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		Hanging up the phone, Carla got onto all fours and crawled across the living room – weaving between sex toys and equipment as she made her way closer to her best friend turned lover and soon-to-be Mistress. “As commanded, I explained to my uncle that we came here not only for the seclusion, but because we wanted to explore our sexuality and he said we could use his cabin for as long as we like.”

		“Glad to hear it,” Felicity replied as she carefully turned the page of the unbelievably ancient tome she had spent the last two weeks pouring through. “It seems no matter how many pages I turn there are always the same remaining.”

		“Speaking of which, when are you going to let me have a turn? I mean, we both went through that damn cave, did all those perverted things and you’ve been hogging the damn thing ever since we found it.” Raising to a kneeling position, she looked her best friend in the eye knowing what the answer would be before it ever left Felicity’s lips thanks to her newfound ability to hear what she was thinking. “I may be a slave, but I deserve the chance to learn the spells as well dammit!” she huffed.

		“What are you talking about? I never…”

		“You were thinking it. You think because I’m submissive, that I’ve agreed to let you own me as your property as soon as you learn about being dominant – something you haven’t even attempted since we left the cave I might add, you think I’m beneath the teachings of the book.”

		“I have no idea…”

		“As my best friend I’m asking you to choose your next words carefully, Felicity, or they might be the last you ever speak to me. I haven’t said anything until now, but I’ve been able to read your every thought since we left the cave. No, it’s not bullshit. Purple. Doggy position. Double anal fisting with drinking piss as a close second.” She said answering the three questions her best friend was thinking in the moment. Her favorite color, sexual position and fetishes respectively. And it doesn’t stop at the surface. For instance I know that you didn’t really lose your virginity to Brad Cooper and I am so, so sorry you had to endure that kind of abuse for so long.”

		“And just how is it that you’re able to read my mind and I cannot get into yours even with magic? Also, if you ever tell anyone about my childhood I’ll transform you into a pig and sell you to a slaughterhouse.”

		“I would never betray you like that, Felicity, so you can keep the threats to yourself. As for why I possess the ability and you don’t, I’ve given it some thought and the only thing I can think of is my willingness to serve as your sex slave.”

		“That makes no sense at all.”

		“It actually makes perfect sense. I mean, the duty of a slave is to fulfill her owner’s every desire and what better way to do that than being able to anticipate what you need before you need it? I have absolutely no way of verifying it, but I think whatever magic we encountered in that damn cave sensed this and gave me the abilities I would need to please you. But that’s beside the point. You’ve had two weeks with that book and now I want a turn to learn some of the spells. Or are you planning on keeping it to yourself?”

		Felicity tried to keep the thought from forming, but it was too late and the look on her best friend’s face told her it had been read. “I’m sorry Carla, but the fact of the matter is you’re a slave and slaves don’t deserve to learn the magic.”

		“I went through the same trials and deserve it every bit as much as you. Now hand it over or I’ll toss it in the fireplace and neither of us will have it.”

		“It has weathered billions of years. It has seen the formation of galaxies and the collapse of stars. It has passed through universes and escaped from black holes. Do you really think a little fire is going to hurt it?” Tome in hand, Felicity got up and paced the living room – the bigger pieces of equipment moving to the sides of the room with but a wave of her hand. “Do you remember the Jaryth I said felt pity on the males of the species they placed on planets all over the universe?”

		“That has nothing to do with you being a greedy bitch.”

		“It has everything to do with it, Carla. Those women were like you. They were slaves one and all and they gave up all rights to their former culture to better acclimate themselves to the new. This book is Jaryth culture and thus not meant for your eyes.”

		Carla was suddenly overcome with a rage she was powerless to quell. Staring into her best friend’s eyes, she honed the emotion to a razor’s edge and with a slight movement of the head, she watched as Felicity dropped the book as she screamed in horror.

		“MY EYES! I…I can’t…I’m BLIND!”

		“Yes, yes you are,” Carla seethed. “And you’ll remain blind while I spend the next two weeks catching up on some very heavy reading.”

		“You don’t have magic! How did you make me go blind?”

		“I thought about you not being able to read the book and it just happened. I guess I have the ability to keep you from abusing the power we both deserve.” Getting up, Carla walked over to her friend. “I don’t want to hear you bitching and complaining so sleep,” she said cupping Felicity’s cheek. Her friend fell to the floor like a feather and was out cold. Picking up the book, Carla went to the small bedroom, made herself comfortable on the bed and began to read – her brain translating the bizarre glyphs of the ancient language into recognizable words as quickly as her eyes passed over them.

		Minutes turned to hours then days and Carla lost all sense of time as she practiced the decidedly perverse magic contained on each thick yellowed page – the skeptic and scientist in her confused at the ease with which she and her slumbering friend were able to break the known laws of physics while the budding sorceress reminded her that magic was nothing more than turning matter into energy, energy into matter and arranging things on an atomic level to turn one element into another without the need of a supernova.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		After three weeks of reading and mastering one spell after another, Carla looked into her friend’s mind and with a though Felicity was stirring from her slumber. It took a few minutes for the nineteen year old’s vision to return and for the cobwebs to clear from her brain, and then she slowly sat up. “Thank you for returning my sight. How long was I out?”

		“Three weeks.”

		“THREE WEEKS! How in the hell did you keep me sleeping for three freaking weeks?”

		“I guess you were just that tired. Zel garenth duul margann,” Carla spoke the words of a spell and the tome vanished in a puff of pale violet smoke.

		“What did you do? Where is the book? I swear to god if you destroyed it I’ll…”

		“You’ll what? Kill me as you’re currently thinking? Do you really care more for an old book than your best friend? Yeah, that’s what I thought and it deeply saddens me to hear you think that way. I sent the grimoire to a safe place and can bring it back when it’s needed. Go make us some dinner and we’ll talk.”

		“You’re the slave, go make it yourself!” Felicity angrily growled. “And bring the book back right god damn now!”

		“No. And I’m beginning to see what you really think of me and I don’t like it one bit.”

		“What the fuck are you talking about? You’re the one that professed yourself a slave and said you would do anything and everything to please me.”

		“True. But that doesn’t mean you get to treat me like garbage. Besides, you’re the one that said you didn’t want to train me until you’ve learned about the lifestyle. Now go make us dinner or I’ll never bring it back.”

		“Fine, but when I get my hands on it you’ll never see it again.”

		“Which is exactly why I sent it away. You say I am not deserving of the magic, but you…you’re the one that’s corrupting it just as the Jaryth of old. You are the reason the Grimoire of Veiled Secrets was banished from this universe, why our people were banished,” Carla said, her voice sad, ethereal as if someone else were speaking through her. “I cannot undo what has been done, but I can rein it in before it gets out of control. Ulyem jafrok semprys! With these words I bind you.” A sleek, rune-covered metal collar appeared around Felicity’s neck and when the ends touched they fused together so it was one continuous, unbroken band.

		“What in the hell? Get this thing off of me right now Carla!”

		“Once it is on there is no removing it until you have proven yourself worthy.”

		“What the fuck does that mean? How do I prove myself worthy?”

		“You’ll know when the collar comes off. Until then, every spell you use to harm another will rebound and effect you instead. And magic used for purely selfish reasons won’t just fail, they’ll cause you to lose something you hold dear. This, Felicity Daye, is the penalty for abusing that which we have freely given.” Carla went to her knees and then she looked up in confusion. “What happened? Why am I kneeling?” she asked, this time the voice was her own.

		“What do you mean what happened? You used magic to put this collar around my damn neck and there’s no way for me to remove it!”

		“I did not such thing.”

		“Well, I didn’t put it on myself. Read my mind if you don’t believe me.”

		“I don’t understand,” Carla said after several minutes of concentrating on her friend’s mind. “I don’t remember any of that. Whomever did it was right to do it though as you weren’t just abusing the power we have been given, but also our friendship. Since you didn’t try putting one on me, I’m guessing you didn’t get to that part of the Grimoire.”

		“So you do know what it is?”

		“Yes, but like I said, I don’t remember putting it on you. In fact, from what I read only the most powerful sorceresses were capable of using such magic and I’m not even in the same universe as them in terms of magical aptitude. There’s more, and you’re really not going to like this part, but as long as you’re wearing that collar you won’t be able to read the grimoire.”

		“BULLSHIT!”

		“No, it’s not bullshit and after dinner I’ll prove it. You may use whatever magic you already possess, but that’s it until the collar comes off. Now will you please go make us some dinner?”

		Reaching up, Felicity tried to grab the collar to rip it off, but her fingernails just slipped of the thin edge. “I’m sorry I acted like a bitch and promise it won’t happen again. Will you take the collar please?”

		“I appreciate the apology, but I have a feeling you don’t really mean it. As for the collar, the only way to remove it is by proving your worth.”

		Humiliated and angry, Felicity fired off a spell that was supposed to turn her best friend into a lust-filled sex slave in the hopes of convincing her to remove the collar, but instead it turned at the last second, struck her square in the chest and sent her flying back against the wall next to a Saint Andrews. Doubled over, she gasped for air and then walked towards the kitchen. “I hope burgers are fine,” she said through clenched teeth.

		As promised, Carla brought the grimoire of veiled secrets back from its hiding place. Placing it on the coffee table, she flipped it open and turned it so that her friend could read. Looking down, Felicity raised a brow and flipped through fifty or sixty pages in rapid succession – growing angrier and more frustrated by the second. “Okay, where’s the real fucking book?”

		“That is the real book, Felicity. Like I said, as long as you’re wearing that collar you won’t be able to learn anything new.”

		Slamming the ancient tome closed, Felicity picked it up and threw it into the fireplace and to her surprise it remained unsinged. “GOD DAMN IT! What in the hell did I do to deserve this sort of treatment?”

		“Do I really need to explain?” Getting up, Carla walked over to the fireplace and used a pair of brass tongs to remove the book from the flames. “So, are we spending the rest of the summer here as planned or would you rather go home in the morning?”

		“I’d rather go home right now.”

		“Are we okay, Felicity?”

		“I don’t know.”

		“Really? Because your mind is loud and clear. You hate…no, despise me for what you’ve done to yourself. Jesus Christ!” Carla gasped and stumbled back as she saw a disturbing image of herself in Felicity’s mind. “You know the spell to teleport yourself home. Please go and don’t come back. Don’t…don’t ever talk to me again.”

		“I’ll talk to you for as long as you’re in possession of the book and there’s nothing…” Carla shouted the words of a spell and Felicity found herself enveloped in a swirling vortex of rapidly coalescing black, red, blue and purple energy. When her friend was gone, Carla dropped to her knees and cried.
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		Finding herself standing butt naked in her bedroom at home, Felicity thought about the cabin she was at moments ago and said the words of the spell to take her back, but her mind grew fuzzy and she remained where she stood. “God damn it!” Going to the closet, she grabbed a light summer dress and was about to put it on when she realized the sounds of sex she was hearing were not just in her head. Someone in the house was having sex. No, a lot of someones. Pulling the dress on, she opened the bedroom door and peeked out. The sounds grew louder and she could make out the grunts and moans of at least a dozen men and women.

		Tiptoeing down the stairs, she looked down into the living room where her parents and fifteen or so other couples were having sex – her mother being spit-roasted by two men while her father was fucking a petite blonde that was most definitely not his wife. The collar around Felicity’s neck growing slightly warm, she was overcome with the urge to be fucked. Taking the last six steps in a single bound, she found herself staring at a naked black man. Her eyes went straight to his hard cock, but a gasp from her father brought her back to reality.

		“FELICITY! When did you get home?”

		“When did you and mom become swingers?” she replied, placing a finger on the head of the black man’s cock, pushing down and letting it spring back on its own.

		“OH GOD!” her mother exclaimed. “This…this isn’t…”

		“We all know what this is so don’t insult my intelligence, mom. No, no don’t stop on my account. You’re all adults here and if you want to gang bang each other silly then who am I to judge?” staring around the room, Felicity noticed there were far more men than women and her clit started to tingle. “I’ll take you,” she said grabbing the cock of the black man she nearly ran into and giving him a few strokes. “And you, you and you,” she continued, pointing to three other men.

		“What do you mean you’ll take them?” her father asked.

		“I mean I’m going to take them up to my room so they can pound a few loads into me. Is that going to be a problem?”

		“Yes that’s a problem!” her mother shrieked as she pulled away from the man still nailing her from behind. “I am not going to let my daughter take four men to her bedroom and…”

		“And what, let them gang bang me? Let them fuck their loads deep in my fertile pussy? Let them breed me like the horny, submissive slut that I am?” Felicity snapped back, the collar once again growing warm. I mean, let them use me as their personal toilet?” Slapping a hand over her mouth as her face went red, she bit painfully into her lower lip as the words coming out of her mouth were not the same as she was thinking. After a moment it fell away and she once again spoke. “I am here to serve, Master. Please…please train me to be an obedient sex slave.”

		“What in the actual fuck?” her father gasped. “Okay, people, Alicia and I need to have a talk with our daughter so I think that’ll be all for this party.”

		“NO!” Felicity replied. “I just found out my parents were perverted swingers and, well, now they know what a pervert their daughter is. You and you,” she said pointing to two more black men “you will join me and the other four in my bedroom where you’ll use and abuse me however you desire until you can’t get it up anymore. As for the rest of you, please continue as you were.” Tearing her dress off, she jumped up on the first black man and sank down on his hard cock. “Mmmm…please carry me like this to my room Master,” she purred as her legs wrapped around him. Looking down at her stunned parents, she gave them a wink.

		Up in her room, she reluctantly hopped off the man’s cock and dropped to her knees. Taking him completely down her throat, she sucked for maybe five seconds and then stopped. “What are you names Masters?”

		“Before we go another step, are you even eighteen?” the man whose cock she had ridden and sucked asked.

		“I’m nineteen, Master, and if you don’t believe me you can ask my parents or look at my driver’s license. Now please give me the honor of knowing the names of the men I’ll be serving.”

		“My name is Scott,” the black man she was stroking replied.

		“How long have you been gang banging my parents, Master?”

		“I’m Khalil and we’ve been screwing your mother once a month for seven years,” one of the other black men answered.

		“Does my dad take you as well, Master?”

		“Do you really want to know?”

		“Yes Master.”

		“Yes, your father takes dick like a seasoned pro and loves eating semen from your mother’s cunt.”

		“And does my mother have sex with the other women, Master?”

		“Are you seriously telling us you don’t know your parents are bisexual?”

		“I had no idea any of this was going on until I walked down and saw it, Master. Please, does my mother have sex with women?”

		“She does.”

		“Does she do anything else perverted Master? I mean other than gang bangs that is.”

		“I think that’s something you should talk to them about,” Scott replied. “So, did you bring us up here to talk or fuck?”

		“To fuck, Master. I am yours to do with as you please.”

		The third black man stepped up. “I’m Morgan. You got any lube for your ass or should we get some from downstairs?”

		“I don’t own any sex toys, Master, so no lube either.”

		“When you say use and abuse what do you mean?” Khalil asked.

		“I mean just that, Master. I want the six of you to train me as your sex slave until you can’t get it up. I am yours to do with as you please and no matter how fucked up it might be I will obey your every command. Unfortunately, I don’t have any toys so you’ll just have to get creative. Now please finish introducing yourselves so we can get this party started.”

		“My name is Terry,” a tall, well-built white man in his late thirties said.

		“I’m Elliott another replied.

		“And I’m Sam, the last man said. “Do you have a camera?”

		“You want to film me training? That’s actually a good idea, Master!” Jumping to her feet, Felicity went to her desk and turned her laptop on. Once it was fully loaded, she started the webcam and positioned it for the best possible angle. “There you go, Master, now we’ll have proof of this special night for all eternity.”

		“Actually, I just wanted to record you giving us permission to train you as a sex slave, but I think filming the whole process is a good idea as well.”

		“I give you all permission to use me however you desire until I have been broken and remolded into the perfect slave. As long as it’s legal no perversion is off limits. Fuck me. Breed me. Whip me. I am nothing more than an object for you to use and abuse as long as it fulfills your every fantasy.”

		“Open your mouth,” Khalil commanded.

		“Yes Master.” No sooner were her lips parted then her mouth was filled with piss. Thinking quickly, she took him down her throat and swallowed every drop so they didn’t make a mess on the carpet. When she was done, she leaned back and licked her lips. “Thank you for using me as your toilet, Master.” She tried fighting back the words, but they came out none the less and she had a sinking feeling it had something to do with the warm metal collar around her neck. “Please, if any of you wish to do the same just say so and I’ll gladly drink every drop. All I ask is that you put your cocks in my mouth so I don’t get piss all over the carpet.”

		“That was obviously not your first time drinking piss,” Scott said. “What other kinky things have you done and who trained you?”

		“I’ve been fisted by my now ex best friend and can very easily take two hands at the same time, Master. I’ve also done two gang bangs with the same friend and forty men. We’ve been caned, flogged and fucked silly and I want to experience that and more. I want…no, need to be trained as a sex slave. Please Masters, tear me down and build me back up as your ideal woman.”

		Scott lay on the bed and commanded Felicity on top. She quickly complied and took his hard nine inches with ease. Khalil ran downstairs to grab a bottle of lube and Elliott got on the bed and pushed his dick down her throat. When he did not start pissing, Felicity started sucking him off. Oh god! Why am I doing this? What’s happening to me? She thought as the two men fucked her. The door opened a couple of minutes later and Khalil joined them on the bed – his big black cock already lubed, he pushed into her ass.

		Felicity threw her head back and moaned. “Mmmm…thank you for fucking my ass, Master. I hope I’m not too loose.”

		“Loose? You’re so tight I’m surprised it went in that easy.”

		Now that he mentioned it, Felicity realized she was remarkable tight for a woman that had taken the huge cock of a statue and then her now ex best friend’s hands multiple times over the last few weeks. Must have been the three weeks of sleep, she thought. Taking Elliott back down her throat, she let the men fuck her without further interruption.
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		Sitting alone in the cabin with no tears left to shed, Carla got up off the floor and sat on the couch – her eyes falling to the ancient tome lying on the coffee table as she thought about everything she and her best friend had been through the past five weeks. From discovering the cave in the middle of the forest and the trials they completed to unlock some long-forgotten power, to discovering and fulfilling each other’s wildest fantasies. She recalled Felicity’s greed and wondered if there was anything she could have done to end it sooner. She wondered if the universe was ready for what they had to offer, or if she should send the Grimoire of Veiled Secrets somewhere so far away it would never be found again.

		“There was nothing you could have done for your friend,” a gentle male voice said off to her left. Head turning, she saw a tall shirtless man with the most stunningly beautiful pair of wings jutting from his back.

		“W-Who…what are you?”

		“My name is Zuriel and you know what I am Carla of the Simms.”

		“You…you’re a…you look like an angel. But you’re not are you? You’re Hargryth. You’re a Warden of Peace and a Keeper of Reality. But I don’t understand. How are you here? According to the book…”

		“Not everything was written in accordance with reality, Carla of the Simms. You’ll learn our history in time, but for now it is enough to say you and your friend stand on the edge of a sword and where one stands strong, the other falters. You did well to rein her in before she grew too powerful, but I’m afraid it won’t be enough. She is smart, cunning. And while she succumbs to the will of the band for now, in time she will learn to bend and pervert it. You cannot allow that to happen.”

		“What am I supposed to do? I don’t even understand how I put it on her. I sent her away. She’ll never want to see me again. I don’t even understand what we have become or how it’s even possible.”

		“You said I looked like an angel. That is not a mistake, Carla of the Simms. While your holy books got a great deal wrong, they do hold a few nuggets of truth. There was a falling out, but between the Jaryth and Hargryth, not god and his angels.”

		“But how could humans – a species evolved billions of years after you were banished to another universe, know what you looked like?”

		“As I said, not everything was written in accordance with reality. There were many powerful Jaryth that resisted the banishment and as many more Hargryth that remained to ensure they did not pervert all of creation. Most have been captured and banished, but a few still roam the cosmos. We are eternal, Carla of the Simms, and some have visited this world. The Hargryth followed and earth saw its first war.”

		“I see. And why do you keep calling me Carla of the Simms?”

		“Because that is your name.”

		“No, it’s Carla Simms.”

		“That’s what I said.”

		“No, you said…nevermind, please, you may call me Carla. Will you sit and explain what’s happening to me?”

		“That is why I am here, but other than several billion years of history there’s very little you don’t already know.”

		“Are you kidding me? Other than a few spells and the fact that I’m being transformed on an atomic…OH MY GOD! Am I, are we going to grow wings like yours?”

		“The transformation process will take many years to complete, but yes, you’ll eventually become one of us wings and all.”

		“But that’ll paint targets right on our backs! The government will stop at nothing to capture us, dissect us.”

		“You are becoming Hargryth, Carla. There is nothing humanity can do to stop you. And that is part of the problem.”

		“I don’t understand. I thought the Hargryth were Wardens of Peace. Why would they need to stop…oh,” Carla said, her head bowing in shame. “Felicity isn’t becoming Hargryth is she?”

		“No she is not. Your friend is everything you are not.”

		“Are you saying I’m stupid?”

		“What? No, that’s not what I mean at all. The trials were designed as a test and while you both passed, your destinies lie in different directions.”

		“Is there any way to undo all of this? Can’t you make us human again? Get rid of the cave, destroy the test so no one can ever take it again. Please, I don’t want this.”

		“And that is why we have given it to you, Carla. And no, what is done cannot be undone. The process is irreversible.”

		“But you are changing my DNA once, there must be a way to do it again.”

		“I have changed nothing. How can I put this in terms you’ll understand?” Thinking for several long moments, Zuriel looked into Carla’s eyes. “Comparing your new DNA as you call it to the old is like comparing a pebble to the complexity of the entire multiverse. Does that help put things into perspective?”

		“I’m learning all this magic, but it all seems focused on sex. Why is that?”

		“Because what better way to learn about another species or to bring them together than through sex? Take us for instance. I get the overwhelming feeling you want to have sex with me. Don’t bother denying it, I can read you like the book on the table.”

		“I wasn’t going to deny it. And I take it from that bulge in your pants that you want to have sex with me?”

		“I do. Isn’t that remarkable?”

		“Not really. I mean, you’re an incredibly handsome man and I’m a reasonably attractive young woman.”

		“But we are of different species. Doesn’t that disgust you?”

		“Other than the wings you look human to me. Besides, I’m on my way to becoming one of you so there’s that.”

		“Fair enough.” Standing, Zuriel’s body convulsed and started to reform. Limbs broke and reshaped. Feathered wings became fur and a very shocked Carla stared at a huge wolf. “Am I still desirable in this form? Would you get on all fours and let me make you my bitch?”

		“You’re a man transforming into a wolf. That makes you a werewolf, right? As fucked up as it sounds, yes, I would let you make me your bitch. Is that what you want?”

		Zuriel’s body changed again. This time he was mostly humanoid. Instead of skin, he had the fine scales of a snake, six long tentacles coming out of each side of his back and a snake-like tongue that put Gene Simmons to shame. “What about now, Carla of the Sssimmssss?” he asked, his voice a seductive hiss.

		Sliding off the couch and onto her knees, Carla reached up and pulled Zuriel’s pants down. A nearly two foot long cock sprang up hitting her chin. “I would have sex with you no matter what form you took,” she answered. Wrapping her hands around his massive dick, she stretched her jaw to the limit just to suck the head.

		“And that is why I am here to train you as a Warden of Peace. Would you like me to take you as I am or in my true form?”

		“Whatever pleases you Master. Actually, I wouldn’t mind feeling your tentacles filling my holes,” Carla blushed. “If you don’t mind that is.”

		“I don’t mind at all.” As the words came out of his mouth, the lowest set of tentacles snaked down and pushed into Carla’s ass and the next set went into her pussy. Staring down into her eyes, he grinned as the other four sets of tentacles grabbed her arms and legs and raised her off the floor until they were eye-level. Pulling her close they kissed and his long tongue slithered down her throat. “By the time your training is complete you’ll be willing and able to fulfill the desires of anyone and anything.”

		“I’m already willing and able to do that, Master.”

		“You still need the training.”

		“I won’t argue with you there Master. So, where does the Warden of Peace part of the job come in?”

		“We’ll get to that in time.”

		“What about Felicity, Master? Wouldn’t it be better to train her to rein in her thirst for power?”

		“She’s being trained as we speak.”

		“I hope it does more good than harm, Master.”

		“Only time will tell. But for now I want you to forget about her and concentrate on your own training.”

		“What about my family and friends, Master? What do I tell them as I transform into another species? A species that, unless I’m way off the mark, will life forever. How can I go on knowing I’ll lose everyone and everything I hold dear?”

		“Calm yourself. We’ll get there in time.”

		“That’s easy for you to say, Master, but I love my family and friends and can’t bear watching them all grow old and die. Uuhhnnn!” Carla grunted as the tentacles pushed deeper into her pussy and ass. Opening her mouth to thank him, the words were cut short as his nearly foot long forked tongue went down her throat. Giving herself over to the pleasure, she put her arms loosely around his neck and let his tongue slide even deeper as she kissed him. Her legs were spread wider and the tentacles thrush in an out of her pussy and asshole.

		Looking into Zuriel’s eyes, Carla suddenly saw herself transforming into an anthropomorphic cat woman. Her skin began to tingle as goosebumps covered every centimeter. Her back arched, and she felt something weird happening in her lower back as her face contorted. When everything settled, she looked down in shock at the coat of fine black, grey and white fur now covering her lithe body. Thankfully, she still had only two breasts, but for a moment she wondered what it would be like to have eight. And then her tail swung up to swat a fly that had been buzzing around for the last several minutes.

		“OH MY GOD I have a tail! What’s happening Master? Why do I suddenly look like a cat?”

		“Because you sensed it within me and changed to suit my desires. What surprises me is the seeming lack of pain.”

		“There was no pain, Master. Do you really like me like this?”

		“I do.”

		“Then I’m happy to please.” As if it had a mind of its own, Carla’s tail moved along Zuriel’s cock and balls. “Sorry Master. I didn’t tell it to do that.”

		“No need to apologize. You may not realize it yet, but you’re in my mind, Carla, and your body is acting accordingly. You’re what we call a metamorph, but we can discuss that in more detail later. For now just relax and see where this takes you.”

		“Yes Master. I sense you want to impale me on your huge cock so please don’t hesitate to ram that monster in as deep as it will go.”
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		Felicity had been fucked by all six men, fisted, used as a urinal and had several parts of her body slapped by bare hands when the door opened and her mother walked in carrying several bags. Humiliated, she was unable to look her parent in the eyes as she rode Khalil’s cock reverse cowgirl on the bed.

		“Pardon the intrusion, but I went out and bought you a few toys,” Alicia said, sitting the bags on the floor. “Are you okay, sweetie?”

		“I really don’t want to talk right now, mom.”

		“Perfectly understandable. I’m sure you’re quite embarrassed and…”

		“Embarrassed doesn’t even begin to describe what I’m feeling, but the only thing that matters right now is pleasing my Masters and that means giving them my fullest attention. I’ll figure out a way to repay you for the toys, but can we please talk about it later?”

		“I bought them as a gift from one submissive to another, Felicity, so there’s nothing to repay.”

		“Thank you, mom.”

		“My pleasure. We’ll talk after the party ends Sunday. Have fun and if you want a few more men don’t hesitate in asking.”

		“Thanks, but I think six are…on second thought, can you please send up six more? No offense guys, but I’m a fucking nympho and six of you really aren’t enough to satisfy my sexual desires,” she said, the collar growing warm around her neck as the words formed and came out despite her thinking something completely different.

		“Well, it’s been fun,” Scott said. “Hopefully we’ll be able to do this again soon.”

		“What are you talking about Master? I don’t want you going anywhere. I want all twelve of you to use and abuse me. Um, mom?”

		“Yes sweetie?”

		“Are you going to stand there all night watching me ride Master Khalil’s big black cock or go send six more men up to gang bang me?”

		“Sorry honey, I’m going now. Any preference?”

		“Cock is cock.”

		“I’ll send them up right away.”

		“Thank you.” Waiting for the door to close behind her mother, Felicity went back to bounding up and down on Khalil’s throbbing cock. “Master,” she said looking at Scott “will you please unpack the new toys so we know what we’re working with?”

		“Absolutely. Come on guys, grab a bag and get unpacking.”

		The bedroom door opened again and six more white men filed in and stood wherever they could find room. Two of them climbed on the bed – one flipping Felicity around so that he could fuck her ass while the other slid down her throat.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Down in the living room, Alicia paced back and forth looking from one man and woman to another. “Are we really just going to pretend like our daughter isn’t upstairs getting gang banged by a dozen men?” she asked her husband of twenty years.

		“Why not?” Alex replied. “Don’t get me wrong, I don’t like the idea any more than you, but she did ask and considering she walked in on us doing the same, who are we to argue?”

		“But she’s only nineteen!”

		“And you were eighteen the first time you were gang banged so you have no room to talk.”

		“When did she even get home? There’s no way she could have slipped by us without someone noticing.”

		“No idea. The real question, however, is: are you going to pace back and forth all night or resume the party?”

		“You really want to have sex with Felicity right up the stairs?”

		“Honey, we’ve had sex hundreds of times with her right down the hall. This is no different.”

		“Like hell! Those times it was just the two of us and we kept it quiet.”

		“Is your daughter bisexual?” A pudgy brunette named Shannon asked.

		“Not that I know of,” Alicia replied.

		“Do you mind if I go up and ask?”

		“Jesus Christ, why don’t you all go fuck my daughter?”

		“Calm down honey, no one said anything about everyone going upstairs. Though, to be honest, maybe we should spend the night in a hotel so Felicity can have her fun without worrying about us.”

		“Are you kidding me?”

		“Nope. And my mind’s made up so go get the shower started and I’ll join you in a minute.” Getting up, Alex walked up to his daughter’s room and found her on the bed being fucked by three men at the same time. “Excuse me everyone, but I need my daughter’s attention for a moment.”

		“DAD! Do you mind? I’m a little exposed here.”

		“Nothing I haven’t seen a thousand times before. Anyways, your mother and I have decided to spend the rest of the weekend at a hotel so you can enjoy your gang bang in peace. You are free to bring the men and women up here as you see fit, but I suggest moving to the living room once we’re gone.”

		“Thanks daddy. Are you and mom okay?”

		“Never better. And you?”

		“As long as I can serve and pleasure my Masters and Mistresses, I’m happy. I’m pregnant, dad.”

		“What? When did that happen? Who’s the father?”

		“It happened around the first night Carla and I arrived at her uncle’s cabin. The father won’t be in the child’s life so no need to mention his name. Anyways, I thought you should know you’re going to be a grandfather in about eight months. Will you please tell mom for me?”

		“No need,” Alicia said from the doorway. We’ll talk when your father and I get home Sunday night.”

		“I’ll gladly sit down and explain as much as I can, but if you’re going to scream and berate me then please keep it to yourself,” Felicity said as she reluctantly raised herself off of Khalil’s cock. “Okay everyone, let’s take an hour to recuperate and adjourn to the living room and then I’m all yours.” Walking to her long dresser, she started putting the toys back in the bags. Her parents stared at her a moment. She gave them a reassuring smile to let them know she was okay and thankful they were permitting her to pleasure so many men and women. They walked out of the room and a moment later the bathroom door closed.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Being alone in the house with twenty-four men and six women she did not know would have scared the hell out of the old Felicity Daye, but the new, improved and incredibly submissive version of herself was delighted beyond compare. When her parents were finally out of the house, she got on all fours and crawled over a lithe brunette named Connie. After giving her a kiss, she spun around and went right to licking, sucking and fingering the woman’s pussy. Connie pushed her entire right hand into Felicity’s pussy and was about to fist her ass with the left when one of the men shoved his cock in instead.

		“Have you ever felt the sting of the cane, slave?” Shannon asked.

		“Yes Mistress. I’ve had my entire body caned, flogged, paddled and slapped until the pain turned to pleasure and I had one of the most intense orgasms of my life. And even if I hadn’t, my only desire is to please so I would never deny you whatever it took to make that happen.”

		“What are your limits?”

		“I have none save anything illegal, Mistress.”

		“Is that so?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Do you own any fetish clothes?”

		“No Mistress.”

		“There’s a shop not far from here. Go put on the shortest, tightest skirt you own as well as a pair of heels.”

		“And what sort of shirt, Mistress?”

		“Who said anything about a shirt? You’ll be going topless, slave.”

		“Um, you did hear the part where I said my limits are anything illegal, right Mistress?”

		“I did. And going topless isn’t illegal in thirty-one states including this one. No go dress as commanded or you’ll be disciplined for disobedience.”

		“Yes Mistress.” While she wanted to believe the woman’s claims, Felicity was not about to do so blindly so as soon as she was in her bedroom she did a quick google search and easily confirmed what Shannon had said. Going to her closet, she picked out a black skirt that went about three inches below her ass and a pair of three inch heels and lay them on the bed. Going to the top of the stairs, she looked down at the waiting men and women. “I’m going to take a quick shower before we leave, Mistress, so please give me a few minutes.” Turning, she suddenly realized she could not leave the house with so many people in it so she went back to her room and dialed her mother.

		“You finished getting used and abused already?” her mother answered the phone.

		“Not even close. Um, Shannon wants to take me shopping for fetish clothes but I don’t want to leave everyone else here unattended. Do you think you and dad could come home for a little bit?”

		“We’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

		“Thanks mom. Love you.”

		“I love you too sweetie.”

		Hanging up, Felicity went back to the stairs. “My parents are coming back so there’s someone here while I’m out. Mom said fifteen minutes.”

		Twenty minutes later Felicity was walking out of the house topless with Shannon at her side. At the end of the driveway, Shannon brought the cane she held in her right hand up and across Felicity’s breasts. “One. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK!

		“Two. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK!

		“Three. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK!

		“Four. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK!

		“Five. Thank you Mistress.”

		Looking left and right to see if anyone was watching, Shannon lightly tapped the cane against Felicity’s ass guiding her to the right. Several cars drove by as they approached the first corner but Felicity held her head up high as her Mistress commanded. When they reached the corner Shannon looked around again and delivered another five swats to her slave’s breasts. The second corner earned Felicity’s back ten swats and the third got her five more on the breasts. Corner four earned the budding sex slave ten hard swats her ass and as she was pulling her skirt down she realized they had an audience. Chewing her lower lip, she walked over to a car and knocked on the passenger window. It went down and she leaned in. “Like what you saw, Mister?”

		“God yes.”

		“How much?”

		“Enough to bend you over the hood of my car and fuck you silly.”

		“You got a condom?”

		“Nope.”

		“Sorry. No condom, no sex.” Standing, Felicity walked back to her Mistress and after a look left and right they crossed the street. They reached their destination a third of the way down the block without further incident and Shannon pulled the door open and waved her slave in. “Thank you Mistress. Um, this is probably not the best time to mention this, but you do know I don’t have the money to buy anything, right?”

		“Don’t worry about that. You are such an amazing slave we pooled our money to give you this gift,” Shannon said loud enough for the clerk and five other customers to hear it. “You’ve got fifty-three hundred dollars to buy everything you need and since your parents already bought you a lot of toys we’ll concentrate on clothing and if you’ve got anything left over we’ll get anything else you need.”

		“Thank you so much Mistress.”

		“You’re quite welcome, slave. So, where did you get that collar? I’ve been looking at it and I can’t even see how you put it on or take it off.”

		“It’s a permanent fixture, Mistress. As for where I got it, well, I’m not at liberty to say and no one would believe me even if I could.”

		“You really a sex slave?” one of the customers – a petite, busty raven-haired woman asked.

		“Yes Ma’am,” Felicity answered.

		“That is so fucking cool. I tried a few years ago but it wasn’t my thing. Nice welts by the way.”

		“Thank you Ma’am. If there’s anything I can do to please you just let me know.”

		“I could really use a bathroom if you know what I mean.”

		“Say no more Ma’am.” Getting on her knees in front of the woman, Felicity blushed from head to toe as the urge to fulfill the woman’s fantasy prevented her from running away like she wanted to. Felicity pushed the woman’s dress up over her hips and smiled when she saw no panties. “When my mouth is over your pussy give me three seconds and then you may use me as your toilet, Ma’am.”

		“Seriously?”

		“Yes Ma’am.” Five seconds later and she was gulping the woman’s piss down as if drinking a glass of warm water. She then licked the woman and her lips clean before sitting back on her heels.

		“Please tell me I can fuck you,” one of the male customers said.

		“Alright, people, as much as I’d love watching the little whore get fucked, this isn’t a brothel.” the overweight greasy-skinned cashier said to Felicity. “Get dressed and buy something or you’ll have to leave,” he said to everyone’s disappointment.

		“Party pooper,” one of the other men said.

		“He’s just mad no one will give his lard ass the time a day,” a blonde remarked.

		“Sorry everyone,” Felicity apologized. “As much as I want to fulfill your fantasies I have to abide by the rules.” Getting up, she stood to the left and slightly behind her Mistress. Shannon gave her a quick smile and then led the way around the shop.
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		Lying on the floor purring like the cat she still resembled, Carla looked into Zuriel’s eyes. “That was the most amazing sex I’ve ever had Master. Please tell me we can do it again. And again and again and again. I don’t think I’ll ever have enough of that huge cock and you know what? I think I just might have a new appreciation for tentacle porn.”

		“I’m glad you liked it and want to do it again, but you’re in training to please others, not yourself.”

		“Sorry Master. I let the pleasure go to my head. It won’t happen again. My body, mind and soul are yours to command and I promise I will never put my own needs above those of others again.”

		“And that is the first lesson to becoming the perfect sex slave,” Zuriel replied as he gently caressed her cheek. “I think we’ll go out for lesson two.”

		“But I look like a cat, Master. People are going to notice that pretty quickly.”

		“Don’t worry, we’ll be unseen. I want you to pick a target and try to sense what they desire most in a lover and then become it as you did with me.”

		“But I don’t even know how I changed to look like this Master. I mean, I didn’t exactly tell my body to grow fur, a tail or other feline features. I don’t even know how to return to normal.”

		“The point of this exercise is to see how long it takes for you to connect and transform. We’ll worry about honing your abilities later.”

		“Yes Master.”

		“Go take a shower and meet me where it all began.”

		“Master?”

		“You know the magic to get you where you need to go in the blink of an eye.” And with that Zuriel was gone.

		Thinking about what her angelic Master said, Carla went to the bathroom and got in the shower. The water drenched her fur and she felt, well, she felt like a cat left out in the rain. Her tail dropped and for the first time since the transformation the purring stopped and try as she might, she could not get it to start again until she was finally rinsed off and rubbing herself dry with a towel. That seemingly did little so she spread another towel on the floor, got on all fours, arched her back and shook her body. The water flew off in all directions and then she started licking her forearm. Stopping after a few seconds, she came back to reality. Jesus, she thought Good think I can’t lick my own ass.

		Getting up, she went to the bedroom and put on a form-fitting green and black dress with halter neckline and diamond cutout that showed off her furry breasts. Speaking the words of the spell, she stopped before the last left her lips. Going to the living room, she picked up the grimoire of veiled secrets and sent it off to a safe location in case her friend decided to come steal it. She then cast the teleporting spell and found herself standing in front of a closed metal gate set into a hillside in the middle of the forest. Her heart raced as she thought back to that fateful day it opened for her and Felicity and only increased as she thought about all the perverted things they did within.

		“Glad you found your way,” Zuriel said from his position about ten feet to Carla’s right. “Would you like to go back in?”

		“I’ve completed every trial Master. Some of them more than once, actually, so what would be the point?”

		“Perhaps you’ll learn something new about yourself.”

		“I think I know myself pretty well, Master. I’d rather learn more about you, the Hargryth and the Jaryth. I want to know what you meant when you called me a metamorph. What does being a sex slave have to do with being a Warden of Peace?”

		“Metamorphs are shapeshifters. And to answer the next logical question, no, not all of us possess the ability to alter their physique to suit their lover.”

		“What happens if I’m with more than one lover at the same time and they have vastly different ideas of the perfect lover?”

		“Then you blend and compromise to please them both. But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. Mrahn fthoreth ulthos.” Zuriel faded into nothingness as the last syllable left his lips. “Now where do I find you Master?”

		“Right here. Repeat the words of the incantation.”

		“Mrahn fthoreth ulthos.” The words spoken, Carla found herself standing exactly where she had been, but everything had a shimmer to it as if looking at a road on a steaming hot day. “Whoa! What’s going on, Master?”

		“We’re invisible to the world until you say the spell again. While in this state you cannot be seen, smelled, heard, touched or tasted by anyone not in the twilight.”

		“The twilight, Master?”

		“The invisible state we’re now in. I have tethered myself to you, Carla. That means wherever you go, I go. Think of your best friend and take us there.”

		“Felicity, Master? I don’t think she’ll want to see me.”

		“She won’t. Now do as you’re told.”

		“Yes Master.” Concentrating on her best friend, Carla let the magic course through her veins and the forest gave way to concrete, leather and silicone as she found herself standing at the back of an adult toy shop. “Oh my god! Look at her tits!”

		“She does have a nice pair,” Zuriel replied. “Look at her. Study her. Get into her head and become the object of her desire.”

		“I’ll try Master. Can I get closer?”

		“You can get as close as you like.”

		“Thank you Master.” Taking a deep breath, Carla walked by a rack of leather and latex skirts and came up behind her best friend. “I’m sorry things ended badly between us,” She whispered. With minimal effort, she was in Felicity’s mind. Beneath the surface thoughts of pleasing her Mistress which appeared to be the woman to her friend’s right were thoughts so horrific she stumble back and fall on her ass. The connection broke and she sat staring in gape-jawed shock.

		“What happened?” Zuriel asked.

		“She…I can’t…oh god!”

		“What did you see?”

		“I…I saw…her…she was dropping my lifeless body into a shallow grave, Master. I had a knife in my heart. Her hands were covered in my blood, but she was grinning. She was happy Master. M-My death pleased her.”

		“I know it’s difficult, but you need to look deeper to get at her truth.”

		“She wants me dead! She wants to murder me! That is her truth, Master.”

		“No, it is not. She is angry because she blames you for taking the magic away. She’s humiliated that the collar is subjecting her to one humiliation after another. But beneath it all lay her true feelings. All you need do is delve deeper so that you can see for yourself. Now try again.”

		Not bothering to get up, Carla jumped into Felicity’s mind. It took several minutes, but she finally managed to move past the grotesque imagery of her demise and to the heart of her friend’s feelings. I love you so much, Carla, Felicity’s emotions screamed. You were the best thing to ever happen to me and I screwed it up. I let this power, this…curse, drive us apart and now I’ll never again feel your body next to mine. I’ll never hear the infectious sound of your laughter, smell the sweetness of your perfume or stare into your beautiful eyes. I love you so much Carla and I can only hope you can one day find it in your heart to forgive me.

		Bringing her hand up to wipe away the tears, Carla paused and looked at her hand and arm. Fur had been replaced by skin and she suddenly noticed the lack of a tail. Standing, she walked over to a full-length mirror and stared at herself. Her natural, human self. “I don’t understand, Master.”

		“No? I thought it was glaringly obvious.”

		“You’re saying I’m the object of her desire, Master?”

		“You were in her thoughts, you tell me.”

		“She’s conflicted Master. On the one hand she feels that I have betrayed her, while on the other she knows she is in the wrong and that I have only ever tried to help her. Unfortunately, she is not yet prepared to face the reality of her actions. I can feel her struggling against the power of the collar, Master. I sense her desperately searching for a loophole, some means of escaping that which she knows she rightly deserves.”

		“I am impressed, Carla. You just did with ease what normally takes years to master.”

		“Felicity and I share a very close connection, Master. I’ve been able to easily get into her head ever since I surrendered myself to her on day one. But that’s a moot point Master. As much as I want to help her, there’s nothing more I can do for her until she accepts full responsibility for her actions. May we please go now?”

		“Think of her parents. See them in your mind and take us to them.”

		“Yes Master.” Glad to be away from her best friend if only to prevent herself from leaving the twilight state, Carla did as commanded and found herself standing in a living room full of naked men and women. “Jesus Christ! What in the hell is going on here Master?”

		“Concentrate on her mother. Get in her head and become the object of her desire.”

		Carla stared at Alecia – a woman she knew and loved like a second mother. Her eyes drifted up and down the older woman’s body before settling on her light brown eyes. There was a resistance she was not used to and she felt the first pangs of a headache coming on the more she forced her way in. Clenching her teeth together, she pushed deeper. There was a veil of blackness and then everything erupted in a kaleidoscope of colors.

		Alicia was proud that her daughter had accepted her submissiveness. She was jealous her guests chose the younger, more attractive woman. Carla pushed deeper and gasped when she saw Alicia’s deepest, darkest secret. Trembling, hoping she was wrong, she ran to the bathroom and stared into the mirror to see Felicity staring back.

		“And now look into her father,” Zuriel said as he appeared in the bathroom.

		“I don’t think I want to see what he’s thinking Master. Please, can we go back to the cabin?”

		“Not yet. Become the object of Alex’s desires.”

		“I already am,” Carla said. “I saw it in his wife’s mind. They both…they want to…Man, I thought I was perverted, but I don’t have anything on them. She doesn’t even know and I can never tell her.”

		“You saw only what he wanted her to see. To know the truth you need to get into his head. We may return to the cabin afterward.”

		“Yes Master.”

		Going back downstairs, Carla dove headfirst into Alex’s mind. Past several layers of perversion and deeply held secrets was a metaphorical door that took several minutes of concentration and the beginnings of a migraine to open. Stepping into a vast room, she say poster-sized photos of herself plastered all over the walls as movies playing on a hundred jumbo screens depicted her submitting to and dominating him as they lived out every fetish known to man. This time, she did not need to run to the bathroom to know she was herself again.

		“So, I’m the object of his desires Master? He wants to dominate me. He wants to submit to me.” Dropping to her knees, Carla grabbed her head and groaned. “I’ve got one heck of a migraine, Master. Can we please return to the cabin now?”

		“As promised.”

		“Thank you Master. Do…uuhhnnn…do you think you can take us back? My head is spinning and I don’t think I can get us there safely.”

		“Of course. Just relax and we’ll be there shortly.” Bending, Zuriel picked Carla up and with a few words they were in the living room of the cabin. Taking her to the bedroom, he lay her in bed. “You did great for your first day.”

		“Thank you Master.” I don’t suppose there’s a spell to get rid of this headache?”

		“Unfortunately no. I can, however, get you some aspirin.”

		“Thank you Master. I can’t believe what I saw. Was it really real?”

		“You were in their heads so you’re the only one that can answer that question, Carla.”

		“Why do I have the sudden urge to get fucked by my best friend’s father?”

		“Because he is the last one you read.”

		Staring at her angelic Master, Carla felt the fur growing on her body and she felt far more at ease. “You are the only man I want, Master.”

		“We both know that’s not true, but if that form helps ease your mind then by all means assume it. Let me go get you something for that headache and then you can rest.”

		“Thank you Master. For everything. I think I just need some time to digest it so do you think I can be alone for the next few days?”

		“We can postpone the training, but I must remain by your side until you are a Warden of Peace.”

		“Why Master?”

		“I’ll explain it all in the morning. For now just try to get some rest.”

		“Yes Master.”
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