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ON THE BED, MOIST WITH the remains of their seemingly endless lovemaking, she whimpered before her Master’s might, quivering as his hands ran down her long legs and tight body. Everything she was—she was for him. There was no part of her left that belonged to anyone or anything else. 

Her old life was gone. Her old mind erased. Every memory, every brain cell, every atom had been reinvented from the ground up and replaced with biology that existed purely to worship his glory. 

She would be anything he wanted, anything he willed. She would spread the message of his glory to everyone she could.

She was in his cult now, and she was the happier for it. 

He got up to his knees on the bed, stroking her high-heeled feet and playfully slapping her ass. 

“Open your legs,” he said. “I need you pregnant. We have to make sure.”

That alone—of being honored with her Master’s seed—was enough to make her cum. And of course she obeyed.

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS BEFORE, Kayla sat in the quiet apartment, alone and sad. The candles had died about a half an hour ago and whatever warmth that might have emanated from the chicken she had ably and conscientiously prepared for her husband’s arrival long ago had petered out. 

Entropy was the word of the day on her little word-a-day calendar. She hated how ludicrously appropriate it was. 

The heat death of the universe. That was entropy. Everything, one way or another, was destined to turn cold and die. 

Everything on the planet, which included Kayla, and that meant everything inside her, which included the love for her husband. 

The only light in their small kitchen now came from her phone, left open. Her tears dried on its glowing surface.

Last-minute change of plans from the boss. I can’t make it into town tonight. I’m so sorry, baby. I know you had something special planned.

She had had something special planned. She had planned to save their dumb marriage from the absolute rut of loveless banality it had become. And more than that, she had planned to finally, finally, get her husband to impregnate her. 

Kayla hated the term baby-crazy. Wasn’t a fan either of biological clock. But she felt crazy enough and there was a literal clock in the kitchen—an analog that she had always hated with its long arms and soft tick-tick-ticking just counting away the seconds of her life and pouring them into the ether without her consent. 

She stood up—walking was always a little hard in heels for her, being as tall as she was—and grabbed the clock and dumped it into the trash. It ticked still, and—in a show of petty, violent anger—she ripped out the batteries and then tossed it down into the trash again. Then her heels—her stupid one pair of “sexy” heels that her husband, Jake, had mentioned thinking were kind of attractive one day years ago in his stupid, undercutting, understated way. 

All she wanted in this world was love. Someone to hold her and tell her it was all going to be fine. And if that wasn’t possible, then she wanted a baby so she could do that for someone else. 

And her husband...

Jake was great. He provided, he laughed and smiled, he listened when she had problems. But for one reason or another, he just didn’t want to fuck. 

And Kayla didn’t understand why. 

She was attractive! Men hit on her! She did Pilates four times a week and regular cardio. She was as fit as she was when she was eighteen and she was barely thirty now. Her hair, thick and blond, cut a smart profile around her comely face, and her eyes were bright and blue. Why wouldn’t he want to fuck her? 

She blamed herself, naturally. Who wouldn’t blame themselves? But she had offered, and cajoled, and entreated, and bargained, and even now she had made a complete fool of herself with this enormous presentation...

The lingerie she had on was uncomfortable. Not made for wearing for long distances or for terrible thoughts of divorce. 

Lingerie was kind of the opposite of divorce, she considered, slowly taking it off and putting on a pair of jammy pants and an old shirt. It was fun, enticing, and transient. Divorce was serious, foreboding, and most of all—final.

Her body felt cold, and even curling up on the sofa with the space heater on full blast didn’t help. Every part of her felt cold and unloved. Her womb felt cold. Empty. Like she would never be warm again. 

Entropy. That word again. Heat death. 

Jesus fucking christ, she wished she didn’t have to work tomorrow. 

* * * * * 
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WORK WAS SCHOOL. KAYLA Holly was a professor at a small liberal arts college. It was the second week of class—well into the material now and just about ending the normal introductions of every day work. 

So far, school had been uneventful. She had been teaching in one way or another since her undergraduate career, and now—teaching Composition 101 to freshman while she earned her dues and hopefully (one day) worked her way up to the more interesting literature analysis and creative writing classes—she could practically run her classes on autopilot. She knew where the students would laugh, where they would roll their eyes at her insistence for quality work, where they would feel encouraged, and where they would blink furiously to see if she was serious. 

“Yes, really. You will write four pages. And you’ll do a terrific job.”

Many of them seemed to not believe her. That was typical. By the end of the semester, deep in the middle of annotated bibliographies and research papers, they would be thinking wistfully about a four-page assignment with the same nostalgia with which they might remember running in the playground during kindergarten recess. 

This was Wednesday. So, with the MWF and T/TH schedules, she had a class load of six, with three on each block of days. There was about an hour between now and her next class.

“Ms. Holly?”

She turned. One of her students—a handsome, tall, young man with a friendly face—waited for her. He had dark eyes and hair the color of honey. A couple of girls waited at the door for him, trailing and playing with their hair. Smiling and waiting for him to notice. They were both deeply pretty and leggy, wearing short skirts and tall socks. One bit her bottom lip, staring with dreamy-eyed gooey lust at the young stud as he spoke to Kayla.

Kayla felt a flash of jealousy at their hope, their youth, the kind of desire that must have been crying out between their legs. 

“Yes? It’s um...” She tried to smile charmingly. “Help me out. I’m working on it. I’ll have everyone down by next week, promise.”

“Eamon.”

There was no judgment or criticism in his voice like there was with some students when she didn’t know their names yet. His gaze was really friendly. She looked into his eyes. There was something there that really drew her in. It felt warm. 

“I just wanted to complement your outfit,” he said. “It really suits you.”

She wore a modest, easy pants-suit. It was navy and her blouse was simple and white. In the early days of class, she tried to be as formal as possible to build authority. In some cases, with some freshman, she was barely more than five years older than them. Later in the semester and year, she would be wearing sweaters and jeans. But early on, before she had their trust, it was nothing but formality, formality, formality. 

“Right, formality,” he said. “I get it.”

Kayla blinked. Had she said all that out loud?

“It makes your legs look quite long,” he continued. “Does wonders for them, really. I don’t know how I’m the first to say anything about it.”

“I...see.”

Did he have a crush on her? Was this his awkward attempt at hitting on her? She really had to shut it down. 

“Listen, Eamon...” she began, looking in his eyes once more. Gosh, they were captivating. “I’m flattered. I think a lot about the way I dress. I try to plan outfits in a way that captivates appropriate attention for a workplace environment.”

That was shutting him down?

And why was she just revealing every part of her reasoning?

He was undeterred by her weird honesty. “I’m sure you do! I think a lot about fashion myself. It’s why I’m at this school. There’s a great program you have here that I’m dying to get my teeth into. I’m sure you know all about fashion already. You’ve probably got a ton of ideas that you could go for. Something that would really show off your legs.”

Okay. This was getting entirely out-of-hand. 

She smiled brightly. “I’m worried if I show off my legs, people won’t take me seriously. I need the respect of the students here because otherwise, I don’t feel as much respect for myself.”

Why was she smiling?

It just felt so good to talk to him. So good to have someone interested in her, for god’s sake. 

He nodded sympathetically. “That really makes sense to me. But if you think about it, respecting your body makes others respect you—Ms. Holly, would you think about that, right now? Think about how your body badly deserves respect.”

Her body deserved respect?

Well. It was a strange way of saying it. But she certainly could see what he was trying to say. It wasn’t as if her body didn’t deserve respect. 

And didn’t she respect it already? All the things she did. Working out so many times a week. Eating right. Wasn’t that all about respect? Shouldn’t others be granted the opportunity to respect it as well?

And wouldn’t they respect it more—just a bit more—if they could see more of it?

“Eamon, are you coming?” came the call from the hallway. 

Both of the girls had their hands clasped to their hefty chests, staring with pleading eyes. The tops of their sweaters had come undone, revealing the alluring contents of supple young flesh beneath. 

“We really need to talk. Please?”

They looked like they wanted to do anything but talk. 

Who was this kid? Why wasn’t she tearing him down for talking to her like this? 

Kayla’s eyes fluttered to the clock on the wall. They’d been talking like this for fifteen minutes now. 

...how? She couldn’t remember more than maybe ninety seconds of actual conversation. 

“Eamon...about...my body.” She put a hand to her forehead. “I don’t know if this is...appropriate...”

It was the hardest sentence she’d ever said. Why was it so difficult? It should be nothing to shut this kid down. 

“It isn’t, you’re right.” He nodded sagely. “It’s completely inappropriate to wear something as drab as a pants suit when your body is so obviously killer. Please don’t do it again.”

“Of course.” Agreeing with him felt so good. Warm. “I won’t. Not ever.”

“Great. Thanks, Ms. Holly!”

And he was gone, out the door. His hands snaked around the ass of one girl and then the other. They squealed with delight, rubbing their bodies into his and snatching back brief looks at Kayla as they went. 

Jealous, much? the looks asked.

She was.

Kayla, watching him go, felt like her heart would burst from her chest. What was this feeling?

She needed him to talk to her again. Just to see what the hell was going on. 

* * * * *
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KAYLA KEPT THINKING about her voice. 

At night—with Jake away for another week—she was all by herself. And by herself, that night, she modeled skirt after skirt in the mirror, furiously tearing through her wardrobe and tossing out all the pants. 

It was crazy. A crazy strategy, a crazy thought, but...

What if Eamon came back to her place?

The thought was ridiculous. She was married. But...

But what if he did?

He would see pairs and pairs of pants in her closet. Drab pants. That was the word he had used. Drab. 

God. What if he thought she was drab? He’d take back what he said about her killer body!

And this shouldn’t matter. She knew, intently and inwardly, this shouldn’t matter. 

But...but it was so simple to do. So easy to comply. Just gather up her pants on the bed, grab a few trash bags, dump all her useless, ugly, drabdrabdrab pairs (which was, of course, all of them) and then put them in the trash bags. One trip to the dumpster later, and it was done!

The problem now was finding a quality skirt. She was going to see Eamon again in just a day. She had to be in a skirt when she saw him. Then he would notice her and maybe talk with her again. Maybe he’d even complement her on wearing a skirt! Maybe he would talk about her legs again, oh my god!

Her pussy, strangely overactive ever since talking with Eamon earlier in the day, twitched at the thought. Juices gathered in her folds, eagerly lubricating for her fingers. She had to stop every so often just to touch, explore, to feel that deep impossible yearning she had been without for so very long. 

Online shopping, of course, was the solution. It was several dozen extra dollars to get expedited shipping so that she could have something truly killer by the next day to wear for him, but that was worth it, wasn’t it?

Yes. Yes, of course it was. 

She shopped with one hand—the other was busy keeping herself wet and ready and slippery and fuck she was turned on.

Jake texted, and then called when she didn’t respond. The texts became a little frantic. It felt rather nice keeping him in suspense for once. She slipped her fingers deeper into her wet, needy cunt and pulled out the card information for their shared account. She had shopped all the skirts possible, but honestly, she really needed some heels too. The idea of funneling money away from Jake made her deeply warm—warm in her heart, in her womb. 

This was madness. She stopped to think about it every so often. But every time she did, she remembered looking into his eyes, and most of all, she remembered the way her voice had sounded...

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

Soft. Breathy. Heated. Eager. 

The way a teenage girl sounded when she spoke to her crush on the phone. Or the way someone deeply in love might kiss someone awake in bed. 

Don’t wear pants anymore, he’d said.

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, SHE WOKE with purpose. 

Her night was filled with skirt-laden dreams. She wore skirts every which way she could, her killer legs taking the stage, her killer body on display in tinier and tinier outfits with Eamon’s gaze on her every step of the way. 

She dressed accordingly, wearing the tiniest skirt she already owned. More were on the way later that afternoon, as well as several sets of lingerie and some deeply expensive minidresses, just in case. 

In case of what, she wasn’t sure...but she knew she had to have them. Any regrets or second-thoughts quickly evaporated in the shower, when she found her nipples and pussy deeply sensitive even after the five or six cums her wet, hot dreams had given her. 

Three more cums later—even to knock out the idea that something was amiss, something was unusual—and she was out of the shower and slipping on her tiny gray pinstripe skirt and tight white blouse. Her jacket matched the skirt, and with her best pair of heels—they showed off her killer legs—she thought she looked like some billionaire’s floozy secretary. 

Like a servant for an important man. That was so hot. Her pussy thrummed on the drive to work. 

Strangely, in her dreams, it wasn’t just Eamon’s gaze on her, but somehow she knew it was her husband’s gaze. But it definitely wasn’t Jake, not at all, and of course that was silly because Jake was her husband and Eamon was just a sexy, handsome student with fun-fun warm-feeling eyes and smart ideas about her legs. 

Her classes went by smoothly as ever. The girls seemed deeply interested. They were attentive, alert, participatory. Answering questions with bright smiles, happy faces, raised hands and straight backs. 

They all looked so pretty, Kayla noticed. It was an objective statement. Their hair was done. Their outfits were planned carefully. Their faces looked fresh and clean. Symmetrical. Angular. Shining. 

The boys, on the other hand, seemed...

Well. Sickly. 

She didn’t want to be rude or dismissive. But sickly was the only word that worked. They withdrew into their seats like turtles into shells. Some huddled over their phones with their hoodies over their heads. Some even slept, and slept still after Kayla nudged their desks to wake them. Bags under their eyes. Like their energy was drained somehow.

Normally, she would feel some swell of sympathy or even concern. There were so many of them, so consistently showing symptoms of some kind of affliction, that it was only natural that she would want them to be well. 

But instead—strangely and uncharacteristically—she felt the beginnings of a different feeling. It wasn’t contempt, not really. Kayla cared for all her students! But there was a kind of dismissive annoyance she felt. Her body was killer! Why were they acting so disinterested? She was pretty! Look at her!

Later in the afternoon, she had office hours. Her office was located down the hall from her classroom, thankfully situated far from the hubbub of the main junction and in the corner of the small building. 

Some part of her began to feel a strange disconnect from herself. Why had she worn a skirt to school today? Wasn’t that strange of her? It had been hours now since she had last cum, and that thought really threw her. Why the fuck was she measuring her life in terms of distance-from-cums? Wasn’t that ridiculous?

And had she really, honestly, thrown out all her fucking pants last night? What the fuck was wrong with her?

Like, sure, she was due for a new wardrobe and all, but that was a bit extreme. Plus, she had ordered all those new clothes...

She had just made the decision to re-check her bank account and maybe cancel a few of the items on order when the knock came at her door. 

It was Eamon, again with two gorgeously arranged beauties at his side. They were different girls today, two brunettes with long matching pigtails and flowery dresses. 

Kayla’s heart caught in her throat. Jesus fuck, but he was so handsome. She instantly closed the open internet tabs to her shopping reconnoiter, the resolve to tamp down and stop spending utterly dissolved. 

“H-hiiiii!” 

“Hey, Ms. Holly. Is that a skirt you’re wearing?”

She nodded brightly, smiling at his attention. He was so smart. She was so lucky to have such a smart student. 

“Stand up there. Let me get a good look at you.”

How silly. Of course he wanted a look at his handiwork, his suggestion. She stood and spun, letting him look at everything she had to offer. 

“What did I tell you?” he said. “You look terrific. Come here.”

Obediently, she took his hand. For a moment, she thought he would kiss her—and her heart nearly burst from her chest in anticipation. But instead he spun her around slow, one side and then the other, examining her thoroughly. 

“God, yeah. You’ve got such fantastic material to work with, you know? Some of these girls, they’re younger than you, but their genes are so sloppy and rough. Yours, though. God. Smooth as polished stones.”

She had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew it was a complement. 

“Thank you, Eamon.”

“You can call me other things. It’s okay.”

She giggled. How did he know?

“Th-thank you, hunky.”

Her voice was so soft, breathy and needy. She stared up into his eyes, feeling like she was floating. Her whole world being absorbed into his gaze and world. 

“I was planning on taking it slow here, honest. You’ll notice we only talked yesterday for a little bit. But...wow. You really leave these two in the absolute dust, do you know that?”

He pointed at the brunettes at the doorway. They whimpered at his words, clearly pained by what he said. 

It looked like deep, physical pain. Like a stomach ache gone terribly wrong. Kayla felt a little confused, but it was hard to concentrate on any confusion when Eamon was right there, so immediate and so handsome and so everything...

“Tell me you know that,” he said. “Tell me you know you leave them in the dust. And you will.”

“I-I will?”

“It’s not really fair for them to be so young and vibrant when you clearly outmatch them. You just went down the wrong path at some point. Someone didn’t take care of you the right way. And you ended up here, unhappy. Sad. Alone. Didn’t you?”

He saw straight to the heart of her. Kayla felt tears welling up.

“Y-yes.”

“And you hate that.”

“Yes.”

“You hate him.”

He pointed at the picture of Jake on her desk.

“I...I...” 

Hate was such a strong word. Kayla struggled.

Just like that, he withdrew from her. A loss so real and sudden it felt like a gut punch to every atom of her body filled Kayla. 

“I see. Maybe you’re not as ready as I thought.”

He moved away. God, how was she so fucking stupid? He had been acting like he was super into her! Like he was gonna kiss her! Why was she being such a prude?

“N-no,” Kayla insisted, teetering as she rushed forward in her heels. “He’s a total lame-o. He really sucks. It’s just, I’m like, um.” She smiled, pushing her hair back. “I don’t know. I want to be a good wife, you know?”

“To him?”

He pointed again. The picture looked so far away now, and Jake looked so utterly insignificant inside of it. Sick and paltry, just scrap morsels of a day-old happy meal compared to the seven-course banquet feast that was even the smallest portion of Eamon. She looked back at him, fully taking his gaze on. All those hot warm gooey feelings filling to her core. 

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s been terrible lately.”

“It’s only going to get worse,” he said. “Genes always tell. You’re just superior to him, Kayla. You like it when I call you Kayla, don’t you?”

She giggled. She really did. He put a hand on her face, stroking her cheekbone, and she cooed and rubbed herself into his fingers like she was a kitten. 

“I can make you better,” he said simply. His eyes blazing. “I can make you forget all about him. I can make you start over, Kayla. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you love to start over, young and gorgeous and on the arm of a guy like me? Eighteen and so completely, brilliantly in love that you’re the envy of everyone who comes across you?”

“I...yes, of course.” She pushed harder into his hand, willing and needy. “But, what do you mean start over?”

“I’m saying what I mean. I can make you young again.”

He held up a hand and it lit up like he held a spotlight in it, only there was nothing in it at all. He pointed at one of the brunettes at the door, and Kayla watched, transfixed, as the youth faded completely from her body. 

She remembered, way back, early internet memes about people who did meth. There was a woman who could be seen through the years aging terribly from one photo to the next, looking like she gained twenty or thirty years in the space of five from all the hard living she did. 

What happened to the brunette then was like that, only worse. Her body shriveled, her bones creaked as the dense marrow became hollow and brittle. Weakened joints popping. Hair—only seconds before, vibrant and thick and dark—becoming lifeless, gray, and greasy.

It wasn’t just that she was older, though she was. It was like everything that made her beautiful had been sucked out of her consciously, like a kind of genetic hacking. What was sucked out circled and swam around Eamon’s hands in a rotating mass of light and color. 

The girl fell to the ground in a heap. Kayla thought she—more of an it now, honestly—it was crying, but the noise was so loathsome that it couldn’t even bring sympathy to her heart. 

“That’s only half of it. Your name was Stella, right?” He asked the other brunette. 

She nodded. Though she was still clearly in love with Eamon, frozen with love, needful with love—her eyes were enormous with fright at what she had just witnessed. 

“Stella, I liked you than her more from the very start. Do you know why?” 

Kayla could guess. 

“B-Because I’m prettier than her?”

“Good girl. And now you’ll be even prettier. How’s that?”

She nodded—probably as much out of a terror to never be anything like what the waste on the ground had become. Eamon, smiling, wiggled his fingers and directed the swirling light display into Stella. 

Her clothes ripped, shoulders becoming slightly broader as her entire frame sprouted upward. Torso lengthening, her legs really lengthening. Hips growing wider and waist tinier. Breasts sprouting and pushing her tight, sporty polo to its limits with gorgeous, sumptuous globes of teenaged flesh. 

She had turned from a 9 out of 10 to a 19 in less than thirty seconds.

Dropping to her knees, she fell to his feet and kissed them. Her hips shook with obvious, constant orgasms. Kayla could smell her juices. 

More swirling lights still danced around Eamon’s hands and he turned to Kayla. 

“It’s just energy. Love is energy. Beauty is energy. The right atoms in the right places make all the difference, you know? I can move those atoms around. I always have been able to, and lately? Kayla, lately, all I want to do is fuck. Ever since I’ve turned eighteen, it’s all I can think about. My own special, perfect genes on overdrive to breed and spread my seed into as many wombs as possible, I think.”

Kayla moaned. The need to cum, to touch herself, was nearly overwhelming, and she kept herself from doing so only by gripping the nearby desk as hard as she could.

He needed to breed.

And he was telling her, which meant he very well might want to breed her.

Just like Jake never could.

“But...” he continued, “...I’m only going to fuck the best of the best, and I can see what goes on in a person’s body. I can see your traits, your genes, your desires. I can perfect them. It’s what I do. Do you believe me?”

After the display he had just put on, how could she not? Stella’s kisses were loud and slurpy on his feet.

“Y-yes. Yes, Sir.”

Sir felt like the least of what she should call him, but it suddenly seemed frightfully important to tread carefully.

“Good. I can do it for you, too. I’m really fucking attracted to you, teach. I want to fuck a teacher and make her mine. I want you to teach all the girls I gather and show them what it is to worship god himself. You’ll have classes for my harem, and teach them the glory of my ways. And in return, I’ll fuck you from time to time and let you sleep in my bed.”

Objectively, that obviously sounded amazing. A brilliant, flawless proposal from a completely benevolent being. Eamon was offering her the whole world. He was offering to fuck her! 

It was...it was just...there was something wrong about it all. Wasn’t there? Something like...something. 

Shit. It was so hard to think when he was right there in front of her. 

Was it something to do with the waste on the floor? That crying mess of a former woman? But then, if that bothered Kayla, then why was she so fucking wet? You couldn’t be this wet and turned on and be actually concerned, could you? 

“So anyway,” said Eamon, “I’ll do it whether you want me to or not. I just...want to hear you say it. I like that. I want you tell me you want it.”

Kayla licked her lips. They were puffy and wet with a little drool already. “Why?”

“It excites me, sweetheart. Why else do anything?”

“You could—to anyone? At any time?”

“To anything, really. Most of the time, there’s plenty in the air. Plants. Sunlight. It all works. I can do it with any kind of energy.”

Kayla looked again at the horrific mass of barely-human flesh on the ground. A thing that would waddle in misery for the rest of its pathetic days. 

“But then...why? To her?”

He leaned in close to her. Putting his light-filled hand on her forehead, and pushing her close to his lips. Speaking directly into her ear. 

“I thought you would enjoy seeing what someone like you ought to be able to do. I’m not giving Stella over there the secret sauce. But you’re a teacher. In a position of authority. You should be able to punish those who transgress your authority, your desires.”

His hand had filled with light, but something dark spilled into Kayla’s brain then, clouding her thoughts. It came from his fingers—warm like light, and vibrant like light, but filled with the darkest, worst lusts she had ever imagined. 

“You have a little of my power now. Just for funsies. This is your test, Kayla. If you like what I’ve done to your body, your brain, all you need for more is...to do more of what I did to the other down there.”

In all the hubbub, somehow he had grabbed the photo of her husband. It was framed. When he handed it back to her, the glass was smashed over Jake’s face. 

* * * * *
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THE REAL PROBLEM WITH all of this was easy to determine. 

Like, obviously there was the strange issue of her mental regression whenever she was around Eamon, turning into a helplessly crush-laden teenager who couldn’t ever imagine her crush doing even the slightest wrong. 

And there was transforming a girl into a super-sonic knockout purely for the purposes of fucking her furiously. 

And there was the problem of apparently doing that with a lot of the student body, and probably also fueling this by sucking the will and energy out of the boys at the school. 

And, of course, there was the problem of the hyper-aged suck-slug Eamon had made out of the nameless, formerly pageant-winning-level beauty who was now so uncharismatic that Kayla had had to coerce three separate janitors into moving out of her office, all of whom seemed perfectly content to shovel her/it onto the sidewalk and call it a day. 

The real problem was none of these. 

No, the real problem was that Kayla felt fucking fantastic.

She should be disgusted, terrified, stressed-out. She should be packing her bags and getting the fuck out of town. 

Instead, though, she had been doing Pilates for over six hours waiting to tire her brain out. Through crunches, ab holds, planks, long stretches, leg lifts, and donkey kicks, she had done everything she could think of to exhaust herself. 

A clear sheen of beautifully transparent sweat covered her body. She was shining and her skin flushed with a warm, welcoming glow. She put on the tightest, skimpiest pair of yoga tights she owned, hoping that would somehow keep her from slinking her fingers down between her thighs and into her cunt between reps. It didn’t. 

Nor did her new ultra-tight, revealing sports bra keep her from tweaking and shifting the raspberry-sized nipples her transforming body had evolved. Her ass looked utterly sculpted as she watched herself in the mirror, set up in the small study where she worked out to help her with her form. Now, of course, it helped her admire her body and her face and the way she moved and all of that made her want to put her fingers up in her cunt again and oh fuck there she went...

Each dive into her pussy took minutes and minutes from her life. It didn’t interrupt her workout as much as she thought it might. She held a plank for fifteen minutes on one arm, the other quite occupied with sending orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm her way. 

She looked different. That much was certain. Her body possessing the kind of deep muscle tone she had only ever seen in dancers and gymnasts before—the kind of hyper-athletes who dedicated themselves to a lifetime of grace. And her hair was thicker. More blond. It almost looked like its own light source when she pulled the blinds up.

Counting orgasms had been kind of like counting reps of exercise, until she lost count. 

When the doorbell rang, she almost didn’t hear it. The music was rather loud. She’d turned it up so the neighbors wouldn’t hear her constant screams from her life-altering orgasms. 

Kayla buzzed happily, skipping this way and that to get to the door. Her mind bopped along, empty of concerns. She knew vaguely something rotten had happened earlier in the day, but it was lost on her. There was power inside her and she just wanted more. She hungered for it. 

At the door was her neighbor. A short young woman, an immigrant who was a student at a college different from Kayla’s. They’d had a few conversations about what Kayla’s school was like for students in comparison. 

“Hi, your music is pretty loud, would you mind—”

Her voice stuttered and slowed as she looked at Kayla head-on. Dripping sweat. Lacquered in heat. Her hair falling down her shoulders in sexdoll waves. The heavy display of her prominent bust swelling and heaving like ripe, fresh fruit. 

“Yes?”

Kayla’s voice had retained the hot, breathy insistence that she took on when talking directly to Eamon. She seemed unable to get rid of it. It must have been screamed out of her during her orgasm-chain earlier. That was so sexy. It was like all the parts of her that weren’t what he wanted were being systematically removed. 

“It’s...the music.”

The poor little thing had to nearly shout to be heard, in fact. 

Kayla turned back to the apartment—a sweltering heatbox layered in acres of her effort and self-produced humidity—and then back at the girl. What was her name? Lily?

“Oh. I see. Come in and I can turn it down.”

The request made absolutely no sense, but of course the girl obeyed anyway. She was dumbstruck, probably lovestruck. All Kayla had to do was leave the door open and walk a few steps, let her see the sculpted muscles of her back leading down into the statuesque display of her ass. 

She beckoned for Lily to sit down in the kitchen and stared at her. There was energy inside Lily. Kayla could sense it now, the way Eamon must have sensed it. It was flawed energy—good kinds mixed up with bad kinds, all the parts in the wrong order. She felt a compulsion to fix it. But she could only do that by drawing it out of Lily. 

And that would mean hurting Lily. 

And that would mean...god, what would that mean?

There was something bad there. 

But all she could think about was Eamon’s Cock. It would be hard if she took Lily’s energy. It would be so deliciously, fully hard. And Kayla could take Lily’s energy and then she would be someone who made Eamon even harder.

“Will you...are you going to get the music?” 

She could barely hear Lily. The track playing now was a high-thumping electronica beat. It was reaching its crescendo. Kayla turned on Lily, eyes blazing with lust and need. 

“I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

* * * * *
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KAYLA DIDN’T BOTHER to hide what happened to Lily, just dropping her in the hallway—drained and deflated, like the thing in her office from earlier in the day. It no longer horrified her; in fact, she felt rather proud of herself. 

It wasn’t like there was anything that wrong with Lily. She was alive, after all. Just not...that alive. She just no longer had a life worth living. 

Of course, Kayla realized more and more than any life that wasn’t spent in abject service to Eamon wasn’t a life worth living at all. It was hardly a life. It was barely tolerable as living. 

Besides! All of Lily’s youth and beauty and good parts had gone to a good cause—Kayla. Could there be a better cause than her? 

She was an absolute killer before Eamon started in on her. He’d said so himself. That afternoon, he’d made her a knockout. And now? Gosh. She was stellar.

Taller. That was certain. Tall enough to feel like more than the mortals who littered the prosaic world around her. Bustier. She didn’t know by how much except that she didn’t exactly fit in her lingerie anymore, although the way she didn’t fit was the sexy kind of not fitting, at least. 

She had put on her sexiest set for when Jake came home, to surprise him. It would be so fun to see his reaction to her new self. The lace she’d found was red, the bra barely clipping together from her hefty new mammaries (they kept dripping milk, which Kayla found tasted delicious), and the panties were tight and only did a scant job of obscuring her tight young pussy. 

How old was she again? Twenty-two? Nineteen? She felt like a teenager. She must be a teenager. Probably she was as old as Eamon. They were such good, close companions—how could they be different ages? And he was only eighteen. 

Like her. Yes. Yes. 

She was an eighteen year-old sexpot, just like Eamon wanted her to be.

The pubic hair had smoothed away, as had any hair beneath her scalp. She was polished through and through. 

Shortly after consuming Lily’s essence, Kayla had made a call to Eamon to apologize for her prudishness earlier. 

“I just didn’t understand,” she had said. “I don’t know what came over me. I hope you’ll forgive me. Please? Please at least let me beg at your feet to be allowed to apologize more?”

There was nothing like prostrating yourself at the feet of a strong man. Kayla was learning that now. It was so important to let a man as strong as Eamon know that she had nothing on her mind except for his hard cock and happiness. 

“Hey, I’m home!”

Jake walked through the door, stumbling through the high pile of packages that Kayla had left from her shopping spree. He’d been texting her for a few hours, asking for plans and wanting to know what to bring for dinner, wanting to know why she had been so quiet. 

Kayla hadn’t replied to any of them, though carefully opening them to let him know that she’d read them as well—just so that he would know she wasn’t entirely ignoring him. It would hurt more that way.

She waited on the couch—as she had been instructed—sitting in her lingerie with her legs crossed. Her cunt singing Eamon’s praises, constantly undulating and twitching, her entire body vibrating with the near-constant pleasure that was obeying her Master’s orders. 

“Did you know there’s a girl on the floor in the hall?” He set down his bags in the entry. “Or I mean, I think it’s a girl. She looked in bad shape. Should we call an ambulance?”

She didn’t answer. The living room was dark and she waited. And waited. Obeying. Watching this pathetic fool she used to love. What had been wrong with her? He was such an awful specimen of manliness. Hardly worthy of a killer like her. And definitely not worthy of her stellar body, her knockout physiology, her sensational sexual energy. 

“Babe?” he called. “Are you home?”

She leaned over and pulled the chain switch to the lamp on the end table. All Jake could see in the darkness was Kayla, long legs crossed, milk-heavy tits heaving, shining and soft and sparkling.

“Shit.” His voice fumbled. “I mean. Sorry. I mean wow. Is that. Wow. What an outfit. Do you want to have sex? Is that what this is?”

She sneered at him. It might have been more fun to lead him on for a bit—but jesus christ.

Do you want to have sex?

No, idiot, I just happened to fall into a pile of lingerie. 

How had she tolerated this nincompoop?

“I really do want to have sex,” she said. “Just not with you.”

It took him a minute to register what she said. Jake had never heard her sound so sexy and young, no doubt. 

“I don’t understand,” he said.

Kayla stood up, showing off the length of her insanely hot body. She was so tiny that her skintight panties stayed on her body from clinging to her bones, not her skin. Flashes of empty space—between her legs, between her arms and her torso—abounded.

“I’m not really sure what’s about to happen,” she admitted. “But whatever it is? I want you to know it’s all your fault.”

There was a knock at the door, right on time. Kayla walked past Jake, ignoring him like he wasn’t even there. She felt his desire for her—could sense it like radar. He strained to touch her, but knew that he could not. That she would punish him if he tried. 

She was so fucking done with him. 

Of course, at the door was Eamon—and of course, once again flanked by two beauties. Kayla recognized Stella from the incident in her office. The other was petite, Asian, with long black hair and bright, wicked eyes. Kayla recognized her dimly; was pretty sure her name was Aya. They both clung to Eamon, their thighs wrapped around him, hot cunts grinding on his hips. Wanton in their lust for him. He was dressed in a tight button-up and a pair of tailor-cut trousers, his heavy bulge deeply evident.

Kayla squealed with delight, leaping up into his arms and wrapping herself around his mass. She kissed him deeply, thoughtfully, needing to show him that he was the only man in the world to her. Her tongue slipped heavy into his mouth and happily lashed against his, pushing in deeper as his hands slid up her lingerie-clad ass and roamed around her perfectly-muscled back. 

“Hey,” came a voice. It was tremulous. Terrified. 

Kayla ignored it, kissing her Master more, whispering soft happy thank yous and I love yous as she went. 

“H-hey, goddammit. Kayla. What’s happening?”

The voice was angry now, using that anger to power through whatever feat it felt. Eamon broke away from Kayla, leaving her swinging at his neck and turning her about to face her husband. 

Their kiss had been so long and hot she had forgotten all about Jake. 

“Sorry,” she said. “Who are you, again?”

“Fuck you. You know who I am.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Kayla giggled. “You’re the pathetic little worm who couldn’t get me pregnant. Can you believe that, Master? His dick is so ineffective it couldn’t even knock out a girl with a killer bod like mine.”

Eamon’s cock surged against her. She reached down to his pants and set it free, starting to stroke right there in the entryway. Somewhere in the hubbub, Stella and the other girl had closed the door behind them. They stared now at Jake with predatory rage and delight, eager at the meal that someone would make of him soon.

“What a pussy.”

“What do you want to do about it, Master?” She purred against his ear, but loud enough so Jake could hear. “Do you want to show him what a fucking man you are?”

He had already said everything he wanted to say to her—had already laid out the terms of their new arrangement, and Kayla had said she agreed to them wholehearted. 

Like a real man, he acted instead of speaking. Pushing Kayla back into the living room and shoving Jake roughly to one side—he slammed into a wall and broke the plaster behind him and it looked like it hurt and Kayla’s cunt screamed for more—he bent Kayla over their corduroy couch right in front of her husband. 

“P-please,” Jake said. “I-I don’t understand. Y-you’re s-so hot, and I j-just...please stop...”

“Christ,” Eamon sneered. “What a fucking wimp you turned out to be. Here I thought at least I’d have to kick your ass to fuck her.”

“Such a pussy,” Kayla agreed, sliding her needy, gripping cunt up and down the hard shaft waiting at her entrance.

Gripping her hips tight, Eamon steadied her for just a moment, laughing at her husband, and then shoved inside her.

“Oh fuck!” Kayla moaned immediately, orgasms shaking her voluptuous, perfect body. “Oh my god! You’re so much bigger than him!”

He fucked her hard, shoving in and out of her with his full length with an almost-violent intensity that sent wave after wave of pleasure rocking through Kayla’s body. 

“He never fucked me like this!” Kayla moaned. “He never could! He was a fuc-fuck! Fucking three-pump chump!”

Jake, obviously scared and humiliated, tried to retreat. Like hissing cobras, Eamon’s two flanking Valkyries slid up onto him and gripped him hard, pushing him down on the ground. Holding his face, making him watch. 

“This wouldn’t have happened if you weren’t such a fucking pussy,” said Stella.

“I can’t even stand touching you,” said Aya. “I’m gonna have to wash my hands.”

Tears streamed down Jake’s face and it only made Kayla more joyous in the moment—the endless penetration from Eamon permeating every facet of her life. He fucked her cunt, fucked her body, fucked her mind, fucked her soul, fucked her entire life. Her whole marriage was fucked now because of him—because she was hot and he had wanted her.

“You don’t want him,” said Eamon. “You don’t want the pussy.”

He paused in his fucking, slapping her ass a few times to get her attention back. 

“You don’t want him,” he said again. 

She got it. He wanted her to say. She was only too happy to oblige him.

“I don’t want him!”

Eamon picked up the pace again. Faster this time, more urgent. He was going to cum if she did this right. Her reward, her brilliant reward...

“You never wanted him.”

“I never wanted him!”

Faster. Harder. Her heavy milk-filled tits leaked all over the couch and her body. Pregnant. He would make her pregnant...

“You don’t want him around any more!”

“No! Get rid of him!”

“He isn’t fucking anything to you.”

“Yes! Yes Master! He’s nothing to me! You’re everything!”

His cock moved so fast, so hard, that she could no longer tell which stroke was in and which was out. They were indistinguishable. The look on Jake’s face was one of total and complete heartbreak and anguish. It only made Kayla’s heart fill with more love for her Master.

He was a wretch, a pathetic worm, beyond all pity or hope or empathy, and she was glad—so orgasmically, joyously glad—that he was suffering. 

“Take him,” he told her. “Drain him. Take his energy and I’ll give you my cum.”

Kayla did not hesitate in the slightest. Right away she reached out her hand and sucked Jake dry, turning him in a matter of seconds from a healthy thirty year-old man to what would appear to any outsider to be someone more than a century old on the brink of death. His hair turned brittle and gray and then fell out completely. Every inch of skin filled with acres of wrinkles. Her eyes overwhelmed with glaucoma and then whitened with blindness. 

Jake had collapsed on the floor.

“Good girl,” Eamon said. “That’s my good, good girl...”

“Yes, Master! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant like he couldn’t!”

She diverted all the energy she gathered and gave it entirely to her Master. With the sudden rush of power, his cock grew inside her even as his balls emptied—delivering supercharged spunk inside of her needy, made-for-her-god womb. Kayla’s brain emptied entirely even as her cunt was filled, becoming her Master’s will made flesh as the energy of his orgasm was combined with the sudden influx of energy from the new soul belonging to him and him alone.  

Some time later, her mind—or the mind that he allowed her to call hers—returned to her and she found herself on top of his body with Stella and Aya. They all kissed him deeply, whispering hot, soft happy praise of his glory and greatness and how many other girls they would bring to him. He murmured something, and the two others stood up, leaving Kayla by herself on him. 

Kayla pushed against Eamon, diving with him with the couch. Her hand wrapped languidly around his cock and she eyeballed the two other slaves were casually moved Jake’s unconscious body out of the apartment. 

She looked at the way Stella moved. Her good genes. Why should she have so much of them? Didn’t they belong to someone like Kayla instead? She had Master’s favor, after all, and there was no reason not to maximize her man’s enjoyment. 

“You know, Master...” she traced a finger down his chest. “If you wanted, I could be even prettier for you.”

He smiled; he knew exactly what she meant. She was entirely an object of his creation now. 

# # #
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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 
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