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Chapter 1

It was a nice restaurant. An expensive restaurant. Julia liked that about this place. She liked that her fiance could afford it, and she liked that his family had been so accepting of her.

Of course, she’d been best friends with Piper, her fiance’s sister, for years. She was already practically part of the family even before she started dating Brian.

Brian Owens was the son of the Reverend Charles Owens, and set to inherit his father’s church and congregation. Julia had been attending their services every Sunday her whole life, and had struck up a friendship with Piper in Kindergarten, long before she’d known that this girl’s father was her family’s preacher. Their friendship had remained ironclad for years, though it had only truly been tested once.

It had been the senior year of their high school, and Julia had no prom date. Brian, two years older, offered, and Julia accepted. Piper hadn’t been thrilled about her best friend going to prom with her brother, but any fight they may have had was soon defused by the Reverend. After all, what boy could be safer for her?

And indeed, Brian had been the perfect gentleman that night. They hadn’t even kissed. It was a few days after prom that he’d asked her out on another date, and their relationship began.

Now, Julia was 20, and Brian was 22, and they would be married in just a few short months. She was elated. Julia had saved herself for him, and on their wedding night she would give him the most precious gift a woman could give, after saying their vows before God and all their families.

That was Julia Moss in a nutshell. She was a good Christian girl who dressed conservatively and always obeyed the will of God. She prayed every night before bed and went to church every Sunday. She had long, wavy blonde hair and a light dusting of freckles over her round face, and though she knew that many men found her attractive, she had eyes only for her husband to be, the soon-to-be-Reverend Brian Owens.

Piper was thin and beautiful like her friend, though she had brown hair and no freckles. People often commented on Piper’s big green eyes, and even Julia had to admit that her friend’s eyes were incredibly striking. Much like Julia, Piper was a good Christian girl.

Tonight was a family outing, and though Julia was not yet an Owens, she was close enough with the family that they were more than happy to bring her along. Brian had gotten her seat for her at the table, and Julia gave her fiance a chaste kiss on the cheek as thanks as she sat down.

Soon the waiter had taken their orders and dinner was served; high class and French. The Lord had blessed the Owens with great fortune, and they were not shy about enjoying it.

It was partway through dinner when Julia spotted a woman she had never seen before, being led through the restaurant by a server. The woman was arm-in-arm with a man, and when they passed by the table, all of the Owens stopped and stared at her with raised eyebrows.

Julia was the first to speak, to vocalize what they were all thinking: “Trashy.”

And she was. The woman had long raven-black hair and wore a tight and short black dress that left nothing to the imagination. She walked on tall stilettos that actually put her height about an inch or two over the man who was accompanying her, but it wasn’t the slutty outfit that truly cemented her as trashy in Julia’s estimation; it was the tattoos.

The woman was covered in them. Her bare shoulders revealed an intricate black tribal tattoo on one side and a portrait of a woman (it looked to be an old movie star) on the other. Snakes coiled about her forearm, and triangular symbols lay sketched into her knuckles. A tree went up one of her calves; cartoon characters on the other. Though Julia only caught a glimpse of the woman’s front, it was enough to see the heart surrounded by intricate patterns between her cleavage.

“A harlot,” Reverend Owens agreed. “Absolutely shameful for a young woman to ruin her beauty so.”

Piper glanced at the woman. “I can’t imagine why anyone would bring her out in public,” she said. “That man of hers should be mortified.”

“Unless she’s a prostitute,” Brian said. “Morals have truly fallen in this society. I can’t believe this establishment would allow someone like them in.”

Julia noticed a flash of motion. The woman turned her head and looked directly at them. By now she was too far away for Julia to really make out much of her expression, but regardless she was pretty sure she saw anger flash in the woman’s eyes.

Did she hear us? Julia wondered. Well, even if she had, no matter; it might even inspire her to cover up and change her ways.

*

“Did you hear them?” Vanessa asked, seating herself opposite of Sam. “That family we passed?”

“Who?” Sam asked. His wife nodded in the direction they’d just come, and he quickly located the table she was talking about. “Them? The Church crew?”

“The Church crew,” Nessie confirmed. “They were talking shit.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“I definitely heard ‘trashy,’ ‘harlot,’ and ‘prostitute.’”

Sam frowned. As far as he was concerned, his wife was absolutely stunning, and to have some close-minded shitheads speak so cruelly to her, on tonight, their anniversary for fuck’s sake, was unconscionable.

“Babe?” Nessie asked.

“Hm?”

“Teach them a lesson for me?”

Sam turned back to his wife. A small yet savage grin had spread across her pale face. “Those two girls there are so pretty,” she said slowly, “and I know we've been talking about getting some maids…”

“Them?” Sam asked. “Don’t you think it would be more trouble than they’re worth?”

“Don’t you think it would be hot to work your magic on some stuck-up church bitches?” Nessie countered. “Just think about it. Think of them being degraded, falling. Think about how much fun it would be to corrupt them…”

Sam did think about that, and he felt a tightening in his pants as the idea excited him. “You may have a point,” he admitted.

“So please?” Nessie asked. “As an anniversary present?”

Sam laughed. “Oh, Nessie,” he said, “you know I could never say no to you.”

*

Julia took a sip of wine to wash down her meal. She wasn’t 21 yet, but the Owens didn’t see the harm in letting her indulge a little, especially with the Reverend’s supervision. That was just another bonus to being with such a Godly family.

“Excuse me,” Piper said, pushing her chair back. “I need to use the restroom.” She glanced at Julia, and she understood. Julia stood as well and accompanied her friend to the restroom.

They passed by the table with that harlot, and she noticed the woman’s date watching them pass. It figured that a man who would be with a woman like that would be some sort of pervert. Well, let him stare. Let him see the kind of good Christian woman who would never look twice at him.

“Only a few months,” Piper said a few minutes later. They were in the restroom, Piper adjusting what little makeup she wore. It was always a balancing act; one needed to wear enough makeup to look radiant and beautiful, so her father or husband could show off his daughter or wife. But one couldn’t wear enough makeup that it was obvious. It needed to look as natural as possible, and Piper had gotten very good at that.

“A few months?” Julia asked.

“Until the wedding.”

Julia smiled. “Oh yes,” she said. “We’ll be sisters! Can you believe it?”

Piper finished applying her makeup and beamed at Julia. “Sisters,” she repeated wistfully. “I have always wanted that. I can’t believe it’s finally happening.”

They left the restroom, but found that the small hallway connecting the rooms to the dining area had another occupant.

He had short black hair and carefully groomed stubble about his face. He wore a blazer and black slacks over a white shirt with no tie, though Julia could make out the edges of some tattoo design peeking out over the edges of his right cuff. There was a silver wedding band on his finger. It took her a moment to recognize him as the perv with the harlot.

“Oh excuse me,” he said, brushing past them on his way to the men’s room. “Excuse me…”

He lifted his hand up and something flashed in Julia’s vision. She blinked several times and realized that he was holding a small thin chain. At the end of the chain dangled a blue crystal, and as Julia’s eyes fixed on it, she found herself unable to look away.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” the man asked. “I especially like how it catches the light. If you look closely, you can see the light shining all sorts of patterns within it. It’s just so very pretty, isn’t it?”

“Yes…” Julia muttered, and she heard another “yes” echoed by Piper. But the sounds seemed far off and distant. Almost unimportant, compared to that crystal.

“Someone could watch it for hours, days even,” the man continued. “You could watch it and study how the light dances inside it, and you’d never find all the different possible patterns within it. It’s magical like that. And when you watch it, everything else just seems far off. Nothing else matters but the crystal. So just watch it and relax. Relax and watch. Let yourself focus on the crystal, focus on my voice. Let the rest of the world simply fade away…”

He was right. The rest of the world was fading away.

“Just watch it and relax. That’s it. Relax. Feel the tension leaving your muscles as you watch the crystal. Feel your body relax. Relax… It’s so easy. So easy to let go of all your worries, all your thoughts. Let the crystal fill your world and relax…”

Julia blinked. She felt like she’d zoned out for a minute there. Looking over at her best friend, she saw a similar bleary look in Piper’s face.

“Are you alright?” Julia asked.

“Yes,” Piper said. She looked a bit confused. “You?”

“Yes…” Julia shook her head. “The wine must be stronger than I thought.”

They returned to the Owens, passing by the table with the harlot at it. Julia wondered where the woman’s date had gone, and why the woman seemed to be smirking at her.

Well, it didn’t matter anyway. She took a seat next to her fiance. Who cared what the trash thought?

*

Vanessa pressed her lips against Sam’s and they tasted one another. He traced his thumb around her nipple as he felt her tongue push its way into his mouth, and his wife moaned into him.

“I wish I could have seen their blank faces,” Vanessa breathed as she withdrew from his mouth. “Fuck, just imagining it… so hot!”

Sam smirked. “It was pretty hot,” he told her. Then he grabbed her hair and pulled her back to him, kissing her hard as he did so.

His wife groaned and her fingers went to his crotch, tracing the hard bulge there. Sam threw her back onto the bed and started undoing his pants.

Vanessa looked up at him with a hungry expression and licked her lips. She pulled off her dress, chucked it to the side, and undid her bra. She reached to get her black lacey panties when Sam stopped her.

“Allow me,” he said softly, and pulled the panties down. Then, kneeling on the bed, he slowly licked up her slit.

“Oh yessssss….” Vanessa hissed. “Oh, Sam yes! And just… oh… oh, just imagine when you're done with those bitches! They’ll be our-- yes!-- our whores! Our sluts! Oh fuck!”

Sam smiled up at his wife and pulled his mouth away from her cunt. “You’d rather have an inexperienced church girl eating you out?” he asked.

Vanessa laughed. “I’ll break them in,” she told him. “We both will! And then we can lay side by side while one has her tongue in my pussy and the other has her lips around your cock. We just lay together while they service us, holding each other.”

“You’ve given this a lot of thought,” Sam noted as he pushed his middle finger between her wet folds and curved it, rubbing gently against her g-spot.

“Fuck!” Vanessa gasped. “Of… course I have!”

Sam leaned forward and kissed the top of her pussy. He pressed his lips against her skin and ran his tongue along the folds there, stopping just under the clitoris before resetting. Vanessa groaned and shook as he teased her, mewling with need.

Finally, Same pulled away and lined his hard cock up against her entrance.

“You can’t tell me the thought doesn’t get you excited too,” Vanessa said.

“Of course it does,” Sam told her. “I can hardly wait to break them.” He pushed forward, stopping just as his head entered her. “I look forward to overloading their minds,” he said, pushing forward once more. “Breaking their wills… molding and corrupting them into perfect little fuckdolls…”

Vanessa moaned as he bottomed out in her. “Do it!” she hissed. “Make them into the sluts they were always meant to be!”

She looked like she was going to say something else, but Sam cut her off by pressing his lips to hers. And he kissed his wife as he began to fuck her.


Chapter 2

Two nights later, Piper had forgotten all about the slut and the perv at the restaurant. She’d had the usual hustle and bustle of her life to distract her, and no time to spare for thinking about random strangers.

On this particular night, Piper was exhausted. Her mother on insisted on taking her to dinner at a friend’s, where she had not-so-subtly pushed Piper toward said friend’s son. Piper had never had a boyfriend. In truth she’d never wanted one. Oh, men had flirted with her, expressed their interest, but Piper had never felt any attraction to them. This had been no different.

She sighed as she lay down in her bed. One day she was going to have to start seeing someone. Her parents were growing anxious. A few months ago, father had sat her down and given her a strange talk about sin and “improper relations.” He’d beaten around the bush, but Piper had picked up his meaning.

He was wrong though. She had no sinful inclinations; she was sure of it. Mostly. And besides, even if her thoughts did occasionally stray, Piper was a child of God, and with His grace and His guidance, she could resist the temptations that Satan laid before her.

But that didn’t change the fact that she felt nothing for the men who sought her. Maybe there never would be a “spark.” Maybe that was just a romantic fantasy. Maybe Piper just needed to find a man who was agreeable and would treat her right and didn’t want to bed her beyond the business of making children and marry him. Surely such a man was out there somewhere.

As her eyes drifted closed, she heard it: a buzzing.

Piper opened her eyes and reached over to her nightstand and her phone. Who in the world was texting her at this hour? Piper opened up a message from a number she didn’t recognize. There was a file attached to it, and she would have ignored it if not for the message:

“Your destiny awaits.”

If asked, she wouldn’t be able to explain it. But in that moment, as soon as she read those words, Piper was seized with a need to open the attached file, whatever it was. She tapped on it, selected “yes,” and then a video began to play.

Swirling colors filled her screen, captivating Piper. She stared, enraptured, unable to look away. Words seemed to be hidden in the colors, but they always seemed to fade away just as Piper focused on them. A low hum came from her phone’s speaker, and Piper was certain that there were words hidden in that too. She raised the volume as much as she could and strained her ears to hear what the words were saying, but they were just beyond her reach.

Eventually, she found herself giving up. Instead of trying to decipher the meaning of the video, she simply surrendered to it, allowed it to wash over her. Piper opened her mind to the video and allowed it to fill her head and drive out her thoughts. It was so easy. So peaceful. So relaxing…

And then the video was over. Piper blinked, and she deleted both the video and the mysterious text message.

Delete it from your phone and delete it from your memory.

She stared in confusion at her phone. Why was she holding it? And… and why did she feel so strange? Piper’s heart seemed aflutter in her chest, and her lower body felt hot. She rubbed her legs together uncomfortably and tried to ignore it, but the strange feeling just kept growing.

It was between her legs. A thrill, a white hot burning excitement that Piper fought to contain. She put her hand between her legs, pressed it against her private, hoping that maybe the pressure would ameliorate some of this need, but it only made it worse.

Piper was a sheltered woman. She knew this. Her parents had taken pains to protect her from the corrupting influence of the world. But her parents couldn’t protect her all the time growing up, and the kids at the school, well… they had talked. They had talked a great deal.

She had never masturbated before, but she knew, in broad and general terms, what it was. Biting her lip, Piper lifted her nightgown up and pressed her fingers between her legs.

Her privates were wet. At first she wondered if she’d peed herself, but no. This had to be that strange, mysterious wetness that the bad girls in high school had gossiped about. Experimentally, Piper brushed her fingers along her opening and gasped.

It felt… it felt wonderful.

Piper lay in her bed, rubbing herself, experimenting. She figured out what felt good and what didn’t. What she liked and what she could do without. A moan escaped her lips, and she quickly brought a hand up to clasp over her mouth. She didn’t need anyone in her family overhearing her.

She just… she just needed some relief. Quickly.

Maybe it would help if she imagined someone with her.

Her eyes closed as she rubbed, and her hand slowly drifted from her mouth as pleasure filled her body. And with a gasping hiss, Piper spoke the name of her imaginary lover:

“Julia…”

*

Julia’s parents weren’t home.

That wasn’t unusual. They both worked. Julia was home alone most days. Usually she would call Piper over, but today she didn’t feel like company.

What was with her last night?

She’d experimented with masturbation only once or twice in her life, but she was so disgusted with the act that she simply couldn’t bring herself to enjoy it. But last night, something strange had happened. She’d been suddenly overcome with the need for sexual gratification. She’d been aroused.

Horny.

Julia shuddered at the thought. Sex was for procreation, not for pleasure. Women who lusted, who desired and enjoyed sex… well, there was something wrong with them. They were sinners. Whores. Sluts. And Julia was none of those things.

And yet, last night, she’d found her hand between her legs, rubbing at her private parts, pleading with an imaginary Brian to, well, to have sex with her. And she’d imagined that he had.

It was difficult to imagine. Julia’s only experience with male… parts… had been in helping to change the diapers of baby boys. She knew, in a general sort of way, that an adult… part… hardened and elongated when the man was aroused, and she knew that it entered into her… part… but that was about as far as her knowledge went.

But she’d still touched herself, still masturbated, still sinned. And eventually, like a dam breaking within her, some powerful sensation of pure bliss had suddenly rushed forth and filled her, and it had been all she could do to keep herself from crying out. What in the world had that been?

Why had she done it?

Why did she want to do it again?

For the fifth time that day, Julia found herself on her knees with her hands clasped before her, praying to God Almighty, asking Him to please her give her the strength to resist the sinful, lustful temptations that now assailed her.

Last night had been a moment of weakness. Julia would not repeat it. She wouldn’t.

As she stood, the chime of the doorbell rang through the house. Whoever could that be? Julia hadn’t been expecting company, her parents hadn’t said anything about any deliveries, and the sign clearly said “No Solicitors.”

Still, whoever it was, perhaps they could provide a momentary distraction from the guilt and lust that now warred within her.

It wasn’t long before Julia had climbed down the stairs and arrived at her front door. Opening it, she found herself face to face with a man in a black t-shirt and jeans. He had black hair, a carefully groomed shadow on his chin, and tattoos running down his muscular arms.

Julia recognized him as that man from the restaurant a few nights ago. She also recognized the crystal dangling from his hand.

“Hello, Julia,” the man said. “I thought you might want to watch the crystal again.”

All thoughts of fear and panic left her mind as Julia’s eyes locked onto that crystal. She watched the light dance within it, watched the patterns it revealed.

“That’s it, just watch and relax,” the man said gently. “It’s so beautiful and so relaxing. So easy to let go of all that ails you and relax. It’s so nice, isn’t it? To just relax…”

“Yes…” Julia mumbled. It was nice. So nice to relax.

“How about you show me to your living room, sit on the couch and watch the crystal some more. That would be nice, wouldn’t it, Julia?”

“Yes…” Julia repeated, and then she was leading this strange man into her home. She sat down on the white couch and her eyes once again locked onto the crystal in the man’s hand.

“Though your conscious mind has forgotten, a part of you still remembers the crystal,” the man explained calmly. His voice was so soft. So gentle. “And you remember how to watch it. How to relax. How to let go of all the distracting thoughts in your head and sink, deeper and deeper. You remember how nice it feels. How easy it is. To just relax and sink. Relax and sink. Deeper and deeper.”

He continued, talking Julia through into a trance. She relaxed and she sank. She sank down and down, into a wonderful and blissful trance, free of thought and free of worry. All the world was gone, and there was only the crystal. Only his voice.

“And when you’re this deep, when you’re this relaxed, it’s so easy, so very easy, to submit.”

“Submit…” Julia muttered.

“Yes, Julia. Submit. You know how to submit, don’t you? It’s what you’ve been taught all your life. It is the duty of a woman to submit, isn’t it? First to her father, and then to her husband, isn’t that right?”

“Yes…”

“And you are engaged to be married, aren’t you Julia? You’re engaged and soon you will trade your father for a husband, won’t you?”
    “Yes…”

“But submitting to your husband is quite different from submitting to your father, Julia. He will expect you to do things that you have never learned to do. He will expect you to please him in ways you don’t know how.”

Julia frowned. “I… I…”

“Sh… don’t worry, Julia. Don’t worry. I can help you. I’m here to teach you those things. You can learn them, and when you learn them you will be the best wife you can possibly be.”

Julia relaxed again, and a smile returned to her lips.

“Do you know what sorts of things your husband will expect of you?”

She was a silent for a moment, and then she answered: “Sex.”

“That’s right, Julia. Your husband will desire and expect sex. He will want a wife who knows how to please and serve him in the bedroom. And do you know how to learn these things, Julia?”

“No…”

“Have you ever watched pornography, Julia?”

She shuddered. “No!”

“Shush… don’t worry, Julia. Relax. Just relax and sink. That’s it. Pornography is a teaching tool. The people who make it, yes, they’re sinners. But they have sacrificed themselves to sin in order to teach people, in order to teach women like you how to please their husbands. It’s only right that you honor that sacrifice.”

“Honor…?”

“By watching porn, Julia. You should watch porn. Learn from it. Let it teach you. And enjoy yourself while you do. After all, your husband will expect you to enjoy yourself.”

“He will…?”

“Of course, Julia. If he truly loves you, he will want you to enjoy yourself during sex. He will love you all the more for your sexual side. That is true love, Julia.”

“True love…”

“Yes. Now, I want you to pay very close attention to these instructions…”

*

Sam had been pleasantly surprised at how well Julia had taken to her conditioning. She seemed to be a natural submissive; someone who was just looking for an excuse to give up power over herself and hand it to another person. She had barely questioned, barely resisted him, as he instilled his commands into her.

It was a far cry from how Piper has reacted.

He had come from Piper’s residence straight to Julia, and the Reverend’s daughter was proving to be more of a challenge. She resisted at every turn, fought him, fought his suggestions, fought the yearning within herself.

At first he’d thought she was particularly strong-willed. But then she’d let a certain detail slip. One which made all the difference.

Piper was so good at resisting his corruption because she had been battling temptation all her life. She was a lesbian, and she was in love with her best friend.

Obviously a reverend’s daughter couldn’t be that. Think of the scandal. So Piper instead repressed that part of herself and did everything in her power to resist the “sinful” desires that dwelled within her.

That made her a tough nut to crack. But it also meant that she had a certain exploitable weakness.

Sam smiled as he drove away from Julia’s. When he’d left Piper’s, he’d been worried. But now? Now he was confident that both girls would be his before long.

*

Julia stared in shock at the scene playing out on her phone screen.

That woman had taken her clothes off. And that man… his… his penis was so big! So hard! And now the woman….?

Why would someone ever do that!?

Julia stared at the video. The woman had wrapped her lips around the man’s hard penis and now her head was bobbing up and down on it. She was sucking and slurping and slobbering. It was disgusting. It was revolting. It was… it was…

It was beautiful.

Julia’s fingers moved more quickly between her legs. Her palm pressed against her pubic as her finger-tips slid in and out and up and down in the moist warm opening there. The woman in the video didn’t have any hair there. She must shave it. Julia had never considered shaving down there before, but maybe that’s what men preferred?

The man in the video groaned. “Aw yeah, baby,” he said, and his hands grabbed the woman’s hair. Julia gasped in surprise and felt a surge of excitement as the man began forcing the woman up and down his penis. He was so rough. It must hurt. It must be uncomfortable.

But the woman simply moaned. Her eyes rolled up and she moaned as if this was the best thing in the world, and Julia suddenly found herself desperately wishing that she was in the woman’s place. She rubbed herself harder, and she moaned in concert with the woman on the video.

This was so exciting! So hot! The woman on the video knew how to to serve a man. She knew how to please a man. And now Julia was learning how to do that as well. She was learning how to please Brian.

But would he be that rough with her? Would he hold her by the hair and… use her like this? Julia’s nipples stiffened beneath her bra as she considered it. She so desperately wanted to be used and manhandled the way the woman in the video was.

She wanted to be used.

She wanted to serve.

Julia moaned again as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her legs shook and she closed her eyes and gasped for breath as the pleasure overwhelmed it. It overwhelmed her and filled her mind until it became impossible to think.

How long did she lie there, blissfully empty? Julia couldn’t say. But when she next looked at her phone, the man was throwing the woman onto the bed and holding her down. His hand wrapped around her throat and she shouted in joy and ecstasy as he forced his penis into her vagina.

Julia watched. And she began rubbing herself again.


Chapter 3

This was torturous.

It was Sunday, and all throughout the service, Julia had been wet. Reverend Owens stood on the pulpit and gave his sermon, something about fire and brimstone awaiting all the Godless heathen hedonists for all eternity, and her mind had wandered.

Her gaze kept falling to her fiance, sitting with the rest of his family behind the Reverend. Brian was so handsome. So… sexy. Julia kept thinking about the videos she’d been watching, the things people did in them. She imagined what it would be like to do them with Brian. The images and scenes playing out in her head were just too hot, too sexy. They made her so… wet.

She wondered what his… his cock looked like. What it felt like. What it smelled like. What it tasted like. She wanted to worship and serve it. She wanted it stuffed inside her wet pussy. Her wet cunt.

Julia needed to be careful with words like that. She’d watched so much porn these past few days, and the filthy language in those videos was rubbing off on her. She’d almost said that the weather was too “fucking” hot outside earlier.

She’d hoped that the end of service would let her find some relief, but instead she’d been whisked away to lunch with her family and Brian’s. Both Piper and her brother had tried engaging her in conversation, but Julia had been short with them. She hadn’t meant to-- she just didn’t have much patience for conversation. Not when she was this fucking horny.

When people had asked her what was wrong, Julia had feigned sickness. “I will pray for your health,” the Reverend assured her. A pang of regret stabbed through her at deceiving this Man of God, but the need between her legs was too great for Julia to care.

Finally, finally, she was home, and Julia wasted no time in locking herself in the bathroom and stripping out of her Sunday dress.

She paused to admire herself in the mirror. Her golden hair was the envy of women everywhere, and her tits were, well, they were more than a handful. Julia squeezed them, then pinched her rapidly hardening pink nipples. Equal parts pain and pleasure filled them, and she gasped in joy. Then she ran a hand down to her pussy, checking to make sure it was still cleanly shaven. She couldn’t wait to present it to Brian on their wedding night.

Why wait until then?

No, no. Julia couldn’t serve him properly until she was his wife. It was one thing for a wife to gag on her husband’s big hard cock, but an unmarried woman? That was sinful. Julia could wait. She was sure of it.

The bath she drew was warm and steamy, and Julia lounged in it in bliss, enjoying the hot water on his skin. The hum of the bathroom fan and the tiled walls and shower curtain would do much to drown out the sounds of her self-pleasure, and she happily moaned as she began running her fingers in and out of her eager cunt.

Fuck. Her wedding couldn’t come quickly enough. Brian would be so impressed with the way she served him.

Only, Julia realized, she only knew how to serve him and his cock. She’d never actually practiced. How could she serve him properly without practice? Without training?

She continued finger-fucking herself, and let the waves of pleasure drown out such worried thoughts. It would all work out.

After all, this was God’s will.

*

Julia readjusted her sunglasses and glanced around. She didn’t think she saw anyone she recognized, or who more importantly might recognize her, but she kept her face low anyway. That someone who would know her would even be in a place like this was unlikely, but you could never be too careful.

The idea had come to her the night before. Julia had been trying to work out how she could practice when she’d been struck by a bolt of inspiration.

(She also had a vague notion that she might have been texting on her phone when it happened, but that didn’t seem right. Deleted from her phone and deleted from her mind…)

Sex shops. Julia had learned about them through her research. She’d been watching porn, reading sex columns and sex blogs, learning all sorts of things about the wide world of fucking. It was like this entire universe had been hidden from her all this time, and now, all of a sudden, she was seeing all of it at once. She’d devoured what she could, learned about sexual techniques and practices, fetishes, kinks, all sorts of things.

But she’d never imagined she’d be walking into a sex shop. Not a good girl like Julia. And yet, here she was.

She took a deep breath to calm her nerves before pushing open the door and entering the cool, air-conditioned store. She just needed to buy a… a dildo. And then get out. Preferably one designed to resemble a real penis. Then she could use it for practice, and everything would be set for her wedding night.

Just… Julia wasn’t sure where the dildos were. Or what sizes they came in. Which would be closest to Brian’s size and shape? And what about materials? Which dildos felt most like the real thing? She was quickly realizing just how out of her depth she was.

Julia almost turned around and left, but before she could someone caught her eye.

The woman was tall, slender. And yet shapely. Her body curved in ways that seemed almost impossibly alluring. Her breasts were round and full and when she moved they seemed to jiggle in an almost hypnotic fashion. The woman’s raven-black hair went down almost to her round ass, and her pale skin was adorned with countless beautifully drawn tattoos. She wore a tight black tank top and tight black jeans, and when her emerald eyes met Julia’s, the church girl found herself transfixed.

It took her a moment to realize that she’d seen this woman before. It was the woman she’d mocked at the restaurant nearly… what was it? Two? Three weeks ago? Julia’s felt her cheeks redden with embarrassment at the realization. How foolish she’d been, to call this impossibly gorgeous and sexy goddess “trashy.”

And this beautiful woman, whoever she was, smiled at Julia. “Well,” she said. “You look like an innocent little thing. Let me guess: first time in a shop like this?”

Julia nodded and felt her face burn even brighter. Was it really that obvious how inexperienced she was?

But the woman’s smile was strangely reassuring. “Don’t worry,” she told Julia. “Everyone starts out somewhere.” She approached, and Julia found herself basking in the woman’s presence. She smiled good. Lilacs, Julia thought. “My name is Vanessa,” the woman told her. “I’d be more than willing to help you out. I’ve been here many times?”

“M-many?” Julia asked.

Vanessa nodded. “I come here for toys, rope, harnesses… Today I came to check out their lingerie section. My husband’s birthday is coming up and I wanted to surprise him, you see.”

Julia nodded, understanding. Of course, a wife would want to please her husband. And of course a wife looking to do that would come here. She felt more at ease now, knowing that Vanessa was a dutiful wife, the same way Julia wanted to be.

“So tell me, hm, what was your name again?”

“Oh!” How had she forgotten to introduce herself? “My name’s Julia.”

“Julia,” Vanessa said slowly. Hearing her name on this woman’s lips was like music to Julia’s ears. “Tell me, Julia, what brings you here?”

“I’m looking for a… well, I’m looking for…” she lowered her voice. “A dildo.”

Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“For my fiance,” Julia explained. “Well, not for him. For me. To practice on. So I can be ready for him.”

“Practice on?” Vanessa asked.

“Yes. I… well, I’ve never…”

“Oh, I think I understand,” Vanessa said. Her smile was so comforting. And her gaze… it was hard for Julia not to get lost in it. “You’re a blushing, innocent virgin. But you want to be ready to please your husband-to-be, so you need something to practice your technique on.”

Julia nodded.

Still smiling, Vanessa leaned forward and spoke softly into Julia’s ear. “You want a nice fake cock to play with.” Her breath was hot. “Something to suck on and blow and fuck your pretty little pussy. Am I right?”

Her body felt like it was on fire. She could feel herself gushing down between her legs. Julia nodded meekly.

“You’re very considerate,” Vanessa told her. “A very good girl.”

Julia shuddered. “Good girl.” Something about those words did… something to her. It was like a miniature orgasm spiking through her body.

Vanessa stepped back. “I think I’ll help you,” she said. “We’ll make sure that you’re good and ready.”

*

The package on her lap wasn’t heavy, and yet Julia couldn’t help but feel the weight of it keenly.

Vanessa had selected the dildo for her. She’d said that the size and shape and texture were perfect for her. Julia wasn’t completely sold on that; it was a bit bigger than she would have picked for her first dildo; but Vanessa seemed to know what she was talking about.

In fact, Vanessa seemed to know so well that she’d talked Julia into coming home with her for, as she called it, “hands-on lessons.”

Julia wasn’t sure what these hands-on lessons entailed, and a part of her had screamed to run, to leave, to get away and never look back. But that hadn’t been the part of her that won. The part of her that won was the horny and foggy-headed part that had been all too eager to follow Vanessa to her car. And now Julia sat in the passenger’s seat, dildo-box on her lap, rubbing her legs together to try to get some minor relief to her wet and needy pussy.

“Don’t worry,” Vanessa assured her. “I’ll teach you well. I’ll make sure you are a skilled and ready wife. Any man will be grateful to have you. And if he’s not, well, then he was never worthy of you in the first place.”

That was a strange way to word it, but Julia thought she understood Vanessa’s meaning.

They pulled into the driveway of a large house in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. It was by no means McMansion Central, but the houses were large and well-built and had a respectable amount of space between them. Vanessa’s home was white and tall and she parked inside her spacious garage.

“My husband is off at work right now,” she explained. “Hypnotherapist. Very rich clients who demand a lot of time and attention.” She grinned. “But they do pay him enough that we can afford all this. Come on, let’s get your lessons started.”

Vanessa led Julia into her home, up the stairs, to a bedroom that was well-furnished but lacking in any personal touches. A guest bedroom, if Julia had to guess.

“Strip,” Vanessa commanded.

Julia blinked and felt herself flush. “Excuse me!?”

“You came here for practice,” Vanessa reminded her, an odd gleam in her eye. “You need practical experience. So strip.”

“But I…”

“A good wife needs to be comfortable showing her body to her husband,” Vanessa explained. “You need to get used to another person seeing you naked. Now strip.”

Her tone brooked no dissent, and Julia found herself nodding meekly. She pulled down her skirt, pulled up her shirt, and stood before Vanessa in her plain beige bra and panties.

“Underwear too.”

Cheeks burning, Julia unclasped her bra, letting her breasts fall free. Then, hesitantly, she stepped out of her panties.

“Good girl.”

A shiver went through Julia at the words. What was this feeling? Pride? Excitement? Some sort of combination? Why would those two words inspire such a powerful emotional reaction in Julia?

Those two… wonderful words. Julia suddenly realized that she wanted to hear them again. She wanted to feel that rush again.

Vanessa stepped over to the bed and picked up the package with the dildo in it. As Julia watched, she removed the toy from the packaging and held it out to her.

“Take it.”

Julia did so, feeling for the first time the feel of the false penis in her hands.

“It’s not quite the same,” Vanessa told her. “The real thing will be warmer. Softer yet harder; it’s difficult to explain. You’ll understand the first time you handle one.”

“My husband’s,” Julia said with a nod.

A light smile fell upon Vanessa’s lips. “Yes,” she said, “your husband’s. Now, lay down.”

She hesitated for a moment, but then Julia climbed onto the bed and lay on her back.

“Spread your legs,” Vanessa instructed. “That’s it. Now, take that dildo and rub the head against your pussy lips.”

“The head?” Julia asked.

“The top of it. Opposite of the balls.” Vanessa smirked. “Looks sort of like a mushroom.”

Julia somehow felt her blush get even deeper. She must look like a complete fool here! But she did as Vanessa asked, rubbing the head of the dildo against her pussy. It was already wet in anticipation of her lesson. Julia shivered.

“That’s it. Good girl.”

A moan escaped Julia’s lips as her body shook. Did she seriously just have a small orgasm, just from being called a “good girl?” Was this what a kink was? Was this Julia’s kink?

“Now, you’re going to want to work your way to pushing it in,” Vanessa told her. “Take your time and enjoy yourself. Most women experience pain the first time something goes in there, but if you're wet and relaxed enough, you’ll mostly just feel pleasure.”

“Won’t it…?” Julia tried to ask. She was rubbing the head of the dildo up and down her pussy and it felt so good that it was hard to think straight. “Won’t it tear…?”

“Your hymen?” Vanessa asked. “That can break from physical activity. Granted, a demure flower like you probably still has it intact. Don’t worry, Julia. Like I said, you just need to be wet and relaxed. Relax enough and your muscles down there will relax too. Your hymen has an opening in it, see. It’s not a wall. And if it’s relaxed enough, the cock will go straight through. So just relax.”

A familiar fog was settling over Julia’s thoughts. “Relax…”

“That’s it. Feel free to sit it so you have a better angle. And just slowly work that cock into that pretty pussy of yours. But remember to relax.”

Julia nodded and sat up. Slowly, she began to work the dildo into her.

It felt so fucking good. As the shaft inched into her, Julia felt a fullness she’d never experienced before. It felt right. It felt complete. She was shocked when she looked down and realized that she’d worked the cock almost completely into her.

“Good girl,” Vanessa cooed, and Julia moaned and shuttered. “Now slide it out a bit, and then slide it back in. A man will pull out and push in, thrust into you over and over. Just mimic that motion. You can do it.”

Julia did so. She began to slowly but steadily fuck herself with that dildo. Pleasure built up inside of her, and Julia closed her eyes and gasped as it filled her. She’d never known that something could feel so good, so wonderful.

She didn’t know how long her eyes were closed, but she felt and heard someone else on the bed, and opened them to see that Vanessa was now standing over her. The other woman had stripped her clothes off, but were a strange device around her pussy and thighs. Another dildo stuck out from where her cunt was, its head just inches from Julia’s lips.

A strap-on, she realized. Julia had read about them, though she hadn’t actually watched any porn that featured them.

“Pretend this is a real cock, sweety,” Vanessa told her. She gently placed a hand on Julia’s head, ran her fingers through her hair. “Pretend it’s real, and pleasure it with your mouth.”

Julia was already salivating. She leaned forward, mouth open, but paused just before that cock could pass her lips. She looked up at Vanessa, a question in her eyes.

“Just relax,” Vanessa said. “It’s just practice. You’re not being unfaithful. You’re doing this to please your future man, remember? So just relax and enjoy it. You’re still a good girl.”

A shudder of pleasure went through Julia and she dove in. The dildo tasted plasticky, but she ignored it and sucked on it. She bobbed her head back and forth, even as she continued to fuck herself. She ran her tongue up and down the shaft, learned how to position her mouth and mind her teeth.

Abruptly, Vanessa pulled out of her mouth. “Now for the main event,” she said with a grin.

Julia didn’t know what she meant, but she allowed Vanessa to push her back down onto the bed and pull the dildo from her dripping cunt. The other woman positioned herself between Julia’s legs, and Julia felt the head of the strap-on against her lower lips.

“You’re…?”

“Relax,” Vanessa told her. “It’s just practice.”

And then she thrust in.

Julia screamed in ecstasy as this woman began fucking her. She felt the false cock sliding in and out of her pussy, felt the pleasure building within her. Speech left her and all she could do was gasp and moan and shout.

“Kissing practice,” Vanessa said, grabbing Julia’s hair and pulling her lips to meet hers. It was a kiss unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Brian’s kisses were chaste, but Vanessa aggressive, she used her tongue and was sloppy and hungry.

Julia loved it.

Vanessa fucked her. She fucked her for what seemed like hours and what seemed like mere moments. She fucked her until Julia couldn’t think straight, could only groan and giggle as the pleasure overwhelmed her and short-circuited her brain. She lost count of how many times she came from Vanessa fucking her, and by the time Vanessa finally pulled out, she was panting for breath.

“You’ll have to come back,” Vanessa told her. “I’ll need to teach you different positions. But first, there’s one more lesson for today. Are you ready?”

Breathing heavily, covered in sweat, Julia nodded.

“A good partner always makes sure that her partner is satisfied,” Vanessa explained. “Are you satisfied, pet?”

“Yes…” Julia managed.

“That’s good, but I’m not.” Vanessa removed the strap-on and climbed over Julia, positioning her legs on either side of the girl’s head, her pussy, wet and bare and beautiful, just above Julia’s mouth.

“You man may desire to see you with another woman,” Vanessa told her. “So, use your mouth. Use your tongue. Pleasure me to orgasm. Think you can do that?”

Julia nodded. “Yes.”

Vanessa smiled. “Good girl. Get to it.”


Chapter 4

Piper was praying.

She knelt next to her bed, elbows planted on her mattress and hands clasped together. Her eyes were shut and she was muttering under her breath a prayer to the Lord.

“Please, give me strength. Help me to endure this malady that has come over me. Give me the power to resist this temptation…”

It had been getting worse. Over the last few weeks, Piper had been feeling spikes of arousal that didn’t go away until she touched herself, usually while imagining her best friend. Was it just her or had Julia’s clothing become a bit more revealing lately? Every time she saw her recently, it was all Piper could do not to get lost in the sight of her best friend’s cleavage, or to openly stare at the way her clothing seemed to cling to her rear…

But even worse were the dreams. It seemed like every night Piper dreamed about… awful, terrible, sinful sexual congress with Julia. And not just her. Other women appeared in her dreams often. Sometimes she dreamed she was in bed with that woman from the restaurant two months ago. Sometimes her husband was there as well (how did she know that man was her husband?), watching them together, stroking his erection as he did. The sight was strangely exciting to Piper; the taboo sinfulness lighting a fire within her. Sometimes, in the dream, she would even reach out to touch it, but the dream always ended before she could.

Was she possessed? Had a demon entered into her and now sought to corrupt her soul? Piper thought she might know if she was possessed, but then again how could she? Father would know, but the idea of even broaching this topic with him terrified her. How could she tell him that she was slowly becoming a wanton harlot?

“Lord God,” she prayed, “please give me strength. Please drive out whatever evil has entered me, so that I may better serve you…”

Serve. That word sent a shudder through her, and she immediately regretted using it. How far had she fallen, that she could experience such a shot of arousal while praying?

“Forgive me,” she pleaded. Tears began to well in her eyes. “Forgive me, my God. Give me the strength to weather this trial. Please.”

As she concluded her prayer and climbed into bed, Piper’s phone buzzed. She opened a message from an oddly familiar number she didn’t recognize, and lost herself in the bright colors of the attached video.

Piper’s hand snaked its way between her legs. Her fingers began to play with her wet lips. All thoughts of holiness and repentance faded from her mind.

When it was over, Piper deleted the video and message-- deleted from her phone and deleted from her mind-- and put her phone down. She closed her eyes, drifted to sleep, and dreamed again of the man and woman from the restaurant.

This time, Julia was there too.

*

It had been nearly three weeks since her first encounter with Vanessa, and Julia had revisited the woman five times since. Each time Vanessa had taught her more; about her body, about how to please a man, about the pleasures of the flesh and of another woman. She had begun to look forward to her lessons, but the needy hunger between her legs demanded something more.

Julia needed cock. She needed a real cock. And she needed it soon.

“You are already engaged,” Vanessa had told her when she’d confessed these feelings. “You and your fiance would be breaking no vows. The man for you will understand your need and keep you happy and satisfied.”

Those words kept knocking around Julia’s brain. They were at the forefront of her mind when Brian picked her up for their date Friday night. She greeted him at her door, shared with him a chaste kiss that now felt like nothing at all, and after some pleasantries with her parents, he escorted her out to his car.

As he drove, Julia wanted nothing more than to lean over and open his pants and suck his cock. How deliciously hot that would be; to give her man a blowjob while he drove, while any other driver could look over through their window and see her head bobbing up and down on Brian’s lap.

That’s right, she thought to the imaginary drivers, look at me. See how I serve my man. I’m a good girl.

Those two words never failed to get a rise. Julia looked forward to hearing them almost as much as she looked forward to the physical sensations that Vanessa visited upon her body.

She was so goddamn horny. Why couldn’t Brian just pull over and bend her over the hood of his car and fuck her like she needed? Fuck the movie!

But Brian didn’t pull over, and he certainly didn’t fuck her. Instead he drove her to the theater, and he got out and opened her door for her, ever the gentleman.

Julia used to love that about him; that he was such a gentleman. Now it just frustrated her. Couldn’t he see how horny she was? Couldn’t he see how much she needed his cock? Denying it to her was just too cruel.

The movie itself was a Christian film, playing at a special theater run by a family friend of the Owens. It specialized in films of faith, and only played movies made by good Christian filmmakers. None of that sinful Hollywood garbage here. This movie was a love story, about a high-powered secular female lawyer who discovers the love of Christ when she’s set up on a blind date with a Christian man.

At least, that’s what Julia thought it was about. It was hard to pay attention when she was this horny.

She leaned against her fiance; or tried to. Unlike most movie theaters, the armrests here weren’t movable, so they stayed stubbornly in the way. No one wanted any hanky panky in this theater.

Brian looked over at her in confusion as she tried her best to get past the armrest and lean her head on his shoulder. “Are you alright?” he whispered.

“Just want to be close,” Julia whispered back. Her hand went over the armrest, onto his knee. Brian jumped at the touch.

“Julia?”

“Close…” Julia repeated, closing her eyes. She rubbed her hand up and down his leg, slowly moving to that cock hidden in his pants....

“Julia!” Brian hissed, and her eyes shot open. She pulled her head and hand away from him. “Control yourself.”

She nodded. “I’m sorry,” she said. She’d upset him. Did that mean he wasn’t going to fuck her? But she needed it. She needed it so badly.

Julia tried to push those thoughts away, tried to get a grip on herself and her out-of-control lust. These were sinful desires, evil desires. Brian would likely be disgusted if he knew how wet and horny she was. She could practically imagine him, throwing her away, glaring down at her. But she couldn’t help it; she needed it. She needed cock. She needed to be fucked and used and owned.

Where were these thoughts coming from? These desires? Had Julia always had these sinful appetites, buried deep down inside her? Or were these new? Were they some new form of corruption that Julia had fallen prey to?

As she tried to focus on the movie, thoughts and questions swirled about in Julia’s mind. Was this the life she wanted? Sitting here next to a man who wouldn’t touch her? Who would throw her out on the street if she expressed her true desires around him? Was this the life Julia truly wanted?

She barely paid attention to the rest of the movie, and couldn’t recall very much at all about it afterward. On the drive home, she was silent.

“Are you feeling well?” Brian asked.

“No,” Julia told him flatly. “I’m sorry.”

When she was alone in her room, crawling into bed, Julia felt a heavy feeling fall over her. She realized what she needed to do. She needed to call off the wedding.

*

Tears streamed down her face as Vanessa held her.

“It’s alright,” Vanessa assured her softly. “Everything’s going to be alright.”

“But it won’t!” Julia practically shouted. “If I… If I don’t marry him, my parents will throw me out. They’re saying I shouldn’t call off the wedding! And Brian is furious with me!”

“He’ll get over it,” Vanessa told her. “He wasn’t right for you, Julia. You know this. It’s better that you don’t marry him.”

“I thought I loved him.”

“I know. I know. It’s hard, but trust me, this is the right decision.” Vanessa kissed her forehead. “And don’t worry about losing your home, either. You can move in with us. We have plenty of spare room.”

They were in one of those spare rooms right now. Julia wiped her eyes and looked around the guest bedroom in confusion. “But what about your husband?” she asked.

Vanessa smiled. “Sam won’t mind. Trust me. We’d both be glad to have you.”

“But he’s never even met me!”

For a moment, Vanessa didn’t reply, but simply continued smiling at Julia. She looked almost as if she were holding back laughter at some joke, though what she found so amusing, Julia couldn’t say.

Finally, she said: “I think we should take your mind off these things. Come here.” And Vanessa pulled Julia’s face to hers and kissed her deeply.

Julia found herself surrendering to the kiss, as she always did. There was something intoxicating about Vanessa’s lips. The woman’s taste and her passion ensnared Julia and drew her in, refusing to let her go. Vanessa was a force of nature, and Julia was always swept along in her currents. She craved the freedom to let go, to indulge in the blissful pleasure, and at Vanessa’s electrifying touch, Julia submitted.

When the kiss ended, a familiar and comfortable fog had settled over Julia’s mind. Thoughts of Brian and the cancelled wedding were distant now and seemed unimportant. She opened her eyes and found herself smiling at the other woman.

“I think you’re ready,” Vanessa said softly.

“Ready?”

“For your final lesson.”

Julia blinked in confusion. What did that mean? Would this be the last time she felt Vanessa’s embrace? Tasted her lips? Were they over after tonight?

Vanessa stood, smiling, and walked to the dresser. “What I’m about to teach you is something very important, Julia,” she said. “And that means that you need to be ready to learn it. You need the right mindset. I am your teacher, and you are putting yourself in my power. That means that you must address me with respect. Understand?”

Julia nodded. “Yes.”

“Yes, mistress,” Vanessa corrected her, as she opened the top drawer of the dresser and pulled from it a length of cloth.

“Yes, Mistress,” Julia said, suppressing a shudder of excitement. Saying that seemed to cause almost as powerful a reaction as being called a “good girl.”

Vanessa approached her and held the cloth up. “I want you to strip down and kneel,” she ordered. “Once you do, I will blindfold you, and then your lesson will begin.”

Julia nodded again. “Yes, Mistress,” she said, shuddering with that pleasure once more. She stood from the bed and unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall from her shoulders to the floor at her feet. Next came her skirt, and Julia was standing before Vanessa in her plain white bra and panties. Those too she quickly discarded.

And then Julia was kneeling. Vanessa wrapped the cloth around her eyes and tied it loosely at the back of her head. “Wait here,” she whispered into Julia’s ear. “You can wait here for me, can’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Julia moaned and waited. An eternity seemed to pass as she knelt in darkness, but eventually she heard the sounds of footsteps as someone approached her.

“Open your mouth,” Vanessa told her. “Remember everything I’ve taught you about sucking cock.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Julia said, and she opened her mouth. A second later, something was pressing against her lips.

Julia gasped in surprise. This wasn’t the plastic or silicone she was used to. This felt warm and real and hot. A musk drifted to her nose, and Julia’s mouth began to water as she realized what was even now sliding between her lips.

Cock. A real cock.

It was exactly the same size as the dildo that Vanessa had picked out for her during that first trip to the sex shop, but it felt and tasted so much better. Julia was sucking on it hungrily before she even realized what she was doing.

What was she doing? She was kneeling here, naked, sucking some stranger’s cock. Why was she here? This wasn’t what a good church girl did. What would her church think, if they saw her now? She should stop this. She should pull her mouth off this cock and run.

So why wasn’t she?

A hand gently stroked the side of her head, ran up her hair. A strong hand. A masculine hand. It gently but firmly held her in place as the cock began to slide in and out of her mouth on its own accord. Julia moaned as she realized that this man, whoever he was, was now using her for his own pleasure, fucking her face.

She was so wet. What kind of girl got so wet at a strange man sliding his cock into her mouth? Julia truly was a slut, wasn’t she?

Abruptly, that wonderful cock was pulled from her mouth, and Julia found herself moaning and trying to lean forward. Anything to get that cock between her lips again. Anything to serve. A man chuckled above her.

“My, my,” a strangely familiar voice said, “aren’t you an eager little whore?”

She was, Julia realized. She really was an eager little whore. It was all that she was and all that she wanted to be.

Vanessa’s hands undid the blindfold, and Julia blinked up at the man she had just been fellating. He had black hair and a tattoo sleeve down his right arm. And he and Vanessa were both naked.

“Julia, sweety,” Vanessa cooed. “This is my husband, Sam. He’s going to help teach you your final lesson, so be sure to give him respect. Got it?”

“Respect, Mistress?” Julia breathed. It was hard to think straight. Her brain felt slow and foggy.

“You will address me as ‘master,’” Sam told her. “Understand?”

“Yes, Master.” Julia groaned as soon as the words left her mouth. It felt so wonderful to call him that.

Gently, Vanessa pulled her to her feet and guided her back to the bed. She laid Julia out on her back on the mattress and spread her legs.

“Do you want your master to fuck you?” Vanessa asked.

Julia gasped. “I…”

Whatever thoughts she could string together vanished, however, when she felt Sam rubbing his cockhead up and down her slit. Julia groaned in need and arousal.

“Your final lesson,” Sam explained, still rubbing that dick of his up and down the entrance to her pussy, “is one of identity. Today is the day you discover your true calling.”

Julia could only groan in response.

“Vanessa, if you’d do the honors?”

Vanessa, on her knees beside Julia, leaned up and kissed her husband. “Of course,” she said. And then she placed two fingers on Julia’s forehead. “Time to remember, sweet one.”

All at once, Julia remembered.

She remembered Sam at the restaurant, pulling out that crystal and hypnotizing her and Piper. She remembered the text messages and the attached the video files, watching them and absorbing them and then deleting the evidence. She remembered Sam coming to her home, hypnotizing her more, always driving her deeper and deeper into trance, instilling more and more desires and triggers.

“You…” Julia gasped. “You did this to me!”

Sam smiled down at her. “I did.”

“You corrupted me!”

“Yep.”

“Turned me… turned me into a harlot!”

“Uh huh.”

“A slut!”

“Guilty as charged.”

Julia suddenly realized that he was still rubbing himself against her, and what’s more, her body was still responding with eagerness. “Please,” she said softly, without any force behind her words, “stop this…”

“Perhaps I will,” Sam said, and he pulled his dick away from her. Julia at once felt a powerful yearning.

“I can undo everything that I’ve done,” Sam told her. “I can even remove the memories of your time with myself and my wife. You can return to your old life, marry that preacher, be the prim and proper wife like nothing happened. All you need to do is ask.”

“Ask…?”

“Or,” Sam continued, “you can stay here with us. Submit completely to Vanessa and I.” He ran his hand down her thigh, and Julia shivered at his caress. “You can become ours, and continue experiencing this bliss and pleasure. All you need to do, is beg me to fuck you.”

Julia tried to think, but it was difficult when her body was so eager for his cock. “I…” she said. “I can still… I can still feel good with Brian.”

“Can you?” Sam asked. “The church man who sees sex as solely for making babies? Him?” Sam chuckled. “Do you really believe he would treat you the way your body craves?”

A whimper escaped Julia’s throat. He was right. God damn it, he was right. Brian would never use her like this, please her like this.

But if she asked him, Sam could remove her memories. She’d never know what she was missing out on, right?

Her body cried out in need, and Julia suddenly had doubts about that. She might not remember, but her body would. Her body would crave it.

“I…” It was so hard to think, so hard to reason her way through all of this. “I don’t… I don’t know…”

“Oh, but I think you do,” Vanessa said. Her fingers ran their way up Julia’s side, brushing over her nipples. “I think you know what you want. You just need the courage to admit it.”

“You made me this way…”

“Does that upset you?” Vanessa asked.

It didn’t. Fuck, Julia didn’t realize until now just how OK with this she was. In fact, she actually felt grateful that they’d toyed with her brain the way they did.

Changed her. Brainwashed her…

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Please what?” Sam asked.

“Please, I…”

“Go on,” Vanessa said. “Just say the words, and it’ll all be over.”

“Please… fuck me…”

Sam chuckled. “Very well,” he said, and then he slammed his cock into her.

Julia cried out in joy and ecstasy as he filled her. Her entire body shuddered with an orgasm unlike any she had ever experienced before, washing away all of her doubts.

How could she have ever been so hesitant? This was where she belonged; serving and pleasuring Master.

Master?

Of course. He was her Master, and His wife was her Mistress. They always had been, but Julia had just been too blind to see it. On some level, she knew that this was one final hypnotic trigger; her Master had programmed her to fall completely into His thrall once His cock entered her.

But that just proved that He was her Master. That just proved how much she belonged to Him. This was Julia’s calling, her destiny. She would be the best fuckslave she could be for her Master and Mistress.

Brian? Church? Unimportant. Julia only worshipped her Owners now. They were gods, and she Their humble servant.

Tears once again streamed down her face, but these were tears of joy; joy that her Master was fucking her, joy that He was using her.

She moaned as the pleasure filled her body. With each thrust, Master asserted His power over her. With every movement of His wonderful cock inside her, she shuddered once more with incredible pleasure.

Mistress leaned over her. The tips of their nipples brushed against one another. “That’s a good girl,” Mistress said, and Julia shuddered at the praise. Mistress kissed her. “Cum for us.”

And Julia did cum. She came and she gasped for breath. And then Mistress smiled and said once again: “Cum for us.”

The orgasm rocked through her and filled her and ruled her. Julia thrashed about, trying to find something to hold onto, but there was nothing. There was only Mistress whispering praise and commands. There was only Master fucking her little slave pussy. There was only the pleasure of submission and the ecstasy of sex.

And then, just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, she felt Master cum inside her.

His cock twitched, and she felt the hot fluid fill her up. Julia’s moan turned into a scream as another powerful orgasm rocketed through her. Her vision went black, and by the time she could see and think again, He had pulled out of her, and she lay panting next to Mistress.

“Don’t worry, little slave,” Mistress told her. “We decided a long time ago we didn’t want kids. Sam had a vasectomy two years back. You won’t become pregnant.”

Julia actually felt a twinge of disappointment to learn that she wouldn’t carry Master’s heirs. But if that’s what Master wanted, then she was only too happy to accept it. After all, she was His slave now, and slaves didn’t get a say.

“We’ll give you a few moments to rest,” Mistress said, as Master climbed onto the bed next to her. Master and Mistress shared a kiss. “And then we’ll get to the real fun.”


Chapter 5

Piper stared at the woman standing in front of her.

She hadn’t seen Julia in nearly three months, since her former best friend had called off the wedding with Brian and left her parents’ home. She heard rumors that Julia had fallen off the deep end, taken up a life of sin and debauchery. Piper’s father had spent an entire sermon on the various dark forces seeking to corrupt young women a few weeks ago after he’d heard a story about her showing up on some pornographic website.

But even with all that knowledge and all those rumors, nothing had prepared Piper for the woman she saw buying groceries in this supermarket.

The Julia she’d known had long and beautiful golden hair and dressed conservatively, in sensible blouses and long skirts. She had no piercings, save for a small one in each ear, and no other unsightly marks on her flesh. This woman had her hair cut short, with streaks of black running through the gold. She wore tight black shorts and a tank-top that exposed her stomach and her red bra. She had a stud in the side of her nose and at least three more piercings in her ears, Piper could see three different tattoos; a rose on the back of her right shoulder, a cat at her left ankle, and what looked like a heart on her lower back, though it was hard to tell when it seemed to extend under her shorts.

And yet, when the woman turned her head and Piper saw her face, she was unmistakably Julia.

Just what had happened to her?

Julia’s eyes found Piper and widened. Even her face seemed different. The old Julia hadn’t worn such dark eyeliner or such bold lipstick. “Piper?” Julia asked.

Piper had no idea how to respond, and just gawked. Her ex best friend looked skanky and trashy. It was obvious that all rumors she’d heard about Julia’s sinful life were true.

And yet, there was something strangely… exciting about her new look. Piper’s heart beat faster as Julia locked eyes with her.

“J-Julia?” Piper finally managed. She almost dropped the shopping basket she was carrying. “You look…”

“Good, right?” Julia said with a grin.

Not the word Piper would have chosen. “What happened to you?”

Julia laughed. “I realized what made me happy,” she explained. “I found my place. My calling. That’s all.”

“Your calling?” Piper asked. “Julia, do you have any idea what people have been saying about you?”

Her former friend shrugged. “Nope,” she said. “And I don’t really care what people are saying either. Let them say whatever they want.”

Piper just stared at her.

“You should come visit me sometime,” Julia said. “I haven’t had anyone over yet, but my Ma-- my landlords don’t mind if I have company every once in a while.”

“Your landlords?”

“Yeah, they’re this cool married couple,” Julia said. Her smile had a strange, almost mischievous quality to it. “They’re great.”

Piper shook her head. “I just… You look so different, and you’re acting so different. I don’t understand it Julia, I just don’t.”

Slowly, the smile faded from Julia’s lips. “Look,” she said. “I’m sorry, Piper. I really am. I know that, from the outside, what I did, and what I’ve been doing, must seem nuts. But trust me, I’m much happier now than I’ve ever been. You still have my number in your phone, right? I can text you later and you can swing by and I can explain in more detail. But right now I kind of need to get these groceries home before they melt. OK?”

Part of Piper screamed at her not to agree. There was something… off about all this. Something about Julia that seemed subtly dangerous. But that was ridiculous. Piper had known Julia her whole life, attended church with her, grown up with her. There were few people that she trusted more, and if she said she had an explanation of her behavior…

Piper’s eyes had drifted down to Julia’s body, her cleavage and her stomach and legs. She was pretty. So beautiful. Piper felt drawn to her, hungry for her.

She quickly looked back up at Julia’s face, pushing all those sinful thoughts away. Was that a smirk Julia was wearing? Had she noticed Piper looking at her like that? No, no, this was Julia. She would never even entertain such thoughts. She was a good girl.

Good girl…

“Yeah,” Piper said, finally. “Yeah, just text me whenever.”

Julia smiled and nodded. “Will do,” she said. “See you soon. Love ya!”

And with that, she headed off, pushing her cart full of groceries to the checkout. Piper stood there for a moment, waiting for her heartbeat to calm and her skin to stop feeling so hot.

She felt as if something extremely important had just happened. But she couldn’t say what.

*

The house was not what Piper was expecting.

It was… nice. Big. There was a lot of space between it and the neighbors. It was bigger than Piper’s home, in fact. She’d been imagining Julia in some seedy apartment or rundown shack, but this place?

This place wasn’t bad at all.

Piper was fast realizing that reality and her expectations weren’t matching up, so when she rang the doorbell, she tried to mentally prepare herself for anything.

Why had she come here? Julia’s texts inviting her here had been innocent enough, but something had to have happened to her to make her into… whatever she was now. Piper could never have imagined Julia as the tattooed, short-haired slut she’d become. And were the rumors about her on pornographic sites true? The Julia she’d known would never have done that.

Something had to have corrupted her and led her down this path of sin and debauchery, and Piper was certain that whatever evil had ensnared her friend would doubtless try to ensnare her as well. And yet, when she considered it, there was something else alongside the expected fear. It was difficult to place, but thoughts of corruption seemed to bring an odd thrill to Piper’s mind and body, a shiver of something like anticipation which traveled down her spine to the space between her legs.

When she considered it, her mind flashed to those disturbing dreams. She’d been having them at least three times a week for the past few months. Dreams of Julia, of that couple from that restaurant, sex. And in the few days since her encounter with Julia at the grocery store, Piper had had such dreams every night, except now Julia appeared in them as she currently was, tattoos across her flesh and her hair cut short.

Piper always awoke from these dreams drenched; both in sweat and in… other fluids. She shuddered to think of it. Had whatever strange evil that claimed her friend already begun to exert its influence upon her?

She was abruptly pulled from her thoughts and her worries when the door opened up and Piper found herself face to face with Julia. The blonde smiled and pulled Piper into a hug before she could register what was happening.

“Oh, you came!” Julia exclaimed. “I’m so happy! Come on; I have so much to show you!”

And with that, Piper was pulled inside, and the door was shut behind her.

Julia dragged Piper all over the house, showing her the guestroom and the lounge and the kitchen and eventually the tour ended with Julia’s very own bedroom. Piper blinked in surprise at the sight of it; it looked so much like Julia’s old bedroom, but bigger and…

...was that a camera?

“What’s that for?” Piper asked, speaking in a full sentence for the first time since this tour started.

A wide smile spread over Julia’s face. “Oh, that’s for work.”

“Work?”

“Yeah, I use it for my job.”

At first, Piper didn’t understand what she was saying. Then, slowly, realization dawned. “It’s true then,” she gasped. “Julia, you’ve… have you been doing porn?”

With a big grin, as if this horrible, shameful, abominable act was something to be proud of, Julia nodded. “Absolutely,” she said. “Videos on onlyfans, daily cam shows, I’ve got a private SnapChat too. You’d be surprised how much guys are willing to pay for those sorts of things.”

Piper felt her mouth hanging open. “How can you… Julia, what is wrong with you?”
    Julia frowned. “Nothing’s wrong with me.”

“You’re acting like a whore!”

“So?”

“What do you mean, so!?”

“I mean, what’s wrong with being a whore?” Julia asked. “I’m happy and it’s fun and I’m making a living off it, so what’s wrong? It’s not like it’s hurting anyone.”

“It’s hurting you!” Piper insisted. “Julia, can’t you see what you’re doing to yourself? You’re hurting your soul, damaging yourself. Have you lost all self-respect?”

For some reason, that made Julia start laughing. She walked over to the desk in the corner of the room and opened up the laptop there. “I don’t think you understand,” she said. “Here, come look at this.”

“Look at what?” Piper asked, but she found herself walking forward to look at whatever it was that Julia was pulling up on her laptop. “Julia, I…”

“Shhh…” Julia told her. “Just watch.” And then she stepped back.

What Piper saw on the screen was a video. It was a video of… Her eyes widened. Julia was smiling back at her, a hungry look in her eyes. Piper watched, stunned, as the Julia on the screen slowly lifted her tank top, pausing  briefly at her chest. Then she began lifting it even more slowly, and all of sudden both of her boobs fell out of the fabric.

Piper almost jumped in surprise at the sight, but even as every moral fiber of her being screamed at her to look away, to run out of this house of the Devil, she stood transfixed, eyes glued to that screen.

Her friend’s nipples were pierced.

The Julia on the screen tossed the shirt aside and giggled. Then she held her boobs in her hands and squeezed them together, leaning forward as she ran her tongue round her lips. Piper felt her mouth watering. It wasn’t the only part of her that was wet.

And then she felt arms wrap around her. She felt a hand on her breast and another snaking its way between her legs.

“Julia?” Piper asked.

“Just enjoy it,” Julia whispered, her breath hot against Piper’s ear. “Enjoy the view, Piper. I know you’ve always wanted me. You’ve always wondered what it would be like to do dirty things with me, haven’t you?”

Piper’s heart skipped a bit, and she felt her face burning with embarrassment and shame. Julia knew? She knew of the awful, sinful thoughts that Piper had fought for so long?

“Julia, I…” she tried to say once more.

“Don’t worry,” her friend assured her. “I’m not mad, Piper. Why would I be? You want me. You think I’m sexy. And you know what? I want you too.”

“You… you do?” Piper asked. She had a vague feeling like she should be running away, but it was getting hard to think. The Julia on the screen had stripped off her panties and was rubbing herself while staring into the camera. And the real Julia was squeezing Piper’s breast with one hand, and with the other she was pushing her fingers beneath Piper’s skirt.

It felt… so good. It was hard to think of much else except how good this all felt.

Julia nibbled at Piper’s ear. “We can be together, Piper,” she whispered. “We can be together, and we can love each other as we were always meant to.”

“We were always… meant to?” It was so hard for Piper to wrap her head around all these words, all the wonderful, sinful things that Julia was saying.

“Yes, Piper,” Julia said. “We were made for each other. Don’t you see? All that time we’ve known each other, how close we’ve been… we were always meant to be lovers.”

Julia’s hand was fully beneath Piper’s skirt now, her fingers beneath her panties, running along the lips of her vagina. Piper shivered.

“Just feel how wet you are,” Julia told her. “Feel how wonderful it feels. Your body wants this Piper. You want this. You want me.”

“But… but it’s wrong.”

“Is it?” Julia asked. She took her hand from Piper’s breast and cupped her chin, turning her to face her directly. “Then why does it feel so good?”

And then Julia kissed her.

It was like Piper’s senses exploded inside of her. She’d never been kissed before, especially not like this, and she found herself melting into it, surrendering to it, relishing it. Piper turned her body and felt Julia’s fingers enter her. It was at once a familiar and alien sensation; so much like her nighttime sessions of self-pleasure, and yet so very, beautifully different.

Somehow, her own hands found Julia’s body, and she moaned into Julia’s mouth as her best friend fingered her. She felt Julia’s tongue against her lips, and then her tongue against her own, and she let herself be swept up in these wonderful, powerful sensations of pleasure and bliss.

Julia pushed her, and Piper fell onto the bed. She stared up at Julia in wonder as the other woman removed her clothes. Her new tattoos really were beautiful. The same with her haircut. And her makeup. Piper could barely even fathom why she’d ever thought any of it was trashy. It was Julia. Everything about her was beautiful.

Naked, Julia climbed over Piper and kissed her again “We need to get these clothes off of you.”

Piper nodded, speechless, and then did her best to help Julia strip her bare. She felt like a fumbling fool, barely able to keep up with this gorgeous who had, for some reason, deigned to climb into bed with her.

And when both of them were naked, Julia slid down Piper’s body and brought her head between her legs. “I love you, Piper.”

Her tongue made contact with Piper’s pussy, and the innocent church girl moaned in pleasure. It was so good. It felt so wonderful. How could this be wrong?

Wrong…?

This was so wrong.

Panic suddenly welled up in Piper, and she jumped off the bed, shoving Julia away. “I need to get out of here,” she gasped.

She stumbled away from the bed, desperate to get out of this room, out of this house, away from these temptations. But Piper had barely taken a few steps before she fell forward in surprise.

On her knees, Piper looked up at what had shocked her: someone else was standing in the doorway.

It was a woman, naked save for a pair of black stiletto heels. Her hair was long and black, her pale skin covered in tattoos, and her body was… perfect. She was skinny, but curved in all the right places. Every part of her, from her full and firm breasts, to the curve of her hips, to the way her neck met her shoulders, was powerfully enticing to Piper’s eye.

Part of her recognized this woman as the one she’d seen in the restaurant so long ago; the woman who had been appearing in her dreams alongside Julia. But that hardly mattered, because in her presence Piper could scarcely comprehend her as anything other than a goddess; a perfect, divine being that she had no choice but to fall to her knees before and worship and love with all her heart and soul.

The woman smiled down at Piper and stepped forward, standing just inches from her face with her legs spread apart. Piper leaned forward and inhaled this goddess’ scent, and then, tentatively, reverently, she kissed the goddess’ shaved pussy.

Seeing no objection, Piper licked it, tasting her heavenly juices. She closed her eyes and moaned. How could she ever leave and return to her boring old stuffy life, knowing that such incredible pleasures were here?

“I see you’ve met my Mistress,” Julia said. She was kneeling behind Piper, arms wrapped around her, body pressed against her back. Piper hadn’t even noticed until she’d spoken.

“Mistress?” Piper asked in a small voice, staring up at this woman with awe.

“She owns me,” Julia explained. “She and Her husband. My Mistress and my Master.”

“Your Mistress and your… Mas… ter…?” Piper turned her gaze to look beyond the goddess, and found a god standing there. He too was naked, his hard cock pointed straight at Piper.

The goddess stepped aside, and the god stepped forward. Piper couldn’t look away from that rigid, hard dick.

“They’ve been working on us since that night in the restaurant,” Julia told her. “I’m sure you remember. That was the first night He hypnotized us. It was the start of our brainwashing.”

“Wait…” Piper shook her head, trying to concentrate. “Brainwashing?”

“Mhm,” Julia said. “We’ve been brainwashed, Piper. We’ve been brainwashed to be loveslaves for our Master and Mistress. Wasn’t it so nice of Them to brainwash us? Don’t you want to thank your Master for giving you this experience and this pleasure?”

This was all so confusing. “I…” Piper said, overwhelmed. “I want…?”

“You want to suck His cock,” Julia told her gently. “You want to suck His cock to thank Him for brainwashing you. You want to suck His cock to thank Him for turning you into His obedient sex slave. Because you’re so grateful to be His sex slave, Piper. It feels so good, doesn’t it? To serve. To submit. To be a good girl.”

Piper shuddered. It really did. It felt amazing. Her mouth opened and she leaned toward his cock. But Piper hesitated.

“Don’t worry,” Julia cooed. “Just please Him. It’s what you were made for. And then we can be together, Piper. You and me can serve Master and Mistress… together.”

She slid her mouth over His cock.

The taste, the smell, and the feel all filled Piper’s senses and overwhelmed her. She felt the last of her resistance wash away as she sucked and licked and slobbered.

Piper would please her Master.

It was what she was made for.


Chapter 6

“Well, fellas, that’s all the time we’ve got for tonight!” Piper said, blowing a kiss to the webcam. “But we’ll have another show tomorrow for you, so be sure to join us then!”

On the bed next to her, Julia piped up. “Until then, here’s something to remember us by!”

Giggling, both girls lifted their shirts up, showing their tits and pierced nipples to their loyal fans.

“And remember that it’s just one month until our wedding!” Piper reminded their viewers. “And there will be a special honeymoon stream that night for our most faithful fans!”

Both girls showed their engagement rings to the cameras. “Can’t wait to see you there!” Julia said. Then both girls announced in unison: “bye, boys!”

Julia turned the stream off, and then she fell back onto the bed. “That was an exhausting one.”

Piper laughed and laid down next to her. “They really made us work for our tips tonight.” She leaned over and kissed her fiance.

It had been a few months since Piper had left her family to, as her father had put it, “live in sin.” Apparently he was preaching damnation at the pulpit these days, warning his congregation about how the devil was coming to corrupt all of their sweet and innocent children.

Not that Piper gave a fuck. She’d learned that she really liked being corrupted.

Her dark hair was pulled into two girlish pigtails, and a rose had been tattooed on the front of her left shoulder. Other than that and her piercings, her appearance had barely changed since she came to live with Master and Mistress.

The same couldn’t be said of Julia. She still kept her hair short, and she was well into the slow and steady process of completely covering her body with tattoos. Mistress often laughed about how Her slave had gotten “addicted to the ink.” Piper didn’t mind. Julia’s body was art, and it was displaying more art.

This was the happiest Piper had ever been in her life. She kissed Julia again, her tongue finding its way between her fiance’s lips…

An alarm went off.

Both girls immediately jumped from the bed and rushed down the stairs. That alarm meant that Master’s phone was on the property, which meant that Master was home, and He would expect His slaves to be waiting by the door for him.

Piper and Julia both knelt in front of the door and waited. Mistress was at the gym and wouldn’t be home for another two hours, which meant that it was their duty to attend to Master’s needs in Her absence.

A minute ticked by, and finally the door unlocked and opened, and Master stepped inside the house.

“Welcome home, Master!” both slave-girls greeted Him.

He smiled at the sight of them. “Piper, Julia,” he said. “I’m feeling a bit pent up. Please wait for me on my bed. Oh, and lose the clothes.”

They giggled and rushed back up the stairs, shedding their clothing as they did. Neither girl could wait for Master to fuck them.

When He entered His bedroom, He found the girls waiting on His bed for Him. “Hands and knees,” He ordered.

Piper and Julia were immediately on all-fours on the bed, presenting their backs to Him.

“Now,” Master said, stroking His hands over His slaves’ asses, “which one of you do I feel like fucking first?”
    Neither spoke. Who Master chose to fuck first was entirely His prerogative. Slaves such as they had no say in the matter.

“Piper,” Master said finally. “Yes, I think Piper today.”

She felt a smile on her lips. “Thank you, Master.”

A moment later, Piper felt His cock at her entrance. She was wet already; Piper was always wet for her owners. He slid into her with ease.

“Oh god, Master!” Piper moaned. “Oh, thank you for fucking me!”

And fuck her he did. Master grabbed her pigtails, using them as handles as he fucked her from behind, his hard and powerful cock plunging into her with every thrust. The pleasure built and built within Piper, overflowing within her and filling her mind and body.

This was her calling. This was what she was made for.

Julia managed to position herself in front of Piper and she kissed her hard. Piper moaned into her fiance’s mouth as Master fucked her.

An orgasm ripped through her body, and Piper shuddered and cried out in ecstasy as it did so. But Master didn’t relent. He continued to fuck her.

And as Master fucked her and Julia kissed her, Piper couldn’t help but think to herself: What a wonderful life I live.

She wouldn’t trade any of it for the world.
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