌‌emphasis‌‌finally‌‌brought‌‌Maxi’s‌‌eyes‌‌up‌‌to‌‌Cindi’s.‌‌                         
There‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌squint‌ ‌as‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌thought‌ ‌back,‌ ‌then‌ ‌they‌ ‌went‌ ‌wide‌ ‌with‌ ‌recognition.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌it’s‌‌you!”‌‌Maxi‌‌giggled.‌‌Her‌‌hands‌‌went‌‌to‌‌her‌‌hair,‌‌which‌‌was‌‌once‌‌more‌‌disheveled,‌‌                               
and‌‌she‌‌unconsciously‌‌primped‌‌it,‌‌“I’m‌‌sorry,‌‌I‌‌didn’t‌‌recognize...you.‌‌Did‌‌you‌‌have‌‌something‌‌                           
done?”‌ ‌ 

“Let’s‌ ‌just‌ ‌say‌‌last‌‌night‌‌went‌‌to‌‌some‌‌places‌‌I‌‌didn’t‌‌expect,”‌‌Cindi,‌‌replied,‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌be‌‌                                 
careful‌‌with‌‌her‌‌language.‌‌Right‌‌now‌‌she‌‌just‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌suck‌‌Maxi’s‌‌nipples,‌‌Cindi‌‌didn’t‌‌want‌‌                               
to‌ ‌impress‌ ‌any‌ ‌further‌ ‌impulses‌ ‌onto‌ ‌herself.‌ ‌ 

“That‌‌happens‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌around‌‌her,”‌‌Maxi‌‌giggled,‌‌“I‌‌intended‌‌to‌‌go‌‌home‌‌last‌‌night‌‌after‌‌my‌‌                                 
shift,‌ ‌but‌ ‌the‌ ‌sorority‌‌renting‌‌the‌‌penthouse‌‌ordered‌‌last-minute‌‌room‌‌service‌‌and‌‌the‌‌night‌‌just‌‌                             
got‌ ‌away‌ ‌from‌ ‌me…”‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌watched‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌finger‌ ‌absently‌ ‌curl‌ ‌some‌ ‌hair‌ ‌around‌ ‌it,‌ ‌and‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌now‌ ‌she‌‌                             
suddenly‌ ‌saw‌ ‌the‌ ‌women’s‌ ‌nipples‌ ‌push‌ ‌outward‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌restraining‌ ‌fabric.‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌mouth‌‌                         
actually‌ ‌watered‌ ‌for‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 



“Hey,‌‌do‌‌you‌‌know‌‌where‌‌them‌‌gym‌‌is?”‌‌Cindi‌‌asked.‌‌Maxi‌‌snapped‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌lusty‌‌look‌‌                                 
of‌‌vacant‌‌recollection‌‌and‌‌she‌‌looked‌‌first‌‌at‌‌Cindi’s‌‌cleavage‌‌and‌‌restrained‌‌nips‌‌before‌‌pulling‌‌                             
here‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌Cindi’s.‌ ‌ 

“Uh,‌‌yes!‌‌Yes‌‌I‌‌do!”‌‌Maxi‌‌smiled,‌‌“Technically‌‌I’m‌‌not‌‌back‌‌on‌‌the‌‌clock‌‌for‌‌a‌‌few‌‌hours,‌‌                                   
but‌ ‌I’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌happy‌ ‌to‌ ‌show‌ ‌you‌ ‌where‌ ‌it‌ ‌is.”‌ ‌ 

“Wonderful,”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌smiled,‌ ‌“Maybe,‌ ‌if‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌interested,‌ ‌we‌ ‌could‌ ‌find‌ ‌something‌ ‌to‌‌                       
do...together.‌ ‌I‌ ‌need‌ ‌a‌ ‌good...stretch.”‌ ‌This‌ ‌was‌ ‌not‌ ‌untrue.‌ ‌“Maybe‌ ‌a‌ ‌little...‌nibble‌‌ ‌after‌ ‌that.”‌ ‌ 

Maxi’s‌ ‌face‌ ‌lit‌‌up.‌‌Cindi‌‌wondered‌‌if‌‌at‌‌some‌‌point‌‌someone‌‌had‌‌played‌‌a‌‌Horny‌‌card‌‌on‌‌                                 
her.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌I‌ ‌would‌ ‌‌love‌‌ ‌to‌ ‌nibble‌ ‌with‌ ‌you!”‌ ‌ 

‌ 

‌ 

‌   



 A‌ ‌Night‌ ‌Fulfilled‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌awoke‌ ‌and‌ ‌could‌ ‌immediately‌ ‌feel‌ ‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌still‌‌impaled‌‌on‌‌Phoebe’s‌‌plastic‌‌                           
dick.‌ ‌The‌ ‌pair‌ ‌were‌ ‌laying‌ ‌on‌ ‌their‌ ‌sides‌ ‌facing‌ ‌each‌ ‌other.‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌furry‌ ‌goat‌ ‌legs‌ ‌were‌‌                               
wrapped‌ ‌around‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌lithe‌ ‌and‌ ‌bare‌ ‌pair,‌ ‌her‌ ‌cock‌ ‌connecting‌ ‌their‌ ‌groins.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌could‌‌                           
feel‌‌that‌‌despite‌‌the‌‌long‌‌night‌‌of‌‌fucking‌‌she‌‌was‌‌‌still‌‌wet,‌‌and‌‌there‌‌didn’t‌‌feel‌‌as‌‌if‌‌she‌‌was‌‌at‌‌                                         
all‌ ‌raw‌ ‌between‌ ‌the‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌ 

Then‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌noticed‌‌a‌‌stream‌‌of‌‌sunlight‌‌sneaking‌‌from‌‌behind‌‌the‌‌window‌‌                           
curtains.‌ ‌ 

Being‌‌gentle‌‌and‌‌careful‌‌Cassidy‌‌slipped‌‌off‌‌of‌‌Phoebe‌‌and‌‌rolled‌‌her‌‌sleeping‌‌form‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                               
side‌ ‌-‌ ‌not‌ ‌for‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌sake,‌ ‌but‌ ‌just‌ ‌so‌ ‌that‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌would‌ ‌not‌ ‌have‌‌to‌‌deal‌‌with‌‌the‌‌awoken‌‌                                     
woman.‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌moaned‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌sleep‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌artificial‌ ‌dong‌ ‌swung‌ ‌straight‌ ‌up‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌and‌‌                                 
wobbled‌ ‌there‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌back‌‌against‌‌her‌‌hangover‌‌-‌‌she’d‌‌had‌‌worse.‌‌The‌‌                               
night‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌insane.‌‌Cassidy‌‌had‌‌felt‌‌desperate‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌fucking‌‌Phoebe‌‌no‌‌matter‌‌how‌‌many‌‌                               
times‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌came‌ ‌-‌ ‌or‌ ‌how.‌ ‌Getting‌ ‌wracked‌ ‌by‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌brought‌ ‌on‌ ‌by‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌cumming‌‌                             
while‌ ‌thinking‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌double-whammied‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌throughout‌ ‌the‌ ‌night.‌ ‌ 

Plus,‌ ‌it‌ ‌had‌ ‌felt‌‌like‌‌some‌‌people‌‌-‌‌maybe‌‌from‌‌the‌‌bar‌‌-‌‌had‌‌also‌‌had‌‌her‌‌in‌‌mind‌‌during‌‌                                       
their‌ ‌intimate‌ ‌moments‌ ‌elsewhere‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌evening.‌ ‌ 

As‌‌she‌‌sat‌‌up,‌‌Phoebe‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌fullness‌‌in‌‌her‌‌abdomen‌‌and‌‌a‌‌dribbling‌‌from‌‌within‌‌her‌‌pussy.‌‌                                   
Looking‌‌down‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌wide‌‌and‌‌she‌‌clasped‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌over‌‌her‌‌mouth‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌from‌‌                                 
gasping‌ ‌out‌ ‌loud.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌goat-legged‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌lower‌ ‌belly‌ ‌was‌ ‌bulging‌ ‌out‌‌a‌‌few‌‌inches,‌‌as‌‌if‌‌she‌‌was‌‌newly‌‌                               
pregnant.‌‌Cassidy‌‌knew‌‌that‌‌she‌‌wasn’t,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌was‌‌certainly‌‌full‌‌-‌‌full‌‌of‌‌Phoebe’s‌‌own‌‌juices‌‌                                 
blasted‌‌within‌‌her.‌‌That’s‌‌why‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌was‌‌still‌‌so‌‌wet‌‌-‌‌Phoebe’s‌‌own‌‌lube‌‌was‌‌draining‌‌from‌‌                                   
Cassidy’s‌ ‌overfilled‌ ‌womb.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌she‌ ‌became‌ ‌more‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌awake‌ ‌and‌ ‌clear-headed‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌felt‌ ‌more‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌weight‌‌                             
added‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌body.‌ ‌She‌ ‌estimated‌ ‌that‌ ‌maybe‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌ ‌one‌ ‌or‌ ‌two‌ ‌gallons‌ ‌of‌ ‌girl‌ ‌cum‌‌                                   
injected‌‌inside‌‌of‌‌her,‌‌and‌‌it‌‌sloshed‌‌about‌‌as‌‌she‌‌adjusted‌‌her‌‌position‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌the‌‌clear‌‌goo‌‌                                     
bubbling‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌slit‌ ‌and‌ ‌matting‌ ‌the‌ ‌thick‌ ‌hair‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs.‌ ‌ 

Phoebe‌‌mumbled‌‌and‌‌rolled‌‌over,‌‌her‌‌long‌‌rubber‌‌shaft‌‌resting‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌sheets.‌‌Cassidy‌‌                             
held‌ ‌her‌ ‌breath,‌ ‌but‌ ‌her‌ ‌endowed‌ ‌lover‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌rouse.‌ ‌ 



It‌ ‌was‌ ‌time‌ ‌to‌ ‌leave‌ ‌before‌ ‌she‌ ‌did.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌grabbed‌‌enough‌‌of‌‌her‌‌outfit‌‌to‌‌tie‌‌over‌‌her‌‌tits,‌‌and‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌from‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌onto‌‌her‌‌                                     
hooves.‌‌Instantly‌‌her‌‌ass‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌smack,‌‌and‌‌her‌‌rabbit‌‌tail‌‌twitched.‌‌A‌‌little‌‌more‌‌girl‌‌cum‌‌squirted‌‌                                   
from‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌pussy.‌ ‌She’d‌ ‌forgotten‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌was‌ ‌set‌ ‌to‌ ‌wear‌ ‌off‌‌                                 
when‌‌she‌‌returned‌‌to‌‌the‌‌game‌‌table,‌‌not‌‌just‌‌the‌‌next‌‌day.‌‌Her‌‌body‌‌twitched‌‌with‌‌spankings‌‌and‌‌                                   
pussy‌ ‌drool‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌left‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌room‌ ‌as‌ ‌quietly‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌could.‌ ‌ 

It‌ ‌would‌ ‌be‌ ‌another‌ ‌hour‌ ‌before‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌would‌ ‌finally‌‌wake‌‌up.‌‌She‌‌was‌‌exhausted‌‌from‌‌                             
the‌ ‌night-long‌ ‌fuckfest,‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌very‌ ‌hungover.‌ ‌It‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌be‌‌until‌‌after‌‌she’d‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌that‌‌she’d‌‌                               
become‌ ‌aware‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌ever-hard‌ ‌cock.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌shock‌‌of‌‌finding‌‌proof‌‌that‌‌any‌‌of‌‌the‌‌night‌‌had‌‌actually‌‌happened‌‌panicked‌‌Phoebe‌‌for‌‌                               
a‌ ‌moment.‌ ‌But‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌her‌ ‌rubber‌ ‌dong‌ ‌to‌ ‌check‌ ‌that‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌really‌ ‌‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌that‌‌                                     
panic‌ ‌was‌‌wrapped‌‌up‌‌by‌‌the‌‌incredible‌‌sensation‌‌of‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌on‌‌her‌‌cock.‌‌Once‌‌again‌‌‌reason‌‌                                 
was‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌equation.‌ ‌ 

Phoebe‌ ‌babbled‌ ‌and‌ ‌curled‌ ‌over‌ ‌herself‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌stroked‌ ‌the‌ ‌PVC‌ ‌shaft.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌a‌‌                               
pressure‌‌within‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌of‌‌built-up‌‌juices,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌so‌‌badly‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌feel‌‌what‌‌it‌‌was‌‌like‌‌to‌‌                                     
relieve‌ ‌that‌ ‌pressure‌ ‌again.‌ ‌She‌ ‌imagined‌ ‌the‌ ‌sexy‌ ‌satyr‌ ‌woman‌‌she’d‌‌laid‌‌with‌‌last‌‌night,‌‌and‌‌                               
stroked‌ ‌her‌ ‌big‌ ‌dick,‌ ‌but‌ ‌after‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌passes‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌down‌ ‌she‌ ‌stopped.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌needed‌ ‌some‌ ‌lube.‌ ‌Not‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌cock,‌ ‌but‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands!‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌petite‌ ‌woman‌ ‌pranced‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌bathroom,‌ ‌her‌ ‌rigid‌ ‌endowment‌ ‌swinging‌‌                       
between‌‌her‌‌thighs‌‌as‌‌she‌‌went.‌‌She‌‌grabbed‌‌the‌‌little‌‌complimentary‌‌bottle‌‌of‌‌body‌‌wash‌‌from‌‌                               
the‌ ‌sink‌ ‌counter‌ ‌and‌ ‌squirted‌ ‌some‌ ‌into‌ ‌each‌ ‌hand.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌cool‌ ‌and‌‌smooth‌‌and‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌felt‌‌                                   
much‌ ‌better‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌grasped‌ ‌her‌ ‌shaft‌ ‌and‌ ‌began‌ ‌stroking‌ ‌it‌ ‌once‌ ‌more.‌ ‌ 

Phoebe‌‌again‌‌imagined‌‌the‌‌busty‌‌beauty‌‌she’d‌‌bedded‌‌the‌‌night‌‌before,‌‌remembering‌‌what‌‌                         
her‌‌nipples‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌between‌‌her‌‌lips‌‌and‌‌on‌‌her‌‌tongue,‌‌pulling‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌memory‌‌the‌‌sensation‌‌                                   
of‌ ‌being‌ ‌inside‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cassidy.‌ ‌It‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌take‌ ‌long‌ ‌for‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌to‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌‌rising‌‌warmth‌‌of‌‌another‌‌                                   
orgasm,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌shuddered‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌her‌ ‌juices‌ ‌rush‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌rubber‌ ‌hose‌ ‌and‌‌burst‌‌forth‌‌                                 
from‌ ‌its‌ ‌end.‌ ‌She‌ ‌closed‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌and‌‌gritted‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌in‌‌bliss‌‌as‌‌her‌‌juices‌‌splattered‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌                                     
bathroom‌ ‌tile,‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌three‌ ‌cups‌ ‌worth‌ ‌oozing‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌ 

Deep‌ ‌breaths‌ ‌filled‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌small‌ ‌body‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌braced‌ ‌herself‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌‌sink.‌‌That‌‌had‌‌                             
felt‌ ‌wonderful,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌let‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌drift‌ ‌into‌ ‌afterglow.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌that‌ ‌same‌ ‌hot‌ ‌desire‌ ‌to‌‌cum‌‌filled‌‌Phoebe’s‌‌loins‌‌instead,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌opened‌‌her‌‌eyes‌‌to‌‌                                 
look‌ ‌down‌‌at‌‌a‌‌dick‌‌that‌‌was‌‌just‌‌as‌‌hard‌‌as‌‌it‌‌had‌‌been‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌ago.‌‌And‌‌of‌‌course‌‌it‌‌would‌‌                                           
be,‌ ‌dildos‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌have‌ ‌refraction‌ ‌times.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌hard‌ ‌and‌ ‌ready‌ ‌and‌ ‌would‌ ‌stay‌ ‌hard‌ ‌and‌ ‌ready.‌‌ ‌  



When‌ ‌the‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌one‌ ‌important‌ ‌aspect‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌‌                           
overlooked‌ ‌-‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌cards‌ ‌lasted‌ ‌until‌ ‌the‌ ‌player‌ ‌returned‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌game‌ ‌table.‌ ‌ 

Phoebe‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌current‌ ‌game.‌ ‌ 

 ‌Her‌ ‌thick‌ ‌rubber‌ ‌dick‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌going‌ ‌anywhere‌ ‌anytime‌ ‌soon.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌thinking‌ ‌about‌ ‌Phoebe‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌‌slightest‌‌as‌‌she‌‌made‌‌her‌‌way‌‌back‌‌towards‌‌                             
her‌ ‌room.‌ ‌All‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌mind‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌long‌ ‌drool‌ ‌of‌ ‌shimmering‌ ‌slime‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌leaving‌‌                                   
behind‌‌her‌‌as‌‌she‌‌went,‌‌like‌‌a‌‌snail’s‌‌trail.‌‌Every‌‌time‌‌she‌‌got‌‌another‌‌phantom‌‌spank‌‌she’d‌‌burst‌‌                                   
a‌‌little‌‌more‌‌from‌‌her‌‌loins,‌‌matting‌‌her‌‌goat‌‌fur‌‌further‌‌-‌‌but‌‌also‌‌bringing‌‌down‌‌her‌‌fully‌‌belly‌‌                                     
little‌ ‌by‌ ‌little.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌moved‌ ‌quickly,‌ ‌getting‌ ‌a‌‌few‌‌surprised‌‌looks‌‌from‌‌the‌‌hotel‌‌and‌‌casino‌‌guests‌‌as‌‌she‌‌                               
went,‌ ‌but‌ ‌experiencing‌ ‌no‌ ‌significant‌ ‌roadblocks‌‌before‌‌reaching‌‌her‌‌room.‌‌Cassidy‌‌locked‌‌the‌‌                         
door‌ ‌behind‌ ‌her,‌ ‌stripped,‌ ‌and‌ ‌rushed‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌bathroom.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌complimentary‌‌                             
slippers‌‌beside‌‌the‌‌shower,‌‌and‌‌while‌‌Cassidy‌‌could‌‌not‌‌wear‌‌them‌‌on‌‌her‌‌hooves‌‌it‌‌was‌‌a‌‌quick‌‌                                   
way‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌herself‌ ‌off‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌spanking‌‌done‌‌for‌‌the‌‌moment,‌‌Cassidy‌‌gripped‌‌the‌‌sink‌‌and‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath.‌‌For‌‌a‌‌                                 
few‌ ‌minutes‌ ‌she‌ ‌did‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌but‌ ‌breath,‌ ‌and‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌ ‌steady‌ ‌drip‌ ‌of‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌juices‌ ‌trickling‌‌                               
down‌ ‌her‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌Finally,‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌curiosity,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌placed‌ ‌a‌ ‌hand‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌still-bloated‌ ‌lower‌‌                             
abdomen‌ ‌and‌ ‌gently‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌against‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“Fuuuuuck…”‌ ‌the‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌hissed‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌‌lube‌‌of‌‌her‌‌lover‌‌push‌‌out‌‌of‌‌                               
her‌ ‌at‌ ‌a‌ ‌slightly‌ ‌higher‌ ‌rate,‌ ‌bubbling‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌in‌ ‌warm‌ ‌waves.‌ ‌ 

Then‌ ‌a‌ ‌different‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌bubbled‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌within‌ ‌Cassidy.‌ ‌Somewhere‌ ‌someone‌ ‌was‌‌                       
thinking‌ ‌about‌ ‌her‌ ‌and‌ ‌about‌ ‌to‌ ‌release,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌regrabbed‌ ‌the‌ ‌sink‌‌to‌‌steady‌‌herself.‌‌She‌‌                               
gritted‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌and‌‌gasped‌‌through‌‌haggard‌‌breaths‌‌as‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌exploded,‌‌metaphorically‌‌and‌‌                           
literally.‌‌She‌‌at‌‌once‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌pop‌‌of‌‌the‌‌orgasm‌‌warmly‌‌wash‌‌up‌‌through‌‌belly,‌‌but‌‌as‌‌her‌‌muscles‌‌                                     
contracted‌ ‌she‌ ‌also‌ ‌sputtered‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌cups‌ ‌of‌ ‌Phoebe’s‌ ‌spunk‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌ 

Collecting‌‌herself‌‌as‌‌the‌‌cumming‌‌passed,‌‌Cassidy‌‌glared‌‌at‌‌her‌‌reflection.‌‌She’d‌‌let‌‌things‌‌                           
get‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌control,‌ ‌and‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌stopping.‌ ‌Now.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌scooted‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌shower‌‌atop‌‌the‌‌crushed‌‌slippers‌‌and‌‌slipped‌‌inside,‌‌her‌‌hooves‌‌                             
clopping‌‌on‌‌the‌‌tile.‌‌The‌‌rabbit‌‌fuzz‌‌around‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌and‌‌the‌‌goat‌‌fur‌‌down‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌was‌‌already‌‌                                     
weighing‌‌down‌‌with‌‌gobs‌‌of‌‌Phoebe’s‌‌cum,‌‌but‌‌everything‌‌got‌‌even‌‌heavier‌‌as‌‌the‌‌water‌‌soaked‌‌                               
in.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌little‌ ‌bunny‌ ‌tail‌ ‌lost‌ ‌all‌ ‌of‌ ‌its‌ ‌fluff‌ ‌and‌ ‌hung‌ ‌pathetically‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌crack‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass.‌ ‌ 



It‌‌took‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌soap‌‌and‌‌significant‌‌scrubbing‌‌for‌‌Cassidy‌‌to‌‌work‌‌out‌‌all‌‌the‌‌juices‌‌that‌‌had‌‌                                     
dried‌‌on‌‌her‌‌legs.‌‌Loose‌‌hairs‌‌were‌‌also‌‌working‌‌themselves‌‌out‌‌and‌‌collecting‌‌in‌‌the‌‌drain,‌‌and‌‌                                 
thrice‌ ‌over‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌to‌ ‌clear‌ ‌it‌ ‌when‌ ‌the‌ ‌water‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌back‌ ‌up.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌warm‌ ‌water‌ ‌loosened‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌thick‌ ‌mass‌ ‌stuffed‌ ‌within‌ ‌Cassidy,‌ ‌and‌ ‌by‌‌the‌‌time‌‌she‌‌                               
was‌‌done‌‌showering‌‌it‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌most‌‌of‌‌it‌‌had‌‌worked‌‌itself‌‌out.‌‌She‌‌stepped‌‌out‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌slippers‌‌                                     
and‌ ‌dried‌ ‌herself‌ ‌as‌ ‌much‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌could,‌ ‌but‌ ‌her‌ ‌wet‌ ‌fur‌ ‌had‌ ‌soon‌ ‌overwhelmed‌ ‌the‌ ‌towel.‌ ‌ 

Looking‌‌under‌‌the‌‌sink‌‌Cassidy‌‌found‌‌a‌‌hair‌‌dryer.‌‌She‌‌plugged‌‌it‌‌in‌‌and‌‌then‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌on‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌closed‌ ‌toilet‌‌lid,‌‌her‌‌hooves‌‌perched‌‌up‌‌on‌‌the‌‌counter.‌‌The‌‌dryer‌‌burst‌‌to‌‌life‌‌in‌‌her‌‌hands,‌‌                                     
and‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌blow‌ ‌the‌ ‌sharply‌ ‌hot‌‌air‌‌over‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌and‌‌her‌‌legs,‌‌and‌‌also‌‌her‌‌actual‌‌                                     
blonde‌ ‌hair.‌ ‌It‌ ‌took‌ ‌over‌ ‌twenty‌ ‌minutes‌ ‌but‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌finally‌ ‌did‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Back‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌slippers‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌fresh‌ ‌towels‌ ‌and‌ ‌shuffled‌ ‌her‌ ‌way‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                               
bedroom.‌ ‌She‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌towels‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌‌bed‌‌and‌‌looked‌‌around.‌‌She‌‌didn’t‌‌see‌‌that‌‌much‌‌had‌‌                                 
changed‌‌since‌‌she‌‌left,‌‌but‌‌there‌‌was‌‌a‌‌new‌‌note‌‌on‌‌the‌‌end‌‌table.‌‌Cassidy‌‌picked‌‌it‌‌up‌‌and‌‌read‌‌                                       
over‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Hello,‌ ‌and‌ ‌thanks‌ ‌for‌ ‌playing‌ ‌Round‌ ‌1‌ ‌of‌ ‌our‌ ‌new‌ ‌game‌ ‌here‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌Oasis!‌ ‌ 

Please‌ ‌join‌ ‌us‌ ‌again‌ ‌in‌ ‌Conference‌ ‌Room‌ ‌2B‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌5pm‌‌ ‌promptly‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening!‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌you‌‌would‌‌like‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌another‌‌special‌‌starting‌‌bonus‌‌for‌‌tonight’s‌‌game‌‌round,‌‌please‌‌                             
dress‌ ‌according‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌following;‌ ‌‌you‌ ‌must‌ ‌wear‌ ‌bunny‌ ‌ears!‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌hope‌ ‌you‌ ‌are‌ ‌enjoying‌ ‌your‌ ‌stay,‌ ‌ 

Lady‌ ‌R‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cassidy‌‌reached‌‌behind‌‌her‌‌and‌‌squeezed‌‌the‌‌rabbit‌‌tail‌‌that‌‌was‌‌still‌‌a‌‌little‌‌damp‌‌thanks‌‌to‌‌                                 
its‌‌awkward‌‌placement.‌‌There‌‌was‌‌no‌‌doubt‌‌in‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌that‌‌wearing‌‌whatever‌‌rabbit‌‌ears‌‌she’d‌‌                               
find‌ ‌in‌‌a‌‌drawer‌‌would‌‌grow‌‌attached‌‌to‌‌her‌‌once‌‌she‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table‌‌like‌‌the‌‌tail‌‌had.‌‌At‌‌                                         
the‌ ‌moment‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌sure‌‌what‌‌she‌‌thought‌‌of‌‌that,‌‌adding‌‌rabbit‌‌ears‌‌to‌‌her‌‌body‌‌or‌‌getting‌‌                                   
another‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌Card.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌she‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌have‌ ‌to‌ ‌decide‌ ‌at‌ ‌this‌ ‌moment.‌ ‌ 

With‌‌a‌‌big‌‌leap‌‌backwards‌‌Cassidy‌‌flopped‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌the‌‌impact‌‌causing‌‌her‌‌to‌‌spurt‌‌a‌‌                                 
little‌ ‌more.‌ ‌She‌ ‌spread‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌towels‌ ‌and‌ ‌shimmied‌ ‌back‌ ‌on‌ ‌top‌ ‌of‌ ‌them.‌ ‌Settling‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
mattress‌ ‌was‌ ‌difficult‌ ‌at‌ ‌first‌ ‌because‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌rabbit‌ ‌tail,‌ ‌but‌ ‌shifting‌ ‌a‌‌few‌‌pillows‌‌relieved‌‌the‌‌                                 



pressure.‌ ‌Comfy,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌reached‌ ‌over‌ ‌and‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌the‌ ‌TV‌ ‌remote.‌‌Before‌‌turning‌‌the‌‌TV‌‌on‌‌                             
she‌ ‌looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌fur-covered‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌wiggled‌ ‌the‌ ‌split‌ ‌goat‌ ‌hooves‌ ‌that‌ ‌her‌ ‌feet‌ ‌had‌                               
become.‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌‌motherfucking‌‌satyr,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌was‌‌going‌‌to‌‌show‌‌everyone‌‌what‌‌it‌‌was‌‌like‌‌                               
when‌ ‌they‌ ‌messed‌ ‌with‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌in‌‌the‌‌meantime,‌‌she‌‌was‌‌in‌‌a‌‌swanky‌‌Vegas‌‌hotel‌‌with‌‌air‌‌conditioning,‌‌room‌‌service,‌‌                               
and‌ ‌PayPerView‌ ‌TV.‌ ‌Cassidy‌‌pulled‌‌open‌‌the‌‌menu‌‌for‌‌the‌‌porn‌‌while‌‌her‌‌free‌‌hand‌‌slid‌‌down‌‌                                 
and‌‌massaged‌‌her‌‌very‌‌wet‌‌pussy.‌‌She’d‌‌get‌‌herself‌‌off‌‌a‌‌few‌‌times,‌‌squeeze‌‌out‌‌the‌‌last‌‌of‌‌that‌‌                                     
spunk‌ ‌still‌ ‌inside‌ ‌her,‌ ‌and‌ ‌order‌ ‌up‌ ‌some‌ ‌lunch.‌ ‌ 

Then‌‌maybe‌‌put‌‌those‌‌hooves‌‌back‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌and‌‌get‌‌herself‌‌phantom‌‌spanked‌‌to‌‌a‌‌few‌‌                                 
more‌ ‌orgasms.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌fucking‌ ‌enjoy‌ ‌herself‌ ‌between‌ ‌now‌‌and‌‌when‌‌the‌‌next‌‌round‌‌                               
started.‌ ‌And‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌another‌ ‌remote-sourced‌ ‌orgasm‌ ‌start‌ ‌to‌ ‌well‌ ‌up‌ ‌inside‌ ‌of‌ ‌her,‌‌Cassidy‌‌                               
realized‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌one‌ ‌who‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌enjoy‌ ‌themselves‌ ‌today.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

‌   



 A‌ ‌Quiet‌ ‌Morning‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Akari‌‌awoke‌‌and‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌how‌‌drained‌‌her‌‌body‌‌felt.‌‌She‌‌lifted‌‌her‌‌head‌‌and‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌                                 
had‌ ‌dozed‌ ‌off‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌steam‌ ‌room.‌ ‌Despite‌ ‌being‌ ‌surrounded‌ ‌by‌ ‌moisture‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌how‌‌                               
dehydrated‌ ‌she‌ ‌was.‌‌Akari‌‌was‌‌disoriented‌‌and‌‌her‌‌vision‌‌was‌‌out‌‌of‌‌focus.‌‌She‌‌pushed‌‌herself‌‌                               
up‌‌and‌‌stumbled‌‌to‌‌the‌‌door,‌‌her‌‌affixed‌‌boots‌‌slipping‌‌on‌‌the‌‌tile‌‌floor.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌barely‌‌grip‌‌the‌‌                                     
damp‌ ‌towel‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌waist.‌ ‌ 

Once‌‌outside‌‌Akari‌‌slammed‌‌the‌‌door‌‌shut‌‌behind‌‌her‌‌and‌‌leaned‌‌on‌‌it,‌‌taking‌‌deep‌‌breaths.‌‌                               
The‌‌moist‌‌bare‌‌skin‌‌of‌‌her‌‌back‌‌stuck‌‌to‌‌the‌‌wood.‌‌Glancing‌‌through‌‌the‌‌steam‌‌room’s‌‌lobby‌‌she‌‌                                   
saw‌ ‌a‌ ‌basket‌ ‌full‌ ‌of‌ ‌complimentary‌ ‌water‌ ‌bottles.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wobbled‌ ‌over‌ ‌to‌ ‌it‌ ‌and‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌one,‌                               
desperately‌ ‌cracking‌ ‌the‌ ‌cap‌ ‌open‌ ‌and‌ ‌gulping‌ ‌the‌ ‌water‌ ‌down.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌drinking‌ ‌so‌ ‌quickly‌‌                             
room‌‌temperature‌‌water‌‌-‌‌which‌‌felt‌‌very‌‌cool‌‌on‌‌Akari’s‌‌steam-heated‌‌flesh‌‌-‌‌dribbled‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                 
corners‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌lips‌ ‌and‌ ‌ran‌ ‌in‌ ‌little‌ ‌rivulettes‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌bared‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌one‌ ‌bottle‌ ‌finished‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌crushed‌ ‌it‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌hand‌ ‌and‌‌threw‌‌it‌‌at‌‌a‌‌nearby‌‌chair.‌‌The‌‌                                   
empty‌‌plastic‌‌bounced‌‌off‌‌the‌‌cushion‌‌and‌‌rolled‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌as‌‌Akari‌‌grabbed‌‌another‌‌bottle.‌‌                               
Now‌ ‌she‌ ‌sat‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair‌ ‌nearest‌ ‌herself,‌ ‌taking‌ ‌a‌ ‌deep‌ ‌breath‌ ‌before‌ ‌gulping‌ ‌down‌ ‌another‌‌                               
bottle.‌ ‌This‌ ‌one‌ ‌was‌ ‌not‌ ‌as‌ ‌messy.‌ ‌ 

Tossing‌‌the‌‌second‌‌emptied‌‌bottle‌‌like‌‌she‌‌had‌‌the‌‌first‌‌Akari‌‌finally‌‌took‌‌a‌‌break.‌‌She‌‌was‌‌                                 
still‌‌breathing‌‌heavily.‌‌The‌‌air‌‌was‌‌cooler,‌‌but‌‌not‌‌cooling‌‌her‌‌fast‌‌enough.‌‌Her‌‌vision‌‌was‌‌more‌‌                                 
focused‌ ‌but‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌was‌‌still‌‌overheated.‌‌Lolling‌‌her‌‌head‌‌around‌‌Akari‌‌spotted‌‌a‌‌sign‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                                 
wall;‌ ‌POOL‌ ‌->‌ ‌ 

Stumbling‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair,‌ ‌still‌ ‌naked‌ ‌save‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌towel‌ ‌she‌‌gripped‌‌around‌‌her‌‌waist‌‌                               
and‌ ‌the‌ ‌one‌ ‌stuffed‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌puss,‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌fused‌ ‌heels‌ ‌clacked‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌corporate‌‌                                 
espionage‌ ‌expert‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌herself‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌hallway.‌ ‌ 

Not‌ ‌too‌ ‌far‌ ‌along‌ ‌she‌ ‌found‌ ‌another‌ ‌door‌ ‌with‌ ‌POOL‌ ‌written‌ ‌on‌ ‌it.‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌burst‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
room‌‌and‌‌saw‌‌steps‌‌and‌‌a‌‌metal‌‌railing‌‌leading‌‌down‌‌into‌‌the‌‌still‌‌surface‌‌of‌‌water.‌‌She‌‌clacked‌‌                                   
across‌ ‌the‌ ‌tile‌ ‌and‌ ‌plopped‌ ‌her‌ ‌encased‌ ‌feet‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌steps.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌dully‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌ ‌water‌‌                                 
splashing‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌boots-merged-with-her-skin,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌ ‌cool‌ ‌temperature.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌dove‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌water.‌ ‌Both‌ ‌towels‌ ‌became‌ ‌water-logged‌ ‌and‌ ‌fell‌ ‌from‌ ‌her,‌ ‌floating‌‌                           
away.‌‌She‌‌briefly‌‌attempted‌‌to‌‌swim‌‌but‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌and‌‌boots‌‌were‌‌too‌‌heavy,‌‌dragging‌‌her‌‌lower‌‌                                 
body‌ ‌down‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌water.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌‌still‌‌in‌‌the‌‌shallow‌‌end‌‌of‌‌the‌‌pool‌‌and‌‌stood‌‌up,‌‌the‌‌water‌‌                                       
breaking‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌hips.‌ ‌ 



Weird‌‌‌clops‌‌echoed‌‌through‌‌the‌‌water‌‌as‌‌Akari’s‌‌heels‌‌walked‌‌along‌‌the‌‌bottom‌‌of‌‌the‌‌pool.‌‌                               
She‌ ‌was‌‌feeling‌‌much‌‌better,‌‌the‌‌cool‌‌water‌‌bringing‌‌down‌‌her‌‌core‌‌temperature,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌water‌‌                               
she‌‌drank‌‌starting‌‌do‌‌diffuse‌‌through‌‌her‌‌system.‌‌Akari‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌and‌‌stood‌‌still‌‌in‌‌the‌‌                                   
water‌ ‌to‌ ‌collect‌ ‌herself.‌ ‌ 

Then‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌it.‌ ‌A‌ ‌tightening‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌golden‌ ‌pussy.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌like‌ ‌her‌ ‌clit‌ ‌had‌ ‌brain‌ ‌freeze.‌‌                                   
Akari‌‌realized‌‌that‌‌just‌‌like‌‌the‌‌heat‌‌of‌‌the‌‌steam‌‌room‌‌had‌‌expanded‌‌the‌‌golden‌‌cooch,‌‌now‌‌the‌‌                                   
cool‌‌water‌‌was‌‌causing‌‌her‌‌metallic‌‌groin‌‌to‌‌contract.‌‌It‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌was‌‌in‌‌a‌‌vacuum-seal‌‌                                   
bag,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌was‌ ‌being‌ ‌sucked‌ ‌out.‌ ‌Every‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌golden‌ ‌surface‌ ‌was‌ ‌pulling‌ ‌in‌ ‌on‌ ‌itself.‌ ‌ 

Throughout‌ ‌her‌ ‌dehydration‌ ‌spell‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌had‌ ‌completely‌ ‌ignored‌ ‌the‌ ‌arousal‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌‌                       
given,‌‌but‌‌now‌‌as‌‌she‌‌recovered‌‌and‌‌her‌‌glistening‌‌pussy‌‌tightly‌‌gripped‌‌in‌‌on‌‌itself‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌                                 
feel‌‌that‌‌arousal‌‌rushing‌‌through‌‌her‌‌body‌‌once‌‌more.‌‌Her‌‌golden‌‌gates‌‌were‌‌not‌‌satisfied‌‌being‌‌                               
filled‌‌by‌‌water,‌‌and‌‌as‌‌she‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌beneath‌‌the‌‌surface‌‌Akari‌‌thought‌‌should‌‌could‌‌make‌‌out‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌mistiness‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌submerged‌ ‌crotch.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌‌ping‌ ‌of‌ ‌contraction‌ ‌rang‌ ‌through‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌gold‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌doubled‌ ‌over‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌sharp‌‌                             
arousal‌ ‌that‌ ‌gripped‌ ‌her‌ ‌body.‌ ‌She‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌walk‌ ‌back‌ ‌towards‌ ‌the‌ ‌steps,‌ ‌the‌ ‌water‌ ‌pushing‌‌                               
heavily‌‌against‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌now‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌flow‌‌of‌‌the‌‌water‌‌moving‌‌over‌‌the‌‌ridgid‌‌folds‌‌of‌‌her‌‌                                     
puss,‌ ‌little‌ ‌eddies‌ ‌swirling‌ ‌around‌ ‌and‌ ‌licking‌ ‌at‌ ‌her‌‌labia,‌‌wicking‌‌her‌‌own‌‌juices‌‌out‌‌into‌‌the‌‌                                 
pool.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌‌shuddered‌‌at‌‌another‌‌‌ping‌‌as‌‌she‌‌reached‌‌the‌‌metal‌‌railing‌‌that‌‌ran‌‌up‌‌and‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                   
water.‌‌She‌‌gripped‌‌it‌‌and‌‌pulled‌‌herself‌‌up‌‌the‌‌steps,‌‌water‌‌pouring‌‌off‌‌of‌‌Akari‌‌as‌‌she‌‌raised‌‌up‌‌                                     
from‌‌the‌‌surface.‌‌Finally‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌opened‌‌into‌‌the‌‌air,‌‌and‌‌more‌‌water‌‌poured‌‌from‌‌its‌‌opening.‌‌                                 
Once‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌drained‌ ‌the‌ ‌dribble‌ ‌of‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌own‌ ‌juices‌ ‌continued.‌ ‌ 

Back‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌‌tile‌‌surrounding‌‌the‌‌pool‌‌Akari‌‌clacked‌‌over‌‌to‌‌a‌‌shelf‌‌of‌‌white‌‌fluffy‌‌towels‌‌                                 
and‌‌grabbed‌‌one.‌‌She‌‌wrapped‌‌it‌‌around‌‌her‌‌waist‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌part‌‌of‌‌it‌‌against‌‌her‌‌groin,‌‌using‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌to‌ ‌squeeze‌ ‌the‌ ‌material‌ ‌in‌ ‌place.‌ ‌She‌ ‌looked‌ ‌over‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌pool‌ ‌and‌ ‌saw‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌‌two‌‌                                     
towels‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌steam‌ ‌room‌ ‌had‌ ‌sunk‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌bottom.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌bother‌ ‌getting‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

That’s‌ ‌when‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌noticed‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌alone‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌pool.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌another‌ ‌woman‌‌                             
there‌‌at‌‌the‌‌other‌‌side,‌‌lounging‌‌on‌‌a‌‌recliner‌‌near‌‌the‌‌deep‌‌end.‌‌She‌‌had‌‌a‌‌book‌‌in‌‌one‌‌hand,‌‌her‌‌                                         
thumb‌‌keeping‌‌her‌‌place‌‌on‌‌a‌‌page.‌‌The‌‌stranger‌‌was‌‌curvy‌‌and‌‌wore‌‌a‌‌little‌‌pink‌‌bikini‌‌that‌‌did‌‌                                     
justice‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌curves.‌ ‌Sunglasses‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌wide‌ ‌straw‌ ‌hat‌ ‌completed‌ ‌the‌ ‌look.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌watching‌‌                               
Akari‌‌-‌‌who‌‌wondered‌‌for‌‌‌how‌‌long‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌watched‌‌-‌‌and‌‌when‌‌the‌‌reclined‌‌woman‌‌saw‌‌that‌‌                                   
Akari‌ ‌had‌ ‌noticed‌ ‌her‌ ‌she‌ ‌gave‌ ‌a‌ ‌small‌ ‌wave‌ ‌a‌ ‌let‌ ‌large‌ ‌grin‌ ‌spread‌ ‌across‌ ‌her‌ ‌face.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌‌was‌‌mortified,‌‌her‌‌entire‌‌body‌‌blushing.‌‌This‌‌woman‌‌had‌‌just‌‌seen‌‌her‌‌dive‌‌naked‌‌-‌‌                               
save‌‌for‌‌the‌‌boots‌‌stuck‌‌to‌‌her‌‌-‌‌into‌‌the‌‌pool!‌‌Had‌‌probably‌‌gotten‌‌a‌‌look‌‌at‌‌her‌‌golden‌‌slit.‌‌And,‌‌                                         



Akari‌ ‌realized,‌‌could‌‌‌still‌‌see‌‌her‌‌bar‌‌little‌‌boobs.‌‌She‌‌threw‌‌an‌‌arm‌‌across‌‌herself‌‌and‌‌grabbed‌‌                                 
another‌ ‌towel‌ ‌to‌ ‌wrap‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌chest.‌‌ ‌  

Her‌ ‌skin‌ ‌beat‌ ‌red‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌then‌ ‌tottered‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌pool‌ ‌and‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌her‌ ‌clothes‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
steam‌‌room‌‌locker.‌‌She‌‌didn’t‌‌bother‌‌putting‌‌them‌‌on.‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌see‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌past‌‌the‌‌time‌‌                                   
when‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌return‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌room,‌ ‌and‌ ‌making‌ ‌sure‌ ‌she‌‌still‌‌had‌‌her‌‌key‌‌card‌‌she‌‌just‌‌tightly‌‌                                     
gripped‌‌the‌‌towels‌‌around‌‌her‌‌and‌‌ignored‌‌the‌‌passing‌‌looks‌‌of‌‌anyone‌‌who‌‌noticed‌‌she’d‌‌taken‌‌                               
the‌ ‌towels‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌pool‌ ‌-‌ ‌which‌ ‌you‌ ‌weren’t‌ ‌really‌ ‌supposed‌ ‌to‌ ‌do.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌her‌ ‌juices‌‌dribbling‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌open‌‌lower‌‌hole‌‌but‌‌dared‌‌not‌‌too‌‌overtly‌‌                                 
push‌‌the‌‌towel‌‌into‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌in‌‌the‌‌hallways‌‌or‌‌elevator.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌only‌‌once‌‌she‌‌was‌‌in‌‌her‌‌room‌‌                                       
that‌‌Akari‌‌dropped‌‌everything,‌‌twisted‌‌up‌‌the‌‌corner‌‌of‌‌the‌‌towel,‌‌and‌‌shoved‌‌it‌‌into‌‌her‌‌golden‌‌                                 
orifice.‌‌  

Her‌ ‌face‌ ‌twisted‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌relieved‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌that‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌so,‌ ‌‌so‌ ‌much‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌some‌ ‌‌god‌ ‌damn‌‌                                 
sound‌,‌ ‌but‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌current‌ ‌circumstances‌ ‌Akari‌‌continued‌‌to‌‌exist‌‌silently.‌‌She’d‌‌have‌‌to‌‌wait‌‌                             
for‌ ‌the‌ ‌golden‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌Card‌ ‌to‌ ‌wear‌ ‌off‌‌when‌‌she‌‌got‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌game‌‌that‌‌evening‌‌before‌‌she‌‌                                     
could‌ ‌curse‌ ‌out‌ ‌that‌ ‌tree-hugger‌ ‌who‌ ‌had‌ ‌done‌ ‌this‌ ‌to‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Having‌ ‌another‌ ‌towel‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌up‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌auric‌ ‌opening‌ ‌helped,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌took‌ ‌another‌‌                           
deep‌ ‌breath.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌still‌ ‌blushing.‌ ‌In‌ ‌her‌ ‌whole‌ ‌career‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌never‌ ‌been‌ ‌so‌ ‌humiliated‌ ‌by‌‌                               
anything‌‌as‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌in‌‌just‌‌one‌‌night‌‌in‌‌this‌‌damn‌‌casino.‌‌When‌‌this‌‌game‌‌was‌‌done‌‌and‌‌she’d‌‌                                     
fixed‌ ‌herself‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌someone‌ ‌willing‌ ‌to‌ ‌pay‌ ‌her‌ ‌to‌ ‌bring‌ ‌this‌ ‌whole‌ ‌place‌ ‌down.‌ ‌ 

Or‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌even‌ ‌do‌ ‌it‌ ‌just‌ ‌for‌ ‌fun.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌teetered‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌bathroom‌ ‌and‌ ‌dropped‌ ‌the‌ ‌large‌ ‌towel,‌ ‌refilling‌ ‌her‌ ‌metal‌ ‌minch‌‌                           
with‌‌a‌‌hand‌‌rag.‌‌Half‌‌of‌‌it‌‌dangled‌‌out‌‌and‌‌rubbed‌‌her‌‌thighs,‌‌but‌‌it‌‌was‌‌much‌‌better‌‌than‌‌having‌‌                                       
most‌‌of‌‌a‌‌full‌‌towel‌‌to‌‌drag‌‌around‌‌like‌‌the‌‌end‌‌of‌‌a‌‌toga.‌‌Akari‌‌dropped‌‌her‌‌bare‌‌ass‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌lid‌‌                                           
of‌ ‌the‌ ‌toilet‌ ‌and‌ ‌once‌ ‌again‌ ‌examined‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌encased‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌latex‌ ‌boots.‌‌ ‌  

Her‌‌dip‌‌in‌‌the‌‌pool‌‌appeared‌‌to‌‌do‌‌no‌‌damage,‌‌all‌‌the‌‌water‌‌having‌‌beaded‌‌and‌‌dripped‌‌off‌                                   
or‌ ‌dried‌‌by‌‌the‌‌towel.‌‌Akari‌‌again‌‌examined‌‌the‌‌relief‌‌of‌‌her‌‌toes‌‌in‌‌the‌‌tightly‌‌sealed‌‌material,‌‌                                   
tracing‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌where‌ ‌the‌‌latex‌‌transitioned‌‌smoothly‌‌into‌‌her‌‌skin.‌‌The‌‌disbelief‌‌that‌‌                               
any‌ ‌of‌ ‌this‌ ‌was‌ ‌real‌ ‌still‌ ‌owned‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌mind.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌flash‌‌of‌‌anger‌‌and‌‌shame‌‌at‌‌having‌‌allowed‌‌any‌‌of‌‌this‌‌to‌‌happen‌‌pushed‌‌Akari‌‌back‌‌up‌‌                                   
off‌‌the‌‌toilet‌‌and‌‌she‌‌went‌‌into‌‌the‌‌bedroom,‌‌the‌‌washrag‌‌slowly‌‌getting‌‌damp‌‌and‌‌heavy‌‌within‌‌                                 
her‌‌golden‌‌maw.‌‌Pacing‌‌in‌‌the‌‌room‌‌Akari‌‌noticed‌‌that‌‌a‌‌new‌‌note‌‌had‌‌been‌‌left‌‌for‌‌her,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌                                       
opened‌ ‌it,‌ ‌her‌ ‌sharp‌ ‌motions‌ ‌just‌ ‌short‌ ‌of‌ ‌ripping‌ ‌the‌ ‌paper‌ ‌apart.‌ ‌ 

‌ 



Hello,‌ ‌and‌ ‌thanks‌ ‌for‌ ‌playing‌ ‌Round‌ ‌1‌ ‌of‌ ‌our‌ ‌new‌ ‌game‌ ‌here‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌Oasis!‌ ‌ 

Please‌ ‌join‌ ‌us‌ ‌again‌ ‌in‌ ‌Conference‌ ‌Room‌ ‌2B‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌5pm‌‌ ‌promptly‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening!‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌you‌‌would‌‌like‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌another‌‌special‌‌starting‌‌bonus‌‌for‌‌tonight’s‌‌game‌‌round,‌‌please‌‌                             
dress‌ ‌according‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌following;‌ ‌‌you‌ ‌must‌ ‌wear‌ ‌the‌ ‌elbow-length‌ ‌latex‌ ‌gloves!‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌hope‌ ‌you‌ ‌are‌ ‌enjoying‌ ‌your‌ ‌stay,‌ ‌ 

Lady‌ ‌R‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Akari‌‌crunched‌‌up‌‌the‌‌letter‌‌and‌‌tossed‌‌it‌‌aside.‌‌She‌‌stomped‌‌her‌‌heels‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌dresser‌‌                                 
and‌ ‌opened‌ ‌the‌ ‌drawers.‌ ‌Quickly‌ ‌she‌ ‌found‌ ‌the‌ ‌gloves.‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌held‌‌them‌‌against‌‌her‌‌boots‌‌and‌‌                               
found‌ ‌that‌ ‌they‌ ‌were‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌exact‌ ‌same‌ ‌material.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌no‌ ‌question‌ ‌about‌ ‌what‌ ‌would‌‌                               
happen‌‌if‌‌she‌‌wore‌‌them‌‌and‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌The‌‌corporate‌‌spy‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌material‌‌between‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌fingers,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌began‌‌to‌‌slip‌‌on‌‌one‌‌of‌‌them.‌‌When‌‌this‌‌was‌‌over‌‌the‌‌corporate‌‌espionage‌‌                                   
professional‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌‌make‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌undo‌‌every‌‌change‌‌made‌‌to‌‌Akari’s‌‌body,‌‌so‌‌it‌‌didn’t‌                               
matter‌ ‌is‌ ‌she‌ ‌started‌ ‌this‌ ‌round‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌and‌ ‌arms‌ ‌fused‌ ‌to‌ ‌black‌ ‌latex.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌both‌ ‌gloves‌ ‌on‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌stepped‌ ‌over‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌‌mirror‌‌and‌‌looked‌‌at‌‌herself.‌‌She‌‌actually‌‌                               
enjoyed‌ ‌the‌ ‌powerful‌ ‌look‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌black‌‌boots‌‌and‌‌gloves.‌‌It‌‌reminded‌‌her‌‌of‌‌some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌black‌‌                                   
outfits‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌worn‌‌sneaking‌‌into‌‌a‌‌few‌‌places.‌‌If‌‌her‌‌metal‌‌slit‌‌hadn’t‌‌already‌‌been‌‌on‌‌fire‌‌with‌‌                                   
permanent‌ ‌arousal‌ ‌and‌ ‌wetness‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌might‌ ‌have‌ ‌actually‌‌found‌‌herself‌‌turned‌‌on‌‌by‌‌the‌‌latex‌‌                             
look.‌ ‌But‌ ‌seeing‌ ‌a‌ ‌damp‌ ‌rag‌ ‌hanging‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌golden‌ ‌hole‌ ‌did‌ ‌kind‌ ‌of‌ ‌ruin‌ ‌the‌ ‌image.‌ ‌ 

Also‌ ‌ruining‌ ‌the‌ ‌bad-ass‌ ‌look‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌rumbling‌ ‌of‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌tummy‌ ‌-‌ ‌she‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌eaten‌ ‌in‌‌                               
some‌ ‌time.‌ ‌Sighing,‌ ‌she‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌on‌ ‌a‌ ‌rather‌ ‌plain‌ ‌blouse,‌ ‌a‌ ‌black‌ ‌skirt,‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌some‌ ‌extra‌‌                               
washrags,‌ ‌and‌ ‌headed‌ ‌down‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌buffet‌ ‌again.‌ ‌ 

‌   



 A‌ ‌Sweet‌ ‌Start‌ ‌To‌ ‌The‌ ‌Day‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌awoke‌ ‌feeling‌ ‌warm‌ ‌and‌ ‌heavy.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌fluttered‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌morning‌ ‌light‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌                             
gathered‌‌herself‌‌and‌‌took‌‌stock‌‌of‌‌where‌‌she‌‌was.‌‌Her‌‌body‌‌was‌‌propped‌‌up‌‌on‌‌her‌‌hotel‌‌room‌‌                                   
bed,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌to‌‌see‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌massaging‌‌two‌‌cater-cornered‌‌tits.‌‌Barely‌‌any‌‌honey‌‌                               
was‌‌coming‌‌from‌‌her‌‌sore‌‌nipples,‌‌while‌‌her‌‌other‌‌two‌‌breasts‌‌bulged‌‌atop‌‌her‌‌ribs.‌‌The‌‌pressure‌‌                                 
within‌ ‌them‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌painful,‌ ‌but‌ ‌very‌ ‌tight.‌ ‌ 

Although‌ ‌she‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌do‌ ‌anything‌ ‌else‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌‌hands,‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌able‌‌to‌‌will‌‌them‌‌to‌‌                               
switch‌ ‌boobs.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌-‌ ‌completely‌ ‌caked‌ ‌in‌ ‌honey‌ ‌-‌ ‌slid‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌down‌ ‌over‌ ‌horizontal‌‌                               
cleavage.‌‌The‌‌moment‌‌her‌‌fingers‌‌curled‌‌into‌‌the‌‌fresh‌‌boob‌‌flesh‌‌an‌‌extra‌‌thick‌‌flow‌‌of‌‌honey,‌‌                                 
nearly‌ ‌the‌ ‌size‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌ ‌gob‌ ‌a‌ ‌toothpaste‌ ‌from‌ ‌a‌ ‌tube,‌ ‌erupted‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌nipples.‌ ‌ 

“Fuuuuck…”‌‌Daphne‌‌groaned.‌‌She‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌as‌‌honey‌‌poured‌‌over‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌and‌‌                             
down‌‌her‌‌underboobs,‌‌then‌‌along‌‌her‌‌belly‌‌to‌‌her‌‌pussy.‌‌It‌‌gooped‌‌up‌‌atop‌‌a‌‌thick‌‌layer‌‌that‌‌had‌‌                                     
well‌ ‌soaked‌ ‌the‌ ‌towel.‌ ‌ 

It‌‌was‌‌then‌‌that‌‌Daphne‌‌recalled‌‌that‌‌she‌‌hadn’t‌‌fallen‌‌asleep‌‌alone.‌‌She‌‌didn’t‌‌know‌‌how‌‌                               
many‌‌orgasms‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌given‌‌her‌‌before‌‌finally‌‌losing‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌to‌‌pleasure.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌                               
and‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌see‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌ 

“Cindi?”‌ ‌ 

There‌ ‌was‌ ‌no‌ ‌answer.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌pang‌‌of‌‌disappointment,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌a‌‌little‌‌anger‌‌as‌‌she‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌was‌‌naked‌‌                                 
and‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌how‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌‌to‌‌do...mostly‌‌everything‌‌without‌‌help.‌‌But‌‌those‌‌feelings‌‌                             
were‌‌quickly‌‌pushed‌‌aside‌‌as‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌heavy‌‌layers‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌pulling‌‌on‌‌her‌‌skin.‌‌She‌‌needed‌‌                                   
to‌ ‌wash‌ ‌it‌ ‌off.‌ ‌ 

Her‌ ‌unattended‌ ‌boobs‌ ‌bounced‌ ‌and‌ ‌swung‌ ‌as‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌used‌ ‌her‌‌legs‌‌to‌‌pull‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                               
edge‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Even‌‌the‌‌breasts‌‌with‌‌hands‌‌massaging‌‌them‌‌jiggled‌‌and‌‌wobbled‌‌in‌‌the‌‌cup‌‌of‌‌                                   
her‌‌palms,‌‌dribbles‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌flicking‌‌out‌‌into‌‌the‌‌air.‌‌The‌‌towel‌‌and‌‌sheets‌‌stuck‌‌to‌‌Daphne’s‌‌ass‌‌                                   
and‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌stood‌ ‌up,‌ ‌but‌ ‌it‌ ‌only‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌steps‌ ‌before‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey-laden‌ ‌material‌ ‌was‌‌                                   
pulled‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌by‌ ‌its‌ ‌own‌ ‌weight.‌ ‌ 

Little‌ ‌spirals‌ ‌of‌ ‌honey‌ ‌collected‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌tile‌ ‌as‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌stared‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌shower,‌ ‌figuring‌ ‌out‌‌                               
how‌‌she‌‌could‌‌possibly‌‌get‌‌any‌‌water‌‌started.‌‌Willing‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌try‌‌‌something‌‌‌Daphne‌‌bent‌‌over‌‌                               
so‌‌she‌‌could‌‌use‌‌her‌‌knuckles‌‌to‌‌get‌‌some‌‌leverage‌‌on‌‌the‌‌faucet‌‌knobs.‌‌With‌‌a‌‌little‌‌difficult‌‌she‌‌                                     
finally‌ ‌managed‌ ‌to‌ ‌nudge‌ ‌one‌ ‌and‌ ‌open‌ ‌a‌ ‌flow‌ ‌of‌ ‌water.‌ ‌ 

Cold‌‌ ‌water.‌ 



Daphne’s‌ ‌yelp‌ ‌was‌ ‌short‌ ‌and‌ ‌angry,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌instantly‌ ‌bent‌ ‌back‌ ‌down‌ ‌to‌ ‌try‌ ‌and‌ ‌get‌‌the‌‌                                 
other‌ ‌knob‌ ‌turned.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌haggard‌ ‌movements‌ ‌had‌ ‌her‌ ‌doubled‌ ‌rack‌‌swinging‌‌and‌‌tugging‌‌at‌‌her‌‌                             
ribs,‌ ‌but‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌cold‌ ‌water‌ ‌washed‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌and‌ ‌seeped‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌heat‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌‌a‌‌new‌‌                                     
sensation.‌‌Across‌‌her‌‌body‌‌the‌‌once‌‌viscous‌‌warm‌‌honey‌‌was‌‌cooling‌‌and‌‌becoming‌‌much‌‌stiffer‌‌                             
and‌‌tougher‌‌to‌‌move‌‌against.‌‌And‌‌her‌‌soft‌‌jiggly‌‌tits‌‌were‌‌beginning‌‌to‌‌exhibit‌‌some‌‌stiffness‌‌to‌‌                                 
their‌ ‌form‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌ ‌generating‌ ‌within‌ ‌their‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌cool.‌ ‌The‌ ‌flow‌ ‌from‌ ‌Daphne’s‌‌                               
attended‌ ‌nips‌ ‌slowed.‌ ‌ 

After‌‌a‌‌few‌‌desperate‌‌moments‌‌Daphne‌‌finally‌‌got‌‌the‌‌other‌‌knob‌‌turned,‌‌and‌‌grit‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌                               
as‌‌she‌‌waited‌‌out‌‌the‌‌moments‌‌before‌‌the‌‌hot‌‌water‌‌really‌‌got‌‌going‌‌and‌‌overwhelmed‌‌the‌‌cold.‌‌                                 
Her‌‌short‌‌breaths‌‌lengthened‌‌as‌‌the‌‌temperature‌‌rose,‌‌and‌‌slowly‌‌she‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌in‌‌the‌‌spray‌‌as‌‌the‌‌                                   
water‌ ‌turned‌ ‌from‌ ‌warm‌ ‌to‌ ‌just‌ ‌short‌‌of‌‌too‌‌hot‌‌-‌‌good‌‌enough‌‌given‌‌how‌‌difficult‌‌the‌‌process‌‌                                   
was.‌ ‌ 

Quickly‌ ‌the‌ ‌cooled‌ ‌honey‌ ‌warmed‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌wash‌ ‌away,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌her‌‌                             
stiffened‌‌tits‌‌soften‌‌again.‌‌She‌‌let‌‌out‌‌a‌‌long‌‌sigh,‌‌enjoying‌‌the‌‌steam‌‌that‌‌enveloped‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌let‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌spray‌ ‌run‌ ‌down‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌four‌ ‌breasts,‌ ‌the‌ ‌warm‌ ‌water‌ ‌winding‌ ‌its‌ ‌way‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌‌doubled‌‌                                 
cleavage,‌ ‌dripping‌ ‌under‌ ‌her‌ ‌tits‌ ‌and‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌ ‌upper‌ ‌and‌ ‌lower‌‌honey-stuffed‌‌pillows.‌‌The‌‌                           
flow‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌two‌ ‌nipples‌ ‌pinched‌ ‌by‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌poured‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌much‌ ‌more‌ ‌freely.‌ ‌ 

After‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌moments‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌spray‌ ‌washing‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌stomach‌ ‌and‌ ‌dissolving‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌‌                             
spread‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌and‌‌thighs‌‌Daphne‌‌finally‌‌began‌‌to‌‌turn‌‌to‌‌let‌‌the‌‌water‌‌wash‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌                                     
her,‌ ‌including‌ ‌leaning‌‌back‌‌her‌‌head‌‌to‌‌let‌‌the‌‌water‌‌run‌‌through‌‌her‌‌hair.‌‌After‌‌a‌‌few‌‌rotations‌‌                                   
Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌dissolved‌ ‌away‌ ‌about‌ ‌as‌ ‌much‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌without‌ ‌any‌ ‌assistance.‌ 

And‌‌the‌‌environmental‌‌activist‌‌was‌‌acutely‌‌aware‌‌of‌‌how‌‌much‌‌water‌‌she‌‌was‌‌using.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌                               
building‌‌an‌‌anxiety‌‌in‌‌Daphne‌‌which‌‌she‌‌finally‌‌could‌‌not‌‌hold‌‌back.‌‌She‌‌bent‌‌over‌‌and‌‌shut‌‌off‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌hot‌ ‌water,‌ ‌preparing‌ ‌herself‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌chilly‌ ‌spray.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌instead‌‌of‌‌immediately‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌shut‌‌off‌‌the‌‌cold‌‌water‌‌Daphne‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌and‌‌thrust‌‌her‌‌                                 
quadruple‌‌chest‌‌into‌‌it.‌‌She‌‌grit‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌again‌‌as‌‌the‌‌cold‌‌shivered‌‌through‌‌her,‌‌but‌‌Daphne‌‌had‌‌                                   
a‌ ‌plan.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌ ‌in‌‌her‌‌four‌‌tits‌‌start‌‌to‌‌cool,‌‌hardening‌‌up‌‌and‌‌losing‌‌its‌‌flow.‌‌                                       
After‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌moments‌ ‌her‌ ‌caressing‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌ ‌had‌ ‌gotten‌ ‌quick‌ ‌stiff.‌ ‌ 

Quickly‌‌shutting‌‌off‌‌the‌‌cold‌‌water‌‌Daphne‌‌stepped‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌‌shower‌‌and‌‌willed‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌                               
to‌ ‌massage‌ ‌her‌‌chest‌‌as‌‌little‌‌as‌‌possible.‌‌With‌‌any‌‌luck‌‌that‌‌would‌‌help‌‌hold‌‌back‌‌some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                     
honey‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌while.‌ ‌ 

Dripping‌ ‌wet‌ ‌and‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌chattering‌ ‌her‌ ‌teeth‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌took‌ ‌another‌ ‌deep‌ ‌breath‌ ‌and‌‌                         
considered‌‌her‌‌options.‌‌Her‌‌feet,‌‌with‌‌their‌‌golden‌‌toenails,‌‌were‌‌sitting‌‌in‌‌cold‌‌dampness‌‌atop‌‌a‌‌                               
completely‌ ‌overwhelmed‌ ‌floor‌ ‌towel,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌her‌ ‌toes‌ ‌pruning.‌ ‌ 



Water‌ ‌fell‌ ‌from‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌hair‌ ‌and‌ ‌dribbled‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌round‌ ‌ass‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌padded‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                               
bedroom,‌ ‌the‌ ‌carpet‌‌managing‌‌to‌‌suck‌‌up‌‌the‌‌remaining‌‌water‌‌just‌‌fine.‌‌She‌‌passed‌‌a‌‌table‌‌that‌‌                                 
had‌‌a‌‌new‌‌envelope‌‌on‌‌it,‌‌but‌‌Daphne‌‌knew‌‌there‌‌was‌‌no‌‌way‌‌she‌‌could‌‌possibly‌‌open‌‌it.‌‌Even‌‌if‌‌                                       
she‌ ‌did‌ ‌there’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌no‌ ‌way‌ ‌to‌ ‌dress‌ ‌herself‌ ‌per‌ ‌whatever‌ ‌the‌ ‌requirements‌ ‌were‌ ‌for‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening.‌ ‌ 

Hell,‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌how‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌dress‌ ‌herself‌ ‌at‌ ‌all.‌ ‌ 

Wet‌‌naked‌‌feet‌‌brought‌‌her‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌room’s‌‌dressing‌‌mirror,‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌gave‌‌herself‌‌a‌‌                               
look‌‌up‌‌and‌‌down.‌‌Compared‌‌to‌‌the‌‌others‌‌she‌‌hadn't‌‌changed‌‌that‌‌much.‌‌She‌‌actually‌‌liked‌‌her‌‌                                 
gold‌ ‌finger-‌ ‌and‌ ‌toenails,‌ ‌and‌ ‌although‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌‌four‌‌honey-filled‌‌tits‌‌they‌‌weren’t‌‌cartoonishly‌‌                           
large...or‌ ‌literally‌ ‌cartoonish.‌ ‌Another‌ ‌wave‌ ‌of‌ ‌disappointment‌ ‌in‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌abandonment‌ ‌sent‌‌                     
shivers‌ ‌through‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌body.‌ ‌ 

Once‌‌she‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌game‌‌this‌‌evening‌‌she’d‌‌have‌‌control‌‌of‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌back‌‌and‌‌the‌‌                                   
honey‌ ‌situation‌ ‌would‌ ‌actually‌ ‌be‌ ‌manageable.‌ ‌ 

Letting‌ ‌out‌ ‌one‌ ‌more‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌Daphne‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌stomach‌‌rumble.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌around‌‌the‌‌room.‌‌                             
There‌‌was‌‌no‌‌food‌‌to‌‌be‌‌seen.‌‌The‌‌only‌‌things‌‌on‌‌the‌‌tables‌‌was‌‌the‌‌new‌‌envelope,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌phone‌‌                                       
by‌ ‌her‌ ‌bed.‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌wide‌‌as‌‌she‌‌had‌‌a‌‌realization.‌‌She‌‌stepped‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌phone,‌‌pushed‌‌it‌‌                                 
off‌ ‌it’s‌ ‌cradle,‌ ‌and‌ ‌was‌ ‌thankful‌ ‌that‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌done‌ ‌it‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌way‌ ‌that‌ ‌left‌ ‌the‌ ‌ear-‌ ‌and‌ ‌mouthpiece‌‌                                     
facing‌ ‌upwards.‌ ‌Carefully‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌used‌ ‌her‌ ‌nose‌ ‌to‌ ‌strike‌ ‌the‌ ‌FRONT‌ ‌DESK‌ ‌button,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌‌                             
bent‌ ‌down‌ ‌to‌ ‌lean‌ ‌her‌ ‌face‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌rocking‌ ‌phone.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌phone‌ ‌rang‌‌a‌‌few‌‌times,‌‌just‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌make‌‌Daphne‌‌start‌‌to‌‌fear‌‌no‌‌one‌‌would‌‌pick‌‌                                   
up.‌ ‌Then…‌ ‌ 

“Hello,‌ ‌front‌ ‌desk,‌ ‌how‌ ‌may‌ ‌I‌ ‌help‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌ ‌heart‌ ‌fluttered.‌ ‌ 

“Hi,‌ ‌yes,‌ ‌um,‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌need‌ ‌some‌ ‌fresh‌ ‌towels…”‌ ‌The‌ ‌request‌ ‌stung‌ ‌knowing‌ ‌how‌‌                             
much‌‌water‌‌was‌‌wasted‌‌on‌‌washing‌‌hotel‌‌towels‌‌but‌‌all‌‌of‌‌Daphne’s‌‌were‌‌soaked‌‌or‌‌caked‌‌with‌‌                                 
honey.‌ ‌“...and‌ ‌I’ll‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌connected‌ ‌to‌ ‌Room‌ ‌Service,‌ ‌but‌ ‌first‌ ‌I‌ ‌have‌ ‌a‌ ‌sort‌ ‌of‌ ‌odd‌ ‌request…”‌ ‌ 

‌   



 Down‌ ‌For‌ ‌Another‌ ‌Round‌ ‌ 

A‌‌loud‌‌bang‌‌had‌‌echoed‌‌through‌‌the‌‌gym’s‌‌changing‌‌room‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌roughly‌‌pushed‌‌Maxi‌‌                             
against‌‌the‌‌lockers.‌‌Maxi‌‌gasped‌‌and‌‌laughed,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌predatory‌‌smile‌‌on‌‌her‌‌face‌‌indicated‌‌that‌‌                               
this‌ ‌was‌ ‌exactly‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌ 

All‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌was‌‌to‌‌get‌‌her‌‌mouth‌‌on‌‌Maxi’s‌‌nipples‌‌and‌‌eliminate‌‌the‌‌last‌‌lingering‌‌                               
lesbian‌‌distraction‌‌on‌‌her‌‌mind.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌true‌‌that‌‌Maxi’s‌‌hands‌‌gripping‌‌deeply‌‌into‌‌the‌‌surface‌‌of‌‌                                 
Cindi’s‌‌cartoonish‌‌tits‌‌-‌‌the‌‌squeaky‌‌sound‌‌of‌‌palmed‌‌balloons‌‌echoing‌‌through‌‌the‌‌tiled‌‌room‌‌-‌‌                               
was‌ ‌broiling‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌slit.‌ ‌But‌ ‌she‌ ‌knew‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌temporary‌ ‌and‌ ‌just‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌her‌‌lips‌‌on‌‌                                   
those‌ ‌nips.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌Maxi‌‌appeared‌‌to‌‌be‌‌all‌‌about‌‌the‌‌foreplay,‌‌and‌‌it‌‌took‌‌some‌‌time‌‌for‌‌Cindi‌‌to‌‌warm‌‌her‌‌                                     
up‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌strip‌‌off‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌employee’s‌‌top.‌‌With‌‌Maxi’s‌‌breasts‌‌bared‌‌and‌‌hardening‌‌in‌‌the‌‌                                 
cool‌ ‌air‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌carefully‌ ‌got‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌knees‌ ‌and‌‌latched‌‌onto‌‌one,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌the‌‌other.‌‌Her‌‌mind‌‌                                   
tingled,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌ ‌desire‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌teats‌ ‌tapping‌ ‌her‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌fade‌ ‌away.‌ ‌ 

Although‌ ‌a‌ ‌sense‌ ‌of‌ ‌distaste‌ ‌for‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌doing‌ ‌was‌ ‌welling‌ ‌up‌ ‌in‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌gut‌ ‌that‌‌                                 
didn’t‌‌stop‌‌her‌‌from‌‌pushing‌‌a‌‌hand‌‌up‌‌Maxi’s‌‌thigh‌‌and‌‌finding‌‌her‌‌plump‌‌and‌‌dripping‌‌pussy.‌‌It‌‌                                   
wouldn’t‌‌be‌‌the‌‌first‌‌time‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌made‌‌someone‌‌she‌‌had‌‌no‌‌attraction‌‌to‌‌orgasm.‌‌Maxi‌‌had‌‌no‌‌                                   
panties‌ ‌on‌ ‌under‌ ‌the‌ ‌toga,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌horny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌shuddered‌ ‌with‌ ‌audible‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌‌                               
Cindi’s‌‌middle‌‌and‌‌pointer‌‌fingers‌‌slip‌‌deep‌‌inside‌‌of‌‌her,‌‌so‌‌that‌‌Cindi’s‌‌thumb‌‌was‌‌within‌‌reach‌‌                                 
of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌nub.‌ ‌ 

“Oh...oh‌ ‌yeah...thumb‌ ‌my‌ ‌clitty!”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌growled‌ ‌through‌ ‌gritted‌ ‌teeth,‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌so‌‌                         
hard‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌locker‌ ‌doors‌ ‌they‌ ‌threatened‌ ‌to‌ ‌bow.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌increased‌ ‌her‌ ‌speed,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Maxi’s‌‌                             
gasps‌‌went‌‌silent‌‌from‌‌the‌‌intensity‌‌of‌‌Cindi’s‌‌finger‌‌fucking.‌‌She‌‌grabbed‌‌the‌‌assassin’s‌‌hair‌‌and‌‌                               
knotted‌ ‌it‌ ‌tightly‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers,‌ ‌causing‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌to‌ ‌wince‌ ‌-‌ ‌but‌ ‌not‌ ‌to‌ ‌stop.‌ ‌ 

After‌‌a‌‌few‌‌moments‌‌Maxi’s‌‌haggard‌‌breathing‌‌stopped‌‌and‌‌her‌‌body‌‌locked‌‌up,‌‌her‌‌entire‌‌                             
weight‌‌leaning‌‌forward‌‌atop‌‌Cindi’s‌‌head.‌‌Cindi‌‌held‌‌Maxi‌‌up‌‌until‌‌the‌‌young‌‌woman’s‌‌muscles‌‌                             
relaxed‌‌and‌‌she‌‌stood‌‌straight,‌‌then‌‌leaned‌‌back‌‌against‌‌the‌‌lockers‌‌and‌‌looked‌‌upon‌‌Cindi‌‌with‌‌                               
the‌ ‌most‌ ‌seductive‌ ‌bedroom‌ ‌eyes.‌ ‌ 

“You’re‌‌very‌‌good‌‌at‌‌that…”‌‌Maxi’s‌‌words‌‌were‌‌both‌‌heavy‌‌and‌‌filled‌‌with‌‌air.‌‌Her‌‌body‌‌                               
was‌‌blushed‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌slipped‌‌her‌‌fingers‌‌from‌‌Maxi’s‌‌overflowing‌‌pussy‌‌with‌‌a‌‌light‌‌‌slurp!‌‌The‌‌                               
assassin‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌and‌‌took‌‌a‌‌step‌‌back,‌‌assessing‌‌how‌‌best‌‌to‌‌now‌‌get‌‌Maxi‌‌to‌‌move‌‌on‌‌-‌‌without‌‌                                       
possibly‌ ‌getting‌ ‌herself‌ ‌enamored‌ ‌in‌ ‌some‌ ‌new‌ ‌way.‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌‌glad‌‌you‌‌enjoyed‌‌it,”‌‌Cindi’s‌‌careful‌‌selection‌‌of‌‌her‌‌words‌‌came‌‌out‌‌with‌‌a‌‌monotone‌‌                               
impression,‌ ‌“But‌ ‌now‌ ‌I‌ ‌have‌ ‌to‌ ‌say‌ ‌I‌ ‌do‌ ‌my‌ ‌best‌ ‌training‌ ‌when‌ ‌alone.”‌ ‌ 



“That’s...fine…”‌‌Maxi‌‌sighed,‌‌one‌‌arm‌‌raised‌‌above‌‌her‌‌head‌‌toying‌‌with‌‌her‌‌own‌‌hair,‌‌“I‌‌                             
should...take‌ ‌a‌ ‌nap...and‌ ‌get‌ ‌cleaned‌ ‌up‌ ‌for‌ ‌my‌ ‌shift…”‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌let‌ ‌me‌ ‌keep‌ ‌you‌ ‌from‌ ‌that…”‌ ‌ 

“No…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌mused.‌ ‌She‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌walk‌ ‌towards‌ ‌the‌ ‌locker‌ ‌room’s‌ ‌exit,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌‌                             
about‌ ‌to‌ ‌let‌ ‌out‌ ‌a‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌of‌ ‌relief‌ ‌when‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌stopped‌ ‌and‌ ‌turned‌ ‌back,‌ ‌“How‌ ‌about‌ ‌we‌ ‌have‌‌                                   
another‌ ‌nibble‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening?”‌ ‌ 

“I...have‌ ‌a‌ ‌prior‌ ‌engagement‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening.”‌ ‌ 

“All‌ ‌night?”‌ ‌ 

“Nnn...no.‌ ‌I‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌what‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌doing‌ ‌after‌ ‌it.”‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌‌I’ll‌‌be‌‌around,”‌‌Maxi‌‌winked,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌finally‌‌left‌‌the‌‌locker‌‌room.‌‌Cindi‌‌counted‌‌to‌‌                               
ten,‌ ‌and‌ ‌when‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌yet‌ ‌returned‌ ‌she‌ ‌finally‌ ‌let‌ ‌out‌ ‌a‌ ‌long‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌and‌ ‌let‌ ‌herself‌‌                                   
collapse‌ ‌backwards‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌row‌ ‌of‌ ‌lockers.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌remained‌‌as‌‌she‌‌was‌‌for‌‌a‌‌moment,‌‌appreciating‌‌that‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌it‌‌was‌‌entirely‌‌                                 
hers‌ ‌again.‌ ‌Finally‌ ‌taking‌ ‌a‌ ‌long‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌to‌‌clear‌‌her‌‌thoughts‌‌she‌‌scowled‌‌as‌‌she‌‌caught‌‌a‌‌                                   
whiff‌ ‌of‌ ‌something.‌ ‌Looking‌ ‌down‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌saw‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌still‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌glisten‌ ‌on‌ ‌them,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌‌                                 
raised‌ ‌them‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌confirm‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌cough‌ ‌that‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌musk‌ ‌on‌ ‌them‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌still‌‌                                     
smelling.‌ ‌ 

Stepping‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌nearby‌‌sinks,‌‌enormous‌‌tits‌‌bouncing‌‌with‌‌each‌‌step,‌‌Cindi‌‌thoroughly‌‌                           
washed‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌until‌‌she‌‌could‌‌smell‌‌nothing‌‌more.‌‌Satisfied,‌‌Cindi‌‌stepped‌‌out‌‌into‌‌the‌‌nearly‌‌                               
empty‌ ‌gym.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌sparring‌ ‌bag‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌corner‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌approached‌ ‌it,‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌‌stance,‌‌and‌‌                                   
struck‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Working‌‌around‌‌her‌‌absurd‌‌boobs‌‌caused‌‌what‌‌should‌‌have‌‌been‌‌an‌‌incapacitating‌‌strike‌‌to‌‌                           
actually‌ ‌glance‌ ‌off‌ ‌the‌ ‌curve‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌bag.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌growled.‌ ‌She‌ ‌hated‌ ‌having‌ ‌to‌ ‌practice‌ ‌all‌ ‌over‌‌                                 
again‌ ‌skills‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌already‌ ‌been‌ ‌so‌ ‌adept‌ ‌at.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌that‌‌is‌‌what‌‌she‌‌did.‌‌For‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌the‌‌day‌‌Cindi‌‌tuned‌‌her‌‌martial‌‌arts‌‌training‌‌to‌‌her‌‌                                       
newly‌‌exaggerated‌‌form,‌‌ate‌‌at‌‌the‌‌buffet,‌‌and‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌remain‌‌vigilant.‌‌Eventually‌‌the‌‌time‌‌came‌‌                               
for‌‌her‌‌to‌‌go‌‌to‌‌the‌‌game‌‌room,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌left‌‌for‌‌it‌‌feeling‌‌slightly‌‌better‌‌about‌‌her‌‌improved‌‌skills‌‌                                       
over‌ ‌her‌ ‌wobbling‌ ‌tits.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌they‌‌did‌‌prove‌‌to‌‌be‌‌enough‌‌of‌‌a‌‌distraction‌‌for‌‌Cindi‌‌to‌‌miss‌‌a‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌eyes‌‌watching‌‌                                     
her,‌ ‌a‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌only‌ ‌arrived‌ ‌at‌ ‌The‌ ‌Oasis‌‌forty‌‌minutes‌‌before‌‌the‌‌next‌‌round‌‌was‌‌                                     
about‌ ‌to‌ ‌begin,‌ ‌and‌ ‌were‌ ‌not‌ ‌yet‌ ‌ready‌ ‌to‌ ‌do‌ ‌more‌ ‌than‌ ‌observe‌ ‌their‌ ‌target.‌ ‌ 



Cassidy‌‌had‌‌indeed‌‌spent‌‌the‌‌day‌‌orgasming‌‌and‌‌eating,‌‌and‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌she’d‌‌truly‌‌embraced‌‌                             
the‌ ‌bacchanal‌ ‌life‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌more‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌identifying‌ ‌with‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌self-professed‌ ‌satyress.‌‌She’d‌‌                             
even‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌seduce‌‌the‌‌room‌‌service‌‌servers,‌‌but‌‌none‌‌had‌‌stayed‌‌-‌‌although‌‌Cassidy‌‌was‌‌certain‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌few‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌remote‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌experienced‌ ‌were‌‌from‌‌some‌‌who‌‌had‌‌regretted‌‌passing‌‌up‌‌                               
the‌ ‌opportunity.‌ ‌ 

When‌‌the‌‌time‌‌came‌‌to‌‌leave‌‌the‌‌room‌‌for‌‌the‌‌next‌‌game‌‌round‌‌she‌‌tossed‌‌across‌‌her‌‌chest‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌flimsiest‌ ‌of‌ ‌fabric‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌toga.‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌cloven‌ ‌hooves‌ ‌twitched‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌furry‌ ‌pussy‌‌                             
dripped‌ ‌in‌ ‌anticipation‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌stepped‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌She‌ ‌made‌‌it‌‌three‌‌steps‌‌towards‌‌the‌‌door‌‌                                 
when‌ ‌she‌ ‌got‌ ‌her‌ ‌first‌ ‌spanking.‌‌She‌‌stopped‌‌and‌‌leaned‌‌against‌‌the‌‌wall,‌‌her‌‌lower‌‌lip‌‌bit‌‌and‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌rabbit‌ ‌tail‌ ‌shaking.‌ ‌ 

This‌‌was‌‌hers.‌‌Cassidy‌‌had‌‌chosen‌‌to‌‌step‌‌down‌‌and‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌be‌‌spanked.‌‌From‌‌there‌‌she‌‌                                 
strutted‌‌down‌‌to‌‌the‌‌game‌‌room‌‌proudly‌‌embracing‌‌every‌‌smack‌‌to‌‌her‌‌ass‌‌and‌‌not‌‌giving‌‌a‌‌shit‌‌                                   
about‌ ‌who‌ ‌saw‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌had‌ ‌spent‌ ‌most‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌day‌ ‌naked‌ ‌in‌ ‌bed‌ ‌surrounded‌ ‌by‌ ‌towels‌ ‌and‌ ‌kale‌ ‌and‌‌                               
vegetable‌ ‌smoothies.‌ ‌She‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌need‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌to‌ ‌suck‌ ‌the‌ ‌thick‌ ‌drink‌ ‌up‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌metal‌‌                               
straw,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌was‌‌pleased‌‌to‌‌have‌‌gotten‌‌back‌‌to‌‌her‌‌roots‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌with‌‌something‌‌more‌‌basic‌‌and‌‌                                     
less‌ ‌extravagant‌ ‌and‌ ‌wasteful‌ ‌than‌ ‌the‌ ‌buffet.‌ ‌ 

None‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌maid‌ ‌or‌ ‌room‌ ‌service‌ ‌workers‌ ‌made‌ ‌any‌ ‌particular‌ ‌comment‌ ‌upon‌ ‌seeing‌‌                           
Daphne‌ ‌seated‌ ‌naked‌ ‌and‌ ‌cross-legged‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌bed‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌towel‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌‌                                 
massaging‌ ‌strings‌ ‌of‌ ‌honey‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌four‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌sure‌ ‌if‌ ‌they‌ ‌were‌‌especially‌‌                             
professional‌ ‌or‌ ‌just‌ ‌jaded‌ ‌to‌ ‌such‌ ‌unusual‌ ‌situations.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌that‌ ‌professional‌ ‌attitude‌ ‌was‌ ‌not‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌found‌ ‌within‌‌the‌‌woman‌‌who‌‌arrived‌‌to‌‌help‌‌                               
Daphne‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌“odd‌ ‌request.”‌ ‌ 

“Hi,‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌Maxi,‌ ‌and‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌here‌ ‌to‌ ‌-‌ ‌holy‌ ‌shit,‌ ‌you’ve‌ ‌got‌ ‌four‌ ‌boobs!”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌could‌‌not‌‌help‌‌but‌‌laugh‌‌thanks‌‌to‌‌how‌‌Maxi‌‌had‌‌intoned‌‌her‌‌exclamation.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌                               
not‌‌disgust,‌‌nor‌‌disbelief,‌‌nor‌‌pity,‌‌nor‌‌some‌‌sort‌‌of‌‌relief‌‌of‌‌Maxi’s‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌normal‌‌unlike‌‌                                   
Daphne.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌voice‌ ‌instead‌ ‌contained‌ ‌unbridled‌ ‌glee‌ ‌and‌ ‌passionate‌ ‌interest‌ ‌in‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌‌                           
seeing,‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌present‌ ‌for‌ ‌Maxi.‌ ‌ 

“That‌‌I‌‌do,‌‌that‌‌I‌‌do…”‌‌Daphne‌‌giggled,‌‌rocking‌‌gently‌‌on‌‌her‌‌bare‌‌ass‌‌atop‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Her‌‌                                   
unattended‌‌breasts‌‌swayed‌‌over‌‌her‌‌ribs‌‌as‌‌Maxi’s‌‌wide-eyes‌‌moved‌‌closer‌‌and‌‌closer.‌‌“Did‌‌they‌‌                             
explain‌ ‌why‌ ‌I‌ ‌needed‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌ 

“Just‌‌that‌‌you‌‌needed‌‌help‌‌getting‌‌dressed.‌‌I’m‌‌glad‌‌I‌‌was‌‌sent‌‌up‌‌because‌‌I’d‌‌be‌‌so‌‌sad‌‌to‌‌                                     
not‌ ‌have‌ ‌seen‌ ‌those‌ ‌in‌ ‌their‌ ‌full‌ ‌glory…”‌ ‌Maxi‌‌mused,‌‌her‌‌eyes‌‌darting‌‌up‌‌and‌‌down‌‌between‌‌                                 



Daphne’s‌ ‌two‌ ‌bosoms.‌ ‌The‌ ‌environmentalist‌ ‌could‌ ‌only‌ ‌laugh‌ ‌again‌ ‌at‌‌this‌‌woman’s‌‌blunt‌‌but‌‌                           
sincere‌ ‌interest‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌body.‌ ‌“Is‌ ‌that...is‌ ‌that‌ ‌honey?”‌ ‌ 

“Yeah.”‌ ‌ 

“Can‌ ‌I...can‌ ‌I‌ ‌try‌ ‌some?”‌ ‌ 

Not‌How‌‌is‌‌that‌‌possible?‌,‌‌not‌‌‌Why‌‌is‌‌that‌‌happening?‌,‌‌just‌‌complete‌‌acceptance‌‌and‌‌pure‌‌                             
interest.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌herself‌ ‌getting‌ ‌wet‌ ‌under‌ ‌the‌ ‌towel‌ ‌for‌ ‌this‌ ‌woman.‌ ‌ 

“Of‌ ‌course‌ ‌you‌ ‌can…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌replied,‌ ‌and‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌time‌ ‌that‌ ‌day‌ ‌purposefully‌‌                           
squeezed‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌extra‌ ‌honey‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌upper‌ ‌right‌ ‌and‌ ‌lower‌ ‌left‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌The‌ ‌extra‌ ‌blobs‌ ‌of‌‌                                   
honey‌ ‌dripped‌ ‌downwards‌ ‌towards‌ ‌the‌ ‌towel‌ ‌and‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌snagged‌ ‌them‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌with‌ ‌two‌‌                               
fingers,‌ ‌which‌ ‌went‌ ‌straight‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌ 

“Mmmm…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌moaned,‌ ‌closing‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes,‌ ‌squeezing‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs,‌ ‌and‌ ‌shaking‌ ‌a‌ ‌little.‌‌                         
Daphne‌ ‌watched‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌woman‌ ‌plunge‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌in‌ ‌and‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌and‌ ‌suck‌ ‌them‌‌                                 
completely‌ ‌clean.‌ ‌With‌ ‌little‌ ‌‌pop!‌ ‌pop!‌ ‌sounds‌‌Maxi‌‌finished‌‌her‌‌tasting,‌‌opened‌‌her‌‌eyes,‌‌and‌‌                             
looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌with‌ ‌very‌ ‌carnal‌ ‌interest,‌ ‌“That‌ ‌is‌ ‌‌so‌‌ ‌good,‌ ‌thank‌ ‌you.‌ ‌I’d‌ ‌love‌ ‌to…”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌labia‌‌flutter‌‌in‌‌anticipation,‌‌expecting‌‌Maxi‌‌to‌‌ask‌‌if‌‌she‌‌could‌‌drink‌‌more‌‌                               
directly‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌source.‌ ‌But‌ ‌the‌ ‌sentence‌ ‌trailed‌ ‌off‌ ‌incomplete.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌must‌ ‌get‌ ‌a‌ ‌lot‌ ‌of‌ ‌interested‌ ‌people‌ ‌downstairs,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌said‌ ‌instead.‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌‌I‌‌haven’t‌‌really‌‌been‌‌downstairs‌‌much‌‌since‌‌I‌‌got‌‌these,”‌‌Daphne‌‌replied,‌‌“You‌‌see,‌‌                             
something‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌dealing‌ ‌with‌‌right‌‌now‌‌is‌‌I‌‌can’t‌‌let‌‌go‌‌of‌‌them.‌‌So‌‌I‌‌can’t‌‌really‌‌get‌‌dressed‌‌on‌‌                                       
my‌ ‌own.‌ ‌I‌ ‌hope‌ ‌that‌ ‌will‌ ‌clear‌ ‌up‌ ‌later‌ ‌tonight,‌ ‌but‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌meantime…”‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌I‌‌get‌‌you,‌‌I‌‌get‌‌you,”‌‌Maxi‌‌straightened‌‌up‌‌and‌‌took‌‌a‌‌breath,‌‌stepping‌‌back‌‌into‌‌her‌‌                                   
employee‌ ‌service‌ ‌role,‌ ‌“What‌ ‌can‌ ‌I‌ ‌get‌ ‌for‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌ 

“Eh,‌‌I‌‌think‌‌I‌‌have‌‌a‌‌yellowish‌‌brown‌‌tanktop‌‌that‌‌should‌‌fit‌‌all‌‌of‌‌these,‌‌and‌‌some‌‌brown‌‌                                   
shorts.‌ ‌But‌ ‌first‌ ‌I‌ ‌need‌ ‌you‌ ‌to‌ ‌show‌ ‌me‌ ‌what‌ ‌is‌ ‌in‌ ‌that‌ ‌envelope‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌over‌ ‌there.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌ ‌looked‌ ‌where‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌had‌ ‌motioned‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌chin,‌ ‌and‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌retrieved‌ ‌the‌ ‌note‌‌                           
from‌ ‌the‌ ‌table,‌ ‌holding‌ ‌it‌ ‌up‌ ‌so‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌read‌ ‌it‌ ‌but‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌could.‌ ‌ 

Hello,‌ ‌and‌ ‌thanks‌ ‌for‌ ‌playing‌ ‌Round‌ ‌1‌ ‌of‌ ‌our‌ ‌new‌ ‌game‌ ‌here‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌Oasis!‌ ‌ 

Please‌ ‌join‌ ‌us‌ ‌again‌ ‌in‌ ‌Conference‌ ‌Room‌ ‌2B‌ ‌at‌ ‌‌5pm‌‌ ‌promptly‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening!‌ ‌ 



If‌ ‌you‌‌would‌‌like‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌another‌‌special‌‌starting‌‌bonus‌‌for‌‌tonight’s‌‌game‌‌round,‌‌please‌‌                             
dress‌ ‌according‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌following;‌ ‌‌you‌ ‌must‌ ‌paint‌ ‌your‌ ‌clit‌ ‌gold!‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌hope‌ ‌you‌ ‌are‌ ‌enjoying‌ ‌your‌ ‌stay,‌ ‌ 

Lady‌ ‌R‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌see…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌mused.‌ ‌“I‌ ‌think‌ ‌I‌ ‌have‌ ‌one‌ ‌extra‌ ‌request‌ ‌of‌ ‌you,‌ ‌if‌ ‌you‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌mind.”‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌ ‌placed‌ ‌aside‌ ‌the‌ ‌note,‌ ‌still‌ ‌averting‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌to‌ ‌give‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌the‌ ‌privacy‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌affairs.‌ ‌ 

“Sure,‌ ‌what‌ ‌can‌ ‌I‌ ‌do?”‌ ‌ 

“Uh,‌‌well,‌‌before‌‌I‌‌get‌‌dressed‌‌there‌‌should‌‌be‌‌some‌‌special‌‌gold‌‌body‌‌paint‌‌somewhere‌‌in‌‌                               
the‌‌dresser‌‌or‌‌closet.‌‌I’m‌‌afraid‌‌I‌‌must‌‌ask‌‌for‌‌you‌‌to‌‌paint‌‌my‌‌clitorus‌‌gold,‌‌if‌‌you‌‌are‌‌okay‌‌with‌‌                                         
that!”‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌honey,‌ ‌that‌ ‌is‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌compared‌ ‌to‌ ‌some‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌things‌ ‌I’ve‌ ‌done‌ ‌for‌‌guests!”‌‌Maxi‌‌                               
announced,‌ ‌completely‌‌proud‌‌and‌‌unashamed‌‌of‌‌what‌‌the‌‌statement‌‌implied.‌‌She‌‌bounded‌‌over‌‌                         
to‌‌the‌‌dresser‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌found‌‌herself‌‌staring‌‌at‌‌the‌‌slight‌‌build‌‌of‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌employee‌‌tightly‌‌                                 
held‌‌by‌‌the‌‌light‌‌blue‌‌blouse‌‌and‌‌skirt,‌‌modest‌‌heels‌‌supporting‌‌short‌‌but‌‌toned‌‌legs‌‌tinged‌‌tan‌‌by‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌pantyhose.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wished‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌release‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌tits‌ ‌and‌ ‌grasp‌ ‌at‌‌the‌‌ass‌‌bent‌‌                                   
down‌ ‌before‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌herself‌ ‌get‌ ‌even‌‌wetter,‌‌and‌‌realized‌‌the‌‌source‌‌of‌‌that‌‌moisture‌‌was‌‌about‌‌to‌‌                               
get‌ ‌a‌ ‌very‌ ‌good‌ ‌look‌ ‌at‌ ‌it.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌awareness‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌wetness‌ ‌caused‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌to‌ ‌fidget‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌ ‌returned‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌huge‌ ‌grin‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌face‌ ‌and‌ ‌little‌ ‌bottle‌ ‌similar‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌nail‌ ‌polish‌‌                                 
Daphne‌‌had‌‌used‌‌the‌‌other‌‌day.‌‌But‌‌this‌‌one‌‌was‌‌certainly‌‌different,‌‌and‌‌Maxi‌‌showed‌‌Daphne‌‌a‌‌                                 
little‌ ‌disclaimer‌ ‌that‌ ‌declared‌ ‌it‌ ‌safe‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌privates.‌ ‌ 

Carefully‌‌Maxi‌‌moved‌‌the‌‌honey-soaked‌‌towel‌‌from‌‌over‌‌Daphne’s‌‌crotch‌‌and‌‌appeared‌‌to‌‌                         
brighten‌‌when‌‌she‌‌saw‌‌the‌‌glistening‌‌slit‌‌beneath‌‌it.‌‌Carefully‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌the‌‌little‌‌brush‌‌from‌‌the‌‌                                 
tiny‌ ‌decanter,‌‌sloshed‌‌off‌‌some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌extra‌‌liquid‌‌gold,‌‌and‌‌gently‌‌separated‌‌Daphne’s‌‌lips‌‌and‌‌                               
pink‌ ‌coral‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌direct‌ ‌access.‌ ‌ 

‌Daphne‌‌bit‌‌her‌‌lip‌‌and‌‌tried‌‌not‌‌to‌‌shiver‌‌as‌‌the‌‌slightly‌‌cool‌‌liquid‌‌was‌‌applied‌‌to‌‌her‌‌most‌‌                                       
sensitive‌‌button.‌‌Her‌‌breathing‌‌was‌‌deep‌‌yet‌‌uneven‌‌as‌‌Maxi‌‌stuck‌‌her‌‌tongue‌‌out‌‌slightly‌‌while‌‌                               
she‌‌concentrated.‌‌Daphne‌‌felt‌‌it‌‌was‌‌an‌‌adorable‌‌look,‌‌and‌‌only‌‌made‌‌her‌‌wetter.‌‌She‌‌hoped‌‌her‌‌                                 
increased‌ ‌flow‌ ‌of‌ ‌juices‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌wash‌ ‌off‌ ‌the‌ ‌gold.‌ ‌ 

Although,‌ ‌if‌ ‌that‌ ‌meant‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌had‌ ‌to‌ ‌pay‌ ‌more‌ ‌attention‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌‌clitty‌‌then‌‌maybe‌‌she‌‌did‌‌                                 
want‌ ‌it‌ ‌to‌ ‌happen.‌ ‌ 



But‌‌the‌‌paint‌‌was‌‌more‌‌resilient‌‌than‌‌that‌‌and‌‌after‌‌just‌‌a‌‌few‌‌moments‌‌Maxi‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌and‌‌                                   
declared‌ ‌her‌ ‌work‌ ‌complete.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌let‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌melt‌ ‌a‌‌little‌‌bit,‌‌and‌‌looked‌‌up‌‌at‌‌Maxi‌‌with‌‌barely‌‌any‌‌control‌‌over‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌lust.‌ ‌ 

“Before...I‌ ‌get‌ ‌dressed...if‌ ‌you‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌another...sample...more‌ ‌‌directly‌…”‌ ‌ 

There‌‌was‌‌no‌‌pause‌‌from‌‌Maxi.‌‌She‌‌set‌‌the‌‌closed‌‌little‌‌bottle‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌as‌‌she‌‌leaned‌‌in‌‌                                     
and‌ ‌eagerly‌ ‌took‌ ‌up‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌bared‌ ‌teats.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌fuck‌‌yes…”‌‌Daphne‌‌groaned‌‌as‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌mass‌‌in‌‌her‌‌boob‌‌flow‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her.‌‌Maxi’s‌‌                                   
lips‌ ‌were‌ ‌so‌ ‌soft,‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌warm‌ ‌and‌ ‌agile.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌passion‌ ‌to‌ ‌how‌ ‌she‌‌was‌‌being‌‌                                     
emptied‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌absent‌ ‌with‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌There‌ ‌was‌ ‌something‌‌about‌‌Maxi‌‌that‌‌made‌‌Daphne‌‌                             
truly‌ ‌hope‌ ‌her‌ ‌suckling‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌end.‌ ‌ 

On‌‌her‌‌own‌‌Maxi‌‌switched‌‌from‌‌one‌‌emptied‌‌breast‌‌to‌‌the‌‌other.‌‌As‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌back‌‌for‌‌a‌‌                                   
moment‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌casino‌ ‌employee’s‌ ‌blouse‌ ‌was‌ ‌being‌ ‌stained‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌honey‌‌                             
flowing‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌nipples‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌compulsively‌ ‌kneading.‌ ‌This‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌stop‌ ‌Maxi.‌ ‌ 

“Shit...fuck...shit…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌gasped‌ ‌over‌ ‌and‌ ‌over‌ ‌again.‌ ‌Neither‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌finger‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌‌                         
double-bosomed‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌pussy,‌ ‌but‌ ‌the‌‌pleasures‌‌Maxi‌‌was‌‌giving‌‌Daphne‌‌made‌‌her‌‌feel‌‌just‌‌                           
as‌ ‌good.‌ ‌ 

In‌‌fact,‌‌Daphne‌‌could‌‌tell‌‌she‌‌was‌‌coming‌‌close‌‌to‌‌cumming.‌‌With‌‌the‌‌gold‌‌drying‌‌on‌‌her‌‌                                 
clit‌‌and‌‌Maxi’s‌‌intimate‌‌and‌‌personal‌‌attention‌‌to‌‌her‌‌honey-filled‌‌melons‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌shocked‌‌                           
how‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌she‌ ‌found‌ ‌herself‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌crest‌ ‌-‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌over‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“Ffffffffuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck…”‌‌Daphne‌‌yowled‌‌as‌‌her‌‌back‌‌curved‌‌and‌‌she‌‌rolled‌‌away‌‌                     
from‌‌Maxi.‌‌The‌‌nipple‌‌slipped‌‌from‌‌Maxi’s‌‌mouth‌‌as‌‌she‌‌was‌‌stopped‌‌at‌‌the‌‌edge‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌a‌‌                                     
mixture‌ ‌of‌ ‌spit‌ ‌and‌ ‌golden‌ ‌goo‌ ‌stretching‌ ‌a‌ ‌long‌‌string‌‌between‌‌them.‌‌Daphne’s‌‌pussy‌‌spurted‌‌                             
over‌ ‌her‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌ankles‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌shivered‌ ‌her‌ ‌bones‌ ‌into‌ ‌jelly,‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌entire‌ ‌body‌ ‌flushed.‌ ‌ 

Very‌ ‌slowly‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌legs‌ ‌uncrossed‌ ‌and‌ ‌slid‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed‌ ‌towards‌ ‌Maxi,‌ ‌who‌ ‌looked‌‌                           
down‌‌with‌‌her‌‌own‌‌satisfaction‌‌and‌‌amusement.‌‌She‌‌gently‌‌caressed‌‌the‌‌calves‌‌that‌‌were‌‌inching‌‌                             
towards‌ ‌her,‌ ‌eliciting‌ ‌a‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌from‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌ 

“Okay...okay…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌finally‌ ‌gasped,‌‌struggling‌‌to‌‌push‌‌herself‌‌up‌‌with‌‌her‌‌elbows,‌‌“I‌‌                         
need‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌dressed‌ ‌and‌ ‌get‌ ‌to...an‌ ‌appointment.”‌ ‌ 

“If‌‌you‌‌must,”‌‌Maxi‌‌fake‌‌pouted.‌‌She‌‌walked‌‌over‌‌and‌‌slid‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌under‌‌Daphne’s‌‌back‌‌                               
and‌ ‌helped‌‌her‌‌get‌‌up‌‌from‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Daphne’s‌‌knees‌‌were‌‌still‌‌weak‌‌and‌‌she‌‌stumbled,‌‌but‌‌was‌‌                                   
caught‌ ‌by‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌very‌ ‌tender‌ ‌embrace.‌ ‌ 



The‌ ‌pair‌ ‌held‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌were‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment‌ ‌before‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌literally‌ ‌peeled‌ ‌herself‌ ‌away,‌ ‌the‌‌                               
front‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌work‌ ‌uniform‌ ‌completely‌ ‌soaked‌ ‌in‌ ‌honey‌ ‌from‌ ‌being‌ ‌pressed‌ ‌against‌ ‌Daphne’s‌‌                           
multiplied‌ ‌chest.‌ ‌ 

“Oh‌ ‌no,‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌so‌ ‌sorry!”‌ ‌Daphne‌‌exclaimed,‌‌but‌‌Maxi‌‌laughed‌‌it‌‌off‌‌as‌‌she‌‌walked‌‌over‌‌to‌‌                                 
get‌ ‌the‌ ‌clothes.‌ ‌ 

“Don’t‌ ‌worry‌‌about‌‌it,”‌‌Maxi‌‌replied‌‌as‌‌she‌‌walked‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌blushing‌‌woman,‌‌“Maybe‌‌                             
after‌ ‌your...appointment...you‌ ‌could‌ ‌help‌ ‌me‌ ‌take‌ ‌these‌ ‌clothes‌ ‌‌off‌.”‌ ‌ 

“I’d‌ ‌like‌ ‌that.”‌ ‌ 

That‌ ‌said‌ ‌the‌ ‌flirting‌ ‌was‌ ‌reined‌ ‌in,‌‌although‌‌only‌‌in‌‌so‌‌much‌‌as‌‌it‌‌can‌‌be‌‌for‌‌two‌‌people‌‌                                     
attracted‌‌to‌‌each‌‌other‌‌being‌‌dressed‌‌by‌‌one.‌‌Shorts‌‌and‌‌panties‌‌went‌‌on‌‌without‌‌issue,‌‌although‌‌                               
Maxi‌‌had‌‌to‌‌struggle‌‌a‌‌little‌‌to‌‌force‌‌the‌‌tank‌‌top‌‌between‌‌Daphne’s‌‌hands‌‌and‌‌her‌‌breasts.‌‌Once‌‌                                   
on‌‌it‌‌immediately‌‌gained‌‌some‌‌circular‌‌stains‌‌from‌‌her‌‌honey‌‌nipples,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌dark‌‌yellow‌‌helped‌‌                               
downplay‌ ‌that.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌had‌ ‌intended‌ ‌to‌ ‌slip‌ ‌on‌ ‌some‌‌flip‌‌flops,‌‌but‌‌found‌‌that‌‌she‌‌could‌‌not‌‌get‌‌her‌‌toes‌‌                                   
under‌ ‌the‌ ‌thong.‌ ‌She‌ ‌and‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌tried‌‌over‌‌and‌‌over‌‌to‌‌slip‌‌the‌‌open‌‌shoes‌‌on,‌‌but‌‌it‌‌was‌‌as‌‌if‌‌a‌‌                                           
forcefield‌ ‌was‌ ‌pushing‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌toenails‌ ‌away.‌ ‌With‌ ‌time‌ ‌getting‌ ‌short‌ ‌the‌ ‌pair‌ ‌decided‌ ‌that‌                           
Daphne‌ ‌would‌ ‌probably‌ ‌be‌ ‌fine‌ ‌barefoot‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌regularly-cleaned‌ ‌floors.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌‌accompanied‌‌Daphne‌‌down‌‌the‌‌elevator‌‌and‌‌to‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌floor,‌‌taking‌‌care‌‌of‌‌all‌‌the‌‌                               
buttons‌‌and‌‌doors‌‌along‌‌the‌‌way.‌‌But‌‌that‌‌was‌‌as‌‌far‌‌as‌‌Daphne‌‌wanted‌‌Maxi‌‌to‌‌go,‌‌not‌‌wanting‌‌                                     
to‌ ‌risk‌ ‌getting‌ ‌her‌‌too‌‌involved‌‌in‌‌the‌‌craziness‌‌of‌‌the‌‌card‌‌game.‌‌Maxi‌‌actually‌‌planted‌‌a‌‌little‌‌                                   
kiss‌ ‌on‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌cheek,‌ ‌and‌ ‌left‌ ‌her‌ ‌blushing‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌girl‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌crush.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌few‌ ‌barefoot‌ ‌hallways‌ ‌later‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌standing‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌table.‌ ‌ 

Shortly‌‌after‌‌that‌‌Akari,‌‌who‌‌had‌‌spent‌‌much‌‌of‌‌her‌‌day‌‌at‌‌the‌‌buffet,‌‌stormed‌‌in,‌‌grabbed‌‌a‌‌                                   
chair,‌‌and‌‌sat‌‌down.‌‌She‌‌instantly‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌material‌‌of‌‌her‌‌gloves‌‌itch‌‌across‌‌the‌‌skin‌‌within‌‌them‌‌                                   
for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment,‌ ‌and‌‌then‌‌there‌‌was‌‌a‌‌wave‌‌of‌‌warmth.‌‌Like‌‌how‌‌it‌‌had‌‌happened‌‌with‌‌her‌‌boots‌‌                                     
Akari‌ ‌could‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌feel‌ ‌where‌‌her‌‌skin‌‌pushed‌‌against‌‌the‌‌latex.‌‌The‌‌gentle‌‌pressure‌‌on‌‌her‌‌                                 
muscles‌ ‌remained,‌ ‌but‌ ‌not‌ ‌the‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌of‌‌external‌‌contact.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌and‌‌ran‌‌a‌‌finger‌‌                               
over‌‌where‌‌the‌‌glove‌‌had‌‌once‌‌ended‌‌along‌‌her‌‌arm,‌‌and‌‌both‌‌saw‌‌and‌‌felt‌‌only‌‌a‌‌smooth‌‌surface‌‌                                     
that‌‌graduated‌‌from‌‌the‌‌shiny‌‌black‌‌to‌‌her‌‌dull‌‌pale‌‌flesh.‌‌Akari‌‌raised‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌her‌‌                                     
face‌ ‌and‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌and‌ ‌flexed‌ ‌the‌ ‌fingers,‌ ‌hearing‌ ‌the‌ ‌squeak‌ ‌of‌ ‌latex‌ ‌on‌ ‌latex‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌now‌‌                                 
permanently‌ ‌a‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌body.‌ ‌ 



Akari‌ ‌also‌ ‌felt‌ ‌a‌ ‌different‌ ‌tingle.‌ ‌She‌ ‌put‌ ‌a‌‌hand‌‌to‌‌her‌‌throat,‌‌and‌‌let‌‌out‌‌a‌‌long‌‌grunt‌‌to‌‌                                       
clear‌‌it.‌‌Narrowing‌‌her‌‌eyes,‌‌the‌‌corporate‌‌espionage‌‌expert‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌the‌‌other‌‌three‌‌women‌‌still‌‌                               
standing‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌and‌ ‌watching.‌ ‌ 

“Alright,‌ ‌bitches.‌ ‌Let’s‌ ‌do‌ ‌this.”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌next‌‌to‌‌move‌‌to‌‌a‌‌chair,‌‌using‌‌her‌‌foot‌‌to‌‌draw‌‌one‌‌out‌‌and‌‌sit‌‌down.‌‌As‌‌her‌‌                                       
ass‌ ‌met‌ ‌the‌ ‌seat‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌something‌ ‌wash‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌she‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌felt‌ ‌for‌ ‌what‌ ‌seemed‌ ‌like‌‌                                   
forever;‌ ‌ 

Free‌ ‌Will.‌ ‌ 

In‌‌fact,‌‌before‌‌she‌‌could‌‌even‌‌consider‌‌what‌‌to‌‌do‌‌with‌‌them‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌just‌‌fell‌‌into‌‌her‌‌lap‌‌                                     
from‌‌the‌‌breasts‌‌they’d‌‌been‌‌massaging‌‌-‌‌Daphne‌‌hadn’t‌‌had‌‌to‌‌actually‌‌‌think‌‌about‌‌controlling‌‌                             
them‌‌all‌‌morning.‌‌She‌‌lifted‌‌them‌‌up‌‌and‌‌flexed‌‌her‌‌fingers,‌‌for‌‌the‌‌first‌‌time‌‌realizing‌‌how‌‌sore‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌muscles‌ ‌had‌ ‌become.‌ ‌She‌ ‌straightened‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌her‌ ‌elbows,‌ ‌the‌ ‌joints‌ ‌and‌‌                             
tendons‌ ‌tight‌ ‌from‌ ‌being‌‌crooked‌‌for‌‌so‌‌long.‌‌Daphne‌‌then‌‌rolled‌‌her‌‌shoulders,‌‌rubbed‌‌off‌‌the‌‌                               
stickiness‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌shorts,‌ ‌and‌ ‌let‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌rest‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌‌thud‌!‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌‌moment‌‌of‌‌completely‌‌still‌‌relaxation‌‌did‌‌not‌‌last‌‌long.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌tingle‌‌fall‌‌over‌‌                               
her‌ ‌clit,‌ ‌which‌ ‌caused‌ ‌her‌ ‌already‌ ‌aroused‌ ‌nub‌ ‌to‌‌twitch‌‌and‌‌swell‌‌against‌‌her‌‌inner‌‌lips‌‌just‌‌a‌‌                                   
little‌ ‌more‌ ‌-‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌it‌ ‌went‌ ‌stiff‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌weight‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌on‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌immediately‌ ‌felt‌ ‌an‌ ‌extreme‌ ‌discomfort‌ ‌fall‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌crotch.‌ ‌She‌ ‌tried‌ ‌to‌‌                           
ignore‌ ‌it,‌ ‌tried‌ ‌to‌ ‌subtly‌ ‌wriggle‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌chair‌ ‌to‌ ‌try‌‌and‌‌alleviate‌‌it,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌fabric‌‌of‌‌her‌‌shorts‌‌                                       
right‌‌over‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌had‌‌suddenly‌‌become‌‌sandpaper.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌unbearable,‌‌and‌‌finally‌‌Daphne‌‌had‌‌                             
no‌‌choice‌‌but‌‌to‌‌unbutton,‌‌unzip,‌‌and‌‌undress‌‌from‌‌the‌‌waist‌‌down.‌‌As‌‌the‌‌shorts‌‌settled‌‌around‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌ankles‌ ‌and‌ ‌covered‌ ‌her‌ ‌feet‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌a‌ ‌similar‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌begin‌ ‌to‌ ‌well‌ ‌up‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌toes.‌‌                                   
Frustrated‌‌and‌‌wanting‌‌to‌‌be‌‌relaxed‌‌‌for‌‌just‌‌one‌‌god-damned‌‌moment‌‌Daphne‌‌kicked‌‌the‌‌shorts‌‌                             
off‌ ‌her‌ ‌so‌ ‌violently‌ ‌they‌ ‌flew‌ ‌out‌ ‌from‌ ‌under‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌and‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌room.‌ ‌ 

Bare-foot‌ ‌and‌ ‌bare-assed‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair‌‌Daphne‌‌leaned‌‌back.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌her‌‌now-metal‌‌                           
clitty‌‌hanging‌‌heavily‌‌over‌‌her‌‌pussy,‌‌permanently‌‌engorged‌‌and‌‌stimulated‌‌as‌‌her‌‌wet‌‌lower‌‌lips‌‌                             
pressed‌ ‌against‌ ‌it.‌ ‌All‌ ‌four‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌were‌ ‌filling‌ ‌up‌ ‌with‌ ‌honey,‌ ‌her‌ ‌nipples‌ ‌sore‌ ‌and‌ ‌sensitive‌‌                               
under‌‌the‌‌fabric‌‌of‌‌her‌‌top.‌‌Her‌‌hands‌‌rested‌‌limply‌‌on‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌She‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath,‌‌which‌‌                                     
was‌‌difficult‌‌from‌‌the‌‌weight‌‌of‌‌her‌‌multiplied‌‌bust.‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌exhausted,‌‌but‌‌now‌‌determined‌‌                             
to‌ ‌win‌ ‌and‌ ‌make‌ ‌this‌ ‌all‌ ‌worth‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌was‌‌next‌‌to‌‌arrive‌‌for‌‌Round‌‌2,‌‌strutting‌‌with‌‌her‌‌head‌‌held‌‌high‌‌and‌‌savoring‌‌the‌‌                                 
ripples‌ ‌that‌ ‌ran‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌with‌ ‌each‌‌phantom‌‌spank.‌‌Akari‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌had‌‌taken‌‌their‌‌                               
old‌‌chairs‌‌for‌‌no‌‌reason‌‌besides‌‌habit‌‌and‌‌Cassidy‌‌did‌‌the‌‌same.‌‌She‌‌was‌‌actually‌‌sad‌‌to‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌                                     



little‌‌tingle‌‌over‌‌her‌‌rump‌‌that‌‌indicated‌‌that‌‌her‌‌spankings‌‌were‌‌done...but‌‌then‌‌a‌‌new‌‌sensation‌‌                               
fell‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌ ‌sharp‌ ‌breath‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌butt‌ ‌started‌ ‌to‌ ‌feel‌ ‌more‌ ‌sexually‌ ‌sensitive.‌‌ ‌  

The‌ ‌cheerleader-turned-satyr‌‌cooed‌‌and‌‌twisted‌‌her‌‌body‌‌in‌‌the‌‌cheap‌‌folding‌‌chair‌‌as‌‌the‌‌                           
pressure‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌weight‌ ‌squeezing‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌seat‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌deeply‌ ‌turn‌ ‌her‌ ‌on.‌‌                                 
Cassidy’s‌ ‌furry‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌was‌ ‌already‌ ‌wet,‌ ‌but‌ ‌down‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌beginning‌ ‌to‌ ‌really‌ ‌soak.‌ ‌Just‌ ‌sitting‌‌                               
down‌‌as‌‌she‌‌was‌‌had‌‌the‌‌same‌‌effect‌‌on‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌arousal‌‌as‌‌if‌‌someone‌‌had‌‌a‌‌finger‌‌on‌‌her‌‌clit‌‌                                       
and‌ ‌was‌ ‌gently‌ ‌pushing‌ ‌on‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Wanting‌ ‌to‌ ‌test‌ ‌an‌ ‌idea,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌pushed‌‌her‌‌butt‌‌up‌‌a‌‌few‌‌inches‌‌from‌‌the‌‌chair‌‌and‌‌then‌‌                                   
released‌ ‌her‌ ‌knees,‌ ‌bringing‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌down‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌fairly‌ ‌light‌ ‌impact.‌ ‌But‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
sensation‌ ‌that‌ ‌rushed‌ ‌through‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌body‌ ‌was‌ ‌anything‌ ‌but‌‌light.‌‌Her‌‌whole‌‌body‌‌flushed,‌‌                           
she‌ ‌bit‌ ‌her‌ ‌lip,‌ ‌and‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌the‌ ‌edge‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌tightly.‌ ‌She‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌‌quite‌ ‌orgasm,‌ ‌but‌ ‌the‌‌                                   
sensation‌‌had‌‌been‌‌so‌‌suddenly‌‌pleasurable‌‌that‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌actually‌‌spurted‌‌some‌‌juices‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌                               
fur‌ ‌and‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair‌ ‌seat‌ ‌and‌ ‌even‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌by‌ ‌her‌ ‌hooves.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌recalled‌‌being‌‌warned‌‌that‌‌if‌‌a‌‌player‌‌‌liked‌‌the‌‌effect‌‌of‌‌the‌‌Purple‌‌card‌‌played‌‌on‌‌                                 
them‌‌there‌‌could‌‌be‌‌consequences‌‌after‌‌the‌‌official‌‌effect‌‌wore‌‌off.‌‌It‌‌now‌‌felt‌‌as‌‌if‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌ass‌‌                                   
had‌ ‌been‌ ‌made‌ ‌as‌ ‌sensitive‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌clit,‌ ‌adjusted‌ ‌so‌ ‌that‌ ‌even‌ ‌a‌ ‌reserved‌ ‌spanking‌ ‌would‌‌                               
absolutely‌‌get‌‌her‌‌cumming‌‌-‌‌probably‌‌with‌‌each‌‌slap.‌‌Cassidy‌‌grinned‌‌and‌‌rolled‌‌her‌‌shoulders‌‌                             
in‌ ‌glee‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌sank‌ ‌back‌ ‌relaxed‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair.‌ ‌ 

While‌ ‌paying‌ ‌so‌ ‌much‌ ‌attention‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌increasing‌ ‌sensitivity‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌hadn’t‌‌                           
especially‌‌noticed‌‌the‌‌itching‌‌going‌‌on‌‌in‌‌her‌‌ears.‌‌Ever‌‌so‌‌slowly‌‌each‌‌ear‌‌had‌‌begun‌‌shifting‌‌up‌‌                                   
the‌‌side‌‌of‌‌her‌‌head,‌‌while‌‌the‌‌fake‌‌bunny‌‌ears‌‌had‌‌slid‌‌downwards.‌‌They‌‌met‌‌midway,‌‌the‌‌flesh‌‌                                   
of‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌ears‌‌merging‌‌with‌‌the‌‌white‌‌fabric‌‌of‌‌her‌‌headdress.‌‌In‌‌short‌‌order‌‌Cassidy‌‌now‌‌had‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌large‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌white‌ ‌bunny‌ ‌ears‌ ‌growing‌ ‌straight‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌‌near‌‌the‌‌temples‌‌of‌‌her‌‌head.‌‌There‌‌                                   
was‌ ‌a‌ ‌minor‌ ‌improvement‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌hearing,‌‌not‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌be‌‌noticeable‌‌in‌‌the‌‌fairly‌‌quiet‌‌room.‌‌                                 
The‌ ‌other‌ ‌three‌ ‌players‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌at‌ ‌them‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌twitched‌ ‌on‌ ‌their‌ ‌own‌ ‌accord,‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌‌                                 
drooped‌ ‌slightly‌ ‌to‌ ‌match‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌sense‌ ‌of‌ ‌satisfaction.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌had‌ ‌held‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌observe‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌actions‌ ‌each‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌competitors‌ ‌were‌‌                               
going‌ ‌to‌‌take‌‌after‌‌a‌‌day‌‌of‌‌living‌‌with‌‌their‌‌alterations.‌‌There‌‌was‌‌no‌‌way‌‌to‌‌predict‌‌how‌‌such‌‌                                     
fantastic‌‌occurrences‌‌would‌‌affect‌‌someone’s‌‌actions,‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌hated‌‌the‌‌unpredictable.‌‌But‌‌she‌‌                         
did‌‌not‌‌want‌‌to‌‌draw‌‌much‌‌attention‌‌to‌‌herself‌‌as‌‌the‌‌only‌‌one‌‌standing‌‌so‌‌she‌‌took‌‌the‌‌same‌‌seat‌‌                                       
she’d‌ ‌had‌ ‌the‌ ‌night‌ ‌before.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌moment‌‌Cindi‌‌sat‌‌down‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌pinch‌‌around‌‌both‌‌of‌‌her‌‌arms.‌‌Raising‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌up‌‌                                   
so‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌enormous‌ ‌bosom‌ ‌lightly‌ ‌bouncing‌ ‌atop‌‌the‌‌table‌‌Cindi‌‌confirmed‌‌                             
that‌ ‌the‌ ‌seam‌ ‌where‌ ‌the‌ ‌bracers‌ ‌had‌ ‌closed‌ ‌had‌ ‌fused‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌it‌ ‌had‌ ‌never‌ ‌been‌ ‌separate.‌ ‌The‌‌                                   
pinching‌ ‌had‌ ‌come‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌bracers‌ ‌shrinking‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌point‌ ‌that‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌‌no‌‌                                 



space‌‌to‌‌push‌‌even‌‌a‌‌paperclip‌‌between‌‌metal‌‌and‌‌skin.‌‌The‌‌bracers‌‌were‌‌now,‌‌without‌‌question,‌‌                               
permanently‌ ‌affixed‌ ‌to‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌arms‌ ‌just‌ ‌above‌ ‌the‌ ‌wrists.‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌ ‌glad‌ ‌that‌ ‌you‌ ‌were‌ ‌all‌ ‌able‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌your‌ ‌way‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌tonight’s‌ ‌game.”‌ ‌ 

Once‌‌more‌‌the‌‌quartet‌‌was‌‌in‌‌the‌‌presence‌‌of‌‌Lady‌‌Reduxia,‌‌impossibly‌‌manifested‌‌in‌‌the‌‌                             
back‌‌of‌‌the‌‌room‌‌that‌‌had‌‌been‌‌empty‌‌and‌‌appeared‌‌to‌‌have‌‌no‌‌entrances.‌‌She‌‌slinked‌‌around‌‌the‌‌                                   
room,‌‌taking‌‌long‌‌slow‌‌steps‌‌and‌‌puffing‌‌on‌‌the‌‌strange‌‌cigarette‌‌whose‌‌long‌‌filter‌‌was‌‌gripped‌‌                               
in‌ ‌her‌ ‌slinky‌ ‌tail.‌ ‌ 

“It‌ ‌wasn’t...easy…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌spoke‌ ‌up,‌ ‌needing‌ ‌to‌ ‌force‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌words‌ ‌in‌ ‌Reduxia’s‌‌                         
presence.‌ ‌She‌ ‌gave‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌a‌ ‌sideways‌ ‌glance‌ ‌that‌ ‌actually‌ ‌went‌ ‌unnoticed‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌usually‌‌                           
observant‌ ‌assassin,‌ ‌whose‌ ‌entire‌ ‌attention‌ ‌was‌ ‌locked‌ ‌on‌ ‌Reduxia.‌ ‌ 

“And‌‌you‌‌are‌‌all‌‌the‌‌stronger‌‌for‌‌finding‌‌the‌‌solutions‌‌you‌‌needed!”‌‌Reduxia‌‌grinned.‌‌She‌‌                             
manifested‌ ‌her‌ ‌alien‌ ‌holographic‌ ‌tablet‌ ‌in‌ ‌one‌ ‌hand‌ ‌and‌ ‌scrolled‌ ‌through‌ ‌symbols‌ ‌that‌ ‌meant‌‌                           
nothing‌‌to‌‌the‌‌players‌‌watching‌‌her.‌‌“I‌‌see‌‌you’ve‌‌all‌‌earned‌‌your‌‌Purple‌‌cards.‌‌I’ll‌‌add‌‌them‌‌into‌‌                                   
to‌‌the‌‌hands‌‌you’ve‌‌just‌‌been‌‌dealt‌‌up‌‌on.‌‌And‌‌remember,‌‌the‌‌limits‌‌are‌‌off‌‌this‌‌round‌‌-‌‌a‌‌player‌‌                                       
may‌‌play‌‌cards‌‌on‌‌another‌‌player‌‌even‌‌if‌‌they’ve‌‌‌already‌‌gotten‌‌cards‌‌played‌‌on‌‌them‌‌this‌‌round.‌‌                                 
Just‌ ‌watch‌ ‌out‌ ‌for‌ ‌who‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌giving‌ ‌those‌ ‌points‌ ‌to!”‌ ‌ 

With‌‌a‌‌wave‌‌of‌‌her‌‌cigarette‌‌filter‌‌each‌‌player‌‌could‌‌sense‌‌that‌‌their‌‌cards‌‌for‌‌Round‌‌2‌‌had‌‌                                   
been‌‌manifested‌‌at‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌Each‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌for‌‌a‌‌split‌‌second‌‌to‌‌confirm‌‌that,‌‌and‌‌when‌‌they‌‌                                   
looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌was‌ ‌gone.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌sense‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌first‌ ‌this‌ ‌round‌ ‌and‌ ‌eagerly‌ ‌gathered‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌new‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌was‌ ‌very‌ ‌tempting;‌ ‌‌Target‌ ‌will‌ ‌experience‌ ‌endless‌ ‌back-to-back‌‌                       
orgasms.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌the‌ ‌‌Arms‌‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌Snake‌‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌cards‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌last‌ ‌round,‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌new‌ ‌one;‌ ‌‌Legs‌.‌ ‌ 
She‌‌also‌‌still‌‌had‌‌the‌‌Yellow‌‌card‌‌which‌‌read‌‌‌Blue‌‌Card‌‌tastes‌‌like‌‌FRUIT‌‌of‌‌CHOICE‌‌and‌‌                                 

a‌ ‌new‌ ‌one,‌ ‌‌A‌ ‌vagina‌ ‌will‌ ‌form‌ ‌on/in/under‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌Card.‌ ‌ 
She‌ ‌also‌ ‌had‌ ‌her‌ ‌Red‌ ‌reactive‌ ‌card,‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌player‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌Receiver’s‌ ‌RIGHT‌ ‌is‌ ‌affected‌‌                             

instead.‌‌ ‌That‌ ‌was‌ ‌Daphne,‌ ‌and‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌delicious‌ ‌thought.‌ ‌ 
Looking‌ ‌around‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌locked‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌on‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌That‌ ‌uptight‌ ‌bitch‌ ‌hadn’t…‌ ‌ 

“Mmm...‌mmmm‌…”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy’s‌‌strategizing‌‌was‌‌interrupted‌‌as‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌an‌‌orgasm‌‌coming‌‌on.‌‌Her‌‌extra‌‌sensitive‌‌                           
ass‌‌ground‌‌into‌‌the‌‌seat,‌‌enhancing‌‌the‌‌feelings‌‌washing‌‌over‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌as‌‌she‌‌gave‌‌                               
into‌ ‌the‌ ‌unexpected‌ ‌but‌ ‌welcome‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌-‌ ‌without‌‌question‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌would‌‌be‌‌cleared‌‌up‌‌as‌‌                               



the‌‌bliss‌‌crashed‌‌over‌‌her‌‌and‌‌ebbed‌‌away.‌‌She’d‌‌wait‌‌until‌‌after‌‌she’d‌‌finished‌‌cumming‌‌to‌‌play‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌and‌ ‌Yellow‌ ‌cards.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌one‌ ‌decision‌ ‌was‌ ‌already‌ ‌made.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌think...it’s‌ ‌timmmmme...you‌ ‌got‌ ‌a‌ ‌Puuuuurrrrple…”‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌stared‌‌down‌‌over‌‌the‌‌high‌‌bulge‌‌of‌‌her‌‌cartoony‌‌tits‌‌as‌‌Cassidy‌‌slid‌‌her‌‌Purple‌‌card‌‌                                 
over‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌The‌‌assassin‌‌hadn’t‌‌yet‌‌finished‌‌reading‌‌the‌‌text‌‌when‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌flair‌‌up,‌‌a‌‌                                     
tight‌ ‌ball‌ ‌of‌ ‌heat‌ ‌growing‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌belly.‌ ‌ 

“What‌ ‌did‌ ‌you‌ ‌-‌ ‌‌Oh!‌”‌ ‌ 

Cindi’s‌ ‌cartoonish‌ ‌tits‌ ‌bounced‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌convulsed.‌ ‌She‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌ ‌knot‌ ‌of‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌tie‌‌                             
tighter‌‌and‌‌tight‌‌in‌‌her‌‌loins,‌‌the‌‌flame‌‌of‌‌bliss‌‌burning‌‌brighter‌‌and‌‌brighter‌‌behind‌‌her‌‌abs‌‌and‌‌                                   
then‌‌it‌‌burst.‌‌Cindi’s‌‌stomach‌‌tightened‌‌up‌‌and‌‌she‌‌curled‌‌forward,‌‌her‌‌tits‌‌making‌‌the‌‌sounds‌‌of‌‌                                 
stretching‌‌rubber‌‌as‌‌she‌‌pressed‌‌them‌‌down‌‌into‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌The‌‌assassin‌‌gritted‌‌her‌‌teeth,‌‌adamant‌‌                               
that‌ ‌she‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌make‌ ‌a‌ ‌sound.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌other‌‌three‌‌watched‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌locked‌‌up‌‌into‌‌her‌‌first‌‌orgasm‌‌and‌‌then,‌‌after‌‌a‌‌moment,‌‌                                 
she‌‌began‌‌to‌‌relax‌‌and‌‌sit‌‌upright‌‌again‌‌-‌‌then‌‌the‌‌bubble‌‌of‌‌bliss‌‌began‌‌again‌‌to‌‌blow‌‌up‌‌inside‌‌                                       
her‌ ‌loins.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌gripped‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌ ‌second‌ ‌orgasm‌ ‌latch‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌just‌ ‌before‌ ‌the‌‌                                   
moment‌ ‌where‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌have‌ ‌considered‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌satisfying.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌was‌ ‌oozing‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌‌                             
first‌ ‌orgasm‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌another‌ ‌sport‌ ‌of‌ ‌juices‌ ‌oncoming‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌‌subsequent‌‌cum‌‌came‌‌                               
upon‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

While‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌entertaining‌ ‌to‌ ‌see‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌shudder‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌come‌ ‌down‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌‌                             
carnal‌ ‌crisis‌‌and‌‌was‌‌examining‌‌her‌‌cards‌‌with‌‌more‌‌thought.‌‌She‌‌had‌‌the‌‌opportunity‌‌to‌‌really‌‌                               
screw‌‌with‌‌Daphne‌‌twice‌‌this‌‌round‌‌if‌‌she‌‌played‌‌cards‌‌on‌‌her‌‌now‌‌‌and‌‌hit‌‌her‌‌with‌‌the‌‌Red‌‌card‌‌                                       
later.‌ ‌Plus,‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌just‌ ‌gotten‌ ‌use‌ ‌of‌ ‌those‌ ‌arms‌ ‌back…‌ ‌ 

“And‌ ‌for‌ ‌you…”‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌toothy‌ ‌sneer‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌across‌ ‌her‌ ‌face‌ ‌again‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌turned‌ ‌and‌‌                             
dropped‌ ‌down‌ ‌two‌ ‌cards,‌ ‌“...this‌ ‌should‌ ‌create‌ ‌some‌ ‌sort‌ ‌of‌ ‌fun‌ ‌for‌ ‌you.”‌ ‌ 

As‌‌had‌‌happened‌‌before‌‌Daphne‌‌barely‌‌had‌‌a‌‌chance‌‌to‌‌read‌‌what‌‌had‌‌been‌‌played‌‌on‌‌her‌‌                                 
before‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌it‌‌acting‌‌on‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌tickle‌‌under‌‌each‌‌armpit,‌‌which‌‌elicited‌‌a‌‌giggle‌‌from‌‌                                     
Daphne.‌‌She‌‌slapped‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌over‌‌her‌‌mouth,‌‌embarrassed‌‌to‌‌have‌‌revealed‌‌a‌‌ticklish‌‌spot.‌‌As‌‌                               
she‌‌moved‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌Daphne‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌change‌‌in‌‌her‌‌armpits,‌‌the‌‌sensation‌‌of‌‌split‌‌and‌‌formed‌‌labia‌‌                                   
sliding‌ ‌over‌ ‌one‌ ‌another‌ ‌instead‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌familiar‌ ‌feeling‌ ‌of‌ ‌stretching‌ ‌unbroken‌ ‌skin.‌ ‌ 

Not‌‌wanting‌‌to‌‌reveal‌‌to‌‌any‌‌of‌‌her‌‌competitors‌‌what‌‌had‌‌been‌‌done‌‌to‌‌her‌‌-‌‌especially‌‌not‌‌                                   
Cassidy‌ ‌-‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌across‌ ‌her‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌and‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌some‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌beneath‌ ‌her‌‌                             
biceps.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌V‌‌of‌‌her‌‌labia‌‌where‌‌the‌‌split‌‌began‌‌near‌‌her‌‌upper‌‌chest,‌‌the‌‌portion‌‌                                     



that‌ ‌would‌ ‌have‌ ‌been‌‌near‌‌her‌‌taint‌‌in‌‌the‌‌normal‌‌spot‌‌for‌‌a‌‌pussy.‌‌It‌‌followed‌‌the‌‌curve‌‌of‌‌her‌‌                                       
armpit‌ ‌back‌‌and‌‌angled‌‌up‌‌slightly,‌‌fingertips‌‌gently‌‌gliding‌‌in‌‌the‌‌valley‌‌of‌‌puffy‌‌lips.‌‌Daphne‌‌                               
could‌‌not‌‌hold‌‌back‌‌a‌‌shudder‌‌as‌‌she‌‌reached‌‌the‌‌other‌‌convergence‌‌of‌‌the‌‌new‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌labia,‌‌and‌‌                                     
she‌‌poked‌‌two‌‌new‌‌clits‌‌held‌‌tight‌‌below‌‌her‌‌shoulder‌‌blades.‌‌Moisture‌‌was‌‌already‌‌beginning‌‌to‌‌                               
form‌ ‌along‌ ‌the‌ ‌line‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌two‌ ‌new‌ ‌slits.‌ ‌ 

Curiosity‌ ‌satisfied‌‌Daphne‌‌suddenly‌‌remembered‌‌the‌‌Red‌‌card‌‌she‌‌could‌‌now‌‌play‌‌on‌‌her‌‌                           
attacker.‌‌She‌‌yanked‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌out‌‌from‌‌under‌‌her‌‌arms,‌‌her‌‌fingertips‌‌glistening‌‌lightly.‌‌Daphne‌‌                             
picked‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌Red-backed‌ ‌card‌ ‌and‌ ‌slapped‌ ‌it‌ ‌down‌ ‌in‌ ‌front‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

Just‌ ‌Ducky!‌ ‌Player’s‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌and‌ ‌nose‌ ‌are‌ ‌replaced‌ ‌by‌ ‌a‌ ‌fleshy‌ ‌duck’s‌ ‌bill.‌ ‌ 

“That‌ ‌should‌ ‌help‌ ‌you‌ ‌with‌ ‌all‌ ‌those‌ ‌selfies.”‌ ‌ 

“What‌ ‌did‌ ‌you‌ ‌do‌ ‌yooou‌ ‌biyooootch…”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy’s‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌wide‌‌as‌‌she‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌at‌‌her‌‌nose‌‌and‌‌lips‌‌stretching‌‌out‌‌from‌‌her‌‌                                 
face.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌inches‌ ‌and‌ ‌inches‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌air,‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌nose‌ ‌flattening‌ ‌until‌ ‌only‌ ‌her‌‌                               
nostrils‌ ‌remained‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌top‌ ‌of‌‌the‌‌forming‌‌protrusion.‌‌The‌‌other‌‌players‌‌winced‌‌as‌‌they‌‌heard‌‌                               
cracking‌ ‌coming‌ ‌from‌ ‌within‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌altering‌ ‌jaw,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌feel‌ ‌any‌ ‌pain‌ ‌-‌ ‌only‌ ‌a‌‌                               
tightness.‌ ‌ 

When‌ ‌the‌ ‌process‌ ‌was‌ ‌done‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌did‌ ‌indeed‌ ‌have‌ ‌something‌ ‌that‌ ‌resembled‌‌a‌‌duck’s‌‌                           
bill.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌shaped‌ ‌like‌ ‌one,‌ ‌hanging‌ ‌just‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌over‌ ‌five‌‌inches‌‌outward‌‌into‌‌the‌‌air.‌‌Vertical‌‌                                   
slits‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌nostrils‌ ‌sat‌ ‌along‌ ‌the‌ ‌top.‌ ‌But‌ ‌a‌ ‌split‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌top‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌‌bottom‌‌did‌‌not‌‌run‌‌the‌‌                                         
length‌‌of‌‌her‌‌extended‌‌cheeks.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌a‌‌“fleshy”‌‌bill,‌‌so‌‌it‌‌looked‌‌more‌‌like‌‌someone‌‌had‌‌stuck‌‌a‌‌                                     
vacuum‌‌on‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌face‌‌and‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌pull‌‌off‌‌her‌‌mouth.‌‌Perched‌‌at‌‌the‌‌end‌‌of‌‌her‌‌extended‌‌jaw‌‌                                     
were‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌lips,‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌unchanged.‌ ‌They‌‌were‌‌slightly‌‌fuller,‌‌and‌‌their‌‌corners‌‌were‌‌pulled‌‌                           
back‌ ‌a‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌but,‌ ‌but‌‌they‌‌were‌‌still‌‌human‌‌lips‌‌wrapped‌‌around‌‌an‌‌internal‌‌structure‌‌of‌‌a‌‌dick’s‌‌                                   
bill.‌ ‌ 

‌“You‌‌fooking‌‌bootch!”‌‌Cassidy‌‌proclaimed‌‌once‌‌more,‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌running‌‌down‌‌the‌‌length‌‌                           
of‌‌her‌‌stretched‌‌visage,‌‌her‌‌vowels‌‌slightly‌‌altered‌‌by‌‌the‌‌strange‌‌arrangement‌‌of‌‌her‌‌lips,‌‌“What‌‌                               
dood‌ ‌you‌ ‌do‌ ‌to‌ ‌me?”‌ ‌ 

“Why‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌you‌ ‌wait‌ ‌and‌ ‌ask‌ ‌that‌ ‌when‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌finished?”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌gave‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌‌predatory‌‌                             
smile.‌ ‌With‌ ‌that‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌picked‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌rest‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards,‌ ‌the‌ ‌motion‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌causing‌ ‌the‌‌                                   
pussies‌ ‌within‌ ‌her‌ ‌armpits‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌squeezed‌ ‌and‌ ‌mushed‌ ‌around‌ ‌slightly.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌still‌ ‌had‌ ‌the‌ ‌‌Hair‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌Eyes‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌cards,‌ ‌and‌ ‌now‌ ‌‌Nipples‌ ‌was‌ ‌added‌ ‌to‌ ‌it.‌ ‌Daphne’s‌‌                                 
Yellow‌ ‌card‌ ‌that‌ ‌read‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌grows‌‌grapes‌‌that‌‌cause‌‌orgasms‌‌when‌‌picked‌‌and‌‌eaten‌‌was‌‌                               



still‌ ‌very‌ ‌tempting,‌ ‌but‌ ‌now‌ ‌it‌ ‌had‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌is‌ ‌flattened‌ ‌into‌ ‌an‌ ‌erotically-charged‌ ‌living‌‌                             
anime-styled‌ ‌image.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌was‌‌tempted‌‌to‌‌play‌‌her‌‌new‌‌Purple‌‌card‌‌right‌‌now‌‌as‌‌well,‌‌but‌‌decided‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌it‌‌                                   
a‌ ‌secret.‌ ‌ 

“Jeepers,‌‌creepers,‌‌where’d‌‌you‌‌get‌‌those‌‌peepers?”‌‌Daphne‌‌laughed‌‌as‌‌she‌‌placed‌‌down‌‌                         
her‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌and‌ ‌Yellow‌ ‌selections‌ ‌in‌ ‌front‌ ‌of,‌ ‌“Oh,‌ ‌right‌ ‌-‌ ‌from‌ ‌me!”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌at‌‌what‌‌had‌‌been‌‌played‌‌on‌‌her‌‌and‌‌blinked...then‌‌blinked‌‌again‌‌as‌‌                             
her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌tingle.‌‌She‌‌closed‌‌them‌‌and‌‌winced,‌‌and‌‌as‌‌she‌‌did‌‌so‌‌the‌‌split‌‌of‌‌her‌‌closed‌‌                                       
eyelids‌‌shifted‌‌from‌‌a‌‌shadows‌‌to‌‌defined‌‌black‌‌lines.‌‌The‌‌lines‌‌each‌‌pulled‌‌back‌‌across‌‌her‌‌head‌‌                                 
towards‌ ‌her‌ ‌ears,‌ ‌getting‌ ‌longer‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyelids‌ ‌smoothed‌ ‌and‌ ‌changed‌ ‌from‌ ‌imperfect‌ ‌skin‌ ‌to‌‌                             
digital‌ ‌paint‌ ‌textures.‌‌ ‌  

When‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌opened‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌her‌ ‌new‌ ‌painted‌ ‌lookers‌ ‌were‌ ‌more‌‌than‌‌twice‌‌the‌‌size‌‌                             
her‌‌original‌‌eyes‌‌had‌‌been.‌‌Her‌‌head‌‌had‌‌smoothed‌‌so‌‌that‌‌the‌‌painted‌‌eyes‌‌sat‌‌smoothly‌‌on‌‌her‌‌                                   
head,‌ ‌pushing‌‌up‌‌into‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌forehead‌‌and‌‌wrapping‌‌around‌‌towards‌‌her‌‌ears.‌‌Her‌‌irises‌‌had‌‌                             
also‌ ‌gotten‌ ‌bigger,‌ ‌turning‌ ‌purple‌ ‌and‌ ‌feature‌ ‌large‌‌white‌‌spots‌‌that‌‌gave‌‌them‌‌a‌‌false‌‌sense‌‌of‌‌                                 
glassiness.‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌eyelashes‌‌were‌‌flattened‌‌against‌‌her‌‌skin‌‌as‌‌nothing‌‌more‌‌than‌‌black‌‌strikes‌‌                           
as‌ ‌ink‌ ‌overtop‌ ‌each‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌big‌ ‌eyes.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌foocker!”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌shouted‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌duck‌ ‌lips,‌ ‌her‌ ‌vision‌ ‌clearly‌ ‌expanded‌‌                       
thanks‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌larger‌ ‌painted‌ ‌eyes.‌ ‌The‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌and‌ ‌changed‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌seethed‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌seat,‌‌                             
ready‌ ‌to‌ ‌stand‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌pop‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌face.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌so‌ ‌angry‌‌that‌‌Cassidy‌‌completely‌‌                                 
forgot‌ ‌about‌ ‌her‌ ‌Red‌ ‌card.‌ ‌ 

“Okay,‌ ‌enough‌ ‌from‌ ‌you‌ ‌two,‌ ‌it’s‌ ‌my‌ ‌turn‌ ‌now,”‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌loudly‌ ‌announced.‌ ‌ 
Akari‌ ‌was‌ ‌practically‌ ‌giddy‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌started‌ ‌looking‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards,‌ ‌a‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌the‌‌                           

practical-minded‌ ‌woman‌ ‌rarely‌ ‌admitted‌ ‌to‌ ‌feeling.‌ ‌But‌ ‌she‌‌could‌‌talk‌‌again,‌‌in‌‌a‌‌fashion,‌‌and‌‌                             
she‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌savor‌ ‌playing‌ ‌some‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌new‌ ‌cards‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌obtained.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌first‌ ‌card‌ ‌to‌ ‌inspire‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌was‌ ‌her‌ ‌new‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card;‌ ‌‌Target‌ ‌Player‌ ‌shrinks‌ ‌to‌ ‌12‌‌                               
inches‌ ‌in‌ ‌height‌.‌ ‌That‌ ‌sounded‌ ‌delightfully‌ ‌inconvenient.‌ ‌ 

Joining‌‌her‌‌Blue‌‌‌Eyes‌‌and‌‌‌Arms‌‌cards‌‌was‌‌‌Breasts‌,‌‌which‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌a‌‌common‌‌card‌‌to‌‌get‌‌                                 
at‌ ‌this‌ ‌point.‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌grumbled‌ ‌at‌ ‌what‌ ‌felt‌ ‌like‌ ‌an‌ ‌uninspired‌ ‌draw.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌still‌ ‌had‌ ‌her‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌becomes‌ ‌bedazzled‌ ‌Yellow‌ ‌card,‌ ‌which‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌was‌ ‌again‌‌                           
unimpressed‌ ‌by.‌ ‌That‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌feel‌ ‌especially‌ ‌inconvenient‌ ‌to‌‌use‌‌on‌‌someone.‌‌But‌‌her‌‌new‌‌card‌                             
had‌ ‌potential;‌‌  Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌swaps‌ ‌with‌ ‌player‌ ‌to‌ ‌left.‌ ‌ 

Last‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌Red‌ ‌card,‌ ‌‌Sender‌ ‌grows‌ ‌a‌ ‌dick‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌tail.‌ ‌ 
Akari’s‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌tapped‌ ‌along‌ ‌the‌ ‌top‌ ‌edge‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌hand.‌ ‌She‌ ‌felt‌ ‌her‌ ‌pussy‌‌                                 

drooling‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs.‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌actually‌ ‌wished‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌down‌ ‌there‌ ‌to‌ ‌lap‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌‌                                 
juices.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wondered‌ ‌just‌ ‌what‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌able‌ ‌to‌ ‌ask‌ ‌for‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌won…‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌getting‌ ‌ahead‌ ‌of‌ ‌herself,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌corporate‌ ‌saboteur‌‌concentrated‌‌on‌‌what‌‌                           
she‌ ‌could‌ ‌do‌ ‌now.‌ ‌She’d‌‌already‌‌decided‌‌that‌‌the‌‌Purple‌‌card‌‌was‌‌going‌‌on‌‌Daphne.‌‌The‌‌little‌‌                                 



irritant‌‌had‌‌gotten‌‌back‌‌control‌‌of‌‌her‌‌arms?‌‌Akari‌‌figured‌‌they‌‌wouldn’t‌‌do‌‌her‌‌much‌‌good‌‌over‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌next‌ ‌twenty-four‌ ‌hours‌ ‌the‌ ‌size‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌ ‌doll’s.‌ ‌ 

That‌ ‌left‌ ‌picking‌‌between‌‌Cassidy‌‌and‌‌Cindi.‌‌Akari‌‌reminded‌‌herself‌‌what‌‌Reduxia‌‌had‌‌                         
mentioned‌ ‌to‌ ‌them‌ ‌-‌ ‌that‌ ‌this‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌just‌ ‌a‌ ‌game‌ ‌about‌ ‌fucking‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌players,‌ ‌points‌‌                                 
were‌ ‌what‌ ‌mattered‌ ‌here!‌ ‌Every‌ ‌card‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌someone‌ ‌counted‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌point‌ ‌towards‌ ‌‌their‌‌                             
score...and‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌slacking‌ ‌on‌ ‌tracking‌ ‌those‌ ‌points.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌had‌‌made‌‌herself‌‌such‌‌a‌‌target‌‌so‌‌far‌‌that‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌just‌‌look‌‌at‌‌what‌‌had‌‌been‌‌                                   
done‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌by‌ ‌this‌ ‌round‌ ‌and‌ ‌guess‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌cheerleader-turned-satyr‌ ‌probably‌ ‌had‌ ‌more‌ ‌card‌‌                             
points‌‌than‌‌Cindi‌‌had...likely‌‌more‌‌than‌‌any‌‌of‌‌them‌‌had.‌‌Akari‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌and‌‌decided‌‌                                 
that‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌best‌‌interest‌‌to‌‌play‌‌her‌‌cards‌‌on‌‌Cindi‌‌-‌‌and‌‌of‌‌those‌‌choices,‌‌to‌‌use‌‌the‌‌one‌‌                                           
that‌ ‌would‌ ‌most‌ ‌deter‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌from‌ ‌feeling‌ ‌like‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌use‌ ‌more‌ ‌changes.‌ 

“Alright…”‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌voice‌ ‌wafted‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌under‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌drew‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards‌ ‌and‌‌                             
placed‌ ‌them‌ ‌before‌ ‌Cindi,‌ ‌“This‌ ‌should‌ ‌make‌ ‌for‌ ‌an‌ ‌interesting‌ ‌exchange.”‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌realize‌ ‌just‌ ‌‌how‌ ‌interesting‌ ‌playing‌ ‌the‌ ‌‌Breasts‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌Blue‌‌Card‌‌swaps‌‌with‌‌                           
player‌ ‌to‌ ‌left.‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌be.‌ ‌Before‌ ‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌even‌‌grit‌‌back‌‌another‌‌orgasm‌‌and‌‌lean‌‌far‌‌                                   
enough‌ ‌forward‌ ‌to‌ ‌read‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌‌boobs‌‌what‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌set‌‌down‌‌her‌‌two‌‌enormous‌‌cartoonish‌‌                               
breasts‌‌popped‌‌off‌‌her‌‌chest‌‌with‌‌equally‌‌cartoonish‌‌‌Pop!‌‌Pop!‌‌sounds.‌‌She‌‌fell‌‌backwards‌‌into‌‌                             
her‌ ‌chair‌ ‌and‌ ‌exclaimed,‌ ‌“What‌ ‌the‌ ‌shit?!”‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌came.‌ ‌ 

Breathing‌ ‌haggardly‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌her‌‌body‌‌to‌‌see‌‌completely‌‌flat‌‌smooth‌‌skin‌‌                           
where‌‌her‌‌absurd‌‌tits‌‌had‌‌hung.‌‌Cassidy‌‌was‌‌doing‌‌the‌‌same,‌‌as‌‌her‌‌own‌‌saline-filled‌‌tits‌‌had‌‌also‌‌                                   
leapt‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌‌table,‌‌making‌‌no‌‌other‌‌sound‌‌themselves‌‌aside‌‌from‌‌landing‌‌with‌‌                               
squishy‌ ‌‌thud!‌s.‌ ‌ 

“Shoot,‌ ‌what?‌ ‌Those‌ ‌cosp‌ ‌too‌ ‌mooch‌ ‌to-”‌ ‌ 
The‌‌actions‌‌from‌‌the‌‌magic‌‌cards‌‌had‌‌pressed‌‌on‌‌regardless‌‌of‌‌Cindi‌‌and‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌time‌‌                             

to‌‌react.‌‌Cindi’s‌‌toon‌‌tits‌‌rolled‌‌across‌‌the‌‌table‌‌and‌‌cards‌‌making‌‌‌woowhump‌‌woowhump‌‌sounds‌‌                             
as‌ ‌they‌ ‌went,‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌simply‌ ‌rolling‌ ‌by‌ ‌them‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌quiet‌ ‌grace‌ ‌one‌ ‌would‌ ‌expect‌ ‌from‌‌                               
disembodied‌ ‌self-locomotive‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌little‌ ‌leaps‌ ‌each‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌boobs‌ ‌bounced‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌and‌ ‌struck‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌and‌‌                               
Cassidy‌‌on‌‌their‌‌rib‌‌cages,‌‌the‌‌flesh‌‌merging‌‌and‌‌taking‌‌hold‌‌and‌‌sticking‌‌fast.‌‌Cindi‌‌grabbed‌‌the‌‌                                 
table’s‌ ‌edge‌ ‌and‌ ‌braced‌ ‌herself‌ ‌for‌ ‌what‌ ‌were‌ ‌smaller‌‌breasts‌‌than‌‌what‌‌she’d‌‌grown‌‌the‌‌night‌‌                               
before,‌‌but‌‌as‌‌they‌‌weren’t‌‌cartoons‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌former‌‌tits‌‌packed‌‌on‌‌more‌‌weight.‌‌Cassidy‌‌barely‌‌                             
had‌ ‌to‌ ‌move‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌new‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌up‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌with‌ ‌‌schluck!‌ ‌schluck!‌‌ ‌sounds.‌ ‌ 

Other‌‌than‌‌Cindi‌‌trembling‌‌from‌‌another‌‌orgasm‌‌there‌‌was‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌where‌‌no‌‌one‌‌who‌‌                             
had‌ ‌just‌ ‌seen‌ ‌what‌ ‌had‌ ‌happened‌ ‌could‌ ‌quite‌ ‌gather‌ ‌the‌ ‌words‌ ‌to‌ ‌comment‌ ‌on‌ ‌it,‌ ‌not‌ ‌even‌‌                                 
Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

“Well,”‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌finally‌ ‌muttered,‌ ‌“That‌‌was‌‌certainly‌‌unexpected.‌‌And‌‌it’s‌‌going‌‌to‌‌make‌‌                         
this‌‌ ‌seem‌ ‌pretty‌ ‌mundane.”‌ ‌As‌ ‌she‌ ‌spoke‌ ‌she‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌the‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌over‌ ‌towards‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌ 



“Whoot‌ ‌the‌ ‌foock‌ ‌is‌ ‌bis!‌ ‌Gib‌ ‌me‌ ‌back‌ ‌my‌ ‌booobs!”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌ignored‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌cussing‌‌and‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌at‌‌what‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌just‌‌played‌‌on‌‌her.‌‌                             
She‌‌got‌‌only‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌to‌‌read‌‌it‌‌before‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌current‌‌of‌‌air‌‌over‌‌her‌‌-‌‌a‌‌vacuum‌‌as‌‌she‌‌began‌‌                                             
to‌ ‌rapidly‌ ‌shrink‌ ‌in‌ ‌size!‌ ‌Thinking‌ ‌fast‌ ‌she‌ ‌let‌‌her‌‌top‌‌slide‌‌down‌‌over‌‌her‌‌shoulders‌‌and‌‌arms‌‌                                   
and‌ ‌slimming‌ ‌upper‌ ‌body‌ ‌before‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌get‌ ‌too‌ ‌small‌ ‌to‌ ‌reach‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

As‌‌Daphne’s‌‌feet‌‌rose‌‌up‌‌from‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌and‌‌her‌‌ankles‌‌knocked‌‌the‌‌edge‌‌of‌‌her‌‌chair‌‌she‌‌                                   
pulled‌‌her‌‌reducing‌‌form‌‌up‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌table‌‌and‌‌rolled‌‌her‌‌naked‌‌body‌‌on‌‌up‌‌to‌‌it,‌‌her‌‌four‌‌breasts‌‌                                       
getting‌‌squished‌‌under‌‌her‌‌and‌‌all‌‌four‌‌nipples‌‌spurting‌‌out‌‌quite‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌of‌‌honey.‌‌Daphne‌‌quickly‌‌                                 
stood‌‌herself‌‌up‌‌upon‌‌the‌‌table‌‌top,‌‌her‌‌little‌‌half-inch‌‌long‌‌feet‌‌sinking‌‌into‌‌the‌‌puddle‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌                                   
she’d‌ ‌expelled.‌ ‌ 

Everyone‌‌around‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌arguing‌‌angrily‌‌about‌‌whose‌‌tits‌‌were‌‌whose,‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌                         
felt‌ ‌her‌ ‌heart‌ ‌jump‌ ‌in‌ ‌apprehension‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌all‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌huge,‌ ‌which‌ ‌made‌ ‌sense.‌ ‌She‌‌                                 
looked‌‌down‌‌at‌‌the‌‌card‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌placed‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌her‌‌-‌‌which‌‌was‌‌now‌‌nearly‌‌half‌‌Daphne’s‌‌                                     
new‌ ‌height‌ ‌-‌ ‌and‌ ‌let‌ ‌out‌ ‌a‌ ‌frustrated‌ ‌sigh.‌ ‌ 

“Fuck‌ ‌you!”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌shouted‌ ‌at‌ ‌Akari.‌ 

But‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌little‌ ‌voice‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌be‌ ‌heard‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌ruckus‌ ‌playing‌ ‌out‌ ‌between‌ ‌the‌                             
other‌ ‌three‌ ‌players.‌ ‌ 

“Boose‌ ‌are‌ ‌by‌ ‌booobs,‌ ‌I‌ ‌wand‌ ‌bem‌ ‌back!”‌ ‌ 

“Hey!‌ ‌Listen‌ ‌to‌ ‌me!”‌ ‌ 

“Nah,‌ ‌I‌ ‌think‌ ‌I‌ ‌like‌ ‌these‌ ‌better‌ ‌than‌ ‌those‌ ‌stupid‌ ‌sound‌ ‌machines.‌‌Gonna‌‌have‌‌to‌‌deal‌‌                               
with‌ ‌some‌ ‌back‌ ‌ache‌ ‌though…”‌ ‌ 

“Why‌ ‌dood‌ ‌you‌ ‌doo‌ ‌bis‌ ‌tooo‌ ‌us?”‌ 

“Why‌ ‌have‌ ‌any‌ ‌of‌ ‌us‌ ‌done‌ ‌any‌ ‌of‌ ‌this‌ ‌to‌ ‌each‌ ‌other?”‌ ‌ 

“Let’s‌ ‌see‌ ‌if‌ ‌‌this‌‌ ‌gets‌ ‌your‌ ‌attention!”‌ ‌ 

Akari‌‌leaned‌‌back‌‌in‌‌her‌‌chair,‌‌a‌‌smile‌‌on‌‌her‌‌face.‌‌She‌‌started‌‌to‌‌cross‌‌her‌‌arms,‌‌but‌‌as‌‌                                     
she‌‌did‌‌so‌‌a‌‌tingle‌‌fell‌‌over‌‌her‌‌body,‌‌starting‌‌at‌‌her‌‌fingertips.‌‌Looking‌‌to‌‌her‌‌hand‌‌Akari’s‌‌eyes‌‌                                     
went‌ ‌wide‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌saw‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌starting‌ ‌to‌ ‌flatten!‌ ‌ 

“What‌ ‌the‌ ‌Hellllllll…?‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌voice‌ ‌from‌ ‌under‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌let‌ ‌out‌ ‌a‌ ‌long‌ ‌wheeze‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌‌                               
chest‌‌pressed‌‌back‌‌in‌‌on‌‌itself,‌‌her‌‌lungs‌‌flattening‌‌and‌‌pushing‌‌out‌‌all‌‌of‌‌their‌‌air‌‌like‌‌a‌‌bellows.‌‌                                     
Her‌‌entire‌‌form‌‌was‌‌compressing‌‌in‌‌towards‌‌her‌‌vertical‌‌center,‌‌front‌‌and‌‌back‌‌thinning‌‌at‌‌equal‌‌                               
speed.‌‌Akari’s‌‌body‌‌was‌‌becoming‌‌weak‌‌and‌‌incapable‌‌of‌‌supporting‌‌itself‌‌as‌‌her‌‌flesh‌‌and‌‌bone‌‌                               



slimmed,‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌‌head‌‌tipped‌‌backwards‌‌to‌‌lay‌‌gently‌‌on‌‌the‌‌back‌‌of‌‌her‌‌chair‌‌-‌‌she‌‌never‌‌saw‌‌                                     
the‌ ‌card‌ ‌that‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌hefted‌ ‌before‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Like‌ ‌a‌ ‌balloon‌ ‌-‌ ‌or‌ ‌sex‌ ‌doll‌ ‌-‌ ‌losing‌ ‌air,‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌shape‌ ‌slimmed‌ ‌and‌ ‌sunk‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
contours‌‌of‌‌the‌‌chair,‌‌her‌‌clothes‌‌now‌‌resting‌‌heavily‌‌on‌‌her‌‌and‌‌pulling‌‌her‌‌downwards‌‌towards‌‌                               
the‌‌seat.‌‌As‌‌she‌‌was‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌move‌‌nothing‌‌more‌‌than‌‌her‌‌eyes,‌‌which‌‌shot‌‌back‌‌and‌‌forth‌‌at‌‌                                     
those‌ ‌who‌ ‌watched‌ ‌her‌ ‌with‌ ‌shock‌ ‌or‌ ‌amusement.‌ ‌ 

To‌‌those‌‌who‌‌were‌‌ogling‌‌her‌‌predicament‌‌all‌‌that‌‌was‌‌next‌‌seen‌‌was‌‌Akari‌‌disappear‌‌in‌‌a‌‌                                 
flash‌‌of‌‌light‌‌and‌‌reappear‌‌leaning‌‌against‌‌the‌‌wall.‌‌But‌‌wasn’t‌‌the‌‌human‌‌Akari‌‌leaning‌‌against‌‌                               
the‌ ‌wall.‌ ‌A‌ ‌dark‌ ‌oak‌‌wooden‌‌frame‌‌surrounded‌‌a‌‌canvas‌‌of‌‌black‌‌velvet.‌‌And‌‌“painted”‌‌across‌‌                               
the‌ ‌light‌ ‌fuzz‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌was‌ ‌Akari.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌‌had‌‌felt‌‌everything‌‌that‌‌had‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌into‌‌the‌‌canvas‌‌that‌‌had‌‌flashed‌‌into‌‌existence.‌‌                               
Her‌ ‌body‌ ‌was‌ ‌already‌ ‌bound‌ ‌by‌ ‌its‌ ‌two-dimensional‌ ‌limits‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌sunk‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair.‌ ‌It‌‌                                 
wasn’t‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌feel‌‌how‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌and‌‌legs‌‌were‌‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌respond‌‌to‌‌her‌‌commands,‌‌but‌‌                                   
she’d‌‌become‌‌so‌‌thin‌‌that‌‌the‌‌gravity‌‌she‌‌had‌‌once‌‌so‌‌easily‌‌overcome‌‌was‌‌pulling‌‌her‌‌down‌‌too‌‌                                   
greatly.‌ ‌ 

Her‌‌clothing,‌‌which‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌not‌‌considered‌‌heavy‌‌before‌‌hand,‌‌had‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌down‌‌and‌‌                             
pinned‌ ‌her‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair‌ ‌like‌ ‌sandbags.‌ ‌The‌ ‌entire‌ ‌experience‌ ‌had‌ ‌felt‌ ‌like‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌stuck‌‌                               
between‌ ‌two‌ ‌vices‌ ‌and‌ ‌squeezed,‌ ‌although‌ ‌instead‌‌of‌‌popping‌‌and‌‌breaking‌‌her‌‌flesh‌‌and‌‌bone‌‌                             
just‌ ‌collapsed‌ ‌like‌ ‌squeezed‌ ‌sponges.‌ ‌That‌ ‌pressure‌ ‌on‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌and‌ ‌pussy‌‌was‌‌actually‌‌                           
quite‌ ‌erotic,‌ ‌not‌ ‌that‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌could‌ ‌tell‌ ‌the‌ ‌difference‌ ‌in‌ ‌how‌ ‌her‌ ‌slit‌ ‌reacted‌ ‌to‌ ‌anything.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌it‌ ‌became‌ ‌clear‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌become‌ ‌any‌ ‌slimmer‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌ ‌herself‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌ass‌ ‌first‌‌                               
from‌ ‌the‌ ‌chair.‌ ‌As‌ ‌her‌ ‌form‌ ‌flew‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌felt‌ ‌her‌ ‌very‌ ‌molecules‌ ‌soften,‌ ‌nearly‌‌                                 
liquefying.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌butt‌‌collide‌‌with‌‌something‌‌soft‌‌and‌‌stick‌‌there‌‌as‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌her‌‌skin-thin‌‌                                   
body‌‌follower‌‌suit.‌‌Soon‌‌she‌‌was‌‌completely‌‌spread‌‌and‌‌adhered‌‌to‌‌a‌‌material‌‌that‌‌was‌‌thin‌‌but‌‌                                 
still‌ ‌had‌ ‌relief.‌ ‌ 

Under‌ ‌these‌ ‌new‌ ‌circumstances‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌found‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌stand‌ ‌and‌ ‌move‌ ‌once‌‌more‌‌-‌‌                             
although‌ ‌not‌ ‌without‌ ‌significant‌ ‌restriction.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌step‌ ‌forward‌ ‌or‌ ‌backwards,‌ ‌only‌‌                         
shimmy‌‌left‌‌and‌‌right.‌‌And‌‌even‌‌that‌‌had‌‌it’s‌‌limits‌‌-‌‌Akari‌‌felt‌‌an‌‌uncomfortable‌‌pressure‌‌pinch‌‌                                 
at‌ ‌her‌ ‌shoulders‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌bumped‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌sides‌ ‌of‌‌her‌‌enclosure‌‌-‌‌the‌‌points‌‌at‌‌which‌‌the‌‌velvet‌‌                                     
bent‌ ‌around‌ ‌the‌ ‌sides‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌wood‌ ‌framework‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌across.‌ ‌ 

Looking‌ ‌forward‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌three‌ ‌bitches‌ ‌gawking‌ ‌at‌ ‌her,‌ ‌but‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌‌                             
turned‌‌her‌‌head‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌only‌‌“see”‌‌pure‌‌blackness.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌pass‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌and‌‌arms‌‌in‌‌front‌‌                                   
and‌ ‌behind‌ ‌each‌ ‌other,‌ ‌but‌ ‌had‌ ‌no‌ ‌choice‌‌but‌‌to‌‌tightly‌‌brush‌‌her‌‌skin‌‌together.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌like‌‌she‌‌                                     



was‌‌vacuum-sealed‌‌into‌‌something,‌‌her‌‌form‌‌at‌‌all‌‌times‌‌pressed‌‌against‌‌itself.‌‌The‌‌others‌‌could‌‌                             
see‌ ‌that‌ ‌this‌ ‌was‌ ‌because‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌become‌ ‌a‌ ‌living‌ ‌painted‌ ‌image‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌black‌ ‌velvet.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌looked‌ ‌like‌ ‌any‌ ‌finely‌ ‌detailed‌ ‌painting‌ ‌on‌ ‌such‌ ‌a‌ ‌“classy”‌ ‌medium,‌ ‌only‌ ‌her‌‌                           
movement‌‌and‌‌one‌‌other‌‌aspect‌‌indicating‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌something‌‌more‌‌than‌‌just‌‌a‌‌chitzy‌‌decor‌‌                               
item.‌‌And‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌extra‌‌indicator,‌‌even‌‌if‌‌she‌‌hadn’t‌‌figured‌‌it‌‌out‌‌yet.‌‌But‌‌the‌‌others‌‌                                     
could‌ ‌see‌ ‌it.‌ ‌The‌ ‌transformation‌ ‌from‌ ‌human‌‌to‌‌art‌‌had‌‌not‌‌reduced‌‌the‌‌runniness‌‌of‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌                                 
juices.‌‌They‌‌continued‌‌to‌‌flow‌‌out‌‌of‌‌Akari’s‌‌slit,‌‌at‌‌first‌‌absorbing‌‌into‌‌the‌‌velvet.‌‌As‌‌she‌‌shifted‌‌                                   
back‌‌and‌‌forth‌‌across‌‌the‌‌material‌‌a‌‌dark‌‌wet‌‌blotch‌‌followed‌‌her‌‌groin,‌‌and‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌that‌                                   
moisted‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌painted‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌‌moved‌‌across‌‌the‌‌material.‌‌The‌‌longer‌‌she‌‌stayed‌‌in‌‌one‌‌                                 
spot‌ ‌the‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌would‌ ‌become‌ ‌saturated‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌juices‌ ‌started‌ ‌to‌ ‌flow‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌canvas.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌arguing‌ ‌between‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌three‌ ‌players‌ ‌had‌ ‌stopped‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌looked‌ ‌on‌ ‌at‌ ‌Akari’s‌‌                             
predicament.‌‌So‌‌far‌‌their‌‌changes‌‌had‌‌been‌‌invasive,‌‌inconvenient,‌‌or‌‌at‌‌the‌‌least‌‌embarrassing,‌‌                           
but‌‌even‌‌Cassidy‌‌-‌‌who‌‌had‌‌most‌‌embraced‌‌her‌‌changes‌‌-‌‌had‌‌to‌‌take‌‌pause‌‌at‌‌the‌‌restiveness‌‌of‌‌                                     
this‌ ‌card’s‌ ‌results.‌ ‌Even‌ ‌if‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌only‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌day,‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌watched‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌struggle‌ ‌fruitless‌‌                                 
against‌ ‌her‌ ‌circumstances‌ ‌and‌ ‌silently‌ ‌shout,‌ ‌she‌ ‌realized‌ ‌that‌ ‌this‌ ‌illustrated‌‌the‌‌extreme‌‌ends‌‌                           
that‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌theoretically‌ ‌possible‌ ‌any‌ ‌of‌ ‌them‌ ‌could‌ ‌become‌ ‌stuck‌ ‌with‌ ‌for‌ ‌more‌ ‌than‌ ‌a‌ ‌day.‌ ‌ 

“Bwell,‌ ‌bat‌ ‌is‌ ‌weawwy‌ ‌fugged‌ ‌up,”‌ ‌the‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌sputtered.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌think‌ ‌it‌ ‌is‌ ‌about‌ ‌time‌ ‌we‌ ‌brought‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening‌ ‌to‌ ‌a‌ ‌close,”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌stated‌ ‌dryly.‌ ‌Her‌‌                                 
stomach‌‌was‌‌turning.‌‌She’d‌‌been‌‌one‌‌card‌‌play‌‌away‌‌from‌‌having‌‌‌that‌‌potentially‌‌happen‌‌to‌‌her.‌                               
Trapped,‌‌exposed...if‌‌someone‌‌stuck‌‌a‌‌knife‌‌through‌‌Akari’s‌‌painted‌‌belly‌‌right‌‌now‌‌what‌‌would‌‌                           
happen?‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌seriously‌ ‌wondering‌ ‌if‌ ‌taking‌ ‌up‌ ‌with‌ ‌this‌ ‌game‌ ‌had‌ ‌really‌ ‌been‌ ‌the‌ ‌safer‌‌                               
option‌ ‌over‌ ‌running.‌ ‌She‌ ‌needed‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌this‌ ‌room‌ ‌and‌ ‌back‌‌where‌‌she‌‌had‌‌a‌‌little‌‌more‌‌                                     
control‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌circumstances.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌picked‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards‌ ‌and‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌outfit‌ ‌the‌ ‌new‌‌                               
Who‌ ‌am‌ ‌I?‌ ‌Forget‌ ‌your‌ ‌identity,‌ ‌accept‌ ‌what‌ ‌Player‌ ‌tells‌ ‌you‌ ‌as‌ ‌fact.‌‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌Card.‌ ‌ 

There‌ ‌were‌ ‌new‌ ‌cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌hand‌ ‌but‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌pay‌ ‌them‌ ‌much‌ ‌mind.‌ ‌Instead‌ ‌she‌‌                               
simply‌ ‌threw‌ ‌two‌ ‌down‌ ‌in‌ ‌front‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌ 

“There,‌ ‌sorry.‌ ‌I‌ ‌just‌ ‌want‌ ‌this‌ ‌round‌ ‌to‌ ‌end.‌ ‌Good‌ ‌luck‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌evening,‌ ‌everybody.”‌ ‌ 

Cindi’s‌ ‌exit‌ ‌was‌ ‌designed‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌swift‌ ‌and‌ ‌without‌ ‌interruption,‌ ‌and‌ ‌by‌ ‌that‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌‌                             
successful.‌ ‌Only‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌had‌ ‌time‌ ‌to‌ ‌chase‌ ‌briskly‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌after‌ ‌her‌ ‌former‌ ‌lover‌ ‌as‌‌                               
Cindi‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌by‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌frame‌ ‌and‌ ‌vanished‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌hallway.‌ ‌ 

“Wait!‌ ‌Where‌ ‌are‌ ‌you‌ ‌going?‌ ‌What‌ ‌‌[cards]‌ ‌clitorises‌ ‌did‌ ‌you‌ ‌play?”‌ ‌As‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌spoke,‌ ‌not‌ ‌even‌‌                               
realizing‌‌yet‌‌that‌‌the‌‌word‌‌she‌‌had‌‌intended‌‌to‌‌use‌‌had‌‌been‌‌replaced‌‌with‌‌another,‌‌she‌‌shuddered‌‌                                 
as‌‌a‌‌very‌‌sensual‌‌tingle‌‌tickled‌‌all‌‌three‌‌of‌‌her‌‌clits.‌‌Daphne‌‌hugged‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌and‌‌tits‌‌as‌‌her‌‌body‌‌                                       



shuddered‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌sensation,‌ ‌all‌ ‌three‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌moistening.‌ ‌As‌ ‌she‌ ‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌breath‌‌Daphne‌‌                             
recognized‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌misspoke.‌ ‌ 

“Why‌‌did‌‌I‌‌say‌‌clitorises‌‌instead‌‌of‌‌‌[cards]‌ ‌clitorises?”‌ ‌Another‌‌sensation‌‌across‌‌all‌‌three‌‌sensitive‌‌                             
nubs,‌ ‌another‌ ‌tighter‌ ‌squeeze‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌upper‌ ‌body,‌ ‌and‌ ‌another‌ ‌shudder‌ ‌convinced‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌her‌‌                           
suspicion‌ ‌was‌ ‌correct‌ ‌-‌ ‌this‌ ‌was‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌caused‌ ‌by‌ ‌whatever‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌had‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Tiny‌ ‌naked‌ ‌feet‌ ‌took‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌past‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌cards‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌stood‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌edge‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌cards‌‌                                   
Cindi‌ ‌had‌ ‌dropped‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌table.‌ ‌The‌ ‌Yellow‌ ‌Card‌ ‌read‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌replaces‌ ‌common‌ ‌nouns‌‌                             
when‌ ‌speaking‌ ‌and‌ ‌feels‌ ‌the‌ ‌intended‌ ‌word‌ ‌when‌ ‌mentioned‌.‌‌ ‌  

It‌ ‌then‌ ‌came‌ ‌as‌ ‌no‌ ‌surprise‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌read‌ ‌‌Clitoris.‌ ‌ 

“Wou‌ ‌weawwy‌ ‌fugged‌ ‌be‌ ‌ub,‌ ‌and‌ ‌mow‌ ‌I‌ ‌phink‌ ‌fome‌ ‌payback‌ ‌if‌ ‌neebed.”‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌lisping‌ ‌voice‌ ‌that‌ ‌boomed‌ ‌overhead‌ ‌sent‌ ‌a‌ ‌different‌ ‌kind‌ ‌of‌ ‌shiver‌ ‌through‌ ‌Daphne,‌‌                           
and‌ ‌she‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌see‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌looming‌ ‌overhead.‌ ‌The‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌instantly‌ ‌started‌‌                           
backpedaling‌‌across‌‌the‌‌table‌‌as‌‌Cassidy‌‌began‌‌to‌‌cross‌‌around‌‌towards‌‌her.‌‌Uncertain‌‌of‌‌where‌‌                             
the‌ ‌edge‌ ‌was‌ ‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌check‌‌behind‌‌her‌‌shoulder‌‌and‌‌keep‌‌an‌‌eye‌‌on‌‌the‌‌looming‌‌                                   
giantess,‌‌but‌‌in‌‌the‌‌process‌‌failed‌‌to‌‌see‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌about‌‌to‌‌step‌‌on‌‌the‌‌cards‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌played.‌‌                                       
They‌‌were‌‌slick‌‌atop‌‌the‌‌table’s‌‌surface‌‌and‌‌Daphne’s‌‌right‌‌foot‌‌swung‌‌out‌‌from‌‌under‌‌her.‌‌She‌                                 
toppled‌ ‌hard‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌table,‌ ‌but‌ ‌only‌ ‌made‌ ‌the‌ ‌lightest‌ ‌‌tonk!‌ ‌sound‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌marble-sized‌‌                               
shoulder‌ ‌struck‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌wood.‌ ‌ 

“No,‌‌get‌‌away‌‌from‌‌me!”‌‌Daphne‌‌screamed,‌‌throwing‌‌up‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌to‌‌protect‌‌herself‌‌as‌‌Cassidy‌‌                               
raised‌ ‌her‌ ‌fist.‌ ‌ 

“Wet’f‌ ‌fee‌ ‌you‌ ‌pway‌ ‌mowe‌ ‌phucking‌ ‌cawdf‌ ‌om‌ ‌me‌ ‌if‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌a‌ ‌coafter!”‌ ‌ 

‌Daphne‌ ‌shut‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌tightly‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌brought‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌fist.‌ ‌The‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌felt‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
breeze‌‌of‌‌air‌‌as‌‌something‌‌moved‌‌over‌‌her,‌‌but‌‌there‌‌was‌‌no‌‌impact.‌‌Slowly‌‌opening‌‌one‌‌eyelid‌‌                                 
Daphne‌ ‌saw‌ ‌that‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌fist‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌stopped.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌shocked‌ ‌look‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌both‌‌                               
looked‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌futuristic‌ ‌cigarette‌‌holder‌‌hanging‌‌in‌‌the‌‌air‌‌between‌‌them,‌‌gently‌‌but‌‌completely‌‌                             
stopping‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌attack.‌ ‌ 

“No‌ ‌no‌ ‌no,‌ ‌naughty‌ ‌naughty…”‌ ‌ 

These‌‌words‌‌were‌‌spoken‌‌in‌‌the‌‌unmistakable‌‌voice‌‌of‌‌Lady‌‌Reduxia,‌‌towards‌‌whom‌‌both‌‌                           
Daphne‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌turned.‌ ‌A‌‌bit‌‌of‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌tale‌‌was‌‌curled‌‌around‌‌the‌‌end‌‌of‌‌the‌‌futuristic‌‌                                 
filter.‌ ‌Only‌ ‌the‌ ‌strange‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌otherworldly‌ ‌abilities‌ ‌could‌ ‌have‌ ‌explained‌ ‌how‌ ‌such‌ ‌a‌ ‌soft‌‌                           
looking‌ ‌appendage‌ ‌could‌ ‌have‌ ‌stopped‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌strike.‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌had‌ ‌one‌‌hand‌‌to‌‌her‌‌hip,‌‌and‌‌                             
the‌ ‌other‌ ‌was‌ ‌wagging‌ ‌a‌ ‌raised‌ ‌finger.‌ ‌ 



Cassidy‌‌hadn’t‌‌yet‌‌gathered‌‌up‌‌the‌‌ability‌‌to‌‌respond‌‌to‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌chastisement.‌‌Just‌‌being‌‌                           
in‌ ‌their‌ ‌host’s‌ ‌presence‌ ‌was‌ ‌overwhelming,‌ ‌and‌ ‌learning‌ ‌that‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌done‌ ‌something‌ ‌to‌‌                           
upset‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌felt‌ ‌soul‌ ‌crushing.‌ ‌Just‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌resolve‌ ‌was‌ ‌starting‌ ‌to‌ ‌bubble‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌former‌‌                               
cheerleader’s‌ ‌throat‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌spoke‌ ‌again.‌ ‌ 

“Have‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌to‌ ‌say‌ ‌for‌ ‌yourself?‌ ‌Perhaps‌ ‌the‌ ‌best‌ ‌thing‌ ‌for‌ ‌now‌ ‌is‌ ‌to‌ ‌put‌ ‌some‌ ‌space‌‌                                 
between‌ ‌the‌ ‌two‌ ‌of‌ ‌you‌ ‌until‌ ‌tempers‌ ‌have‌ ‌calmed.”‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌that‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌flashed‌ ‌a‌ ‌smile‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌watched‌ ‌as‌ ‌both‌ ‌women‌ ‌vanished.‌ ‌ 

From‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor,‌ ‌where‌ ‌her‌ ‌frame‌ ‌was‌ ‌propped‌ ‌up‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall,‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌laughed‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌                               
shouted‌‌‌She‌‌should‌‌have‌‌squished‌‌you!‌‌but‌‌as‌‌she‌‌moved‌‌her‌‌mouth‌‌Akari‌‌realized‌‌no‌‌sound‌‌was‌‌                                 
being‌‌made.‌‌It‌‌wasn’t‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌speaking‌‌and‌‌couldn’t‌‌be‌‌heard,‌‌Akari‌‌couldn’t‌‌even‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌                                 
light‌ ‌vibrations‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌lower‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌throat‌ ‌that‌ ‌accompanied‌ ‌any‌ ‌speech.‌ ‌The‌ ‌fact‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
matter‌‌was‌‌that‌‌Akari‌‌was‌‌now‌‌nothing‌‌more‌‌than‌‌animated‌‌paint‌‌on‌‌velvet,‌‌there‌‌was‌‌no‌‌air‌‌in‌‌                                   
her‌‌to‌‌move‌‌over‌‌vocal‌‌chords.‌‌At‌‌this‌‌realization‌‌she‌‌angrily‌‌swung‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌and‌‌raged‌‌silently‌‌                                 
atop‌ ‌her‌ ‌damp‌ ‌canvas.‌ ‌ 

For‌‌Daphne‌‌tt‌‌took‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌for‌‌the‌‌overwhelming‌‌awe‌‌of‌‌Lady‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌presence‌‌to‌‌ebb‌‌                               
away‌‌after‌‌she‌‌had‌‌left.‌‌Daphne‌‌felt‌‌like‌‌it‌‌was‌‌almost‌‌like‌‌waking‌‌up‌‌from‌‌a‌‌dream‌‌as‌‌she‌‌fully‌‌                                       
got‌ ‌her‌ ‌wits‌ ‌about‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

What‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌confirmed‌ ‌‌wasn’t‌ ‌a‌ ‌dream‌ ‌was‌ ‌her‌ ‌miniaturized‌ ‌predicament.‌ ‌She‌‌                       
looked‌ ‌around‌ ‌to‌ ‌reread‌ ‌the‌ ‌cards‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌only‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌that‌ ‌they‌ ‌had‌ ‌all‌‌                                     
vanished‌ ‌as‌ ‌well!‌ ‌ 

“Damn‌ ‌you‌ ‌all!”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌shouted,‌ ‌slamming‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌foot‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌table,‌ ‌‌“Even‌ ‌you,‌ ‌Cindi!‌‌                             
Especially‌ ‌you,‌‌Cindi!‌‌You’re‌‌all‌‌‌[bitches]‌ ‌clitorises!”‌ ‌Daphne‌‌shuddered‌‌as‌‌all‌‌three‌‌clits‌‌reacted‌‌to‌‌her‌‌                               
words.‌ ‌‌“‌[Crap!]‌‌ ‌Clit!”‌‌ ‌Another‌ ‌shudder.‌‌ ‌  

Daphne‌‌crossed‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌as‌‌best‌‌as‌‌she‌‌could‌‌across‌‌all‌‌four‌‌breasts‌‌and‌‌shoved‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌                                 
under‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌squeezed‌‌her‌‌thighs.‌‌All‌‌three‌‌slits‌‌were‌‌wet‌‌and‌‌buzzing,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌pressure‌‌                                 
Daphne‌‌was‌‌putting‌‌on‌‌her‌‌tits‌‌was‌‌causing‌‌little‌‌drips‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌to‌‌ooze‌‌out.‌‌She‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌                                     
puffy‌ ‌labia‌ ‌pressed‌ ‌against‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌within‌ ‌each‌‌armpit.‌‌She’d‌‌have‌‌to‌‌ramp‌‌up‌‌the‌‌pressure‌‌                               
against‌ ‌her‌ ‌doubled‌ ‌chest,‌ ‌but‌ ‌it‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌be‌ ‌too‌ ‌hard‌ ‌to‌ ‌satisfy‌ ‌the‌ ‌impossible-yet-familiar‌‌                           
hunger‌ ‌dripping‌ ‌onto‌ ‌each‌ ‌hand.‌ ‌ 

It‌‌was‌‌now‌‌that‌‌Daphne‌‌wavered.‌‌Here‌‌she‌‌was,‌‌stuck‌‌on‌‌top‌‌of‌‌a‌‌table‌‌mere‌‌inches‌‌high,‌‌                                   
honey‌ ‌dripping‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌body,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌seriously‌ ‌considering‌ ‌masterbating‌ ‌her‌ ‌armpit‌‌                         
pussies?‌‌What‌‌sort‌‌of‌‌priority‌‌was‌‌that?‌‌She‌‌needed‌‌to‌‌find‌‌a‌‌way‌‌to‌‌get‌‌down...but‌‌the‌‌feelings‌‌                                   



were‌ ‌awfully‌ ‌distracting.‌ ‌Maybe‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌just‌‌pushed‌‌each‌‌hand‌‌in‌‌a‌‌little‌‌further‌‌to‌‌try‌‌and‌‌clear‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌mind…‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌sound‌ ‌of‌ ‌footsteps‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌hallways‌ ‌snapped‌ ‌Daphne‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌head.‌‌She‌‌yanked‌‌her‌‌                               
hands‌ ‌out‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌armpits,‌‌her‌‌juices‌‌glistening‌‌across‌‌her‌‌fingers.‌‌Strands‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌stretched‌‌                             
from‌ ‌her‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms.‌ ‌Someone‌ ‌was‌ ‌coming,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌now‌‌very‌‌aware‌‌of‌‌how‌‌                                 
nude‌ ‌she‌ ‌was.‌ ‌ 

In‌‌a‌‌panic‌‌the‌‌environmental‌‌activist‌‌glanced‌‌across‌‌the‌‌table‌‌for‌‌anything‌‌she‌‌could‌‌cover‌‌                             
herself‌‌with‌‌or‌‌hide‌‌behind,‌‌but‌‌with‌‌all‌‌the‌‌cards‌‌vanished‌‌the‌‌top‌‌was‌‌completely‌‌bare.‌‌As‌‌the‌‌                                   
footsteps‌ ‌got‌ ‌closer‌ ‌and‌ ‌closer‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌could‌ ‌do‌‌nothing‌‌more‌‌than‌‌throw‌‌her‌‌right‌‌arm‌‌across‌‌                               
her‌ ‌top‌ ‌tits,‌ ‌her‌ ‌left‌ ‌arm‌ ‌across‌ ‌her‌ ‌bottom‌ ‌boobs,‌ ‌and‌ ‌cross‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs.‌ ‌ 

All‌ ‌of‌ ‌which‌ ‌fell‌ ‌open‌ ‌in‌ ‌glee‌ ‌as‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌saw‌ ‌who‌ ‌entered‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌dressed‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌latex‌‌                                   
French‌ ‌Maid‌ ‌outfit!‌ ‌ 

“Maxi!”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌exclaimed,‌ ‌throwing‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌in‌ ‌glee.‌ ‌A‌ ‌smile‌ ‌broke‌ ‌out.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌entered‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌she‌ ‌did‌ ‌pause,‌ ‌cocking‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌‌maybe‌ ‌heard‌‌                               
something‌‌but‌‌wasn’t‌‌sure‌‌and‌‌was‌‌waiting‌‌to‌‌see‌‌if‌‌the‌‌sound‌‌repeated.‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌confused‌‌at‌‌                                 
first,‌‌forgetting‌‌that‌‌her‌‌small‌‌stature‌‌also‌‌meant‌‌a‌‌decrease‌‌in‌‌her‌‌volume,‌‌before‌‌realizing‌‌what‌‌                               
had‌ ‌happened‌ ‌and‌ ‌shouting‌ ‌even‌ ‌louder‌ ‌this‌ ‌time;‌ ‌‌“MAXI!‌ ‌DOWN‌ ‌HERE!”‌ ‌ 

Realizing‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌heard‌ ‌‌something‌,‌ ‌but‌ ‌still‌ ‌uncertain‌ ‌of‌ ‌what‌ ‌it‌ ‌was,‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌looked‌‌                             
around‌‌the‌‌room,‌‌swinging‌‌her‌‌vision‌‌back‌‌and‌‌forth‌‌while‌‌the‌‌latex‌‌stretched‌‌and‌‌creaked.‌‌She‌‌                               
finally‌ ‌caught‌ ‌sight‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌small‌ ‌figure‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌waving‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms.‌ ‌Curiosity‌ ‌and‌ ‌not‌‌                               
recognition‌‌brought‌‌the‌‌hotel‌‌staff‌‌member‌‌closer‌‌to‌‌the‌‌table,‌‌and‌‌it‌‌wasn’t‌‌until‌‌she‌‌was‌‌only‌‌a‌‌                                   
couple‌ ‌feet‌ ‌from‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌that‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌realized‌ ‌who‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌looking‌ ‌at.‌ ‌ 

“Holy‌ ‌fuck!”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌exclaimed,‌ ‌slipping‌ ‌into‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌chairs‌ ‌accompanied‌ ‌by‌ ‌plenty‌ ‌of‌‌                           
squeaks.‌ ‌She‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌tabled‌ ‌and‌ ‌rested‌ ‌her‌ ‌chin‌ ‌on‌ ‌them,‌ ‌“Daphne,‌ ‌is‌ ‌that‌ ‌you!”‌ ‌ 

“Yeah!‌ ‌I’ve‌ ‌been‌ ‌shrunk,‌ ‌can‌ ‌you‌ ‌help‌ ‌me?”‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌see‌ ‌that‌ ‌and‌ ‌of‌ ‌course‌ ‌I‌ ‌will!‌ ‌But,‌ ‌I‌ ‌mean,‌ ‌I‌ ‌think‌ ‌I‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌ ‌ask‌ ‌now...what‌ ‌is‌ ‌going‌ ‌on?”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌sighed‌ ‌and‌ ‌realized‌ ‌that‌ ‌shrunk‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌‌anything‌‌‌but‌‌the‌‌truth‌‌would‌‌be‌‌what‌‌                               
was‌ ‌most‌ ‌unbelievable.‌ ‌ 

“First‌ ‌I‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌‌tell‌‌you‌‌that‌‌I’m‌‌forced‌‌to‌‌say‌‌clit‌‌in‌‌replace‌‌of‌‌the‌‌‌[words]‌ ‌clits‌‌I‌‌mean‌‌to‌‌say!”‌ ‌Daphne‌‌                                             
started,‌ ‌motioning‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌said‌ ‌“clits”‌ ‌and‌ ‌trying‌ ‌not‌ ‌to‌ ‌shudder‌ ‌too‌ ‌much‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌‌                                   
triple‌ ‌tingle.‌ ‌ 



“And...is‌ ‌that‌ ‌related‌ ‌to‌ ‌why‌‌you‌‌have‌‌extra‌‌boobs‌‌that‌‌all‌‌ooze‌‌honey‌‌and‌‌are‌‌now‌‌super‌‌                                 
tiny?”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌asked,‌ ‌more‌ ‌amused‌ ‌than‌ ‌incredulous.‌ ‌ 

“Yeah.”‌ 

“That‌ ‌should‌ ‌make‌ ‌this‌ ‌explanation‌ ‌very‌ ‌entertaining!”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌laughed.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌even‌ ‌realize...”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌blushed,‌ ‌giving‌ ‌a‌ ‌flirty‌ ‌smile‌ ‌back.‌‌Then‌‌she‌‌took‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌                               
breath‌ ‌and‌ ‌tried‌ ‌her‌ ‌best‌ ‌to‌ ‌not‌ ‌collapse‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌acting‌ ‌on‌ ‌all‌ ‌three‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌                                   
spoke.‌ ‌‌“So,‌ ‌I‌ ‌received‌ ‌an‌ ‌[invite]‌‌clit‌‌to‌‌stay‌‌at‌‌this‌‌‌[hotel]‌‌clit‌‌but‌‌I‌‌had‌‌to‌‌play‌‌a‌‌magic‌‌‌[game]‌‌clit‌‌with‌‌three‌‌                                               
other‌‌‌[women]‌‌clits,‌‌and‌‌you‌‌have‌‌to‌‌play‌‌‌[cards]‌‌clits‌‌on‌‌each‌‌other‌‌that‌‌cause‌‌you‌‌to‌‌change,‌‌so‌‌now‌‌I’ve‌‌gotten‌‌all‌‌                                             
these‌‌‌[changes]‌ ‌clits‌‌made‌‌to‌‌me‌‌plus‌‌an‌‌extra‌‌‌[pussy]‌‌clit‌‌under‌‌each‌‌‌[arm]‌‌clit‌‌and‌‌my‌‌clitties‌‌vibrate‌‌every‌‌time‌‌I‌‌                                           
mention‌ ‌them!”‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌she‌ ‌explained‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌attempted‌‌to‌‌mime‌‌or‌‌display‌‌the‌‌words‌‌she‌‌could‌‌not‌‌speak‌‌as‌‌                               
intended,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌following‌ ‌as‌ ‌anyone‌‌could‌‌expect‌‌under‌‌the‌‌circumstances.‌‌                           
As‌‌her‌‌speech‌‌ended‌‌Daphne’s‌‌body‌‌slumped‌‌down‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌The‌‌multiple‌‌vibrations‌‌across‌‌                             
her‌‌three‌‌nubs‌‌had‌‌practically‌‌turned‌‌her‌‌muscles‌‌to‌‌jelly.‌‌Juices‌‌were‌‌flowing‌‌out‌‌from‌‌under‌‌her‌‌                                 
arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌was‌ ‌panting.‌ ‌ 

“Wow,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌muttered‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌sat‌ ‌back,‌‌the‌‌rubbing‌‌of‌‌her‌‌ruffled‌‌latex‌‌skirt‌‌on‌‌the‌‌chair‌‌                                 
making‌ ‌some‌ ‌especially‌ ‌loud‌ ‌squeaks,‌ ‌“I‌ ‌knew‌ ‌this‌ ‌place‌ ‌was‌ ‌mad‌ ‌sometimes,‌ ‌but‌ ‌I‌ ‌didn’t‌‌                             
realize‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌ ‌real‌ ‌magic‌ ‌involved.‌ ‌ 

“Yeah…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌panted,‌ ‌trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌sit‌ ‌up‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass,‌ ‌but‌ ‌her‌ ‌limbs‌ ‌were‌ ‌too‌ ‌weak.‌ ‌Maxi‌‌                                 
looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌miniature‌ ‌woman‌ ‌covered‌ ‌in‌ ‌honey‌ ‌and‌ ‌underarm‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌nectar.‌ ‌ 

“It‌ ‌looks‌ ‌like‌ ‌you‌ ‌could‌ ‌use‌ ‌a‌ ‌bath…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌had‌ ‌a‌ ‌naughty‌ ‌smile‌ ‌stretch‌‌across‌‌her‌‌face‌‌                                 
which‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌go‌ ‌unnoticed‌ ‌by‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌ 

“Yeah…?”‌‌ ‌  

“Yeah,”‌ ‌Maxi‌‌gently‌‌put‌‌her‌‌hand‌‌out‌‌next‌‌to‌‌Daphne,‌‌“I‌‌could‌‌take‌‌you‌‌all‌‌the‌‌way‌‌back‌‌                                   
up‌‌to‌‌your‌‌room…”‌‌Thinking‌‌she‌‌knew‌‌where‌‌this‌‌was‌‌going‌‌Daphne‌‌shook‌‌her‌‌head‌‌‌No‌,‌‌“Or‌‌I‌‌                                   
could‌ ‌try‌ ‌and‌ ‌do‌ ‌it‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌restroom‌ ‌without‌ ‌anyone‌‌catching‌‌us…”‌‌That‌‌sounded‌‌very‌‌naughty‌‌                               
and‌ ‌fun‌ ‌but‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌hoped‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌ ‌another‌ ‌option‌ ‌and‌ ‌again‌ ‌shook‌ ‌‌No‌,‌ ‌“Or‌ ‌I‌ ‌could‌ ‌do‌‌                                 
something‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌more‌ ‌intimate‌ ‌and...tasty.”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌enthusiastically‌‌nodded‌‌‌Yes!‌‌and‌‌helped‌‌roll‌‌herself‌‌ass‌‌first‌‌into‌‌Maxi’s‌‌hand.‌‌The‌‌                           
French‌‌Maid-dressed‌‌woman‌‌raised‌‌Daphne‌‌up‌‌to‌‌her‌‌mouth,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌tiny‌‌lass‌‌sat‌‌with‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌                                 
holding‌‌up‌‌her‌‌multi-breast‌‌crested‌‌chest‌‌and‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌spread‌‌wide.‌‌Maxi‌‌held‌‌Daphne‌‌before‌‌her‌‌                               
for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌ ‌deep‌ ‌breath,‌ ‌actually‌ ‌drawing‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌hair‌ ‌upwards‌ ‌lightly.‌ ‌ 



“Mmm…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌smiled,‌ ‌“Sweet‌ ‌and‌ ‌musky!”‌ ‌ 

Without‌‌further‌‌delay‌‌Maxi‌‌drew‌‌Daphne‌‌closer‌‌to‌‌her‌‌lips‌‌and‌‌slipped‌‌out‌‌her‌‌tongue.‌‌The‌‌                               
tip‌ ‌of‌‌the‌‌thick,‌‌wet,‌‌warm‌‌mass‌‌connected‌‌with‌‌Daphne’s‌‌lower‌‌belly‌‌and‌‌then‌‌dragged‌‌up‌‌her‌‌                                 
body.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌were‌ ‌gently‌ ‌squashed‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌about‌‌as‌‌the‌‌tongue‌‌rose,‌‌saliva‌‌and‌‌honey‌‌                               
mixing‌ ‌together.‌ ‌Just‌ ‌as‌ ‌it‌ ‌reached‌ ‌the‌ ‌upper‌ ‌ridge‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌ribs‌ ‌the‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌stopped‌ ‌and‌‌                               
pulled‌ ‌back‌ ‌into‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌yes,‌‌‌very‌‌sweet,”‌‌Maxi‌‌smacked‌‌her‌‌lips.‌‌Daphne‌‌was‌‌shuddering‌‌atop‌‌Maxi’s‌‌palm,‌                           
the‌ ‌lingering‌ ‌saliva‌ ‌warm‌ ‌and‌ ‌covering‌ ‌her‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌comforting‌ ‌wet‌ ‌blanket.‌ ‌ 

“More‌ ‌where‌ ‌that‌ ‌came‌ ‌from…”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌managed‌ ‌to‌ ‌gasp.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌‌didn’t‌‌delay.‌‌Again‌‌her‌‌tongue‌‌split‌‌her‌‌full‌‌lips,‌‌but‌‌this‌‌time‌‌the‌‌point‌‌dove‌‌lower.‌‌It‌‌                                   
connected‌ ‌with‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌taint‌ ‌before‌ ‌pushing‌ ‌upward‌ ‌and‌ ‌mashing‌‌into‌‌her‌‌little‌‌pussy,‌‌saliva‌‌                           
and‌ ‌juices‌ ‌grinding‌ ‌upon‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌clit.‌ ‌She‌ ‌yelped‌ ‌in‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌and‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌the‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌to‌‌                             
continue,‌ ‌but‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌only‌ ‌paused‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment‌ ‌before‌ ‌continuing‌ ‌the‌ ‌lick‌ ‌up‌ ‌across‌ ‌Daphne’s‌‌                             
breasts‌ ‌like‌ ‌before.‌ ‌ 

There‌‌was‌‌not‌‌pause‌‌to‌‌comment‌‌on‌‌taste‌‌this‌‌time.‌‌Before‌‌Daphne‌‌could‌‌recover‌‌from‌‌that‌‌                               
attention‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌again‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌against‌ ‌her‌ ‌taint,‌‌lapped‌‌up‌‌over‌‌her‌‌pussy,‌‌and‌‌caressed‌‌                             
her‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌-‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌difference‌ ‌was‌‌that‌‌it‌‌concentrated‌‌on‌‌Daphne’s‌‌left‌‌side.‌‌Then‌‌her‌‌right.‌‌                                 
Then‌ ‌the‌ ‌middle‌ ‌again.‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌being‌ ‌driven‌ ‌mad‌ ‌with‌ ‌pleasure,‌ ‌the‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌within‌ ‌her‌‌                             
armpits‌ ‌gushing‌ ‌fluids‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌mewed‌‌in‌‌disappointment‌‌as‌‌Maxi‌‌failed‌‌to‌‌lick‌‌her‌‌again.‌‌Instead‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌back‌‌                             
and‌ ‌examined‌ ‌her‌ ‌quivering‌ ‌little‌ ‌lover.‌ ‌ 

“Hmm,‌ ‌that’s‌ ‌all‌ ‌been‌ ‌very‌ ‌good,‌ ‌but‌ ‌I‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌how‌ ‌‌thorough‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌being…”‌ ‌Maxi‌‌                             
winked,‌ ‌“Oh,‌ ‌I‌ ‌know!”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌hands‌ ‌lift‌ ‌her‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌shift‌ ‌her‌ ‌position.‌ ‌A‌ ‌very‌ ‌slight‌ ‌tinge‌ ‌of‌ ‌fear‌‌                                 
passed‌‌through‌‌the‌‌little‌‌woman‌‌as‌‌she‌‌was‌‌raised‌‌up‌‌higher,‌‌but‌‌it‌‌quickly‌‌passed‌‌as‌‌Maxi‌‌held‌‌                                   
her‌‌squarely‌‌under‌‌the‌‌arms,‌‌Maxi’s‌‌thick‌‌fingers‌‌mashing‌‌against‌‌the‌‌two‌‌additional‌‌upper‌‌slits.‌‌                             
Hanging‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌feet‌ ‌dangling‌ ‌freely,‌‌Daphne‌‌looked‌‌down‌‌to‌‌see‌‌Daphne‌‌lean‌‌back‌‌her‌‌head‌‌                               
and‌ ‌open‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌ 

Feet,‌ ‌calves,‌‌thighs,‌‌and‌‌waist‌‌slipped‌‌past‌‌Maxi’s‌‌lips,‌‌over‌‌her‌‌tongue,‌‌and‌‌partially‌‌into‌‌                             
the‌ ‌back‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌as‌‌Maxi‌‌deepthroated‌‌Daphne’s‌‌lower‌‌body.‌‌The‌‌shrunken‌‌woman‌‌cried‌‌                             
out‌ ‌in‌ ‌bliss‌ ‌as‌‌Maxi’s‌‌tongue‌‌swished‌‌around‌‌her‌‌legs,‌‌splitting‌‌her‌‌labia‌‌and‌‌ass‌‌and‌‌exploring‌‌                                 
every‌ ‌inch‌ ‌it‌ ‌could.‌ ‌ 



It‌ ‌was‌ ‌all‌ ‌too‌ ‌much,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌could‌ ‌feel‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌cresting.‌ ‌The‌ ‌force‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌orgasm‌‌                                 
stunned‌‌her‌‌stock‌‌still,‌‌every‌‌muscle‌‌locking.‌‌The‌‌pussy‌‌between‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌spasmed‌‌and‌‌sprayed‌‌                             
directly‌ ‌onto‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌invading‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌tip,‌ ‌while‌ ‌the‌ ‌slits‌ ‌under‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌arms‌ ‌spurted‌ ‌like‌‌                           
showerheads.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌shrunken‌‌woman‌‌collapsed‌‌limp‌‌atop‌‌Maxi’s‌‌lips,‌‌and‌‌feeling‌‌her‌‌little‌‌lover‌‌go‌‌flacid‌‌                             
Maxi‌‌gently‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌from‌‌her‌‌mouth.‌‌Cradled‌‌in‌‌enormous‌‌hands,‌‌and‌‌covered‌‌in‌‌a‌‌mixture‌‌of‌‌                                 
saliva‌ ‌and‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌juices,‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌with‌ ‌deep‌ ‌appreciation‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes.‌ ‌ 

“Maybe‌ ‌next‌ ‌we‌‌can‌‌go‌‌up‌‌to‌‌your‌‌[room]‌‌clit...mmm...and‌‌I‌‌can‌‌show‌‌you‌‌what‌‌I‌‌can‌‌do‌‌for‌‌you‌‌between‌‌                                         
your‌ ‌[thighs]‌ ‌clits...‌hmmmmm‌,”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌mewed.‌ 

“I‌ ‌think‌‌I‌‌got‌‌the‌‌gist‌‌of‌‌that,‌‌and‌‌I‌‌think‌‌I‌‌like‌‌it,”‌‌Maxi‌‌smiled,‌‌“But‌‌I‌‌need‌‌to‌‌finish‌‌my‌‌                                           
shift‌ ‌first.‌ ‌Here,‌ ‌why‌ ‌don’t‌‌you‌‌ride‌‌along…”‌‌Maxi‌‌lifted‌‌up‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌and‌‌gently‌‌slid‌‌Daphne‌‌                                 
into‌‌her‌‌bustier-bumped‌‌cleavage‌‌feet‌‌first.‌‌Daphne‌‌put‌‌out‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌and‌‌stopped‌‌herself‌‌just‌‌as‌‌                               
her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌cleavage‌ ‌met‌ ‌Daphne’s.‌ ‌ 

“Ooo,‌ ‌warm‌ ‌and‌ ‌cozy…”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌sighed,‌ ‌reveling‌ ‌in‌ ‌how‌ ‌she‌‌was‌‌being‌‌gently‌‌squeezed‌‌by‌‌                             
breasts.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌get‌ ‌used‌ ‌to‌ ‌‌this‌.‌ ‌ 

With‌‌her‌‌little‌‌lover‌‌secured‌‌Maxi‌‌put‌‌away‌‌the‌‌chairs‌‌and‌‌table‌‌and‌‌was‌‌about‌‌to‌‌consider‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌job‌ ‌done‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌turned‌ ‌and‌ ‌saw‌ ‌the‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌painting.‌ ‌ 

“Woah.‌ ‌What‌ ‌the‌ ‌fuck‌ ‌happened‌ ‌to‌ ‌her?”‌ ‌ 

“Me!”‌ ‌Daphne‌‌laughed,‌‌‌“I‌‌played‌‌a‌‌[card]‌‌clit‌‌on‌‌her.‌‌It’s‌‌not‌‌permanent.‌‌She’ll‌‌turn‌‌back‌‌when‌‌the‌‌next‌‌                                     
[round]‌ ‌clit‌ ‌starts.”‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌silently‌ ‌cursed‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌put‌ ‌up‌ ‌a‌ ‌middle‌ ‌finger.‌ ‌ 

“She‌ ‌doesn’t‌ ‌seem‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌very‌ ‌nice.”‌ ‌ 

“She’s‌ ‌not!‌ ‌She‌ ‌shrank‌ ‌me!”‌ ‌ 

“And‌ ‌she’s‌ ‌stuck‌ ‌in...on...there...that?”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌asked.‌ ‌ 

“Yep!”‌ ‌ 

“Well,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌grinned,‌ ‌reaching‌ ‌down‌ ‌and‌ ‌picking‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌framed‌‌velvet.‌‌Akari‌‌staggered‌‌                         
back‌ ‌and‌ ‌forth‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌angle‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌canvas‌ ‌shifted‌‌back‌‌and‌‌forth‌‌beneath‌‌her‌‌painted‌‌feet,‌‌“We‌‌                                   
can’t‌‌have‌‌such‌‌a‌‌‌beautiful‌‌painting‌‌going‌‌to‌‌waste‌‌in‌‌here.‌‌I‌‌think‌‌I‌‌know‌‌just‌‌the‌‌place‌‌for‌‌her.‌‌                                       
It.‌ ‌But‌ ‌I’ll‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌ ‌stop‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌utility‌ ‌closet.”‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌ ‌turned‌ ‌the‌ ‌painting‌ ‌ninety‌ ‌degrees‌ ‌so‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌more‌‌easily‌‌carry‌‌it,‌‌sending‌‌Akari‌‌                             
tumbling‌‌to‌‌one‌‌of‌‌the‌‌previously‌‌vertical‌‌sides‌‌of‌‌the‌‌canvas‌‌-‌‌a‌‌damp‌‌trail‌‌following‌‌her‌‌to‌‌new‌‌                                     



territory.‌‌As‌‌Maxi‌‌walked,‌‌Daphne‌‌gently‌‌bouncing‌‌in‌‌her‌‌bosom,‌‌Akari‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌get‌‌her‌‌footing‌‌                               
but‌‌could‌‌not‌‌remain‌‌upright‌‌in‌‌the‌‌traveling‌‌painting,‌‌finally‌‌resigning‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌reclining‌‌along‌‌                             
the‌ ‌long‌ ‌edge‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌containment.‌ ‌ 

After‌‌emptying‌‌some‌‌trash‌‌bins‌‌from‌‌a‌‌few‌‌more‌‌of‌‌the‌‌private‌‌meeting‌‌spaces‌‌Maxi‌‌made‌‌                               
her‌‌way‌‌to‌‌the‌‌utility‌‌closet‌‌and‌‌grabbed‌‌a‌‌portable‌‌power‌‌drill‌‌and‌‌a‌‌few‌‌long‌‌screws.‌‌Giggling‌‌                                   
with‌ ‌an‌ ‌idea‌‌only‌‌she‌‌fully‌‌knew‌‌Daphne‌‌and‌‌Akari‌‌travelled‌‌along‌‌with‌‌her‌‌until‌‌they‌‌reached‌‌                                 
the‌‌furthest‌‌rear‌‌portion‌‌of‌‌The‌‌Oasis.‌‌Maxi‌‌made‌‌her‌‌way‌‌to‌‌an‌‌even‌‌‌further‌‌back‌‌maintenance‌‌                                 
entrance,‌ ‌and‌ ‌after‌ ‌making‌ ‌her‌ ‌way‌ ‌through‌ ‌some‌ ‌tight‌ ‌hallways‌ ‌came‌ ‌out‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌large‌ ‌room.‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌went‌ ‌wide‌ ‌as‌‌she‌‌saw‌‌a‌‌bar,‌‌various‌‌tables‌‌and‌‌chairs,‌‌lighting‌‌rigs,‌‌cages,‌‌                               
and‌ ‌a‌ ‌stage.‌‌ ‌  

With‌ ‌poles.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌topless‌ ‌women‌ ‌dancing‌ ‌on‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

“A‌ ‌[strip]‌ ‌clit‌ ‌[club]‌ ‌slit!”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌exclaimed,‌ ‌massaging‌ ‌her‌ ‌underarm‌ ‌pussies.‌ ‌ 

“Yeah.‌‌It’s‌‌called‌‌The‌‌Gallery.‌‌Look,”‌‌Maxi‌‌turned‌‌her‌‌upper‌‌body‌‌so‌‌Daphne‌‌could‌‌more‌‌                             
easily‌ ‌see‌ ‌the‌‌walls.‌‌All‌‌over‌‌them‌‌hung‌‌erotic‌‌paintings‌‌of‌‌all‌‌kinds,‌‌women‌‌of‌‌various‌‌shapes‌‌                                 
and‌ ‌sizes‌ ‌and‌ ‌colors‌ ‌doing‌ ‌all‌ ‌sorts‌ ‌of‌ ‌activities‌ ‌alone‌ ‌and‌ ‌together‌ ‌-‌ ‌but‌ ‌always‌ ‌naked.‌ ‌ 

“Oh‌ ‌my!”‌ ‌ 

“Yep,”‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌grin‌ ‌was‌ ‌just‌ ‌getting‌ ‌wider‌ ‌and‌ ‌wider‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌got‌ ‌closer‌ ‌and‌ ‌closer‌ ‌to‌‌                               
completing‌ ‌her‌ ‌plan,‌ ‌“But‌ ‌she’s‌ ‌not‌ ‌going‌ ‌up‌ ‌in‌ ‌here.‌ ‌This‌ ‌isn’t‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌room‌ ‌with‌ ‌that‌ ‌decor…”‌ ‌ 

Moving‌‌through‌‌the‌‌tables,‌‌patrons,‌‌and‌‌waitresses‌‌Maxi‌‌moved‌‌towards‌‌an‌‌open‌‌doorway,‌‌                         
overwhich‌ ‌Daphne‌‌saw‌‌a‌‌sign‌‌which‌‌read‌‌PRIVATE‌‌ROOMS.‌‌Beyond‌‌that‌‌was‌‌a‌‌long‌‌hallway‌‌                             
with‌‌over‌‌a‌‌dozen‌‌dark‌‌oaken‌‌doors.‌‌Two‌‌were‌‌closed‌‌and‌‌bolted‌‌shut;‌‌a‌‌tiny‌‌window‌‌above‌‌the‌‌                                   
handles‌‌displayed‌‌the‌‌word‌‌OCCUPIED.‌‌The‌‌third‌‌door,‌‌Room‌‌3,‌‌was‌‌ajar‌‌and‌‌Maxi‌‌brought‌‌her‌‌                               
entourage‌ ‌in‌ ‌with‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌lit‌ ‌up‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌looked‌ ‌around.‌ ‌A‌‌pleather‌‌seat,‌‌wide‌‌enough‌‌for‌‌two‌‌people,‌‌                               
was‌‌bolted‌‌to‌‌one‌‌wall‌‌and‌‌the‌‌floor.‌‌Aside‌‌from‌‌that‌‌the‌‌room‌‌was‌‌mostly‌‌bare‌‌-‌‌except‌‌it‌‌also‌‌                                       
had‌ ‌a‌ ‌variety‌ ‌of‌ ‌erotic‌ ‌paintings‌ ‌spread‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌walls‌ ‌-‌ ‌except‌ ‌these‌ ‌had‌ ‌plexi-glass‌ ‌sheets‌‌                               
bolted‌ ‌over‌ ‌them.‌ ‌And‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌ ‌some‌ ‌lingering‌ ‌evidence‌ ‌as‌ ‌to‌ ‌why‌ ‌the‌ ‌protection‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌‌                               
added.‌ ‌Instantly‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌realized‌ ‌what‌ ‌her‌ ‌amazing‌ ‌rescuer‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌do.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌latex‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌maid‌ ‌outfit‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌and‌ ‌squeaked‌ ‌as‌ ‌Maxi‌‌crouched‌‌down‌‌by‌‌the‌‌seat.‌‌                               
She‌ ‌faced‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall‌ ‌across‌ ‌from‌ ‌it‌ ‌and‌ ‌held‌ ‌up‌ ‌Akari’s‌ ‌frame,‌ ‌sending‌ ‌the‌ ‌painted‌ ‌woman‌‌                               
tumbling‌ ‌once‌ ‌more‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌canvas‌ ‌was‌ ‌positioned‌ ‌vertically‌ ‌again.‌ 



“What‌ ‌do‌ ‌you‌ ‌think,‌ ‌right‌ ‌here?”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌asked,‌ ‌looking‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌Daphne,‌ ‌“Do‌ ‌you‌ ‌think‌‌                             
that’s‌ ‌a‌ ‌good‌ ‌arc?”‌ ‌ 

“Yeah!”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌laughed.‌ ‌ 

Held‌‌as‌‌she‌‌had‌‌been,‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌not‌‌gotten‌‌as‌‌good‌‌a‌‌look‌‌at‌‌where‌‌she‌‌had‌‌been‌‌taken,‌‌and‌‌                                       
her‌‌head‌‌was‌‌darting‌‌around‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌understand‌‌what‌‌was‌‌happening.‌‌Then,‌‌as‌‌the‌‌drill‌‌spun‌‌the‌‌                                 
first‌ ‌screw‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌wood‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌frame,‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌clenched‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌ears‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌noise‌‌                                   
rattled‌‌her‌‌animated‌‌oil‌‌form.‌‌She‌‌gritted‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌through‌‌the‌‌second,‌‌third,‌‌and‌‌fourth‌‌affixing‌‌                               
to‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall.‌ ‌ 

“There,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌smiled,‌‌giving‌‌a‌‌tug‌‌on‌‌the‌‌frame‌‌and‌‌finding‌‌it‌‌stuck‌‌fast,‌‌“She‌‌should‌‌be‌‌                                 
pretty‌ ‌secure‌ ‌right‌ ‌here.‌ ‌We’ll‌ ‌come‌ ‌get‌ ‌her‌ ‌before‌ ‌your‌ ‌next‌ ‌round.”‌ ‌ 

“Loving‌‌it!”‌‌Daphne‌‌clapped,‌‌giving‌‌the‌‌confused‌‌Akari‌‌an‌‌evil‌‌grin,‌‌‌“Next‌‌[time]‌‌clit‌‌you’ll‌‌think‌‌                               
twice‌ ‌before‌ ‌shrinking‌ ‌me!”‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌rose‌ ‌her‌‌fists‌‌and‌‌raged‌‌at‌‌the‌‌two‌‌women‌‌hovering‌‌over‌‌her,‌‌demanding‌‌silently‌‌to‌‌                               
know‌ ‌what‌ ‌they’d‌ ‌done.‌ ‌But‌ ‌they‌ ‌only‌ ‌laughed‌ ‌and‌ ‌left‌ ‌the‌ ‌room,‌ ‌leaving‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌in‌ ‌near‌ ‌total‌‌                                 
darkness.‌ ‌ 

Back‌ ‌out‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌club‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌‌quite‌ ‌done.‌ ‌She‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌out‌ ‌her‌ ‌employee‌ ‌keycard‌ ‌and‌‌                               
went‌‌over‌‌to‌‌an‌‌ATM‌‌in‌‌the‌‌back‌‌of‌‌the‌‌club‌‌and‌‌swiped‌‌some‌‌cash‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌employee‌‌account.‌‌                                       
Looking‌ ‌around‌ ‌she‌ ‌spotted‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌dancers‌ ‌step‌ ‌down‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌stage‌ ‌to‌ ‌look‌ ‌for‌ ‌anyone‌‌                                 
interested‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌private‌ ‌dance.‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌beelined‌ ‌for‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Hey,‌ ‌Triana,‌ ‌I‌ ‌got‌ ‌a‌ ‌favor‌ ‌to‌ ‌ask,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌grinned,‌ ‌shoving‌ ‌the‌ ‌wad‌ ‌of‌ ‌bills‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
stripper’s‌ ‌hand,‌ ‌“I‌ ‌just‌ ‌installed‌ ‌a‌ ‌new‌ ‌interactive‌ ‌screen‌ ‌in‌ ‌Room‌ ‌3.‌ ‌Can‌ ‌you‌ ‌pass‌ ‌the‌ ‌word‌‌                                 
around‌ ‌that‌ ‌management‌ ‌would‌ ‌like‌ ‌you‌ ‌to‌ ‌encourage‌ ‌aiming‌ ‌for‌ ‌that‌ ‌as‌ ‌we‌ ‌test‌ ‌it‌ ‌out?”‌ ‌ 

“Sure,‌ ‌Maxi,”‌ ‌Trianna‌ ‌grinned,‌ ‌slipping‌ ‌away‌ ‌the‌ ‌money,‌ ‌“Anything‌ ‌for‌ ‌you.”‌ ‌ 

“You’re‌ ‌the‌ ‌best!”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌waved,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌bounded‌ ‌her‌ ‌latex‌ ‌maid‌ ‌outfitted‌ ‌ass‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌‌the‌‌                               
club.‌ ‌Trianna‌ ‌continued‌ ‌looking‌‌around‌‌for‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌before‌‌furrowing‌‌her‌‌brow‌‌and‌‌saying‌‌to‌‌                             
herself,‌ ‌“Wait,‌ ‌did‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌have‌ ‌a‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌woman‌ ‌stuck‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌tits?”‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌this‌ ‌was‌ ‌Vegas,‌ ‌and‌ ‌The‌ ‌Oasis,‌‌so‌‌Trianna‌‌shrugged‌‌the‌‌thought‌‌away‌‌and‌‌continued‌‌                             
what‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌doing‌ ‌without‌ ‌another‌ ‌thought.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

The‌ ‌room‌ ‌was‌ ‌dark,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌thing‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌noticed‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌within‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
musky‌‌smell‌‌of‌‌human‌‌sweat‌‌and‌‌rusty‌‌pipes.‌‌Popping‌‌into‌‌the‌‌strange‌‌space‌‌was‌‌quite‌‌startling,‌‌                               
and‌‌Cassidy‌‌took‌‌a‌‌step‌‌backward‌‌-‌‌only‌‌for‌‌her‌‌hoof‌‌to‌‌bump‌‌something‌‌and‌‌send‌‌her‌‌tumbling‌‌                                   



backwards,‌ ‌her‌ ‌cartoonish‌ ‌tits‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌wobbling‌ ‌all‌ ‌over‌ ‌and‌ ‌squeaking‌ ‌and‌ ‌making‌‌                         
balloonish‌ ‌‌bonk!‌ ‌noises.‌ ‌Thankfully‌ ‌what‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌twitching‌ ‌bunny‌ ‌tail‌ ‌landed‌ ‌upon‌‌was‌‌soft,‌‌                           
and‌‌revealed‌‌itself‌‌to‌‌be‌‌an‌‌old‌‌brown‌‌overstuffed‌‌loveseat‌‌held‌‌together‌‌with‌‌duct‌‌tape.‌‌After‌‌a‌‌                                 
moment‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌wobbling‌ ‌boobs‌ ‌settled‌ ‌atop‌ ‌her‌ ‌ribs‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌sank‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌old‌ ‌cushion.‌ ‌ 

“There‌‌appears‌‌to‌‌be‌‌very‌‌little‌‌that‌‌will‌‌humble‌‌your‌‌attitude,”‌‌Lady‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌voice‌‌rang‌‌                             
through‌‌the‌‌room.‌‌Cassidy‌‌watched‌‌as‌‌the‌‌eroticly‌‌alien‌‌woman‌‌stepped‌‌into‌‌view,‌‌as‌‌if‌‌the‌‌very‌‌                                 
fabric‌‌of‌‌reality‌‌drew‌‌apart‌‌like‌‌a‌‌stage‌‌curtain‌‌for‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌stood‌‌over‌‌Cassidy,‌‌looking‌‌down‌‌at‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌with‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌that‌ ‌glowed‌ ‌with‌ ‌judgement.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌bom’t‌ ‌hafe...bo‌ ‌be‌ ‌mice...bo‌ ‌my‌ ‌leffers,”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌bit‌ ‌at‌ ‌her‌‌words‌‌as‌‌they‌‌came‌‌out,‌‌a‌‌                                 
mix‌‌of‌‌what‌‌she‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌say‌‌-‌‌plus‌‌the‌‌lisping‌‌-‌‌and‌‌something‌‌compelling‌‌her‌‌to‌‌be‌‌completely‌‌                                     
honest.‌ ‌She‌ ‌had‌ ‌to‌ ‌strain‌ ‌her‌ ‌neck‌ ‌to‌ ‌look‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌curves‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌titanic‌ ‌tits.‌ ‌ 

“Lessers?‌‌I‌‌see,”‌‌Reduxia‌‌hummed,‌‌taking‌‌her‌‌electric‌‌cigarette‌‌from‌‌her‌‌tail‌‌and‌‌breathing‌‌                           
in‌‌deeply‌‌from‌‌it.‌‌She‌‌returned‌‌the‌‌long‌‌filter‌‌to‌‌the‌‌curl‌‌of‌‌her‌‌tail‌‌and‌‌let‌‌out‌‌a‌‌glimmering‌‌cloud‌‌                                         
of‌‌vapor,‌‌as‌‌if‌‌she‌‌was‌‌expelling‌‌ephemeral‌‌glitter.‌‌“I‌‌think,‌‌for‌‌the‌‌safety‌‌of‌‌my‌‌other‌‌guests,‌‌it‌‌is‌‌                                       
time‌ ‌you‌ ‌faced‌ ‌a‌ ‌more‌ ‌interesting‌ ‌challenge‌ ‌this‌ ‌evening.”‌ 

“Whub‌‌bo‌‌wou‌‌meam?”‌‌Cassidy‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌growl‌‌her‌‌response,‌‌but‌‌it‌‌was‌‌difficult‌‌to‌‌do‌‌that‌‌                                 
with‌ ‌the‌ ‌lisp.‌ ‌The‌‌squeaking‌‌over‌‌her‌‌alien‌‌beasts‌‌rubbing‌‌against‌‌each‌‌other‌‌also‌‌sucked‌‌away‌‌                               
any‌‌authority‌‌Cassidy‌‌could‌‌possibly‌‌display.‌‌She‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌stand‌‌and‌‌look‌‌Reduxia‌‌in‌‌the‌‌eyes‌‌-‌‌                                 
being‌‌so‌‌low‌‌in‌‌the‌‌worn‌‌cushion,‌‌towered‌‌over‌‌by‌‌this‌‌hoity‌‌woman,‌‌made‌‌Cassidy‌‌uneasy.‌‌But‌‌                                 
she‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌compel‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌to‌ ‌stand‌ ‌up.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌are‌ ‌currently‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌green‌ ‌room‌ ‌of‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌my‌ ‌many‌ ‌establishments.‌ ‌It’s‌ ‌actually‌ ‌a‌‌                               
pass-through‌ ‌for‌ ‌two‌ ‌business‌ ‌ventures…”‌ ‌ 

As‌‌Reduxia‌‌spoke‌‌Cassidy‌‌took‌‌in‌‌more‌‌of‌‌where‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌deposited‌‌-‌‌or‌‌what‌‌she‌‌could‌‌                                 
see‌‌around‌‌her‌‌bouncing‌‌boobs.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌a‌‌long‌‌room‌‌-‌‌underground,‌‌she‌‌guessed,‌‌from‌‌the‌‌lack‌‌of‌‌                                   
windows‌‌in‌‌the‌‌cinder‌‌block‌‌walls.‌‌The‌‌floor‌‌was‌‌painted‌‌deep‌‌green,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌walls‌‌a‌‌teal‌‌-‌‌but‌‌                                     
the‌‌paint‌‌on‌‌each‌‌had‌‌been‌‌done‌‌so‌‌long‌‌ago‌‌that‌‌much‌‌of‌‌it‌‌had‌‌worn‌‌or‌‌peeled‌‌off.‌‌Metal‌‌pipes‌‌                                         
criss-crossed‌ ‌above‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌head,‌ ‌and‌ ‌across‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌‌were‌‌a‌‌series‌‌of‌‌six‌‌old‌‌doors‌‌marked‌‌                               
Dressing‌ ‌Room‌ ‌1,‌ ‌2,‌ ‌and‌ ‌so‌ ‌on.‌ ‌At‌ ‌either‌ ‌end‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌were‌ ‌metal‌ ‌steps‌ ‌leading‌ ‌upwards.‌ ‌ 

“Over‌‌there…”‌‌Reduxia‌‌waved‌‌a‌‌hand‌‌to‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌left,‌‌“...is‌‌the‌‌way‌‌to‌‌The‌‌Greased‌‌Pole,‌‌                               
a‌‌strip‌‌club‌‌of‌‌mine.‌‌And‌‌over‌‌there…”‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌tail‌‌flicked‌‌to‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌right,‌‌“...are‌‌the‌‌steps‌‌                                 
for‌‌The‌‌Trimmed‌‌Fern,‌‌one‌‌of‌‌my‌‌brothels.‌‌Some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌girls‌‌in‌‌each‌‌work‌‌at‌‌the‌‌other,‌‌and‌‌this‌‌                                       
lets‌ ‌them‌ ‌move‌ ‌back‌ ‌and‌ ‌forth.”‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌if‌ ‌on‌ ‌cue‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌heard‌ ‌high‌ ‌heels‌ ‌clacking‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌steps‌‌on‌‌her‌‌left.‌‌Both‌‌she‌‌and‌‌                                   
Reduxia‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌see‌‌a‌‌woman‌‌in‌‌silver‌‌strappy‌‌heeled‌‌sandals‌‌walk‌‌in,‌‌a‌‌silver‌‌leather‌‌thong‌‌the‌‌                                   



only‌ ‌item‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌otherwise‌ ‌wearing.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌blonde‌ ‌hair‌ ‌was‌ ‌styled‌ ‌in‌ ‌waves‌ ‌that‌ ‌came‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌‌                                 
shoulders,‌‌and‌‌a‌‌slightly‌‌orangish‌‌fake‌‌tan‌‌covered‌‌two‌‌fake‌‌tits‌‌pumped‌‌up‌‌nearly‌‌to‌‌the‌‌size‌‌of‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌head.‌ ‌ 

“Hey!‌‌Who‌‌are‌‌you‌‌two?‌‌What‌‌are‌‌you‌‌doing‌‌here?”‌‌she‌‌exclaimed,‌‌stopping‌‌and‌‌crossing‌‌                             
her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌under‌ ‌her‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌wondered‌ ‌why‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌under‌‌the‌‌same‌‌sort‌‌of‌‌awe‌‌the‌‌                                 
game‌‌players‌‌felt‌‌when‌‌around‌‌Reduxia‌‌-‌‌was‌‌the‌‌strange‌‌woman‌‌capable‌‌of‌‌selectively‌‌affecting‌‌                             
people?‌ 

“Who‌ ‌are‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌asked,‌ ‌making‌ ‌no‌ ‌indication‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌confrontation‌ ‌concerned‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Galinda‌ ‌Glitter,”‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌replied,‌ ‌“You‌ ‌two‌ ‌bitches‌ ‌have‌ ‌to-”‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌‌not‌‌fond‌‌of‌‌such‌‌language,‌‌even‌‌in‌‌an‌‌understandable‌‌circumstance,”‌‌Reduxia‌‌replied‌‌                         
with‌‌a‌‌calmness‌‌that‌‌made‌‌Cassidy‌‌uncomfortable.‌‌At‌‌the‌‌end‌‌of‌‌her‌‌statement‌‌Reduxia‌‌snapped‌‌                             
her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌at‌ ‌Galinda‌ ‌Glitter.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌watched‌‌as‌‌the‌‌woman,‌‌who‌‌had‌‌been‌‌approaching‌‌them,‌‌changed.‌‌Her‌‌skin‌‌shifted‌‌                           
from‌ ‌the‌ ‌orange‌‌hue‌‌to‌‌a‌‌shimmering‌‌sparkle.‌‌She’d‌‌raised‌‌a‌‌foot‌‌as‌‌she‌‌walked‌‌and‌‌the‌‌sandal‌‌                                   
dropped‌ ‌through‌ ‌it,‌ ‌scattering‌‌what‌‌had‌‌once‌‌been‌‌flesh‌‌into‌‌a‌‌cloud‌‌of‌‌glitter.‌‌Soon‌‌afterwards‌‌                               
the‌ ‌thong‌ ‌was‌ ‌similarly‌ ‌claimed‌ ‌by‌ ‌gravity,‌ ‌dispersing‌ ‌the‌ ‌glitter-turned‌ ‌substance‌ ‌of‌ ‌Galinda‌‌                         
Glitter’s‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌as‌ ‌it‌ ‌smashed‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌ 

As‌‌flesh‌‌changed‌‌to‌‌shimmering‌‌particles‌‌Galinda‌‌Glitter’s‌‌expression‌‌had‌‌just‌‌enough‌‌time‌‌                         
to‌‌shift‌‌from‌‌anger‌‌to‌‌shock‌‌as‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌body‌‌break‌‌apart‌‌and‌‌collapse‌‌atop‌‌her‌‌other‌‌sandal.‌‌                                     
The‌ ‌enormous‌ ‌collection‌ ‌of‌ ‌glitter‌ ‌crumbled‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌in‌ ‌silence.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌silicon‌ ‌implants,‌‌                           
retaining‌ ‌the‌ ‌inertia‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌step,‌ ‌popped‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌pile‌ ‌just‌ ‌before‌ ‌landing‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌cement‌‌and‌‌                                   
rolled‌ ‌softly‌ ‌about‌ ‌two‌ ‌feet.‌ ‌Galinda‌ ‌Glitter‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌reduced‌ ‌to‌ ‌a‌ ‌pile‌ ‌of‌ ‌glimmering‌ ‌flecks‌‌                               
heaped‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌pile‌ ‌of‌ ‌shimmering‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌leaves.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌stared‌‌at‌‌the‌‌sparkling‌‌remains‌‌of‌‌the‌‌transformed‌‌woman.‌‌For‌‌the‌‌first‌‌time‌‌some‌‌                             
true‌ ‌fear‌ ‌was‌ ‌chilling‌ ‌her‌ ‌blood.‌ ‌ 

“Now,‌‌as‌‌I‌‌was‌‌saying…”‌‌Reduxia‌‌continued,‌‌“...strip‌‌club‌‌that‌‌way,‌‌brothel‌‌that‌‌way.‌‌I’m‌‌                             
going‌ ‌to‌ ‌give‌ ‌you‌‌until‌‌the‌‌next‌‌round‌‌starts‌‌tomorrow‌‌to‌‌humble‌‌yourself‌‌to‌‌the‌‌point‌‌you‌‌can‌‌                                   
earn‌ ‌from‌ ‌either,‌ ‌oh,‌ ‌let’s‌ ‌say...what‌ ‌you‌ ‌won‌ ‌with‌ ‌your‌ ‌first‌ ‌dishonest‌ ‌lawsuit.”‌ ‌ 

“I,‌ ‌waib,‌ ‌whad?”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌sputtered,‌ ‌“Vab’f‌ ‌fo‌ ‌much!‌ ‌I‌ ‌can’d!”‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌think‌ ‌you‌ ‌could,‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌clever,”‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌mused,‌ ‌“And‌ ‌I‌ ‌think‌ ‌you’ll‌ ‌have‌ ‌the‌ ‌proper‌‌                             
motivation‌ ‌if‌ ‌failing‌ ‌means-”‌ ‌ 



“The‌ ‌fuck?‌ ‌Who‌ ‌let‌ ‌you‌ ‌in?”‌ ‌another‌ ‌voice,‌ ‌this‌ ‌time‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌right,‌ ‌interrupted‌‌                           
Reduxia.‌ ‌She‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌looked‌‌over‌‌to‌‌see‌‌a‌‌woman‌‌in‌‌a‌‌golden‌‌sheer‌‌nightgown.‌‌Matching‌‌                               
golden‌ ‌slippers‌ ‌adorned‌ ‌her‌ ‌feet,‌ ‌which‌ ‌was‌ ‌why‌ ‌her‌ ‌entrance‌ ‌had‌ ‌not‌‌been‌‌detected‌‌until‌‌she‌‌                               
spoke.‌‌Black‌‌lacy‌‌lingerie‌‌cupped‌‌generous‌‌natural‌‌breasts‌‌and‌‌hugged‌‌a‌‌fair‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌hips.‌‌Light‌‌                               
freckles‌ ‌mottled‌ ‌milky‌ ‌white‌ ‌skin,‌ ‌and‌ ‌short‌ ‌strawberry‌ ‌locks‌ ‌framed‌ ‌a‌ ‌softly‌ ‌featured‌ ‌face.‌ ‌ 

“I‌‌tire‌‌of‌‌these‌‌interruptions,”‌‌Reduxia‌‌sighed,‌‌turning‌‌to‌‌the‌‌new‌‌interloper,‌‌“And‌‌what‌‌is‌‌                             
your‌ ‌name?”‌ ‌ 

“Brenda‌ ‌Bubbles,‌ ‌and‌ ‌you-”‌ ‌ 

Snap!‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌watched‌‌Brenda‌‌Bubbles‌‌shudder‌‌as‌‌some‌‌alteration‌‌overtook‌‌her.‌‌Cassidy‌‌guessed‌‌                       
that‌ ‌this‌ ‌change‌ ‌was‌ ‌starting‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌inside,‌ ‌as‌ ‌Brenda‌ ‌Bubbles‌ ‌looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌herself‌ ‌and‌‌                               
started‌ ‌patting‌ ‌her‌‌stomach‌‌and‌‌sides‌‌with‌‌her‌‌hands.‌‌Curiosity‌‌and‌‌concern‌‌furrowed‌‌her‌‌brow‌‌                             
as‌ ‌she‌ ‌took‌ ‌stock‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌sensations‌ ‌running‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌core.‌ ‌ 

Brenda‌ ‌Bubbles‌ ‌lifted‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌examined‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers.‌ ‌The‌ ‌skin‌ ‌on‌ ‌each‌ ‌was‌                             
starting‌‌to‌‌become‌‌transparent,‌‌but‌‌instead‌‌of‌‌muscle‌‌or‌‌bone‌‌appearing‌‌beneath‌‌them‌‌there‌‌was‌‌                             
just‌ ‌emptiness‌ ‌within‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

No,‌‌Cassidy‌‌realized,‌‌‌air‌.‌‌Brenda‌‌Bubbles’‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌wide‌‌as‌‌her‌‌fingers,‌‌separated‌‌at‌‌each‌‌                             
joint,‌‌released‌‌from‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌as‌‌a‌‌series‌‌of‌‌forty-eight‌‌little‌‌bubbles.‌‌They‌‌hung‌‌in‌‌the‌‌air‌‌as‌‌the‌‌                                     
transparency‌‌and‌‌bubbling‌‌moved‌‌through‌‌her.‌‌Toes‌‌blipped‌‌into‌‌little‌‌bubbles,‌‌as‌‌hands‌‌became‌‌                           
larger‌ ‌ones.‌ ‌More‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌now‌ ‌arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌legs‌ ‌broke‌ ‌apart‌ ‌into‌ ‌bubbles‌ ‌roughly‌ ‌the‌ ‌size‌ ‌of‌‌                               
baseballs‌‌and‌‌softballs.‌‌Each‌‌breast‌‌rose‌‌from‌‌the‌‌lingerie‌‌as‌‌its‌‌own‌‌orange-sized‌‌bubble.‌‌More‌‌                             
and‌ ‌more‌ ‌of‌ ‌Brenda‌ ‌Bubble’s‌ ‌body‌ ‌turned‌ ‌transparent,‌ ‌separating‌ ‌into‌ ‌more‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌                             
namesake‌ ‌until‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌gently‌ ‌split‌ ‌into‌ ‌six‌ ‌bubbles.‌ ‌And,‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌nightgown‌ ‌and‌ ‌lingerie‌‌                             
crumpled‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor,‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌end‌ ‌of‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌watched‌‌the‌‌little‌‌transparent‌‌balls‌‌float‌‌through‌‌the‌‌air.‌‌They‌‌had‌‌a‌‌soapy‌‌swirl‌‌to‌‌                               
them,‌‌and‌‌every‌‌now‌‌and‌‌then‌‌Cassidy‌‌thought‌‌she‌‌could‌‌catch‌‌an‌‌image‌‌of‌‌a‌‌nipple,‌‌or‌‌an‌‌eye,‌‌                                     
or‌‌lips‌‌form‌‌in‌‌their‌‌glossy‌‌surfaces.‌‌It‌‌did‌‌not‌‌appear‌‌as‌‌if‌‌these‌‌bubbles‌‌were‌‌as‌‌fragile‌‌as‌‌ones‌‌                                       
actually‌ ‌formed‌ ‌from‌ ‌soap,‌‌as‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌watched‌‌the‌‌bubbles‌‌gently‌‌bump‌‌against‌‌                           
the‌ ‌pipes‌ ‌and‌ ‌walls‌ ‌and‌ ‌instead‌ ‌of‌ ‌bursting‌ ‌simply‌ ‌float‌ ‌away‌ ‌from‌ ‌whatever‌ ‌they’d‌ ‌contacted.‌ ‌ 

“Do‌ ‌not‌ ‌worry,‌ ‌neither‌ ‌is‌‌dead,‌‌just‌‌experiencing‌‌a‌‌new‌‌form.‌‌Let‌‌us‌‌finish‌‌before‌‌we‌‌are‌‌                                 
interrupted‌ ‌again,”‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌muttered,‌ ‌turning‌‌her‌‌attention‌‌back‌‌to‌‌Cassidy‌‌and‌‌batting‌‌away‌‌a‌‌                           
few‌ ‌parts‌ ‌of‌ ‌Brenda‌ ‌Bubbles‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌floated‌ ‌too‌ ‌close.‌ ‌“You’ve‌ ‌got‌‌your‌‌total,‌‌and‌‌it‌‌appears‌‌                                 
that‌‌The‌‌Greased‌‌Pole‌‌and‌‌The‌‌Trimmed‌‌Fern‌‌each‌‌have‌‌newly‌‌available‌‌openings‌‌for‌‌you‌‌to‌‌fill.‌‌                                 
You’ll‌‌find‌‌no‌‌resistance‌‌to‌‌your‌‌actions‌‌at‌‌either.‌‌Earn‌‌yourself‌‌that‌‌cash‌‌and‌‌you’ll‌‌head‌‌back‌‌to‌‌                                   



the‌ ‌table‌ ‌no‌ ‌worse‌ ‌than‌ ‌you‌ ‌are‌ ‌now.‌ ‌But‌ ‌fail‌ ‌and‌ ‌you’ll‌ ‌find‌‌me‌‌disappointed.‌‌And‌‌I‌‌care‌‌for‌‌                                     
disappointment‌ ‌even‌ ‌less‌ ‌than‌ ‌I‌ ‌do‌ ‌rudeness‌ ‌or‌ ‌interruption.”‌ ‌ 

Her‌‌instructions‌‌complete‌‌Reduxia‌‌took‌‌a‌‌step‌‌backwards‌‌and‌‌vanished‌‌into‌‌the‌‌curtains‌‌of‌‌                           
reality.‌ ‌The‌ ‌impossible‌ ‌woman‌ ‌now‌ ‌gone‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌felt‌ ‌her‌ ‌ability‌ ‌to‌ ‌stand‌ ‌returned,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌‌                             
carefully‌ ‌rose‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌disgusting‌ ‌couch.‌ ‌ 

And‌‌then‌‌clenched‌‌and‌‌cursed‌‌and‌‌came‌‌as‌‌someone‌‌somewhere‌‌got‌‌off‌‌to‌‌her‌‌social‌‌feed.‌‌                               
Cassidy’s‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌squeaked‌ ‌and‌ ‌squawked‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌pawed‌ ‌at‌‌them,‌‌the‌‌cartoonish‌‌smoothness‌‌of‌‌                           
their‌‌skin‌‌slightly‌‌off‌‌putting‌‌to‌‌Cassidy.‌‌She‌‌shuddered‌‌through‌‌the‌‌last‌‌moments‌‌of‌‌the‌‌orgasm‌‌                               
and‌ ‌clenched‌ ‌her‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌moisture‌ ‌that‌ ‌head‌ ‌released‌ ‌onto‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌considered‌ ‌her‌ ‌options.‌ ‌She‌ ‌had‌ ‌no‌ ‌qualms‌ ‌fucking‌ ‌her‌ ‌way‌ ‌into‌ ‌riches,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌                             
just‌ ‌knew‌‌ ‌that’s‌ ‌what‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌her‌ ‌to‌ ‌do.‌ ‌To‌ ‌go‌ ‌the‌ ‌route‌ ‌that‌ ‌would‌ ‌likely‌ ‌be‌ ‌easier.‌ ‌ 

Trashier‌,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌thought.‌ ‌ 

Which‌ ‌meant‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌choice‌ ‌was‌ ‌to‌ ‌head‌ ‌to‌ ‌The‌ ‌Greased‌ ‌Pole‌ ‌and‌ ‌prove‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌wrong.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌took‌‌a‌‌few‌‌tentative‌‌steps‌‌as‌‌she‌‌learned‌‌how‌‌to‌‌handle‌‌her‌‌newly‌‌acquired‌‌tits.‌‌It‌‌                                 
felt‌ ‌like‌ ‌they‌ ‌moved‌ ‌down‌ ‌when‌ ‌they‌‌should‌‌go‌‌up,‌‌and‌‌up‌‌when‌‌they‌‌should‌‌go‌‌down.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌                                     
disconcerting.‌ ‌And‌ ‌since‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌see‌ ‌past‌ ‌her‌ ‌bust‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌startled‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌felt‌‌                             
something‌ ‌bump‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌hoof.‌ 

Turning‌‌and‌‌looking‌‌down‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌saw‌‌she’d‌‌gently‌‌kicked‌‌one‌‌of‌‌Galinda‌‌                           
Glitter’s‌‌loosed‌‌breast‌‌implants.‌‌Cassidy‌‌carefully‌‌bent‌‌down‌‌and‌‌picked‌‌it‌‌up,‌‌gently‌‌squeezing‌‌                           
the‌ ‌silicon‌ ‌bag.‌ ‌She‌ ‌then‌ ‌looked‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌pile‌ ‌of‌‌glitter‌‌still‌‌mostly‌‌resting‌‌atop‌‌Galinda‌‌Glitter’s‌‌                                 
thong‌‌and‌‌sandals.‌‌Some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌glitter‌‌had‌‌begun‌‌to‌‌blow‌‌about‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌carried‌‌by‌‌little‌‌drafts.‌‌                                   
A‌‌few‌‌of‌‌Brenda‌‌Bubbles’‌‌bubbles‌‌had‌‌floated‌‌down‌‌and‌‌bounced‌‌off‌‌the‌‌pile,‌‌bits‌‌of‌‌glitter‌‌now‌‌                                   
floating‌ ‌over‌ ‌their‌ ‌surface.‌ ‌ 

“Bebber‌ ‌wou‌ ‌fam‌ ‌me,”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌muttered,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌homeless‌ ‌implant‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌‌                           
couch.‌‌About‌‌to‌‌march‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌steps‌‌Cassidy‌‌paused.‌‌Considering‌‌that‌‌she‌‌was‌‌headed‌‌up‌‌to‌‌a‌‌                                   
strip‌ ‌club‌ ‌she‌ ‌realized‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed‌ ‌some‌ ‌sort‌ ‌of‌ ‌theme.‌ ‌ 

Thinking‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌reached‌ ‌down‌ ‌again,‌ ‌this‌ ‌time‌ ‌to‌ ‌grab‌ ‌a‌ ‌small‌ ‌handful‌ ‌of‌‌                           
formerly-human‌ ‌glitter.‌ ‌She‌ ‌sprinkled‌ ‌it‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌expanse‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌chest‌‌and‌‌down‌‌her‌‌cleavage.‌‌                             
She‌‌then‌‌turned‌‌her‌‌attention‌‌to‌‌the‌‌bubbles‌‌floating‌‌through‌‌the‌‌air.‌‌She‌‌gently‌‌touched‌‌one,‌‌and‌‌                                 
it‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌pop‌ ‌-‌‌it‌‌briefly‌‌stuck‌‌to‌‌her‌‌finger‌‌and‌‌had‌‌a‌‌cellophane‌‌feel‌‌to‌‌it.‌‌With‌‌her‌‌thumb‌‌and‌‌                                         
forefinger‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌plucked‌ ‌a‌ ‌bubble‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌like‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌an‌ ‌apple,‌ ‌and‌‌found‌‌it‌‌sticky‌‌and‌‌                                   
resilient.‌ ‌The‌ ‌image‌ ‌of‌ ‌an‌ ‌eye‌ ‌briefly‌ ‌formed‌ ‌on‌ ‌its‌ ‌surface.‌ ‌ 



Cassidy‌‌reached‌‌around‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌the‌‌bubble‌‌against‌‌one‌‌of‌‌her‌‌nipples.‌‌It‌‌stuck‌‌there,‌‌a‌‌                               
vague‌ ‌slimy‌ ‌sensation‌ ‌holding‌‌it‌‌in‌‌place.‌‌She‌‌then‌‌began‌‌collecting‌‌more,‌‌using‌‌them‌‌to‌‌cover‌‌                               
her‌‌nipples‌‌and‌‌groin.‌‌Cassidy‌‌didn’t‌‌pay‌‌any‌‌attention‌‌to‌‌any‌‌more‌‌imagery‌‌of‌‌Brenda‌‌Bubbles’‌‌                               
former‌‌humanity,‌‌sticking‌‌one‌‌nipple‌‌and‌‌another‌‌eye‌‌over‌‌her‌‌crotch‌‌while‌‌the‌‌second‌‌nipple,‌‌an‌‌                               
ear,‌‌and‌‌an‌‌asshole‌‌found‌‌themselves‌‌stuck‌‌to‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌other‌‌tit.‌‌One‌‌single‌‌bubble‌‌was‌‌placed‌‌                               
at‌ ‌the‌ ‌top‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌ass‌ ‌crack,‌ ‌which‌ ‌shimmered‌ ‌Brenda‌ ‌Bubbles’‌ ‌pussy.‌ ‌ 

“Ab‌‌leafp‌‌wou‌‌dwo‌‌were‌‌goob‌‌fow‌‌fomefing,”‌‌Cassidy‌‌mused‌‌as‌‌she‌‌clopped‌‌up‌‌the‌‌steps‌‌                               
towards‌ ‌The‌ ‌Greased‌ ‌Pole.‌ ‌ 

Once‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌comfortably‌ ‌far‌ ‌enough‌‌away‌‌from‌‌the‌‌game‌‌room‌‌Cindi‌‌placed‌‌a‌‌hand‌‌on‌‌                               
the‌ ‌hallway‌ ‌wall‌ ‌to‌ ‌steady‌ ‌herself‌ ‌through‌ ‌another‌ ‌swell‌ ‌in‌‌her‌‌ongoing‌‌climax.‌‌She‌‌bent‌‌over‌‌                               
and‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌ ‌deep‌ ‌breath,‌ ‌thankful‌ ‌that‌ ‌her‌ ‌newly‌ ‌acquired‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌weren’t‌ ‌swinging‌ ‌about‌ ‌and‌‌                             
threatening‌ ‌to‌ ‌uppercut‌ ‌her.‌‌ ‌  

Cindi‌‌found‌‌that‌‌the‌‌weight‌‌of‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌silicon-filled‌‌tits‌‌were‌‌an‌‌inconvenience‌‌over‌‌the‌‌                           
breasts‌‌the‌‌assassin‌‌had‌‌first‌‌entered‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌with‌‌-‌‌but‌‌they‌‌were‌‌a‌‌marked‌‌improvement‌‌over‌‌                                 
the‌‌cartoons‌‌she’d‌‌grown.‌‌They‌‌moved,‌‌but‌‌not‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌-‌‌not‌‌like‌‌what‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌dealing‌‌with‌‌the‌‌                                     
last‌ ‌few‌ ‌hours.‌ ‌It‌ ‌would‌ ‌require‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌practice‌ ‌for‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌to‌ ‌retrain‌‌herself‌‌with‌‌the‌‌additional‌‌                                 
mass‌ ‌and‌ ‌its‌ ‌associated‌ ‌momentum,‌ ‌but‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌doable.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌ongoing‌‌climaxing,‌‌on‌‌the‌‌other‌‌hand,‌‌was‌‌a‌‌serious‌‌safety‌‌risk.‌‌As‌‌Cindi‌‌wobbled‌‌to‌‌                               
the‌‌elevator‌‌she‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌her‌‌juices‌‌expelling‌‌and‌‌rolling‌‌down‌‌her‌‌legs.‌‌She‌‌smacked‌‌the‌‌call‌‌                                 
button‌ ‌and‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌was‌‌biting‌‌her‌‌lip.‌‌She‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌back‌‌and‌‌commanded‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌                                 
stand‌‌up‌‌and‌‌project‌‌herself‌‌as‌‌if‌‌nothing‌‌was‌‌wrong.‌‌She’d‌‌been‌‌here‌‌a‌‌few‌‌days‌‌now‌‌-‌‌plenty‌‌of‌‌                                       
time‌ ‌for‌ ‌someone‌ ‌to‌ ‌have‌ ‌tracked‌ ‌her‌ ‌down.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌let‌ ‌it‌ ‌look‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌‌                                   
compromised.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌a‌ ‌‌ding‌‌Cindi‌‌got‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌elevator‌‌and‌‌hit‌‌the‌‌button‌‌for‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌lobby.‌‌She‌‌hated‌‌                                   
that‌‌the‌‌gaming‌‌space‌‌was‌‌so‌‌far‌‌from‌‌her‌‌hotel‌‌room.‌‌Having‌‌to‌‌travel‌‌through‌‌so‌‌many‌‌people,‌‌                                   
in‌ ‌such‌ ‌an‌ ‌open‌ ‌space,‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌sniper‌ ‌bullet‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌head‌ ‌waiting‌ ‌to‌ ‌happen.‌ ‌ 

Unless‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌had‌‌decided‌‌on‌‌a‌‌more‌‌personal‌‌attack‌‌-‌‌or‌‌been‌‌ordered‌‌to‌‌deliver‌‌a‌‌final‌‌                                   
message.‌ ‌It‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌outside‌ ‌the‌ ‌ego‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌assassin’s‌ ‌former‌ ‌employers‌ ‌to‌‌want‌‌to‌‌have‌‌the‌‌last‌‌                                 
word‌‌before‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌snuffed‌‌out.‌‌Two‌‌more‌‌‌dings‌‌and‌‌two‌‌more‌‌climaxes‌‌brought‌‌Cindi‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                                 
casino‌ ‌lobby.‌ ‌She‌ ‌could‌ ‌smell‌ ‌the‌ ‌musk‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌filled‌ ‌the‌ ‌elevator‌ ‌with‌ ‌-‌ ‌a‌ ‌look‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌‌                                   
confirmed‌ ‌she‌‌was‌‌dripping‌‌a‌‌bread‌‌crumb‌‌trail‌‌of‌‌her‌‌juices.‌‌Just‌‌two‌‌more‌‌ways‌‌she‌‌could‌‌be‌‌                                   
tracked‌ ‌now.‌ ‌ 

Trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌hold‌ ‌herself‌ ‌up‌ ‌straight‌ ‌through‌ ‌another‌ ‌orgasm‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌stepped‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌lobby,‌‌                             
Cindi‌‌looked‌‌around.‌‌She‌‌needed‌‌to‌‌do‌‌something‌‌about‌‌the‌‌trail‌‌she‌‌was‌‌leaving‌‌-‌‌the‌‌last‌‌thing‌‌                                   
she‌ ‌needed‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌series‌‌of‌‌carpet‌‌stains‌‌leading‌‌someone‌‌to‌‌her‌‌hotel‌‌room.‌‌She‌‌spotted‌‌a‌‌sign‌‌                                   



for‌ ‌a‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌room‌ ‌right‌‌where‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌lobby‌‌transitioned‌‌to‌‌the‌‌gambling‌‌floor,‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌                               
started‌ ‌towards‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

It‌ ‌was‌ ‌difficult‌ ‌to‌ ‌walk‌ ‌straight.‌ ‌In‌ ‌any‌ ‌other‌ ‌circumstance‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌would‌‌have‌‌zigged‌‌and‌‌                             
zagged‌ ‌a‌ ‌bit‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌public‌ ‌space,‌ ‌and‌ ‌kept‌ ‌her‌ ‌focus‌ ‌off‌ ‌the‌‌bathroom‌‌sign.‌‌But‌‌standing‌‌                                 
upright‌ ‌and‌ ‌keeping‌ ‌herself‌ ‌from‌ ‌groaning‌ ‌after‌ ‌each‌ ‌orgasmic‌ ‌swell‌ ‌was‌ ‌taking‌ ‌up‌ ‌all‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌                               
concentration.‌‌Cindi‌‌knew‌‌she‌‌was‌‌telegraphing‌‌her‌‌destination,‌‌but‌‌it‌‌was‌‌a‌‌risk‌‌she‌‌just‌‌had‌‌to‌‌                                 
take‌ ‌at‌ ‌this‌ ‌time.‌ ‌Once‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌dried‌ ‌off‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌groin‌ ‌and‌ ‌stuffed‌ ‌a‌ ‌bathroom‌ ‌tampon‌ ‌up‌‌                                   
herself‌‌to‌‌stave‌‌off‌‌the‌‌dripping,‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌concentrate‌‌on‌‌the‌‌more‌‌complex‌‌self-preservation‌‌                           
methods.‌ ‌ 

Approaching‌‌the‌‌tiled‌‌entryway‌‌of‌‌the‌‌women’s‌‌room‌‌Cindi‌‌stepped‌‌aside‌‌to‌‌let‌‌a‌‌gambler‌‌                             
rush‌‌out‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌floor.‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌needed‌‌the‌‌extra‌‌moment‌‌to‌‌steady‌‌herself‌‌anyhow.‌‌                                 
Keeping‌‌the‌‌stony‌‌expression‌‌and‌‌locked‌‌knees‌‌through‌‌the‌‌blissful‌‌explosions‌‌was‌‌sapping‌‌all‌‌of‌‌                             
Cindi’s‌‌energy.‌‌She‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌retrain‌‌herself‌‌for‌‌the‌‌changes‌‌to‌‌her‌‌body‌‌once‌‌she‌‌got‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                                     
room,‌ ‌but‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌feeling‌ ‌more‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌like‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌probably‌ ‌collapse‌ ‌into‌ ‌sleep.‌ ‌ 

Quivering‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌restroom‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌found‌ ‌herself‌ ‌alone‌ ‌amongst‌ ‌the‌ ‌sinks‌ ‌and‌ ‌stalls.‌ ‌She‌‌                           
steadied‌ ‌herself‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌counter‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment,‌ ‌taking‌ ‌deep‌ ‌breaths.‌ ‌Another‌ ‌climax‌ ‌shook‌ ‌up‌‌                             
through‌‌her‌‌belly,‌‌across‌‌her‌‌stuffed‌‌breasts,‌‌and‌‌down‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌to‌‌fingers‌‌that‌‌tightened‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                                 
tile.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌took‌ ‌and‌ ‌released‌ ‌another‌ ‌deep,‌ ‌long‌ ‌breath.‌ ‌Thank‌ ‌God‌ ‌this‌ ‌would‌ ‌wear‌ ‌off‌‌                             
tomorrow.‌ ‌ 

Recentered,‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌turned‌ ‌and‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌pull‌ ‌paper‌ ‌towels‌‌from‌‌the‌‌dispenser.‌‌She’d‌‌taken‌‌                           
six‌‌of‌‌them‌‌when‌‌the‌‌corner‌‌of‌‌her‌‌eye‌‌caught‌‌in‌‌the‌‌reflection‌‌of‌‌the‌‌closest‌‌mirror‌‌a‌‌toilet‌‌stall‌‌                                       
door‌‌quietly‌‌swing‌‌inwards.‌‌Thinking‌‌quickly,‌‌Cindi‌‌wrapped‌‌the‌‌paper‌‌towels‌‌over‌‌each‌‌thumb‌‌                           
and‌‌shot‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌up‌‌to‌‌her‌‌neck‌‌as‌‌a‌‌garrote‌‌was‌‌thrust‌‌over‌‌her‌‌head.‌‌The‌‌thin‌‌wire‌‌dug‌‌into‌‌                                         
the‌ ‌layered‌ ‌paper,‌ ‌but‌ ‌not‌ ‌tight‌ ‌enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌cut‌ ‌her‌ ‌skin‌ ‌-‌ ‌yet.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌backward‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌body‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌assailant,‌ ‌and‌ ‌felt‌‌a‌‌voluptuous‌‌form‌‌                             
pressed‌‌against‌‌her‌‌back.‌‌Even‌‌before‌‌delivering‌‌the‌‌final‌‌message,‌‌the‌‌former‌‌assassin‌‌could‌‌tell‌‌                             
who‌ ‌had‌ ‌found‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Because‌‌of‌‌what‌‌you‌‌did‌‌your‌‌former‌‌bosses‌‌think‌‌you‌‌lost‌‌your‌‌head.‌‌They‌‌wanted‌‌you‌‌to‌‌                                 
know‌ ‌I’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌sent‌ ‌to‌ ‌collect‌ ‌it‌ ‌for‌ ‌them,”‌ ‌hissed‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌into‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌ear.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌had‌‌never‌‌been‌‌one‌‌for‌‌quippy‌‌retorts.‌‌And‌‌she‌‌wasn’t‌‌about‌‌to‌‌begin‌‌now.‌‌She‌‌thrust‌‌                                 
herself‌‌backwards,‌‌slamming‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌hard‌‌against‌‌the‌‌center‌‌support‌‌between‌‌two‌‌stalls.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌                             
enough‌‌to‌‌relieve‌‌the‌‌pressure‌‌of‌‌the‌‌string‌‌from‌‌her‌‌thumbs,‌‌but‌‌not‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌let‌‌Cindi’s‌‌head‌‌                                   
slip‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌garrote.‌ ‌But‌ ‌she‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌ ‌do‌ ‌that.‌‌ ‌  



Keeping‌‌one‌‌hand‌‌up‌‌to‌‌resist‌‌being‌‌scrambled,‌‌the‌‌former‌‌assassin‌‌felt‌‌for‌‌the‌‌purple‌‌cards‌‌                               
she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌keeping.‌ ‌She‌ ‌felt‌ ‌one‌ ‌stuck‌ ‌against‌ ‌her‌ ‌skin,‌‌but‌‌didn’t‌‌know‌‌which‌‌one‌‌it‌‌was.‌‌As‌‌                                   
The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌thrust‌ ‌them‌ ‌forward‌ ‌so‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌rammed‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌sink‌‌counter,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌garrote‌‌                               
pulled‌ ‌tighter.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌have‌ ‌time‌ ‌to‌ ‌figure‌ ‌out‌ ‌which‌ ‌card‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌‌hand,‌‌she‌‌could‌‌                                   
only‌ ‌hope‌ ‌either‌ ‌could‌ ‌help‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Shifting‌ ‌and‌ ‌rotating‌ ‌so‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌and‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌had‌ ‌their‌ ‌left‌ ‌legs‌ ‌pressed‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌‌                             
countertop,‌‌Cindi‌‌reached‌‌backwards‌‌and‌‌slapped‌‌the‌‌purple‌‌card‌‌against‌‌her‌‌assailant.‌‌Instantly‌‌                         
the‌ ‌pressure‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌wire‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌thumb‌ ‌and‌ ‌against‌ ‌her‌ ‌throat‌ ‌was‌ ‌relieved.‌ ‌ 

Ducking‌‌away‌‌from‌‌the‌‌garrote‌‌and‌‌turning‌‌to‌‌face‌‌The‌‌Rose,‌‌both‌‌women‌‌were‌‌shocked‌‌to‌‌                               
see‌ ‌the‌ ‌garrote‌ ‌and‌ ‌two‌ ‌black‌ ‌gloves‌ ‌fall‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌as‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose’s‌ ‌arms‌ ‌vanished,‌ ‌thanks‌ ‌to‌‌                                   
having‌ ‌the‌ ‌Totally‌ ‌Armless‌ ‌card‌ ‌played‌ ‌on‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“What‌‌the‌‌fuck?!”‌‌the‌‌assassin‌‌screamed‌‌as‌‌she‌‌looked‌‌left‌‌and‌‌right‌‌at‌‌the‌‌smooth‌‌nubs‌‌of‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌shoulders.‌ ‌Atop‌ ‌them‌ ‌the‌ ‌straps‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌black‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌dress‌ ‌perched‌ ‌precariously.‌ ‌ 

“Shit…”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌muttered.‌ ‌Although‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌freed‌ ‌her‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌attack,‌ ‌she’d‌‌                         
actually‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌use‌ ‌the‌ ‌‌other‌ ‌purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌harboring‌‌for‌‌this‌‌encounter,‌‌the‌‌Who‌‌                               
Am‌ ‌I?‌ ‌card.‌ ‌Armless,‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌was‌ ‌much‌ ‌less‌ ‌useful‌ ‌to‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌she‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌helpless.‌‌Having‌‌assessed‌‌her‌‌situation‌‌quickly‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌leaned‌‌back‌‌and‌‌                           
began‌‌a‌‌flurry‌‌of‌‌kicks‌‌towards‌‌Cindi’s‌‌head.‌‌She‌‌dodged‌‌and‌‌backed‌‌away,‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌hoping‌‌on‌‌                                 
one‌ ‌leg‌ ‌to‌ ‌carry‌ ‌her‌ ‌attacks‌ ‌forward‌ ‌-‌ ‌although‌ ‌the‌ ‌loss‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌ ‌limb‌ ‌counterbalance‌ ‌meant‌ ‌the‌‌                                 
attacking‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌advance‌ ‌as‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌on‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌ 

Each‌ ‌woman‌ ‌was‌ ‌deadly,‌ ‌but‌ ‌between‌ ‌the‌ ‌sudden‌ ‌lake‌ ‌of‌ ‌arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌continued‌‌                           
distraction‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌ceaseless‌ ‌orgasm‌ ‌each‌ ‌was‌ ‌off‌ ‌their‌ ‌game.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌she‌ ‌weaved‌ ‌away‌‌from‌‌The‌‌Rose’s‌‌attacks,‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌exploring‌‌every‌‌inch‌‌within‌‌her‌‌                             
outfit‌ ‌trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌the‌ ‌second‌ ‌card.‌ ‌She‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌believe‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌lost‌ ‌it,‌ ‌and‌ ‌just‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌was‌‌                                   
wondering‌‌if‌‌it‌‌had‌‌fallen‌‌out‌‌unseen‌‌in‌‌the‌‌game‌‌room‌‌she‌‌spotted‌‌the‌‌purple‌‌back‌‌on‌‌the‌‌tiled‌                                     
floor‌ ‌-‌ ‌it‌ ‌had‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌out‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌the‌ ‌Totally‌ ‌Armless‌ ‌card.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌became‌ ‌aware‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌drawn‌‌attention,‌‌and‌‌spotted‌‌the‌‌object‌‌of‌‌her‌‌target’s‌‌                             
attention.‌ ‌ 

“Is‌‌that‌‌how‌‌you‌‌did‌‌this‌‌to‌‌me?”‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌spat,‌‌pausing‌‌her‌‌attack‌‌to‌‌consider‌‌her‌‌options.‌‌                                   
She‌‌didn’t‌‌know‌‌just‌‌what‌‌the‌‌thing‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌was‌‌for‌‌or‌‌could‌‌do,‌‌but‌‌if‌‌Cindi‌‌wanted‌‌it‌‌The‌‌                                         
Rose‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌keep‌ ‌it‌ ‌from‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌attempted‌‌to‌‌use‌‌the‌‌pause‌‌in‌‌The‌‌Rose’s‌‌attack‌‌to‌‌leap‌‌for‌‌the‌‌card,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌assailant‌‌                                   
was‌‌quick‌‌to‌‌catch‌‌Cindi‌‌in‌‌the‌‌side‌‌with‌‌a‌‌kick.‌‌Cindi‌‌rolled‌‌towards‌‌the‌‌sinks,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌card‌‌was‌‌                                       



out‌‌of‌‌reach.‌‌The‌‌Rose’s‌‌blocky‌‌heels‌‌clomped‌‌across‌‌the‌‌tile‌‌and‌‌one‌‌boot‌‌slammed‌‌down‌‌atop‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌purple‌ ‌rectangle.‌ ‌ 

There‌ ‌was‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌as‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌considered‌‌how‌‌she‌‌was‌‌going‌‌to‌‌pick‌‌up‌‌the‌‌card,‌‌and‌‌                                   
that‌ ‌was‌‌all‌‌the‌‌delay‌‌Cindi‌‌needed.‌‌She‌‌rolled‌‌over‌‌to‌‌the‌‌armless‌‌woman’s‌‌legs,‌‌grabbing‌‌one‌‌                                 
and‌‌kicking‌‌the‌‌other‌‌in‌‌the‌‌heel.‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌yelped‌‌and‌‌fell‌‌backwards‌‌over‌‌Cindi,‌‌landing‌‌hard‌‌                                 
on‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass.‌ ‌The‌ ‌kick‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌flailing‌ ‌foot‌ ‌slide‌ ‌the‌ ‌purple‌ ‌card‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌feet‌ ‌away,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌‌                                     
struggling‌‌to‌‌reach‌‌it‌‌as‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌them‌‌were‌‌a‌‌pile‌‌of‌‌six‌‌flailing‌‌and‌‌tangled‌‌limbs.‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌                                       
feel‌‌her‌‌stomach‌‌being‌‌squeezed‌‌by‌‌The‌‌Rose’s‌‌legs‌‌as‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌herself‌‌over‌‌with‌‌her‌‌elbows.‌‌                                 
Cindi‌ ‌finally‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌Who‌ ‌Am‌ ‌I?‌ ‌and‌ ‌slammed‌ ‌it‌ ‌onto‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose’s‌ ‌bare‌ ‌legs.‌ ‌ 

“What‌ ‌have‌ ‌you...oh...what?”‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌Rose’s‌ ‌vice‌ ‌grip‌ ‌on‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌relaxed‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌‌former‌‌assassin‌‌wiggled‌‌free.‌‌Standing‌‌up‌‌                             
and‌ ‌leaning‌ ‌on‌ ‌a‌ ‌stall‌ ‌door‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌panted‌ ‌through‌ ‌pain,‌‌exhaustion,‌‌and‌‌another‌‌orgasm,‌‌Cindi‌‌                               
looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌just‌ ‌defeated.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌Rose’s‌ ‌shoulder-length‌ ‌hair‌ ‌was‌ ‌spread‌ ‌out‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌tile,‌ ‌and‌‌for‌‌this‌‌                               
mission‌‌it‌‌had‌‌been‌‌dyed‌‌a‌‌raven‌‌black.‌‌The‌‌fair‌‌and‌‌pointed‌‌features‌‌of‌‌her‌‌face‌‌betrayed‌‌a‌‌deep‌‌                                     
confusion.‌‌Past‌‌her‌‌armless‌‌shoulders‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌see‌‌that‌‌she’d‌‌taped‌‌down‌‌her‌‌generous‌‌breasts‌‌                             
for‌ ‌this‌ ‌mission,‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose’s‌ ‌naturally‌ ‌deep‌ ‌cleavage‌ ‌flat‌ ‌and‌‌dulled‌‌under‌‌the‌‌dress.‌‌Her‌‌long,‌‌                               
muscular‌ ‌legs‌ ‌were‌ ‌splayed‌ ‌out,‌ ‌bending‌ ‌and‌ ‌moving‌ ‌purposelessly.‌ ‌ 

“Who...am‌ ‌I?”‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌muttered,‌ ‌wide,‌ ‌scared‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌looking‌ ‌up‌ ‌at‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌The‌ ‌former‌‌                           
assassin‌ ‌realized‌ ‌now‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌time‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed‌ ‌to‌ ‌create‌ ‌a‌ ‌the‌ ‌new‌ ‌backstory‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌‌                                 
defeated‌ ‌foe.‌ ‌She’d‌ ‌briefly‌ ‌considered‌ ‌this.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌thought‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌time‌ ‌she’d‌‌                           
encountered‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose.‌ ‌The‌ ‌squirming‌ ‌woman‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌sent‌ ‌to‌ ‌spy‌ ‌on‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌to‌ ‌confirm‌ ‌her‌‌                               
loyalties.‌ ‌She’d‌ ‌entered‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌room‌ ‌dressed‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌shimmering‌ ‌bra-top‌ ‌and‌ ‌bedlah‌ ‌pants‌ ‌and‌‌                           
claimed‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌there‌ ‌to‌ ‌satisfy‌ ‌any‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌needs.‌ ‌ 

At‌‌the‌‌time‌‌Cindi‌‌didn’t‌‌have‌‌any‌‌sexual‌‌impulses‌‌for‌‌her,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌figured‌‌if‌‌she‌‌was‌‌now‌‌                                   
going‌‌to‌‌redefine‌‌who‌‌this‌‌assassin‌‌was‌‌she‌‌may‌‌as‌‌well‌‌use‌‌something‌‌from‌‌their‌‌past‌‌that‌‌could‌‌                                   
benefit‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Your‌‌name‌‌is‌‌Rhea,‌‌and‌‌you‌‌are‌‌my‌‌personal‌‌nympho‌‌courtesan,‌‌completely‌‌dedicated‌‌in‌‌                           
body‌ ‌and‌ ‌mind‌ ‌to‌ ‌satisfying‌ ‌any‌ ‌and‌ ‌all‌ ‌of‌ ‌my‌ ‌desires.”‌ ‌ 

Both‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌-‌‌now‌‌‘Rhea’‌‌-‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌convulsed‌‌as‌‌she‌‌finished‌‌speaking.‌‌For‌‌Rhea‌‌it‌‌                                 
was‌ ‌from‌ ‌an‌ ‌entirely‌ ‌new‌ ‌personality‌ ‌taking‌ ‌over.‌ ‌The‌ ‌former‌ ‌ruthless‌‌assassin,‌‌with‌‌over‌‌400‌‌                             
confirmed‌ ‌intentional‌ ‌kills,‌ ‌vanished‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌deepest‌ ‌recesses‌ ‌of‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌brain,‌ ‌waiting‌‌for‌‌the‌‌                           
time‌ ‌when‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌rejoin‌ ‌the‌ ‌card‌ ‌game‌ ‌and‌ ‌have‌ ‌her‌ ‌mind‌ ‌reset.‌ ‌ 



Rhea‌‌bloomed‌‌upwards‌‌into‌‌her‌‌mind,‌‌establishing‌‌a‌‌subservient‌‌personality‌‌who‌‌only‌‌had‌‌                         
one‌‌goal‌‌-‌‌to‌‌please‌‌and‌‌pleasure‌‌the‌‌woman‌‌who‌‌was‌‌standing‌‌over‌‌her.‌‌Her‌‌pussy‌‌buzzed‌‌and‌‌                                   
moistened,‌‌not‌‌just‌‌because‌‌that‌‌was‌‌now‌‌its‌‌constant‌‌natural‌‌state,‌‌but‌‌because‌‌Rhea‌‌was‌‌staring‌‌                               
at‌ ‌the‌ ‌focus‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌lust‌ ‌looming‌ ‌over‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌had‌‌convulsed‌‌for‌‌a‌‌completely‌‌different‌‌reason‌‌-‌‌because‌‌she‌‌had‌‌lied.‌‌Cindi‌‌hadn’t‌‌                             
considered‌ ‌how‌ ‌her‌ ‌oldest‌ ‌card-effect‌ ‌would‌ ‌react‌ ‌to‌ ‌this.‌ ‌Staring‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌‘Rhea’‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌‌                             
flushed‌‌with‌‌desire.‌‌It‌‌had‌‌been‌‌a‌‌fairly‌‌deep‌‌lie‌‌-‌‌the‌‌armless‌‌woman‌‌had‌‌played‌‌the‌‌part‌‌once,‌‌                                     
but‌‌certainly‌‌‌wasn’t‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌described.‌‌Her‌‌body‌‌shivered‌‌with‌‌a‌‌sudden‌‌sexual‌‌need‌‌to‌‌have‌‌                                 
Rhea’s‌‌bare‌‌skin‌‌pressed‌‌against‌‌her‌‌own...to‌‌feel‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌against‌‌hers,‌‌to‌‌suck‌‌her‌‌nipples,‌‌to‌‌                                 
lick‌ ‌her‌ ‌pussy,‌ ‌to‌ ‌caress‌ ‌the‌ ‌bald‌ ‌shoulder‌ ‌nubs.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌Mistress!”‌ ‌Rhea‌‌moaned,‌‌wiggling‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌helpless‌‌to‌‌get‌‌up‌‌without‌‌her‌‌arms,‌‌                             
“How‌ ‌may‌ ‌I‌ ‌please‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌ 

That‌ ‌silky‌ ‌smooth‌ ‌submissive‌ ‌voice‌ ‌would‌ ‌have‌ ‌sent‌ ‌an‌ ‌orgasmic‌‌shudder‌‌through‌‌Cindi‌‌                         
even‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌been‌ ‌locked‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌looping‌ ‌orgasm.‌ ‌ 

“For‌‌now‌‌it‌‌will‌‌please‌‌me‌‌to‌‌get‌‌you‌‌off‌‌the‌‌floor,”‌‌Cindi‌‌quietly‌‌replied,‌‌her‌‌skin‌‌flushed‌‌                                   
with‌ ‌arousal.‌‌She‌‌leaned‌‌down‌‌and‌‌had‌‌to‌‌resist‌‌plunging‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌underneath‌‌Rhea’s‌‌dress‌‌to‌‌                               
find‌‌her‌‌breasts.‌‌Instead‌‌she‌‌restricted‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌grip‌‌Rhea’s‌‌shoulders‌‌and‌‌waist.‌‌With‌‌                               
some‌‌struggle‌‌Cindi‌‌finally‌‌got‌‌her‌‌would-be‌‌killer‌‌on‌‌her‌‌feet.‌‌She‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌ravage‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌                                 
right‌ ‌then‌ ‌and‌ ‌there‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌bathroom,‌ ‌to‌ ‌kiss‌ ‌her‌ ‌and‌‌plunge‌‌her‌‌tongue‌‌into‌‌the‌‌black‌‌lips‌‌and‌‌                                     
never‌ ‌stop‌ ‌tasting‌ ‌her.‌ ‌But‌ ‌while‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌likely‌ ‌she’d‌‌come‌‌alone‌‌there‌‌was‌‌no‌‌guarantee.‌‌“And‌‌                                 
now‌ ‌I‌ ‌think‌ ‌we‌ ‌can‌ ‌best‌ ‌tackle‌ ‌our‌ ‌desires‌ ‌in‌ ‌my‌ ‌room.”‌ ‌ 

Having‌ ‌enough‌ ‌mindfulness‌ ‌left‌ ‌to‌ ‌check‌ ‌the‌ ‌stall‌ ‌the‌ ‌armless‌ ‌woman‌ ‌had‌ ‌come‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌‌                             
Cindi‌ ‌found‌ ‌a‌ ‌black‌ ‌duffel‌ ‌bag.‌ ‌She‌ ‌threw‌ ‌the‌ ‌strap‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌shoulder‌‌and‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌left‌‌for‌‌the‌‌                                     
hotel‌ ‌elevators.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌thought‌ ‌escorting‌ ‌an‌‌armless‌‌woman‌‌would‌‌have‌‌been‌‌easy.‌‌She’d‌‌certainly‌‌pushed‌‌                         
along‌ ‌her‌ ‌share‌ ‌of‌ ‌handcuffed‌ ‌individuals‌ ‌to‌‌various‌‌fates.‌‌But‌‌those‌‌were‌‌all‌‌broken‌‌or‌‌scared‌‌                               
individuals,‌ ‌who‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌held‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌but‌ ‌disgust‌ ‌for.‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌was‌ ‌so‌ ‌sexy,‌ ‌so‌ ‌sensual,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌‌                               
wanted‌‌to‌‌feel‌‌her‌‌body‌‌pressed‌‌against‌‌her‌‌own.‌‌As‌‌they‌‌walked‌‌through‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌Cindi‌‌found‌‌                                 
herself‌‌stumbling‌‌as‌‌she‌‌and‌‌Rhea‌‌pushed‌‌against‌‌each‌‌other,‌‌and‌‌as‌‌Rhea‌‌nipped‌‌at‌‌Cindi’s‌‌neck‌‌                                 
and‌ ‌ears‌ ‌whenever‌ ‌they‌ ‌came‌ ‌close.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌having‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌body‌ ‌quivering‌ ‌from‌ ‌regular‌ ‌orgasmic‌ ‌crests‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌help.‌ ‌ 

Thankfully‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌was‌ ‌trying‌ ‌to‌‌do‌‌the‌‌opposite‌‌of‌‌escaping‌‌and‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌finally‌‌made‌‌it‌‌to‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌elevators.‌ ‌They‌ ‌rode‌ ‌up‌ ‌alone,‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌constantly‌ ‌asking‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌kiss‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌or‌ ‌suckle‌ ‌a‌‌                                 



breast.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌mustered‌ ‌every‌ ‌ounce‌ ‌of‌ ‌self-control,‌ ‌pressing‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌ ‌hard‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall‌ ‌and‌‌                             
handrail‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌continued‌ ‌to‌ ‌cum.‌ ‌The‌ ‌small‌ ‌space‌ ‌was‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌filled‌ ‌with‌ ‌their‌ ‌musk.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌was‌‌physically‌‌relieved‌‌as‌‌they‌‌finally‌‌entered‌‌her‌‌room.‌‌She‌‌no‌‌longer‌‌had‌‌to‌‌try‌‌‌so‌‌                                 
hard‌‌to‌‌resist‌‌looking‌‌like‌‌a‌‌wanton‌‌helpless‌‌slut‌‌as‌‌another‌‌orgasm‌‌crashed‌‌over‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌pushed‌‌                                 
Rhea‌‌into‌‌the‌‌room,‌‌closed‌‌the‌‌door,‌‌and‌‌collapsed‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌At‌‌last‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌moan‌‌out‌‌an‌‌                                     
intense‌ ‌orgasmic‌ ‌wale‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌pillow‌ ‌she’d‌‌dove‌‌face‌‌first‌‌into,‌‌her‌‌shaking‌‌ass‌‌raised‌‌slightly‌‌                               
into‌ ‌the‌ ‌air.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌was‌ ‌instantly‌ ‌upon‌ ‌her,‌ ‌knees‌ ‌brushing‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌side‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌‌mattress‌‌as‌‌she‌‌                               
attempted‌ ‌to‌ ‌climb‌ ‌on.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌face‌‌ ‌  

“Please,‌ ‌please,‌ ‌mistress,‌ ‌let‌ ‌me‌ ‌relieve‌ ‌you!”‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌insisted,‌ ‌her‌ ‌teeth‌ ‌trying‌‌to‌‌grip‌‌                             
Cindi’s‌ ‌outfit‌ ‌so‌ ‌it‌ ‌could‌ ‌be‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌off.‌ ‌The‌ ‌fully-limbed‌ ‌assassin‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌nipping‌‌at‌‌her‌‌                                 
ass,‌ ‌which‌ ‌threatened‌ ‌to‌ ‌pinch‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Fine,‌ ‌fine,”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌gasped,‌ ‌realizing‌ ‌that‌ ‌having‌ ‌actual‌ ‌physical‌ ‌attention‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌‌                       
thighs‌ ‌would‌ ‌help‌ ‌her‌ ‌focus.‌ ‌She‌ ‌turned‌ ‌over‌ ‌and‌ ‌shimmied‌‌the‌‌long‌‌skirt‌‌over‌‌her‌‌hips.‌‌Rhea‌‌                                 
finally‌ ‌nabbed‌ ‌it‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌lips‌ ‌and‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌the‌ ‌fabric‌ ‌off‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌heels,‌‌                                   
stumbling‌‌back‌‌a‌‌little.‌‌Cindi‌‌reached‌‌out,‌‌“real”‌‌concern‌‌in‌‌her‌‌heart‌‌for‌‌Rhea’s‌‌well-being,‌‌but‌‌                               
the‌ ‌armless‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌caught‌ ‌her‌ ‌balance‌ ‌and‌ ‌spat‌ ‌the‌ ‌skirt‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌lowered‌ ‌herself‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌knees,‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌her‌ ‌bare‌ ‌ass‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌‌edge‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌                                   
spreading‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌to‌‌bare‌‌her‌‌vibrating‌‌puss‌‌to‌‌her‌‌former‌‌mortal‌‌enemy.‌‌Rhea’s‌‌eyes‌‌went‌‌wide‌‌                                 
with‌ ‌lust‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌dove‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌dribbling‌ ‌slit.‌ ‌ 

“Ahhh,‌ ‌fuuuck…”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌hissed,‌ ‌squeezing‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌head‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌highs‌ ‌and‌ ‌gripping‌ ‌her‌‌                         
hair.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌an‌ ‌odd‌ ‌sensation,‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌tongue‌‌doing‌‌everything‌‌right‌‌to‌‌please‌‌Cindi’s‌‌slit‌‌while‌‌                               
her‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌carried‌ ‌on‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌synch‌ ‌with‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌physically‌ ‌feeling.‌ ‌The‌ ‌dissonance‌‌                             
actually‌ ‌helped‌ ‌give‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌mind‌ ‌some‌ ‌clarity‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌relaxed‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands,‌ ‌lowering‌ ‌them‌ ‌to‌‌                             
Rhea’s‌ ‌armless‌ ‌shoulders‌ ‌and‌ ‌caressing‌ ‌the‌ ‌smooth‌ ‌skin‌ ‌stretched‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌knobs‌ ‌of‌ ‌Rhea’s‌‌                           
clavicle‌ ‌and‌ ‌scapula.‌‌ ‌  

It‌ ‌was‌ ‌oddly‌ ‌erotic‌ ‌for‌ ‌both‌ ‌of‌ ‌them.‌ ‌For‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌evidence‌ ‌of‌ ‌how‌ ‌soundly‌ ‌she’d‌‌                                 
outmaneuvered‌ ‌her‌ ‌opponent,‌ ‌long‌ ‌planning‌ ‌to‌ ‌use‌ ‌the‌ ‌Purple‌ ‌cards‌ ‌as‌‌a‌‌surprise‌‌weapon.‌‌For‌‌                             
Rhea‌‌the‌‌sensation‌‌was‌‌sexually‌‌alien,‌‌fingers‌‌touching‌‌where‌‌fingers‌‌‌shouldn’t‌‌have‌‌been‌‌able‌‌to‌‌                             
touch.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌ultimate‌ ‌‌wrong‌ ‌but‌ ‌right‌‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌caressed‌ ‌there‌ ‌by‌ ‌her‌ ‌mistress.‌ ‌ 

Taking‌‌some‌‌deep‌‌breaths‌‌Cindi‌‌found‌‌her‌‌focus‌‌and‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌The‌‌Rose’s‌‌duffel‌‌bag.‌‌She‌‌                               
unzipped‌ ‌it‌ ‌with‌ ‌violent‌ ‌flourish‌ ‌and‌ ‌was‌ ‌not‌ ‌shocked‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌small‌ ‌firearms‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌‌                                 



hand-to-hand‌ ‌combat‌ ‌weapons.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌them‌ ‌aside,‌ ‌confident‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌safety‌ ‌around‌ ‌the‌‌                         
altered‌ ‌Rose.‌ ‌ 

Next‌ ‌were‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌forged‌‌documents,‌‌a‌‌Nevada‌‌driver’s‌‌license‌‌and‌‌US‌‌passport‌‌indicating‌‌                           
that‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌eating‌ ‌her‌ ‌out‌ ‌was‌ ‌named‌ ‌DORIS‌ ‌DELANEY.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌laughed‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌idea‌ ‌of‌‌                               
having‌ ‌been‌ ‌murdered‌ ‌by‌ ‌someone‌ ‌named‌ ‌“Doris”‌ ‌even‌ ‌if‌ ‌the‌ ‌name‌ ‌was‌ ‌fake.‌ ‌ 

With‌‌the‌‌documents‌‌added‌‌to‌‌the‌‌discard‌‌pile,‌‌Cindi‌‌took‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌to‌‌shudder‌‌and‌‌revel‌‌in‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌deep‌ ‌guttural‌ ‌moan‌ ‌as‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌finally‌ ‌brought‌ ‌on‌‌an‌‌orgasm‌‌that‌‌matched‌‌up‌‌with‌‌the‌‌                                 
extended‌ ‌cumming.‌ ‌ 

“Was‌ ‌that‌ ‌good,‌ ‌mistress?”‌ ‌the‌ ‌kneeling‌ ‌woman‌ ‌asked,‌ ‌barely‌ ‌raising‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌‌                           
Cindi’s‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌that‌ ‌her‌ ‌juices‌ ‌were‌ ‌covering‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌face,‌ ‌glooped‌ ‌up‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌‌                               
eyelashes.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌compelled‌‌to‌‌gently‌‌wipe‌‌away‌‌her‌‌spray‌‌from‌‌Rhea’s‌‌eyes.‌‌Cindi‌‌didn’t‌‌want‌‌                               
to‌‌admit‌‌how‌‌excellent‌‌the‌‌sensation‌‌had‌‌just‌‌been,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌feared‌‌what‌‌would‌‌happen‌‌if‌‌she‌‌lied‌‌                                   
about‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“Yes,‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌very‌ ‌good.‌ ‌Do‌ ‌it‌ ‌again.”‌ ‌ 

“Yes,‌ ‌ma’am.”‌ ‌ 

Gulping‌‌down‌‌some‌‌air‌‌to‌‌try‌‌and‌‌reclaim‌‌her‌‌focus,‌‌Cindi‌‌turned‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌duffel‌‌bag.‌‌A‌‌                                   
few‌ ‌wrapped‌‌piles‌‌of‌‌$100‌‌bills‌‌were‌‌next‌‌discovered,‌‌undoubtedly‌‌to‌‌pay‌‌for‌‌a‌‌room‌‌and/or‌‌to‌‌                                 
cover‌‌some‌‌gambling‌‌if‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌had‌‌needed‌‌to‌‌blend‌‌in‌‌while‌‌hunting‌‌her‌‌quarry.‌‌Those‌‌would‌‌                                 
come‌ ‌in‌ ‌hand‌ ‌when‌ ‌the‌ ‌damn‌ ‌game‌ ‌was‌ ‌done.‌ ‌ 

Finally‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌found‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌looking‌ ‌for‌ ‌-‌ ‌a‌ ‌clamshell‌ ‌style‌ ‌burner‌ ‌phone.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌outside‌ ‌screen‌ ‌indicated‌ ‌that‌ ‌there‌ ‌was‌ ‌one‌ ‌unread‌ ‌message.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌flipped‌ ‌it‌ ‌open.‌ ‌ 

IS‌ ‌IT‌ ‌DONE?‌ ‌ 

This‌ ‌was‌ ‌when‌ ‌Cindi‌‌hoped‌‌“Rhea”‌‌still‌‌had‌‌the‌‌Rose’s‌‌memories‌‌buried‌‌deep‌‌within‌‌her‌‌                             
and‌ ‌available‌ ‌in‌ ‌on-demand‌ ‌circumstances.‌ ‌ 

“Ro...‌Rhea‌,‌ ‌what‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌code‌ ‌you‌ ‌were‌ ‌supposed‌ ‌to‌ ‌use‌ ‌to‌ ‌affirm‌ ‌you’d‌ ‌killed‌ ‌me?”‌ ‌ 

Rhea‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up,‌ ‌an‌ ‌audible‌ ‌slurping‌ ‌sound‌ ‌accompanying‌ ‌her‌ ‌gaze.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌mistress,‌ ‌I‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌what‌ ‌you...wait...does‌ ‌the‌ ‌term‌ ‌‘The‌ ‌cake‌ ‌is‌ ‌baked’‌ ‌mean‌‌                           
anything?”‌ ‌ 

“That’ll‌ ‌do,‌ ‌yes,‌ ‌thank‌ ‌you,‌ ‌you‌ ‌may‌ ‌resume.”‌ ‌ 



Cindi‌‌hummed‌‌in‌‌bliss‌‌as‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌Rhea’s‌‌juice-soaked‌‌cheeks‌‌slide‌‌back‌‌down‌‌the‌‌inside‌‌of‌‌                               
her‌ ‌thighs,‌ ‌the‌ ‌armless‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌nose‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌against‌ ‌her‌ ‌mons‌ ‌while‌ ‌lips‌‌met‌‌lips‌‌and‌‌Rhea’s‌‌                               
tongue‌ ‌dipped‌ ‌back‌ ‌inside‌ ‌her‌ ‌slit.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌began‌ ‌awkwardly‌ ‌typing‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌phone’s‌ ‌keypad.‌ ‌ 

THE‌ ‌CAKE‌ ‌IS‌ ‌BAKED‌ ‌ 

Send‌.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌felt‌ ‌a‌ ‌chill‌ ‌finally‌ ‌push‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌aroused‌ ‌blood‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌hoped‌‌Rhea‌‌had‌‌recalled‌‌                               
correctly.‌ ‌After‌ ‌a‌ ‌minute‌ ‌the‌ ‌phone‌ ‌buzzed.‌ ‌ 

EXCELLENT‌ ‌RETURN‌ ‌RIGHT‌ ‌AWAY‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌long‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌slid‌ ‌from‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌lungs.‌ ‌When‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌failed‌‌to‌‌come‌‌back‌‌her‌‌old‌‌bosses‌‌                                 
would‌ ‌realize‌ ‌something‌ ‌was‌ ‌up,‌ ‌but‌ ‌for‌‌now‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌free‌‌-‌‌hopefully‌‌long‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌finish‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌card‌ ‌game.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌about‌ ‌to‌ ‌snap‌ ‌the‌ ‌phone‌ ‌in‌ ‌half‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌thought‌ ‌better‌ ‌of‌ ‌it.‌‌ ‌  

Once‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌clear‌ ‌something‌ ‌was‌ ‌wrong‌ ‌the‌ ‌first‌ ‌thing‌ ‌the‌ ‌people‌ ‌who‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌her‌ ‌dead‌‌                               
would‌ ‌do‌ ‌was‌ ‌check‌ ‌the‌ ‌phone‌ ‌again.‌ ‌They‌ ‌could‌ ‌undoubtedly‌ ‌track‌ ‌it.‌ ‌If‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌mailed‌ ‌it‌ ‌to‌‌                                 
Maine‌‌or‌‌something‌‌the‌‌next‌‌morning‌‌then‌‌maybe‌‌that‌‌would‌‌give‌‌her‌‌a‌‌little‌‌extra‌‌smokescreen.‌‌                               
She‌ ‌placed‌ ‌it‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌table‌ ‌next‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed‌ ‌and‌ ‌turned‌ ‌her‌ ‌full‌ ‌attention‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌Rhea.‌ ‌ 

Damn,‌‌she‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌fuck‌‌this‌‌woman‌‌‌so‌‌badly‌.‌‌With‌‌the‌‌threat‌‌of‌‌life-or-death‌‌temporarily‌‌                             
resolved‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌wasn’t‌ ‌sure‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌muster‌ ‌the‌ ‌will‌ ‌to‌ ‌further‌ ‌deny‌ ‌her‌ ‌lie-fueled‌ ‌attraction.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌the‌ ‌poor‌ ‌dear‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌trying‌ ‌so‌ ‌hard‌ ‌to‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌her‌ ‌-‌‌Cindi‌‌shook‌‌her‌‌head.‌Poor‌                                   
dear?‌ ‌Where‌ ‌had‌ ‌that‌ ‌come‌ ‌from?‌ ‌This‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌deadly‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌like‌ ‌herself‌ ‌who‌ ‌boasted‌ ‌and‌‌                               
prided‌ ‌herself‌ ‌on‌ ‌‌multiple‌ ‌murders,‌ ‌not‌ ‌all‌ ‌of‌‌which‌‌had‌‌been‌‌part‌‌of‌‌the‌‌jobs‌‌taken.‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌                                   
was‌ ‌a‌ ‌monster‌ ‌even‌ ‌by‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌standards.‌ ‌ 

But,‌‌unless‌‌the‌‌armless‌‌woman‌‌somehow‌‌found‌‌herself‌‌with‌‌a‌‌seat‌‌at‌‌the‌‌game‌‌table,‌‌Cindi‌‌                               
realized‌ ‌that‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌had‌ ‌functionally‌ ‌been‌ ‌erased.‌ ‌The‌ ‌woman‌ ‌eagerly‌ ‌lapping‌‌between‌‌her‌‌                           
legs‌ ‌was‌ ‌‌Rhea‌.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌all‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌had‌ ‌ever‌ ‌done‌ ‌was‌ ‌try‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌happy.‌ ‌ 

“Rhea,‌ ‌stop‌ ‌and‌ ‌stand‌ ‌up.”‌ ‌ 

A‌‌gurgle‌‌of‌‌disappointment‌‌bubbled‌‌up‌‌from‌‌Cindi’s‌‌sopping‌‌thighs‌‌as‌‌Rhea’s‌‌artful‌‌tongue‌‌                           
retracted‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌cumming‌ ‌cooch.‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌shifted‌ ‌her‌ ‌weight‌ ‌backwards‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌heels‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌                             
pulled‌ ‌back‌ ‌her‌ ‌face,‌ ‌strings‌ ‌of‌ ‌various‌ ‌juices‌ ‌stretching‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌glistening‌ ‌skin‌ ‌to‌ ‌Cindi’s‌‌                             
crotch.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌at‌‌her‌‌mistress‌‌with‌‌a‌‌seductive‌‌face‌‌that‌‌made‌‌clear‌‌she‌‌was‌‌disappointed‌‌to‌‌                                 
no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌be‌ ‌tasting‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌pussy,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌ ‌also‌ ‌reveled‌ ‌in‌ ‌fulfilling‌ ‌the‌ ‌newest‌ ‌command.‌ ‌ 



With‌ ‌a‌ ‌sexy‌‌undulation‌‌of‌‌her‌‌stomach‌‌and‌‌chest‌‌Rhea‌‌ground‌‌the‌‌toes‌‌of‌‌her‌‌slight‌‌heels‌‌                                 
into‌‌the‌‌carpet‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌herself‌‌upwards,‌‌knees‌‌burning‌‌as‌‌they‌‌straightened‌‌after‌‌being‌‌tightly‌‌                             
bent‌ ‌for‌ ‌so‌ ‌long.‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌stood‌ ‌at‌ ‌attention,‌ ‌her‌ ‌face‌ ‌beaming‌ ‌proudly‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌splatter‌‌                               
dripped‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌cheeks‌ ‌and‌ ‌chin.‌‌ ‌  

Tensing‌‌through‌‌her‌‌continual‌‌orgasms‌‌Cindi‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌and‌‌gently‌‌slid‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌around‌‌the‌‌                             
black‌‌velvet‌‌dress‌‌clinging‌‌to‌‌Rhea.‌‌Cindi‌‌slowly‌‌undid‌‌the‌‌zipper,‌‌letting‌‌the‌‌sides‌‌of‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌                                 
glide‌ ‌down‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌body‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌shoulders‌‌to‌‌where‌‌the‌‌zip‌‌stopped‌‌just‌‌above‌‌her‌‌ass.‌‌Cindi‌‌                                 
gently‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌the‌ ‌straps‌ ‌around‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌shoulder‌ ‌knubs,‌ ‌then‌ ‌let‌‌the‌‌fabric‌‌fall‌‌to‌‌the‌‌floor.‌‌Her‌                                 
finger’s‌ ‌lingered‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌smooth‌ ‌fleshy‌ ‌nobs,‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌let‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingertips‌ ‌glide‌‌                               
down‌ ‌the‌ ‌sides‌ ‌of‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌body‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌hips.‌ ‌ 

White‌ ‌panties‌ ‌hugged‌ ‌Rhea’s‌‌toned‌‌ass,‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌could‌‌clearly‌‌see‌‌through‌‌the‌‌cotton‌‌to‌‌                             
the‌ ‌drooling‌ ‌cleft‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌soaked‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌no-frills‌ ‌underwear.‌ ‌She‌ ‌gripped‌ ‌the‌ ‌band‌ ‌and‌‌                             
slowly‌ ‌peeled‌ ‌them‌‌away,‌‌Rhea‌‌shivering‌‌as‌‌cool‌‌air‌‌chilled‌‌her‌‌damp‌‌labia‌‌as‌‌it‌‌was‌‌gradually‌‌                                 
bared.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌next‌ ‌turned‌ ‌her‌ ‌attention‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌wrapped‌ ‌cotton‌ ‌strips‌‌holding‌‌back‌‌Rhea’s‌‌breasts.‌‌                           
Cindi‌‌knew‌‌that‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌would‌‌have‌‌gotten‌‌them‌‌reduced‌‌long‌‌ago‌‌to‌‌better‌‌her‌‌hand-to-hand‌‌                               
combat,‌ ‌but‌ ‌generous‌‌breasts‌‌were‌‌too‌‌useful‌‌for‌‌seduction‌‌missions.‌‌It‌‌appeared‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌had‌‌                             
not‌ ‌expected‌ ‌to‌ ‌need‌ ‌tits‌ ‌for‌ ‌this‌ ‌mission.‌ ‌ 

Slowly‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌unwind‌ ‌the‌ ‌bandage,‌ ‌both‌ ‌women‌ ‌practically‌ ‌shaking‌ ‌in‌‌                       
anticipation.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌worried‌ ‌how‌ ‌her‌ ‌would-be‌ ‌murderer‌ ‌could‌ ‌have‌ ‌breathed‌ ‌under‌ ‌such‌ ‌tight‌‌                         
bondage.‌‌As‌‌cotton‌‌ceased‌‌being‌‌unrolled‌‌from‌‌over‌‌cotton‌‌and‌‌now‌‌started‌‌to‌‌show‌‌flesh,‌‌Cindi‌‌                               
gently‌ ‌massaged‌ ‌the‌ ‌skin‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌temporarily‌ ‌imprinted‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌material’s‌ ‌pattern.‌ ‌Rhea‌‌                         
unconsciously‌ ‌leaned‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌into‌ ‌each‌ ‌contact.‌ ‌ 

Finally‌ ‌the‌ ‌end‌ ‌came‌ ‌near,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌impressive‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌fell‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌their‌ ‌loosening‌‌                           
confines.‌ ‌Impression‌ ‌lines‌ ‌criss-crossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌generous‌ ‌orbs‌ ‌of‌ ‌fat,‌ ‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌hefted‌‌them‌‌in‌‌her‌‌                             
hands.‌‌Titty‌‌flesh‌‌overflowed‌‌her‌‌fingers,‌‌and‌‌dark‌‌brown‌‌nipples‌‌-‌‌formerly‌‌flattened‌‌into‌‌their‌‌                             
areola‌‌by‌‌the‌‌bindings‌‌-‌‌popped‌‌to‌‌attention.‌‌A‌‌pleasant‌‌burn‌‌from‌‌being‌‌released‌‌from‌‌such‌‌tight‌‌                                 
confinement‌ ‌radiated‌ ‌through‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌could‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌resist‌ ‌her‌ ‌compulsions‌ ‌and‌ ‌took‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌formerly‌ ‌depressed‌‌                           
nipples‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌mistress…”‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌cooed.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌grab‌‌Cindi‌‌by‌‌the‌‌hair‌‌and‌‌push‌‌her‌‌further‌‌                               
against‌‌her‌‌aching‌‌breast‌‌flesh,‌‌but‌‌lacking‌‌the‌‌ability‌‌to‌‌do‌‌so‌‌leaned‌‌her‌‌weight‌‌against‌‌Cindi’s‌‌                                 
face.‌‌The‌‌suckling‌‌woman‌‌wrapped‌‌one‌‌hand‌‌around‌‌Rhea’s‌‌ass‌‌and‌‌the‌‌other‌‌fondled‌‌the‌‌other‌‌                               
breast.‌ ‌ 



Taken‌ ‌by‌ ‌her‌ ‌magically‌ ‌afflicted‌ ‌desires‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌herself‌ ‌backwards‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed,‌‌                         
pulling‌‌the‌‌startled‌‌but‌‌giddy‌‌Rhea‌‌with‌‌her.‌‌The‌‌panties‌‌and‌‌velvet‌‌dress‌‌were‌‌kicked‌‌across‌‌the‌‌                                 
room‌ ‌as‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌feet,‌ ‌still‌ ‌strapped‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌heels,‌ ‌kicked‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌air.‌ ‌ 

Rolling‌ ‌around‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌Cindi‌‌released‌‌Rhea’s‌‌nipple‌‌and‌‌got‌‌up‌‌on‌‌her‌‌knees‌‌just‌‌long‌‌                                 
enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌remove‌ ‌her‌ ‌top.‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌former‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌fell‌ ‌free,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌‌                               
practically‌ ‌helpless‌ ‌and‌ ‌naked‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌undulating‌ ‌in‌ ‌arousal‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌back.‌ ‌ 

Fuck,‌ ‌this‌ ‌woman‌ ‌was‌ ‌hot.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌dropped‌ ‌down‌ ‌onto‌ ‌her‌ ‌new‌ ‌courtesan‌ ‌and‌ ‌tasted‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌juices‌ ‌on‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌lips.‌‌                             
Cindi‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌a‌ ‌hand‌ ‌into‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌pussy,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌pair‌ ‌were‌ ‌a‌ ‌mess‌ ‌of‌‌intertwined‌‌legs.‌‌Mouths‌‌                                 
searched‌ ‌for‌ ‌any‌ ‌stiff‌ ‌or‌ ‌pillowy‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌they‌ ‌could‌ ‌find‌‌to‌‌suck‌‌or‌‌kiss.‌‌In‌‌short‌‌order‌‌Rhea‌‌had‌‌                                     
been‌ ‌orgasmed‌ ‌into‌ ‌exhaustion,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌finally‌ ‌passed‌ ‌out‌ ‌even‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌groin‌ ‌continued‌ ‌to‌‌                             
spasm‌ ‌and‌ ‌spurt.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌few‌ ‌hours‌ ‌later‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌woke‌ ‌up‌ ‌with‌ ‌an‌ ‌urge‌‌to‌‌pee.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌over‌‌at‌‌her‌‌slumbering‌‌                                   
lover,‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌as‌ ‌slightly‌ ‌raised‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌air‌ ‌as‌ ‌her‌ ‌bare‌ ‌butt‌ ‌cheeks‌ ‌jiggled‌ ‌from‌ ‌a‌ ‌particularly‌‌                                 
strong‌ ‌orgasm.‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌smiled‌ ‌at‌ ‌how‌ ‌cute‌ ‌she‌ ‌looked.‌ ‌ 

Unable‌ ‌to‌ ‌push‌ ‌herself‌ ‌up‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌carefully‌ ‌rolled‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌covers‌ ‌and‌‌                             
stretched‌ ‌a‌ ‌leg‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌She‌ ‌still‌ ‌had‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌heels‌ ‌and‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌realized‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌no‌ ‌way‌ ‌of‌‌                                       
removing‌ ‌them‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌own.‌ ‌ 

Carefully‌‌swinging‌‌the‌‌other‌‌leg‌‌off‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌Rhea‌‌straightened‌‌up‌‌and‌‌wobbled‌‌a‌‌moment,‌‌                             
leaning‌‌her‌‌knees‌‌against‌‌the‌‌mattress‌‌to‌‌steady‌‌herself.‌‌Arms‌‌looked‌‌like‌‌they‌‌came‌‌in‌‌handy‌‌for‌‌                                 
balance,‌ ‌but‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌exactly‌ ‌recall‌ ‌ever‌ ‌having‌ ‌them‌ ‌herself.‌ ‌She‌ ‌wondered‌ ‌how‌ ‌she’d‌‌                           
gotten‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌dress‌ ‌lying‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌ 

Taking‌ ‌cautious‌ ‌steps‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌winced‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌heard‌ ‌her‌ ‌heels‌ ‌clack‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌‌                               
bathroom‌‌tile.‌‌Looking‌‌back‌‌it‌‌did‌‌not‌‌appear‌‌as‌‌if‌‌this‌‌had‌‌disturbed‌‌Cindi.‌‌Letting‌‌out‌‌a‌‌sigh‌‌of‌‌                                     
relief,‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌turned‌ ‌it‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌grumble‌ ‌of‌ ‌frustration‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌saw‌ ‌the‌ ‌toilet‌ ‌seat‌ ‌was‌ ‌down.‌ ‌ 

She‌‌tried‌‌a‌‌few‌‌times‌‌to‌‌stand‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌the‌‌toilet‌‌and‌‌push‌‌the‌‌lid‌‌open‌‌with‌‌the‌‌point‌‌of‌‌                                         
her‌ ‌heel,‌ ‌but‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌find‌ ‌the‌ ‌right‌ ‌balance.‌ ‌She‌ ‌took‌ ‌a‌ ‌moment‌ ‌to‌ ‌think,‌ ‌nibbling‌ ‌her‌‌                                 
lower‌ ‌lip‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌did‌‌so.‌‌Turning‌‌to‌‌the‌‌sink‌‌Rhea‌‌figured‌‌the‌‌counter‌‌could‌‌support‌‌her‌‌weight.‌‌                                   
She‌‌pushed‌‌her‌‌lower‌‌abdomen‌‌against‌‌it‌‌until‌‌she‌‌teetered‌‌forward,‌‌freeing‌‌her‌‌left‌‌leg‌‌to‌‌swing‌‌                                 
to‌ ‌the‌ ‌side‌ ‌and‌ ‌push‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌toilet’s‌ ‌lid.‌ ‌ 

Swinging‌‌back‌‌down‌‌and‌‌clacking‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌tile‌‌Rhea‌‌smiled‌‌in‌‌victory.‌‌She‌‌sat‌‌and‌‌relieved‌‌                               
herself‌ ‌with‌ ‌successful‌ ‌pride‌ ‌-‌ ‌until‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌finished‌ ‌and‌ ‌realized‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌no‌ ‌way‌ ‌of‌ ‌wiping.‌‌                                 



Letting‌‌out‌‌another‌‌sigh,‌‌Rhea‌‌stood‌‌up‌‌and‌‌teetered‌‌on‌‌the‌‌counter‌‌again‌‌so‌‌she‌‌could‌‌close‌‌the‌‌                                   
toilet.‌ ‌Using‌ ‌a‌ ‌knee‌ ‌she‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌handle‌ ‌to‌ ‌flush.‌ ‌ 

Looking‌‌around‌‌the‌‌room‌‌for‌‌a‌‌solution‌‌Rhea‌‌saw‌‌a‌‌few‌‌fresh‌‌hand‌‌towels‌‌rolled‌‌up‌‌next‌‌to‌‌                                   
the‌‌sink.‌‌Rhea‌‌grabbed‌‌one‌‌in‌‌her‌‌mouth,‌‌put‌‌it‌‌on‌‌the‌‌closed‌‌toilet,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌lowered‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌                                     
onto‌ ‌it.‌ ‌That‌ ‌dried‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌lips‌ ‌satisfactorily.‌ ‌ 

Happy‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌results‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌late‌‌night‌‌mission‌‌Rhea‌‌returned‌‌to‌‌the‌‌bed‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌her‌‌                                 
breasts‌ ‌against‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌side‌ ‌before‌ ‌falling‌ ‌back‌ ‌asleep.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

It‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌hours‌ ‌since‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌screwed‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌private‌‌room‌‌and‌‌she‌‌                                   
hadn’t‌ ‌gotten‌‌any‌‌sleep.‌‌Instead‌‌she’d‌‌spent‌‌her‌‌evening‌‌initially‌‌jumping‌‌away‌‌from‌‌the‌‌happy‌‌                             
ending‌ ‌spurts‌ ‌coming‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌gentlemen‌ ‌brought‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌back‌ ‌rooms‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌club.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌no‌ ‌matter‌ ‌how‌ ‌much‌ ‌she‌ ‌jumped‌ ‌around‌ ‌the‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌canvas‌ ‌that‌ ‌also‌ ‌supplied‌ ‌the‌‌                             
material‌‌she‌‌was‌‌made‌‌up‌‌of,‌‌eventually‌‌she‌‌found‌‌herself‌‌trapped‌‌between‌‌dripping‌‌splotches‌‌of‌‌                             
man‌‌juice.‌‌She‌‌poked‌‌it‌‌with‌‌her‌‌finger‌‌and‌‌felt‌‌how‌‌warm‌‌and‌‌thick‌‌it‌‌was‌‌-‌‌she‌‌had‌‌to‌‌tug‌‌hard‌‌                                           
to‌‌pull‌‌her‌‌hand‌‌away‌‌from‌‌the‌‌sticky‌‌goop,‌‌unlike‌‌the‌‌trails‌‌of‌‌her‌‌own‌‌juices‌‌running‌‌along‌‌the‌‌                                     
material‌ ‌at‌ ‌hip‌ ‌height.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌the‌ ‌next‌ ‌guest‌ ‌was‌ ‌brought‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌‌and‌‌told‌‌to‌‌aim‌‌for‌‌the‌‌“new‌‌interactive‌‌                                   
decor”‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌knew‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌spent‌ ‌the‌ ‌last‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌luck.‌‌ ‌  

She‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌be‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌one‌ ‌spent.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌the‌ ‌dancer‌ ‌unzipped‌ ‌her‌ ‌client’s‌ ‌pants‌ ‌and‌ ‌released‌ ‌his‌ ‌rigid‌‌rod‌‌she‌‌spit‌‌on‌‌her‌‌palm‌‌                                 
and‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌slide‌ ‌it‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌down‌ ‌his‌ ‌shaft.‌ ‌It‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌take‌ ‌long‌ ‌before‌ ‌he‌ ‌climaxed‌ ‌and‌ ‌released.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌massive‌ ‌wad‌ ‌of‌ ‌cum‌ ‌splattered‌ ‌right‌ ‌atop‌ ‌Akari.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌warm‌‌mess‌‌soaked‌‌into‌‌the‌‌velvet,‌‌and‌‌Akari‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌it‌‌sticking‌‌heavily‌‌to‌‌her.‌‌She‌‌                                 
tried‌‌to‌‌pull‌‌herself‌‌left‌‌and‌‌right‌‌out‌‌from‌‌under‌‌it,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌wasn’t‌‌strong‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌pull‌‌herself‌‌                                     
free.‌‌She‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌scream‌‌a‌‌silent‌‌curse‌‌but‌‌thought‌‌better‌‌of‌‌it‌‌just‌‌in‌‌time‌‌-‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌not‌‌need‌‌                                         
this‌ ‌stuff‌ ‌“in”‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌ 

Just‌‌as‌‌Akari‌‌began‌‌to‌‌believe‌‌things‌‌couldn’t‌‌get‌‌any‌‌worse‌‌she‌‌felt‌‌a‌‌fuzziness‌‌fall‌‌across‌‌                                 
her.‌ ‌Looking‌ ‌down‌ ‌she‌ ‌saw‌ ‌the‌ ‌paint‌ ‌that‌ ‌made‌ ‌up‌ ‌her‌ ‌body‌ ‌starting‌ ‌to‌ ‌mix‌ ‌in‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌cum.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌screamed,‌ ‌and‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌ ‌tip‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌tongue‌ ‌mix‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌spunk.‌ ‌ 

‌ 



Cassidy‌ ‌enjoyed‌ ‌how‌ ‌the‌ ‌formerly-human‌‌bubbles‌‌jiggled‌‌atop‌‌her‌‌own‌‌jiggling‌‌assets‌‌as‌‌                         
she‌ ‌strutted‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌stage.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌following‌ ‌a‌ ‌woman‌ ‌who’d‌ ‌dressed‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌classic‌ ‌Vegas‌‌                               
showgirl‌‌bedazzled‌‌corset‌‌and‌‌skirt,‌‌her‌‌act‌‌involving‌‌tassel‌‌pasties‌‌and‌‌ostrich‌‌feather‌‌fans.‌‌The‌‌                             
crowd‌ ‌was‌ ‌still‌ ‌cheering‌ ‌and‌ ‌hooting‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌prior‌ ‌performer‌ ‌as‌ ‌“Kick-Ass‌ ‌Cassidy,‌ ‌the‌‌                           
Cheerleader‌ ‌Satyr”‌ ‌was‌ ‌announced.‌ ‌ 

There‌ ‌were‌ ‌some‌‌murmurs‌‌about‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌legs‌‌as‌‌she‌‌took‌‌her‌‌place‌‌by‌‌the‌‌central‌‌pole,‌‌                               
the‌ ‌spotlight‌ ‌on‌ ‌her.‌ ‌Looking‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌darkness‌ ‌the‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌throngs‌ ‌of‌‌                             
casino‌ ‌guests‌ ‌at‌ ‌tables‌ ‌and‌ ‌booths‌ ‌and‌ ‌even‌ ‌standing‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌stage.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌was‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌give‌ ‌them‌ ‌a‌ ‌‌real‌‌ ‌show.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌beat‌‌dropped,‌‌just‌‌the‌‌one‌‌Cassidy‌‌had‌‌asked‌‌for‌‌-‌‌a‌‌techno‌‌update‌‌to‌‌a‌‌variety‌‌of‌‌90s‌‌                                     
and‌ ‌00s‌ ‌sports‌ ‌anthems.‌ ‌She‌ ‌grabbed‌ ‌the‌ ‌pole‌‌and‌‌swung‌‌herself‌‌backwards,‌‌one‌‌furry‌‌hooved‌‌                             
leg‌ ‌flinging‌ ‌upwards.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌bubbles‌ ‌shook‌ ‌and‌ ‌swung,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌glitter‌ ‌sparkled.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌‌                           
cobbled‌ ‌together‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌a‌‌number‌‌of‌‌old‌‌cheerleading‌‌routines‌‌she’d‌‌always‌‌thought‌‌were‌‌                             
hot‌‌-‌‌a‌‌few‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌told‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌off‌‌the‌‌field.‌‌She‌‌smiled‌‌smugly‌‌as‌‌she‌‌put‌‌them‌‌to‌‌use‌‌for‌‌the‌‌                                             
cretins‌ ‌blessed‌ ‌by‌ ‌her‌ ‌presence.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌few‌‌moves‌‌in‌‌and‌‌Cassidy‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌was‌‌barely‌‌getting‌‌any‌‌cash‌‌thrown‌‌on‌‌the‌‌stage.‌                                 
Looking‌‌out‌‌into‌‌the‌‌lights‌‌once‌‌more‌‌she‌‌saw‌‌that‌‌the‌‌crowd‌‌which‌‌had‌‌been‌‌teed‌‌up‌‌for‌‌her‌‌was‌‌                                       
no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌rapt‌‌with‌‌attention.‌‌A‌‌few‌‌were‌‌still‌‌watching,‌‌small‌‌piles‌‌of‌‌bills‌‌on‌‌the‌‌stage‌‌which‌‌                                   
Cassidy‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌picked‌ ‌up‌ ‌yet‌ ‌-‌ ‌to‌ ‌do‌ ‌so‌ ‌would‌ ‌require‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌close‌ ‌to‌ ‌‌these‌‌ ‌people.‌ ‌ 

Confused,‌‌Cassidy‌‌thought‌‌quickly‌‌and‌‌figured‌‌the‌‌low‌‌interest‌‌must‌‌be‌‌because‌‌she‌‌hadn’t‌‌                           
removed‌‌any‌‌bubbles‌‌yet.‌‌She‌‌stood‌‌with‌‌her‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌crowd,‌‌looked‌‌over‌‌her‌‌shoulder‌‌with‌‌a‌‌                                   
wink,‌‌and‌‌plinked‌‌off‌‌the‌‌little‌‌orb‌‌covering‌‌her‌‌left‌‌nipple.‌‌It‌‌floated‌‌up‌‌into‌‌the‌‌rafters‌‌over‌‌the‌‌                                     
stage.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌appear‌ ‌to‌ ‌elicit‌ ‌any‌ ‌reaction‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌crowd.‌ ‌Not‌ ‌even‌ ‌when‌ ‌she‌ ‌turned‌‌                               
around,‌ ‌breast‌ ‌fully‌ ‌bare.‌ ‌ 

In‌‌fact,‌‌Cassidy‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌hadn’t‌‌felt‌‌any‌‌remote-triggered‌‌orgasms.‌‌Sure‌‌she‌‌must‌‌have‌‌                           
gotten‌ ‌someone‌ ‌horny‌ ‌enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌rub‌ ‌one‌ ‌out‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌bathrooms?‌ ‌ 

By‌‌now‌‌Cassidy‌‌had‌‌stopped‌‌dancing,‌‌standing‌‌dumbfounded‌‌at‌‌the‌‌center‌‌stage.‌‌Up‌‌until‌‌                           
now‌ ‌the‌ ‌crowd‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌dismissive,‌ ‌but‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌stood‌ ‌staring‌ ‌out‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌customers‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
befuddled‌‌snarl‌‌on‌‌her‌‌face‌‌some‌‌finally‌‌started‌‌booing‌‌and‌‌demanding‌‌her‌‌to‌‌relieve‌‌the‌‌stage‌‌to‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌next‌ ‌dancer.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌considered‌ ‌defying‌ ‌them,‌ ‌but‌ ‌then‌ ‌her‌ ‌music‌ ‌came‌ ‌to‌ ‌its‌ ‌conclusion.‌ ‌ 



Snatching‌‌up‌‌the‌‌cash‌‌that‌‌was‌‌on‌‌the‌‌stage‌‌with‌‌a‌‌snarl‌‌Cassidy‌‌spun‌‌around‌‌and‌‌stomped‌‌                                 
off‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌next‌ ‌dancer‌ ‌was‌ ‌announced.‌ ‌As‌ ‌she‌ ‌passed‌ ‌her‌ ‌follow-up,‌ ‌a‌ ‌woman‌ ‌done‌ ‌up‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌‌                                   
golden‌ ‌statue,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌overheard‌ ‌her‌ ‌complain;‌ ‌“Way‌ ‌to‌ ‌suck‌ ‌the‌ ‌fun‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌room.”‌ ‌ 

“Excuse‌ ‌me,‌ ‌you‌ ‌bronze‌ ‌bitch?”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌hissed,‌ ‌“Those‌ ‌people‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌know‌ ‌talent!”‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌‌gold,‌‌and‌‌they‌‌know‌‌when‌‌someone’s‌‌on‌‌stage‌‌for‌‌themselves‌‌and‌‌not‌‌the‌‌audience,”‌‌                             
the‌‌woman‌‌curtly‌‌replied‌‌as‌‌she‌‌left‌‌to‌‌take‌‌her‌‌spotlight.‌‌Cassidy‌‌stared‌‌daggers‌‌after‌‌her‌‌before‌‌                                 
spinning‌ ‌around‌ ‌seeing‌ ‌that‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌other‌ ‌dancers‌ ‌were‌ ‌also‌ ‌scoffing‌ ‌at‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Fuck‌ ‌you‌ ‌all!”‌ ‌the‌ ‌self-proclaimed‌ ‌satyr‌ ‌spat,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌trotted‌ ‌off‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌sight.‌ ‌ 

Swiftly‌ ‌counting‌ ‌the‌ ‌wad‌ ‌of‌ ‌cash‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌cursed‌ ‌again.‌ ‌ 

She’d‌ ‌barely‌ ‌made‌ ‌anything.‌ ‌ 

Of‌‌course,‌‌she‌‌could‌‌get‌‌back‌‌into‌‌the‌‌dance‌‌cue.‌‌Whatever‌‌power‌‌Reduxia‌‌wielded‌‌had‌‌let‌‌                               
Cassidy‌ ‌demand‌ ‌a‌ ‌spot‌ ‌with‌ ‌no‌ ‌resistance.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌going‌‌back‌‌out‌‌and‌‌doing‌‌anything‌‌different‌‌would‌‌be‌‌the‌‌same‌‌as‌‌admitting‌‌she’d‌‌been‌‌                               
in‌ ‌the‌ ‌wrong.‌ ‌That‌ ‌was‌ ‌unacceptable.‌ ‌ 

Which‌ ‌meant‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌was‌ ‌left‌ ‌with‌ ‌one‌ ‌other‌ ‌option‌ ‌to‌ ‌fulfill‌ ‌Reduxia’s‌ ‌demands…‌ ‌ 

‌ 

As‌‌the‌‌door‌‌to‌‌Daphne’s‌‌room‌‌unlocked‌‌and‌‌swung‌‌open‌‌Maxi‌‌put‌‌her‌‌staff‌‌keycard‌‌away.‌                               
Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌still‌ ‌happily‌ ‌snug‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌larger‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌cleavage.‌ ‌ 

“Thanks‌ ‌for‌ ‌helping‌ ‌me‌ ‌get‌ ‌back‌ ‌into‌ ‌my‌ ‌[room]‌ ‌clit!”‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌exclaimed‌ ‌and‌ ‌shivered.‌ ‌Maxi‌‌                             
looked‌ ‌down‌ ‌and‌ ‌smiled.‌ ‌ 

“Sure.‌ ‌Anything...more‌ ‌I‌ ‌can‌ ‌do‌ ‌for‌ ‌you?”‌ ‌ 

“Maybe‌ ‌a‌ ‌[bath]‌ ‌clit?‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌very‌ ‌dirty…”‌ ‌Daphne‌‌winked,‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌hold‌‌back‌‌the‌‌reaction‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                                 
attention‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌this‌ ‌time.‌ ‌She‌ ‌rubbed‌ ‌her‌ ‌hands‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌and‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌to‌ ‌mime‌‌                                 
washing.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌think‌ ‌the‌ ‌sink‌ ‌will‌ ‌work‌ ‌for‌ ‌you…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌winked‌ ‌back.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌the‌ ‌water‌ ‌pouring‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌faucet‌ ‌warmed‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌gently‌ ‌helped‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌‌                             
breasts‌‌and‌‌down‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌counter.‌‌Testing‌‌the‌‌temperature‌‌with‌‌her‌‌little‌‌hand,‌‌Daphne‌‌laughed‌‌                             
at‌‌how‌‌the‌‌flow‌‌was‌‌like‌‌a‌‌waterfall‌‌to‌‌her‌‌now.‌‌She‌‌felt‌‌her‌‌golden‌‌metal‌‌fingernails‌‌react‌‌to‌‌the‌‌                                       
heat,‌ ‌and‌ ‌soon‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌had‌ ‌it‌ ‌perfect.‌ ‌ 



Daphne‌‌slid‌‌down‌‌the‌‌porcelain‌‌sink‌‌like‌‌it‌‌was‌‌a‌‌waterpark‌‌slide,‌‌and‌‌laughed‌‌as‌‌her‌‌nude‌‌                                 
little‌ ‌form‌ ‌splashed.‌ ‌She‌ ‌rolled‌ ‌around‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌‌water,‌‌feeling‌‌the‌‌honey‌‌in‌‌her‌‌four‌‌breasts‌‌slosh‌‌                                 
more‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌as‌ ‌they‌ ‌were‌ ‌also‌ ‌warmed.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌‌loomed‌‌overhead,‌‌leaning‌‌down‌‌and‌‌weaving‌‌her‌‌fingers‌‌together‌‌to‌‌rest‌‌her‌‌chin‌‌on‌‌                             
them.‌ ‌She‌ ‌grinned‌ ‌as‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌turned‌ ‌and‌ ‌looked‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“I‌‌think‌‌I‌‌need‌‌someone‌‌to‌‌get‌‌me‌‌all‌‌soapy…”‌‌Daphne‌‌mewed.‌‌Maxi‌‌picked‌‌up‌‌the‌‌little‌‌bottle‌‌of‌‌                                     
complimentary‌ ‌body‌ ‌wash‌ ‌and‌ ‌squeezed‌‌some‌‌out‌‌onto‌‌two‌‌fingers.‌‌Daphne‌‌stood‌‌and‌‌held‌‌up‌‌                             
her‌ ‌arms,‌ ‌putting‌ ‌the‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌under‌ ‌her‌ ‌armpits‌ ‌on‌ ‌display.‌ ‌ 

Although‌‌Maxi‌‌had‌‌attempted‌‌to‌‌put‌‌only‌‌a‌‌small‌‌amount‌‌on‌‌her‌‌fingers,‌‌the‌‌dollop‌‌of‌‌body‌‌                                 
wash‌ ‌was‌ ‌still‌ ‌very‌ ‌generous‌ ‌for‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌scale.‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌started‌ ‌by‌ ‌pressing‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌into‌‌                             
Daphne’s‌‌doubled‌‌chest,‌‌the‌‌soap‌‌squeezing‌‌into‌‌the‌‌crossed‌‌cleavages‌‌of‌‌Daphne’s‌‌tiny‌‌titties.‌‌It‌‌                             
oozed‌‌through‌‌and‌‌beneath‌‌her‌‌breasts,‌‌and‌‌a‌‌small‌‌amount‌‌of‌‌honey‌‌was‌‌pushed‌‌out‌‌to‌‌mix‌‌with‌‌                                   
it.‌ ‌ 

From‌‌there‌‌Maxi‌‌began‌‌making‌‌little‌‌circles,‌‌rubbing‌‌over‌‌Daphne’s‌‌breasts‌‌and‌‌pit‌‌pussies‌‌                           
as‌ ‌she‌ ‌moved‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌back.‌ ‌Drips‌ ‌of‌ ‌soap‌ ‌and‌ ‌suds‌‌poured‌‌down‌‌the‌‌shrunken‌‌woman,‌‌pooling‌‌                                 
around‌‌her‌‌knees‌‌at‌‌the‌‌surface‌‌of‌‌the‌‌water.‌‌Maxi‌‌continued‌‌down‌‌to‌‌the‌‌little‌‌curve‌‌of‌‌Daphne’s‌‌                                   
ass,‌ ‌then‌ ‌shifted‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌hips‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌snatch.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌the‌ ‌fingertip‌ ‌was‌ ‌wide‌ ‌as‌ ‌casaba‌ ‌melon‌ ‌passed‌ ‌over‌‌her‌‌groin‌‌Daphne‌‌pushed‌‌herself‌‌                             
against‌ ‌it.‌ ‌She‌ ‌groaned‌ ‌as‌‌her‌‌pussy‌‌mashed‌‌against‌‌the‌‌slick‌‌pad‌‌of‌‌flesh,‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌hugged‌‌                                 
Maxi’s‌ ‌hand‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌lover.‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌gently‌ ‌returned‌ ‌the‌ ‌embrace.‌ ‌ 

“Can‌ ‌we‌ ‌continue‌ ‌this‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌[bed]‌ ‌clit?”‌‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌moaned.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌ ‌patted‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌lover‌‌dry‌‌with‌‌a‌‌fresh‌‌washrag‌‌as‌‌she‌‌carried‌‌Daphne‌‌into‌‌the‌‌other‌‌                                 
room.‌‌The‌‌hotel‌‌employee’s‌‌latex‌‌french‌‌maid‌‌outfit‌‌squeaked‌‌and‌‌creaked‌‌as‌‌she‌‌climbed‌‌onto‌‌                             
the‌‌bed‌‌and‌‌laid‌‌down‌‌on‌‌her‌‌back,‌‌placing‌‌Daphne‌‌between‌‌her‌‌wobbling‌‌breasts.‌‌The‌‌shrunken‌‌                               
woman‌ ‌stood‌ ‌up,‌ ‌the‌ ‌washrag‌ ‌wrapped‌ ‌around‌ ‌her‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌full-sized‌ ‌towel,‌ ‌the‌ ‌larger‌‌                                 
stitches‌ ‌and‌ ‌fibers‌ ‌plumping‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌folds.‌ ‌ 

“Thank‌‌you‌‌so‌‌much‌‌for‌‌[everything]‌‌clits,‌‌it’s‌‌time‌‌I‌‌did‌‌something‌‌for‌‌‌you‌,”‌‌Daphne‌‌shuddered,‌‌giving‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌wink‌ ‌and‌ ‌puckering‌ ‌her‌ ‌lips‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌smiling‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌‌“Stay‌ ‌just‌ ‌like‌ ‌this.”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌slid‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌curve‌ ‌of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌left‌ ‌breast‌ ‌down‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌sheets,‌ ‌her‌ ‌honey-filled‌‌                             
half-dozen‌ ‌hooters‌ ‌bouncing‌ ‌upon‌ ‌each‌ ‌other‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌landed.‌ ‌Her‌ ‌little‌ ‌feet‌ ‌took‌‌a‌‌few‌‌steps‌‌to‌‌                                 
acclimate‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌sponginess‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌sheets‌ ‌and‌ ‌mattress,‌ ‌but‌ ‌after‌ ‌a‌‌few‌‌jiggling‌‌stumbles‌‌Maxi‌‌                               
was‌ ‌able‌ ‌to‌ ‌stabilize‌ ‌herself‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌latex‌ ‌outfit.‌ ‌Carefully‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌towel-dressed‌ ‌woman‌‌                           
made‌ ‌her‌ ‌way‌ ‌along‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌side,‌ ‌hips,‌ ‌and‌ ‌past‌ ‌her‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌ 



Passing‌ ‌the‌ ‌hotel‌ ‌maid’s‌ ‌knee‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌decided‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌now‌ ‌climb‌ ‌over‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌leg.‌‌                           
Dropping‌ ‌the‌ ‌rag,‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌lifted‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌leg‌ ‌over‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌shin.‌ ‌The‌ ‌wet‌‌pussy‌‌within‌‌her‌‌                                 
miniature‌‌crotch‌‌and‌‌her‌‌lower‌‌breasts‌‌dragged‌‌over‌‌Maxi’s‌‌skin,‌‌leaving‌‌trails‌‌of‌‌their‌‌respective‌‌                             
fluids.‌ ‌Plopping‌ ‌down‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌other‌ ‌side‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌rump,‌ ‌Daphne‌‌stood‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌up‌‌the‌‌                                 
latex‌ ‌ruffles‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌french‌ ‌maid‌ ‌skirt.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌cave‌ ‌of‌ ‌musky‌ ‌wonders‌ ‌greeted‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌nose,‌ ‌warm‌ ‌earthy‌ ‌wafts‌ ‌washing‌ ‌over‌ ‌her.‌‌                           
She‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌that‌‌unlike‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌Maxi’s‌‌outfit‌‌her‌‌thong‌‌was‌‌black‌‌cotton.‌‌Were‌‌she‌‌bigger‌‌                                   
Daphne‌‌would‌‌have‌‌appreciated‌‌the‌‌look‌‌of‌‌a‌‌latex‌‌thong,‌‌but‌‌cotton‌‌would‌‌make‌‌her‌‌plan‌‌much‌‌                                 
easier.‌ ‌She‌ ‌guided‌ ‌herself‌ ‌between‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌twitching‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌and‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌her‌ ‌belly‌ ‌and‌ ‌lower‌‌                           
breasts‌‌against‌‌the‌‌patch‌‌of‌‌cotton,‌‌so‌‌she‌‌could‌‌reach‌‌up‌‌over‌‌the‌‌larger‌‌woman’s‌‌mons‌‌and‌‌grab‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌elastic‌ ‌band.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌look‌‌of‌‌the‌‌black‌‌material‌‌did‌‌not‌‌betray‌‌how‌‌much‌‌Maxi‌‌had‌‌soaked‌‌the‌‌cotton‌‌with‌‌                                 
her‌‌juices,‌‌but‌‌Daphne‌‌could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌moisture‌‌stick‌‌to‌‌her‌‌skin‌‌as‌‌she‌‌pulled‌‌the‌‌band‌‌down‌‌over‌‌                                     
the‌ ‌reclining‌ ‌woman’s‌ ‌glistening‌ ‌labia.‌ ‌Unable‌ ‌to‌ ‌slip‌ ‌the‌ ‌hem‌ ‌out‌ ‌from‌ ‌under‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌ass‌ ‌the‌‌                               
thong‌‌fought‌‌to‌‌snap‌‌back,‌‌so‌‌Daphne‌‌ducked‌‌under‌‌one‌‌of‌‌the‌‌stretched‌‌leg‌‌holes‌‌and‌‌centered‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌back‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌ ‌damp‌ ‌fabric,‌ ‌the‌ ‌folds‌ ‌of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌slit‌ ‌blooming‌ ‌before‌ ‌her.‌ ‌The‌ ‌thong‌‌                               
attempted‌ ‌to‌ ‌slingshot‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌enormous‌ ‌pussy,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌ ‌stable‌ ‌enough‌ ‌footing‌ ‌to‌‌                             
brace‌ ‌against‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Daphne’s‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌hands‌ ‌scraped‌ ‌off‌ ‌some‌ ‌of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌dribbling‌ ‌juices‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌little‌ ‌lover‌‌                           
covered‌ ‌her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌and‌ ‌palms‌ ‌with‌ ‌it.‌ ‌She‌ ‌then‌ ‌began‌ ‌to‌ ‌trace‌ ‌and‌ ‌massage‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌engorged‌‌                               
outer‌ ‌lips,‌ ‌squeezing‌ ‌and‌ ‌pinching‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌one‌ ‌hand‌‌toying‌‌at‌‌the‌‌entrance‌‌of‌‌the‌‌maid’s‌‌                                   
pleasure‌ ‌palace.‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌moaned‌ ‌and‌ ‌shifted,‌ ‌but‌ ‌managed‌ ‌to‌ ‌stay‌ ‌still‌ ‌enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌not‌ ‌threaten‌‌                             
crushing‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌teaser‌ ‌between‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs.‌ ‌ 

Slowly‌‌Daphne‌‌shifted‌‌from‌‌the‌‌outer‌‌lips‌‌to‌‌the‌‌thinner‌‌inner‌‌pair,‌‌working‌‌her‌‌way‌‌further‌‌                               
upwards‌‌and‌‌closer‌‌to‌‌Maxi’s‌‌hooded‌‌button‌‌with‌‌each‌‌pass.‌‌More‌‌and‌‌more‌‌love‌‌juice‌‌dribbled‌‌                               
out‌‌of‌‌Maxi,‌‌soaking‌‌into‌‌the‌‌sheets‌‌under‌‌her‌‌twitching‌‌ass.‌‌Finally‌‌Daphne‌‌shifted‌‌her‌‌fingers‌‌                               
up‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌apex‌ ‌of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌slit,‌ ‌caressing‌ ‌her‌ ‌clit.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌fuck,‌ ‌Daphne,‌ ‌yes…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌moaned.‌ ‌She’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌gripping‌ ‌the‌ ‌sheets‌ ‌hoping‌ ‌that‌‌                         
would‌‌keep‌‌her‌‌still,‌‌but‌‌Maxi‌‌finally‌‌had‌‌to‌‌give‌‌in‌‌to‌‌other‌‌desires.‌‌She‌‌slipped‌‌her‌‌hands‌‌under‌‌                                     
the‌ ‌latex‌ ‌bodice,‌ ‌palming‌ ‌her‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌and‌ ‌pinching‌ ‌her‌ ‌stiff‌ ‌nipples.‌ ‌ 

Feeling‌‌the‌‌pressure‌‌of‌‌the‌‌thong’s‌‌elastic‌‌across‌‌her‌‌shoulders,‌‌Daphne‌‌thought‌‌of‌‌another‌‌                           
way‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌thank‌ ‌her‌ ‌enormous‌ ‌companion.‌ ‌Carefully‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌walked‌ ‌her‌‌little‌‌feet‌‌up‌‌the‌‌                             
bottom‌ ‌of‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌butt‌ ‌cheeks,‌ ‌along‌ ‌her‌ ‌taint,‌ ‌and‌ ‌then‌ ‌beside‌ ‌either‌ ‌nether‌ ‌lips‌‌until‌‌she‌‌was‌‌                                 
straddling‌ ‌Maxie’s‌ ‌dribbling‌ ‌depths.‌ ‌ 



Then‌ ‌she‌ ‌plunged‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌body‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌shivering‌ ‌woman.‌ ‌ 

“OOOH!‌ ‌YES!‌ ‌What?‌ ‌What‌ ‌did‌ ‌you...mmm…”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌screamed‌ ‌before‌ ‌melting‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                       
bliss‌‌of‌‌fullness.‌‌Daphne‌‌had‌‌sunk‌‌in‌‌just‌‌to‌‌her‌‌waist,‌‌labia‌‌rolling‌‌over‌‌her‌‌hips‌‌like‌‌the‌‌frills‌‌of‌‌                                       
a‌‌mermaid’s‌‌tail.‌‌Enveloped‌‌in‌‌Maxi’s‌‌tight,‌‌warm,‌‌slick‌‌pussy‌‌was‌‌like‌‌a‌‌hug‌‌and‌‌a‌‌sauna‌‌rolled‌‌                                   
into‌ ‌one.‌ ‌All‌ ‌six‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌nipples‌‌were‌‌painfully‌‌stiff‌‌from‌‌arousal‌‌and‌‌back-up‌‌honey,‌‌and‌‌                               
she‌‌finally‌‌put‌‌a‌‌hand‌‌to‌‌one.‌‌She‌‌cooed,‌‌but‌‌was‌‌careful‌‌to‌‌make‌‌sure‌‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌get‌‌any‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                         
sticky‌ ‌syrup‌ ‌inside‌ ‌Maxi,‌ ‌putting‌ ‌her‌ ‌other‌ ‌hand‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌elastic‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌thing.‌ ‌ 

There‌‌were‌‌still‌‌depths‌‌that‌‌Daphne‌‌could‌‌safely‌‌explore‌‌before‌‌feeling‌‌like‌‌she‌‌was‌‌getting‌‌                             
her‌‌lower‌‌set‌‌of‌‌breasts‌‌too‌‌close.‌‌She‌‌twisted‌‌herself,‌‌wiggling‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌and‌‌sinking‌‌in‌‌further‌‌to‌‌                                   
her‌ ‌navel.‌ ‌It‌‌was‌‌now‌‌her‌‌little‌‌golden-topped‌‌toes‌‌felt‌‌the‌‌spongy‌‌ridge‌‌deep‌‌within‌‌Maxi,‌‌and‌‌                                 
Daphne’s‌ ‌feet‌ ‌massaged‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

Maxi’s‌‌chest‌‌tightened‌‌and‌‌her‌‌back‌‌curled,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌tried‌‌to‌‌speak‌‌but‌‌only‌‌guttural‌‌grunts‌‌                               
rolled‌ ‌from‌ ‌her‌ ‌lips.‌ ‌Finally‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌resist‌ ‌what‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌hovering‌ ‌upon‌ ‌for‌ ‌so‌‌                                 
many‌ ‌moments‌ ‌now.‌ ‌The‌ ‌lover‌ ‌between‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌thighs‌ ‌thrust‌ ‌a‌ ‌hand‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌musky‌ ‌layers‌‌                             
surrounding‌ ‌her‌ ‌so‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌flick‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌button‌ ‌towards‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌climax.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌felt‌ ‌the‌ ‌gentle‌ ‌moist‌ ‌grip‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌engulfed‌ ‌body‌ ‌tighten.‌ ‌The‌ ‌constriction‌ ‌was‌‌                           
delightful‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌tiny‌ ‌lover‌ ‌cried‌ ‌out‌ ‌with‌ ‌Maxi.‌ ‌As‌ ‌the‌ ‌larger‌ ‌woman‌ ‌came‌ ‌a‌ ‌rush‌ ‌of‌ ‌juices‌‌                                   
crashed‌‌against‌‌Daphne,‌‌uncorking‌‌her‌‌slightly‌‌from‌‌the‌‌pulsing‌‌pussy‌‌before‌‌spraying‌‌over‌‌her.‌‌                           
Each‌‌woman‌‌was‌‌locked‌‌in‌‌bliss‌‌for‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌before‌‌their‌‌muscles‌‌relaxed‌‌and‌‌they‌‌each‌‌gave‌‌                                 
in‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌whims‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌materials‌ ‌cradling‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

Finally,‌‌as‌‌she‌‌realized‌‌she‌‌was‌‌close‌‌to‌‌passing‌‌out,‌‌Daphne‌‌carefully‌‌pulled‌‌herself‌‌out‌‌of‌‌                               
Maxi’s‌‌slit.‌‌Slowly,‌‌step‌‌by‌‌step,‌‌she‌‌made‌‌her‌‌way‌‌back‌‌along‌‌the‌‌latex-clad‌‌body‌‌until‌‌she‌‌was‌‌                                   
once‌‌more‌‌resting‌‌atop‌‌Maxi’s‌‌sternum,‌‌resting‌‌back‌‌against‌‌a‌‌breast‌‌that‌‌had‌‌popped‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌                                 
bodice.‌ ‌Before‌ ‌Maxi’s‌ ‌afterglow‌ ‌took‌ ‌her‌ ‌into‌ ‌slumber‌ ‌she‌ ‌found‌ ‌the‌ ‌dry‌ ‌hand‌ ‌rag‌ ‌and‌ ‌laid‌‌it‌‌                                 
over‌ ‌her‌ ‌little‌ ‌lover,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌duo‌ ‌dozed‌ ‌peacefully‌ ‌and‌ ‌quite‌ ‌happily‌ ‌together.‌ ‌ 

Across‌‌the‌‌casino‌‌complex‌‌Cassidy‌‌cinched‌‌her‌‌furry‌‌legs‌‌around‌‌the‌‌third‌‌man‌‌she’d‌‌taken‌‌                             
to‌ ‌the‌ ‌brothel’s‌ ‌second‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌His‌ ‌dick‌ ‌wasn’t‌‌nearly‌‌thick‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌fully‌‌satisfy‌‌her,‌‌the‌‌satyr‌‌                                 
cheerleader’s‌ ‌juices‌ ‌leaking‌ ‌out‌ ‌around‌ ‌it‌ ‌and‌ ‌matting‌ ‌her‌ ‌fur.‌ ‌But‌ ‌the‌‌guy‌‌was‌‌hard,‌‌enjoying‌‌                               
Cassidy’s‌ ‌tits,‌ ‌and‌ ‌was‌ ‌paying.‌ ‌ 

Plus,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌another‌ ‌way‌ ‌of‌ ‌climaxing.‌ ‌ 

“Spank‌ ‌me!”‌ ‌she‌ ‌demanded.‌ ‌The‌ ‌guy‌ ‌grunted‌ ‌and‌ ‌gave‌ ‌her‌ ‌a‌ ‌weak‌‌tap‌‌to‌‌the‌‌ass,‌‌which‌‌                                 
barely‌ ‌did‌ ‌more‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌than‌ ‌the‌ ‌undersized‌ ‌cock‌ ‌in‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 



“Harder!”‌‌the‌‌amorous‌‌woman‌‌demanded.‌‌The‌‌guy‌‌took‌‌a‌‌few‌‌more‌‌swings,‌‌each‌‌with‌‌less‌‌                             
care‌ ‌and‌ ‌more‌ ‌power‌ ‌than‌ ‌the‌ ‌last.‌ ‌ 

“Yes…”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌gurgled.‌ ‌ 

‌   



Another‌ ‌Morning‌ ‌In‌ ‌Vegas‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌‌awoke‌‌suddenly,‌‌partially‌‌from‌‌another‌‌orgasmic‌‌crest‌‌and‌‌partially‌‌from‌‌the‌‌sunlight‌‌                         
the‌‌opened‌‌curtains‌‌were‌‌casting‌‌down‌‌onto‌‌her‌‌eyes.‌‌She‌‌cursed‌‌and‌‌jumped‌‌from‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌still‌‌                                 
nude‌ ‌and‌ ‌with‌ ‌dried‌ ‌juices‌ ‌crackling‌ ‌across‌ ‌her‌ ‌skin.‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌reclosed‌ ‌the‌ ‌windows‌ ‌and‌‌                           
instinctively‌ ‌shifted‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall.‌ ‌Another‌ ‌orgasm‌‌shook‌‌her,‌‌although‌‌Cindi’s‌‌breasts‌‌heaved‌‌as‌‌                           
she‌‌settled‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌with‌‌deep‌‌calming‌‌breaths.‌‌She‌‌half‌‌expected‌‌tiny‌‌streams‌‌of‌‌lights‌‌to‌‌push‌‌                                 
through‌ ‌fresh‌ ‌bullet‌ ‌holes‌ ‌at‌ ‌any‌ ‌moment.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌no‌ ‌one‌ ‌was‌ ‌shooting‌ ‌at‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Her‌‌mind‌‌recentered,‌‌Cindi‌‌realized‌‌that‌‌someone‌‌was‌‌missing.‌‌The‌‌Rose‌‌-‌‌‌Rhea‌‌-‌‌was‌‌not‌‌                               
in‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Nor‌‌was‌‌she‌‌in‌‌the‌‌bedroom.‌‌Glancing‌‌across‌‌the‌‌room‌‌Cindi‌‌saw‌‌that‌‌the‌‌door‌‌was‌‌                                     
still‌ ‌locked‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌inside.‌ ‌Gasping‌ ‌back‌ ‌another‌ ‌climax‌ ‌the‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌heard‌ ‌struggling‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌‌                             
bathroom.‌ ‌ 

Rhea‌‌was‌‌lucky‌‌that‌‌Cindi‌‌had‌‌recalled‌‌someone‌‌was‌‌‌supposed‌‌to‌‌be‌‌in‌‌the‌‌hotel‌‌room‌‌for‌‌                                 
her‌‌or‌‌else‌‌the‌‌armless‌‌woman‌‌could‌‌have‌‌ended‌‌up‌‌attacked.‌‌Instead‌‌Cindi‌‌simply‌‌followed‌‌the‌‌                               
little‌ ‌grunting‌ ‌sounds‌ ‌and‌ ‌slowly‌ ‌opened‌ ‌the‌ ‌door.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌former‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌was‌‌standing‌‌in‌‌the‌‌middle‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bathtub,‌‌still‌‌completely‌‌nude.‌‌Her‌‌                             
breasts‌ ‌wobbled‌ ‌and‌ ‌shook‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌stood‌ ‌on‌ ‌one‌ ‌foot‌ ‌and‌ ‌attempted‌ ‌to‌ ‌turn‌‌on‌‌the‌‌tub’s‌‌faucet‌‌                                   
with‌ ‌her‌ ‌other‌ ‌foot.‌ ‌Rhea’s‌‌toes‌‌were‌‌stretched‌‌and‌‌crooked‌‌around‌‌the‌‌knob,‌‌doing‌‌her‌‌best‌‌to‌‌                                 
find‌ ‌purchase‌ ‌but‌ ‌unable‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌any‌ ‌grip.‌ ‌ 

“And‌‌just‌‌what‌‌doOoOo‌‌you‌‌think‌‌you’re‌‌doing,‌‌Rhea?”‌‌Cindi‌‌asked.‌‌It‌‌didn’t‌‌occur‌‌to‌‌her‌‌                               
that‌ ‌calling‌ ‌The‌ ‌Rose‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌false‌ ‌name‌ ‌was‌‌technically‌‌a‌‌lie,‌‌adding‌‌another‌‌reinforcement‌‌to‌‌                               
Cindi’s‌‌sexual‌‌compulsion‌‌for‌‌her.‌‌The‌‌urge‌‌to‌‌take‌‌Rhea’s‌‌nipples‌‌into‌‌her‌‌mouth‌‌rose‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌more‌‌                                   
in‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌gave‌ ‌me‌ ‌such‌ ‌pleasure‌‌last‌‌night,‌‌mistress,‌‌I‌‌wanted‌‌to‌‌make‌‌sure‌‌you‌‌were‌‌greeted‌‌                               
by‌ ‌a‌ ‌lovely‌ ‌morning!‌ ‌I‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌have‌ ‌a‌ ‌nice‌‌hot‌‌soapy‌‌bath‌‌ready‌‌for‌‌you,‌‌but‌‌I’m‌‌afraid‌‌my‌‌                                       
current...‌situation‌‌ ‌is‌ ‌making‌ ‌that‌ ‌difficult.”‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌see…”‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌mused,‌ ‌looking‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌‌fleshy‌‌Venus‌‌de‌‌Milo‌‌and‌‌cumming‌‌again.‌‌Lightly‌‌                             
biting‌ ‌her‌ ‌lip‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌stepped‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌tub,‌ ‌wrapping‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌ ‌around‌ ‌the‌ ‌giggling‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌‌                                 
brought‌ ‌down‌ ‌her‌ ‌leg‌ ‌to‌ ‌retain‌ ‌balance.‌ ‌“Well,‌ ‌perhaps‌ ‌it‌ ‌would‌ ‌be‌ ‌more‌ ‌fun‌ ‌if‌ ‌we‌ ‌showered‌‌                                 
together.”‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌pushed‌ ‌her‌ ‌face‌ ‌against‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌neck,‌ ‌kissing‌ ‌along‌ ‌the‌ ‌line‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌hair.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌can‌ ‌help‌ ‌you...get‌ ‌behind‌ ‌your‌ ‌ears.”‌ ‌ 



Rhea‌ ‌turned‌ ‌around‌ ‌to‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌and‌ ‌their‌ ‌lips‌ ‌met‌ ‌while‌ ‌their‌ ‌nipples‌ ‌and‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌squished‌‌                             
together.‌‌As‌‌their‌‌tongues‌‌danced‌‌and‌‌their‌‌chests‌‌tussled‌‌Cindi‌‌reached‌‌down‌‌and‌‌turned‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                               
shower.‌ ‌The‌ ‌pair‌‌shivered‌‌and‌‌gasped‌‌until‌‌the‌‌warm‌‌water‌‌reached‌‌them,‌‌the‌‌giggles‌‌of‌‌young‌‌                               
lovers‌ ‌bubbling‌ ‌from‌ ‌them‌ ‌both.‌ ‌It‌ ‌actually‌ ‌dampened‌ ‌another‌ ‌of‌ ‌Cindi’s‌ ‌climaxes.‌ ‌ 

Outside‌ ‌the‌ ‌influence‌ ‌of‌‌the‌‌magical‌‌cards,‌‌each‌‌would‌‌have‌‌hated‌‌seeing‌‌what‌‌they‌‌were‌‌                             
doing.‌ ‌But‌ ‌from‌ ‌within‌ ‌the‌ ‌influence‌‌of‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌game‌‌Rhea‌‌and‌‌Cindi‌‌were‌‌giddily‌‌grinding‌‌                             
against‌ ‌each‌ ‌other’s‌ ‌slick‌ ‌flesh‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌poured‌ ‌body‌ ‌wash‌ ‌over‌ ‌them.‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌were‌ ‌the‌ ‌basis‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌good‌ ‌morning,‌ ‌it‌ ‌wouldn’t‌ ‌be‌ ‌long‌‌for‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌to‌‌have‌‌a‌                                     
great‌‌ ‌morning.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

The‌ ‌two‌ ‌dangerous‌ ‌women‌ ‌were‌ ‌not‌ ‌the‌ ‌only‌ ‌ones‌ ‌to‌ ‌start‌ ‌their‌ ‌day‌ ‌with‌ ‌kisses‌ ‌and‌‌                               
cumming.‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌had‌ ‌awoken‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌curled‌ ‌up‌ ‌on‌‌her‌‌chest,‌‌and‌‌smothered‌‌her‌‌awake‌‌                               
with‌‌smooches.‌‌The‌‌size-disparate‌‌pair‌‌found‌‌themselves‌‌just‌‌as‌‌handsy‌‌with‌‌each‌‌other‌‌as‌‌Cindi‌‌                             
and‌ ‌Rhea,‌ ‌but‌ ‌there‌ ‌were‌ ‌no‌ ‌magical‌ ‌compulsions‌ ‌there.‌ ‌ 

After‌‌showering‌‌clamped‌‌between‌‌Maxi’s‌‌breasts‌‌Daphne‌‌voiced‌‌her‌‌concern‌‌about‌‌Akari.‌‌                       
Not‌‌that‌‌she‌‌had‌‌any‌‌regrets‌‌for‌‌how‌‌they‌‌had‌‌left‌‌the‌‌painted‌‌woman‌‌-‌‌only‌‌that‌‌Daphne‌‌worried‌‌                                     
what‌‌may‌‌happen‌‌if‌‌she‌‌-‌‌the‌‌reason‌‌Akari‌‌had‌‌left‌‌the‌‌game‌‌room‌‌the‌‌prior‌‌night‌‌-‌‌didn’t‌‌make‌‌                                       
sure‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌also‌ ‌the‌ ‌reason‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌returned.‌ ‌ 

Maxi’s‌‌shift‌‌didn’t‌‌start‌‌until‌‌later‌‌in‌‌the‌‌day,‌‌so‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌enjoyed‌‌each‌‌other‌‌getting‌‌washed,‌‌                                 
then‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌squeezed‌ ‌herself‌ ‌into‌ ‌some‌ ‌of‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌hiking‌ ‌clothes.‌ ‌Once‌ ‌again‌ ‌the‌ ‌hotel‌                           
employee’s‌ ‌squeezed‌ ‌bosom‌ ‌made‌ ‌a‌ ‌great‌ ‌carrying‌ ‌pocket‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌shrunken‌ ‌woman.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌pair‌ ‌swung‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌breakfast‌ ‌buffet,‌ ‌using‌ ‌Daphne’s‌ ‌keycard‌ ‌credits‌ ‌to‌ ‌easily‌ ‌satisfy‌‌                           
them‌‌both.‌‌A‌‌single‌‌grape‌‌was‌‌about‌‌the‌‌size‌‌of‌‌Daphne’s‌‌head,‌‌and‌‌quite‌‌filling.‌‌Maxi‌‌got‌‌coffee‌‌                                   
and‌ ‌pancakes,‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌squeezed‌ ‌out‌ ‌some‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌honey‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌pair's‌ ‌mutual‌ ‌glee.‌ ‌ 

‌Their‌ ‌bellies‌ ‌full,‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌and‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌made‌ ‌their‌ ‌way‌ ‌through‌ ‌The‌ ‌Oasis’s‌ ‌complex‌ ‌and‌‌                             
snuck‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌room‌ ‌where‌ ‌they’d‌ ‌affixed‌ ‌Akari.‌ ‌ 

Although‌ ‌they‌ ‌were‌ ‌prepared‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌screwdriver‌ ‌to‌ ‌take‌ ‌her‌ ‌off‌ ‌the‌ ‌wall,‌ ‌neither‌ ‌was‌‌                             
prepared‌ ‌for‌ ‌what‌ ‌they‌ ‌saw‌ ‌captured‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌frame.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌whole‌‌thing‌‌was‌‌covered‌‌in‌‌spunk.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌caked‌‌over‌‌the‌‌canvas‌‌and‌‌paint,‌‌thick‌‌drips‌‌                                 
dried‌ ‌like‌ ‌stalactites‌ ‌along‌ ‌the‌ ‌bottom.‌ ‌ 



Through‌ ‌the‌ ‌drying‌ ‌top‌ ‌layer‌ ‌of‌ ‌man‌ ‌splooge‌ ‌neither‌ ‌conspirator‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌what‌ ‌was‌‌                           
recognizably‌ ‌the‌ ‌image‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌they’d‌ ‌left‌ ‌screwed‌ ‌the‌ ‌night‌ ‌before.‌ ‌A‌ ‌halo‌ ‌of‌ ‌Akari‌‌                               
colors‌ ‌shaped‌ ‌more‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌potato‌ ‌rested‌ ‌behind‌ ‌the‌ ‌male‌ ‌cum.‌ ‌ 

Maxi‌‌and‌‌Daphne‌‌were‌‌aghast,‌‌terrified‌‌that‌‌what‌‌they’d‌‌done‌‌could‌‌possibly‌‌have‌‌been‌‌the‌‌                             
equivalent‌ ‌of‌ ‌killing‌ ‌Akari.‌ ‌ 

Then‌ ‌the‌ ‌potato‌ ‌of‌ ‌color‌ ‌shifted‌ ‌from‌ ‌one‌ ‌side‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌painting‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌other,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌duo‌‌                                   
screamed.‌ ‌ 

***‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌troubled‌ ‌pair‌ ‌were‌ ‌not‌ ‌the‌‌only‌‌ones‌‌yelling.‌‌On‌‌the‌‌other‌‌side‌‌of‌‌The‌‌Oasis‌‌Cassidy‌‌                                 
had‌‌just‌‌performed‌‌quite‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌sex.‌‌But‌‌the‌‌shouting‌‌came‌‌from‌‌performing‌‌some‌‌math.‌‌A‌‌pile‌‌                                   
of‌ ‌crumpled‌ ‌cash‌ ‌sat‌ ‌before‌ ‌her,‌ ‌but‌ ‌the‌ ‌bills‌ ‌were‌ ‌too‌ ‌small‌ ‌to‌ ‌add‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed.‌‌                                     
Reduxia’s‌ ‌ultimatum‌ ‌echoed‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌head‌ ‌again;‌ ‌ 

I’m‌‌going‌‌to‌‌give‌‌you‌‌until‌‌the‌‌next‌‌round‌‌starts‌‌tomorrow‌‌to‌‌humble‌‌yourself‌‌to‌‌the‌‌point‌                                 
you‌ ‌can‌ ‌earn‌ ‌from‌ ‌either,‌ ‌oh,‌ ‌let’s‌ ‌say...what‌ ‌you‌ ‌won‌ ‌with‌ ‌your‌ ‌first‌ ‌dishonest‌ ‌lawsuit.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy’s‌‌blood‌‌ran‌‌cold.‌‌Why‌‌did‌‌she‌‌think‌‌she‌‌could‌‌possibly‌‌earn‌‌that‌‌many‌‌zeros‌‌in‌‌one‌‌                                 
night?‌ ‌How‌ ‌drunk‌ ‌on‌ ‌hubris‌ ‌had‌ ‌she‌ ‌been?‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌frustrated‌ ‌satyr‌ ‌punched‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌bills,‌ ‌her‌‌frustration‌‌sending‌‌them‌‌across‌‌the‌‌mattress‌‌                           
and‌ ‌onto‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor.‌ ‌What‌ ‌the‌ ‌fuck‌ ‌was‌ ‌she‌ ‌going‌ ‌to‌ ‌do‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌up‌ ‌such‌ ‌a‌ ‌difference‌ ‌of‌ ‌cash‌ ‌in…‌ ‌ 

in…‌ ‌ 

...in‌ ‌‌god‌‌damn‌‌Las‌‌Vegas!‌‌Cassidy‌‌laughed‌‌and‌‌fell‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌now‌‌covering‌‌herself‌‌in‌‌                               
the‌ ‌musky‌‌money.‌‌She‌‌was‌‌in‌‌the‌‌Quick‌‌Fortune‌‌Making‌‌Capital‌‌Of‌‌The‌‌World!‌‌She‌‌needed‌‌to‌‌                                 
get‌‌herself‌‌some‌‌chips,‌‌some‌‌hot‌‌dice,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌could‌‌turn‌‌the‌‌money‌‌she’d‌‌“humbled”‌‌herself‌‌to‌‌                                 
earn‌ ‌into‌ ‌more‌ ‌than‌ ‌enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌satisfy‌ ‌Reduxia’s‌ ‌demands!‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌hold‌ ‌back‌ ‌a‌ ‌maniacal‌ ‌cackle‌ ‌as‌‌she‌‌ripped‌‌a‌‌pillow‌‌out‌‌of‌‌its‌‌case‌‌and‌‌                                   
began‌ ‌stuffing‌ ‌it‌ ‌full‌ ‌of‌ ‌cash.‌ ‌In‌ ‌short‌ ‌order‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌downstairs‌ ‌and-‌ ‌ 

No.‌‌Not‌‌downstairs.‌‌Not‌‌in‌‌Reduxia’s‌‌own‌‌casino.‌‌Who‌‌knew‌‌what‌‌the‌‌limits‌‌of‌‌her‌‌magic‌‌                               
were?‌‌Cassidy‌‌was‌‌incapable‌‌of‌‌thinking‌‌anyone‌‌else‌‌would‌‌do‌‌anything‌‌different‌‌from‌‌her‌‌own‌‌                             
impulses;‌ ‌in‌ ‌this‌ ‌case‌ ‌make‌ ‌sure‌ ‌any‌ ‌games‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌played‌‌were‌‌rigged‌‌against‌‌                             
her‌‌to‌‌ensure‌‌Reduxia‌‌would‌‌win‌‌the‌‌wager.‌‌She‌‌couldn’t‌‌imagine‌‌any‌‌game‌‌at‌‌The‌‌Oasis‌‌would‌‌                                 
be‌ ‌fair‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌-‌ ‌or‌ ‌as‌ ‌fair‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌gambling‌ ‌got.‌ ‌ 



She’d‌ ‌go‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌room,‌ ‌find‌ ‌some‌ ‌sort‌ ‌of‌ ‌outfit‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌actually‌ ‌leave‌ ‌the‌ ‌casino‌‌                                 
complex‌ ‌in,‌ ‌and‌ ‌use‌ ‌another‌ ‌casino‌ ‌to‌ ‌beat‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌with.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌was‌ ‌shocked‌ ‌by‌‌how‌‌satisfying‌‌it‌‌felt‌‌to‌‌listen‌‌to‌‌Rhea’s‌‌deep‌‌sleeping‌‌breaths‌‌atop‌‌                               
her.‌ ‌The‌ ‌pair‌ ‌were‌ ‌naked‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed,‌ ‌Rhea’s‌ ‌armless‌ ‌form‌ ‌draped‌‌over‌‌Cindi,‌‌her‌‌head‌‌nestled‌‌                                 
between‌‌her‌‌armed‌‌lover’s‌‌breasts.‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌casually‌‌caressing‌‌Rhea’s‌‌hair,‌‌running‌‌her‌‌fingers‌‌                           
down‌ ‌through‌ ‌it,‌ ‌along‌ ‌her‌ ‌neck,‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌shoulder‌ ‌blades,‌ ‌and‌ ‌to‌‌the‌‌small‌‌of‌‌Rhea’s‌‌back.‌‌It‌‌                                   
made‌ ‌the‌ ‌sleeping‌ ‌woman‌ ‌shiver‌ ‌delightfully,‌ ‌but‌ ‌not‌ ‌enough‌ ‌to‌ ‌wake‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

Another‌‌orgasmic‌‌shiver‌‌rang‌‌through‌‌Cindi.‌‌She‌‌bit‌‌her‌‌lip‌‌and‌‌threw‌‌her‌‌head‌‌back.‌‌The‌‌                               
constant‌‌cumming‌‌wasn’t‌‌so‌‌bad‌‌when‌‌she‌‌had‌‌Rhea‌‌in‌‌her‌‌arms,‌‌at‌‌least‌‌she‌‌could‌‌associate‌‌the‌‌                                   
contact‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌pleasure.‌ ‌It‌ ‌was‌ ‌when‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌came‌ ‌by‌ ‌herself‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌were‌ ‌more‌‌                               
annoying‌ ‌than‌ ‌enjoyed.‌ ‌ 

As‌ ‌the‌ ‌most‌‌recent‌‌climax‌‌mildly‌‌waned‌‌Cindi‌‌brought‌‌her‌‌head‌‌back‌‌down‌‌to‌‌gaze‌‌upon‌‌                               
Rhea,‌ ‌but‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌did‌ ‌so‌ ‌she‌ ‌caught‌ ‌sight‌ ‌of‌‌an‌‌envelope‌‌on‌‌the‌‌table‌‌across‌‌the‌‌room.‌‌Another‌‌                                     
outfit‌ ‌challenge.‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌recall‌ ‌seeing‌ ‌the‌ ‌slip‌‌of‌‌paper‌‌there‌‌earlier.‌‌It‌‌bothered‌‌her‌‌that‌‌it‌‌was‌‌there‌‌                                   
now.‌ ‌Even‌ ‌though‌‌she’d‌‌just‌‌experienced‌‌the‌‌undeniable‌‌proof‌‌of‌‌magic‌‌existing,‌‌her‌‌brain‌‌still‌‌                             
jumped‌‌to‌‌the‌‌conclusion‌‌that‌‌someone‌‌must‌‌have‌‌snuck‌‌into‌‌the‌‌room‌‌while‌‌she‌‌was‌‌distracted‌‌                               
by‌ ‌carnal‌ ‌impulses.‌ ‌She‌ ‌was‌ ‌drastically‌ ‌losing‌ ‌her‌ ‌focus.‌ ‌ 

With‌ ‌great‌ ‌care‌ ‌Cindi‌ ‌slipped‌ ‌out‌ ‌from‌ ‌under‌ ‌Rhea‌ ‌and‌ ‌padded‌ ‌over‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌table,‌ ‌half‌‌                               
stepping‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌paces‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌came‌ ‌again.‌ ‌She‌ ‌ripped‌ ‌open‌ ‌the‌ ‌envelope‌ ‌and‌ ‌read‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“Blah‌ ‌blah…‘advantage’...blah‌ ‌blah…‘bracers‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌dresser.’”‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌tossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌card‌ ‌aside‌ ‌and‌ ‌went‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌dresser,‌ ‌leaning‌ ‌against‌‌it‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌through‌‌                               
another‌ ‌climax‌ ‌before‌ ‌opening‌ ‌the‌ ‌top‌ ‌drawer.‌ ‌Laying‌ ‌amongst‌ ‌clothing‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌already‌ ‌sifted‌‌                         
through‌ ‌were‌ ‌two‌ ‌golden‌ ‌bracers.‌ ‌The‌ ‌metal‌ ‌was‌‌highly‌‌detailed‌‌in‌‌a‌‌criss-cross‌‌pattern‌‌which‌‌                             
included‌ ‌some‌ ‌rubies,‌ ‌sapphires,‌ ‌and‌ ‌diamonds‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌‌wavy‌‌line‌‌that‌‌curled‌‌from‌‌one‌‌side‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                 
metal‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌other.‌ ‌ 

Flipping‌‌them‌‌over‌‌in‌‌her‌‌hands,‌‌Cindi‌‌found‌‌where‌‌the‌‌patterns‌‌were‌‌interrupted‌‌by‌‌a‌‌thin‌‌                               
hinge‌ ‌that‌ ‌ran‌ ‌the‌ ‌full‌ ‌six-inch‌ ‌length‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌metal,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌split‌ ‌where‌ ‌the‌ ‌bracers‌ ‌opened‌ ‌so‌‌                                   
Cindi‌ ‌could‌ ‌snap‌ ‌them‌ ‌on‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌forearms.‌ ‌ 

“Look‌‌more‌‌like‌‌shackles‌‌to‌‌me…”‌‌Cindi‌‌muttered.‌‌The‌‌idea‌‌gave‌‌her‌‌pause,‌‌and‌‌for‌‌good‌‌                               
reason.‌ ‌She‌ ‌grazed‌ ‌her‌ ‌belly‌ ‌with‌ ‌one‌ ‌hand,‌ ‌recalling‌ ‌how‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌cover‌ ‌it‌ ‌with‌‌                                 



anything.‌ ‌It‌ ‌didn’t‌ ‌take‌ ‌many‌ ‌leaps‌ ‌in‌ ‌logic‌ ‌to‌ ‌guess‌ ‌what‌ ‌may‌ ‌happen‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌started‌ ‌the‌ ‌next‌‌                                   
game‌ ‌round‌ ‌with‌ ‌this‌ ‌on.‌ ‌ 

But,‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌glanced‌ ‌over‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌sleeping‌ ‌woman‌ ‌on‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌Cindi‌‌was‌‌well‌‌aware‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                   
advantages‌‌of‌‌taking‌‌the‌‌challenge.‌‌She‌‌slipped‌‌a‌‌bracer‌‌over‌‌each‌‌arm‌‌and‌‌clamped‌‌them‌‌shut.‌‌                               
The‌‌metal‌‌was‌‌tight‌‌around‌‌her‌‌skin,‌‌nearly‌‌pinching‌‌it,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌weight‌‌wasn’t‌‌inhibiting‌‌but‌‌she‌‌                                 
could‌‌feel‌‌the‌‌additional‌‌mass‌‌as‌‌she‌‌flexed‌‌her‌‌arms‌‌-‌‌then‌‌bent‌‌over‌‌panting‌‌as‌‌another‌‌orgasm‌‌                                   
gripped‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

“Mistress…?”‌ ‌ 

Rhea‌‌had‌‌started‌‌to‌‌rouse‌‌in‌‌the‌‌bed.‌‌Without‌‌arms‌‌all‌‌she‌‌could‌‌do‌‌was‌‌shift‌‌her‌‌legs‌‌and‌‌                                     
grind‌‌her‌‌breasts‌‌into‌‌the‌‌sheets,‌‌her‌‌succulent‌‌ass‌‌bobbing‌‌upwards.‌‌Cindi‌‌looked‌‌over‌‌and‌‌saw‌‌                               
the‌ ‌glistening‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌peeking‌ ‌out‌ ‌from‌ ‌between‌ ‌the‌ ‌shimmying‌ ‌thighs.‌ ‌ 

It‌ ‌looked‌ ‌delicious.‌ ‌ 

Deciding‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌on‌‌the‌‌bracers‌‌for‌‌now‌‌Cindi‌‌leapt‌‌into‌‌the‌‌bed,‌‌right‌‌atop‌‌the‌‌rumptious‌‌                                 
rump‌ ‌that‌ ‌was‌ ‌teasing‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

“Oh‌ ‌[shit]‌ ‌clit,‌ ‌oh‌ ‌[shit]‌ ‌clit,‌ ‌oh‌ ‌fuck…”‌ ‌ 

“Don’t‌ ‌panic,‌ ‌maybe‌ ‌this‌ ‌isn’t‌ ‌so‌ ‌bad…”‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌‌and‌‌Maxi‌‌had‌‌just‌‌returned‌‌to‌‌Daphne’s‌‌room,‌‌the‌‌framed‌‌Akari‌‌“potato”‌‌in‌‌hand.‌‌                             
Maxi‌ ‌placed‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌bed‌ ‌and‌ ‌propped‌ ‌the‌ ‌painting‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌opponent‌ ‌player‌ ‌against‌ ‌the‌‌                               
pillows.‌‌The‌‌blurry‌‌painted‌‌figure‌‌had‌‌been‌‌stumbling‌‌about‌‌on‌‌the‌‌canvas‌‌-‌‌or,‌‌that‌‌was‌‌how‌‌the‌‌                                   
motions‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌interpreted‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌guilt-ridden‌‌pair.‌‌Now‌‌the‌‌Akari‌‌cum‌‌blob‌‌settled‌‌itself‌‌in‌‌                               
the‌ ‌center‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌canvas.‌ ‌ 

If‌ ‌Daphne‌ ‌squinted‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌like‌ ‌looking‌ ‌at‌ ‌a‌ ‌person‌ ‌through‌ ‌a‌ ‌dense‌ ‌fog.‌ ‌She‌ ‌carefully‌‌                               
walked‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌soft‌ ‌bedding‌ ‌to‌‌the‌‌painting.‌‌Some‌‌of‌‌the‌‌semen‌‌on‌‌the‌‌frame‌‌itself‌‌had‌‌dried,‌‌                                   
but‌ ‌that‌ ‌which‌ ‌had‌ ‌clung‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌canvas‌ ‌still‌ ‌glistened‌ ‌and‌ ‌oozed.‌ ‌ 

***‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌smaller‌ ‌than‌‌the‌‌blurred‌‌figure‌‌on‌‌the‌‌velvet,‌‌and‌‌even‌‌if‌‌they’d‌‌been‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌same‌ ‌size‌ ‌the‌ ‌frame‌ ‌would‌ ‌have‌ ‌put‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌an‌ ‌inch‌ ‌higher.‌ ‌ 

“She’s‌ ‌clearly‌ ‌alive.”‌ ‌ 



“Yeah...right…”‌‌Daphne‌‌muttered,‌‌examining‌‌the‌‌shifting‌‌shape.‌‌A‌‌thin‌‌part‌‌moved‌‌aside,‌‌and‌‌                         
based‌‌on‌‌the‌‌motions‌‌-‌‌and‌‌that‌‌this‌‌was‌‌Akari‌‌-‌‌Daphne‌‌got‌‌the‌‌feeling‌‌the‌‌blur‌‌was‌‌giving‌‌her‌‌                                       
the‌ ‌middle‌ ‌finger.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌think‌‌there’s‌‌anything‌‌we‌‌can‌‌do,‌‌at‌‌this‌‌point‌‌we‌‌can‌‌probably‌‌only‌‌make‌‌things‌‌                                 
worse.‌ ‌If‌ ‌we‌ ‌bring‌ ‌her‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌your‌ ‌game‌ ‌tonight‌ ‌maybe‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌can‌ ‌fix‌ ‌her?”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌offered.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌guess,”‌ ‌‌Daphne‌ ‌replied‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌sigh,‌‌and‌‌motioned‌‌to‌‌a‌‌door‌‌across‌‌the‌‌room,‌‌‌“Until‌‌                                 
then‌ ‌let’s‌ ‌put‌ ‌her‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌[closet]‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌and‌ ‌enjoy‌ ‌the‌ ‌[day]‌ ‌pussy!”‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌like‌ ‌that‌ ‌plan,”‌ ‌Maxi‌ ‌grinned,‌ ‌and‌ ‌in‌ ‌short‌ ‌order‌ ‌Akari‌ ‌found‌ ‌herself‌ ‌stuffed‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌‌                               
small‌ ‌dark‌ ‌room‌ ‌not‌ ‌much‌ ‌bigger‌ ‌than‌ ‌the‌ ‌one‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌screwed‌ ‌onto‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌night.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌at‌ ‌least‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌alone‌ ‌in‌ ‌this‌ ‌one,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌plopped‌ ‌her‌ ‌cum-painted‌ ‌little‌‌ass‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                                   
lower‌ ‌limit‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌canvas‌ ‌to‌ ‌wait‌ ‌out‌ ‌the‌ ‌time.‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌had‌ ‌once‌ ‌more‌‌donned‌‌a‌‌toga‌‌to‌‌strut‌‌out‌‌of‌‌The‌‌Oasis‌‌onto‌‌the‌‌Vegas‌‌Strip.‌‌Her‌‌                                   
cartoon‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌bounced‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌bwoomp‌ed‌ ‌beneath‌ ‌the‌ ‌fabric,‌ ‌her‌‌hooves‌‌clonking‌‌solidly‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                           
pavement.‌ ‌She‌ ‌ran‌ ‌her‌ ‌free‌ ‌hand‌ ‌through‌ ‌her‌ ‌hair,‌ ‌taking‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌gaudy‌ ‌grandeur‌ ‌of‌‌the‌‌greedy‌‌                                 
city.‌‌The‌‌other‌‌hand‌‌clutched‌‌tightly‌‌the‌‌pillowcase‌‌of‌‌cash.‌‌She‌‌looked‌‌up‌‌and‌‌down‌‌the‌‌street,‌‌                                 
past‌ ‌tourists‌ ‌scurrying‌ ‌from‌ ‌one‌ ‌sight‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌next,‌ ‌feather-adorned‌ ‌woman‌ ‌passing‌ ‌out‌ ‌cards‌‌                           
advertising‌ ‌various‌ ‌shows,‌ ‌and‌ ‌any‌ ‌number‌ ‌of‌ ‌barkers‌ ‌trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌the‌ ‌next‌ ‌sucker.‌ ‌ 

Glancing‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌down‌ ‌the‌ ‌road‌ ‌before‌ ‌her,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌see‌ ‌four‌ ‌or‌ ‌five‌ ‌casinos,‌‌                             
including‌ ‌one‌ ‌directly‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌street‌ ‌from‌ ‌The‌ ‌Oasis.‌ ‌That‌ ‌one‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌too‌ ‌close‌ ‌for‌‌                                 
Cassidy’s‌‌liking,‌‌so‌‌she‌‌mentaly‌‌flipped‌‌a‌‌coin‌‌and‌‌sacheyed‌‌to‌‌the‌‌left.‌‌She‌‌grinned‌‌at‌‌the‌‌looks‌‌                                   
she‌ ‌was‌ ‌getting,‌ ‌but‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌all‌ ‌were‌ ‌fleeting.‌ ‌ 

This‌ ‌was‌‌Vegas,‌‌afterall.‌‌A‌‌bosom-bouncing‌‌satyr‌‌woman‌‌was‌‌certainly‌‌a‌‌sight‌‌to‌‌behold,‌‌                           
but‌‌the‌‌city‌‌always‌‌offered‌‌something‌‌new‌‌waiting‌‌to‌‌be‌‌seen.‌‌A‌‌few‌‌“Ooo”s‌‌and‌‌“woah”s‌‌were‌‌                                 
cast‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌way,‌‌but‌‌she‌‌quickly‌‌became‌‌irritated‌‌that‌‌she‌‌wasn’t‌‌more‌‌of‌‌a‌‌attention-suck‌‌on‌‌a‌‌                                 
street‌ ‌populated‌ ‌with‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌but‌ ‌gimmicks‌ ‌and‌ ‌amazements.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌block‌ ‌later‌ ‌and‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌spied‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌street‌ ‌a‌ ‌huge‌ ‌Roman-inspured‌ ‌building‌ ‌with‌‌                           
“The‌‌Populi‌‌Circum”‌‌plastered‌‌across‌‌it.‌‌Cassidy‌‌couldn’t‌‌help‌‌but‌‌feel‌‌drawn‌‌to‌‌it‌‌thanks‌‌to‌‌how‌‌                                 
she’d‌‌embraced‌‌her‌‌satyr‌‌look‌‌and‌‌impulses.‌‌She‌‌clopped‌‌across‌‌the‌‌street‌‌and‌‌burst‌‌with‌‌purpose‌‌                               
and‌ ‌passion‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌lobby‌ ‌of‌ ‌The‌ ‌Populi‌ ‌Circum.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌no‌ ‌one‌ ‌really‌ ‌paid‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌any‌ ‌mind.‌ ‌ 



Huffing‌ ‌in‌ ‌frustration‌ ‌she‌ ‌marched‌ ‌to‌ ‌an‌ ‌exchange‌ ‌window‌ ‌and‌ ‌badgered‌ ‌the‌ ‌poor‌ ‌girl‌‌                           
behind‌ ‌it‌ ‌into‌ ‌accepting‌‌even‌‌the‌‌most‌‌tattered‌‌of‌‌the‌‌bills.‌‌Growling‌‌at‌‌a‌‌much‌‌less‌‌impressive‌‌                                 
pile‌‌of‌‌chips‌‌than‌‌she’d‌‌hoped‌‌for,‌‌Cassidy‌‌hunted‌‌down‌‌the‌‌blackjack‌‌tables.‌‌She‌‌yanked‌‌out‌‌a‌‌                                 
stool‌‌and‌‌sat‌‌her‌‌furry‌‌ass‌‌down‌‌-‌‌then‌‌struggled‌‌for‌‌a‌‌moment‌‌to‌‌find‌‌a‌‌position‌‌where‌‌she‌‌could‌‌                                       
see‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards‌ ‌over‌ ‌her‌ ‌‘toonish‌ ‌tits.‌ ‌Eventually‌ ‌she‌ ‌settled‌‌on‌‌angling‌‌herself‌‌and‌‌handling‌‌her‌‌                               
cards‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌exclusively‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌left‌ ‌hand.‌‌ ‌  

‌After‌ ‌twenty‌ ‌or‌ ‌so‌ ‌deals‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌pile‌ ‌of‌ ‌chips‌ ‌was‌ ‌roughly‌ ‌where‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌started,‌‌                             
something‌ ‌she‌ ‌should‌ ‌have‌ ‌been‌ ‌thankful‌ ‌for‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌bigger‌ ‌gambling‌ ‌picture.‌ ‌As‌‌other‌‌players‌‌                             
came‌‌and‌‌went‌‌Cassidy‌‌cussed‌‌and‌‌fumed‌‌under‌‌her‌‌breath‌‌as‌‌her‌‌winnings‌‌were‌‌not‌‌adding‌‌up‌‌                                 
as‌ ‌quickly‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌knew‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed‌ ‌them‌ ‌to.‌ ‌ 

Another‌‌ten‌‌or‌‌so‌‌deals‌‌later‌‌and‌‌someone‌‌new‌‌had‌‌taken‌‌the‌‌stool‌‌beside‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌back.‌‌                               
Had‌‌she‌‌been‌‌winning‌‌more‌‌liberally‌‌Cassidy‌‌would‌‌have‌‌been‌‌all‌‌big‌‌smiles‌‌and‌‌show,‌‌looking‌‌                               
to‌‌everyone‌‌around‌‌her‌‌for‌‌their‌‌recognition‌‌of‌‌her‌‌prowess.‌‌But,‌‌upset‌‌with‌‌her‌‌progress,‌‌she‌‌had‌‌                                 
her‌ ‌head‌ ‌low‌ ‌and‌ ‌stared‌ ‌daggers‌ ‌only‌ ‌at‌ ‌her‌ ‌cards‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌dealer.‌ ‌ 

Which‌‌meant‌‌she‌‌failed‌‌to‌‌notice‌‌that‌‌the‌‌woman‌‌seated‌‌next‌‌to‌‌her‌‌had‌‌long‌‌black-striped‌‌                               
knee-high‌‌stockings‌‌running‌‌up‌‌from‌‌6-inch‌‌black‌‌heels.‌‌The‌‌woman’s‌‌black‌‌ruffled‌‌skirt‌‌barely‌‌                           
came‌‌to‌‌her‌‌mid-thigh.‌‌A‌‌black‌‌bustier‌‌was‌‌mostly‌‌covered‌‌by‌‌a‌‌red‌‌velvet‌‌jacket‌‌decorated‌‌with‌‌                                 
golden‌ ‌buttons,‌ ‌white‌ ‌piping‌ ‌up‌ ‌the‌ ‌lapels,‌ ‌and‌ ‌golden‌ ‌frills‌ ‌atop‌ ‌each‌ ‌shoulder.‌ ‌Soft‌ ‌breasts‌‌                             
bulged‌ ‌up‌‌from‌‌the‌‌apparel‌‌like‌‌loaves‌‌of‌‌bread.‌‌A‌‌white‌‌choker‌‌was‌‌adorned‌‌with‌‌a‌‌tiny‌‌black‌‌                                   
bowtie,‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌similarly‌ ‌petite‌ ‌tophat‌ ‌was‌ ‌clipped‌ ‌atop‌ ‌amber‌ ‌waves.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌few‌‌more‌‌deals‌‌played‌‌on‌‌and‌‌Cassidy‌‌gritted‌‌her‌‌teeth‌‌as‌‌she‌‌busted‌‌over‌‌and‌‌over‌‌now.‌‌                                   
Her‌ ‌fingers‌ ‌ground‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌felt‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌table,‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌ripping‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“If‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌unhappy‌ ‌with‌ ‌how‌ ‌this‌ ‌game’s‌ ‌going,‌ ‌I‌ ‌could‌ ‌offer‌ ‌an‌ ‌even‌ ‌better‌ ‌bet,”‌ ‌the‌‌                               
woman‌ ‌beside‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌spoke‌ ‌up,‌ ‌leaning‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌satyr’s‌ ‌ear.‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌ ‌doing‌ ‌just‌ ‌fine‌ ‌on‌ ‌my‌ ‌own,‌ ‌thanks,”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌rebuffed.‌ ‌ 

“Honestly,‌ ‌I‌ ‌just‌ ‌wanted‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌some‌ ‌way‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌you‌ ‌an‌ ‌offer‌ ‌you‌ ‌may‌ ‌find‌ ‌interesting.”‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌can‌ ‌take…”‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌bitter‌ ‌retort‌ ‌trailed‌ ‌off‌ ‌as‌‌she‌‌reminded‌‌herself‌‌she‌‌shouldn’t‌‌                           
scoff‌ ‌at‌ ‌any‌ ‌options.‌ ‌She‌ ‌finally‌ ‌turned‌ ‌and‌ ‌looked‌ ‌the‌ ‌woman‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌down.‌ ‌“Why‌ ‌are‌ ‌you‌‌                                 
dressed‌ ‌like‌ ‌a‌ ‌fucking‌ ‌circus‌ ‌ringmaster?”‌ ‌ 

“Because‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌The‌ ‌Populi‌ ‌Circum’s‌ ‌Ring‌ ‌Dominatrix,‌ ‌Mistress‌ ‌Redd,”‌ ‌she‌‌replied‌‌with‌‌a‌‌                         
very‌‌predatory‌‌grin.‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌softened‌‌her‌‌smile‌‌a‌‌little‌‌as‌‌she‌‌offered‌‌a‌‌hand,‌‌“Pleased‌‌to‌‌                                 
make‌ ‌your‌ ‌acquaintance,‌ ‌miss…”‌ ‌ 



“Cassidy.”‌‌She‌‌carefully‌‌moved‌‌an‌‌arm‌‌over‌‌her‌‌animated‌‌assets‌‌to‌‌briefly‌‌grip‌‌the‌‌offered‌‌                             
hand,‌ ‌“What’s‌ ‌your‌ ‌pitch?”‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌‌I‌‌sense‌‌you’re‌‌in‌‌need‌‌of‌‌a‌‌windfall.‌‌I‌‌see‌‌people‌‌like‌‌that‌‌all‌‌the‌‌time‌‌here.‌‌What‌‌I‌‌                                       
don’t‌‌see‌‌that‌‌often‌‌are‌‌people‌‌like‌‌‌you‌,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌emphasized‌‌her‌‌words‌‌by‌‌motioning‌‌to‌‌                               
Cassidy’s‌ ‌legs,‌ ‌“I‌ ‌put‌ ‌on‌ ‌a‌ ‌very‌ ‌special‌ ‌midnight‌ ‌show‌ ‌here‌ ‌and‌ ‌I’d‌ ‌be‌ ‌willing‌ ‌to‌ ‌pay‌ ‌you‌‌                                   
handsomely‌ ‌to‌ ‌appear‌ ‌in‌ ‌it...maybe‌ ‌have‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌fun‌ ‌in‌ ‌it.”‌ ‌ 

“Even‌ ‌without‌ ‌these‌ ‌legs‌ ‌you‌ ‌ain’t‌ ‌seen‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌like‌ ‌me,”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌scowled,‌ ‌“And‌ ‌that’s‌‌                           
intriguing‌ ‌and‌ ‌all,‌ ‌but‌ ‌I‌ ‌guarantee‌ ‌you‌ ‌can’t‌ ‌afford‌ ‌me.‌ ‌So‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌waste‌ ‌my‌ ‌time.”‌ ‌ 

“Eh,‌‌don’t‌‌be‌‌so‌‌sure…”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌grinned,‌‌tapping‌‌a‌‌finger‌‌on‌‌the‌‌chips‌‌before‌‌her.‌‌It‌‌                                 
was‌‌now‌‌Cassidy‌‌noticed‌‌the‌‌pile‌‌resting‌‌before‌‌the‌‌circus‌‌woman.‌‌It‌‌wasn’t‌‌quite‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌put‌‌                                 
Cassidy‌ ‌where‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed‌ ‌to‌ ‌be,‌ ‌but‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌damn‌ ‌close.‌ ‌“I’ve‌ ‌been‌ ‌around‌ ‌these‌ ‌games‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌‌                                   
while.”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy’s‌ ‌heart‌ ‌raced‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌drooled‌ ‌-‌ ‌from‌ ‌multiple‌ ‌places‌ ‌-‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌sight.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌have‌ ‌‌more‌‌ ‌of‌ ‌my‌ ‌attention.‌ ‌But‌ ‌that’s‌ ‌not‌ ‌all‌ ‌that‌ ‌I‌ ‌need‌ ‌before‌ ‌I‌ ‌agree‌ ‌to‌ ‌anything.”‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌ ‌why‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌we‌ ‌step‌ ‌over‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌roulette‌‌tables‌‌and‌‌we’ll‌‌make‌‌a‌‌little‌‌wager‌‌over‌‌a‌‌                                   
wager,‌‌eh?”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌grinned,‌‌collecting‌‌her‌‌chips‌‌and‌‌rising‌‌from‌‌the‌‌table.‌‌She‌‌motioned‌‌                             
for‌‌Cassidy‌‌to‌‌follow,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌grumbled‌‌as‌‌she‌‌did‌‌so.‌‌She‌‌was‌‌angry‌‌that‌‌her‌‌                                   
lusty‌‌eyes‌‌snapped‌‌right‌‌to‌‌the‌‌pert‌‌ruffled-topped‌‌ass‌‌that‌‌the‌‌ringmistress‌‌swung‌‌back‌‌and‌‌forth‌‌                               
with‌ ‌each‌ ‌heeled‌ ‌step.‌ ‌ 

Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌stopped‌‌about‌‌ten‌‌feet‌‌from‌‌the‌‌entrance‌‌to‌‌the‌‌roulette‌‌games‌‌and‌‌smiled‌‌at‌‌                               
Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

“Let’s‌ ‌start‌ ‌with‌ ‌this‌ ‌idea.‌ ‌I‌ ‌see‌ ‌you’ve‌ ‌got...a‌‌nice‌‌amount‌‌of‌‌chips‌‌there.‌‌Maybe‌‌I‌‌don’t‌‌                                 
know‌ ‌your‌ ‌situation,‌ ‌but‌ ‌I‌ ‌can‌ ‌guess‌ ‌that‌ ‌between‌ ‌us‌ ‌you‌ ‌probably‌ ‌need‌ ‌just‌ ‌one‌ ‌good‌‌win‌‌at‌‌                                   
roulette‌ ‌to‌ ‌put‌ ‌you‌ ‌where‌ ‌you‌ ‌need‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌for‌ ‌whatever‌ ‌reason‌ ‌you‌‌need‌‌to‌‌be‌‌there.‌‌I’ve‌‌got‌‌a‌‌                                       
good‌ ‌faith‌ ‌offer‌ ‌for‌ ‌you.‌ ‌Go‌ ‌up‌ ‌to‌ ‌any‌ ‌of‌ ‌those‌ ‌roulette‌ ‌tables,‌ ‌put‌ ‌whatever‌ ‌you‌ ‌want‌ ‌on‌‌                                   
whatever‌‌you‌‌want,‌‌and‌‌if‌‌in‌‌one‌‌game‌‌you‌‌can‌‌come‌‌back‌‌and‌‌show‌‌me‌‌you’ve‌‌won‌‌‌something‌‌                                   
I’ll‌ ‌hand‌ ‌you‌ ‌these‌ ‌chips‌ ‌and‌ ‌say‌ ‌good‌ ‌day‌ ‌to‌ ‌you.”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌squinted‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌and‌ ‌pulled‌ ‌one‌ ‌corner‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌suspicious‌ ‌scowl.‌ ‌ 

“And‌ ‌if‌ ‌I‌ ‌lose?”‌ ‌ 

“Come‌‌backstage‌‌with‌‌me‌‌and‌‌I’ll‌‌pay‌‌you‌‌upfront‌‌what‌‌you‌‌need,‌‌so‌‌long‌‌as‌‌you’re‌‌back‌‌                                 
here‌ ‌for‌ ‌our‌ ‌one‌ ‌a.m.‌ ‌show.”‌ ‌ 



This‌ ‌was‌ ‌too‌ ‌good‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌true.‌ ‌Was‌ ‌it‌ ‌a‌ ‌trick‌ ‌being‌ ‌played‌ ‌by‌ ‌Reduxia?‌ ‌If‌ ‌not‌ ‌Reduxia’s‌‌                                   
doing,‌ ‌did‌ ‌this‌ ‌woman‌ ‌somehow‌ ‌have‌ ‌control‌ ‌of‌ ‌every‌ ‌roulette‌ ‌table,‌ ‌even‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌‌didn’t‌‌know‌‌                               
what‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌was‌ ‌playing?‌ ‌It‌ ‌looked‌ ‌win-win‌ ‌for‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌needed,‌ ‌but‌ ‌it‌ ‌couldn’t‌ ‌be.‌ ‌ 

But‌ ‌how‌ ‌many‌ ‌offers‌ ‌like‌‌this‌‌was‌‌Cassidy‌‌going‌‌to‌‌get‌‌before‌‌she‌‌had‌‌to‌‌be‌‌back‌‌at‌‌that‌‌                                     
damn‌ ‌card‌ ‌game?‌ ‌ 

“Fine.‌ ‌But‌ ‌you‌ ‌stay‌ ‌here.”‌ ‌ 

“As‌‌you‌‌like‌‌it,‌‌sweetie,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌grinned,‌‌and‌‌she‌‌moved‌‌even‌‌farther‌‌back‌‌to‌‌sit‌‌on‌‌                                 
a‌ ‌circular‌ ‌velvet‌ ‌bench.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌velvet‌‌bench‌‌Cassidy‌‌soon‌‌found‌‌herself‌‌returning‌‌to,‌‌a‌‌few‌‌chips‌‌fewer‌‌than‌‌when‌‌she’d‌‌                               
left.‌ ‌The‌ ‌cheerleader-turned-satyr‌ ‌had‌ ‌tried‌ ‌to‌ ‌pick‌ ‌a‌ ‌table‌ ‌well‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌view.‌ ‌Tried‌ ‌to‌ ‌pick‌ ‌a‌‌                                 
relatively‌ ‌safe‌ ‌bet‌ ‌of‌ ‌Black.‌ ‌And‌ ‌had‌ ‌wagered‌ ‌as‌ ‌little‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌could.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌ball‌ ‌hadn’t‌ ‌even‌ ‌landed‌ ‌on‌ ‌something‌ ‌dramatic‌ ‌or‌‌absurd‌‌like‌‌00.‌‌It‌‌was‌‌simply‌‌Red‌‌                               
23.‌ ‌A‌ ‌droll,‌ ‌basic‌ ‌loss.‌ ‌ 

It‌ ‌actually‌ ‌burned‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌even‌ ‌more‌ ‌than‌ ‌if‌ ‌it‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌something‌ ‌more‌ ‌unlikely,‌ ‌or‌ ‌if‌‌                               
she’d‌ ‌lost‌ ‌on‌ ‌a‌ ‌number‌ ‌bet.‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌‌very‌‌excited‌‌we’ll‌‌be‌‌working‌‌together.‌‌I‌‌think‌‌you’ll‌‌find‌‌my‌‌other‌‌performers‌‌eager‌‌                             
to‌ ‌meet‌ ‌you.”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌sighed‌ ‌as‌ ‌Mistress‌ ‌Redd‌ ‌led‌ ‌her‌ ‌across‌ ‌the‌ ‌casino‌ ‌floor‌ ‌and‌ ‌through‌ ‌some‌‌                           
personnel‌‌hallways‌‌into‌‌the‌‌greenroom‌‌of‌‌The‌‌Populi‌‌Circum’s‌‌theatre.‌‌The‌‌room‌‌was‌‌empty,‌‌but‌‌                             
Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌hear‌ ‌voices‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌changing‌ ‌room‌ ‌doors.‌ ‌ 

“To‌ ‌prove‌ ‌I’m‌ ‌not‌ ‌yanking‌ ‌you‌‌around‌‌let‌‌me‌‌go‌‌to‌‌my‌‌office‌‌and‌‌get‌‌you‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                                       
chips‌‌you‌‌need‌‌to‌‌cash‌‌out‌‌up‌‌front,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌grinned,‌‌and‌‌as‌‌she‌‌crossed‌‌to‌‌a‌‌door‌‌with‌‌a‌‌                                       
fogged-glass‌ ‌window‌ ‌she‌ ‌called‌ ‌out‌ ‌alongside‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌hand‌ ‌claps,‌ ‌“Ladies,‌ ‌we‌ ‌have‌ ‌a‌ ‌new‌‌                             
performer‌ ‌joining‌ ‌us‌ ‌tonight!”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy’s‌ ‌cheeks‌ ‌burned‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌presumption‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌actually‌ ‌‌be‌ ‌back‌ ‌after‌‌getting‌‌the‌‌cash‌‌                           
she‌‌needed.‌‌She‌‌wasn’t‌‌going‌‌to‌‌waste‌‌her‌‌time‌‌with‌‌some‌‌idiot‌‌willing‌‌to‌‌hand‌‌her‌‌money‌‌with‌‌                                   
no‌ ‌guarantee.‌ ‌As‌‌she‌‌stared‌‌daggers‌‌at‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd’s‌‌closed‌‌door‌‌she‌‌heard‌‌a‌‌changing‌‌room‌                               
open‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌sound‌ ‌of‌ ‌four‌ ‌bare‌ ‌feet‌ ‌padding‌ ‌out.‌ ‌ 

“So,‌ ‌what‌ ‌do‌ ‌you‌ ‌bring‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌show‌ ‌-‌ ‌oh,‌ ‌nevermind,‌ ‌I‌ ‌see.”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌snapped‌‌her‌‌head‌‌towards‌‌the‌‌voice‌‌and‌‌glared‌‌at‌‌a‌‌woman‌‌with‌‌dark‌‌brown‌‌skin,‌‌                               
curly‌ ‌hair,‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌generous‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌ 



And‌ ‌another‌ ‌generous‌ ‌pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌under‌ ‌those.‌ ‌ 

But‌‌that‌‌wasn’t‌‌the‌‌extra‌‌set‌‌of‌‌parts‌‌that‌‌Cassidy‌‌gasped‌‌at‌‌as‌‌she‌‌took‌‌in‌‌the‌‌nude‌‌woman‌‌                                     
before‌ ‌her.‌ ‌ 

It‌‌was‌‌the‌‌extension‌‌of‌‌the‌‌woman’s‌‌ass‌‌leading‌‌to‌‌a‌‌second‌‌set‌‌of‌‌human‌‌legs‌‌that‌‌caught‌‌                                   
Cassidy’s‌ ‌attention.‌ ‌ 

What‌ ‌kind‌ ‌of‌ ‌show‌ ‌‌was‌‌ ‌this?‌ ‌ 

***‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌keep‌ ‌from‌ ‌staring.‌ ‌The‌ ‌womantaur‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌her‌ ‌arms‌‌                         
between‌ ‌her‌ ‌upper‌ ‌and‌ ‌lower‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌and‌ ‌sighed,‌ ‌rolling‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌and‌ ‌making‌ ‌her‌ ‌frustration‌‌                             
obvious.‌ ‌ 

“Like‌ ‌you’re‌ ‌any‌ ‌better‌ ‌off.”‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌statement‌ ‌actually‌ ‌caused‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌to‌ ‌blush.‌ ‌How‌ ‌dare‌‌this‌‌woman‌‌presume‌‌how‌‌she‌‌                           
felt‌ ‌about‌ ‌the‌ ‌changes‌ ‌to‌ ‌‌her‌‌ ‌body?‌ ‌ 

“I’ve‌ ‌picked‌ ‌up‌ ‌a‌ ‌number‌ ‌of‌ ‌‌improvements‌,”‌ ‌the‌ ‌‘satyr’‌ ‌responded,‌ ‌slapping‌ ‌her‌ ‌ass‌‌and‌‌                           
sucking‌ ‌in‌ ‌air‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌of‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

“Heh,‌‌well,‌‌I‌‌promise‌‌you‌‌haven’t‌‌lived‌‌until‌‌you’d‌‌had‌‌a‌‌dick‌‌in‌‌yer‌‌front‌‌and‌‌rear‌‌twats,”‌‌                                   
the‌‌womantaur‌‌replied,‌‌lifting‌‌up‌‌each‌‌of‌‌her‌‌left‌‌legs‌‌and‌‌leaning‌‌on‌‌a‌‌nearby‌‌table‌‌and‌‌chair‌‌to‌‌                                     
make‌ ‌both‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌pussies‌ ‌more‌ ‌visible.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌come‌ ‌off‌ ‌as‌ ‌someone‌ ‌the‌ ‌guys‌ ‌are‌ ‌fighting‌ ‌over‌ ‌each‌ ‌other‌ ‌to-”‌ ‌ 

“Now‌ ‌now‌ ‌now,‌ ‌no‌ ‌fighting,‌ ‌please.‌ ‌I‌ ‌prefer‌ ‌my‌ ‌performers‌ ‌to‌ ‌find‌ ‌ways‌ ‌to‌ ‌connect‌‌                             
through‌‌their...uniqueness,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌interrupted‌‌as‌‌she‌‌returned‌‌from‌‌her‌‌office.‌‌She‌‌had‌‌a‌‌                           
small‌ ‌bag,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌ ‌muffled‌ ‌clatter‌ ‌of‌ ‌casino‌ ‌chips‌ ‌could‌ ‌be‌ ‌heard‌ ‌within‌ ‌it.‌ ‌The‌ ‌womantaur‌‌                               
stepped‌ ‌her‌ ‌raised‌ ‌legs‌ ‌back‌ ‌down‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor,‌ ‌but‌ ‌kept‌ ‌staring‌ ‌daggers‌ ‌at‌ ‌Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌trust‌ ‌this‌ ‌one,”‌ ‌the‌ ‌four-legged‌ ‌woman‌ ‌growled.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌trust‌‌‌anyone‌,‌‌Lila,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌sighed,‌‌eliciting‌‌a‌‌grunt‌‌of‌‌agreement‌‌from‌‌                           
her‌‌cohort‌‌while‌‌handing‌‌the‌‌bag‌‌over‌‌to‌‌Cassidy.‌‌The‌‌former‌‌cheerleader‌‌could‌‌not‌‌hold‌‌back‌‌a‌‌                                 
toothy‌‌grin‌‌of‌‌victory.‌‌But‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌wasn’t‌‌done‌‌speaking.‌‌“I,‌‌on‌‌the‌‌other‌‌hand,‌‌trust‌‌once‌‌                                 
it‌‌has‌‌been‌‌earned.‌‌So‌‌to‌‌help‌‌germinate‌‌some‌‌comradery‌‌between‌‌the‌‌two‌‌of‌‌you,‌‌Lila,‌‌I’d‌‌like‌‌                                   
you‌‌to‌‌accompany‌‌Cassidy‌‌back‌‌to‌‌her‌‌hotel‌‌so‌‌she‌‌can‌‌resolve‌‌her‌‌money‌‌issue‌‌-‌‌and‌‌then‌‌return‌‌                                     
for‌ ‌the‌ ‌performance‌ ‌she’s‌ ‌promised.”‌ ‌ 



A‌‌cold‌‌pang‌‌shot‌‌through‌‌Cassidy.‌‌So‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌did‌‌have‌‌some‌‌accountability‌‌planned.‌‌                           
She‌ ‌locked‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌with‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌the‌ ‌womantaur,‌ ‌who‌ ‌looked‌ ‌as‌ ‌excited‌ ‌about‌ ‌this‌ ‌as‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌was.‌ ‌ 

“What?‌ ‌No,‌ ‌Redd,‌ ‌c’mon,‌ ‌the‌ ‌‌twins‌‌ ‌are‌ ‌in‌ ‌town‌ ‌and-”‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌ ‌sure‌ ‌they’ve‌ ‌got‌ ‌the‌ ‌stamina‌ ‌to‌ ‌wait‌ ‌a‌ ‌little‌ ‌while,”‌ ‌Mistress‌ ‌Redd‌ ‌responded,‌ ‌her‌‌                             
voice‌ ‌stern.‌ ‌This‌ ‌was‌ ‌all‌ ‌it‌ ‌took‌ ‌for‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌to‌ ‌relent‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌sigh.‌ ‌ 

“I’ll‌ ‌get‌ ‌dressed…”‌ ‌ 

“I‌ ‌can‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌go‌ ‌cash‌ ‌these‌ ‌on‌‌my‌‌own…”‌‌Cassidy‌‌smiled‌‌sweetly,‌‌attempting‌‌to‌‌back‌‌                             
out‌‌the‌‌way‌‌she‌‌came.‌‌But‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌was‌‌swift‌‌and‌‌positioned‌‌herself‌‌between‌‌Cassidy‌‌and‌‌                               
the‌ ‌only‌ ‌door‌ ‌the‌ ‌former‌ ‌cheerleader‌ ‌knew‌ ‌led‌ ‌‌out‌.‌ 

“You’ll‌ ‌find‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌is‌ ‌a‌ ‌quick‌‌change.‌‌And‌‌with‌‌so‌‌much‌‌money‌‌on‌‌you‌‌I‌‌wouldn’t‌‌want‌‌to‌‌                                   
risk‌ ‌leaving‌ ‌you‌ ‌alone‌ ‌and‌ ‌at‌ ‌risk‌ ‌with‌ ‌it.”‌ ‌ 

Again‌ ‌Mistress‌ ‌Redd’s‌ ‌tone‌ ‌was‌ ‌stern.‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌could‌ ‌sense‌ ‌no‌ ‌particular‌ ‌power‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌‌                           
woman’s‌ ‌words‌ ‌like‌ ‌Lady‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌had.‌‌ ‌  

Mistress‌ ‌Redd‌ ‌simply‌ ‌seemed‌ ‌like‌ ‌the‌ ‌kind‌ ‌of‌ ‌person‌ ‌you‌ ‌could‌ ‌not‌ ‌predict‌ ‌if‌‌you‌‌acted‌‌                               
against‌ ‌her‌ ‌wishes.‌ ‌ 

Moments‌‌later‌‌Lila‌‌returned‌‌from‌‌the‌‌dressing‌‌room‌‌she’d‌‌slinked‌‌into.‌‌Her‌‌rear‌‌legs‌‌were‌‌                             
wrapped‌‌in‌‌black‌‌butt-crack‌‌yoga‌‌pants.‌‌A‌‌black‌‌skirt‌‌hung‌‌around‌‌her‌‌forward‌‌T-shaped‌‌waist,‌‌                             
the‌‌hem‌‌low‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌cover‌‌her‌‌groin.‌‌A‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌purple‌‌strapless‌‌sports‌‌bras‌‌covered‌‌her‌‌double‌‌                                   
pair‌ ‌of‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌Wedged‌ ‌sneakers‌ ‌adorned‌ ‌all‌ ‌four‌ ‌feet.‌ ‌ 

“Let’s‌ ‌get‌ ‌this‌ ‌done‌ ‌with...‌friend‌,”‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌muttered‌ ‌through‌ ‌gritted‌ ‌teeth.‌ ‌ 

“Sure...‌pal‌…”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌replied‌ ‌in‌ ‌kind.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌ ‌get‌‌over‌‌yourselves‌‌and‌‌do‌‌what‌‌you‌‌need‌‌to‌‌do,”‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌sighed,‌‌waving‌‌the‌‌                               
pair‌ ‌away‌ ‌as‌ ‌she‌ ‌went‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌office.‌ ‌ 

Lila‌ ‌led‌ ‌the‌ ‌way‌ ‌to‌ ‌cash‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌chips.‌ ‌Neither‌ ‌said‌ ‌a‌ ‌word‌‌to‌‌each‌‌other.‌‌Instead‌‌Cassidy‌‌                                   
clopped‌‌along‌‌behind‌‌the‌‌womantaur,‌‌and‌‌despite‌‌her‌‌best‌‌efforts‌‌could‌‌not‌‌keep‌‌from‌‌staring‌‌at‌‌                               
the‌‌rear‌‌ass‌‌directly‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌her.‌‌The‌‌combination‌‌of‌‌being‌‌permanently‌‌bent‌‌at‌‌the‌‌hips,‌‌while‌‌                                   
also‌ ‌being‌ ‌curved‌‌from‌‌the‌‌heeled‌‌shoes,‌‌‌and‌‌possessing‌‌an‌‌alluring‌‌sway‌‌enraptured‌‌Cassidy’s‌‌                           
attention.‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌she‌ ‌hated‌ ‌that‌ ‌she‌ ‌kept‌ ‌finding‌ ‌herself‌ ‌wanting‌ ‌to‌ ‌bite‌ ‌the‌ ‌lycra‌ ‌clad‌ ‌ass.‌ ‌ 



Lila’s‌‌large‌‌breasts,‌‌even‌‌when‌‌held‌‌in‌‌the‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌bras,‌‌still‌‌hung‌‌slightly‌‌beyond‌‌either‌‌side‌‌                                 
of‌‌the‌‌womantaur’s‌‌upper‌‌body.‌‌Whenever‌‌Cassidy‌‌pulled‌‌her‌‌eyes‌‌from‌‌the‌‌beautiful‌‌butt‌‌before‌‌                             
her‌ ‌she‌ ‌found‌ ‌herself‌ ‌watching‌ ‌the‌ ‌quad‌ ‌of‌ ‌titties‌ ‌bouncing‌ ‌atop‌ ‌each‌ ‌other.‌ ‌ 

She‌ ‌had‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌away‌ ‌from‌ ‌this‌ ‌woman.‌ ‌ 

That‌‌was‌‌not‌‌an‌‌easy‌‌thing‌‌to‌‌do,‌‌however.‌‌After‌‌cashing‌‌in‌‌the‌‌chips‌‌and‌‌offering‌‌to‌‌“lead”‌‌                                   
the‌ ‌way‌ ‌back‌ ‌to‌ ‌The‌ ‌Oasis,‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌did‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌could‌ ‌to‌‌lose‌‌Lila‌‌in‌‌the‌‌crowd‌‌-‌‌sometimes‌‌                                     
subtly,‌‌sometimes‌‌more‌‌overtly.‌‌Just‌‌like‌‌herself,‌‌the‌‌Vegas‌‌crowd‌‌didn’t‌‌appear‌‌to‌‌be‌‌especially‌‌                             
enraptured‌‌by‌‌Lila’s‌‌unusual‌‌form.‌‌Each‌‌time‌‌Cassidy‌‌thought‌‌maybe‌‌she’d‌‌given‌‌the‌‌womantaur‌‌                           
the‌ ‌slip,‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌was‌ ‌soon‌ ‌behind‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌once‌ ‌again.‌ ‌ 

“Keep‌‌that‌‌up‌‌and‌‌I’ll‌‌make‌‌sure‌‌Mistress‌‌Redd‌‌knows‌‌you‌‌broke‌‌her‌‌trust,”‌‌Lila‌‌growled‌‌                               
as‌ ‌she‌ ‌again‌ ‌appeared‌ ‌at‌ ‌Cassidy’s‌ ‌side‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌ ‌street‌ ‌crowd.‌ ‌ 

“I’m‌‌simply...interested‌‌in‌‌seeing‌‌what‌‌you‌‌can‌‌do‌‌with‌‌that‌‌‌extra-credit‌‌body‌‌of‌‌yours…”‌‌                           
Cassidy‌ ‌smiled.‌ ‌ 

“More‌ ‌than‌ ‌you‌ ‌can‌ ‌do‌ ‌with‌ ‌your‌ ‌furry‌ ‌form,”‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌spat.‌ ‌ 

“Were‌ ‌you‌ ‌born‌ ‌like‌ ‌that‌ ‌or‌ ‌did‌ ‌someone,‌ ‌or‌ ‌something…”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌realized‌ ‌she‌ ‌didn’t‌‌                           
quite‌ ‌know‌ ‌how‌ ‌to‌ ‌ask‌ ‌if‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌another‌ ‌“volunteer”‌ ‌for‌ ‌Lady‌ ‌Reduxia,‌ ‌“...do‌ ‌that‌ ‌to‌‌                                 
you?”‌ ‌ 

“What,‌‌like‌‌plastic‌‌surgery?‌‌Why‌‌and‌‌how‌‌the‌‌fuck‌‌would‌‌some‌‌doctor‌‌‌add‌‌another‌‌pair‌‌of‌‌                               
legs‌ ‌and‌ ‌tits‌ ‌to‌ ‌me?”‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌shouted,‌ ‌clearly‌ ‌upset‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌question.‌ ‌ 

“Wow,‌ ‌yeesh,‌ ‌okay,‌ ‌so‌ ‌you‌ ‌were‌ ‌born‌ ‌like‌ ‌that?”‌ 

“Yeah,‌ ‌I‌ ‌was‌ ‌fucking‌ ‌born‌ ‌like‌ ‌this!”‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌‌wondered‌‌if‌‌that‌‌was‌‌true,‌‌or‌‌if‌‌once‌‌this‌‌game‌‌was‌‌finished‌‌she’d‌‌leave‌‌The‌‌Oasis‌‌                                 
thinking‌ ‌somehow‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌born‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌body‌ ‌she’d‌ ‌been‌ ‌warped‌ ‌into‌ ‌the‌ ‌last‌ ‌few‌ ‌days.‌ 

“So‌ ‌why‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌you‌ ‌get‌ ‌it‌ ‌all‌ ‌removed?”‌ ‌Cassidy‌ ‌asked.‌ 

“Why‌ ‌don’t‌ ‌you‌ ‌go‌ ‌fuck‌ ‌yourself,‌ ‌this‌ ‌is‌ ‌my‌ ‌body,”‌ ‌Lila‌ ‌hissed,‌ ‌throwing‌ ‌a‌ ‌hand‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌‌                                 
forward‌ ‌hip‌ ‌and‌ ‌making‌ ‌her‌ ‌strut‌ ‌all‌ ‌the‌ ‌more‌ ‌dramatic‌ ‌and‌ ‌prideful.‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌hated‌ ‌that‌ ‌her‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌once‌ ‌more‌ ‌traced‌ ‌the‌ ‌many‌ ‌curvy‌ ‌lines‌ ‌of‌ ‌Lila.‌ ‌ 

Then‌ ‌a‌ ‌deliciously‌ ‌naughty‌ ‌thought‌ ‌popped‌ ‌into‌ ‌her‌ ‌head.‌ ‌This‌ ‌woman‌ ‌was‌ ‌supposed‌ ‌to‌‌                           
keep‌ ‌an‌ ‌eye‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌until‌ ‌after‌ ‌the‌ ‌game‌ ‌round,‌ ‌right?‌ ‌ 



Well,‌ ‌what‌ ‌‌would‌‌ ‌Reduxia‌ ‌think‌ ‌of‌ ‌an‌ ‌uninvited‌ ‌guest?‌ ‌ 

‌ 

‌ 

***‌ ‌ 

Cassidy‌ ‌(BR/Daphne)‌ ‌ 

Purple:‌ ‌‌You‌ ‌are‌ ‌locked‌ ‌in‌ ‌an‌ ‌endless‌ ‌orgasm.‌ ‌Play‌ ‌on‌ ‌Cindi.‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌vagina‌ ‌will‌ ‌form‌ ‌on/in/under‌ ‌Blue‌ ‌Card.‌‌ ‌Arms.‌ ‌On‌ ‌Daphne.‌ ‌ 
Red‌‌from‌‌Daphne:‌‌‌Just‌‌Ducky!‌‌Player’s‌‌mouth‌‌and‌‌nose‌‌are‌‌replaced‌‌by‌‌a‌‌fleshy‌‌                           

duck’s‌ ‌bill.‌ ‌ 

Daphne‌ ‌(BR/Cassidy)‌ ‌ 

Purple:‌‌‌Framed:‌‌After‌‌round,‌‌and‌‌until‌‌next‌‌round,‌‌player‌‌is‌‌a‌‌living‌‌image‌‌inside‌‌                           
a‌ ‌picture‌ ‌frame.‌ ‌Used‌ ‌on‌ ‌Akari.‌ ‌ 

Illustrated‌ ‌Erotic.‌ ‌Eyes.‌ ‌On‌ ‌Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

Akari‌ ‌ 

‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌ 

‌ 

***‌ ‌ 
Cassidy‌ ‌ 
cheerleader/failed‌ ‌reality‌ ‌star‌ ‌ 
Outfit:‌ ‌Sexy‌ ‌Cheerleader‌ ‌Costume‌ ‌(Screen‌ ‌Printed‌ ‌Crop‌ ‌Top,‌ ‌Matching‌ ‌Pleated‌ ‌Skirt,‌‌                     

Striped‌ ‌Headband,‌ ‌Matching‌ ‌Socks‌ ‌&‌ ‌Wristbands)‌ ‌ 
Height:‌ ‌5’7’’‌ ‌ 
Cup‌ ‌Size:‌ ‌D‌ ‌ 
Ass:‌ ‌Round‌ ‌ 
Legs:‌ ‌long‌ ‌and‌ ‌toned‌ ‌ 
Hair:‌ ‌Blonde‌ ‌ 
Relationship:‌ ‌single‌ ‌ 
Sexuality:‌ ‌bi‌ ‌ 
Nose:‌ ‌ 
Genitals:‌ ‌normal‌ ‌ 



Details:‌ ‌ 
Points:‌ ‌R1:‌ ‌3‌ ‌ 
Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Effect:‌ ‌ 

Purple:‌ ‌The‌ ‌Floor‌ ‌is‌ ‌Lava:‌ ‌While‌ ‌any‌ ‌part‌ ‌of‌ ‌you‌ ‌contacts‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌you‌ ‌feel‌‌                             
phantom‌ ‌hands‌ ‌spanking‌ ‌you.‌ ‌ 

Permanent:‌ ‌R1:‌ ‌‌From‌ ‌The‌ ‌Knees‌ ‌Down‌‌ ‌you’ll‌ ‌‌become‌‌ ‌a‌ ‌‌Goat‌ ‌ 
‌ 

Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Hand:‌ ‌ 
Purple:‌‌ ‌  
Blue:‌ ‌ 

Snake‌ ‌ 
Legs‌ ‌ 

Yellow:‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌tastes‌ ‌like‌ ‌FRUIT‌ ‌of‌ ‌CHOICE‌.‌‌ ‌  
‌ 

Red:‌ The‌ ‌player‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌Receiver’s‌ ‌RIGHT‌ ‌is‌ ‌affected‌ ‌instead.‌ ‌ 
‌ 
‌ 

Orange‌ ‌Card:‌ ‌Cum‌ ‌From‌ ‌Afar:‌ ‌When‌ ‌someone‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌while‌ ‌thinking‌ ‌of‌ ‌you,‌ ‌you‌ ‌will‌‌                           
also‌ ‌orgasm.‌ ‌ 

‌ 
Costume‌ ‌Theme:‌ ‌Playbunny‌ ‌ 
Day‌‌1:‌‌You‌‌must‌‌wear‌‌the‌‌bunny‌‌tail‌‌to‌‌start‌‌with‌‌an‌‌advantage‌‌(panties‌‌now‌‌soaked‌‌in‌‌her‌‌                                   

juices)‌ ‌ 
Bunny‌ ‌tail‌ ‌is‌ ‌now‌ ‌real‌ ‌and‌ ‌part‌‌of‌‌her,‌‌and‌‌thong‌‌material‌‌has‌‌turned‌‌into‌‌rabbit‌‌                               

hair‌ ‌ 
‌ 

***‌ ‌ 

Cindi‌ ‌ 
Mob‌ ‌assassin‌ ‌ 
Outfit:‌ ‌two-piece‌ ‌lace‌ ‌bare‌ ‌midriff‌ ‌dress‌ ‌outfit‌ ‌short-sleeved‌ ‌sexy‌ ‌dress‌ ‌skirt‌ ‌ 
Height:‌ ‌5’11’’‌ ‌ 
Cup‌ ‌Size:‌ ‌volleyball‌ ‌sized‌ ‌cartoon‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌ 
Ass:‌ ‌flat‌ ‌ 
Legs:‌ ‌athletic‌ ‌ 
Hair:‌ ‌Red,‌ ‌short‌ ‌pixie‌ ‌ 
Relationship:‌ ‌single‌ ‌ 
Sexuality:‌ ‌straight‌ ‌ 
Nose:‌ ‌ 



Skin:‌ ‌Pale‌ ‌ 
Genitals:‌ ‌normal‌ ‌ 
Details:‌ ‌two‌ ‌bullet‌ ‌scars‌ ‌on‌ ‌her‌ ‌lower‌ ‌abdomen‌ ‌ 
‌ 

Points:‌ ‌R1:‌ ‌2‌ ‌ 
‌ 

Cards‌ ‌In‌ ‌Hand:‌ 
Purple:‌ ‌Totally‌ ‌'Armless:‌ ‌Any‌ ‌arms‌ ‌you‌ ‌have‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌exist.‌ ‌ 

Who‌ ‌am‌ ‌I?‌ ‌Forget‌ ‌your‌ ‌identity,‌ ‌accept‌ ‌what‌ ‌Player‌ ‌tells‌ ‌you‌ ‌as‌ ‌fact.‌ ‌ 
Blue:‌ Clitoris‌ ‌ 

Lips‌ ‌ 
‌ 

Yellow:‌‌‌Blue‌‌Card‌‌replaces‌‌common‌‌nouns‌‌when‌‌speaking‌‌and‌‌feels‌‌the‌‌intended‌‌                       
word‌ ‌when‌ ‌mentioned‌ ‌ 
Red:‌ From‌ ‌the‌ ‌waist‌ ‌up‌ ‌Sender's‌ ‌upper‌ ‌body‌ ‌is‌ ‌turned‌ ‌180‌ ‌degrees.‌ ‌ 

‌ 
‌ 

Orange‌‌Card:‌‌No‌‌Faking‌‌It:‌‌If‌‌you‌‌are‌‌untruthful‌‌with‌‌someone‌‌you‌‌will‌‌desire‌‌to‌‌pleasure‌‌                               
them‌ ‌sexually.‌ ‌The‌ ‌depth‌ ‌or‌ ‌number‌ ‌of‌ ‌lies‌ ‌increases‌ ‌the‌ ‌desire.‌ ‌ 

Purple‌ ‌Card:‌ ‌Back‌ ‌to‌ ‌back‌ ‌orgasms.‌ ‌ 
- ‌ 

‌ 
Costume‌ ‌Theme:‌ ‌Genie‌ ‌ 
Day‌ ‌1:‌ ‌You‌ ‌must‌ ‌bare‌ ‌your‌ ‌navel‌ ‌to‌ ‌start‌ ‌with‌ ‌an‌ ‌advantage‌ ‌ 

Can‌ ‌no‌ ‌longer‌ ‌wear‌ ‌clothing‌ ‌that‌ ‌covers‌ ‌her‌ ‌abdomen‌ ‌ 
‌ 

***‌ ‌ 
Akari‌ ‌ 
Corporate‌ ‌espionage‌ ‌ 
Outfit:‌ ‌Red‌ ‌V‌ ‌Neck‌ ‌Twisted‌ ‌Open‌ ‌Back‌ ‌Sexy‌ ‌Club‌ ‌Dress‌ ‌ 
Height:‌ ‌5’5’’‌ ‌ 
Cup‌ ‌Size:‌ ‌A‌ ‌ 
Ass:‌ ‌nice‌ ‌ 
Legs:‌ ‌slim‌ ‌ 
Hair:‌ ‌black‌ ‌ 
Relationship:‌ ‌single‌ ‌ 
Sexuality:‌ ‌gay‌ ‌ 
Nose:‌ ‌ 
Genitals:‌‌ ‌  



Details:‌ ‌ 
Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Effect:‌ ‌ 

Purple:‌‌ ‌  
‌ 

Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Hand:‌ ‌ 
Purple:‌ ‌‌You‌ ‌shrink‌ ‌to‌ ‌12‌ ‌inches‌ ‌in‌ ‌height‌ ‌after‌ ‌the‌ ‌current‌ ‌round.‌ ‌ 
Blue:‌ ‌‌Eyes‌ ‌ 

Arms‌ ‌ 
Breasts‌ ‌ 

Yellow:‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌becomes‌ ‌bedazzled.‌ ‌ 
Blue‌ ‌Cards‌ ‌swaps‌ ‌with‌ ‌player‌ ‌next‌ ‌in‌ ‌turn‌ ‌order.‌ ‌ 

Red:‌ ‌‌Sender‌ ‌grows‌ ‌a‌ ‌dick‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌tail.‌ ‌ 
‌ 
‌ 

Orange‌ ‌Card:‌ ‌Always‌ ‌On:‌ ‌your‌ ‌pussy‌ ‌is‌ ‌the‌ ‌horniest‌ ‌and‌ ‌wettest‌ ‌it‌ ‌has‌ ‌ever‌ ‌been.‌ ‌ 
‌ 
‌ 

Costume‌ ‌Theme:‌ ‌Latex‌ ‌Doll‌ ‌ 
Day‌ ‌1:‌ ‌you‌ ‌must‌ ‌wear‌ ‌the‌ ‌knee-high‌ ‌latex‌ ‌heels‌ ‌in‌ ‌your‌ ‌wardrobe!‌ ‌ 

Boots‌ ‌are‌ ‌now‌ ‌permanently‌ ‌fused‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌legs‌ ‌ 
‌ 

***‌ ‌ 
Daphne‌ ‌ 
Environmental‌ ‌Activist‌ ‌ 
Dress:‌ ‌Silver‌ ‌tank‌ ‌top,‌ ‌stretchy‌ ‌brown‌ ‌shorts,‌ ‌foam‌ ‌sandals‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌soft‌‌fabric‌‌thong.‌‌Top‌‌                             

now‌ ‌sticky‌ ‌with‌ ‌honey.‌ ‌ 
Height:‌ ‌5’3’’‌ ‌ 
Cup‌ ‌Size:‌ ‌B‌ ‌ 
Ass:‌ ‌Juicy‌ ‌ 
Legs:‌ ‌thicc‌ ‌ 
Hair:‌ ‌brown,‌ ‌ponytail‌ ‌ 
Relationship:‌ ‌single‌ ‌ 
Sexuality:‌ ‌bi‌ ‌ 
Nose:‌ ‌ 
Genitals:‌ ‌normal‌ ‌ 
Orange‌ ‌Card:‌ ‌Sweet‌ ‌Release:‌ ‌Your‌ ‌breasts‌ ‌will‌ ‌constantly‌ ‌produce‌ ‌honey.‌ ‌ 
Details:‌ ‌ 

Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Effect:‌ ‌ 
Purple:‌ ‌Chesty‌ ‌Intent:‌ ‌Your‌ ‌hands‌ ‌must‌ ‌constantly‌ ‌massage‌ ‌your‌ ‌breasts.‌ ‌ 



‌ 
Cards‌ ‌in‌ ‌Hand:‌ ‌ 

Purple:‌‌‌Framed:‌‌the‌‌player‌‌will‌‌spend‌‌a‌‌day‌‌in‌‌a‌‌special‌‌kind‌‌of‌‌bondage‌‌-‌‌trapped‌‌                               
as‌ ‌a‌ ‌living‌‌image‌‌inside‌‌a‌‌picture‌‌frame‌‌hanging‌‌on‌‌the‌‌wall.‌‌Certain‌‌passers‌‌by‌‌will‌‌notice‌‌her‌‌                                   
movements‌ ‌and‌ ‌struggles‌ ‌to‌ ‌leave‌‌her‌‌2D‌‌prison‌‌cell‌‌inside‌‌the‌‌painting,‌‌others‌‌won't‌‌notice‌‌or‌‌                               
will‌ ‌refuse‌ ‌to‌ ‌notice.‌ ‌A‌‌small‌‌number‌‌will‌‌even‌‌attempt‌‌to‌‌interact‌‌and‌‌touch‌‌sensitive‌‌parts‌‌on‌‌                                 
the‌‌surface,‌‌causing‌‌strange‌‌and‌‌unfamiliar‌‌feelings‌‌of‌‌arousal.‌‌Orgasms‌‌will‌‌be‌‌denied.‌‌Used‌‌on‌‌                             
Cassidy.‌ ‌ 

Blue:‌‌  Hair‌ ‌ 
Eyes‌ ‌ 
Nipples‌ ‌ 

Yellow:‌ ‌‌Blue‌ ‌Card‌ ‌grows‌ ‌grapes‌ ‌that‌ ‌cause‌ ‌orgasms‌ ‌when‌ ‌picked‌ ‌and‌ ‌eaten‌ ‌ 
BC‌ ‌is‌ ‌flattened‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌living‌ ‌2D‌ ‌anime‌ ‌style‌ ‌image.‌ ‌Complex‌ ‌optical‌‌                       

illusions‌ ‌allow‌ ‌for‌ ‌continued‌ ‌interaction‌ ‌in‌ ‌3D‌ ‌space‌ ‌ 
Red:‌‌  ‌ 

‌ 
‌ 

Costume‌ ‌Theme:‌ ‌Golden‌ ‌Girl‌ ‌ 
Day‌ ‌1:‌ ‌You‌ ‌must‌ ‌paint‌ ‌your‌ ‌nails‌ ‌gold‌ ‌to‌ ‌start‌ ‌with‌ ‌an‌ ‌advantage‌ ‌ 

Nails‌ ‌are‌ ‌now‌ ‌real‌ ‌gold‌ ‌and‌ ‌cannot‌ ‌be‌ ‌covered‌ ‌ 


