


A.S.S.  (The Classified Missions)




Case File #6,967-A
Substitute Womb・

“Let it go! Just let it go!” hissed the woman from where she was hidden in the trees just past the football field of Chester High school. Her telescopic goggles revealed a lanky, brown-haired sophomore boy, half-running, half-walking towards the parking lot after the new substitute teacher.


The teacher herself was walking with a hasty, confident stride; at least as hasty and confident as a woman can be when she is so massively pregnant. She seemed so young, too. Her smooth face was framed with a fluffy aura of lustrous, chestnut hair. It was hard to discern more details from a half-mile away, but it was obvious that she was an unusually busty woman, and onlookers would assume that any day now she would be delivering very healthy twins. Hmm… maybe triplets. But the woman in the woods wasn’t sure.


The teacher’s dress was a wispy, floral pattern that exposed almost the entire length of her shapely legs. And the older (uglier) educators complained that her top was far too low, exposing a scandalous amount of creamy cleavage. Especially in a high school filled to overflowing with hormone-charged young men. And as

young as she looked, why she couldn’t be more than a year out of college. Well, at least she was only a sub, and would be on her way at the end of the week.


“Don’t follow her into the van…・No, she’s痴 not what she appears to be!”・grumbled the woman in the woods, adjusting her goggles to better focus upon the young man, rapidly approaching the teacher, trying to get her attention about something. “He’s done for, I’ll have to begin the trace.”・Sighed the woman, as she rose up to her impressive 6-foot stature, brushed a leaf out of her ink-black hair, and adjusted her jacket. Wait・that feeling・that tingling in her breasts, it must mean・
You too are done for, meddling human!・hissed a soft voice behind her. The woman whirled around, and reached for a pistol in a holster at her hip. But a hand grasped hers before she could reach it. 泥id you truly believe that your pathetic group of bunglers could thwart the will of the Sisters? You have been hounding us, following one of my sisters for far too long.・The speaker was another lithe and slender woman, clad in a tiny, pink miniskirt, with a red woman’s suit jacket that opened in the front. She seemed to be wearing neither blouse nor bra, and the jacket just barely concealed her heaving breasts. Her

strait hair was a fiery-red hue, and an elegant face held eyes with a curious, violet-purple color. With a giggling laugh, she flung her arm and hurled her victim some 10 feet in the air.


The dark-haired woman landed roughly in the bushes. She sprang into action; taking no time to lick her wounds. But before she could move, a white burst of heat ignited the tree next to her! She ducked for cover behind a fallen log.
Her enemy had pulled apart the sides of her jacket, revealing jutting breasts the size of party balloons. They thrust straight forward, and a wisp of smoke was curling away from them. A crackling current of blue-white electricity began

leaping and sparking between her nipples, while an electric hum filled the air. Her right breast jiggled, and a branching cascade of lightning blasted forth from the now-glowing nipple. The acrid scent of ozone and burning bark filled the air as the tit-lightning narrowly missed the dark-haired woman’s hiding place.


“We are so far above you,”・declared the smoking redhead. Yet your human arrogance compels you to foolishly resist!”More current crackled between her energetic mammaries. Yes, we kill. We enslave. Men are our cattle, they exist for our pleasure and sustenance! You do not have the right to question us!”・The dark-haired woman reached into her holster and grasped a pistol that・well, it was not quite a pistol. It looked something like a cross between a digital camera and a 357 Magnum. Whatever the strange weapon was, it was definitely not

a Smith&Wesson. Just then, a crackle of energy detonated the edge of the log with a thunderous burst. Those smooth, rosy nipples emitted a red-hot glow, like molten iron.


 A true sign of disrespect is when one toys with her prey. And you, human are barely worth my attention. Your lives are like dust in the wind, you are like snowflakes.”・The busty dynamo stepped closer to the moss-covered log, walking carefully in her high heel shoes through the tangling roots on the ground. ”In a few, brief moments of life, you melt away. We are eternal! We are permanent!”・With each pronouncement, her delicately manicured hands caressed her sparking nipples. We are the Mountain that rises above the petty morass of human civilization!”・Another shocking blast emitted by her left nipple nearly tore the log in half with the force of the explosion. The dark-haired woman had almost no cover left beyond the choking layer of smoke that filled the air.


You saw me, you saw my slender, luscious legs. You saw my ample bosom. Do you think the men resist me? Do you think I have to chase them down to drain away their life energy? It is their pleasure to be consumed by me as much as it is my pleasure to devour their lives between my humping thighs! Centuries after you are dead and buried, hungry men shall kill each other for the chance to suckle

my breasts!”・She strutted closer still, within 5 feet.


The energy that flares within my glorious bosom comes from men. It is thevorgasmic energy the human body produces during sexual activity. Your precious men are bled dry to fuel my powers.

Your husbands.

Your brothers.

Your fathers.


I suck between my legs the energy of their lives. They die in pleasure so that I might gain life eternal! Ever since Sacred Mother Lilith birthed us, there have been woman like you, the wives, sisters, and daughters that cannot accept their inferiority.”・She stepped behind the log, breasts crackling with energy, “You have no idea what you are up against.”・Spat the redhead. The dark-haired

woman smiled, and did the last thing her foe expected.


She leaped not away, but towards her busty foe, and her hands wrapped around that creamy titflesh, covering the fiery nipples.


“Speak of the Devil” chuckled the dark woman. And the Daughter of Lilith felt a coldness seep into her, her energy! Draining away!


“Surpriiiiise!” Her tits stopped sparking, and a dull, red glow appeared within each breast as the sexual energy was drained from her. Lightning crackled throughout the athletic frame of her adversary, as the dark-haired woman seemed to grow stronger, more muscled, but most noticeable was the change in her bustline. Even through her leather jacket, it was plain that she gained perhaps three cup sizes in seconds, even though she began as a C-cup.


Within moments, the redhead wobbled with disorientation, as she lost nearly all of her sexual powers before the other released her bosom. And pointed the strange firearm.


“You know what this is?”・she inquired. The redheads’ only response was a cowardly retreat, abandoning her cumbersome high-heeled shoes as she careened through the forest. ・”A Tantric disruptor, designed to deal with the likes of you.”・Hazy distortion waves accompanied by a metallic hum rippled through the air, as

the Tantric Disruptor was fired, and the redhead screamed in fearful agony as her flesh began to boil and warp.


Grunting, she leaped some 30 feet in the air to alight on a tree limb far above. The Spawn of Lilith still had quite a bit of juice left, apparently. But the raven-headed woman痴 aim was impeccable. More waves of energy leapt from the odd gun, slamming into the leg and chest of the creature/woman. With a gurgling scream, she burst. The red jacket and miniskirt slopped wetly to the ground, covered in a thick layer of gelatinous, male semen, all that remained of the haughty demoness.


“Guess they neglected to mention me, huh?”・chuckled her slayer to an oozing glob of sperm. “Agent Scarlet Black, Number-One field operative for the Agency for Special Security, also known as A.S.S. I know all about your disgusting powers, I’ve lived with the curse of demonic genes my whole life. Half-human, half-demon. I may be like you, but I’ll never be one of you.”


Jake was never known for being paranoid, yet he couldn’t help the impression that the substitute teacher was somehow singling him out for some terrible fate. He thought he was just imagining it, but Ms. Venus seemed to be staring at him all throughout 4th hour. Those deep, blue eyes, so deep, so large. And she was so pregnant; weighted down with the fertile burden of a belly rich with life. Shouldn稚 she be at home or something? Did she need this job that much?


All throughout class, his cock had been practically leaping out of his trousers, she was his perfect fantasy, he couldn’t remember when…No, he didn’t think anyone had ever gotten him so hard before. Almost without thinking, he removed his sketch notebook, where he indulged his desires for the beauty of pregnancy. 20 pages full, there was never any question that he had to try and capture her glorious image. Jake frantically sketched her vast breasts, no doubt

filling up even now with sweet, mother’s milk. Her lips, which were almost too full and red, like a moist rose in bloom. And most of all, that swelling wo-what? Did he just see something move inside her belly? 


Taking a deep breath, he struggled to pay attention to her lecture, which was surprisingly detailed, she had immense biological knowledge: physiology, ecology, genetics, she tried to cram their little heads with an encyclopedia of data, probably because she was leaving at the end of the week.


“The hormone Oxytocin does not actually produce breast milk in the lactating female mammal, but rather it stimulates the ejection of milk from the nipple.”She paced around the room with a lofty, intellectual air about her, with one hand resting upon her gravid abdomen. Her chestnut hair flared golden as it caught the overhead lighting.


“There exists in the female mammal a feedback mechanism that triggers the lactation response. Tactile stimulation of the nipple creates an action potential along the neuron leading to the oxytocin gland, which in turn causes the ejection of milk.” Had Jake been able to pay attention to his classmates, he suspected he would see bemused smiles and awkward giggling from this obviously pregnant, very busty young woman talking so cavalierly about nipples and breast-milk. But he couldn’t, he could only focus on her.


“There is also ample evidence of an auditory link involving the oxytocin gland. The sound of a crying infant can cause this secretion in some mammals, humans in particular. For example, say you have a working mother calling home to check on her baby before coming home. If she hears the baby crying in the background over the phone, by the time she reaches her car, it is probable that the front of her blouse will be wet.” Jake’s pants were about to get wet, and not from piss,

either. But that was the extent of his attention span that day; it was simply impossible to remember the rest of the lecture against the onslaught of that supple, smooth skin. And that dress she wore,…the material…so thin. With a gulp, he realized that she was not wearing a bra! No Jake! You’re imagining it! Her nipples are NOT getting harder as she passes your desk! Crazy! His hormones were driving him crazy.

He almost wished he could look at his other classmates; surely the other guys were as turned on as he was, but he couldn’t tear away his gaze. Since she was leaving at the end of the week he wanted to burn the memory of her fecund body into his brain. Feverishly, he drew her image for the umpteenth time into his notebook, from a different angle. She was very young, clearly the youngest teacher at school today, but with awesome knowledge and such a cold, relentless pedagogy. She seemed like pure Ice Queen. Yet, clearly, some guy had gotten to her in the past. At that moment, Jake would have sold his soul to be that man.

  
“So what have we here, Jake McCallister.” Ms. Venus had come up from behind him, and was gazing with open disgust into his sketchbook, and grabbed it up with a graceful flourish. She was thrusting her belly at his face as she perused his work. Jake’s face drained of all color. She fixed him with those deep, cerulean blue eyes, cold as a glacier, beauteous as gems. He really wanted to look her in the eyes. Really he did, but…she bent over…that cleavage… 


A pale peach valley with slopes like honey-dew melons loomed cavernously before him. No Jake! Her…Her breasts are NOT growing larger right here in front of you! Her hardening nipples are not poking through the fabric of her paper-thin, floral-pattern dress. You’re…you’re imagining it Jake!


“MR. MCCALLISTER! I’m up here!” hissed Ms. Venus. That time he couldn’t help but notice the class burst out into giggling. “You can have this back at the end of the school day.” Said the Ice Queen as she turned away with his notebook in tow. Jake, unable to trust his eyes any further, put his head down on his desk for the rest of the class.


“I’m sorry Ms. White, but I’m not sure there’s any point in pursuing this any further.” Grumbled Principal Reichman, as he examined the papers on his desk.


Granted, some of her credentials seem a little, sketchy, but we’ve got no complaints, and she’ll leaving this Friday anyway.” He fixed Ms. White with a hard stare from his steely eyes.


“Well yes sir, but…” Oh no. It was starting. Her breasts still hadn’t shrunk from her encounter in the woods, they were a hefty DD, and now the tingling began in earnest. Scarlet had always had an unfair advantage in the dating game. Her demonic breasts reacted towards any source of sexual attraction. Any man that wanted to jump her bones, (not an uncommon desire) gave off a sexual aura. Her nature responded to this aura. Her breasts began to quiver and jerk beneath the T-shirt she wore under her now open jacket. And sure enough, her nipples

pointed and leapt towards any man in the room that lusted after her. (If several men lusted after her, nipples would point towards the man with the strongest libido.) And Principal Reichman burned with lust upon seeing her. He did a good job of hiding it, but her breasts had never lied to her, never failed to indicate male lust.


Here was the part Scarlet hated; beneath her veneer of civility, she was indeed a demon. Not unlike that monster in the woods she had dispatched. The Demoness within her yearned for sex with a fanatical intensity. The stronger a man’s desire was, the greater her own loins would be stimulated. She gasped suddenly, startled by the strength of the balding man’s sexual hunger for her, and instantly her own groin began to throb. No! She didn’t want it to be this way!

‘I’m not a monster! I’m not a demon!’ But there were times when her nature was too powerful to suppress. Now was one of those times.


Steve Reichman noticed what an odd perfume Ms. White was wearing. Not at all what one would expect. It was a potent, musky scent, almost a dirty, animal smell. The kind of earthy aroma you’d expect to find in a burrow. Yet, it was intensely invigorating. He was unable to resist sniffing the air. “M-my that’s s-some perfume you’re got.” He was having trouble speaking because of the way his cock was thrusting painfully against the zipper of his pants. His flesh

began to quiver with desire as his eyes glazed over.


Scarlet knew then that it was already too late. The rut-musk she exuded from her crotch during sexual excitement had taken hold. As stimulated as this high-school principal was, The Top field agent of A.S.S. felt as though a firestorm had begun in her loins, one that could only be quenched by the cock of this man who desired her so much. She gritted her teeth and groaned as an electric wave of animal lust seared through her goose-pimpling flesh. She wished…wished she could resist it…no…it felt so good to let go…


Steve Reichman rose to his quivering feet, unable to understand or control these sensations. The rut-musk wafting up from Scarlet’s moist snatch was turning his face bright red, as his body burned with sexual energy. She groaned and clutched her chest. With a quivering jerk, her breasts began to stretch their confines. She…she wanted to keep hold of her mind…her education…but…the breast growth… When her quivering mammaries filled out past DD, it was nearly impossible to resist; the larger her breasts became, the greater their erotic sensitivity would become. The slightest caress was like liquid jolts of pure pleasure.


There had been times like this before for her, times when the lust became like an Iron Wall, impervious and irresistible. She could either continue to waste energy struggling hopelessly to resist, or give in to the Demoness within her, and end this sorry incident faster. But she knew that when her pussy became as slippery wet as this, when her breasts swelled to the size of bowling balls, and when the pheromones of her demonic lust choked the air like this, there would be

sex. There was always sex. She decided she would let herself enjoy it, as her T-shirt was ripped asunder by the fleshy mountains it could not possibly contain.


Jake did not, could not understand what was happening, or why Ms. Venus had done this. He had chased after her, because she forgot to give him his sketchbook back, but she instead got into her van and demanded he join her in the passenger seat. He was too cowed by her fierce demeanor, too filled with lust to deny her anything. He knew he should be questioning why some sub would invite him into her van. He didn’t even pay attention to what the van looked like. He should ask

why she was driving off with him. But her abundant belly and jiggling breasts had a stranglehold on his higher brain functions. His lips quivered, and his cock thrust agonizingly against his hated pants zipper.


He should have wondered why she drove him to the golf course on the edge of town, and brought him to that abandoned warehouse. He couldn’t think to ask how or why she had keys. Or why the interior was so lavishly furnished. His suspicions were simply no match for the ferocity of his desire. 


“There’s always at least one like you,” purred Ms. Venus. Her deep blue eyes were narrow and angry. Her plump lips were curled into a hateful sneer. She pushed him against the wall with the gravid firmness of her belly. “One little sicko with some kind of pregnancy fantasy. You can’t stop thinking about my body, can you?” No, and now, Jake’s unchecked hormones were deceiving him again. Her paper-thin dress seemed to be swelling, sliding down from the onslaught of her expanding bosom. All he knew for sure was that Ms. Venus apparently rejected

the concept of a bra. His breast-enlargement fantasies were affecting him as well.


EE-cups were rapidly becoming obsolete to contain so fertile a bosom. The confining fabric forced the glorious spheres into swollen globes that challenged the dimensions of a basketball before her low-cut bodice failed her. Yes, he was definitely crazy now. Might as well enjoy his delusions. He figured that he was really snoring loudly on his desk right now, having the wet dream of his life. Soon, he was sure, someone would yell at or poke him, destroying this lovely

delusion. A low, animal snarl escaped Ms. Venus・lips, as the awesome

hemispheres leapt free at last.


“My nipples require tactile stimulation.” She snarled breathily. Her face was a mask of boiling passions, eyes barely masking a seething ocean of animal instinct. Jake lamented the loss of his rational mind as his trembling hand caressed the rosy nubs. He was rewarded with a mighty spurt of milk; her nipples seemed to be thrusting their creamy product right onto his lips. Drops became dribbles, and dribbles became streams. Jake McCallister was intoxicated, his stomach queasy with lust as his lips found the swelling mounds. And streams became torrents.


A rumbling grunt escaped her pristine throat as the nursing began. Her lactation was glorious; a smooth, honey-like sweetness combined with a nutty flavor that was as rich as silken ambrosia. The  female mammal seemed to be electrified by the erotic sensitivity of her nipples, while her coffee-cup sized areoles seemed to stretch larger still. The world seemed to melt away as he suckled her. Each swallow brought new subtleties of rich taste to his mouth, while Ms. Venus grunted with stimulation.


He wasn’t sure when or how, but her clothing seemed to have  vanished rapidly. His own was soon to follow. “Ms. V-Venu*・he tried to protest as her delicate nails shredded his shirt. Her teeth rended his blue jeans with surprising strength. For some reason, there was a double bed in the chamber with them, but Jake no longer possessed the clarity of mind to notice. 


The mating process was savage, brutal. There was no coy smiling, no giggling, only throaty snarls from the wild-eyed substitute teacher. She seemed to lose the capacity for coherent speech as she hurled Jake onto the bed. Her huge womb pressed heavily upon her prey as she straddled his hips shrieking with glee. His heart seemed to skip a beat as his throbbing cock was enveloped by her molten pussy. Her slick thighs thrust themselves piston-like upon his stolid member, spurts of breast-milk spattering the sheets with each hump. He could almost

feel the infant within her kicking at his captured cock. Soon, echoes of his own cries permeated the air.


With a roar, she disengaged and rolled over on the bed. She dug her knees into the sheets, already moist from milk and her oozing pussy, and raised her tight ass into the air. It was an undeniable, bestial signal. And Jake responded in kind. They became the beast with two backs, as her lusty howls filled the air. Was it possible that she craved sex even more than a deprived teenage boy? Jake knew there was no affection here, no flirtatious infatuation. She was consumed with a primitive, animal hunger: a rutting instinct that was stronger than propriety, sanity, or life itself.


The rest of the afternoon was a blur. Jake seemed to blast his creamy load into her hungry crotch time and time again. He had no idea where it had all come from. His sperm supply seemed limitless, as limitless as Ms. Venus’s sublime breast-milk. He remembered the sheets soaked through with sexual fluids. This was impossible…impossible. Again and again, the pulsating folds of her dripping pussy opened wide to accept blasts of his semen, screams of delight torn from him as often as ejaculations. Crazy. Out of his mind. No Jake! You did not see

her belly expand right in front of your eyes! Her hefty womb is not swelling with new life moments after your coupling!


Somehow, someway, he made it home. Whatever had happened to him, dream or not, he did not arrive home until seven hours after school was let out. He barely remembered whatever mumbling excuse he made. Food was tasteless. He couldn’t remember what he ate. His buddies called him to go out on a whiskey binge. But how could whiskey mean anything after he had tasted that rapturous milk from Ms. Venus’ breasts? When he closed his eyes at night, all he could see was her glistening sex. He faded away into a fitful half-slumber, his erection throbbing hard through all hours of the night.


There was no school, at least, not for Jake. He hastily dressed; he couldn’t remember what he put on. The only thing that mattered to him was sex with Ms. Venus. No food could compare with the milk from her breasts, nothing could be more important that thrusting his penis inside of her. He ran across town with prodigious speed, instinctively following the same path as the previous day. He would wait at the Warehouse by the golf course. Nothing else existed.


It had worked out reasonably well in the end, thought Scarlet. As she stood in the principal’s office yesterday, she was gripped with fear, some men never recovered from exposure to her paranormal sex organs. For tense minutes, she stood naked in Reichman’s office. The coupling had ended after her twelfth orgasm, (she was in a hurry) and luckily, her breasts were no larger than bowling balls, but what about Reichman?


He had mumbled something in the throes of passion about a friend of his saying something about some pregnant woman renting an old warehouse, but he knew few details. But now his clothing was in shreds, his breathing was ragged, and although Scarlet’s hungering vagina had drained him of every last drop of sperm, the pure orgasmic energy she bombarded him with kept him rigid and in ecstasy long after they had disengaged.


25,……26,……27 orgasms so far shuddered throughout his body. Would it ever stop? Some of her partners had kept climaxing for hours, days, or even longer, after sex with her. Luckily, the Agency had covered up most of those instances, but she was on thin ice, she knew. 36… Ahh, look he stopped! His penis would remain rigid for about 10 more minutes, but the orgiastic cascade had stopped. He would survive. Well, at least now she had a lead. If only there was someway she could gain control over the sexual powers that were a part of her heritage. She was NOT a slut! She was NOT a prostitute!(sigh) She would clean him up as best she could and leave him to explain the noises as best he could to his secretary.


She came back! He knew she would! He understood many things now, although the boy had forgotten his own name, he knew that was not important. He knew that she was more important than he was; he belonged to her now. It was no longer a matter of pleasure or fun. He knew that blasting his sperm into Ms. Venus’ perfect pussy was not just something he wanted to do; it was a sacred duty. He was obligated to spew as much sperm as possible inside her. His worst fear was that he would not give her enough pleasure. He shuddered with horror at the thought that he might not have enough semen. His cock had remained erect for 24 hours, he hoped, prayed that he had enough jism to satisfy her. He would soon find out.


Yes, she was bigger. Her beach-ball belly loomed before him spectacularly. He accepted the truth now; her breasts were indeed larger, they swelled and filled with her wondrous elixir. Were there enough letters in the alphabet to classify the bra she would need? He hoped not.


Warm. Dark. Comfort. It was over now, so much sperm he gave to her. He had been producing semen at a level far beyond normal human capacity. All for her, all inside of her. Her hips had bucked with pleasure as he delivered the last of his load. Then…darkness. All was right. All was peace. His purpose in life had been fulfilled. As consciousness faded away, he let go of his old life…his old self.


Bob was probably the only one that wondered where Jake was. He was just another math nerd to the rest of Chester High. But Bob and him had been best buds since middle-school. Seeing that new chick at the gas station where they all went to smoke somehow reminded him of Jake. Whoever she was, she had that same dark brown hair, (Though longer) green eyes, and was that a man’s shirt she was wearing? She was slim, gorgeous, and caught the eye of every jock. But wait……she’s…she’s coming over this way? ‘She……she’s looking right at me! Wonder why she’s never been to school before, new kid?’ She sauntered up to him, thrusting her D-cups mightily towards him. 


“You.” She demanded. “I want you. Inside me. Now! I’ve been looking for a man like you, someone man enough to knock me up like I deserve.” She purred, while placing a finger on his chest.


“S-so…”stammered Bob. “What’s your name?”


Ms. Venus was pleased. Such a great load. She swept up the remains of the cocoon as she heard a knock on the door of the warehouse. Suspicious, but completely unafraid, She opened up a small speak-easy to view her guest. It was a woman wearing a dark, leather jacket, skin-tight leather pants, and sunglasses as black as her hair.


“May I help you?” purred the pregnant sub in her most cheerful voice. In response, the visitor’s breasts started to grow. From C-cups…inflating to D’s and E’s. The buttons on her jacket began to pop off. The breasts burgeoned mightily until it appeared that the visitor had pumpkins in her cleavage. The woman also had a tiny, dark mole between her mammaries; unusual since most of Venus’ kind had totally flawless complexions, but the breast growth was proof enough. The door opened wide. 


“Greetings from Astarte, Blessed Matriarch who reigns in eternal lust.” Said the visitor with an imperious tone.


“May her breasts expand forever!” declared Venus with unusual excitement. “I apologize that I have no men to feed to a worthy Sister, my work here does not permit me to maintain a suitable pantry.” She said apologetically. 


“I will not be staying long, Astarte had need of every operative. The First Daughters have placed her under review, and Semiramis still seeks to lay claim over the American Midwest. Whatever research you are conducting, you must accelerate the time table! Astarte needs whatever assets she can muster!” As the visitor spoke, she tore open her jacket, and caressed her titanic tits.


“But… according to phase 2 of the-“


“No time for that! Astarte wants the Governor of this state, and both Senators to be converted into mind-controlled sex-slaves within two weeks! Unless you’d rather endure Semiramis’ rule and her 20% Man tax! I understand that your work is an improvement on our earlier seduction methods?” asked the pumpkin-chested woman curiously. Venus smiled mischievously.


“Far better, you see the research my coven has conducted will go a long way towards solving our (snicker) ‘Man’power problem. Any man I mate with is infected with supernatural enzymes that convert human DNA into our own essence.” Venus replied exultantly.


“Does that have anything to do with what appears to be a cocoon in the corner?” asked the visitor.


“I have just converted a pathetic, horny sophomore at the local high school. Never before had he experience such pleasure.” Venus began to lie down, her womb quivering expectantly. 


“I suspect there’s more.” Stated the dark-haired one.


“Indeed. I have been impregnated with several genetically neutral offspring. The offspring feeds upon, and grows stronger from sperm I receive. Then, The offspring will use the genetic material from my mates to become an exact clone for any male I choose. In that way, no one will be suspicious from the disappearance of young men, and the emergence of mysterious, nymphomaniac women. The clones will follow our instructions implicitly.” She grunted, and her thighs widened to accommodate a burst of fluids from her contracting vagina. In moments of frenzied squeals, a head emerged; the head of a young, male high-school sophomore, with dark brown hair, and green eyes.


“Excellent, there’s something else I want to know. Do you have any regard for human life? Do you have even a shred of compassion for any creature?” Even through the birthing pangs, Venus looked puzzled.


And Scarlet Black removed from the creamy depths of her cleavage a device that looked like a cross between a camcorder and a tiny satellite dish. “This is a Tantric Detonator, it converts all orgasmic energy in a 50-foot radius into nausea, and stress. Sexual stimulation is impossible, and creatures made of pure orgasmic energy will be annihilated. Harmless to humans, though.


There was barely time to scream before Ms. Venus became a blob of sperm spattered against the wall of the warehouse. Scarlet doubled over, her breasts retracting instantly to C-cups. The pain was beyond belief, but she survived, survived because she was not only a sex demon, but also a human being. As she exited the warehouse, she radioed in for a sweeper squad to track down all vestiges of the Daughters of Lilith.


As Bob slouched to the ground in the restroom, the teenage girl exulted in the sexual energy she had drained from her prey. He had climaxed at least 15 times, and Jaqueline’s eyes glowed fiery red from the energy. Tiny sparks shot from her D-cups. Oh yes…yes… even better…


Jaqueline felt an insistent stirring in her womb.

