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Chapter 1

Ian hesitated outside the door, steeling himself. He knew how important this interrogation was. They knew without a doubt that Vanessa was the leader of the Sect of Sereca, but they had no proof, which meant they had nothing to hold her on.

If they were going to make any progress, Ian had to get her to break. He needed a confession.

For weeks now, people had been disappearing from all walks of life, and all trails led back to the Sect of Sereca. No one knew what went on in the cult, but they had been linked to a number of suspicious ritual murders. All the victims so far were male, though Ian wasn’t sure yet if that meant anything.

Ian pushed open the door. Vanessa was leaning back in her chair, looking perfectly relaxed. “Hello,” she said calmly.

“You realize that you have the right to a lawyer?”

“I hardly think I need one. I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“We’ll see about that. Where have you been over the past six months? Your house has been empty. Your boss says you haven’t been in to work and you’ve vanished without a trace.”

“Clearly, I haven’t, as you’ve managed to find me. I’ve moved on to other things. Changing homes and jobs isn’t against the law. Unless you have a court order for me, I’m afraid I’m disinclined to share the details of my personal life with you. I hope you understand, I’m just a private person.”

Ian gritted his teeth. He’d be a ‘private person’ too if he ran his own cult. “I thought you had nothing to hide?”

“I said I’ve done nothing wrong, and that’s the truth. Now, did you have any more questions for me, or are we done here?”

“What do you know about the cult known as the Sect of Sereca?”

Vanessa’s expression didn’t so much as twitch. “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve never heard of such a thing. Now, I’m afraid I really must get going. If you have any further questions, feel free to email me, and I will get to them when I can.”

With that, she got up and left. It went against every instinct Ian had to let her go, but he knew that he couldn’t stop her. Their surveillance had spotted her running day-to-day operations of the cult, but they hadn’t managed to catch her doing anything illegal, so he had no legal grounds on which to hold her.

He watched as she left.

Patrick came up behind Ian as he glared after Vanessa. “You did your best. It was a long shot anyway. We don’t have anything on her and she knows it. We’ll just have to keep going as we are.”

“That’s not good enough,” Ian growled. “More people are vanishing every day! More people are being killed every day! We need to do something about this now!”

“You don’t think I know that? You don’t think I want this cult dissolved just as badly as you do? What do you expect me to do, Ian? I’ve already got everyone working overtime on this. We can’t magically pull evidence up out of nowhere. The moment we have something solid, we can take them down, but for now, we have to watch and wait. It’s our only play.”

“It’s not our only play and you know it.”

Patrick folded his arms. “Not this again.”

“Yes, this, Patrick. Why are you being so stubborn about it? I’ve been undercover before. Plenty of similar operations use undercover agents successfully.”

“As I’ve told you, Ian, we’ve had our analysts take a look at the situation, and they’ve determined that it would be too dangerous to send anyone undercover. You’d be asked to kill someone, and then where would you be? Your cover would be blown the moment you refused, and then you would be dead. I’m not risking it.”

Ian wanted to scream in frustration, but he knew that this wouldn’t do anything to help convince Patrick that he was thinking rationally about the whole undercover idea. Instead, he forced himself to take a deep breath.

“Fine. I’m going to do some more surveillance.”

“Make sure to get some sleep, too, Ian. The last thing we need is you falling asleep outside cult premises because you’re exhausted.”

Ian may not see eye to eye with Patrick on everything, but with this, they agreed. Letting his guard down near a dangerous cult of killers would be a stupid move.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”

Ian drove to the cult’s home – a series of converted warehouses. He parked in his usual spot and settled down to wait.

It was the same as usual. A few people came in and out of the cult for ordinary things. Ian spotted some of them carrying grocery bags. Others were carrying baskets of laundry to the washing line Ian knew was located around the back. A couple were smoking, as apparently it wasn’t allowed inside the warehouse itself.

Ian blinked at one of the smoking women. She had a tattoo on her arm – an intricate design of swirls around a blue and purple heard.

The tattoo had caught his eye from the moment he first saw it.

The problem was when he had first seen it, it had been on a man.

It was an unusual tattoo – too unique for two people to get the same one by coincidence. Was it some kind of cult symbol? If it was, no one else seemed to have it, at least not anywhere visible. Did it mean anything? Were the man and the woman related? In a relationship?

Ian had to know. He had no idea if the tattoo would give him any actionable leads, but he wasn’t going to sit here and wait for said leads to fall into his lap. He was going to do his best to solve this mystery.

If Patrick was here, he would throttle Ian for thinking these thoughts. He was supposed to be doing surveillance only and reporting back with his findings.

Ian briefly considered it, but then the two others with the woman who had the tattoo finished their cigarettes, leaving her alone, and he knew he couldn’t let this opportunity go to waste. When would he next get a chance to talk to this woman alone? In all likelihood, it would never happen.

Ian got out of the car and walked quickly toward her. She stiffened at his approach but didn’t run.

“What are you doing here? This is private property.”

“I just want to ask you a few questions.”

“Who are you? A reporter? I’m not interested in answering any questions.”

“Please, it’ll only take a minute. I noticed your tattoo. Does it mean anything?”

The woman folded her arms, glaring suspiciously at Ian, clearly trying to decide whether or not to answer.

“Does anyone you know have the same tattoo?” Ian prompted.

“Mary!”

The woman jumped and spun around. Elizabeth, who Ian had identified weeks ago as one of the senior cult members, was striding toward them.

“What are you doing here?” Elizabeth demanded, turning to Ian.

“Nothing. Just having a polite conversation.”

“Get inside.”

Mary scuttled away at once. Elizabeth turned back to Ian. “I’ll ask again. What are you doing here?”

Ian recognized that this was the time to extract himself before he caused any more of a stir. Patrick would be furious at him already. He’d blown his cover and not even gotten any useful information for his trouble.

“Nothing. I’ll be going, now.”

“I don’t think so. First, you’re going to answer some questions.”

Ian’s hand jumped to his gun, which was tucked into his belt, hidden by his jacket.

He didn’t quite understand what happened next. He was suddenly hit with a wave of dizziness that had him staggering into the side of the warehouse. Ian tried to reach for his gun, but his hand was shaking so badly that he dropped it to the ground.

Elizabeth was advancing on him. Ian had had extensive training in hand-to-hand combat and was certain that under normal circumstances, he could overpower Elizabeth.

Unfortunately, these weren’t normal circumstances.

He didn’t know what was wrong with him. He was sure she hadn’t gotten close enough to inject him with anything, but his body was reacting as though he had been drugged. Was this some kind of airborne attack? No, that was impossible – Elizabeth wasn’t wearing a mask, which meant she should also be affected if that was the case.

His thoughts came to a halt as Elizabeth advanced on him. It didn’t matter how she had gotten him in this state. All that mattered was that he escaped.

Ian lifted a shaking arm, trying to ward her off, but she easily batted it aside, grabbing his wrist and muscling him under her control.

It had been many years since Ian had been physically overpowered, and it send panic spiraling through him. He struggled fiercely and managed to break free. Elizabeth was apparently not expecting the ferocity of his escape attempt if the small noise of surprise she made was anything to go by.

Ian didn’t waste his advantage for a second. He was clearly in no state to fight. He turned and ran.

Unfortunately, it seemed he was in no state to run either. His course wove back and forth, and he barely avoided tripping over his own feet.

Before he could get even close to his car – not that he had any idea how he was going to drive in this state – Elizabeth was on him. She tackled him to the ground and roughly pulled his arms behind his back. Then, she marched Ian toward the warehouse.

Ian struggled for all he was worth. He knew that if she got him inside, he was finished. It was only a matter of time before they figured out he was a cop, and then he would be dead. With whatever they had drugged him with, he wouldn’t even be able to put up a fight.

He had no success in fighting Elizabeth off, so he let his legs collapse, bringing them both to the ground. He was heavier than Elizabeth, and even if he couldn’t bring that weight to bear against her, he could at least make himself a dead weight that would be difficult, if not impossible, for her to carry.

Elizabeth was not deterred. She grumbled under her breath and grabbed his wrist in a firm hold before starting to drag him in the same direction, toward the warehouse’s front door.

Ian tried to dig his heels into the ground, but he was getting dizzier and sicker by the moment. He struggled not to throw up or pass out. Lacking any other means of attracting rescue, he screamed as loudly as he could.

Elizabeth cursed quietly and let go of his wrist. Before Ian could roll away, she was crouching down next to him. Ian saw a needle in her hand.

He tried to roll away, but Elizabeth pinned him down with her knees. Before he could put up any more of a struggle, he felt the sharp prick of the needle in his neck and the cool sensation of something being injected into his system.

Within seconds, blackness swallowed him.


Chapter 2

Ian blinked at the bright light. His instinct was to close his eyes, but his memories told him that this would be a stupid idea. He forced himself to squint through the light and look around.

He was strapped to a table in what appeared to be an operating theater. There was a bright white surgical light above him, but that’s not what caught Ian’s attention.

There was some kind of machine to his left. It looked like any high-tech hospital machine, except that it was glowing with a mixture of green and purple light. It looked like a representation of magic in a movie that had made liberal use of CGI. How anyone had achieved that effect without CGI was beyond him. Perhaps he was still high from whatever sedative they had given him.

Ian tugged at the leather straps holding him down, but they held firm. He grimaced and tugged harder, but he still felt weak, and he had to admit that even at full strength, these thick, strong straps would have defeated him.

He wondered at the fact that they used leather rather than metal. It implied that they didn’t want him to hurt himself while trying to escape, as he no doubt would while pulling against metal restraints. That was hopeful. It told Ian that they may not want to kill him, at least not right now. If they were going to do that, then they wouldn’t care how injured he was.

“Release me at once!” Ian demanded. “My people know I’m here. You won’t get away with this!”

“Oh, I think we will.”

Ian recognized Vanessa’s voice and craned his neck to see her to his right. To his great surprise, she was kneeling. She was kneeling in front of… well, Ian supposed he would call her a woman, but that was something like calling a spring storm a light drizzle.

She was… stunning. Incandescent. Radiant. He had never seen someone so beautiful, so seductive. Her long honey brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in gentle ringlets, and her bright green eyes seemed to pierce into Ian’s soul. She glowed with the same blue-green light the machine did. Her figure was so perfectly curved that had he not been bound, he would be trying to put his hands on that shapely waist.

What was wrong with him?

“Forgive me, Goddess Sereca. I will silence him.”

“No need.” The woman Vanessa called Goddess Sereca flicked her hand in Ian’s direction. Something tightened in his throat. He opened his mouth to try to speak, but no sound came out.

He stared at Sereca in horror.

How could she have done that? She didn’t even touch him. It was impossible.

***

He had clearly been wrong about Vanessa being the leader of the cult. Sereca was obviously the one in control here, but that was hardly Ian’s biggest worry. Unless he was much mistaken, Sereca had just used magic to silence him.

Of course, that was impossible. There was no such thing as magic.

But then, how had she cut off Ian’s voice with nothing more than a flick of her fingers?

Maybe Ian was still high off whatever drugs they had given him.

That again raised the question of how they had drugged him without getting close to him. He remembered Elizabeth sticking the needle in his neck, but that was only after he had been severely incapacitated by some force he couldn’t see. Could Sereca be responsible? Could she have wordlessly drugged him from afar like she had taken his voice?

Ian was given no time to contemplate such disturbing thoughts.

“Start the procedure. The sooner we bring him into the fold, the better.”

“Of course, Goddess.”

Vanessa bowed deeply as Sereca left the room. Then, Vanessa turned to Ian. “Well, it seems the tables have turned, have they not?”

Ian glared at her. “You won’t get away with this, Vanessa. My people know where I was. When I don’t return, they will get a warrant to search this place, and they will find me.”

“They may get a warrant, but never fear, they won’t find you – at least, not the you they expect to find.”

“What are you talking about?”

Vanessa smiled darkly at him. “You’ll see. Try to relax, now. Struggling will do you no good. Soon enough, you’ll be happy to be here.”

Well, that sounded ominous. Ian’s mind immediately went back to his training. Before he had been put on the task force investigating the Sect of Sereca, he’d had to undergo extensive training to help him withstand brainwashing should he be captured.

He had hoped never to need that training, but now, it was his only hope. He didn’t bother to answer Vanessa. There was no point in trying to reason with her. Either Sereca had her thoroughly brainwashed, or she was here for the power and had no interest in the pleas of individuals who wanted nothing to do with this cult.

Vanessa moved to the machine and pressed a few buttons. The bright white light above Ian became blinding, forcing him to squeeze his eyes shut.

The next thing he knew was pain, and then, once again, everything dissolved into blackness.

***

Ian expected to wake in pain, but to his great surprise, he felt perfectly fine when he awoke, as though he had simply taken a nap. The room he was in was dark, but he could see light coming in from the crack under the door.

Ian groped along the side of the bed and found the switch for a bedside lamp. He turned it on, squinting in the suddenly bright light. He sat up carefully in bed, making sure to make no noise that would alert anyone to the fact that he was awake.

He was faced with a strange obstacle in sitting up. Something on his chest seemed to be pushing him back down, though once he was upright, it was like it was pulling him forward.

Ian glanced down to see a bulge in the shirt he was wearing, which was definitely not the shirt he’d been in when he had passed out.

He pulled the neck of the shirt away to look under it and nearly fainted.

Instead of his flat chest, he was confronted with the swell of two breasts. Ian tried to rip the shirt off, only to realize it was a nightdress. Ian staggered up and tore the nightdress off.

What he saw nearly made him faint. What he was looking down at wasn’t him. This wasn’t his body.

How the fuck had they transported his mind into a woman’s body? Or changed his body into a woman’s? He didn’t know how they had done it, but he wanted it undone, right now. This felt all wrong.

When he had realized they weren’t going to kill him, Ian had expected some kind of torture, but he’d never imagined anything as twisted as this.

Ian stormed over to the door. “What the FUCK!” Even his voice sounded wrong. “Sereca! Get your ass over here and answer for –”

His breath was torn from his body as someone tackled him. Ian fought, but he was still weak from whatever they had done to him, and he was easily overpowered.

A woman he didn’t recognize pressed a hand to his mouth. “Shut up,” she hissed. “If they hear you speaking like that to the Goddess, you’ll be taken for individual training with her for sure, and then I can’t help you.”

That gave Ian pause. He stopped struggling, and the woman hesitantly removed her hand from his mouth.

“I’m Megan,” she said quickly. “Don’t shout. Please, don’t say anything. Just listen.”

Ian nodded. He would hear what she had to say before deciding whether or not to fight her. There was no harm in listening.

Megan leaned in close, speaking quietly in his ear. “I’m here to rescue my sister, Rachel. I’ve spent months working my way up the ranks. I want to bring down Sereca and free everyone here of her spell. I heard Vanessa and Sereca talking. I know you’re a police officer. We can work together, but you’ll need to trust me.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Everyone who comes in here goes through ‘training’. Once the training is done, who you were is gone, suppressed under a cloud of reverence for Sereca and those who serve her. As far as I’m able to tell, you retain your original personality, but I haven’t yet found a way to bring that forth. Only taking Sereca down will do that.”

Ian had about a dozen questions, but he decided to keep them to himself for now.

“I’ve arranged for your training to be handed over to me. At first, Sereca did all the training herself, but then she taught Vanessa, and then a couple of her other top lieutenants, myself included. You need to play along and pretend I’m brainwashing you. If you don’t, Sereca will take you on herself, and you will be lost.”

Ian considered this. On the one hand, Megan could be lying. She could be here at Sereca’s bidding, sent to gain his trust. But if Sereca truly did have a brainwashing process, and judging from the behavior of the other cult members that Ian had witnessed, she absolutely did, she would not need to gain Ian’s trust. She could simply subject him to the same process that had worked on everyone else.

It seemed much more likely that Megan was telling the truth. Ian didn’t need to trust her. He had been through training to resist brainwashing, after all. He could take his chances with Sereca… but it seemed foolish to risk it. Just because he’d been through training didn’t mean that the training would work against a determined effort over a prolonged time.

All of his training assumed that he would be rescued at some point, but in this body, he had little chance. Even when Patrick did manage to get a warrant, he would never find Ian, even with Ian sitting right in front of him. Ian didn’t look like himself anymore, and trying to convince Patrick of his identity would only give Patrick reason to believe that the cult members were even more dangerously deluded than he had originally estimated.

“I’ll play along,” Ian agreed. He would do what Megan asked for now. If he started to suspect that she wasn’t being completely honest with him, he could always change strategies, but for now, it didn’t hurt to be cautious. “What do I need to do?”

“You must act subdued at first. Don’t be fawning or overly ingratiating to Sereca or the others – that would be unbelievable; the training doesn’t work that quickly. But certainly don’t fight. Over the next several weeks, I’ll ‘train’ you for most of the day. We’ll have our own room, so no one will be able to see that I’m not actually training you.

“You’ll slowly become more and more subservient toward the Goddess and her chosen lieutenants. Within two months, you will be nothing more than an instrument of Sereca’s will. You would claw out your own heart if she asked it of you. You’d kill your mother or best friend. You’d betray your partner. You’d do anything for her.”

If Ian had been freaked out before, it was nothing to how he felt now. This wasn’t how cults usually worked. Sure, people got brainwashed, but they still retained their identities. What kind of techniques could cause someone to lose everything that made up who they were like this?

Sereca and her cult were clearly a lot more dangerous than Ian had originally estimated. He was in way over his head here, but there was nothing to be done about that now. Like it or not, he was undercover, and he was going to make the most of it.

There was one thing, however, that he couldn’t accept, even for the sake of his cover. “You have to help me, Megan. I don’t know what they did to me, but this body you see isn’t mine. I’m not a woman – I’m a man. You have to believe me.”

Ian was well aware that his case wasn’t good. As far as he could tell, he was in a cis woman’s body with no sign of surgery, hormones, or any other indicators of transitioning. Who the hell was going to believe that he’d been magically transformed into a woman overnight? Had it even been overnight? How long had he been out for?

“Of course, I believe you.”

“You do?”

“Sereca does this to everyone. She’s only interested in women.”

“That doesn’t tally with the data we’ve gathered. We’ve seen both men and women vanish into this place.”

“That’s right, but only women ever come out.”

Ian’s insides went cold as the meaning of Megan’s words hit him. “Sereca does this to everyone, doesn’t she? All the men she takes?”

“That’s right.”

“How? It’s not possible! Transitioning takes years, and even then, it’s not the same as being in a cis person’s body. This isn’t how it works.”

Megan sighed sadly. “You’ll soon find that a lot of things work differently from how you thought, Ian. We should –”

She broke off, listening to something that Ian couldn’t hear. “Quick, lie down,” she hissed. “Pretend to be asleep. Someone is coming.”

Ian wasted no time in scrambling into bed. He had just closed his eyes when the door opened. He recognized Vanessa’s voice at once and had to work to stop himself from stiffening in anger. She had done this to him – her and Sereca. He vowed that he would work with Megan to bring both of them down. They wouldn’t get away with this.

“Is she still asleep?”

“She is. Has our Goddess come up with a name for her yet?”

“Her name is to be Emily. Goddess Sereca is most eager to have her trained. Once she is compliant, we can learn a lot from her. Knowing everything the police know about us will be a great advantage.”

“I will start the training the moment she wakes up. Goddess Sereca will have every piece of information Emily has to offer. I swear it.”

“Thank you, Megan. I’ll see to it that meals are brought to you. I don’t want anything taking away from your training time.”

“That would be much appreciated.”

The door closed. Ian peeked through his eyelashes to see that it was just him and Megan again. He sat up, anger boiling in his stomach. “Emily? They can’t just assign me a new identity!”

“I’m afraid they can, and you’re going to have to accept it if this is going to work. We need to play along, remember? You will answer to Emily and use she/her pronouns, at least in front of other people.”

The thought didn’t do much to help Ian’s temper, but he hadn’t gotten to where he was in the force by not being able to control his emotions in tricky situations. He forced his anger down and focused on the here and now. “Alright, so I’m Emily. I suppose you’d better tell me whatever else I need to know before anyone else comes to check on us. After that, I have questions. Lots of questions.”

“I will answer as well as I can, but you’re right, we need to get you caught up first. You need to address Sereca as Goddess Sereca, our Goddess or my Goddess. You must never turn your back on her, and always bow when leaving or approaching her. Obey any order she gives without question. Nothing will break your cover faster than hesitating to do her bidding.”

“What if she tells me to do something terrible? To kill someone?”

“Then you do it,” Megan said grimly. “If you want to take her down, you do what she says.”

“Have you… have you killed anyone for her? No, but I’m prepared to if it comes to that. This is bigger than a few lives. Given half the chance, Sereca will take over the world.”

Ian thought that was being a bit overly dramatic. Sereca could draw some local people into her cult, but that was a far cry from taking over the world. “I think you overestimate what one person can accomplish.”

“You may re-evaluate that once I’ve answered all of your questions, but for now, let’s stick to what you need to do.”

That certainly raised even more questions, but Ian understood how to prioritize. He needed to know how to act as soon as possible. He didn’t know for sure if his anti-brainwashing training would hold up under a determined assault from Sereca and her people, which meant he was better off making sure everyone thought Megan was doing a good job on him.

“Alright. What else do I need to know?”


Chapter 3

There were so many things to remember, that it made Ian’s head spin. “I’m not sure I can do all this,” he admitted to Megan.

“It’s not going to be a train smash if you forget a couple of the details at first while you’re still in training, as long as you remember one overriding principle. Sereca is your Goddess. You worship her and want to please her more than anything else. Just act like that’s your overriding objective, and you should be fine, at least until you get a handle on the rest of the protocol.”

There was a lot of protocol, such as the order in which you were supposed to stand when being presented to Sereca for inspection, or how to prepare and arrange food if you were the one selected to bring it to her. Apparently, everyone else in the cult remembered these stipulations just fine, which was worrying to Ian.

As far as he was aware, most cult brainwashing didn’t give people better memories than they had had before, and he didn’t imagine the average person would be able to remember all of this naturally.

Most embarrassing of all were the explanations of how to act if Sereca selected Ian to be her companion for the night. Ian could only pray that he wasn’t selected, and made a mental note to try to make himself look as unappealing as possible. That would be difficult, given that the body they had put him in was drop-dead gorgeous, but he would have to find a way.

Megan assured him that Sereca probably wouldn’t select him until he had been fully trained. She didn’t usually deign to invite the ‘lesser acolytes’ to her bed. Only those who were completely devoted to her got the ‘honor’. Ian just hoped that Megan was right.

“Well, that’s everything. I suppose you’ll want some time to think it all over –”

“No,” Ian said sharply. “I have questions.” He’d waited long enough for answers. He knew the basics of how to keep himself safe here now, and he wasn’t going to be put off any longer.

“Of course. I will answer any question you have, though I warn you, you might not like the answers.”

Ian did not doubt that, but he still needed the truth. “How did Vanessa and Sereca change me into this body?”

“They did it through a combination of technology and magic.”

“Magic.”

“That’s right.”

“I don’t have time for games, Megan! This is serious!”

“Do I look like I’m joking, Ian? How do you think I got this high up in the cult without being brainwashed myself?”

“That was my next question, actually.”

“Magic, that’s how. My sister-in-law is a witch. She made me a potion that makes me immune to all brainwashing attempts, though unfortunately, it’s specific to me, so it wouldn’t work on anyone else. But it’s allowed me to get as far as I have.”

“But magic doesn’t exist! It’s impossible.”

“I know that’s what you’ve been taught, but magic has always been real. Not many of us know about it. I only know because my brother married a witch. Typically, only close family is told the secret. I know you don’t want to believe me but look at yourself. You know that being in this body isn’t possible according to the rules of the world as you know it.”

She had a point there. As much as Ian wanted to brush Megan off as crazy, how could he when he was sitting here in a cis woman’s body? By all rights, it should be impossible, and yet here he was.

“How long was I unconscious for?”

“Not too long – just a couple of hours. Magic helped to speed your recovery.”

It was mind-boggling, but somehow, Ian felt himself believing her. He’d been through enough subject interrogations to know the tells when someone was lying, and Megan wasn’t exhibiting any of them. It seemed impossible, but she was telling the truth – or at least, what she believed was the truth.

It could be that the cult had simply driven her mad, but she didn’t seem delusional to Ian.

He decided to keep going with his questions and accept Megan’s answers as true, for now.

“What is Sereca’s goal? What does she want?”

“She’s a sex Goddess – and not the good kind of Goddess. There are many Gods and Goddesses, both good and evil. Most don’t bother themselves with human affairs; it’s against their laws. However, every now and then, one of them decides to come down here and cause chaos. Usually, they are kept in check by the rest of the pantheon, but Sereca is too powerful for any of the others to want to take her on.”

Well, that sounded ominous. Ian bit back more questions as Megan continued.

“She’s only interested in women – she believes them to be superior to men. That’s why she changes all men she comes across into women. Ultimately, she wants the entire world at her feet, worshipping her, falling into her bed and the beds of her top lieutenants. She believes sex is the ultimate act of dominance, and the way she does it, it is. She doesn’t care for her partners, only for her own pleasure. She commands, and you obey. That’s just the way it is.”

“Have you… has she chosen you?” Ian asked hesitantly.

“Yes.” Megan’s face was carefully blank, but her hands clenched into fists. “It’s the price I pay for having gotten this far into the cult.”

Megan may not be saying it in so many words, but Sereca had raped her. From everything Megan had told Ian, he realized that once Sereca selected you to be her bedmate, you had no choice, no chance to withdraw consent.

He wanted to comfort Megan, but he didn’t know how. He settled for asking another question.

“You said that she could take over the world. How could she possibly accomplish something like that?”

“You don’t understand how effective her techniques are. Once Sereca takes you in for individual training, you are lost. She doesn’t just use ordinary cult brainwashing methods. She uses magic. Without the potion I took to ward against it, I would be her slave, just like everyone else here. Well, everyone except Vanessa. She’s here of her own free will; she’s in it for the power.”

“So, if she wanted to, she could take over governments. She could brainwash the president into following her bidding.”

“Exactly. So far, she’d biding her time, building up a following, but eventually, she will move on to bigger game. We have to get rid of her before that happens.”

“So what do we do?” Ian couldn’t quite keep the note of panic out of his voice. “We can’t just let her take over!”

“I know. We need to work from the inside to bring her down, as I have been doing.”

“What do we need to do?”

Megan pursed her lips. “I have a plan, but I’m not sharing it with you yet.”

“Why not?”

“To be honest, I’m not sure I can trust you yet. What if you decide to go to your police friends and tell them everything? Then all will be lost before I can even begin to enact my plan.”

“Going to my police friends isn’t a bad idea.”

“Yes, it is. They will raid this place, and Sereca will slaughter them. Then, my cover will be blown, given that it’ll be obvious I wasn’t really brainwashing you, and I won’t be able to bring her down.”

“How will not telling me your plan help with that?”

“Sereca will question you if that happens. You will tell her all you know, including the plan. Even if I’m dead, I want there to be a chance in the future for someone to find the same thing I have and use it to end Sereca.”

“If Sereca can make me tell all I know, what makes you think you can resist?”

“I’ll die before I tell her anything,” Megan said grimly. “The potion Laura made for me? I had her build in a failsafe. It has a code word, and if I repeat it three times, the remains of the potion in my system will kill me instantly. She knows my plan. If I die, she has the opportunity to get in here herself and finish the job, or send in someone else who can.”

Megan seemed to have thought of everything. Ian couldn’t help but be in awe of her dedication. Not many people were ready to die for a cause. You saw it in books and movies all the time, but when it came down to it, most people wanted to live and would sacrifice a lot to stay alive.

“Is your plan going to kill Sereca, or just banish her?”

“Kill her. Anything less will result in her coming back sooner or later. We’ll need to kill Vanessa too, or she’ll stop at nothing to bring Sereca back from the dead, which is unfortunately possible if you’re determined enough.”

Ian didn’t like that idea. Vanessa may be evil, but she deserved a fair trial… but how in the world would she get one, when no one would believe the circumstances of her crime?

“There must be another way. We can’t just go around killing people.”

“You think I like this? Do you think I want to become a murderer? This is about saving the world, Ian! It’s bigger than one life. It’s bigger than your conscience, or mine. If you can’t participate, that’s fine, but then stay out of my way.”

Ian couldn’t stay out of it. If Megan was right about how powerful Sereca was, and judging from what he had seen so far, he suspected she was, there was no way he could let her take this on without help.

“I’ll help you, but I’m not killing Vanessa.”

“I will strike the killing blow. I’ve known that I’ll need to from the beginning. Your help with the rest will be much appreciated.”

“What do you want me to do? What can I do, given that you don’t trust me enough yet to reveal the plan?”

“I’ll let you know about the plan in the next couple of weeks, once I’m sure you can handle everything without freaking out and running back to what you know. For now, we need to focus on convincing everyone that you’re properly trained.”

“What form does the training usually take?”

“When Sereca isn’t doing it herself, she gives her lieutenants potions that we are to give to the acolytes. The potions help to make their minds blank and malleable. Then, we are to lecture them on Sereca and her ways. We teach them the protocol and tell them how lucky they are to serve under Sereca.”

“Have you done that with others?”

Guilt flashed across Megan’s face. “I have. I’m not proud of it, but it’s what I’ve had to do in order to maintain my cover. When Sereca is dead, her spell will be broken, and everyone she brainwashed will come back to themselves.”

“What about the people the cult has been killing? Why kill, when it’s bound to get you on the police’s radar?”

“Those potions I told you about? One of the main ingredients is a part of the human brain.”

Ian remembered reports of the brains being removed. They had thought it was part of some sort of cult ritual, rather than the cult actually using the brains for something.

“Well, I suppose we should get started.”

“You’re right. I’ll get the potion.”

Megan left, giving Ian a few minutes alone with his thoughts. It was a lot to take in, but he was grateful that Megan had decided to trust him, at least as far as she had so far. He didn’t know if they would succeed, but he was ready to die trying if necessary.

Megan returned a few minutes later with an empty bowl. “I poured it down the toilet on the way,” she explained. “Now, we need to spend an hour or so in here while I ‘shape’ you.”

“We can go over some of those protocols again. the more we go over them, the less likely I am to forget them.”

“Good idea. There’s… there’s something else I haven’t told you.”

Ian didn’t like the hesitant look on Megan’s face. What could she have to tell him that was worse than what she had already said. “What is it?”

“Part of what I’m supposed to teach you is how to please Sereca in bed.”

“That makes sense.”

“It’s supposed to be a very hands-on experience.”

Oh.

“Well, that should be easy enough to fake. With the right moans and jiggling of the bed, I bet we can convince everyone that we’re engaged in a thorough ‘lesson’.”

“It’s not that simple. Acolytes are often brought in to watch those lessons. Pleasing Sereca in bed is one of the most important lessons around here. We won’t be able to get away with faking it.”

Ian ran his eyes up and down Megan’s body. She was beautiful, there was no denying that. She was curvy in all the right places, her short hair framing her face perfectly. Her dimples when she smiled were the cutest things Ian had ever seen, and the swell of her breasts through her dress was more than enticing. Having sex with her certainly wouldn’t be a hardship.

He shrugged. “Then we do the real thing.”

Megan’s face went bright red. “I’m not a rapist, Ian. It’s not consenting if you don’t have a chance to say no, and I’m not having sex with you without proper consent.”

“Forgive me, that’s not what I was implying. What I meant is, you’re beautiful and brave, and smart. I would be honored to have sex with you. Granted, if we’d met anywhere else, I would have taken you on a few dates first, but you can believe me when I say that I wholly consent to sex with you.”

“Really? Because we can find another way. Maybe convince Sereca that your training should be private for some reason. We’d have to come up with something.”

“I don’t want to do anything that might blow your cover. Don’t worry about it. When we get to sex, I’m sure it’ll be great. You’ll have to guide me, though. I don’t know anything about being in a woman’s body.”

“I will help you. I’ve seen a few people through the adjustment. It’s hard at first, but you’ll get used to it.”

“When we defeat Sereca, you can use that machine to turn me back, right?”

Megan bit her lip. “I don’t think so. You see, the machine is linked to Sereca’s power. When she is destroyed, the machine will be destroyed along with her, and there’s no way we’d get away with turning you before we defeat her. Besides, I’m not even sure the machine does transformations in the other direction.”

Ian’s hopes faded. “You mean I’ll be stuck like this forever?”

“I’m sorry, Ian, but I believe that to be the case.”

Ian bit back tears. He hadn’t signed up for this shit. He had accepted the possibility of being captured, but he’d never thought that he would end up in a body that wasn’t his.

“I’ll help you adjust, I promise. It won’t be so bad.”

“Easy for you to say,” Ian snapped. “You didn’t get changed into a man’s body.”

“No, I didn’t. I can’t pretend to know exactly what you’re going through, but I will say that I’ll support you in whatever way I can.”

“I’m sorry,” Ian mumbled, already ashamed of his outburst. “I know none of this is your fault.”

“It’s alright, Ian. I know this will be a difficult transition. Now, shall we begin?”

Ian took a deep breath and nodded. “Let’s do it.”


Chapter 4

Megan kept Ian in the same room for three days, drilling him on protocol, before she judged him knowledgeable enough to interact with the rest of the cult. Ian was nervous to be out and about, but he had to admit, he had been getting extremely sick of looking at the same four walls day in and day out.

He followed Megan into the rest of the warehouse, though from the inside, it didn’t look at all like a warehouse. It looked like an opulent mansion. Ian was sure that magic had been used in some places to create the effects he was seeing. The warehouse certainly didn’t appear this roomy from the outside as it did from the inside.

Thankfully, Sereca was in her bedroom with Vanessa, who was one of her favorite bedmates. Ian wasn’t looking forward to interacting with the evil Goddess, though he knew he would have to sooner or later.

Ian received a few greetings and curious looks, but all in all, the cult seemed to accept his presence readily. He followed along behind Megan with his eyes down. She was his trainer and he needed to be subservient to her.

They went through to the dining hall. Ian glanced at Megan for directions. She nodded imperiously at the food she wanted, and he put it on a plate for her. Only once she gave him a nod of approval did he get any food for himself.

Megan went to sit next to Elizabeth at one of the many tables in the dining hall.

“Megan, it’s good to see you. How is the training going?”

“About as well as can be expected. She was resistant at first, but she’s calming down nicely, aren’t you, Emily?”

“Yes, mistress.” Ian dipped his head and focused on his food, keeping his expression carefully blank.

He listened as he ate. Megan and Elizabeth chatted about daily cult business over breakfast. The conversation was surprisingly ordinary. They talked about budgets, groceries, laundry, and bills.

Of course, Ian knew that those things didn’t just go away simply because you were a cult of killers, but it was still jarring to hear such normal things talked about when he knew that an evil sex Goddess was just a few rooms away, plotting to take over the world.

His and Megan’s days resolved into a pattern. They would join the rest of the cult for meals, during which Ian would keep his eyes on his food and listen to the conversations. Occasionally, he would be asked his opinion on something. He consistently parroted the phrases Megan had taught him, which seemed to keep everyone happy about his progress.

Between meals, he and Megan stayed in his room. Since she wasn’t actually training him, when they weren’t revising protocol, they had quite a bit of free time. They used that time to talk and get to know each other.

Ian was quickly coming to find that he really liked Megan. She had a quick sense of humor and was fiercely intelligent. She cared deeply for her sister and the other people here she was trying to save. Ian knew that if they had met outside of these circumstances, they would have been good friends, maybe even more.

As it was, they didn’t have time to focus on their personal relationship. They needed to concentrate on getting rid of Sereca. Megan would sometimes leave Ian’s room with no explanation other than that she was working toward their goal. He knew that she needed time before she trusted him with the full plan, so he didn’t question her.

Finally, two weeks since his capture, Megan decided he could be trusted.

“There’s a book,” she told him quietly. “It contains a lot of important rituals – rituals that Sereca will need to take over the world. It also has a ritual to kill Gods and Goddesses. She keeps it around because she might need it in case anyone else from the pantheon tries to interfere with her plans.”

“How do you know this?”

“I heard Sereca talking to Vanessa about it. She was explaining why it was so important to keep that book secure – because it contains the key to her downfall.”

Sereca didn’t often bother to explain her orders, but with Vanessa, she tended to make exceptions. Vanessa was the only one here of her own free will, which meant Sereca had to treat her with more respect than the others. She needed to win Vanessa over rather than expect her blind loyalty.

Megan had explained that it was useful for Sereca to have Vanessa follow her voluntarily, as the brainwashing dulled a lot of a person’s mind. Having a second-in-command who was still sharp was essential if Sereca wanted the cult to be run efficiently.

“So, how do we get the book?”

“It’ll be difficult. It’s well-protect, by spells as well as a modern security system. First, we’ll need to figure out exactly what the protection is, and then we’ll need to work on a way to get past it. All I need is a few minutes with the book – then I can just take a photo of the relevant page.”

“Won’t there be some magic on it to stop you from doing that?”

Megan shook her head. “That’s our one advantage here. Sereca isn’t used to human technology. It was Vanessa who installed the security system. A lot of it is still foreign to Sereca.”

“That’s something, at least. But the machine uses technology and magic, right?”

“It does, but Sereca had help with that from an engineer. I’m not sure who she was. Sereca killed her so that the knowledge of how to build the machine – and disable it – would be lost to anyone but her.”

“Why don’t the other Gods and Goddesses do something about her?” Ian demanded. “She’s completely out of control!”

Megan grimaced. “Believe me, I wish they would, but no one wants to mess with Sereca. She’s technically not allowed to interfere with the mortal realm, but most of the pantheon knows that trying to stop her from doing exactly what she wants to do is a recipe for a quick death.”

“So they leave her for us to deal with? If actually, GODS can’t defeat her, what chance do we have?”

“Our advantage is in that she thinks she has us under control. We can sneak past her defenses in a way other Gods or Goddesses could never do. I know it’s overwhelming, but try not to give up hope. We will triumph in this. It’s just going to take some time.”

Ian took a deep breath and nodded. Megan was right. There was no point in freaking out about how difficult their task was. Best just to get on with it.

“How are we going to find out about the security?”

“I think the best thing would be to get Vanessa to tell us.”

“How in the world are we going to do that?”

“She will if she thinks it’s necessary to protect the book and other items Sereca has under lockdown.”

“How are we going to make her think that?”

“We make her think that the book is under threat. I think… maybe it’s time to contact your police friends.”

“I thought you didn’t want me to contact them?”

“I don’t want you to tell them the truth – that’ll just end in disaster. I just want you to say that you’ve managed to get in undercover and they need to raid the library of the warehouse, as there is incriminating information there that could help them put Sereca away.”

“That could work,” Ian mused. “It would cause Vanessa and Sereca to go over the security of the whole library, and probably vamp it up. If you make yourself available to help, I can see Vanessa turning to you to pick up some of the slack. She trusts you.”

Ian didn’t want to know what Megan had done to earn Vanessa’s trust. Safe to say that it probably wasn’t pleasant – or legal. However she had done it, they were going to take advantage of it now.

“Exactly. Now, I think the sooner we do this, the better. You can use my phone. Can you make the call now?”

“I can.”

New acolytes weren’t allowed phones, but fortunately, Megan had reached a level in the cult where she had full access to hers.

Megan kept watch at the door while Ian made the call.

Patrick answered on the first ring. “Hello?”

“Patrick, it’s me.”

“Who is this?”

Too late, Ian remembered that his voice was different. “I’m a friend of Ian’s. He couldn’t make the call, but he asked me to. He’s managed to get undercover in the Sect of Sereca. He says that he’s done some investigation and found that there’s incriminating evidence in the library. You need to raid it at once.”

“What’s going on? Why is Ian undercover? I want to talk to him, now!”

“I’m sorry, I have to go.”

Ian hung up. Patrick may be confused and frustrated by the call, but Ian knew that he wouldn’t turn up such a good opportunity. A tip from within the cult would give them the reason they needed for the raid. Now, he had only to wait.

Megan poked her head back inside. “I’m going to hang out around the library. You should wait here. I don’t want anyone seeing you anywhere near the raid and getting suspicious.”

Ian didn’t like being out of the action, but he understood Megan’s reasoning, so he reluctantly agreed.

Listening to the raid from his room was nerve-wracking. There was crashing and shouting, and the sound of feet running in every direction. It seemed to go on forever. Even after things were quiet, Megan didn’t return.

Ian started to worry that something had happened to her. What if Vanessa or Sereca had caught on to Megan’s true purpose? Ian knew that if that happened, they would kill Megan without hesitation. He would never forgive himself if something happened to her and he wasn’t there to protect her.

Ian realized that he cared about Megan, more than he had ever intended to. They were allies. He wasn’t supposed to get feelings involved, but somehow, feelings had snuck up on him.

Finally, just when Ian was considering leaving the room and looking for Megan, despite the risk to him, she opened the door and stepped inside.

Ian hurried to her and pulled her into a tight hug. “Are you alright? You’re not hurt, are you?”

“I’m fine. The security systems are more elaborate than I thought. It took Vanessa ages to undo them and redo them at a higher security level. But she accepted my help, just as we intended. Now I know exactly how to get past them. I’ll still need your help, but we should be able to do it.”

Ian knew that he should be delighted about this news, but all he really cared about right now was that Megan was safe. Before he could think to stop himself, he kissed her.

Megan made a surprised noise but didn’t pull away. She hesitantly returned the kiss. Ian let her know by his response that she needn’t be so hesitant. The kiss started off slow but quickly became heated as Megan let her mouth fall open and Ian’s tongue slid inside to dance with hers.

Megan pulled back, gasping for breath. “Wait. Ian, you don’t have to do this. I can stall some more. I’ll say you’re not ready yet. We have a plan now. If we’re lucky, we can get rid of Sereca before we even have to do this.”

“I’m not doing this because I have to.” Ian couldn’t keep the note of hurt out of his voice. “I’m doing it because I want to. But if it’s nothing more than a duty to you –”

“No,” Megan said quickly. “No, that’s not what this is. I want you too, Ian. I just want to be sure that you truly mean this. I don’t want to do this if it’s under duress.”

“It’s not,” Ian assured her. “I want it. I want you.”

It seemed Megan needed no more reassurance than that because she dove back into the kiss. She turned so that Ian’s back was pressed against the wall, effectively pinning him and kissing him senseless.

“Bed,” Ian mumbled between kisses. “And fewer clothes.”

“Agreed.”

The two of them stripped as they hurried to the bed, leaving a trail of clothes in their wake. When Ian’s back hit the bed, he was breathless and his pussy was wet. It was a strange feeling, but not an unpleasant one.

He reached down to finger his clit and moaned at the sensation. He knew that clits were made of the same tissue as cocks, so why did it feel so much better than touching his cock ever had?

Megan grinned smugly at him. “Good, isn’t it? Is this the first time you’ve touched yourself in your new body?”

“Yeah. If I’d known it was like this, I would have done it way before now.”

“You want something that will really blow your mind? Move your hand, lie back and spread your legs.”

Ian had an inkling of what Megan intended, and to say he was keen was an understatement. He immediately did what she asked and wasn’t disappointed when she crawled between his legs and gave his clit a long, firm lick.

Fuck, that felt divine. Ian cried out and bucked his hips up into the touch, desperate for more contact. Megan gave it to him, licking his clit steadily as he rocked into her.

Ian felt head building in his groin. He couldn’t feel his balls drawing up like he was used to, but his thighs started to tighten and the pleasure built to nearly unbearable levels.

“Megan – Megan, fuck, I’m going to come.”

Megan nodded, increasing her pace, licking him with wild abandon.

Ian screamed as his orgasm ripped through him, taking his breath away with its intensity. He convulsed on Megan’s tongue as she kept licking until it became almost painful due to oversensitivity. He weakly pushed her head away as his body went limp in wake of his release.

Megan crawled up so that she was level with him, grinning and looking extremely pleased with herself. “Good, huh?”

“Fucking amazing,” Ian panted.

“Now just imagine that, but you’re sitting on my face.”

Ian moaned. “Don’t talk like that, or you’ll make me want to go another round.”

“I see no downside to this arrangement.”

Ian chuckled. “Come here. Let me do the same for you.”

He was no stranger to giving oral sex, and after the amazing orgasm Megan had just given him, he wanted more than anything to please her. Megan lay back and spread her legs, looking utterly delectable.

He started by pressing kisses to her thighs, which were already sticky with wetness from her pussy. Megan moaned impatiently and grabbed his hair, pulling him further up. Ian chuckled and obliged her, dipping his tongue into her pussy. Megan tasted delicious, and she immediately rocked into him, impaling herself further on his tongue.

Ian started thrusting in and out, going until Megan was making little whimpers, her thighs clenching with every thrust.

He finally moved up to her clit, licking it lightly at first, but then harder when Megan used her hands to guide him more firmly onto her clit.

Ian could tell by the way that she moved that she was already close to coming. He loved how sensitive she was, so near to release just from his tongue inside her. He began licking her clit the way she had licked his, in long, steady strokes.

Megan fell apart under his touch, her legs widening and her hips thrusting up into his touch.

“Ian – fuck, just like that – yes, Ian – YES!”

Ian felt a gush of liquid over his chin as Megan came hard, crying out her release for everyone to hear. He kept licking her until she went limp before pulling away and pulling her into his arms.

The two of them cuddled together while catching their breath.

“We are so doing that again.” Ian was already contemplating a second round. It seemed that his recovery time as a woman was much shorter than it had been as a man – yet another bonus of being in this body.

He had hated it at first, but now that he was getting used to it, he had to admit, it wasn’t actually that bad. If the sex was always this good, he would be a lot less unhappy about being stuck in this body forever.

“We may need to bring in some of the other acolytes in the future,” Megan warned. “And I’ll have to take care of you after they’re gone. When people are watching, it will be all about my pleasure, because you’ll be practicing for when you’re with Sereca, when it will be all about her pleasure.”

“I can think of worse things than focusing on your pleasure. I’d like to see how many times I can make you come to my touch. I want to have you writhing underneath me in helpless pleasure, coming apart on my fingers and tongue.”

Megan moaned and pulled Ian in for a kiss. He reached down to finger his clit, which sent a bolt of pleasure through his whole body. Yep, he was ready for another round alright.

Somehow, he didn’t think they would be leaving the bed anytime soon.


Chapter 5

“Are you sure this will work?”

“No,” Megan admitted. “It’s the best plan we have, though. We can’t afford to wait. Every day, Sereca gets more followers. She derives her power directly from her followers, which means she becomes more powerful for each person she gains.”

Ian knew that, but he still didn’t like going in without any backup. There wasn’t anyone else, though. It was just him and Megan, and they would have to do the best they could with what resources they had.

“Alright, time to get into position. Are you sure about this?”

“I’m sure. I’m the better choice as a distraction. We can pass it off as my training being incomplete. You have no such excuse, and we can’t blow your cover if we’re to have any chance of succeeding at this.”

The two of them walked quietly through the halls, separating just before they reached the library. Ian waited a few minutes for Megan to get into position before he started shouting. “What the fuck? Where the hell am I? What have you bastards done to me? Someone answer!”

Unsurprisingly, Vanessa hurried out of the library to see what all the noise was about. “Emily! Keep your voice down when speaking to your betters.”

“My name isn’t Emily, it’s… it’s… who are you?” Ian pulled his best confused face. Apparently, strong minds could sometimes partially break through the brainwashing and cause trouble, necessitating a stronger dose of the potion.

This was a risky strategy, as Vanessa might insist on administering the potion herself, but they were banking on Megan being able to convince her otherwise. It was the only thing they’d been able to think of that would raise suspicions.

“Your name is Emily, and you are an acolyte to Goddess Sereca. Now, get on your knees, where you belong.”

“I’m… I’m… no. Fuck you! I’m not an acolyte to anyone!”

It felt good to say, even though Ian knew the words would probably get him into trouble.

“I’ve had just about enough of this.” Vanessa strode forward and grabbed Ian by the hair. “We’re going to make an example of you, my dear. Let the others see what happens if they decide to cause trouble.”

Uh-oh. This wasn’t part of the plan. Ian could do nothing but keep going with the play he and Megan had already discussed. “Unhand me! I’ll have you in prison for this!”

He struggled, just enough to make it believable. He didn’t really want to prevent Vanessa from leaving the area. That was, after all, the point of this entire exercise.

Vanessa pulled him into a room Ian hadn’t seen before.

He gulped as he looked around.

This wasn’t an ordinary room.

It was a torture chamber.

Now, Ian started to struggle in earnest, but he was unused to how much weaker this body was than his old one and was unable to overpower Vanessa. She easily muscled him under her control and strapped his wrists above his head to a bar attached to the wall.

Then she ripped his shirt open, exposing his back.

This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. Everything had gone hellishly wrong, and with no one to call for backup, there was nothing Ian could do but wait for it to end.

The first strike of the whip had him crying out in pain. The second one drew an even louder scream from his throat. The pain was unbearable, but he had no choice other than to bear it. Ian tried to twist away, but he only succeeded in tightening the ropes around his wrists until they were biting painfully into him.

He felt hot blood dripping sickeningly down his back, but Vanessa kept whipping him regardless. He was vaguely aware of her laughing at his pain.

It seemed to go on forever. When it finally ended, he was in so much pain from his wounds that he barely registered that Vanessa had stopped. He only truly caught on when she cut the ropes binding him. His legs wouldn’t support him and he went crashing to the ground, sending pain screaming through his back.

A shaky voice spoke at the door. “Well, she looks thoroughly punished. Shall I clean her up?” Megan. Thank God.

“We should give her more potion.”

“I’ve already got some prepared in my room – a stronger dose this time. I’ll make sure we don’t have a repeat experience.”

“You do that. Do you need some help getting her along?”

“No, I’ll manage.”

“This should show the problematic ones exactly what awaits them if they decide to cause trouble.”

“It was a good call.” Megan’s voice shook slightly, and Ian hoped that Vanessa didn’t pick up on it.

The next thing he knew, gentle arms were helping him to his feet. Ian groaned in pain as he leaned heavily on Megan. It hurt like hell, but all he wanted right now was to get away from Vanessa, no matter how painful it was.

He didn’t know how long it took them to get back to his room. He was aware of Megan guiding him onto the bed on his stomach.

“I’m so sorry, Ian.” He could tell from her voice that she was crying. “If I’d known, I never would have agreed to let you be the decoy.”

“Neither of us knew. It’s not your fault. Were you able to get to the book?”

“I was. I slipped through security just like we planned and got the photo. I haven’t had a chance to look at it in detail. I came straight back to you. Then I had to watch as Vanessa tortured you, and pretend I didn’t care…”

“It’s not your fault,” Ian repeated.

“Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Ian grimaced in pain as Megan tenderly cleaned his injuries and wrapped them in bandages.

“I’ll see if I can make a case for Sereca to heal you with magic tomorrow. I’ll say that the pain is interfering with your training. I’m afraid she won’t be amiable to such a suggestion today. I can give you some painkillers, though.”

“Please.”

Ian rolled painfully onto his side so that he could look at Megan. “You did well today. We both did. I know it doesn’t feel like it, but this is a win. We accomplished our mission.”

“You’re right, this doesn’t feel like a win.”

“It will once I’ve been healed.”

“If you’re healed. I’m not sure if I can convince Sereca to do it.”

“I have faith in you. You’ve gotten this far into her trust. Having a police officer under her command will be a huge asset to her, and she’ll want to do whatever she can to get me fully under her control.”

“That much is true.” Megan got out her phone and navigated to the photos. “Here’s the ritual.” She held the screen so that they could both see it.

It looked very complicated. “Do you understand any of this? What is the third invocation of fives? And the final element of the moon?”

“I have no idea,” Megan admitted. “I think I need to talk to Wendy – my sister-in-law – about this. She’s a witch; I bet she’ll know what all of this stuff is.”

“Great, then give her a call.”

Megan grimaced. “I can’t. Ever since you tipped off the police, Vanessa has set up monitoring for incoming and outgoing calls. She doesn’t know for sure that someone in here called the police, but she’s careful enough to ensure that nothing like that can happen in the future. I can’t contact Wendy without her knowing about it.”

“Then we’ll have to sneak you out. If you leave at night to see Wendy and get back in the morning, no one will be any the wiser.”

Megan bit her lip. “That will be difficult… but you’re right, it’s the only way. I can’t ask you to provide a distraction again, though, not if you risk being tortured.”

Ian wasn’t especially keen on the idea of being tortured again either, but she knew that the mission was the most important thing here. “Then how are we going to get you out?”

“I know the guard schedules. I think I can slip through unnoticed.”

“There has to be something I can do to help. I don’t want to just sit here while you take all the risk.”

“Have you seen your back, Ian? I think you’ve taken enough risk already!”

She had a point there, but still, it was against Ian’s nature not to be in the thick of the action.

“At least promise to call me if you have any problems. I can cause a distraction without putting myself in danger. I’ll start a fire in the laundry room or something like that, which will draw people away from their guard posts without pointing them toward me.”

“That’s assuming you don’t get caught setting the fire. You’re not supposed to be out and about without my supervision at this point in your training.”

“Don’t worry, I can be sneaky.”

Megan sighed. “I suppose it’s the best plan we’ve got. Let’s do it.”

“You should go now, while things are still shaken up.”

“Absolutely not. I’m not leaving you in this state. I’ll wait until Sereca has healed you, then I’ll go.”

Ian’s back was still searing with pain, and he found he didn’t have it in him to argue against any course of action that would get him healed as soon as possible.

He barely slept that night, kept up by the pain despite Megan’s painkillers. When the morning came, he was more eager than he wanted to admit for Megan to go to Sereca.

He hobbled to breakfast behind her and fell clumsily to the floor, dropping his tray on the floor as his back flared with pain.

Megan kicked him. “What the fuck! I can’t fucking deal with this!”

She kicked him again for show. While she was barely tapping him with her foot, Ian made sure to flinch violently, as though she was putting her whole weight into it.

Megan strode over to where Sereca was eating and fell to her knees before the Goddess, her head bowed.

“Speak, child.”

“Goddess, I humbly request that my unworthy trainee be healed of her wounds. They are proving a distraction in her training, and I believe we would make better progress without them.”

Sereca considered for a moment. “Very well. Come here, acolyte.”

Ian hurried over to her as best he could, keeping his head bowed and sinking to his knees clumsily.

“Do you regret your actions of yesterday?”

“I do, Goddess. I don’t know what came over me. Please, forgive me?”

“You are forgiven, child. Let none say that I am not a kind mistress. Be healed.”

She flicked her hand, and suddenly, the pain in Ian’s back vanished. He dipped his head even lower. “Thank you, Goddess, for your abundant miracle. I am your humble servant.”

Judging by Megan’s slight smile, he could tell that he had said the right thing.

Ian bowed low as he backed away. He sat down with much more grace and ate his breakfast, which was a lot more appealing when his stomach wasn’t roiling with pain-induced nausea.

When he and Megan got back to his room, he pulled Megan into a hug. “Thank you. You can’t believe how much better I’m feeling.”

“Oh, I can believe it. I’m just relieved she healed you.”

“Me too.”

Ian leaned into the hug. He truly didn’t know what he would do without Megan.


Chapter 6

Ian wasn’t sure who leaned forward first, but the next moment, their lips were brushing together in a light kiss. He pressed himself more firmly against her, deepening the kiss. Megan moaned into his mouth and pushed him back onto the bed.

Ian started stripping her clothes off, starting with her shirt, then moving to her bra, freeing her breasts. He hadn’t had a proper chance to play with Megan’s breasts yet and made up for it now, running his fingers over the smooth skin, feeling her nipples harden under his touch.

He broke the kiss and moved down to pull one nipple into his mouth. Megan was panting harshly as she murmured encouragement under her breath.

The door suddenly opened, causing them to break apart. Ian pulled the blanket up to cover himself, but Megan made no move to do the same.

“No, keep going.” Elizabeth gestured to three of the newer acolytes, who had arrived about a week after Ian had. “I’m just bringing my newest students to get some firsthand knowledge of how to please a woman.”

“Of course,” Megan said smoothly. “Continue, acolyte.”

She had coached Ian on how to act in situations like these, and he knew what to do.

“May I touch you, mistress?”

“You may.”

He went back to sucking her nipples, loving the noises Megan was making. Elizabeth and the acolytes were thankfully quiet, and Ian was almost able to forget they were there, losing himself in Megan’s body.

“Further down, acolyte.”

Ian eagerly kissed his way down Megan’s stomach, nosing his way through her folds until he found her clit.

“Stop there. Lick.”

He licked, drawing a long moan out of Megan. Ian wanted to put his fingers inside her, but he knew better than to do so without instruction while Elizabeth was watching. So he kept licking, listening as Megan’s sounds became increasingly desperate.

He thought she had decided to come like this, but just as her thighs were starting to tighten around his head, she pushed him away. Ian moved back at once, settling onto his knees, his head bowed.

“Lie back, acolyte. Over here.”

Ian realized what Megan wanted and quickly did as she asked. She positioned herself over his face, bringing her clit in reach of his tongue. “Lick.”

He licked, causing her whole body to quiver at the touch of his tongue.

“Grab my ass. That’s right. Now squeeze.”

Megan’s ass felt delicious in his hands. Ian’s pussy was soaked, but he knew there was no chance of release for himself while Elizabeth was watching. He focused on Megan’s pleasure, doing his best to bring her to orgasm.

It didn’t take long. Megan was soon crying out and coming atop him, nearly suffocating him as she pressed herself down onto his mouth. Ian concluded that if he was to suffocate this way, it would be a good way to die.

“Good, acolyte. That will be all.”

Ian ignored his own need and hurried to kneel on the floor next to the bed.

“I see you have her well-trained. She could be a bit quicker with that tongue of hers, but she still managed to bring you to release quickly enough. Good work, Megan.”

“Thank you, Elizabeth. Would you like any further demonstration for your students?”

“No, thank you. They have other duties to attend to. Come, acolytes.”

Only when Elizabeth and her group were well out of earshot did Ian risk climbing back onto the bed.

“I’m sorry that happened. I didn’t realize Elizabeth was coming, or I would have warned you.”

“It’s not your fault. You couldn’t have pre-empted an impromptu visit. Besides, I managed to forget they were there. Brining you pleasure tends to make the rest of the world fade away.”

“I’m glad. Now, how about we see about you?”

“Yes, please.”

“Is there anything in particular you want?”

“Do you have a dildo?”

Megan snorted. “This is the cult of an evil sex goddess. Of course, I have a dildo.”

“I suppose I could have guessed that one. Can you use it on me?”

“Of course. How would you like it?”

“Maybe doggy style?”

“Perfect.”

Megan got out a dildo and slowly eased it into Ian’s pussy. The angle was perfect, and Ian soon found himself thrusting back against her. As if this wasn’t divine enough, Megan reached a hand around to finger Ian’s clit.

Ian was so turned on from getting Megan off that it didn’t take long. He felt every thrust of the dildo acutely. It felt huge inside him, and yet so right, stretching him in all the right ways.

He’d never been into anal when he was in a man’s body, and he now wondered why. There was something about the feeling of being filled that was so utterly satisfying, he didn’t know how he had gone without it his whole life.

“Are you close, Ian?” Megan purred in his ear.

“Yeah,” Ian panted. “So close.”

“Don’t come yet. Wait until I say so.”

Ian whined. “I can’t – I can’t control it. I’m gonna come, Megan.”

“Don’t you dare come. Not yet.”

Ian focused all of his attention on that one task: don’t come. Not yet, not yet, not yet. Then Megan did something to change the angle of the dildo, and that was all it took to undo him completely.

Ian screamed as he came, pressing his mouth into the pillow beneath him to muffle the sound. Megan slammed the dildo into him once more, her fingers flying over his clit, drawing his orgasm out impossibly long until the world felt like one unending stream of pleasure.

When it finally ended, Ian fell forward, letting the dildo slide out of his pussy. Megan kissed his sweaty temple as she came to lie down beside him.

“I couldn’t hold off any longer,” Ian panted. “It was just too good.”

“I know. We can work on it.”

Ian found he liked that idea. How long could he learn to put his orgasm off for, all at Megan’s word? The thought was so filthy hot that had he not just had the best orgasm of his life, it would be getting him all hot and bothered to go again. As it was, his body stirred faintly, telling him that it wouldn’t be long before he was ready to go another round.

“I hope no one heard me. I’m not supposed to be receiving pleasure, after all.”

“Acolytes are sometimes permitted to pleasure themselves afterward if they have pleased their mistress. No one will think anything of it.”

That was good to know. “I suppose we should go over the sex protocols again, in case Elizabeth brings anyone else in to watch.”

“Sure. It’s not that difficult once you get the hang of it.”

They spent the rest of the afternoon studying the various ways of pleasuring a woman. Most of them were very hands-on lessons, that left both of them sticky and tired but utterly sated. All in all, it was an extremely pleasant day.

As night came, Megan started to go quiet. Ian knew that she was nervous. He was nervous, too. A lot hinged on her being able to get in and out without attracting notice, and once more, he could do nothing but wait and hope that she managed it.

“You should try to get some sleep. No reason for both of us to be sleep-deprived.”

“I will,” Ian lied. He knew there was no way he’d be able to sleep when he didn’t know for sure whether Megan was safe.

“You’re lying, I can see it in your eyes.”

“You know me too well,” he sighed. “In truth, I doubt I’ll be able to get to sleep. I worry about you.”

“I know, but staying up worrying will serve no purpose. Best to be well-rested for whatever tomorrow brings.”

“That’s easier said than done.”

“True. But try – for me.”

“I’ll try,” Ian allowed. He kissed Megan before she left, softly closing the door behind her.

To say it was a long night would be an understatement. Ian tried to sleep, just as he had promised Mega, but as he had suspected, sleep was a lost cause. He managed to restrain himself from pacing with difficulty, and only because someone might hear his footsteps and come to investigate.

Finally, somewhere near dawn, the door opened.

Megan stepped inside, looking tired, but unhurt.

“You’re back! Are you ok?” Ian pulled her into a quick hug before moving back a step to examine her. Megan didn’t seem to be injured, and she gave him a small smile.

“I’m fine. It was more difficult than I expected getting in and out – I had to wait an hour each way to find a good opportunity – but I managed it without anyone catching on.”

“What did Wendy say?”

“She explained the ritual to me. There’s good news and bad news. The good news is I understand the ritual now. The bad news is that for it to work, we need some of Sereca’s hair and her blood.”

“How in the world are we supposed to get those?”

“Wendy gave me this.” Megan held up a bottle with some faintly glowing purple liquid in it. “This is a contact potion. It’s very powerful, so we need to be careful with it. It’s strong enough to kill a human just by touching them. This strength will knock Sereca out for a few minutes. All we need to do is throw it on her.”

“And avoid getting it on ourselves.”

“Exactly. I figured we should practice with bottles of water first. Even one drop on our skin could be deadly.”

“Throwing bottles of water around without being caught will be difficult.”

“Yes, but it’ll be less difficult than explaining a dead body.”

Megan had a good point there. “We can probably get bottles from the kitchen. I bet I can sneak in there just before lunch. No one is really paying attention to who comes in and out when they’re trying to get meals sorted for everyone.”

“If you get caught, you can say that you were trying to get a bigger portion. It’s a small infraction that should result in a reprimand for someone at your level, but nothing more than that as long as you’re apologetic about it.”

The same uncertainty Ian felt lurked in Megan’s eyes. Neither of them had expected him to be whipped for his previous behavior. What if they were wrong about this, too?

If they were wrong, then he would just have to grit his teeth and bear it. There was nothing else he could do.

To Ian’s immense relief, that part of the plan went off without a hitch. He got the bottles and smuggled them to his room under his shirt. There, he and Megan practiced splashing each other with water without getting any on themselves.

It was much easier said than done. Two hours later, they were both soaked, but slightly more confident that they could do this without accidentally killing each other.

“I’ll have to be the one who does it. Sereca will let me get close to her. You’re still an acolyte in training and not worthy of being in her presence yet. Once she’s out, you collect the hair and the blood samples as quickly as you can.”

“She may not notice the hair, but I’m sure she’ll notice whatever wound we leave from getting blood when she wakes up.”

“She will,” Megan agreed, “which is why we need to have everything else ready. The other ingredients are commonplace things that I can get at the store – I’ll just volunteer to do the grocery shopping next time someone needs to go. We’ll set up the spell, and initiate it as soon as Sereca is unconscious. With any luck, she’ll be gone before she wakes up.”

“And if she’s not?”

Megan’s expression darkened. “You see this? This is the chant we need to do in order to kill her. Only one of us needs to keep chanting it for it to work. If Sereca wakes up, I’ll keep her away from you. I’ll do everything I can to ensure that you have enough time to finish the chant.”

“She’ll kill you!”

“Maybe. I have no intention of dying, but if that’s what happens, this is bigger than one life.”

Ian knew that to be true, but he still wasn’t going to let anything happen to Megan. They had the ritual, now. if necessary, they could escape with the ingredients and try again from a different location. He wouldn’t keep going if it meant certain death for her.

He kept these thoughts to himself. No point in arguing about it now. They had no way to know which way the plan was going to go, and until they did, further discussion was little more than speculation.

‘When should we do it?”

“I think we’re due for a grocery run the day after tomorrow. I say we do it that night. The sooner we get rid of Sereca, the better. We just need to keep our heads down until then.”

Over the next two days, they did their best to look inconspicuous, but perhaps their acting skills weren’t up to par, or maybe Vanessa was simply better at reading people than they had given her credit for.

Either way, she pulled Megan aside after dinner the night before Megan was supposed to get the ingredients for the ritual. “We need to talk, Megan.

Megan’s shoulders stiffened slightly, but she gave no sign of alarm in her voice. “Of course.”

She followed Vanessa out of the dining hall. Ian followed at a distance, managing to slip into the small space between one of the tables and the wall, listening hard.

“I have become concerned about some of your behavior recently. It seems erratic – not the norm for how we would usually train initiates. You have been locking yourself and your acolyte in your room, not seeking any outside guidance. I don’t like it. Tell me, why have you chosen this approach?”

Fuck. She knew. Ian considered going in there right now. Maybe if he and Megan worked together, they could subdue Vanessa.

What then, though? They couldn’t fight the entire cult. He waited on tenterhooks, praying that Megan would find a way to talk herself out of this.

“Her training has been different, that is true. Her training as a police officer has taught her to block many of our techniques. I’ve had to be a lot more hands-on with a lot of her lessons, and I’ve required privacy.  I believe I am making progress, though. Soon, she will be ready for a demonstration before the entire sect.”

“Your words are good, but your aura stinks of deception, Megan. I think you should come with me.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck. Sereca must have been sharing some of her magic with Vanessa, for Vanessa to be able to sense auras. What the hell was Ian supposed to do about this?

“Of course, I am happy to answer any questions you have.”

How did Megan sound so calm? Ian stood frozen as the two of them walked off.

He didn’t know what kinds of questioning techniques Vanessa was going to use on Megan, but he was certain that she wouldn’t last long.

He had to do something before their plan was discovered and everything was lost.


Chapter 7

The one thing he had going for him was that Megan had left her phone in her room. Ian quickly navigated to her contacts and found Wendy’s address. He could get there and back in a couple of hours – assuming he could dodge the guards.

As much as he wanted to rush out right now and get help for Megan, Ian forced himself to stop and think. No operation was ever made successful by blindly running in without a proper plan.

Instead of following his instinct to jump right in, Ian forced himself to sit, watch and wait. The guards outside the warehouse all patrolled regularly. All he needed was to wait for a gap. Once he had figured out their pattern, it was a simple matter of going for that gap.

He waited for three rotations to make sure he had the gap right before making his move. Ian dashed from the warehouse back door to an alley opposite. He was tense, waiting for a shout behind him at any moment, but nothing came. He quickly went through the alley and onto the street on the other side.

Ian started walking to the nearest bus stop and quickly got on. The ride to Wendy’s was a blur. What would he do if she didn’t believe him? He’d have to find some way to convince her. The alternative was unthinkable.

When he was finally standing on Wendy’s doorstep, he wasted no time ringing the bell.

A short woman with frizzy black hair answered. “Hi, can I help you?”

“Are you Wendy?”

“I am. What is this regarding?”

“My name is Ian. I know your sister-in-law, Megan.”

Wendy’s expression turned to one of alarm and she immediately stepped aside, gesturing for Ian to come in.

“What happened to Megan? Is she in trouble?”

“I can’t tell for sure, but I suspect she might be. We have a plan to take down Sereca now, but Vanessa has become suspicious of Megan and has taken her in for questioning. I don’t know what type of questioning it will be, but I suspect that no one, not even Megan, will be able to withstand it for long.”

“What do you want me to do? I’m not powerful enough to go against Sereca. If I was, I’d have taken her down long before now. I’d never even get close.”

“No, our only hope is for my and Megan’s plan to work. You made Megan a potion before, to help. I need another of those now. Something that will help her resist interrogation, whether it’s pain or mental tricks.”

Wendy frowned, seemingly lost in thought for a few moments. “It’ll be tricky, but I could probably come up with something. As far as I know, such a potion doesn’t exist. You get pain blockers, and mental fortifiers but something that does both… I’ll have to combine them in a way that their ingredients don’t cancel each other out.”

“We’re on a time limit,” Ian reminded her. “I’m going to be missed if I don’t get back, and we have no idea how long before Megan breaks.”

That seemed to pull Wendy out of her thoughts. “You’re right. Of course, you’re right. I’ll get working on the potion right now. Hand me that bottle.”

Ian spent the next hour assisting with the potion. Mostly, he handed Wendy bottles or crushed dried herbs into powder. It didn’t feel very useful, but Wendy assured him that it sped up the process.

Finally, Wendy handed him a small bottle, glowing yellow. “Megan will need to drink all of this. IF it works, the effects should last for two weeks. That should be more than enough time to convince them of her sincerity.:

“If it works?”

“It’s an experiment potion, Ian! These things are usually thoroughly tested on animals before giving them to humans, but we don’t have that luxury here. I wouldn’t be giving it to you if I didn’t think it would work, but you have to understand, I can’t be one hundred percent certain.”

It was still the best shot they had. “I understand. Thank you, Wendy. I’d best get going.”

“Take care of Megan.”

“I will.” Ian would fight with his last breath to ensure that no one hurt Megan. The very idea of her being injured was unthinkable to him. He pushed that thought aside, for now, focusing on what he had to do.

Sneaking into the compound again was harder than sneaking out. The guards thought they had little to fear from people wanting to get out. After all, as far as they knew, everyone inside the compound was thoroughly brainwashed and didn’t want to leave.

On the other hand, they knew very well that the police were interested in them, and were all on the lookout for people trying to sneak a closer look at their compound.

Ian sat back on his heels, remembering his training. He waited for an opportunity, and when one presented itself, he went for it without hesitation. He dashed through the opening in the guards’ patrol, tensed, waiting for a cry of pursuit, but none came.

Ian hesitated once he got in through the back door, taking a moment to catch his breath. Then, he crept through the halls. Once, he had to dart into a broom closet when he heard voices approaching, only stepping out after they had passed.

Ian’s instinct was to go back to his room and make sure that he was safe, that his cover hadn’t been blown, but he knew that now wasn’t the time to play it safe. In his training, he had been taught to protect himself, but there were things more important than protecting himself right now – like protecting Megan.

Ian suspected he knew where they were keeping her. His heart pounded in his chest as he headed down to the torture chamber.

Ian pressed his head to the door. He could hear ragged breathing, but no talking. He took a chance and opened the door.

Megan’s head snapped up when she saw him. “Ian? What are you doing here?”

“No time for questions. You need to drink this.”

Megan eyed the glowing potion suspiciously but drank it without question. Ian uncorked it and tipped the bottle up for her; Megan was unable to do so due to being chained to the wall.

“Did they hurt you?” Ian asked in a low voice.

“Not yet. They’re leaving me to stew for a few days, to see if they can’t get me to confess of my own free will. Sereca can delve into my mind and extract the truth herself, but that uses up a lot of her magical power, and she’d prefer not to have to resort to that.”

“Don’t confess. Let Sereca go into your mind. She will find nothing there. The potion I gave you will give you the strength to resist her.”

“How –?”

“Hey! What are you doing here, acolyte?”

Vanessa stepped into the room, glaring forbiddingly at Ian.

Ian bowed low. “Serving my mistress, of course.”

Vanessa’s glare moved to Megan. “Your training has been a bit off course if Emily still feels the need to serve you even after you are out of the Goddess’ favor.”

“An error I can hardly correct from here. You’re being ridiculous, Vanessa. You know that training is different for everyone. When have I ever been anything but loyal to you and our Goddess? When Goddess Sereca looks into my soul, she’ll see the truth.”

“That I will.”

Sereca glided into the room. Ian immediately flattened himself to the ground in a full-body bow. Sereca flicked a dismissive hand at him, just as he had hoped. “Out, acolyte.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Ian backed away, still in a deep bow. Vanessa looked suspiciously between him and Megan but didn’t speak up.

Ian would dearly love to stay and see what Sereca was planning to do to Megan, but he knew trying to do so would only make things worse for Megan. He walked through the halls, heading back to his room, but this time, he was not so lucky as she had been on the way to Megan.

Perhaps he was still distracted thinking of Megan because he didn’t hear the approaching footsteps until it was too late. He almost ran straight into Elizabeth, stumbling back and falling into a bow just in time.

“Emily! What are you doing here?”

“I was trying to serve my mistress, but our Goddess sent me away.”

“What are you talking about? Megan? She’s being questioned. You have no business serving her until she has been cleared of any wrongdoing.”

Ian bowed even lower. “Forgive me, mistress. I thought I was doing right by my training. Goddess Sereca has set me on the right path. That she deigned to speak to me is my greatest joy.”

That seemed to do something to ally Elizabeth’s anger. “She is truly sublime, our Goddess. Very well – off with you. Go to your room, and don’t let me catch you out again for anything except meal times.”

“As you command, mistress.”

Ian hurried away, knowing that he’d gotten off lightly.

He denied himself the comfort of pacing, so instead, fidgeted with the hem of his dress until it was frayed and needed to be re-sewn. How long would it take Sereca to examine Megan? What if she realized that something was blocking her from getting to all of Megan’s secrets? They hadn’t tested this potion, after all. What if it didn’t work at all? Megan could already be…

The door opened.

Megan practically fell inside.

Ian cried out and rushed to meet her, managing to catch her before she hit the ground. “Megan! Speak to me. What did they do to you?”

“I’m ok,” Megan mumbled, clutching Ian’s arms as he negotiated them both onto the bed. “It’s just… a lot. She was in my mind. It was… I… actually, I don’t want to talk about it. I just want to forget it ever happened.”

“Did she… did she get what she was looking for?”

“No. I’ve been cleared of all wrongdoing with an apology from Vanessa. Sereca would never apologize, of course, but she admitted that my questioning had been ‘unnecessary’.”

Ian ran his hands down Megan’s sides. She was shaking, but she didn’t seem to be hurt – physically, at least. He grabbed the blanket and wrapped it tightly around both of them. Megan rested her head on his shoulder, her eyes closed as she took shallow breaths.

“Just try to relax. It’s over now.” Ian knew what a lie his words were the moment they left his mouth. It was far from over. It wouldn’t be over until they had killed Sereca, but they were safe enough for now, at least until they made their next move.

“Is the potion safe?” Megan asked eventually.

“I haven’t checked. Move over.”

Megan rolled to the side, allowing Ian to lift the mattress. Sure enough, the potion bottle was still there, in the hollow they had made by pulling out bits of mattress stuffing. “It’s fine.”

“We should do it tonight.”

“No,” Ian said firmly. “You’re still too shaken. Besides, there’s a chance that they might still be watching you for any signs of strange behavior, just in case. We should give it a day. Tomorrow, once things have settled down, and you’re feeling better, then we’ll act. Besides, we still need to figure out how we’re going to get Sereca alone. We can use today to plan our strategy.”

This argument seemed to impress Megan, or perhaps she was simply in no state of mind to argue because she nodded. “Tomorrow, then. I’m not sure how we’re going to get Sereca alone, though. She hardly ever goes anywhere without attendants.”

“I had an idea…” Ian didn’t like his idea at all, but if it got them in a room alone with Sereca, he would do what had to be done.

“Yes?”

“What if you told Sereca that I’m particularly talented in bed and you would like to showcase me? Have both of us pleasure her at once.”

Megan’s eyes widened slightly. “Are you sure about that? I mean, there’s a good chance Sereca would go for it – that’s exactly the kind of thing she likes – but I don’t know how far into the encounter we’d have to get before we got a chance to throw the potion on her.”

“I’ll do what I have to do.”

Ian held no illusions. What Sereca was doing to the people here was rape. No proper consent was given – none could be given when the victims were brainwashed. It must be even worse for Megan. She wasn’t brainwashed – she wasn’t even under the illusion that she wanted Sereca – but she had to pretend and force herself to go through with it anyway.

The least Ian could do was the same. The end goal here was killing Sereca. He would do whatever was necessary to achieve that.

“As long as you’re sure…”

“I am. We’re doing this. By the end of tomorrow, the Sect of Sereca will be no more, and the world will be safe.”


Chapter 8

Ian waited in his room, doing his best not to rip the hem of his dress. He needed to look his best for Sereca. If he looked anything other than perfect, she was going to send him away, and then their whole plan would be ruined.

The door opened to reveal Megan, flushed and breathless. “She said yes. We’re to join her in an hour. You remember everything I taught you about how to prepare yourself for her if you’re chosen?”

“Oh, I remember.” Those lessons would be hard to forget. “I’ll run a bath.”

“I’ll get the rose essential oil.”

The next hour was a rush of washing, primping, and dressing. Even though he was nervous about what was to come, Ian had to admit that he liked some of this prep work. Putting on makeup, curling his hair, and finding the sexiest lingerie he could… it made him feel beautiful in a way he never had as a man.

Someday, when all this was over, he wanted to do this for Megan, just to see her face when he stepped into the bedroom looking and smelling ravishing.

“Are you ready?”

Megan was utterly delectable in a dark brown satin nightdress with red trimming. It followed the swell of her breasts perfectly, and Ian had to exert all of his self-control to prevent himself from groping her right there and then.

He tore his eyes away from her breasts to look at her face and found her similarly devouring him with her eyes.

“Once this is over, I’m going to bend you over the bed and take you with that dildo until you scream.”

Ian bit back a moan. “Don’t say stuff like that, or we’re never going to leave the bedroom.”

Megan grinned and slapped his ass lightly. “Come on. we can’t leave Sereca waiting.”

Ian’s nerves mounted as they walked to Sereca’s room. She was reclining on a couch, naked, sipping on a glass of wine.

Both Ian and Megan fell to their knees before her. Ian felt the bottle of poison between his breasts shift slightly, but thankfully, it stayed where it was. Sereca had put him in a body with big breasts, and he was going to use it to aid in her downfall.

“Emily, at my pussy. Megan, breasts.”

“Yes, Goddess,” they both murmured.

Sereca spread her legs. Ian couldn’t deny her beauty. She was positively incandescent. If he didn’t know what he did about her, he would have been all too eager to sleep with her. Megan started caressing Sereca’s breasts, putting herself between Sereca and Ian, blocking Sereca’s line of vision.

Ian knew that he had only moments before Sereca started to get suspicious as to why he wasn’t paying attention to her pussy.

He quickly pulled the bottle out from between his breasts and uncorked it. He poured it over Sereca’s stomach, darting out of the way to avoid it spilling onto him.

Sereca only had time to gasp before her eyes rolled back in her head and she passed out.

Megan and Ian were already moving. They had been over the plan so many times that it almost felt like déjà vu to finally be doing it.

Megan dashed out of the room. She and Ian had stashed the supplies for the ritual in a nearby broom closet. Ian had his own job to do. He pulled a single strand of hair from Sereca’s head and cast around for something sharp. There was a ceremonial dagger on the wall.

He got it down and pressed it to the crook of her arm, using the empty potion bottle to collect a few drops of blood.

He was just finishing when Megan returned with some candles, crystals, a small cauldron, a portable gas stove, and a packet of ingredients.

Without speaking, she started setting up the candles and crystals, while Ian put the cauldron on the gas stove and lit it. He tossed in Sereca’s hair and blood, then poured the other ingredients in.

Mostly, it was different dried herbs, but there was also the desiccated heart of a squirrel and a tiger’s claw. They hadn’t been as hard to acquire as Ian had feared. Apparently, they were quite common magical potion ingredients and could be bought at any magic shop.

Megan finished putting the candles and crystals in a circle around Sereca. If she did wake up before the ritual was completed, that should hold her temporarily while they finished it.

Ian emptied Sereca’s wine glass onto the floor and hurried to the bathroom, filling it with water and tossing that into the cauldron. He did that several times until the cauldron was filled to the brim.

It soon started to bubble. Ian mixed it with the stick of cinnamon that Megan handed him, watching carefully.

“It should be glowing by now.”

“Give it a few minutes. Wendy said that this kind of thing is more an art than a science.”

“In which case, we’re screwed, as neither of us is exactly a magical artist.”

“We’ll be fine. We have to be.” Megan pulled her phone out from between her breasts, navigating to the photo of the ritual.

Ian was just beginning to despair when the potion started to glow blue. It was faint at first but strengthened every second.

“Perfect,” Megan breathed.

She looked down at her phone and started chanting. Neither of them understood the words – they were in an ancient magical language more similar to Latin than any modern tongue – but Megan had practiced multiple times, and understanding wasn’t required. It only mattered that she said the words.

The potion’s light flared as Megan kept chanting. Ian continued his stirring, and the blue slowly turned to white, just as it was supposed to.

He was just starting to think that perhaps this plan would go off without a hitch when everything went wrong.

Sereca stirred and opened her eyes.

“What – Megan! What are you doing?”

Megan ignored Sereca, continuing her chant. Sereca held a hand up toward her, but nothing happened. No blast of magic, not even a rustle of the wind. Sereca shrieked in frustration and got up, but was pushed back by an invisible force when she tried to cross the line of candles and crystals.

“How dare you! I’ll have you begging for death for this!”

Ian and Megan ignored her. There was no point in engaging with her. They just needed to get this ritual done, and then Sereca would be gone.

Sereca screamed, long and loud.

The door burst open.

“What hell is going on here?” Vanessa stared between Ian and Megan, her eyes narrowed.

“They are traitors! Kill them, kill them!”

Vanessa didn’t hesitate. She grabbed the ceremonial knife that Ian had discarded and lunged for him. Ian stepped in front of the potion. He had to protect it at all costs. The fumes had to permeate the room for the words of the ritual to work. He couldn’t let Vanessa destroy it.

Vanessa slashed at him with the knife. Ian tried to grab her arm, but he wasn’t quick enough. He gasped in pain as the knife made a deep cut along his wrist, but there was no time to pause and examine it.

“Hurry up!” Sereca shrieked. “The potion – destroy the potion!”

She recognized that Megan was getting to the end of the ritual.

Vanessa switched her attention from Ian to the cauldron. Ian couldn’t let that happen. He threw himself at Vanessa, tackling her to the ground. The two of them went rolling over the floor, the knife falling from Vanessa’s hand and clattering across the room.

Vanessa struggled to get up, but Ian clung to her, wrapping his legs around her waist. He just needed to hold her for a few more moments.

Sereca shouted something Ian didn’t understand, but he recognized it as the same language as the one Megan was chanting in. He didn’t know what spell she was casting, but he was sure it couldn’t be good.

Even Vanessa stopped to stare at what happened next.

Sereca’s body dissolved into a column of red smoke.

The red smoke flowed in a smooth line, going right past the candles, heading straight for Vanessa.

Vanessa immediately fell to her knees and spread her arms. “I am yours, Goddess. Take me.”

Fuck.

Megan had mentioned this in passing. Gods and Goddesses could possess willing subjects, but it was hardly ever done, as the overflow of energy almost always killed both the subject and the God. Humans simply weren’t meant to serve as vessels for Gods. Such attempts usually ended in disaster, which was why Megan and Ian hadn’t considered that Sereca might do it.

But Sereca was clearly desperate and willing to bind herself to a human form, even though it meant she would perish if that form did.

Ian lunged for the knife. If taking Sereca’s essence didn’t kill Vanessa, he knew what he must do. He had to kill her himself, while she was still disoriented. It was the only way to kill Sereca now. The ritual wouldn’t work on her when she was in a human body.

The smoke entered through Vanessa’s open mouth. Vanessa’s entire body convulsed violently. Ian didn’t hesitate. He took the knife and went straight for her throat.

The blow never landed, because he was blown back by a sudden blast of energy. Blood and guts flew everywhere as Vanessa literally exploded. The bedcovers caught fire, and the sound of screeching metal from below told Ian that the gender-changing machine was surely being destroyed by the magical shockwave.

He was knocked off his feet but quickly got up again, wiping blood out of his eyes. Megan was doing the same. All that was left of Vanessa was a bloody smear on the floor.

They had no time to celebrate their victory because the fire from the bed was rapidly spreading to the opulent hangings in the room.

“Where are the fire extinguishers?”

“We don’t have any!” Megan cried helplessly. “We always had Sereca to use magic to settle this kind of mishap. She didn’t want human technology in here for something her magic could easily solve.”

“Then we need to get out of here. Come on.”

“We have to get the others out!”

“I know. Let’s split up. You start in the east wing. I’ll start in the west.”

The east wing was where Rachel stayed. Megan had hardly had any contact with her sister over the past few weeks, and Ian knew that she must be eager to see her free of Sereca’s brainwashing.

The two of them split off, running in opposite directions.

The first person Ian encountered was Elizabeth. He stiffened, waiting for an attack, but she flinched away from him. “What… who are you? What am I doing here?”

“You… you don’t remember?”

“I remember… I remember meeting with a woman. Vanessa. She said she could help me with my drug problem. Then… it’s fuzzy. There was a machine, I think. Then I was walking down this corridor. I don’t know what happened. What’s wrong with my voice?”

Great. So everyone was going to be confused and disoriented. “Look, it’s a long story, but this building is on fire. We need to get out of here. The entrance is that way. Third door to your right. Get out of here. I’m going to get the others.”

“The others?”

“Just go.”

Ian couldn’t spare the time to see if Elizabeth was following his instructions. He hurried through the halls, banging on doors. “Everyone up! This is an emergency! The building is on fire. It’s time to leave. All your questions will be answered once you are safely away.”

Alarmed heads started popping out of doors. Ian was inundated with questions, but he brushed them aside. “This way, please.”

“What the hell is this? Where is my dick!”

Ian groaned. The last thing he needed right now was to talk people through their changed genders. “Fire, people! Move now, questions later.”

Already, smoke was filling the hall, making it hard to breathe. Ian didn’t know how quickly the fire was spreading, but he knew that they needed to get out of here as soon as possible.

He chivvied the group along, snapping at stragglers. They were confused and angry, and they had every right to be, but right now, Ian was focused on saving their lives. He didn’t have time to stop and coddle them.

Finally, they reached the front door. Ian was relieved to see Elizabeth was already outside, along with a large group of people that included Rachel and Megan.

“Is this everyone?” Ian hadn’t been with the cult long enough to know everyone and make a tally in his head, but he knew that Megan had.

Megan paused for a moment, looking from person to person. “That’s everyone. Here, you call the police. I’m going to try to explain things.” She handed Ian her phone and then put an arm around Rachel. “You’re ok, now.”

Rachel leaned into Megan’s embrace, smiling up at her through tears. “I don’t know what you saved happened, but I know you saved me. You always come for me, Megs.”

“And I always will.”

Ian grinned as the two of them walked a short distance away from the building with the rest of the group. He also backed up, dialing Patrick’s number from memory.

He had a lot of explaining to do.


Chapter 9

Ian was practically gnashing his teeth in frustration. “The psych ward? Seriously, Patrick?”

“Look, young lady, you’ve been through serious trauma. This is a safe place for you too –”

“I don’t need the psych ward! What I need is for you to acknowledge that I’m me. I’m Ian, just in a different body. Have your tech guys examine the remains of that machine. You’ll see. It’s a gender-changing medical device.”

“You should rest. I’m sure your doctor will be in to see you soon.”

Ian sighed as he flopped down next to Megan. The rest of the cult victims had managed to escape the psych ward, as they didn’t remember what had happened. He and Megan hadn’t been so lucky. Ian had tried to explain to Patrick who he was, and when Patrick hadn’t believed him, Megan had tried to back him up.

Apparently, talk of an evil sex Goddess who switched people’s genders with magic got you a one-way ticket to the psych ward.

“It’s ok, Ian. Wendy is already on her way. There are protocols for this kind of thing. She’ll take Patrick aside and demonstrate some magic to him to prove that we’re not crazy. Once he knows that magic is real, he’ll be much more amiable to our story.”

“What then, though? I’m stuck in a woman’s body. My legal status is male, and there’s no record of me transitioning. Besides, doctors will need to know that I’m in a cis woman’s body now, which pretending to have transitioned won’t help with.”

“You don’t need to worry about that. There are witches and warlocks high up in government. This whole thing with Sereca won’t have gone unnoticed. Power surges like that are dangerous and always tracked by the magical community. I wouldn’t be surprised if agents don’t get us out of here before Wendy even arrives. They’ll get you a new identity once you’ve been debriefed.”

Ian nodded, feeling slightly calmer after Megan’s reassurances. This was going to be complicated, but Megan seemed confident that they were over the worst, and she knew this world better than Ian did.

“I’m sorry the machine was destroyed,” Megan said quietly, glancing up at the nurses, who were eyeing them suspiciously. “There’s not any chance of reverse-engineering it to change you back into your male body, now.”

Ian shrugged. “That’s alright.”

“Really?”

He hesitated for a moment but decided to come clean. “In the beginning, I hated being in this body, but I slowly got used to it. You showed me what it was like to be a woman, and I started actually liking it. I think this is the one good thing to come out of this whole mess. As improbable as it seems, this body suits me better than my old one. I’m glad I’m like this.”

“Oh, Ian, that’s wonderful. It’s such a relief to hear. I’d hate for you to be in a situation like John.”

John was Elizabeth’s real name. He had come to the cult as a man and been changed into the woman Ian had always known as Elizabeth. Unlike Ian, he didn’t want to stay in his female body, but he didn’t have a choice.

“He can still transition. I know it’s not the same as being in a cis man’s body, but he doesn’t have to stay in a female body if it doesn’t fit him.”

“I know. Still, it’s hard. I’m happy to know that you like this body.”

“Besides, you like this body. I wouldn’t want to deprive you of good sex.”

Megan snorted. “Please. You wouldn’t want to deprive yourself of good sex. You need it just as much as I do.”

“That’s true,” Ian admitted. “So we… we’re going to continue seeing each other?”

“Of course. I mean – if that’s what you want?”

“It is,” Ian said quickly. “I’d really like to take you on a proper date, and maybe use some of those preparation rituals for a nice night together somewhere other than the cult premises.”

“That sounds perfect.”

Ian leaned forward for a kiss, which Megan returned until one of the nurses cleared her throat loudly. They regretfully broke apart.

The wait seemed to take forever. Ian and Megan refused medication. The nurses weren’t happy, but as long as they both remained calm, no one was forcing the issue – yet. Thankfully, help arrived before anyone could decide to drug them forcibly for their own good.

Megan nudged Ian’s side, pointing to the ward entrance. Five men in black suits were flashing badges at the front. They were quickly ushered inside and headed straight toward Ian and Megan.

“You two need to come with us.”

They both got to their feet and followed without question, surrounded.

They were bundled into a car with unmarked plates. Ian was starting to get nervous, but Megan seemed calm, so he tried not to worry too much.

“I’m Blake. I’ll be handling your case.” Blake shook hands with both Megan and Ian.

“You believe us, then?” Ian asked. “You don’t think we’re crazy?”

“Of course not. The energy surge from that warehouse practically destroyed our sensors. We don’t know exactly what went down there, but we know it was powerful. What happened?”

Working off each other’s words, Megan and Ian told the whole convoluted story. Blake and the others listened with rapt attention. One of them was holding a small recording device, and another was taking notes. Blake just looked at them, no doubt reading their micro-expressions, looking for lies.

Apparently, he found none, because when they were done, he nodded. “It seems the United States government owes you a great debt. Sereca would no doubt have become a huge problem had she been allowed to continue as she had been. We will of course help you with a new identity, Ian, as well as smoothing things over with your boss so that you can return to work if that is your wish.”

“It is.” Ian suddenly realized that he didn’t know what Megan had done before she had gone undercover to rescue Rachel. “What about you, Megan? Do you have a job you need to get back to?”

“Not really. I’m a freelance programmer. I’ll need to find some new clients, but those are always easy enough to come by.”

“There’s still so much I don’t know about you. I feel like we’re only just starting to scratch the surface.”

“Well, I suppose you’ll just have to take me on a date to find out.”

“I guess I will.”

The next few days were a blur of activity. Blake sorted out all of Ian’s official government info so that his gender was saved as cis-female. Ian wasn’t entirely sure how Blake had done it, but he was glad for it.

After a few magical demonstrations, Patrick apologized for not believing Ian and told him that his job was waiting for him whenever he was ready to take it. They worked together on a story for the rest of the office, eventually deciding to say that Ian had been part of a clinical trial that did ultra-fast transitions.

Megan slotted easily back into work, finding a couple of new clients in no time.

On the logistical side, everything was fine – great, really.

Emotionally, things were more complicated. Megan started having nightmares. Ian struggled to sleep at all. Both of them were jumpy and constantly saw Sereca and Vanessa around every corner. Blake recommended a therapist, and they both made appointments but apparently, therapy was slow work.

Ian was informed that it could take years to process the trauma of being kidnapped into a cult. He was reluctant to try sleeping pills, but if he continued to struggle to sleep as he had been, he may not have much of a choice.

Amidst all of this, Ian was still determined to take Megan on a proper date. They arranged a day and time, and Ian picked her up at her apartment, which was surprisingly close to his.

Megan looked beautiful in a light blue dress with frills on the end. Ian was wearing a long purple gold skirt with a red top. He had given away most of his men’s clothing and gone shopping for women’s clothes on the recommendation of his therapist, whose husband was a warlock and was fully aware of the details of what Ian had gone through.

“Hi.” Ian could tell Megan was nervous. He felt the same, even though it was silly. They had been through hell and back together. A simple date was nothing to be anxious about.

“Hey. Shall we go?”

“Yeah.”

The car ride to the restaurant was a bit awkward, but as they sat down, Ian asked about Megan’s work, and they quickly got into conversation.

“It’s nice, being distracted from everything. Coding has always drawn me in and taken all of my concentration. Sometimes I can still smell the smoke, though…”

“I can still sometimes hear Sereca’s screams,” Ian admitted. “I was on the verge of calling 911 once – I thought my neighbor was being murdered – but when I knocked on the door, she was fine. I was imagining the whole thing.”

“At least you know people on the force who could smooth it over for you if you did make an unnecessary 911 call.”

“True,” Ian agreed. “Though I hardly need to give Patrick more reason to think I need to be put on leave. He’s already suggested it twice. He hates how jumpy I am now, and the worst is, I can’t blame him. He’s got me on desk duty until I’m doing better.”

“That must be hard. At least with my clients, they don’t need to know about my personal struggles. As long as I get the work done on time, they don’t care about my personal life.”

“That must be nice.”

“It is, but I suppose I can also see the appeal of working with people who care about your life and your health.”

They chatted about work for a bit longer before changing the topic to movies. It turned out that both Ian and Megan liked thrillers, and could talk endlessly about their favorites.

They ordered, ate, and chatted as the evening slid by quicker than Ian had expected. He had been worried that outside of their mission, which was now over, he and Megan wouldn’t have much to talk about. Fortunately, it seemed that wasn’t an issue. The more time he spent with Megan, the more Ian enjoyed it. He didn’t want it to end.

“Stay with me tonight?” he blurted, interrupting something Megan had been saying about her neighbor.

“What?”

“Sleep with me. I mean, just to sleep. I’m too tired to do anything more right now; I’ve barely been sleeping recently. When we were with Sereca, I always slept better in your arms, on the nights we spent together. Stay with me tonight? I mean, only if you’re comfortable with it. You don’t have –”

“Yes. Of course, I’ll stay with you. It’s a good idea. I haven’t been sleeping well recently, either.”

“The nightmares, still?”

“Yeah. We could both use a good night of rest.”

So, they paid and returned to Ian’s house, which had the bigger bed. Ian loaned Megan some pajamas and they both got changed before sliding into bed.

Ian pulled Megan into his arms, sighing in pleasure as she nestled closely up against him. This was what he needed. Megan’s breathing quickly evened out, and Ian’s followed.

They fell asleep in minutes.

Ian was woken the next morning by Megan’s stirring. She rolled over and smiled at him. “Good morning.”

“Good morning. How did you sleep?”

“Really well – no nightmares.”

“That’s great!”

“We should definitely do this again sometime if you –”

“Move in with me.”

Megan gaped at him. It would be comical if Ian wasn’t seized by the sudden fear that he had gone too far.

“I know it’s too soon, but we’ve hardly had a normal start to our relationship, have we? I have the feeling that we’ll do better together than apart. Please, stay?”

He felt on the verge of nervous babbling but was saved by Megan’s lips on his. She kissed him fiercely for a few moments before pulling back. “You mean that?”

“Yeah, I mean it. Is that a yes?”

“Hell yes! Let’s go. We can get my stuff and have it all back here by the end of the day.”

Ian laughed, caught up in her bubbly enthusiasm, glad that it was a Saturday and neither of them had work to contend with. “Alright. Let’s do it.”

The two of them spent the rest of the day moving Megan’s stuff in. It was a good thing they’d had a solid night’s sleep because moving was hard work. By the time everything was moved over – though not by any means completely sorted into its permanent place – they were both wiped out, not to mention sweaty.

“You can shower first. I need to sit down for a bit. If I stand for any longer, my feet are going to go on strike.”

Megan chuckled and gave Ian a quick kiss before heading to the shower. Ian flopped onto the couch. He hadn’t been kidding about his feet, but he wasn’t complaining. He still couldn’t believe that he got to go to sleep with Megan and wake up with her every night from now until… well, hopefully forever.

That would be a conversation for another day. They had already moved fast enough for one day. The future of their relationship could wait. They had the here and now, and that was more than enough.

Ian’s feet finally began to forgive him for the day, and he took a quick shower before joining Megan in bed. This time, she wrapped her arms around him. He eagerly leaned back into her.

“I’m glad we did this.”

“Me too,” Megan agreed. “I think this is the start of something good.”

“There’s one other thing. I think I’d like to change my name and pronouns. Ian was my old name when I was still a man. Now, I’ve realized that I’m a woman, I want a name reflecting my true self.”

“Of course. Have you decided on something yet?”

“I was thinking maybe Hayley. What do you think?”

“I think it’s perfect.

Hayley grinned and pulled Megan in close, pressing their foreheads together. “I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too, Hayley.”
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An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:

As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help.

The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowd. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of the platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of the stage hooted and waved at me as I approached.

Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor.

I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar.

The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out…”

Go read the rest right now by subscribing to Alyson Belle’s newsletter to get this and FOUR other free Alyson Belle classics!
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(If you can’t click the link, you can copy/paste - http://alysonbelle.com/free-books/ - into your web browser.)
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All Jason wanted was for his investors to believe in him. He’d created a life-altering technology that will allow trans people to transition into cis bodies instantly. Unfortunately, he can’t get anyone to test it, so he has only one way to prove was to test it on himself.

It worked too well, and now he can’t turn back to his male body. As he works to fix the glitch in the technology, Jason slowly becomes accustomed to his new body and admits that maybe this isn’t the worst thing in the world.

His troubles aren’t over, however. Rival companies will stop at nothing to get their hands on his technology, and they don’t care who they hurt along the way.
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Fifty years after a deadly virus ended society as we know it, the survivors are left to pick up the pieces. Fadran is a successful gladiator in one of the few remaining Havens. He has it all… until an experiment goes wrong puts him in the body of a woman.

Unable to fight in the arena, Fadran must find a new way of life and come to accept his female body. Elire takes him in and helps him navigate this strange new world. Could her kindness lead to something more?
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Jivra has always had the ability to sense auras. When she senses that Prince Esar has a woman’s aura, she does her best to convince him to use magic to change into his true body. Then, something happens that Jivra did not expect. She and Esar fall in love.

It is unheard of for a prince to marry a peasant girl. The two of them can rely only on each other as they defy fate to be together.
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When Nathan’s doctors tell him he only has a few more months to live, he never expects to be cured. He doesn’t account for aliens kidnapping him and erasing his cancer. Only one problem – they’ve put him in a woman’s body and refuse to turn him back.

As Nathan starts getting used to his new body, he begins to wonder if the aliens might have been right all along. He is swiftly falling in love with his body and the alien assigned to be his mate.

But the rug is pulled out from under him again when the aliens decide to send the humans home. Now, Nathan must fight to stay in his new home, or return to Earth and be doomed to live life as a man forever.
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After his father dies, James inherits his gambling debt. With loan sharks pursuing him, he has little choice but to accept a mysterious offer. Kristy offers to pay off his debt in exchange for James undergoing an experimental medical procedure.

The procedure changes him overnight into a woman. At first, James is shocked, but as he comes to get used to the idea, he begins to wonder if this procedure might not be the best thing that ever happened to him.

His and Kristy’s troubles are not over, though. A rival company has found out about the technology and is willing to do anything to get its hands on whoever has been changed. James and Kristy go on the run. How long will they have to keep looking over their shoulders?
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Alyson Belle is a bestselling romance and erom author who has had a passion for transformation and body swap stories for as long as she can remember. She now delights in sharing her passion with the world by writing some of the sexiest stories around. With Alyson in control, your hottest fantasy ever is always just a click away…

You can see more of Alyson Belle’s work, get in touch, and follow her blog on AlysonBelle.com.
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Sign up today for Alyson’s newsletter to receive an exclusive FREE story, Forbidden Flirtations!

Your contact info will never be shared with anyone.

Like Alyson on Facebook and follow her on Twitter @Alyson_Belle!

Join Alyson Belle’s private Patreon group for exclusive access to new books, audiobooks, and chat with Alyson!
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