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Lacey Stevens sat in the reverend’s… office? She wasn’t sure if there was a special word for a reverend’s office. Well, she sat in there anyway. She wasn’t particularly excited to be there, to be honest. She was only there because her mom had forced her to go. She had been caught… well, she had been caught making out with Billy Travers behind the bleachers.

Her mom had gone psycho. She talked to her about Jesus, and saving herself, and all the things that boys wanted to do to her at that age. She immediately started talking about sending Lacey to the reverend, to have him talk some sense into her. It was all a load of bunk.  Lacey knew that, of course.

She had realized all that stuff about Jesus and God and all that wasn’t true ages ago, when she was a teenager. And she was eighteen now, definitely too old to believe in those sill old fairy tales that her mom believed in, and definitely too old to be lectured by a guy who was old enough to be her father and still believed in fairy tales. 

Not that she was surprised that her mom believed them, of course. Her mom was an air-headed bimbo- that much she had learned in her eighteen years. Her mom was the kind of woman that screamed trophy wife when she walked down the street- her boobs all out and her tight dresses and skirts and stuff. She definitely wasn’t going to win any awards in the intellect department. Probably why she believed in all these crazy church things. 

All of the women in town were like that. If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear that the moment you became a wife you became some sort of bubble butt bimbo, walking around town showing off your tits and letting your husband brag about how he bagged you. She’d never do that, not in a million years. No way. And she’d tell off any man who’d try to snag her for a trophy.

“Lacey?” he said. She turned around, seeing the door open. She took stock of the man coming into the room, and she had to stop herself from laughing. Hell, he was her father’s age, or close to it. His hair was graying at the temples, and he had a few wrinkles on his face that you wouldn’t see on a younger man. Still, he was handsome in his own way- he had that kind of older man thing going for him. Too bad he was a square.

“Yes, that’s me, Reverend.” She said. 

“Please, call me Stan. Everyone does.” He said. He smiled. She definitely wasn’t going to call him Stan. “There’s no reason to stand on ceremony with me. Now, your mom tells me that you have a little problem.”

“I don’t.” Lacey said. “My mom just thinks I do.”

“Okay. I believe you.” He said, smiling. “But what does your mom think is the problem, then? Even if it’s totally off-base.”

“Well…” Lacey said. “My mom thinks I’m some sort of… y’know. A loose woman, or whatever you call it.”

Lacey was surprised by the Reverend’s laugh at her phrasing. She hadn’t expected him to have a sense of humor. Not that he wasn’t an old fuddy-duddy- he definitely was. But it was nice to know he was human.

“That’s probably not the word she used.” The Reverend said, smiling. “But we’ll roll with it. Why does she think that?”

“It’s all because I got caught making out with Billy Travers behind the bleachers.” Lacey said. “I swear, we weren’t doing anything more! Just making out, and stuff.”

“I see.” The Reverend said softly, considering. “Well, I’ll tell you what. That’s not a problem.”

“It’s- wait, what?” Lacey said, shocked. “It’s not?”

“Nope.” He said. “Pretty sure the Bible doesn’t have any rules against playing a little tonsil hockey every now and then. But what your mom is worried about is pre-marital sex. You know that, don’t you?”

“We weren’t going to… y’know, do it or anything!” Lacey said, blushing. How could he be so frank with her?

“I’m sure you weren’t. Not then.” The Reverend said. “But boys only want one thing, Lacey. They want your womanhood, they want to take your virtue. And you have to be strong, and stay pure for God.”

“There it is again!” Lacey said. She folded her arms, rolling her eyes. “I thought you were cool, but you’re just like the rest of them. Stupid God and stupid Bible and all of that. I’m eighteen! I don’t care about your stupid fairy tales. There’s no proof about them, anyway.”

“Ah, I forgot. You’re eighteen. You know everything.” He said, smiling. “So did I, at your age. But tell you what. I know what you’re going through right now.”

“You… you do?” she said, suspiciously.

“Yeah, I do.” He said. “It’s a crisis of faith. And you know what? I had the exact same thing when I was your age.”

“You… you did?” she said, looking at him. “But you’re, y’know, a Reverend. You love God.”

“Of course I do. I think he’s the best, in fact.” The Reverend said. “But I didn’t always. I had to find God, had to discover him. In fact, there was a little book that helped me discover that God truly did exist, and that He was wonderful.”

The Reverend got up, moving over to the bookshelf. He ran his thumb along the spines, searching for a book, until he found the one he was looking for. He grabbed it, bringing it down from the shelf.

“Ah, here it is.” He said. He smiled. “It’s nice to look at it. I haven’t seen it in ages, in fact. Last time I took a look at this was with your mother, in fact.”

“My… my mother?” Lacey said. “She had a… y’know, crisis of faith?”

“Oh, yes.” The Reverend said, laughing. “She sure did. And this book helped her realize the truth. We can keep that our little secret, though. I bet she’d be mighty displeased with me if she found out I told you that.”

“Hah, yeah. I bet she would.” Lacey said, smiling in spite of herself. She loved the fact that her mother hadn’t always been the goody two-shoes she was now. She decided she would keep the Reverend’s secret. She kind of liked him. He seemed like a cool enough guy, even if he did believe in the Bible and stuff.

“So here’s my challenge.” He said. He looked at her, offering her the book. “You’re going to hang out with me in my office for the next hour, reading that book. Just start at the beginning. You can ask me questions, if you like. If, in an hour, you still don’t even feel a little curious about God, then you can go. And you never have to see me again.”

“Seriously?” Lacey said. “Like, no more badgering from my mom?”

“Well, I can’t stop that.” He said, laughing. “But I can promise that I’ll tell her you don’t need any more spiritual guidance, at least. That should help.”

“Wow. Alright.” She said. She grinned. “Challenge accepted!”

“Great!” he said. “Let me know if you need anything. I’ll just be working over here.”

He grabbed a few papers and began to read them. She took the book off his desk, settling herself into the chair. She grinned like a fool. This was going to be the easiest hour she had ever spent. All she had to do was pretend to read this stupid book of his, say she wasn’t interested, and he wouldn’t bother her ever again!

She opened the book, and she was immediately greeted by a cloud of dust shooting up at her. She coughed, sniffling her nose as she waved the dust away with her hand.

“Oops, sorry.” He said, looking at her apologetically. “The book hasn’t been used in awhile.”

“It’s okay.” She said. And it kind of was. The dust had a… well, weird smell to it. A nice smell. Not like dust should smell. It was pleasing and relaxing all at once. She guessed it was from whatever old materials the book was made out of. “It’s… it’s kind of nice, actually.”

“Yeah. It is.” He said, not looking up from his work. “Almost everybody who’s smelled the pages says that. I don’t know what it’s made out of. It’s pretty old.”

“Yeah.” She said. She tried to turn the page, and sighed.

It was stuck.

She licked her thumb, flipping the page, encountering the same problem. She continued licking her thumb, flipping the pages, not really reading the words. She was only trying to spend enough time so it looked like she was reading. 

She kept flipping the pages, licking her thumb and sliding it along the top edges of the book. She started to look forward to licking her thumb, actually- whatever material the book was made of, it tasted nice. It tasted like the dust smelled, actually- nice and pleasant and warm. It made her body tingle every time she licked her thumb, made her feel all warm and happy inside.

In fact, she was having a hard time concentrating. She wasn’t even sure that she would be able to read the book even if she wanted to. There was just… something that was making her space out. She felt kind of airy, kind of happy, kind of like how she felt when Billy kissed her- that heady rush of feeling. She licked her thumb, turning a page, and giggled.

“What’s so funny?” he said.

“Oh, uh, nothing.” She said, shaken out of her reverie.

“You’re reading pretty fast, there.” He said eying her suspiciously. Shoot! She was caught.

“I’m a quick reader.” She said, hoping the easy lie would catch him off-guard. 

“Oh? And what part are you at?” he said, locking his eyes on hers. 

“I… um…” she said, twirling her hair in her fingers. “The part about… Jesus?”

“Lacey.” He said, his eyes expressing his disappointment. “You haven’t been reading at all, have you?”

“I… no.” she said, looking down.

“Look, I’m willing to give you this chance.” He said. “Please. I’m meeting you halfway. Meet me halfway.”

“I… fine.” She said, sighing.

“Look, if you’re half as smart as you say you are and God is half as dumb as you think he is, you’ll be able to disprove me pretty quickly, won’t you?” he said. “Unless… you’re afraid I’ll convince you.”

“I’m totally not afraid!” she said, her voice getting slightly higher. “Fine, I’ll read your book. For serious.”

“Good.” He said, looking down. She flipped to the beginning of the book and started again, licking her thumbs. She had to stop herself from wriggling in pleasure as she did so. The book just tasted SO sweet. It was crazy. She just felt a warm rush through her body every time she licked her thumb after touching the book. She thought about licking the book itself, and laughed inwardly to herself. She wondered what the Reverend would think about that.

She shook her head, trying to refocus herself. The book seemed to be a series of like, platitudes or something. Proverbs, maybe? She shook her head. She look at the first one.

“It is good to feel good.”

She had to fight the urge to roll her eyes. Duh. Of course it was good to feel good. What idiot wouldn’t see that? 

“You feel good right now.”

She took stock of that. She did feel good. She felt great, actually. Except… her bra was a little uncomfortable. She hadn’t realized it before, but now it felt like her breasts were straining against it. She shifted in her seat, trying to ignore it. But she couldn’t.

“Uh… Reverend?” she said. “Is it… is it okay if I go to the bathroom?”

“Of course. You’re not in prison.” He said, smiling. “Down the hall, second door on your right.”

“Thanks.” She said. She got up, grabbing her purse and going to the bathroom. She locked the door behind her, lifting her shirt and taking off her bra. She let out a small sigh of relief as her breasts were freed from their cotton prison. She looked in the mirror, and she almost gaped.

They were huge!

She had little B-cups- or she thought she did. The breasts staring her in the mirror, though- they were easily C-cups! They were tender, too. She ran her hands along them, enjoying the pleasurable sensation as she grazed her fingers lightly along them. They weren’t normally this sensitive, but boy, did this feel good…

She spaced out for a moment, a blind, dumb smile on her face as she easily ran he fingers along her breasts, lightly slinking them across the pale, flawless skin. It felt REALLY good, in fact. She giggled unconsciously, her brain checking out for a moment as she continued to run her hand over her breasts.

Slowly but surely, her hand became more daring. It went from light grazing on her breasts to a firmer grasp. She cupped her new, sensitive breasts, thumbing her nipples, and an irresistible gasp came out of her mouth. Her nipples were alive with pleasure- they never felt that good before, not even when Billy touched them! She continued to tweak her nipples, letting out a little gasp of pleasure.

She lost herself for a moment and started to run on autopilot, her hands exploring more and more now. Tweaking her nipples, thumbing them, kneading and running along her breasts, lighting up her pleasure centers in ways she didn’t know were possible. She felt her breath coming in shorter, faster gasps, felt her heart quickening, felt-

She stopped suddenly, like a lightning bolt, pulling her shirt down. She looked at herself in the mirror, at her reflection- she was red, her face flushed, reflecting the desire coursing through her. What was wrong with her? She was feeling herself up in a church bathroom! She took a deep breath, exhaling, trying to control herself. She unlocked the bathroom door, heading back to the Reverend’s office, finding him still poring over whatever papers he was looking at before.

“You okay?” he said, looking at her.

“Yup. Fine.” She said. “Why?”

“You’re… you’re just a little red, that’s all.” He said. He indicated the chair. “Well, if you’re feeling fine, you can resume.”

She sat down, picking up the book again, overwhelmed again by its wonderful scent. She smiled. It was so good. She wondered if she could find out what the book was made out of. She’d make it into a perfume and smell it every day. She sat down, going back to the page.

“You feel good right now.”

She did. Oh God, but she did. She fidgeted in her chair, her stiff nipples brushing on her shirt. It was distracting her. Her nipples had never been so sensitive before. It was all she could do to keep herself from reaching under her shirt again. She licked her thumb, savoring the warm blast of pleasure that surged through her when she did.

“It’s hard to think when you feel this good. So very, very hard to think.”

It was getting pretty hard to think. She just felt SO good. Her body felt like it was floating, an airy pleasure that seemed to defy her thoughts. No, not defy them. It was like she was flitting around, an angel amongst the clouds, and her thoughts couldn’t catch up to her. Her body left them behind in its pleasure, and try as she might to catch them they couldn’t come to her.

“It feels better when someone else tells you how to think.”

“It…” she started, her mouth barely above a whisper. She shook her head. “R… Reverend…?”

“Yes?” he said, looking up at her.

“This… this book is like, totally strange.” She said. She frowned. That wasn’t her voice. Well, it was, but it was different. Higher-pitched. And she never used like in that way!

“How so?” he said. 

“It’s like, telling me thinking is hard and stuff. And that it’s like, totally better when other people think for you.” She said. “That’s not right.”

“It’s not?” he said. “Tell me, are you having a hard time thinking right now? Because you feel good?”

“Like, totally!” she said, relieved that he understood what she was feeling.

“And it’s good to feel good, right?” he said. She nodded. That was obvious from the book.

“And so if thinking makes you feel bad…” he said. “Wouldn’t it be better for someone else to think for you?”

“I…” she said. She frowned. Something screamed at her that that wasn’t right. That something was wrong with what he had just said. But she couldn’t think why, couldn’t figure out why. “I guess.”

“Good.” He said. He stood up, moving around the desk. “And I bet your breasts feel very good, don’t they?”

“I… like, totally!” she said, before she stopped herself. “You, like, shouldn’t be asking me that though, right?”

“Of course. Right.” He said, moving towards the door, locking it with a swift click. “I should be seeing for myself.”

He came back towards her from behind, his hand slipping down her shirt and coming down to flick her nipple. She gasped in pleasure as he did so, wriggling in her seat.

“No bra.” He said. “They grew that quickly then, did they?”

“Grew…?” she said, mystified. She pouted. “Like, what’s going on? Why can’t I think?”

“Because thinking is hard. You’d rather feel good.” He said, bringing his other hand down to her other breast. He began to massage them in unison, tweaking her nipples, rubbing her beautiful pale globes resting on her chest. She sighed again, her eyes rolling up into her head almost against her will at the pleasure that surged through her body.

“Like… like…” she said, struggling to think through the haze. “You like… you’re like… doing something to me…”

“That’s right, Lacey.” He said, continuing to fondle her. “The same thing I did to your mother.”

“M… mother…?” she said, fighting to keep coherence.

“Yes.” He said. “Your mother was once as willful as you. But a few whiffs of that dust and she turned into the dumb bimbo you see before you.”

“N… no…” Lacey said, struggling to think even as her body urged her to shut off, to allow the pleasure to rule her. “I…impossible…”

“I thought so too.” He said, shrugging. “I wasn’t lying to you when I said I had a crisis of faith. But then I happened upon that book in an antique book store, and I discovered, quite by accident, its unique properties that it had on women.”

“N…noooo…” Lacey said, doing her best to comprehend what was going on. It was so hard, though, with his wonderful hands making her tits feel SO good. “D…drug…?”

“Maybe? I don’t know what it is. I haven’t bothered to find out.” He said. “But that day, I did rediscover my belief in God. Only a kind, benevolent, wonderful God could give me such a gift. The power to turn any woman I wanted into an air-headed, devoted bimbo.”

“B…bimbo…” Lacey said, fighting. “Won’t…won’t work… on me… resist…”

“Oh, but it already has. You’ve lost, Lacey darling.” He said casually. “You can feel the changes. Your tits growing bigger, your ass getting nice and big and thick, your blonde hair falling down past your ass. And your pussy, all tight, all wonderful, on fire.”

He was right. Oh God, was he right. She could feel her pussy awakening, getting hotter and hotter, like some terrible harlot newly awakened from her slumber. She knew she should struggle, she should run, but she couldn’t. She didn’t want to. She just wanted him to keep touching her, too weak to resist her body’s primal, powerful lust.

He kept fondling her, and Lacey could feel her tits growing, filling in, getting too big for his hands to grasp entirely. But that didn’t stop him from continuing to touch them, to keep fondling them, to tweak and tug and rub and GOD he was driving her crazy! She squirmed in her chair, her pussy on fire now.

She saw her hair moving down, down past her waist- long, blond, straight hair that looked nothing like her normal hair. She wilted, looking at it. This couldn’t be real. It had to be a dream.

Had to be.

“The process is almost done.” He whispered in her ear. “Soon you’ll be nothing but an air-headed bimbo, ready to believe anything I tell you.”

“N…no…” she said, pleading. But she knew it was true. She could feel herself slipping away, could feel her body winning. She wanted so desperately for him to slide his hands down between her thighs, so desperately to start fingering her, to relieve her of this burning passion.

“Oh, yes.” He said. He leaned next to her. “You want this. Let it happen, Lacey. Let it take you. It’s so much more pleasurable when you let yourself go- though I do enjoy watching you fight it.”

“Oh…” she said. If thoughts had come to her before, they no longer did. She struggled to remember her philosophy, her math, anything that could give her a semblance of intelligence, anything that proved she was smart. But she felt it slipping away, felt it slipping beyond her grasp forever.

“No!” she said, panicking. “Like, Lacey’s totally smart! Lacey’s smart! Lacey can fight this!”

“No, she can’t.” he said. He smiled. “And pretty soon, the Lacey you know won’t exist at all.”

She continued to struggle, continued to fight it, but it was no use. Slowly she stopped struggling, slowly she stopped wriggling as her brain became slower and slower, as her thoughts slowly moved completely beyond her ability to reach them. Her eyes went wide, and she sat, stock-still, as if frozen for a moment. And then she began to stir again.

“Oooh…” she said, looking up at him. “Like, it’s great that you’re grabbing my titties! They feel SO good!”

“That’s right, they do.” He said. “And do you know why?”

“Like, no!” she said. “because they’re, ummm, titties?”

“No.” he said. “Because they were put on Earth to please men. Because you exist to please men.”

“Oh, okay!” she said, her eyes shining up at him with bright, uncomprehending emptiness, accepting what he said at face value.

“And soon you’ll have a man to please.” He said. “Do you know how to please a man?”

“Uh, kind of!” she said, thinking. “Um, Like, touch his cock and stuff?”

“No, no, that won’t do at all.” The Reverend said, shaking his head. “You’re not going to be able to please a man with an answer like that.”

“Oh no!” she said, scared. “But I exist to please men, like, right? I need to please them!”

“Tell you what. I’ll help you.” He said. “Get on your knees.”

“Okay.” She said, leaning in front of him. “Now what do I do? Do I-“

She was cut off suddenly by him thrusting his cock into her mouth, penetrating her lips. She was momentarily shocked by the movement, not knowing what to do.

“Suck it, Lacey dear.” He said, bringing his hands down to her hair, curling his fingers in her blonde mane. “Make it feel good.”

She did as she was told, running her tongue along his cock, sucking on it as it thrust in-between her ruby red lips. She started to get the idea, and she brought up her hand to grasp his shaft, running her hand along it as he thrust into her mouth, cupping his balls even as he grunted, curling his fingers in her hair, groaning under her ministrations.

“Oh, that’s good, Lacey.” He said. “That’s very good for a beginner.”

She didn’t respond, continuing to suck his cock, raising her eyes to look up at him wickedly as she continued to bob her head up and down on his cock, matching the rhythms of his thrusts. She loved seeing him grunt, seeing him pleased. She existed to please men. And he was a man. She was good at what she was made for!

“You’re doing- unh- very good, Lacey.“ he said, pulling his cock out of her mouth. “But the easiest way to please men, you see, is to let them fuck you.”

“Oh!” she said. She smiled brightly. “Like, I can do that! That feels GREAT!”

“Can you?” he said. He eyed her. “Have you ever done it?”

“Ummm… no.” she said, looking sheepish. “But like, I totally think I know how!”

“Let’s see.” He said. “Then get up, and bend over this chair.”

She obeyed instantly, bending over the chair. She looked over at him, smiling devilishly, wiggling her butt at him.

“You’ve got a wonderful ass, my dear.” He said, slapping it. “I’m going to enjoy watching it bounce as I fuck you from behind.”

“Like, less talking! I’m SO horny!” she said. “I’m like, so horny I can’t even THINK!”

“Then I won’t deprive you.” He said, and with one long, smooth motion he slid his cock into her. He tore through her maidenhead, and she gasped, her world exploding into pleasure she had never thought possible before, the slight pain of losing her virginity not even registering in the face of the overwhelming pleasure his cock brought her.

“So you weren’t lying. You were a virgin.” He said, smiling. He slapped her ass, enjoying the way it jiggled beneath the strong force of his blow. “So much the better. I love being the first.”

Lacey didn’t respond to him, couldn’t respond to him as he continued to piston in and out of her. All she could focus on was the extreme pleasure that his cock brought her, the hunger her pussy felt for it. All she wanted was cock. She craved it, craved his cock slamming into her, craved the full feeling it gave her as it slid in and out of her.

“Tell me how you like it.” He said, slapping her ass again. “Does this feel good, slut?”

“Oh GOD, yes!” she said, doing her best to remember how to speak. “Oh GOD, I love it!”

“What do you love?” he said, slapping her ass again.

“I LOVE your cock sliding in and out of me! Oh GOD, it’s amazing, just keeping fucking me nice and hard!” she said, her words pouring out, the lustful, naked truth evident in them as she struggled even to voice them. Her mind was almost completely overwhelmed by his strong, fast thrusts, his cock stretching and filling her virginal hole.

She felt her knees begin to weaken, felt them begin to give way beneath her as her lust, as her pure, unbridled ecstasy threatened to overwhelm her. She could feel that feeling coming, that feeling that signaled an impending orgasm, one that would rock her through to the core. But suddenly he stopped thrusting, pulled himself out, and she gasped as he did, the acute emptiness all the harder to bear.

“Cock!” she said, a strangled cry, the only word her lust-addled brain could think to beg for.

“Oh, it’s coming back.” He said, smiling evilly. He pressed his cock against her ass, pushing forward, penetrating into her virginal asshole as well. “But if I’m going to take your virginity, I wanted to be thorough.”

She cooed happily as his cock buried itself to the hilt in her ass, the full feeling back again. It didn’t matter what hole it was in. She just loved cock, loved getting fucked, loved having her holes filled. He slapped her ass again and continued to thrust, even harder this time, rocking her little body with every powerful thrust.

“Oh GOD, yes!” She screamed, unable to resist any longer. She began to grind her ass against his cock, getting it deeper and deeper, getting him to go as deep as he could. He tensed up, grunting and groaning, and he came, shooting his seed deep into her asshole, deep into her. She came in unison, her cries of ecstasy echoing off the plaster walls of the little office, her body unable and unwilling to resist the raw, explosive pleasure that coursed through every fiber of her being.

Her world melted around her at that very moment. Nothing existed for her except that cock, huge and pulsing and pounding in her asshole, spurting his seed deep into her, filling her. The tidal power of her lust swept away all thought, all rationality, leaving behind only the purest vision of lust, of sex- a being built for nothing but pleasure, both giving and receiving.

He stayed inside her for a moment, panting, leaning on her even as she leaned on the chair for support. Finally, slowly, he pulled his cock out of her, the two of them gleaming with sweat from their manic, primal copulation.

“I think you’re almost ready.” He said, smiling, composing himself. “Though you’re a hot little number. I might have you a few more times before I give you away.”

“Oh, goody!” she said, looking at him, clapping happily. She hoped he fucked her again!

Fucking was fun.

***

“Like, I’m so totally happy for you, Lacey!” her mother said, looking at her.

“Like, I TOTALLY know!” she said, gushing. She held up her finger. “Look at this RING! It must have cost a fortune!”

Lacey Stevens and her mother gushed about her new engagement ring in the living room, the two of them unable to come up with anything but the most inane of statements as guests milled about Lacey’s engagement party. Their brains weren’t really equipped for much else.

No one was surprised by that from Mrs. Stevens, of course. She was a little out of her gourd. But Lacey had been a straight-A student, an independent thinker. It was a surprise that she suddenly went the way of her mother, dying her hair blond, seemingly getting implants. People shrugged. Genetics were a powerful thing.

But one man didn’t wonder. Mr. Stevens came up to the Reverend at the buffet table.

“Some fine work there, Reverend.” He said, looking over at his daughter.

“Of course. Have I ever not delivered?” he said, smiling. “And now you’ve got a wealthy banker as an in-law. That should help your retirement just a bit, shouldn’t it?”

“Just a bit.” Mr. Stevens said. He grinned. “You know, I don’t know how you do it. How you make them… into those.”

“Are you complaining, Bill?” The Reverend said, raising a brow.

“Hell, no.” Mr. Stevens said, grinning. “Just curious, is all.”

“Well, don’t worry about it. Let’s just say it’s a gift from God.” The Reverend said, smiling mysteriously at his friend and clinking his glass with him as the newest addition to the town’s bimbo clique chattered brainlessly to anyone who would listen in the living room.
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