A week passed, and Brit and Gina remained prisoners of the Dynasty of Grace.  Their early attempts at escape had all ended poorly for them.  Any disobedience or unruly behavior, and the various Drones roaming the Star Citadel had plastered them with their hypnotic semen; or the nearest Servants or Family Members had used their powers, forcing them into orgasms that left them too exhausted to continue.  Both situations left the werecheetah and human drenched with superhuman amounts of semen, much to their mutual embarrassment.
At some point, Brit and Gina came to an unspoken agreement to play along and wait for an opportunity to escape.  Said opportunity never seemed to come, as the Dynasty's minions never let their guard down around them.
And so the sisters’ days became a monotonous drag as day in and day out, they were taken out of their cell and escorted around the ship to be tested.
The tests were grueling, seemingly designed to test Brit and Gina’s minds and bodies to their limits and beyond.
Britanny was reasonably intelligent, having done well at school and learned enormous amounts from her sister over the years.  The Dynasty apparently considered her a dunce by their standards, and quickly gave up testing her mind.  However, they seemed endlessly fascinated by her body and her abilities.  
She was forced to do tests of strength, pushing against hydraulic weights until her limbs trembled with strain and blackness encroached at the corners of her vision.  Tests of speed and stamina, where she was forced to run on a treadmill for as fast as she could until exhaustion made her trip or she could not manage to keep going.  They tested her body’s healing factor, injuring her and seeing how quickly she healed.  Her magical prowess was tested equally, testing her strength, her aura reserves, her variety of spells.
When they found out that Brittany was capable of Gaoblin magic, the Dynasty was particularly interested.
Gina was likewise tested, though similarly, once her physical prowess was determined (that of a physically fit archaeologist in her early thirties, but nothing superhuman or supernatural), they dropped the physical tests.  However, they seemed as interested in her mind as they were in Britanny’s body.
So instead of demonstrating feats of strength, agility, and magical prowess, Gina was put to work solving puzzles, testing her memories, and probing her vast knowledge base.  
The constant work (and occasional orgasmic punishment) left both women too exhausted to do much else other than fall asleep upon returning to their cell.
*****
“Brit!  Wake up!” Gina's voice called, breaking through what had been a fantastic sex dream.  Brit had been getting absolutely ravished by her husband Stryyp and both of his penises.  The Kryn drove into her depths with delicious force, every rock-hard muscle rippling under his blue-streaked pelt of red fur.  His four, swollen testicles slapped her rear repeatedly as he pounded her.  She was squeezing him so tightly that she could feel his penises pulsing inside her, the veins bulging as he neared his orgasm.
She was so caught up in her pleasure in the dream that she only later realized that in her dream, she too had a rock-hard penis.  She was pumping it eagerly the whole time, her semen fountaining into the air in pearly ropes.  And she loved it. 
“Nnng…  Giiiiiiina, I toldja to knock!” Brit mumbled, slowly opening her eyes dazedly.  She grunted, sitting up as she brushed her long spotted, golden hair out of her face.  
“Brit…” Gina prompted in a mixture of irritation and worry.  Britanny frowned, slowly remembering where she was and what had been happening to her.  She glanced down and immediately blushed as her large, naked furry breasts were on display to the world.  Even worse, the meager blanket that she had been provided was tented straight up, well over a foot into the air.  The tip of the tent was drenched, a dark wet spot spreading out.

“What’s goin’ on?” the werecheetah asked, looking around in confusion.

“It’s…  It’s Crescens,” Gina said, blinking as she stared out of the cell.  Britanny eyes roamed involuntarily down the human’s body, from her long blonde hair, her blue eyes, down her pert bust with large nipples, her flat stomach… and her large, swollen, dripping erection.  Brit forced herself to tear her eyes away from it, even as it twitched and spilled another dollop of precum onto the floor.

Sure enough, the green-skinned child that Brit had encountered earlier stood outside of the forcefield.  Her yellow eyes watched Brittany with a mixture of wariness and curiosity.  The naked girl brushed a lock of her long blue hair over her shoulder, her hand nothing but a claw-shaped mass of energy projected from her shoulder.  
Cheetah had to stop herself from gasping and crying at the sight of her.  The child so closely resembled her lost friend, the woman who had saved the life of both herself and her child multiple times, who had sacrificed her life for Britanny to let her get home to her family.  Everything about her seemed familiar to Britanny, even her very presence… even though she was less than a fourth of the size of the massive Gaoblin priestess.
“...Hello…” Britanny said cautiously, standing up as she wrapped the blanket around her body to try to cover herself.

“...Why do you do that?” the girl asked, frowning.

“Do what?” Britanny frowned.

“Cover your penis?” the child replied, gesturing down at her own half-erect member, “It is the Matriarch’s gift to you.  It is a symbol of your servitude to the Dynasty of Grace, and will be the source of your pleasure and power when you join us.”

“I didn’t want it.  She… and you… forced it on me.  And my sister…” Britanny said after a moment of thought, “And…  On my homeworld, you don’t display that stuff except to loved ones”

“You are a loved one.  The Dynasty of Grace loves all of its servants, even the Drones,” the little Gaoblin said, frowning as she tilted her head to the side.  Britanny glanced at Gina, who merely shook her head.  She decided to try to change the subject.

“...Your name is Crescens, right?” she asked.
“Yes, the Matriarch said that was the name of my former self…  and as I am reborn as a servant of the Dynasty, I have taken that name again,” the child replied.

“...What does that mean?  Reborn?” Gina asked.  Crescens frowned, turning and pacing a little back and forth in front of the cell.

“The Matriarch was travelling through Quasi-Space after leaving the Citadel to explore.  She came across my soul, or what was left of it.  My former self had died, due to some sort of self-sacrificial spell.  My former life gave her life to save someone else, binding her soul to them,” explained Crescens.
“The Matriarch was impressed by the fortitude, courage, and love that it must have taken to sacrifice my life in that manner.  She took what was left of my soul and placed it within the Soul Forge.  I was reborn as I am now,” Crescens continued, “And now I serve the Matriarch as one of her Gaoblin.”
Britanny shook her head in disbelief.  She opened her mouth and shut it multiple times, before asking slowly, “...C-Crescens…  Do you… recognize me?”
“I…” Crescens trailed off for a minute, frowning as she looked Cheetah up and down, her eyes roaming over every inch of the werecat.
“...You are very familiar to me, but I can’t…” Crescens said softly, “...I don’t remember… much about my previous life.”
Britanny wiped a tear from her eye, before blinking as an idea occurred to her.  Watching as one of Crescens’ Void Claws manifested in a swirl of star-filled blackness, wrapping around her penis to stroke it slowly, she nodded to herself.

“Crescens, can you turn off whatever is blocking my magic?” she asked.  Crescens’ expression of curiosity turned hostile as she glared at the werecheetah.
“No!  And I’m leaving.  Do not ask that of me or anyone else, if you don’t want punishment!” Cresens growled.
“Wait, wait!  Don’t…  don’t go…” Cheetah implored, holding her hands up, “...I promise.  I won’t do anything.  We won’t try to escape, we won’t fight you…  I just… want to show you something.  Just for a second.”
Crescens was silent, craning her neck upward to stare Cheetah in the eyes.  She frowned deeply, before turning to the side.  Her Void Claw stretched upward, and began to type at something out of Cheetah’s range of vision.

“I will stop you if you try anything.  I will ensure that you are immediately converted into Drones,” Crescens said simply.  It wasn’t a threat, simply a fact.  Britanny nodded, and Crescens tapped a few controls.  There was a low hum that grew quieter, and Britanny was able to feel her inner power once more, her magical aura again.
“Okay…  Crescens, look at this, and see if it sparks any memories…” Britanny said.  Summoning forth her aura, Britanny held her hands out.  Black energy rolled forth along her arms, forming into large claw constructs that surrounded her hands.
“You possess Gaoblin magic?” Crescens asked, her yellow eyes widening in surprise.
“Yes…. because you taught me a ton of it.  But you didn’t teach me the Void Claws…. these are yours.” Britanny said slowly, glancing out of the corner of her eye at Gina.
“I was the one your previous life sacrificed herself for.   And when she…. when YOU died for me, I gained a piece of your soul and your magic,” Brit explained carefully, holding out her hand for Crescens to look closer.  The child took a couple of cautious steps closer to Britanny, her eyes wide in shock and curiosity.
She reached out with her own Void Claw, slowly.  The tip of her index finger connected with Britanny’s, and both the werecheetah and Gaoblin felt a surge, a spark of power between them.
With a gasp, Crescens pulled back from Britanny, and scampered to the side.  Brit yelped and recoiled as the force field reignited and she lost control of her magic.  The Void Claws fizzled away to nothing.  Brit opened her mouth to say something, when she heard the faint patter of feet on the stone floor.  The child glanced up at her fearfully, placing a claw to her lips.
“Crescens.  Why are you here?” asked a voice.  
“Astara, I was…” Crescens said, looking up at someone Britanny could not see, “I was preparing the prisoners for the next round of tests.  They are Servant material.”
“That is for the Family to determine, not you. You should not be talking with the prisoners,” said the other.  She stepped into view, revealing a tall Gaoblin woman, taller than even Britanny.  She was the same one Brit had seen when Crescens had performed the procedure upon her and Gina.  Unlike Crescens, she had all four limbs, and she tapped a long finger against her chin thoughtfully.  She bent slightly to look down at Britanny, eye to eye.  Cheetah met her gaze with a glare.
“And who the hell are you?” Brit growled.
“I am Astara.  Personal Gaoblin Servant to the Matriarch,” she stated, “And she has great interest in the two of you.  Your physical prowess and magical potential are formidable.”
She turned to Gina and smirked, “And your mind is special. You have knowledge and intellect that even we can respect.”
“And that's all going to go to waste if you turn me into a brainwashed slave.  I'm never going to help you enslave others willingly!” Gina said, angrily.  Astara chuckled warmly, as if a small child had told a joke.
“That would be true, if we were to turn you into a Drone or a Servant.  But no.  You are special.  Your potential would be wasted…” Astara agreed.
“Well, if you're not gonna slap one of those masks on us, or brainwash us, then what ARE you going to do?” Britanny asked, trying to ignore the enormous shaft hanging between Astara’s legs.  Somewhere in the back of her head, she couldn't help but judge it as easily the second-largest penis she had ever seen, and it was only half-erect.
“I will consult with the Matriarch.  Five thousand years of service to her, and she still finds ways to surprise me…  but this time, I think I can foresee her answer…” Astara said, walking away.
“Hey!  HEY!” Cheetah yelled, “Crescens, what the heck is she talkin’ about?”
“I-If you aren't to be converted into a Drone, or programmed into a servant, then there's only one other option…” Crescens said slowly, glancing where Astara went, “...She wishes for you to become part of the Family.”
“Crescens!  Come!” Astara called firmly.
“Crescens, wait…” Britanny pleaded.
“I must go…” Crescens responded, turning and rushing out of view.  Britanny moaned in frustration and sagged back onto her cot.  Gina walked over and wrapped her arms around her little sister gently, despite the werecheetah being two feet taller than her.
“It was her…  I never thought I'd see her again…  but it was her!” Britanny sobbed, tears streaming down her cheeks.  Gina gently rubbed Brit’s back, letting her cry and work
******
Brit moaned in ecstasy as she plunged her shaft into Jan again and again, feeling each spurt of spunk rush up the length of her penis and into the Amaran.  
*****
“And now, the final test,” the voice said.  It was meaningless babble to Britanny, as she pumped her cock with both hands, letting her own semen coat her tongue.  She moaned in delight and longing, humping the air eagerly.
“Britanny ‘Gia…” a familiar voice called.  Britanny looked up just in time to see the last vestiges of teleportation energy fade away to reveal…
Crescens smiled as she stood before Britanny, her yellow eyes focused on the feline’s face.  The child took a few steps forward, her penis swaying pendulously, leaking pre onto the floor.  She held out a tiny hand towards the werecat.
“...I remember you now.  I managed to hack into their systems and get in here.  We can escape!  I can get Gina, and we can go home together!” she said, her voice trembling.
Britanny struggled within herself, unable to move through indecision.  The last vestiges of her conscious mind and willpower wrestled desperately with the conditioning and control to which she had been subjected.  Her love for Crescens, her desire to be home with her barely remembered loved ones, her anger at her captors, and more fueled the internal struggle.
Then her penis twitched as another powerful ejaculation burst from her, splashing messily down Crescens’ front.  The thick, pearly semen dripped from her flat chest, oozing down her stomach, and poured over the girl’s erection.
Something snapped inside Britanny.  The last vestiges of her mind shattered.  She pounced like an animal, knocking Crescens off her feet.  The werecheetah and child hit the floor roughly and rolled, splashing through puddles of cum until they came to a rest, Britanny pinning Cresens to the floor by her shoulders.  Growling, she dragged the head of her cock down the child's body, leaving a trail of semen streaked across her verdant skin.
“It is done, Matriarch.  She is broken,” Crescens said simply, standing at attention.  The tall woman smiled and gently patted her head.
“You have done well, Crescens.  Have you now found balance with your old life and your new purpose?” she asked, addressing the Gaoblin child with grandmotherly affection.
“Yes, Matriarch.  I remember some of whom I was… I remember Britanny…  but my old life won't prevent me from serving the Family and bringing all life into our Grace,” Crescens said, shuddering and spilling her green-tinged cum on the floor at her touch.
“Good.  Then you are truly one of us now.  And it is time to bring these poor souls into our fold,” the Matriarch said, watching Britanny lay still, staring blankly at the ceiling.
*****
“And now, it is time.  Enter the Soul Forge and be born anew,” commanded the Matriarch, panting as she stroked the last spurts of semen onto the floor, her three lengths throbbing powerfully.
“We obey…” Britanny and Gina agreed in unison.  Without a further word, the two women stood up.  Semen sluiced from their bodies, dripping in copious amounts from Britanny’s fur and Gina’s skin.  It poured down their inner thighs, draining out of their filled wombs.  
Neither had a thought in their head except obedience as they stepped forward towards the glowing portal.  (add more here)
Crescens and Astara kneeled, stroking their lengths feverishly, panting in anticipation at what was to come.  (Describe Family members here)
Without a word or moment of hesitation, Gina stepped into the bright red-orange light, vanishing inside.  Cheetah moved in a second later, embraced into the incredible heat and blinding light within the Forge.
Moans and cries and screams echoed from the depth of the Forge.  The massive machine did what its name implied; it took raw materials, tore them apart to their base components, and reforged them into something new.  Something stronger, something better.  The Matriarch watched with keen interest as the primal energies within the chamber pulled apart the human and werecheetah; separating their souls from their bodies, and reducing their physical forms to atoms.  Her own semen, her very essence was added to the mixture.  The Forge’s flames roared deafeningly as the conflagration within began to cool, beginning the reconstruction phase.
It took minutes, though for those anticipating, it seemed an eternity.  
Suddenly, the blazing infernal light of the Forge flared once more, and two figures flew out, landing roughly on the floor with a loud, painful impact.  Smoke rose from their bodies as they lay there, unmoving.
“Rise, my new children.  Let me see what you have become,” the Matriarch commanded.
Slowly, painfully, the two stirred and began to climb to their feet.  They stood and stared forward, lifting their heads as they awaited the Matriarch’s approval.  
What had entered the Forge had once been Gina Diggers, a human, and Britanny Diggers-’Gia, a werecheetah.  The two who exited had their memories and their form, but were no longer the same.  They had been changed entirely.

One had the form of a werecheetah child of about eight or nine years old.  Her fur had turned to a bright shimmering silver, with bright golden spots.  Her long hair hung loose behind her back, as she lifted her head.  Her eyes had turned to a deep blue, with violet sclera that glowed brightly.  Her pink nipples were hard, poking through the fur of her flat chest.   Her long tail swished back and forth slowly, as her penis slowly stiffened between her legs, the length lined with glowing crimson circuits.
The other had once been human, but was clearly no longer.  A child of roughly the same age as her sister, she met the Matriarch’s gaze.  Her blonde hair was now a startling, silvery-white.  Her skin had turned a deep grey, marked with glowing violet lines like tattoos.  Her body had changed; once somewhat scrawny, she now was toned and fit.  Her eyes had changed from a bright vibrant blue to a vivid red.  Her erection stood proud from her hips, twitching powerfully as it dripped onto the floor. 
“How do you feel, children?” the Matriarch asked.

“Wonderful, Mother!  It feels like I’ve become what I was always meant to be…” the former human replied, smiling happily.

“Amazing, Mother.  I don’t know why I fought this…” the werecheetah said, sighing as she slid her hands down her fur, savoring the sensations.
