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		Foreword

		

		I never thought that I would publish a book of short stories. Short stories are okay, as far as they go, but they’re not my preferred read. I generally go for longer tales of the Stephen King/Raymond Chandler stripe. Yes, I’m aware that both authors have written shorts, but they generally lacked the teeth—or fangs, if you like—of their 50K-plus works.

		And then my large-breasted muse introduced me to Tammy. One day while plotting an image (in addition to being a writer, I am also a digital artist), I decided I needed a character whose personality was an equal blend of evil and innocence. Tammy instantly sprang into my mind, pretty much fully formed, and while I would like to say that I created her from whole cloth, the unvarnished truth is she was inspired by a lifetime’s consumption of books and film.

		So, full disclosure, my precocious Princess of Lies was partially inspired by a character named Sibyl, a teenage afrit who has an implied incestuous relationship with her father Lucifer, from Robert Heinlein’s Job: a Comedy of Justice. The core of Tammy’s personality, however, comes from the movie Omen III: The Final Conflict, in which Damien, aka the Anti-Christ, explains that “…true evil is as pure as innocence.” My unholy hellion is certainly evil, but she is also quite innocent, her offbeat upbringing spawning a charming combination of sheer cunning and child-like enthusiasm. Likewise, her name also comes from cinema, specifically the Tammy films, four light-hearted American movies about a naive teenage girl from Mississippi.

		From that moment on I was hooked. I dashed off the image (admittedly not my best work) but thought she deserved more. I created more: some good, some not so good, but always having fun with her. Yet, I knew she couldn’t stay a teen forever. She needed to grow up.

		Fast forward a bit, a few more novels under the belt but lots of false starts along the way. So many ideas that didn’t pan out. What to do with them? I don’t know how the big timers operate, you know, the actual professional-type authors who pop out prose by the pool until it’s martini-thirty. The thought of leaving all those words and plots and characters on the table just galled me to the gills. I needed a place for them. Somewhere that they could have their own beginnings, middles, and ends. A bar? Nah, been done to death. A store? Closer. A shop.

		Boom.

		Having spent my formative years watching television—most especially The Twilight Zone and Night Gallery—I knew that my shop would need a proprietor, someone supernatural but definitely untrustworthy. A demon. A demoness.

		Boom again.

		I needed a shop, my shop needed a proprietor, and a certain mischievous demoness needed a job. Tinkers to Evers to Chance.

		So here she is, all grown up and part of the workforce. It’s been a fun write, with more to come, I hope. It is with some regret, however, that the events depicted herein have required me to break my longstanding no cheerleader rule.

		

		What can I say, the Devil made me do it.

		

	
		Prologue

		

		Satan Mekratrig, Prince of Lies, Ruler of Hell, sat on his throne, reddish-yellow light streaming through the windows of his infernal palace reflecting off his jet-black horns. In his left hand he gripped his pitchfork, his favored tool for tormenting the wretched souls in his domain, while his right hand rested on the arm of his chair, his fingers tapping out the all-too human rhythm of a man who is being kept waiting.

		

		“WHERE IS SHE?” he thundered, his deep bass voice echoing throughout every corner of the Great Hall.

		The imp who served as his chief of staff cowered at the cloven hooves of his fiendish master, his knees shaking on the cold marble floor. “I am sorry, Your Ignoble Highness, but your daughter is nowhere to be found.”

		The Prince of Darkness glowered down at his lackey, the color of his face shifting from its normal red complexion to an almost beetroot purple. “Find her, slave,” he growled, “or I’ll have you roasted over a steaming caldera until orchids bloom on the plain of Meggido!”

		

		“Y-Yes, my lord,” the imp quaked, and vanished in a puff of brimstone.

		“Oh, Daddy,” came a teasing voice from behind the obsidian throne upon which Lucifer sat. “You know, you could actually try being nice to the servants for a change.” The voice’s owner sauntered out into the light, high heels clicking on the onyx dais, her pointed tail whipping side to side.

		Beelzebub leaned back in his chair and sighed. “Good morning, daughter, or should I say good afternoon?”

		Satan’s daughter rolled her eyes, an expression the young have favored their elders with since the time of Eve. “Oh, don’t be such a fuddy-duddy, Daddy. It’s barely gone sext. Besides, I’ve been up for hours, torturing those cheerleaders you took in that bus crash last night.”

		Lucifer gave his daughter a look of exasperation that elders have bestowed upon their children since Adam. “They were supposed to be a surprise for your birthday party tonight. I suppose that explains where you got that outfit. It suits you.”

		The demoness dimpled and did a little curtsey, raising the torn and bloodied skirt so that her shapely red thighs were almost entirely bared. “Thank you, Daddy,” she said with mock solemnity, her head bowed, but then raised her gaze so that her eyes were on a line with her father’s enormous phallus. She noted with satisfaction that the massive red hot twitched in his furred lap. “Or would you prefer an even more oral expression of my gratitude?”

		The beetroot color returned to Lucifer’s face. “Not…umm,” he cleared his throat, “not just now, Tamara—”

		The young demoness straightened up, the coy seductress instantly replaced by a petulant child. “You know I hate being called that, Daddy,” she said, her hands on her hips. “It makes me feel old. I prefer Tammy.”

		“Oh, very well!” the Devil snapped, his erection subsiding. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a discussion with his precocious offspring that hadn’t left his reddish balls a distinct shade of blue. Her mother had taught her well.

		“Anyway, Tammy,” he continued, “I summoned you here today to give you some good news. I have a surprise for you.”

		“Yay!” Tammy cried, her earlier pout now an expression of childlike joy. “Is it a pegasus-girl? I’m old enough to fly now. I promise I’ll take good care of her! I’ll feed her every morning, and I’ll polish her halo and brush out her golden mane, and I won’t whip her unless she goes too slow—”

		“It is not a pegasus-girl,” said the Devil, raising a hand for quiet, a wasted gesture since he never got any anyway. “It is even better. Since you are turning twenty today, it is time for you to learn the family business.”

		Tammy’s expression of joy vanished as quickly as it had come. “Huh?”

		“I know it’s a surprise but you are no longer a child, nor even a teenager. It is time for you to make your way in the world.”

		“Make my way?” she repeated slowly, as though the idea were a radical one. “You mean, like...a job? In the mortal realm?”

		“I wouldn’t call it a job, exactly, more like a—”

		“Ooh, maybe I could be a waitress!” she said excitedly. Instantly, her bloodstained blue and gold cheerleader outfit began stretching over her lithe body, the colors changing to pink and white. Likewise, her own coloration changed, her ruddy skin lightening and her tail disappearing until the red-skinned demoness resembled a coffee shop waitress straight out of the 1950’s, complete with a cute little hat perched over her rapidly diminishing horns. She raised an arm, and a metal tray laden with food materialized on her shoulder.

		

		“One flameburger, medium-well, sir,” she said, her manner flirty yet professional as she took a dinner plate loaded with a cheeseburger and fries and placed it upon the arm of Satan’s throne.

		“Tammy….” the Devil began tiredly, knowing all too well that mere words would never contain his daughter’s enthusiasm.

		“Or perhaps a nurse!” Again her clothing began shifting, the material rearranging itself until the excited girl was dressed in the starched whites and sensible shoes of a bygone era, a cotton surgical mask covering her mouth and a bloody bone saw in her left hand. “There, there, now,” she said, patting an imaginary patient on the arm. “We were able to remove those nasty growths on your lower abdomen just in time, Mr. Carruthers. Or should I say Miss?”

		“Tammy….”

		“Ooh, maybe I could be a dancer! I love dancing!” And here her clothing did not so much change as it began to dissolve, the body underneath appearing to absorb the material as her proportions shifted: hips widening, belly shrinking, and breasts expanding to a fetishistic extreme. “Care for a lap dance, sailor?” she asked, turning to display a fully fleshed out fundament which bobbed and swayed hypnotically. “Only a dime.”

		“Tammy....” the Devil tried again, but the demonic stripper was clearly not listening.

		She spun on a ludicrously high heel and began mauling her enlarged masses before her exasperated sire. “Or perhaps you’d fancy a boob job.” She leaned in and placed her hands on the arms of Satan’s throne, allowing her ridiculously enhanced breasts to dangle and batter her father’s rapidly stiffening cock. “Just two bits for two tits, guv’nor.”

		Tammy pushed away from her beleaguered father and spun about again so that she was dancing beside his royal seat. “Or maybe you’d like to go around the Underworld, mister.” Fully immersed in the role, she gripped the Devil’s pitchfork with one hand and began humping it as though it were a stripper pole, sliding her bare slit up and down the shaft with such fervency that the metal gleamed as though freshly polished.

		“TAMARA!” yelled the Devil, snatching the weapon away from his daughter.

		The young demoness immediately realized that she had pushed her father too far, and raced back to the front of his throne and bowed before him. Her body quickly took on its normal coloration and size, save for her breasts, which she did not appear inclined to reduce. “Sorry, Daddy.”

		The Devil glowered down at his daughter while counting to ten in his mind, not to assuage his anger, but so that he might will his erection into something a little less obvious. No doubt about it, her mother had definitely trained her well.

		“Now,” he began gruffly, fixing his gaze on her horns so that he might avoid looking at her chest, “tomorrow you will begin your education in learning how to deal with mortals.”

		“But Daddy,” Tammy began, raising her head just enough so that she could speak directly with her father without appearing insolent, “I deal with them every day. I’ve learned the best ways to torture and torment them, how to make them suffer for their sins, and to how to inflict untold agony on them while leaving room for more.”

		“Yes you have, my daughter, and I couldn’t be prouder of you. But those are simply the wretched souls that have made their way to the demonic realm. Mortals are another matter entirely. You need to experience what they’re like before their sins get the better of them.”

		Tammy pursed her lips, looking slightly puzzled. “Will I get to bargain for their souls?”

		The Devil stroked his beard with a fingernail that more resembled a claw. “If you wish, daughter, but I never bargain when I can get something for free. Besides, most mortals—despite their never ending prayers to win lotteries and find lost keys—don’t really believe they have souls, which makes bargaining a pointless exercise.”

		“So you want me to corrupt them.”

		“They are already corrupt. Original sin and all that. No, what I want you to do is learn from the mortals, discover what they want, and give it to them.”

		“That’s it?” asked Tammy. “That doesn’t sound so hard.”

		Beelzebub smiled, his black eyes alight with hidden knowledge. “Trust me, daughter, the first thing you’ll learn about mortals is that they rarely know what they want, and even less how much it costs.”

		Tammy smiled back. This sounded like a game to her, and if there was one thing she loved it was games.

		“Okay, so where am I supposed to do this, um, corruption assistance…thingy? Are you giving me an apartment?”

		Lucifer snorted, a lick of flame jetting from his right nostril. “Not exactly, child. More like a house.”

		Tammy’s eyes widened. “A whole house?” She leaped into her father’s lap and began smothering him with kisses, her overlarge breasts pressing against his chest. “Does it have a big backyard, Daddy? With a swing? Maybe a little stable for my pegasus-girl?”

		Satan smiled, the kind of smile that a father exhibits when he knows he has pleased his little princess. “It’s not that kind of a house. It’s a very special house, full of very special objects. Objects I think you’ll like.”

		Tammy grinned. “Oh, Daddy, you’re such a tease. Tell me more!”

		“Not just now,” Beelzebub replied. “We can discuss the finer points at your party. In the meantime….” He paused, reaching a hand up to cup a heavy red breast. “About that offer to, um, take me around the Underworld…?”

		Tammy smiled slyly, then raised up and shifted her hips backward, allowing her father’s pulsing prick to slip inside her welcoming snatch.

		“You’re giving me a house, Daddy,” she said, gasping slightly as she began a slow slide down his thick pole. “The least I can do is give the Devil his due.”

		

	
		Something Borrowed,

		Something Blew

		

		by Big Kahuna

		

		“What in the hell...?”

		Miranda Priestly paused on the threshold of the large foyer, her mouth open in astonishment.

		“What is it, Randi?” came the voice of her friend Alyssa, who was waiting behind her on the wide front porch.

		Miranda opened the wooden front door fully, allowing her friend to see for herself. “Oh...my...God,” said Alyssa.

		“This is an antique shop?” whispered Miranda. From the street, the wildly colored Queen Anne Victorian house looked like it might offer a more eclectic fare than the strip mall antique stores they had visited earlier in the day. Eclectic was putting it mildly.

		

		The first floor of the large home—or at least as much of it as Miranda could see from the foyer—was filled with odd bric-a-brac, assorted collectibles, and a mad jumble of what a decorator might call kitsch but that her mother would probably refer to as yard sale fodder.

		“Um, hello?” Miranda called out, but there came no answering greeting. No cries of “Be right there!” echoing throughout the house. In fact, it didn’t look as if there were any customers in the place, which was certainly true in her case. Customers bought things, whereas her intention was somewhat the opposite.

		

		She shrugged in Alyssa’s direction, receiving a shrug in response. The two girls entered the shop, bells ringing as the heavy wooden door swung shut behind them. It did not occur to them to notice that the door did not have a closing mechanism.

		“This is the strangest place I’ve ever seen, Randi,” Alyssa whispered out of the corner of her mouth. “Like something out of a dream.”

		Miranda privately agreed. The place was spooky, no doubt about that, but at the same time it had a certain innocent charm. There were no display cases to speak of, at least not in this part of the house. Everything was laid out as if it were someone’s home, provided that someone was a bit of a hoarder.

		To their right was a hall tree, although there were no coats or hats hanging from the wooden pegs, which was just as well since the bench seat beneath was taken up by a large model of a British clipper ship, complete with sails and rigging. There was another bench on their left side, but it was apparently not for customers to sit on, being already occupied by a mannequin wearing an evening dress and a fox fur boa. A stylish enough ensemble if you overlooked the birdcage perched atop the mannequin’s shoulders where its head should be, the stuffed owl within glaring at them with its round glass eyes.

		The two girls continued a little further into the large foyer. There were more objets d’art (or objets d’junque, Miranda thought): more mannequins displaying clothing from bygone eras, framed portraits of long-dead people hanging from the crown molding alongside intricate bits of needlework.

		It wasn’t all junk, though. In one corner stood a massive wooden candle stand in the shape of a tree. It was easily eight feet tall, the wood smooth and dark. Miranda guessed that it was Russian-made, judging by the Cyrillic lettering engraved in the golden candle cups. An impressive enough piece, although the rivulets of melted wax that had flowed down the dozen or so foot-long pale pink candles made them look disturbingly like erect penises.

		“Ooh, look at this,” Alyssa said.

		Miranda turned away from the phallic candles to find Alyssa standing before an antique Shaker floor mirror. It was tall and oval, the glass set in a wooden trestle frame that allowed it to tilt back and forth. She came up behind Alyssa and peered over the top of her head, which was easy to do since she was almost a full head taller than her friend. She grinned at what she saw reflected in the glass. “Holy tits, Batgirl.”

		Alyssa scowled at Miranda via the mirror but then turned her attention back to her reflection. “God, Randi, do my boobs really look this big?”

		“It’s the angle of the mirror, short stuff,” replied Miranda. “Anything looks bigger when viewed from underneath, even if those things already have a tendency to block out the sun.”

		Alyssa blew a raspberry at her friend. “Oh, go blow a goat, blondie. Let’s see how big your boobs look in this mirror.” She spun around and pushed Miranda forward so that the taller girl could see herself unobstructed in the glass. Both of them gasped.

		By practically any measure in the industrialized world, Miranda Priestly was attractive. Tall, blonde, long legged, and lean, she epitomized the term ‘hot babe’, but in this strange mirror she was transformed into the stuff that wet dreams were made on. Her blonde hair wasn’t just blonde, it looked as though it had been spun from cornsilk. Likewise her blue eyes, normally pale and clear, now shone like sapphires on a jeweler’s mat.

		

		And like Alyssa her breasts appeared larger. They weren’t huge by any means, a biggish B-cup normally, but this mirror made her look like Playmate of the Year material. Miranda gazed at her improved reflection, her eyes wide.

		Alyssa gave Miranda a friendly dig in the ribs. “See what I mean? Kinda hard to take your eyes off of them, huh?”

		Miranda nodded. “And all this time I thought you were checking your makeup whenever you passed by a mirror. Now I know you were really just ogling your rack.”

		Alyssa laughed. “You know it, girlfriend. Now come on, Narcissa,” she said, pulling her smitten friend away from the looking glass, “we’re on a schedule.” The two girls continued further into the shop, stopping at a round oak table that served to demarcate the foyer from the rest of the first floor proper. On it were a pair of men’s gloves, a top hat, and a walking stick, arranged as though they’d been left there by the original owner of the house after returning from an evening of cards or dogfighting or whoring—a hundred and fifty years ago.

		There was also a book. It was large and leather bound, looking at least as old as the accoutrement lying next to it. The book lay open, sitting on an intricately carved ebony stand with an ink cup inset into its base, a golden fountain pen sticking straight up from it seeming more like a weapon than a writing implement. There were names scribbled here and there across the aged paper like some sort of anarchic guestbook, though none of the writing infringed on the beautifully inscribed text on the left-hand page:

		

		Welcome to Tammy’s House

		of Curios and Antiques

		

		Welcome, good souls, to my humble store.

		I’m sure to have what you’re looking for.

		Be it bangle or bauble or area rug,

		A painting, a vase, or a coffee mug.

		

		From basement to attic and floors in between

		You’ll find antiques and curios fit for a queen.

		Browse and handle at your leisure.

		Perhaps you’ll find a hidden treasure!

		

		My store may seem odd but I promise you this,

		That everything in it is up for purchase.

		The molding, the flooring, and ev’ry last nail

		Can be had for a price. It’s all for sale!

		

		So if you want something, you have but to ask,

		And Tammy will help you as quick as a flash.

		A warning, however, and this is for real

		All transactions are final—a deal is a deal.

		

		The two girls looked sideways at each other, identical expressions of disbelief etched across their faces. The disbelief turned to sniggers, which they both immediately stifled, though not entirely successfully.

		“Not exactly Wordsworth is she?” whispered Miranda.

		“Fit for a queen?” giggled Alyssa. “She’s certainly got your number.”

		“Don’t you forget it, princess,” replied Miranda, swatting her friend on the butt. “And what’s this, everything in the house is for sale? Hmm, I wonder how much Tammy would give me for your much-used ass.”

		Alyssa snorted. “Gonna trade in your sorority sister for a ratty old fox fur boa?”

		“Are you kidding? I’m going to hold out for a wrap—”

		“Deal,” said a voice across from them.

		Both girls screamed. Standing on the other side of the table was a young girl, eighteen or nineteen at a guess, dressed in a blue and gold cheerleader outfit. She was smiling at them. “Hi, I’m Tammy,” she said simply.

		Miranda and Alyssa untangled themselves from one another, their fright having caused them to instinctively huddle together for safety. “Ohmigod, you scared us!” said Miranda, putting a hand to the base of her throat. “Were…were you standing there the whole time?”

		Tammy shook her head, wavy auburn hair glinting in the low light. “It’s the sneakers,” she said, glancing down, indicating her white tennis shoes. “They kinda turn me into a ninja.”

		Miranda let out a nervous laugh. “A ninja cheerleader? That’s got to be a first.” Having got over her initial fright, she appraised the girl standing across the table from her, an unconscious habit she had developed upon learning the concept of competition. Medium height, dancer’s body, legs like a Vegas showgirl, and the kind of all-over tan that was more likely the result of genetics rather than trips to a spa. An attractive enough package, if you liked them on the ditzy side, which guys always seemed to for some reason.

		Tammy grinned. “I know the outfit’s a bit much, but it’s slow today and I have a weakness for playing dress-up.”

		Miranda paused, her mouth slightly open. “Wait...you’re Tammy? This is your shop?”

		The mischievous cheerleader nodded. “It belonged to my father, but he’s handed the reins over to me. He wants to see if I have a head for the family business.”

		“But…you look like you’re still in college.”

		Tammy shook her head. “I think college would be a blast, but Daddy says education would just make me a more clever devil, whatever that means—”

		“C.S. Lewis,” Miranda interrupted. “Excuse me,” she continued, seeing Tammy’s puzzled expression, “but your father was paraphrasing C.S. Lewis. ‘Education without values, as useful as it is, seems rather to make man a more clever devil.’” Miranda gave a nervous laugh. “Sorry, I majored in English Lit. I, uh…we,” she broke off, pulling Alyssa closer so that they were side by side, “just graduated last week.”

		Tammy smiled at this, as if it were a joke and she alone knew the punchline. Miranda noted that the girl’s canines were a bit longer than the rest of her teeth, giving her a slightly carnivorous appearance.

		“I guess it’s obvious that education wasn’t wasted on you,” said Tammy. She glanced over at Alyssa, her dark eyes lingering over the smaller girl’s plenteous bosom. “And what about you, sweetie? Do you go around quoting dead poets, too?”

		Alyssa started to answer, but a sudden chill swept over her, the kind that her mother always attributed to someone walking over her grave. Her forearms instantly broke out in goose flesh, as did her breasts, her areolae crinkling up so tight that her nipples became almost painfully erect.

		“Um, no,” she replied, crossing her arms in front of her breasts, fearing that the strange faux-cheerleader might see her nipping out, but even more worried that Miranda might notice and make one of her patented smart-ass wisecracks about closet lesbians. “I, uh…” she started to say, but Tammy turned her attention back to Miranda, causing Alyssa to breathe an internal sigh of relief.

		“So what brings you to my shop, hon? Were you looking for something in particular? I pride myself that I always have what the customer wants...” and here she turned back to Alyssa and gave her a wink, “...even if she doesn’t know that she wants it.”

		“I’m getting married tomorrow,” Miranda said, but then stopped, actually pressing her lips together to keep from saying any more. She glanced over at Alyssa, seeing her own expression of worry and exasperation mirrored on her friend’s features. They had agreed not to mention that!

		Tammy’s face lit up even more. “Congratulations! Oh, I’ve got a wedding dress that will fit you just perfectly. No need for alterations. It’s only been worn once. Sadly, the groom met with an unfortunate accident on their wedding day, but—”

		

		“No, thank you,” interrupted Miranda. “I already have a wedding dress.”

		“Ooh, then how about a little something for the wedding night?” said Tammy, giggling conspiratorially. “I’ve recently come into possession of a gorgeous merry widow ensemble…from an actual merry widow! Never been out of the box. I think her husband also had an unfortunate accident—”

		“No, thank you,” Miranda repeated, trying not to sound testy. Tammy was weird. Hell, this whole place was weird. God, this was a stupid idea. She should just take Alyssa and go.

		But she couldn’t and she knew it. ‘Something Borrowed’ was an Omega tradition going back more than a century, and every member had taken part in it, at least the ones who had married. Miranda sometimes wondered if any of her lesbian sorority sisters were pissed that they now had to take part in the tradition, what with gay marriage having become the law of the land.

		No one seemed to know when the tradition had been born. It had just always sort of been there. Miranda imagined that there must have been some dotty kleptomaniac sister way back in the 1800’s who had pilfered some trinket in a shop somewhere and had worn it on her wedding day. From then on the tradition was ‘Something old, something new, something stolen, and something blue.’

		Tradition, yes, and a stupid one at that. Even so, she had laughed along with her sister Omegas, hearing about some of the things that their elder sisters had otherwise palmed, pinched, snatched, swiped, or filched from honest merchants in order to bring good luck to their marriages, which probably fared no better than other marriages.

		And Tammy was going to be the latest shopkeeper to fall victim to that tradition. Miranda felt guilty about that, but not too guilty. By her own admission, Tammy had been given this shop. She hadn’t worked for it, hadn’t built it up from nothing by the sweat of her brow. No, Tammy was obviously a spoiled girl-child who needed to be taught the ways of the world, and losing some small object would be a good life lesson for her. If anything, she was doing the strange girl in the cheerleader outfit a favor. At least that’s what she told herself.

		Tammy frowned as if puzzled, but then seemed to have a eureka moment. “Oh, I know,” she said, her mischievous smile returning. “You’re looking for one of the somethings, aren’t you? Something…old?”

		Miranda returned the smile, though minus the mischief. This is an antique shop, you stupid twit. What the fuck else would I be looking for? What little guilt Miranda had felt earlier evaporated on the spot. “You certainly know your customers, Tammy,” she said smoothly. “That’s exactly what I’m looking for. Got anything like that?”

		Tammy laughed. “It’s an antique shop, silly. I’ve got nothing but.” She put a finger to her lips, apparently deep in thought. “Hmm, you’ll be wanting something small. Something you can wear on your dress, or underneath, or perhaps something you can put in your bouquet. Is that right?”

		Miranda nodded, doing her best to keep a serene face. God, eleven-year old girls knew all about weddings. Hell, she’d planned her own wedding by the age of eight, right down to having the entire cast of Sing & Stomp performing at the reception. Jesus, if Tammy was this clueless, she was probably going to run her father’s business into the ground by Halloween—and it was already June!

		“I just know that I’ve got some items here that will interest you,” Tammy said, a reddish glint in her dark eyes. “Oh, there’s just one thing, though. You’ve got to sign the book.”

		“Oh?” Miranda said, momentarily startled by this news—what kind of a thief gives autographs? She hadn’t anticipated giving anyone her name, nor was she about to. She plucked up the golden pen from the holder and was about to write when she noticed the ink drop suspended from the nib. It was the color of blood. She looked up at Tammy, one eyebrow arched in curiosity.

		

		“Kinda icky, I know,” said the ditzy shopgirl, nodding in understanding, “but it’s all I’ve got in the place.”

		Barely managing to suppress a disgusted sigh, Miranda bent down and wrote, then handed the pen to her friend.

		Alyssa looked down to see that Miranda had written a name there—Randy Priest, the nickname given to her by their sorority sisters. Stifling a giggle, she bent down and dipped the pen into the holder, then scribbled an illegible scrawl beneath Miranda’s bogus signature, also opting not to use her own name, nor even the sobriquet her sister Omegas had saddled her with—Titsy McBoobypants.

		“All signed?” asked Tammy. “Good. Then come upstairs with me, you two.” She turned with a swish of short skirt and walked further into the house.

		Miranda started to follow but Alyssa’s hand closed about her wrist, stopping her in her tracks. She turned around to find her friend looking at the book they had just written in, her eyes wide and her mouth slightly agape. Curious, Miranda looked down at the book, then scowled at her friend. “I thought you hated that name.”

		“But I didn’t—”

		Miranda twisted her wrist free and clamped her fingers around Alyssa’s wrist and pulled her forward, forcing her friend to walk before her. “Come along, Titsy,” she whispered. “Mustn’t keep the space cadet waiting.” Alyssa started to protest but a swat on the butt silenced her.

		The two girls followed Tammy across a lavish parlor, more bizarre antiquities hanging from the molding or displayed on tables and sideboards. There was a huge sofa in the center of the room, with a coffee table in front of it that looked as though it had been set for high tea. It all looked properly British, except for the mannequin dressed to look like Elvis seated on the sofa.

		The place was definitely weird, Miranda mused, but they were lucky to have found it. She and Alyssa had been to three other antique shops in the area, only to be balked by technology at every turn: video cameras in one store, RFID tags in another. The third store had both, plus an old-fashioned nosy proprietress who had the watchful eyes of Miss Marple. They had all but given up, resigned to defeat, when they discovered Tammy’s shop. The place was perfect. No security to speak of, and Tammy the ditz looked to be the only other person in the place.

		It was odd, though. She must have driven by this place a couple hundred times over the last few years, yet she had never noticed it, even despite its garish multi-color paint job. This shop was her last shot, and she was not going to become the first Omega to fail in upholding her sorority’s sacred tradition. It was too late to get cold feet—especially since her wedding rehearsal was in three hours!

		They came to a wide wooden staircase, a width of carpet running up the center. Tammy began ascending the stairs, gabbling excitedly about something, neither girl paying the slightest attention: Miranda nervous about being caught shoplifting, and Alyssa because the pitch of the staircase made it all but impossible to look anywhere other than at Tammy’s shapely bottom.

		What is happening to me? she wondered. She had never in her life felt an attraction to a member of the same sex, yet there was something about Tammy that left her weak in the knees. The pert fanny less than a foot in front of her face swung in a perfect figure-eight with each step upward, light blue panties dominating her vision, and most intoxicating of all the scent of fabric softener.

		But I’m not gay, she told herself, not so much a statement of fact, but rather trying to convince herself of something she was no longer sure of. Of course she wasn’t gay. Science had already proven that a person’s sexual identity was decided in utero, and hypnosis, brainwashing, or other psychobabble could not change it.

		Then why is my heart pounding? Why do I want to reach up and grab her ass and cover it with little feather kisses? Why do I want to stick my head between those smooth thighs and lick her sweet pussy until I feel her lithe body buck beneath me in the throes of ecstasy? And why do I want to feel her hands on me, feel her mouth on my nipples, teeth and tongue and lips sucking with crazed abandon until I climax just from breastplay?

		“Oh, I’ve just got to show you this!” cried Tammy, stopping short on the turning of the stairs, Alyssa’s face coming perilously close to being buried in the object of her affection. Tammy turned about and stepped backward, sweeping an arm wide to indicate a marble statue in the corner of the landing. It was a figure of an absurdly breasted woman, kneeling on a plinth, her hands resting on her thighs, her mouth open not in invitation but what appeared to be abject terror.

		

		Miranda’s first reaction was surprise, followed quickly by disgust. Why would anyone pose for such a monstrosity? she wondered.

		“Horrifying, isn’t she?” Tammy said gleefully. “It’s a genuine Medina. Daddy commissioned her some time back. Do you recognize the model?”

		“That’s Melony Cox-Zucker,” Alyssa answered abruptly, her quick response to the question causing the other two girls to look at her expectantly. “An old boyfriend of mine had a Melony screensaver on his computer. He was into big boobs,” she added, shrugging.

		“And who can blame him, sweetie?” Tammy said, giving Alyssa a wink that turned her thighs to water. “I bet he was into you in a big way.”

		Miranda gave the statue an appraising look. “Yes, it is her, isn’t it? Didn’t I hear something about her in the news? Wasn’t she in a plane crash or something?”

		Tammy nodded, putting a hand on the statue’s shoulder as if to comfort her. “Yes, a year ago, off the coast of Greece. She had just finished posing for this piece and was on her way home. They never found her body, of course, but we have this reminder of her, posed pretty much as she was every day of her life.” She let her hand drop forward, her fingers absently brushing the upper slope of a watermelon-sized dug. Alyssa shuddered, briefly imagining those fingers caressing her own breast.

		Miranda noticed Alyssa’s reaction, incorrectly assuming that her friend was disgusted by the sculpture. She was of a different mind, however. She knew of Medina’s work, which usually depicted women, although sometimes men, in erotic poses, the model’s face almost always frozen in a rictus of terror.

		But this piece went beyond that. Medina had captured Melony as she had been, beautiful and busty, but in her expression of horror could also be seen sadness and loss. Melony had not always been a breast-implanted, collagen -injected porn star. Multitudinous plastic surgeries had twisted and transformed her wholesome beauty, warping her body and mind until she became the figurative embodiment of the name that her boyfriend/manager had saddled her with. Medina was saying in her eloquent way that turning women into sexual objects is in itself a horrific act, and had depicted it perfectly. It was perhaps the most fitting epitaph Miranda could imagine.

		“She’s a thing of beauty, all right,” said Tammy, echoing Miranda’s thoughts. “But I think you were looking for something old rather than something new, or in Melony’s case, something blue.” She turned and continued up the stairs, motioning for them to follow. They did so, Alyssa desultorily following in the rear this time, preferring not to be nose to bum with Tammy, or at least not wanting to be close enough to give in to the desire.

		Tammy reached the top of the stairs and turned right, then right again, disappearing into what Miranda guessed was probably a bedroom. It was a good guess.

		They were standing in what appeared to be a Victorian lady’s bedroom, the furnishings and possessions scattered about giving the impression that its occupant still lived there and might return at any moment. There was a high four-poster bed against the left-hand wall, neatly made, the lace curtains hanging from the upper rail being tied back since it was daytime. Nearby stood a folding dressing screen, Chinese-made, its three ebony-framed panels depicting hand-painted sunflowers, dogwood, and apple blossoms.

		The capper was the vanity. Made of burl wood, it had three mirrors and a matching upholstered chair. Lace doilies dotted its surface here and there, upon which sat brushes, combs, and diverse other implements necessary to help maintain a lady’s appearance, as well as smallish pots of what appeared to be skin cream.

		“It’s like we’ve gone back in time,” Miranda said in an amazed whisper. It was the kind of bedroom she had always dreamed of having, old-fashioned yet comfortable. Bob would never go for it, of course. He’d probably want posters of football players and cars, and whatever chesty bimbo was the flavor of the month.

		“See anything you like?” asked Tammy. She was standing next to the foot of the bed, one arm up high, grasping the post in a manner not unlike a stripper.

		“Nothing yet,” answered Miranda. This was a lie. She had already found precisely what she was looking for: a cream-colored choker with an ivory cameo at its center. It lay on the vanity next to a cracked hand mirror. The cameo itself was slightly yellowed but still quite lovely, an image of a young woman carved in relief in its center. She had to have it.

		“I’ll know when I find it, though,” Miranda continued, trying to sound nonchalant. Very well, phase one was complete. Now it was time for phase two: the distraction. “Say, Alyssa, weren’t you looking for some Victorian lingerie? I’ll bet Tammy’s got what you’re looking for.”

		“Huh?” Alyssa looked up, surprised at being addressed. She had been looking at the oak floor. There was nothing special about the floor, other than it offered her a semblance of safety. Looking up meant looking at Tammy, who seemed to exert a queer power over her.

		Tammy was at her side in a flash, grinning devilishly. “Ooh, I’ve got an overbust corset that’s to die for! It’ll push your boobies up so high that people will think your Melony Cox-Zucker’s kid sister.” She slipped an arm around Alyssa’s waist and pulled her forward. “Come along, Titsy.”

		Miranda watched in the vanity’s mirror as the ditzy cheerleader led her friend across the room, the pair of them disappearing behind the Chinese dressing screen. This was her chance. She reached down to take her prize, her fingers so quick that the choker almost seemed to jump into her hand. The cameo felt warm, almost hot, which she put down to nerves. She glanced at the mirror again, seeing Tammy’s reddish hair moving about above the level of the screen, giggling coming from behind it. Unhurried, she slipped the choker into her purse. There, that was done. Too easy, really. All that left was to collect her friend and leave.

		She waited a minute for the two of them to come out from behind the screen, the room eerily quiet now. She waited another minute, then took her cell phone out of her purse and checked the time. There was still plenty of time to make it to the rehearsal, but she’d got what she’d come for. It was time to go.

		Miranda crossed the room and peered behind the dressing screen. There was no one there, unless you counted the mannequin. It was dressed in the height of Victorian naughtiness: corset, ruffle panties, and beige stockings held up by ribbons that were tied to the base of the corset. She presumed the mannequin was supposed to be the lady of the house, awaiting her husband after his evening of cards or dogfighting or whoring. Or perhaps she was expecting her lover, a pleasant way to pass the time while her husband was out. She ran a hand over the corset, reveling in the feel of satin on her fingers. It was a lovely display, except for the slightly surprised expression on the mannequin’s plastic face and its tits being too big.

		Footsteps clocked in the hallway outside the room. Miranda turned to find Tammy standing in the doorway. “Any luck?” Tammy asked.

		“Sorry, no,” Miranda lied. “And I’ve really got to go. Another time?”

		Tammy smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “You never know.”

		They walked back down the stairs, Tammy gabbling about something else this time. Miranda paid her no attention. She couldn’t quite shake the feeling that she had forgotten something. Had she left her wallet back in the bedroom? That kind of mistake would be too stupid for words. She didn’t want to open her purse and look, for fear that Tammy might notice her merchandise resting in there. No, it was just nerves. If she had forgotten something back there it probably wasn’t important.

		They reached the table where the guestbook lay, Miranda’s heart beating a little faster. She had so far had gotten away with it. All she had to do was make it to the door. “Well, thanks, Tammy,” she said, doing her best to appear natural. “I wish you luck in your business.”

		Tammy grinned. “And I wish you luck tomorrow.”

		Miranda nodded and walked around the table, the wide oak front door in sight. A few more steps and she would be home free.

		“Excuse me,” came Tammy’s voice from behind her. “There’s just one more thing.”

		Miranda froze in place, sure that Tammy was going to tell her that she had already called the cops and to wait right there until they arrived. She gulped and turned about. “Y-Yes?” she said shakily.

		“You mentioned C.S. Lewis earlier?” the girl in the cheerleader outfit asked, her expression thoughtful. “Do you suppose the C.S. stood for cocksucker?”

		Miranda opened her mouth to speak but couldn’t think of a thing to say.

		Tammy laughed, giving her confused customer a wink for good measure. “Just kidding, hon. Come back soon.”

		Feeling slightly dazed, Miranda turned and exited the shop.

		___________________________

		

		Miranda stood before the full length mirror in her bedroom, admiring her ill-gotten gains. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

		“It certainly is,” replied her sister Ariel, standing behind her. She’d had to fasten the choker for Miranda, the tiny clasp having proved too difficult to operate by touch alone. “Did you, um…?” Ariel was also an Omega, having graduated two years prior.

		Miranda nodded, then quickly returned her gaze to the mirror. The choker had been quite a find. She really should have bought it and stolen something else. She loved the color of the ribbon, but it was the cameo that had sold it, so to speak. The girl’s face carved in relief upon its surface was young and beautiful, her hair done up in one of those complicated coiffures that was only possible if you had a lady’s maid or an indulgent older sister. The girl even resembled her a bit, her demure smile innocent yet seductive.

		“What are you girls doing in here?” came an exasperated voice from the doorway.

		“Nothing, Mom,” replied Miranda. “We’ll be out in a minute.”

		“Make it a real minute. Your father’s waiting in the car for us. We’re supposed to be at the country club in twenty minutes. Oh, and don’t even think about wearing your fox wrap, Miranda. It’s much too warm tonight.”

		“Okay, Mom. Be right there.” Miranda rolled her eyes, causing Ariel to laugh. “I guess we’d better get moving. Can you un-clasp me? I’d do it myself, but…”

		“I know, I know, you just got your nails done,” Ariel replied, reaching up to do as her sister requested.

		Miranda waited while Ariel’s fingers fiddled at the back of her neck. After a minute of fumbling she asked, “Is everything all right back there?”

		“Yes, the clasp’s just stuck, that’s all. Give me another minute.”

		Miranda waited, curses and grumbling coming from her sister now.

		“Fucking thing,” Ariel muttered. “I can’t get it off.”

		Miranda scowled at her sister via the mirror. “What do you mean, you can’t get it off?”

		“I mean just that,” Ariel snapped. “The clasp’s frozen, or maybe it’s rusted or something.”

		“Oh, here,” Miranda replied sharply. “Let me look at it.” She brought her hands up to her throat and slid the choker around until she could see the fastening reflected in the mirror. The clasp looked perfectly shiny, no rust that she could see. “Well, shit,” she said, exasperated. “What am I supposed to do now?”

		“Dunno,” said Ariel. “It’s not as though you can take it back to wherever you got it. We could cut it off. I’ll get Mom’s sewing scissors—”

		“We are not cutting it off!” said Miranda heatedly. “This is my something borrowed. Besides, it goes perfectly with my wedding dress. We can cut it off after the ceremony.”

		“What, so you’re going to wear it tonight? You going to wear it to bed?”

		“If I have to,” Miranda replied.

		“Isn’t it bad luck or something?”

		Miranda made a face at her sister. “What century are you living in, Ari? Do you believe in witches and werewolves now, too?”

		Ariel shook her head impatiently. “So what are you going to do? You don’t want people to see you wearing it before the wedding, do you?”

		“Girls, let’s get a move on!” came their mother’s voice from the hallway.

		“Shit!” said Miranda, grimacing. “Here, grab my dark grey sweater dress from my dresser, would you? That’ll do for tonight.”

		___________________________

		

		The rehearsal went smoothly, as did dinner afterward. Miranda sat between the groom and her father at the main table. Everyone was all smiles, especially the husband-to-be. This was not due to the general gaiety of the evening, or even the two bourbon and waters he had knocked back, but because the bride had spent most of dinner with her hand in his lap.

		Miranda couldn’t help it, but ever since seeing Bob at the club’s entrance she wanted to fuck. She could not remember ever having been so horny, and she had been to four spring breaks in Florida.

		All during dinner she massaged Bob’s cock through his pants, his bulge never losing its stiffness. “God, you’re such a hot bitch!” he whispered into her ear once they had finished their desserts. “I can’t wait to fuck you tomorrow night.”

		“Who says you have to wait, big boy?” she replied, giving his crotch another squeeze, tacitly letting him know that big was not a reference to his height.

		“But aren’t you and your friends doing your bachelorette thing later? Do you want to get together after?” His eagerness was quite apparent, and eager was just how she wanted him.

		“Fuck after. Let’s do it now!”

		“What are you say—”

		“They have bathrooms here, don’t they?” She gave his bulge another squeeze. “See you in five minutes.”

		___________________________

		

		She waylaid him in the hallway outside the men’s lavatory and pulled him inside by his tie, apparently unconcerned that someone might be using the facilities. There wasn’t, but even so she pulled him into the stall furthest from the door.

		“Have you ever done it in a restroom?” she whispered heatedly after a passionate kiss. She had unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out through the front of his boxers and was holding it in her hand, squeezing it.

		Bob knew that there was only one correct answer to that question. “No, baby, but I’ve always wanted to.”

		Miranda giggled. It was obvious that she wanted to as well, judging by the way she was stroking his stiff shaft. God, what is up with her? he wondered. He had never seen her so worked up before, and he had watched that stupid 50 Shades of Crap movie with her. She did a slow slide down his body until she came to rest on the toilet seat, her mouth level with his twitching cock. She looked up at him, licking her lips. “I’m going to enjoy this,” she said hungrily, then leaned in and took the head of his prick into her mouth.

		“Jesus Christ!” whined Bob, reflexively pressing his hands against the sides of the stall for support as Miranda reached around with both arms and pulled him into her, taking his cock so far into her mouth that she was almost deep-throating him.

		Bob held onto the stall walls for dear life, his knees perilously close to buckling as his fiancée proceeded to gobble his prick like a cock-starved nympho. Who is this woman? he wondered, because it certainly wasn’t Miranda. He loved her with all his heart but she had never given head like this before, having a strong gag reflex and no apparent desire to conquer it.

		Her gag reflex no longer appeared to be a problem, though. Had she gotten some tips from a friend? Or a book? Perhaps some how-to video on the Internet? Had she been practicing with a dildo? The thought of her doing that made his already hard cock that much harder, eliciting a delighted humming from his future wife.

		He watched, unable to believe his eyes, as Miranda sucked him off with greater passion than he had ever seen from her, as if she were somehow enjoying the act every bit as much as he was. She moaned at the top of each stroke, her body writhing against him, firm breasts stroking his thighs through the softness of her sweater dress.

		“I want your hot cum, Bob,” she said hoarsely, allowing his excited prick the air for only as long as it took to say the words. She licked her lips again and opened her mouth, her head jerking forward onto his cock as though someone had yanked her by the throat.

		“Ohh…” he moaned, again and again, his fingers gripping the metal walls of the stall as Miranda face-fucked herself with his dick until he erupted into her mouth, hot seed shooting down her throat into her waiting belly. Gently, she continued sucking his spasming cock, her head moving slowly back and forth, coaxing out every last drop of his semen. When she was done, she released his shining dick with a wet ‘pop’, then stuffed it back in his slacks and zipped him up.

		“You can go now,” she said throatily, reclining against the toilet tank. She looked up at him, her blue eyes languid. “People will wonder where we’ve gone.”

		“I, uh…” Bob began, shaking his head as though he had just emerged from the deep end of a pool. He started to go, but then checked himself. You were supposed to say something to a girl when she’d given you the greatest sexual experience of your life. “That was wonderful, baby,” he said. He should have said something snappier, but he was lucky to be able to string two words together.

		“I know.” She winked at him and then nodded toward the stall door.

		___________________________

		

		“Damn, I’m good,” Miranda said to her image in her compact mirror a minute after her fiancé had left. She was amazed by what she saw there, or rather by what she didn’t see there, because there was not a trace of semen on her lips, nor around her mouth—none. The perfect blowjob.

		And Bob had said that she’d been wonderful. Had he ever said that before? She was sure he must have, but the enthusiasm with which he’d said it tonight gave her a warm feeling in her middle, a feeling having nothing to do with the jizz presently mixing with the crème brûlée inside her tummy.

		

		She had been good, there was no doubt about that. She had taken Bob’s cock deeper down her throat than she ever had before. It had seemed so effortless too, almost as if someone had been guiding her. It had also felt good, almost as good as intercourse. It was as if her throat was an erogenous zone in its own right, every bit as sensitive—and responsive!—as her vagina. The deeper Bob’s cock had gone the better it had felt, each thrust down her throat expanding her esophagus slightly, hitting spots she hadn’t known existed, setting up echoes that resounded through her body, making her want more.

		But then he had come. Shot his load down her throat, and that was that. Part of her wondered what might have happened if he had held off for a minute longer. Would she have come too, just from sucking his dick? The idea thrilled her. She couldn’t wait for the honeymoon. Bob didn’t know it yet, but his cock was going to spend more time in her mouth than out of it. She laughed at that thought.

		She quickly repaired her lipstick while sitting on the toilet seat, then did a quick check of her hair and her dress, pleased to find them sperm-free. History was not kind to women with semen stains on their clothing.

		

		She exited the stall and walked to the door, praying that no one would choose that moment to walk in on her. No one did. She opened the door of the restroom and was relieved to discover that the coast was clear. She stepped out into the hallway just as someone entered it from the opposite direction.

		“Hey, Miranda.”

		“H-Hi, Rick,” she stammered, her heart skipping a beat. Two seconds earlier and he would have caught her coming out of the men’s room. How would she have explained that? “I didn’t tell you earlier, but you look very nice tonight. Are you taking my future husband out to all sorts of evil places later? Getting him drunk and laid one last time before I make an honest man out of him?”

		Rick sighed theatrically. “The best man’s job is not an easy one, but I promise you that I shall not permit your future spouse to sow any wild oats tonight.” He leered at her and added, “Blowjobs notwithstanding, of course.”

		

		An idea suddenly hit her; a deliciously wicked idea. Without thinking, she grabbed Rick by his tie and pulled him backwards into the women’s restroom. This one was occupied, presumably by someone youngish, judging by the pair of sparkly red spike heels visible beneath one of the stall doors. They slammed into the door of the handicapped stall and then through, Miranda landing on the toilet, her legs spread as wide as her sweater dress would allow so that she wouldn’t fall in.

		

		“Shit, Miranda, what are you doing?” said Rick, his voice a panicked whisper. “If this a joke—”

		“The bachelor party starts now, stud,” interrupted Miranda. And my last chance to see what I’ll be forsaking after tomorrow, she added silently. Rick started to protest, albeit somewhat hushed, which Miranda put an end to by taking hold of his belt on either side of his trim waist and pulling pants and all down with a single movement. She had always wanted to do this to a guy, play the aggressor. What she hadn’t counted on was Rick’s meaty prick bouncing up and smacking her in the face.

		They both burst into laughter, Rick’s embarrassed and Miranda’s surprised. That laughter was short-lived once Miranda realized that the cock bobbing up and down before her eyes was the biggest and fattest she had ever seen in real life. She made an animal noise deep in her throat and then jerked forward, filling her mouth with the best man’s man-meat.

		What the fuck am I doing? she wondered as the warm penis flowed over her tongue, making its single-minded way toward the back of her throat. She knew she shouldn’t be doing this, but it felt so good, so right! Rick’s big dick felt exactly the right size, especially his fat cockhead, soft yet hard at the same time. Would she be able to deep-throat it without gagging? She was damn sure going to try!

		Oh my God, I’m doing it! she thought as her throat opened with effortless ease, allowing Rick’s big dick passage down her esophagus, a wet and ready hole just made for cock. Almost instantly, she could feel pleasure emanating from her throat, flowing outward through her body in waves, each thrust of his big dick transporting her to a place she hadn’t known existed.

		Rick couldn’t believe what was happening. He had left the party to do a line of coke, and now he was bare-assed in the ladies’ room getting a blowjob from the bride! On any other day, and with any other girl, this would be the sexual encounter of a lifetime—the culmination of so many fantasies. He knew he shouldn’t be doing this; he loved Bob like a brother. But a blowjob was a blowjob, and this was turning out to be the best blowjob he’d ever had.

		

		Because Miranda didn’t just give head, she sucked cock like a woman possessed! When giving blowjobs it seemed like most chicks were putting on a show, like they were doing it to be nice rather than because they actually wanted to. Not Miranda. He could tell by the way she consistently dove forward, taking most of his length down her throat, her head constantly bobbing back and forth, that she loved sucking cock.

		He was a little miffed that Bob had never mentioned what a good little cocksucker his fiancée was, but then he was probably afraid that she’d end up doing what she was doing right now. One part of his brain felt that he should stop her, remind her that she was betrothed to his friend. Another part of his brain wanted to grab her head with both hands and fuck her face until he blew his load down her throat. The part controlling his hands won.

		Miranda immediately slapped his hands away. “Mmm-mmh!” she mumbled, looking up at him reproachfully, unable to speak intelligibly due to her mouth being utterly occupied with cock. Without breaking eye contact, she reached into her purse and pulled something out of it and slapped it into his hand—her cell phone. “Film me,” she said hoarsely, briefly allowing his dick to take the air. “I want to see what a good cocksucker I am.” She didn’t wait for a response, but simply jerked forward again like a dog on a leash, impaling her face on his stiff prick.

		Rick laughed, admiring her enthusiasm. Holding the cell phone at a downward angle, he simultaneously watched and recorded Miranda gobbling his dick like a porn star, seemingly unmindful of the restroom’s other occupant in the nearby stall. The other girl wasn’t unmindful, however. He could hear her two stalls away, giggling and spurring Miranda on with cries of, “Atta girl!” and “Suck that cock!” Rick found that he rather enjoyed having a cheering section.

		Miranda enjoyed it, too. My throat is a cunt, she thought, drunk with ecstasy. It sort of felt like one too, she realized dully. With each back and forth movement of her head, she could feel her pleasure growing, good feeling radiating out through the rest of her body. Was she going to come, as she almost had just a few minutes earlier with Bob? She could feel the fat knob of Rick’s cockhead pushing its way deeper down her throat, expanding her esophagus. Unable to speak or even moan, Miranda gripped Rick’s thighs, her perfectly manicured fingernails digging into his skin as she pulled his hips forward. She was going to do it. She was going to get every last inch of him down her throat.

		And she would have done, were it not for the cameo. She had forgotten she was still wearing it until she felt a tightness in her throat, the head of Rick’s dick trying to squeeze through the passage that was being constricted by the unyielding choker. She tried to pull back, fearing that he might rupture something, but Rick—somehow sensing that his cock was entering virgin territory—put his free hand on the back of Miranda’s head and bucked his pelvis into her face, popping her oral cherry with a single powerful thrust.

		“OHHH…!” he cried out as his rampant prick burst past the blockage, the tightness combined with the warm wetness of Miranda’s throat causing him to come instantly. Concerned only with his own pleasure, Rick pumped her face savagely, the contents of his testicles gushing down her throat to merge with the groom’s recently deposited seed, a cum cocktail sloshing around inside the bride-to-be’s belly. Delirious, half-dazed from a blowjob he had not expected (but which would become the benchmark against which all future blowjobs would be judged), he paused with his still spasming cock stuffed down Miranda’s throat, raised his head, and said a silent thank you to the gods.

		“You’re welcome,” came the voice of the girl two stalls over, followed a second later by the sound of the door to the ladies’ room shutting softly. Confused, he looked down to discover that he was still gripping the back of Miranda’s head with the hand not holding the cell phone, her face all but buried in the fabric of his white shirt. He quickly removed his hand but his friend’s fiancée did not seem disposed to move.

		Miranda sat on the edge of the toilet, her throat full of cock and her tummy full of cum, her mind barely able to process the events of the last thirty seconds. She’d climaxed from giving a blowjob; had an orgasm just from sucking a guy off. No, that wasn’t quite true. She’d had orgasms before, pale and insignificant things when compared to the sexual cataclysm she had just experienced. She replayed the scene in her head, relived the feeling of Rick’s cock compressing the tissues of her throat as it forced its way past the cameo, the eruption of his semen triggering an orgasm of unprecedented power and intensity. She sat there on the edge of the toilet, her arms wrapped around Rick’s thighs, his throbbing dick lodged down her throat, her body still riding out the endorphin overload caused by the best man’s mouth-fucking.

		She was perfectly content to stay here just as she was, but there were sixty-three friends and relatives in the banquet hall awaiting her return. There was also the not inconsiderable fact that she would soon suffocate if she didn’t eject Rick’s prick from her twice-used mouth.

		Slowly, very slowly, she straightened her back, inch after shining inch of the best man’s penis reappearing from her mouth as if she were performing a magic trick. The exaggerated slowness was not for effect. Rick’s thick cock felt just as good leaving her throat as it had going in, and she wanted to savor every last millimeter of it.

		When the bulbous head of his prick passed her teeth, she let it slip from her mouth, her body shuddering with pleasurable echoes. It hung there, wet and bobbing, looking obscenely sated yet pulsing in a way that indicated that it would like nothing more than to repeat the events of the last few minutes. Worse still was the realization that she felt precisely the same way, because the absence of that big cock down her throat left her feeling incomplete, empty.

		“You should go,” she said dully, not bothering to look up from the glistening man-meat dangling before her eyes. Rick pulled up his pants and left without so much as a thank you. That was okay with Miranda. She hadn’t been talking to him anyway.

		___________________________

		

		Fifteen minutes later found Miranda posing for countless pictures with relatives while fighting the urge to lick her lips, never quite able to shake the feeling that she might have a dab of dried cum on her chin.

		Every smile was fake, every giggle and squeal was just for show. This was supposed to be the happiest night of her life, but the incompleteness that she’d felt after Rick’s cock had left her mouth had grown steadily with each passing minute.

		“I hope you brushed your teeth afterward,” came a whisper in her ear. Surprised, Miranda turned to find her sister smirking at her.

		“I gave Jeff a blowjob during our rehearsal dinner, too,” said Ariel, her smirk turning into a conspiratorial smile, “and it’s kept him in line ever since. Do you suppose Mom blew Dad before the ceremony?”

		“Shhh!” hissed Miranda, partly afraid that they might be overheard, but more than that the last thing she wanted to think about in her present cock-starved state of mind was her dad’s dick.

		Ariel laughed. “Oh, don’t be so prissy, missy. Nothing keeps a man’s interest better than an occasional beejay.” Miranda’s mouth dropped open in astonishment. If she didn’t know better, she’d say her sister was drunk, which didn’t seem likely since Ariel invariably called it quits after one appletini.

		

		“God, I love giving Jeff head,” Ariel continued dreamily. Her eyes were red-rimmed and her speech was slightly slurred, which suggested to Miranda that her sister was at least two drinks over her limit. “I’ve never told you this, Randi, but Jeff’s got a really big dick.”

		“Ariel!” Miranda looked quickly about, making sure there was no one within earshot, then pulled her sister aside so that she could get her under control.

		

		“God’s honest truth,” Ariel continued blearily, evidently unconcerned that someone was trying to control her. “That fucker’s about as big as my forearm. I can’t even fit the whole thing in my mouth! I swear, only a porn star could deep-throat that monster.”

		“Who’s a monster?” asked a deep voice. “Are you girls talking about me?”

		“Jeffy’s back!” cried Ariel. She put her arms out to embrace her husband. “Where have you been, you well-hung hunk of man? Have you been slipping it to some size queen cocktail waitress?” She punctuated her question by reaching down and putting a hand on his crotch.

		“Jesus, Ariel, are you fucking drunk?” whispered Jeff, pushing his sozzled wife’s hand from the bulge in his suit pants. Despite herself, Miranda glanced down at the recently vacated spot to find that bulge was an altogether inadequate term. Why had she never noticed that Jeff was packing major heat down there?

		Miranda quickly turned away, not wishing to be caught ogling her sister’s husband’s trouser cannon, and further having no desire to be a party to the incipient fight that appeared to be brewing.

		But an iron grip on her wrist pulled her attention back, Ariel’s lips soft in her ear. “Seriously, Randi, you haven’t sucked a cock until you’ve sucked Jeff’s.” Miranda whimpered, the memory of the best man’s dick causing not only a wetness between her thighs but making her salivate as well.

		“Shit!” said Jeff under his breath. “I’ve got to get her home. Miranda, can you help me get my oversexed wife out to the car before she starts offering to blow the wait staff?” Miranda was only too happy to oblige, less worried about Ariel ending up the head of an oral conga line but rather that she might barf up the chicken marsala she’d had for dinner and ruin her dress. Also, seeing her sister three sheets to the wind might make an excellent tale to tell her future nieces and nephews should their mother get too high and mighty with them.

		Each of them taking an arm, Miranda and her brother-in-law guided her tipsy sister out the back door of the banquet room and into the parking lot, Ariel seeming to become woozier with each shambling step. Jeff muttered repeated apologies for his wife’s behavior, none of which Miranda responded to, her ability to speak hampered by a pulsing feeling in her throat, saliva lubricating her mouth, an instinctive response to having a huge prick in such close proximity.

		I’m not going to blow him, Miranda said inside her head, a mantra against what seemed to be a growing inevitability. I’m not going to blow him. I’m not going to blow him.

		She wasn’t sure why she was thinking this. Call it a feeling or a hunch, but it seemed as if the earlier events of the evening had been outside of her control. As if something inside of her had made her suck two different cocks in the space of ten minutes, and was now readying her to take on a third.

		Which was silly, of course. She was not possessed. Nothing had made her fellate her fiancé and the best man. That had just been nerves, and excitement, and maybe a little too much white wine.

		So why am I obsessing over Jeff’s cock? Why do I keep hearing Ariel’s voice telling me how good it would feel to suck him off?

		Because she might have another throat-gasm, she knew. Rick’s cock had felt so much better down her throat than her soon-to-be husband’s cock had, and that had been purely due to its size. It therefore stood to reason that her brother-in-law’s so-called monster cock might have the same effect, possibly even more so.

		I’m-not-going-to-blow-him-I’m-not-going-to-blow-him-I’m-not-going-to-blow-him, she silently chanted, the continued pulsing of her throat seeming to insinuate otherwise.

		They maneuvered the nearly insensate Ariel around to the passenger side of their Hummer, which was parked alongside one wall of the restaurant. Miranda held the door open while Jeff hoisted his wife into the car and belted her in, her sister’s head lolling to the side while he did this. Blearily, Ariel raised her head and looked around, apparently confused. She spied Miranda through eyes so bloodshot they appeared almost entirely red, then blew her sister a kiss and passed out where she sat.

		I’m-not-going-to-blow-him, Miranda repeated for the five hundredth time, the voice in her head somehow managing to sound shrill. Even though I could probably get away with it. Ariel’s unconscious, and I’ve caught Jeff checking out my ass more than once, and isn’t getting a blowjob in a parking lot from your sister-in-law while your wife is passed out every man’s fantasy?

		“Thanks for the help, Randi,” Jeff said, sighing a bit tiredly. He turned around and leaned back against the passenger seat. “I hope Ariel will be in a fit state tomorrow to see you get hitched.”

		Miranda smiled through clenched teeth, the voice in her head telling her what she wasn’t going to do almost blotting out Jeff’s words. She could feel her throat spasming now, opening and closing of its own accord, wanting to be filled with the huge cock that was only feet away from her.

		“You’re…welcome,” she said, consciously keeping her mouth from opening wide enough to admit anything bigger than her little finger. “I should be getting back in.”

		“Well, I guess I’d better kiss the bride now—” he began, but was silenced by Miranda’s mouth firmly seating over his.

		Her eyes wide in stunned disbelief, Miranda tried to pull herself off of her brother-in-law but was unable to do so. It was as if some invisible person had grabbed her by the throat and pulled her onto him, and was now keeping her there against her will, maneuvering her like a rag doll.

		She could feel Jeff, sandwiched between her and the Hummer’s passenger seat, trying to push her away, but with each passing second she felt him beginning to relax, returning the kiss she wasn’t giving, his tongue invading her mouth. She also felt a throbbing at her belly.

		It happened before she could stop it, not that she seemed able to anyway. The same force that had pulled her forward pulled her down, the abruptness of the action forcing her to her knees. Her mouth was level with the bulge she had seen earlier, only it was larger now, straining the fabric of her brother-in-law’s dress slacks. She could make out the bulbous head of his penis, throbbing softly under the parking light’s harsh lighting. The sight of it made her mouth water.

		

		Panic flooded every inch of Miranda’s body. What the fuck was happening to her? What had seemed voluntary earlier now appeared entirely outside of her control. Something—or someone—is making me do these things, forcing me to suck cocks whether I want to or not!

		

		Well, she wasn’t going to do it! She could feel her throat spasming again, wanting that big dick inside it, but she was not going to play along. Her throat might have developed a mind of its own, but the rest of her body belonged to her!

		

		Keeping her jaw clenched shut, Miranda tried to pull away, but the invisible force that had her by the throat had other ideas. Her head was jerked roughly forward again, the action sending her face first into Jeff’s substantial package. She tried again, and again the force bashed her head into his cloth-covered prick.

		

		Jesus-fucking-Christ! screamed Miranda inside her head. Help me, Jeff!

		

		And Jeff did help, only not quite the way she had anticipated. He reached up with one hand and opened the rear passenger door of the Hummer, screening them from view on all four sides, then reached down with both hands and lowered his zipper and brought his thick, veiny cock into the light and pressed it to Miranda’s lips. Her eyes crossed as she looked down its length. Monster was indeed an apt term for it.

		Miranda kept her lips tightly pressed together, resisting the unseen force controlling her. The force kept up the pressure, keeping her lips pressed against the purple cockhead. She wanted to scream, but knew that Jeff’s jawbreaker of a cock would end up down her throat the moment she opened her mouth.

		Her back ached with the effort of fighting whatever was controlling her, but she was not going to give in—whatever had her by the neck did not have control of her arms! Moving quickly, she brought her hands up and placed them on Jeff’s thighs, twin springboards to push herself up and away. It probably would have worked, but the force had other means of compelling obedience.

		Miranda reflexively gasped as the choker that was locked around her throat tightened, cutting off her air. She tried to resist but it was too late. The fat knob of Jeff’s cock instantly forced her jaw wide, his meaty prick rushing past her lips and over her tongue and into her throat without the slightest resistance.

		Miranda was so surprised by the turn of events that her fright disappeared. She should be choking on Jeff’s meat but she wasn’t. Instead, her esophagus opened to his rampant cock as though tonight were her wedding night, her throat virgin territory for her man.

		She relaxed and let it happen, allowed the unseen force to guide her as if it were her tutor, the surrendering of control increasing her pleasure, dwarfing her previous ecstasy into insignificance. Miranda now felt like a passenger in her own body, responding pleasurably as her sister’s husband’s prick continued further, expanding her throat as it approached the blockage of the choker. Miranda’s heart pumped faster with each millimeter it traversed, but then she remembered the choker, how tight it had been when Rick’s dick had pushed past it, and Jeff’s prick was certainly larger. It would more than likely injure her if he tried to ram its full length down her throat.

		Which is precisely what Jeff did, except that where there should have been pain there was pleasure, the choker relaxing just enough to allow Jeff’s dick passage down her throat as if it were some sort of gatekeeper.

		Unable to moan, Miranda responded by digging her beautifully manicured fingernails into Jeff’s thighs, wordlessly inviting him to push himself deeper into her. With a soft grunt he complied, sliding his remaining length past her lips, forcing her jaw open as wide as it would go. Miranda came on the spot.

		This is what sex is supposed to be, she realized dimly as wave after wave of unimaginable bliss exploded from her throat, rushing outward, a tsunami that threatened not to drown her but consume her.

		Miranda let Jeff fuck her face, reveling in the feeling of his cock repeatedly sliding in and out of her throat. She was a rag doll again, but this time by choice. It felt so good to be used, to be a vessel for another’s pleasure, and derive enjoyment from that. No, not enjoyment, fulfillment! To be filled and refilled, again and again, by cock or by cum or whatever.

		Whatever, she thought, nearly as drunk as her sister and just as ready to pass out. Whatever was controlling her had given her an epiphany: her throat made a far better cunt than her cunt did. She knew this from experience, having once attempted a solo adventure with a nine-inch dildo that was neither as long nor as wide as Jeff’s trouser snake. It had nearly split her apart when she’d tried putting it inside her, and she had gagged almost to the point of throwing up just getting the head of it into her mouth. Tonight she’d be able to swallow that dildo whole, plus a few extra inches to boot.

		Lost in a euphoric haze, Miranda let Jeff use her throat for his pleasure, allowing him to hold her head in place with both hands while he fucked her mouth. She didn’t mind his selfishness, for each powerful thrust down her throat elicited a mini-gasm, the cumulative effect of his throat-fucking resulting in unparalleled euphoria.

		She knew when he came, not by the increasing fervency of his thrusts or his stifled grunts but by a final expansion of her throat, his semen exploding past the choker and into her belly. Her conscious mind all but gone, Miranda knelt on the warm asphalt of the parking lot, her lips pressed against her brother-in-law’s lower abdomen, her heart beating in time to the pulsing of the cock in her throat.

		Miranda didn’t close her mouth after Jeff pulled out. She didn’t move a muscle while he put his shining dick back in his pants, shut both passenger doors (gently pushing Miranda backward a bit so as not to clip her with the front door), then said a hasty, “Uh, see you tomorrow,” before getting in his car and driving off.

		

		In a state of near catatonia, Miranda raised her head, her mouth still agape. There was a figure leaning against the back wall of the restaurant, a young girl judging by her silhouette. Despite the harsh lights of the parking lot, the girl remained in shadow. No, that wasn’t quite right. She appeared to have been cut out of the darkness, a living shadow. The shadow wore a tight skirt, one long leg bent at the knee, a high heel tapping the wall expectantly. The shadow girl looked up, light catching her face as she inclined her head toward Miranda. Even from this distance, she could see cute little horns curling upward from the girl’s forehead.

		“You sure suck a mean cock, Miranda,” the girl said.

		Miranda stood up slowly, willing strength back into her limbs. She looked down to see that her knees were distinctly scraped and the toes of her grey heels were scuffed beyond repair. It wouldn’t take a genius to figure out what she’d been doing. Miranda found that she didn’t care.

		She looked back up to find the girl standing precisely as she had been, save that she stood completely in the light now. She was wearing a red minidress that was more mini than dress, and held the stem of a vaping pen to her lips, a large cloud of whiteish smoke swirling about her. Miranda knew that she should be afraid of the girl but could not summon the strength for such an intense emotion. She just wanted it over with. Squaring her shoulders, she stepped forward to met her fate.

		

		She stopped just outside arm’s reach of the girl. “You…” she began, the name only just coming to her lips as though it had been placed there. “You’re Tammy.”

		

		“That I am,” replied the Devil’s daughter with a wink. She took another pull on the vaping pen and exhaled more smoke. A vague sulfur scent permeated the air.

		“You did this,” Miranda said, righteous anger building despite her fatigue. “You turned me into a…a….” She did not want to say the words.

		“World class cocksucker?” finished Tammy. She grinned impishly, her dark eyes glinting. “As much as I’d like to take the credit, that honor belongs to your new best friend.” She sucked again on the stem of her vaping pen and blew out another cloud of smoke. The whiteish vapor did not dissipate this time but coalesced, solidifying into a definable human shape wearing, oddly enough, an overbust corset, hose, and heels.

		Miranda gasped as the smoke changed color: rosy cheeks, blue eyes, and cornsilk hair done up in one of those complicated coiffures that was only possible if you had a lady’s maid or an indulgent older sister. It was the girl from her cameo! Miranda brought her hands up to her throat and rolled down the collar of her sweater dress, needing to know whether the choker was still there. It was.

		

		“Miranda, meet Felicity. She died a virgin on the morning of her wedding, strangled by her fiancé after he discovered her sucking off the first footman.”

		Felicity drew herself up sharply. “I was a good girl, and I died intact.” She inclined her head in Miranda’s direction and added, “Which is more than this one can say!”

		Enraged, Miranda reached up to slap Felicity across the cheek, but her hand passed through the virgin’s head without slowing, colored smoke swirling in psychedelic eddies and then quickly reforming.

		“Now, now, girls,” Tammy said, pushing off from the wall so that she could address the bickering females more formally. “If you’re going to be sharing a body, you’re going to have to be better friends than this.”

		“What?” cried Miranda, scarcely able to believe what she was hearing. “You can’t be serious!”

		“Do you think I like the idea any better, thief?” said Felicity, crossing her arms, her voice sharp with undisguised contempt. “I may have indulged in a bit of pricksucking but I never broke the Eighth Commandment!”

		Tammy rolled her eyes. “Daddy, save me from religious types. Okay, here’s the deal, English Lit. You stole from me, therefore you’ve got to pay. Felicity, here, made a bargain with my father while she was having the life choked out of her: another shot at wedded bliss, plus all the dicks she could suck in exchange for her soul. Two birds, one stone. Or body, as it were.”

		Miranda had never felt more out of her depth in her whole life. Exasperated, not knowing how to respond to such a ridiculous assertion, she turned to Felicity. “Plus all the dicks you could suck? I thought you said you were a good girl.”

		“I was, but I couldn’t be expected to live out the rest of my married life sucking the same inadequate prick day after day. Having seen what your future husband has to offer, I should think you would be able to commiserate.”

		“But you were about to take your wedding vows!” said Miranda, ignoring the slight on her fiancé’s admittedly average package. “Didn’t they mean anything to you? Jesus Christ, you were blowing the butler just hours before your wedding!”

		“Footman,” corrected Felicity testily, but then she giggled, her smile harboring a guilty secret. “And foot described it perfectly. Besides, your brother-in-law actually took those vows, and it didn’t stop him from depositing his seed in our belly.”

		Miranda couldn’t take any more. First, this demonic bitch in the short skirt was insinuating that her soul was forfeit for filching a piece of jewelry; and second, some ghostly fellatrix from another century was claiming squatter’s rights to half her body. It was enough to make her scream, so she did.

		Or at least she tried to. The moment she opened her mouth, the choker constricted again, silencing her for the second time in an hour. Unable to breathe, Miranda dropped to her knees, trying to get a finger between her throat and the choker, but the material failed to yield to her frantic fumbling.

		

		Felicity kneeled down in front of Miranda so that they were face to face. Even through the pain and imminent asphyxiation, she could see that the ghost looked unhappy. The choker relaxed its death grip on her throat a moment later, leaving her a heaving, panting wreck.

		“I’m sorry, Miranda,” Felicity said, her expression contrite. “Wrath is a sin, as is envy. My husband-to-be crushed my larynx with the cameo my father commissioned. I won’t do the same to you.”

		Miranda continued kneeling where she was, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She glanced up to find the demoness looking back at her with great interest. “Is this choker…indestructible?” she rasped. “Could I cut it off?”

		“You could,” replied Tammy, all ditziness and flippancy absent from her earlier playful manner. The vaping pen in her hand vanished, a gleaming silver dagger taking its place. She offered it to Miranda, who eyed it cautiously but did not take it.

		“It looks…sharp,” she said quietly, almost a whisper.

		“It is,” nodded Tammy. “Very.”

		“What will happen if I use it?”

		Tammy shrugged. “You’ll be free.”

		Miranda knew what the demoness meant by free, the word in this context having an almost Robert Frost-like ring to it. She could feel her pulse pounding in her throat. Could feel her carotid artery, so close to the skin, beating against the choker. Using the dagger would free her, all right—from everything.

		“Will I go to Hell?” she asked, and then seeing the kneeling virgin’s anxious expression added, “Will Felicity?”

		“Felicity’s bargain was for another chance at marital bliss. Gender and proximity were never specified. This is her chance. It’s not my problem if she can’t make it work with you.” Tammy paused, allowing the gravity of her words to sink in.

		“As for you, Miranda, you’ll go where your choices have led you.” Smiling, the demoness shook her head, playful again. “But the question you really should be asking is, ‘What’s in it for me?’”

		Miranda started to reply, but Felicity rushed forward and put her lips to Miranda’s ear, whispering in the bygone manner of a demure maid. The blush that bloomed on Miranda’s cheeks and the squeal that followed made it obvious that what the virgin dressed in her naughty finery spoke in confidence was immodest at best.

		

		Laughing like sisters now, the two brides-to-be got to their respective feet and faced the young demoness. Standing side by side they looked almost like twins, despite the century’s difference in their births. The dagger in Tammy’s hand vanished in a puff of smoke.

		“So what happens now?” asked Miranda, indicating her mussed hair, her lipstick-smeared mouth, and her dirt-embedded knees and scuffed shoes. “I can’t go back in there looking like this.”

		An oval floor mirror in a wooden frame materialized before Miranda. She looked much as she had when she’d left her parents’ house earlier in the evening, her make-up, hair, and clothing restored to its former perfection. The only difference was that her breasts appeared rather larger, stretching the material of her sweater dress. She looked down to discover that the mirror wasn’t lying, and that her breasts really were a full cup size larger than normal, possibly two. A glance over at Felicity confirmed that she had experienced the same growth, her ghostly bosom spilling over the confines of her corset. She appeared to be extremely pleased by the change. Miranda looked back up at Tammy questioningly.

		“Sorry, forgot to tell you. Felicity wanted bigger boobs, too. It was part of the bargain.” Miranda shot a look of annoyance at the woman who shared her body.

		“I was making a deal with the Devil, Miranda. Can you blame a girl for wanting to cut a more womanly figure?”

		Miranda turned back to Tammy, holding her enlarged bosom in both hands. “But won’t people notice?”

		“Of course they’ll notice, Randi. That’s why Felicity wanted them.” Tammy smiled at the mortal’s discomfiture. “Don’t sweat it, hon. People will remember you as always having been busty.”

		Breathing a sigh of relief at this news, Miranda released her hold on her expanded rack, though not without giving herself a little squeeze. They did feel rather nice. “And what about…you know…tonight? Will they remember?”

		“Remember?” said Tammy, choking back a laugh. “Right now, your fiancé is bragging to the best man about the unbelievable blowjob you gave him; the best man is wondering if he can get you to send him the video he shot of you sucking him off; and your brother-in-law is seriously considering pouring your sister’s birth control pills down the bathroom sink and knocking her up while she’s passed out, hoping that you might babysit for them once a week so he can sneak five minutes in the bathroom with you.

		Felicity looked sideways at her host, her expression hopeful, at which Miranda shook her head. “Twice a week, Casper. You’re gonna work these Hooters-sized hooters off on the installment plan.” The ghost put a hand to her lips to hide her pleased smile.

		A whump-whump of car tires resounded close by, a black limo pulling into the parking lot. Miranda was reasonably sure who it was for, the designation ‘LM666’ on the front license plate being something of a giveaway.

		The limo pulled to a stop and a driver got out. At least she looked like a driver, judging by the black cap that sat atop her wavy black hair. However, the too-large breasts and the too-red lipstick caused Miranda to wonder whether the limo was actually right-hand drive, and that the short girl in the black latex bustier, fishnet hose, and heels who’d just stepped out of it mightn’t be a moonlighting Playboy bunny. Miranda decided that her initial impression of the sexy brunette was correct when she came around the car and stood by the rearmost door and tipped her cap toward Tammy.

		“Ready when you are, Miss,” she said with the deference expected of a servant. Miranda wasn’t sure why, but she could swear she had seen the girl somewhere before.

		“We’ll be leaving in a minute, Titsy,” Tammy replied over her shoulder. “Off you go, you two,” she said, nodding toward the back entrance of the banquet room. “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but as I’m in charge I can do whatever I like.” She leaned forward slightly, the glint in her dark eyes lending her an air of authority. “The afterlife is a matter of perception, girls. Heaven and Hell are essentially two sides of the same coin, and it’s not the destination that matters so much as—”

		

		“The journey?” finished Miranda, smirking.

		“I was going to say ‘how much head you give along the way’, but I suppose it amounts to the same thing. Just remember, the more experience you cram into this life, the better prepared you’ll be for the next one.”

		

		The demoness winked, and the two brides knew they were dismissed. They turned and walked back toward the restaurant, chatting amiably, giggling often, Miranda stumbling a bit as she tried to get used to her altered center of gravity.

		“So how many groomsmen will be standing beside your fiancé?”

		“Six, plus the groom. My jaw’s going to be sore as hell when I say ‘I do’ tomorrow, won’t it?”

		“You’ll get used to it, dear. Now, tell me all about this bachelorette party of yours. Will there be men there?”

		“Loads, Felicity. Dancers. Beautifully sculpted examples of masculinity. The downside is they’ll all be gay.”

		“Gay? You mean nancy boys? I’ll wager we can put at least two of them back on the straight and narrow before the night is through.…”

		They reached the back door of the restaurant, Felicity’s ghostly form dissipating like steam rising from a kettle as Miranda rolled the collar of her dress back up, a ring of ectoplasm coalescing about her neck before it disappeared entirely.

		Miranda knew she would have to wear the choker every minute of every day for the rest of her life. Women would think her odd, but men would consider it a charming affectation. Men made a lot of allowances when they were getting their dicks sucked.

		___________________________

		

		Tammy entered the limo to discover that it was already occupied. A dapper gentleman sat across from her, champagne glass in hand, his perfectly trimmed goatee framing a wry smile.

		“Nicely done, daughter,” the Devil said, toasting his progeny. “I had that choker for a hundred years and couldn’t unload it, and you managed it on your very first day. I wonder what other surprises you’ve got in store for me.”

		Tammy grinned, her dress turning to vapor as her skin resumed its normally ruddy complexion. She slid forward off of her seat and crawled the short distance across the limo, climbing up onto her father’s lap and thrusting her chest out so that it hovered just beneath his goatee, the stiff hairs tickling her cleavage.

		“Would you like another surprise, Daddy?” she cooed softly in his ear.

		“Very much, Tamara,” he said, putting down his drink so that he could properly caress his daughter’s red breasts. “Does it involve me getting an unbelievably good blowjob?”

		“You could say that,” she said, plucking an envelope out of thin air and handing it him. His curiosity piqued, Beelzebub took the envelope from his daughter, slit it open with a long fingernail, and extracted a stiff piece of paperboard from within.

		“I’m invited to the wedding?”

		“You bet. It’s going to be the social event of the season. The groom will get the first dance with his bride, but I’ll make sure yours is the first cock she sucks as a married woman.”

		“And how do you expect to arrange that?” asked the Devil as he tossed the invitation aside so that he could draw a thumb across one of his daughter’s thimble-sized nipples. “She’ll be surrounded by family and friends, all of whom she knows. Are you thinking of passing me off as a distant cousin?”

		“Nothing so complicated, Daddy,” Tammy replied, shuddering at her father’s touch. “How would you feel about dressing up like a priest?”

		Lucifer snorted as his clothes disappeared, his rampant prick gaining the freedom of the air only to lose it a moment later to the steaming confines of his daughter’s searing cunt.

		

		“It wouldn’t be the first time, child.”

		

		~The End~

		

	
		L’eau de Mort

		by Big Kahuna

		

		Hell. 7:45 AM local time.

		Screams echoed throughout the rough-hewn corridors leading from the Tortuary, demons and imps scattering at the agonized shrieks coming from the Boss’s personal playroom.

		“Oh…my…fucking…GOD!” a young girl screamed, her eyes closed and her mouth open as she rode out the mother of all orgasms. Sitting astride her ruddy-skinned father, a shapely red-skinned thigh on either side of his muscular hips, Tammy Mekratrig swayed where she sat, impaled upon his monster phallus. “Fuck me, Daddy, but you sure know how to plow a cunt!” She collapsed onto his barrel chest.

		“Oh, my daughter,” said Satan, bringing a shaking hand up to mop his brow. “Wherever did you learn that corkscrew maneuver? I’m going to try that on your mother tonight.”

		Tammy chuckled, a layer of perspiration causing her youthful red skin to gleam in the light cast by a nearby lava pit. “It’s more likely she’ll try it on you. Who do you think taught me?” She flexed her pelvic muscles for emphasis, an action that would crush a mortal’s penis into jelly. Father and daughter laughed together, warm in the pleasure of one another’s company.

		

		“I don’t see why you cry out His name when you come, though,” said Lucifer, his deep bass voice managing to sound a trifle peevish. “You do know He’s responsible for our needing year-round air conditioning, right?”

		“Oh, don’t be such a jealous daddy, Daddy,” sighed Tammy, burrowing her head into her father’s right pectoral muscle. “The big man’s not all that big, He always comes first, and He expects you to worship Him when He’s done! You’re a much better lay, plus you don’t insist that I dress up like Joan of Arc whenever you fuck me.”

		The Devil laughed, mollified. “So how have you been, my dear? Enjoying work?”

		Tammy stretched, cat-like, then relaxed, her lithe body draped over her father like a scarlet afghan. “Fine, I guess,” she sighed, her pointed tail swishing languidly about. “It’s fun, but it’s kinda boring. Mortals are a lot easier to deal with than you led me to believe.”

		Satan stroked his daughter’s smooth shoulder distractedly. “You think so, do you? Think you’ve got them all figured out?”

		“Sure. If they’re not thinking about sex, they’re thinking about money, though sometimes they’ve got their minds on food. Face it, Daddy, if they can’t fuck it, buy it, or eat it, they don’t give two shits about it.”

		Beelzebub chuckled. “And I suppose the fact that you can read their minds has nothing to do with how easy it is for you to understand their wants and desires?”

		

		Tammy raised her head so that she could look her father in the face. “You think I can’t figure out what mortals want without reading their minds?”

		“Let’s just say I think you would be hard put to divine their true natures without your powers.”

		Tammy gave her father a languid smile, her black eyes slits beneath her narrowed brows. “Would you care to make a little wager on that, Daddy?”

		“Oh ho?” he replied, amused by his offspring’s effrontery. “You want to place a bet with the Prince of Lies, do you?”

		“Oh, I know you’d never welsh, at least not with the Princess of Pussy,” and here she clenched her talented twat around her father’s softened tool, a tacit reminder of the penalty for prevarication. “I’ll bet you I can give the next customer who walks through the door exactly what he or she wants without reading their mind. If I win, you’ll give me a pegasus-girl: blonde, and with boobs as big as her head. What do you say?”

		“As big as her head, hmm?” mused Satan. “Very well, but if you lose you’ll allow me to take Titsy to Reykjavik for a week. I think she’d enjoy the hot springs there.”

		“More like you think she’d enjoy the geyser there,” replied Tammy, flexing her pelvic floor again. “Is it a bet?”

		“It’s a bet.” A ringing of bells resounded through the Tortuary. “Well, speak of Me,” the Devil said with mock innocence. “It sounds like someone’s at your door.”

		Grinning, Tammy slapped her father’s chest and launched herself upward, a wet squelching sound announcing the separation of body parts. “Boobs as big as her head,” she repeated, giving Satan her best stern expression. She crossed to the nearest rock wall, her demonic form shifting to one that would attract less attention in the mortal realm, although not much less considering her choice of attire. A wooden door appeared in the wall the moment she reached it. The demoness turned her head in her father’s direction and blew him a kiss, then opened the door and stepped through.

		A woman stood just inside the foyer, her sparkling green eyes sizing up the contents of the bizarrely appointed room with the speed of a supercomputer. It was difficult to tell her age, her face being unnaturally devoid of wrinkles or blemishes, but her manner bespoke an imperiousness stemming from years of bossing other people around.

		

		Tammy watched, invisible, as her customer ventured further into the house. The woman did not waste time examining the mannequins or the tapestries, although she did linger briefly over the massive candle stand, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the phallic candles, and perhaps half a minute longer in front of the antique floor mirror. Her stunning reflection in the glass elicited only a curt nod of approval.

		The woman paused at the large oak table, unaware that a supernatural being stood on the other side of it. The table appeared to have been placed there to form a barrier between the foyer and the rest of the first floor of the large Victorian home. She bent slightly at the waist, though whether she was reading the words written in the leather-bound book that lay there or estimating the value of the golden fountain pen sticking up from the holder beneath was impossible to tell. She straightened back up to find that she was not longer alone.

		“Hi, I’m Tammy,” the Devil’s daughter said, smiling crookedly.

		If the woman was surprised by Tammy’s sudden appearance she didn’t show it. This was an impressive enough achievement, made all the more amazing considering that the twenty year-old demoness was clad in a pair of red short shorts so skin-tight that they appeared to be painted on, and a white half t-shirt that had the words “Just Do Me!” emblazoned across her breasts, the rounded bottoms of which were clearly visible below the hem. The woman returned Tammy’s smile with a knowing one, as though they shared an unspoken secret.

		“Hello, Tammy,” she said warmly, reaching a be-ringed hand across the table. “I’m Ava.”

		Tammy shook the proffered hand, cocking her head slightly, appraising her customer in much the same way as her customer had the candle stand. She so wanted to look into Ava’s mind, to see what made her tick, but there was a pegasus-girl on the line, plus Titsy taking off for a week meant that she would have to feed the minotaur in the basement. Not an objectionable task by any means, especially since he was hung like a bull—the problem was he had the breath to match!

		Having limited herself to just the five senses, Tammy started with the visual. Ava was taller than average, though not by much, just enough so that she would be easily identifiable in a crowd. And there would always be crowds, because Ava wasn’t just beautiful, she was classically beautiful, as if DaVinci had provided the blueprints and Rodin had sculpted her from marble. Of course, Ava’s beauty did not come naturally nor did it come cheap. It appeared to be a meticulous combination of nature and the surgeon’s art. Tammy knew that a tape measure would confirm that every last inch of her customer’s body had been perfected. She was the golden ratio incarnate.

		Golden was also the most apt description of her skin, which appeared as flawless as the rest of her, bronzed from who knew many summers in the south of France. Likewise her hair, long and thick, and so blonde it was nearly white, shone like platinum. Lastly, her eyes were the color of jade, which might or might not be contact lenses, Tammy mused.

		“Oh, you have green eyes too,” said Ava in a tone that seemed to signal approval. “Men just love green eyes, don’t they? I suppose it reminds them of money. Tell me, are they contact lenses or are they your natural color?”

		“They’re the ones I was born with,” replied Tammy, repressing a momentary feeling of panic. Her eyes weren’t green, and since she hadn’t changed their color, a certain black-horned, big-dicked demon must have.

		I can do this myself, Daddy! she thought pointedly, although she was no longer quite as confident as she had been before entering the shop. Ava was strange, stranger than any mortal she’d yet met. And why is she looking at me like that, as though we’re friends? It was as if this mortal had somehow figured her out, which was the opposite of the way things were supposed to be. She could see her pegasus-girl flying out of the picture.

		I am not going to lose this bet! thought Tammy. Her customer was obviously a wealthy woman, so she had money, and beautiful as she was she obviously wasn’t hurting for sex. That left food. With a waist that trim it was doubtful that Ava would accept a sandwich if it were offered.

		Tammy’s brain kicked into overdrive. Everyone who came through her door was looking for something, something they couldn’t get elsewhere—that was part of the rules. But this woman already had it all. So what was she looking for?

		“Welcome to my shop, Ava,” said Tammy, her brain working furiously behind her eyes. “I pride myself that I have whatever the customer wants.” Tammy noticed that the woman was looking at her intently. Was Ava attracted to her? Did she want a lesbian tryst? That would be easy, not to mention fun. She’d get her pegasus-girl and show up her father in a single afternoon!

		Smiling her most seductive smile, Tammy turned slightly sideways, giving her bosom a little growth spurt as she did so. Ava’s expression did not change, so she apparently wasn’t in the market for a little youthful pussy.

		“I find your shop simply lovely, Tammy,” said Ava, which Tammy felt sure was a lie, but her customer made it sound as if she would rather be nowhere else in the world. Oh, she was good. “Your book says that you’re sure to have what I’m looking for. Do you have something that will help me drive a man wild with desire?”

		Tammy was certain that Ava could drive any man wild just by saying hello to him. So what did she really need? For hell’s sake, this was interminable! Maybe she should just take a quick peek into her customer’s mind and have done with it. She could do it without her father knowing, and the sooner she got rid of Ava, the sooner she could head down to the basement and tease the minotaur.

		The young demoness pushed ever so slightly with her mind to discover Ava’s thoughts, but found instead an image of Titsy floating in a snow-encrusted hot spring, her father’s massive schlong sliding in and out her slave’s receptive cunt while her oversized tits flopped back and forth on her chest. Beelzebub turned and wagged a finger at his daughter, a gesture that was not only universal, it transcended the mortal, heavenly, and demonic realms as well.

		Fuck you, Daddy! thought Tammy, inwardly pissed at being caught out. The image faded from her mind, except for the sound of her father giving her a raspberry, which lingered for a few seconds afterward. There was nothing else for it. She was going to have to do it the hard way, actually talk to Ava and find out what her deal was. She wondered vaguely if mortal shopgirls had it this rough.

		“I’m sure I’ve got what you want, Ava,” said Tammy, trying to put things back on a more even keel, “but you have to sign the book first.”

		Ava looked down at the immense book with a slight scowl. “You know you have someone down here with the unlikely name of ‘Titsy’, don’t you?”

		Tammy grinned. “Oh, yes. Lovely young girl, and the name is extremely likely, I assure you.”

		Ava raised a delicately arched brow but plucked up the pen and wrote, the blood red ink not giving her the slightest pause. Standing across the table from Ava, Tammy couldn’t physically see what her customer was writing in the book, but being a demoness her vision was not solely limited to her eyes. Ava Rice, she mused, the elegant penmanship floating across her mind’s eye. It might be real or it might be a joke. Either way it said something about her.

		“So, did you have a specific man in mind, Ava, or just any man?” asked Tammy, beckoning Ava around the table. There, that seemed like a good place to start.

		“Just one man,” Ava said simply. “My husband.”

		“Oh,” replied Tammy, not knowing what else to say. “Have you, um, been married a while?” She didn’t want to insinuate that she thought her customer was old, but she knew enough about human nature that mortals got tired of the same old thing after a while.

		Ava nodded. “Ten years. More than enough time for the bloom to come off the rose, and my husband isn’t exactly a young man, if you know what I mean.” Tammy was reasonably sure she knew what Ava meant. She looked to be in her mid-thirties, to which Tammy added ten years to account for the nips, tucks, lifts, and assiduous dieting necessary in maintaining her trim figure. If Ava’s husband was as wealthy as her surgeries and designer clothing implied, that likely meant she was a trophy to him. I’ll bet you’re afraid that your husband is thinking of trading you in on a newer model, one that will require much less maintenance, not to mention a prenup.

		“I see,” said Tammy, as she guided her customer further into the house and up a wide staircase. “So just how wild do you want to drive him?”

		They stopped on the staircase’s landing, which split into two at that point. Ava’s jade eyes locked onto Tammy’s, and in her gaze the young demoness saw clearly the older woman’s intent, no mind reading necessary. “It’s our anniversary tonight, and I’d like to make his heart burst with love for me, Tammy. Do you have something that will do that?”

		Tammy smiled, finally feeling in her element. That pegasus-girl was practically hers. “I believe I have just the thing, Ava,” she said, giving her avaricious customer a knowing wink. The demoness turned and began walking up the left-hand staircase, beckoning the older woman to follow her.

		They entered a room on the left side of a long hallway, Ava’s former blasé expression melting into awe upon seeing what lay within. The room was brightly lit, its white walls gleaming with such purity that they appeared to be practically antiseptic. Glass shelves and tables were everywhere, holding what appeared to be thousands upon thousands of bottles of colored liquids, from small phials to one that was as big as a double jeroboam. It looked like a perfumer’s dream.

		“Did…did you acquire all of these yourself, Tammy?” asked the older woman in a hushed voice.

		“Oh my, no,” replied Tammy, doing her best to repress a snicker. “The former owner did. He’s been to every corner of the earth and a few places in between. The size of his, um, collection would shock you to the depths of your very soul.”

		Ava smiled at the hyperbole, or what she thought was hyperbole. “So you think a dab of perfume will do the trick, my dear? I was thinking some lingerie might be more in order. I paid a small fortune for these babies,” and here Ava brought her arms together so that it forced her somewhat larger than average bosom a bit higher, accentuating a cleavage that looked deep and inviting, “so anything that helps showcase them to their best advantage will certainly drive my husband over the edge, if you know what I mean.”

		Tammy briefly raised her eyebrows at the mammalian display before her. Ava was obviously driven, so much so that she thought the older woman might be able to teach her a few things. “I know exactly what you mean, Ava,” she replied, stretching ever so slightly so that the bottoms of breasts were bared almost to the point that her nipples were exposed. She noted with satisfaction that her customer did not look away.

		“Most men love boobs,” the demoness continued, “but no man can resist this.” She twisted slightly, allowing a dangling breast to dip entirely out from under her shirt, and picked up a small phial and presented it to Ava.

		The phial looked quite old, its weight denoting crystalware at least a century old. Ava held it up to eye level and shook it slightly. The golden liquid within undulated from one side of the bottle to the other and then quickly came to rest. “Is this perfume special?” she asked skeptically.

		“Very special,” Tammy confirmed. “Marie Antoinette commanded this be distilled for her by the best perfumers in Paris, from a recipe handed down from no less than Queen Cleopatra herself. She used it only once.” She took the phial from Ava, and with a flick of her wrist gave it a quick shake, then removed the crystal stopper and held it up to her customer’s nose. “Smell.”

		Ava inclined her head slightly and sniffed. She looked up at Tammy, puzzled, then bent her head and sniffed again. “I smell nothing.”

		“That’s the beauty of this scent,” explained Tammy. Smiling devilishly, she turned the crystal stopper back toward herself and slowly ran it along the inward slope of her neck. “A light touch only, though. Anything more than that would probably be fatal.” She winked at Ava and then raised her head and leaned in slightly, a wordless invitation to sample the perfume again, an invitation that Ava accepted.

		Tammy inhaled sharply at the sensation of hot breath on her neck, Shalimar wafting up from Ava’s hair invading her nostrils. She gasped as the older woman began nuzzling her throat, her knees buckling slightly when the older woman began kneading her breasts beneath her half-tee, knowledgeable hands caressing her firm flesh, insistent fingers brushing her oh-so erect nipples.

		This was far and away her favorite part of trafficking with humanity. Sex in the Underworld was great, especially with the more seasoned Incubi, who knew their way around a woman’s body better than a gynecologist. But there was something about mortals, especially females, that made it positively delicious. Perhaps it was their fleeting lifespans, their temporal need driving them to more furious couplings than immortals were capable of.

		Tammy gave a little “oop” when she felt herself being pulled downward, barely managing to place the phial back on the table before her rump hit the floor. Her formerly reserved customer was no longer a thinking creature, but a being bent solely on her own sexual gratification. She did not mind in the least when Ava leaped upon her, the older woman’s dripping cunt settling over her face as welcome as soft kisses to a virgin. Smiling lasciviously, Tammy licked her customer’s sopping sex, drinking in her lust as if it were a fine wine, which it was to the demoness.

		Her eyes closed, Ava bucked her hips back and forth, grunting through gritted teeth as she reached back with both arms so that she could grasp the shopgirl’s full breasts while she rode her face. Time lost all meaning for her as she used Tammy’s mouth, tongue, and chin with abandon, her lithe body performing a grinding lap dance to a mambo that only she could hear.

		Tammy allowed it, reveling in the heat from her customer’s cunt. Who needed to read minds when you could suck pussy? She knew what Ava wanted, in both the near and the long term, but the former beckoned, being closer to hand, or mouth in this case, so she gave it to her. That pegasus-girl was in the bag.

		A subtle fluttering of the tongue was all it took to drive Ava over the edge, Tammy’s much-practiced skill eliciting such ecstasy from the older woman that her impassioned screams shattered two bottles on a high shelf, the combined scents of frankincense and myrrh filling the room. Ava swayed where she knelt for a few moments as her mind abided in a place that she hadn’t known existed and was not sure she wanted to visit again. Some unknown part of her knew that she had, in some small way, touched the divine—or something very close to it. That part spoke to her now, telling her to beware. Nothing good could come from sex that was almost literally out of this world.

		

		But human minds are fragile things, her earlier wariness evaporating like the steam that wafted up from her morning cappuccino. Ava collapsed in a heap to lay on her side like a marionette whose strings have been cut. Tammy, the lower half of her face shining with her customer’s nectar, scooted upward until they lay side-by-side on the wooden floor.

		“Do you think your husband will be able to survive that?”

		Ava lay there, panting, her heart pounding in her chest. “I’m surprised...that I survived it.”

		“So, is it a sale?” the demoness asked, her green eyes twinkling.

		Ava looked back at Tammy through heavy-lidded eyes. “Do you come with it?”

		Tammy giggled. “No, madame, you came with it, and so will your husband, but only once.”

		It was Ava’s turn to laugh. “Like that would be any different than normal.” She sighed, though whether it was from her recent exertions or because she was fantasizing about her impending widowhood it was difficult for Tammy to tell. All she knew was that Titsy was going to be spending the next two weeks feeding the minotaur while her mistress would be soaring the heavens, putting her golden-maned pegasus-girl through her paces.

		“Very well, dear,” sighed Ava. “I’ll take it. But on one condition.”

		Tammy cocked an eyebrow. She loved bargaining. “And that is...?”

		“That you throw in a pair of panties. I seem to have ripped mine to shreds.”

		___________________________

		

		They settled up at the cash register. It was an antique, made from wood, metal, and human sweat, and did not contain an ounce of plastic, quite unlike the customer whose money now resided in it. Ava did not blink at the two hundred dollar price tag for the perfume and panties, and further surprised the young demoness by proffering cash without being asked. Tammy marveled inwardly at Ava’s ability to plan ahead, knowing enough not to leave a paper trail. Not that there ever could be, of course. Having no bank account, the demoness could hardly take checks or credit cards, but she had to charge her customers something for her wares, otherwise they would never believe it was a shop. She used whatever cash she made from sales to buy barbecued ribs, something she had discovered upon visiting the mortal realm and had grown rather fond of.

		“Tammy,” the older woman began hesitantly, pensive despite their recent closeness, “am I correct in presuming that you acquired this shop from an older man, one with whom you are currently involved?”

		“Um, I guess you could say that,” Tammy replied warily. “How did you—”

		“Once upon a time, dear, I was the other woman. A word to the wise, you should dress more conservatively, otherwise he’ll think you're unserious and go back to his wife.”

		Tammy smiled puckishly. Ava was under the impression that she was a gold digger too, which explained why she felt there was some sort of kinship between them. “No worries there, Ava. I’m shagging her, too.”

		Ava raised an eyebrow in apparent admiration of the girl on the other side of the cash register. “My, you do love playing with fire, don’t you?”

		The demoness grinned. “I couldn’t have put it better myself.”

		___________________________

		

		Ava sat at her makeup table considering her reflection in the mirror, the cool night air blowing in over the swimming pool causing the bedroom curtains to billow softly inward. She had worked hard for most of her adult life to maintain her natural good looks, even improving upon them with surgery. No one ever seemed to appreciate this, except perhaps for her spiritual sisters in the second wives’ club. People always felt sorry the first wives, thinking they’d got the short end of the stick, but she knew better. The first wives only needed to pump out a kid or two, after which they were often set for life. They usually ended up getting the house, plus enough alimony to allow them to live in style, often with enough left over for a gigolo.

		Not so for the second wives, however. The replacement wife was the one who did all the work, picking up the slack left by her predecessor, doing workouts that left you sore the next day, and enduring surgeries that hurt like hell for weeks afterward. Then there was the eye candy routine, having to look her best whenever she was on her husband’s arm, and even when she wasn’t, because you never knew when Arthur might come home from a golf outing, some new client of his in tow.

		Finally there was the sex, if you could call it that. Sex with Arthur nowadays was like a corporate performance review: short, direct, and usually disappointing. She missed the carefree days of being his mistress, the hurried trysts, the impromptu late night visits to the apartment that he’d been paying for, and always the danger of being discovered.

		She often wondered if the same scenario wasn’t playing out again, this time with a different mistress. It didn’t seem likely, given Arthur’s devotion to his family, although with his son and daughter both away at college it was not that far-fetched an idea.

		

		Ava looked down at the little bottle on her makeup table. If there was a third wife waiting in the wings, the perfume inside would certainly put paid to that possibility. It was odd, though, how she had happened upon it. She remembered how she had been driving around town on errands, idly thinking about her current predicament, when the curio shop had popped up, almost literally out of nowhere. She had been by there only the previous week and could have sworn it was a coffee bar.

		

		It had been a thing of luck, finding the perfume, and even luckier meeting Tammy. She’d had many lovers in her life, of both sexes, though never while married—her prenup absolutely forbid it! But damn if Tammy hadn’t been worth the risk. That girl could suck pussy like no one she had ever known. Perhaps a repeat visit was in order. If Tammy really was fucking her lover and his wife, then discretion was certainly her strong suit.

		“Back to business, Ava,” she said, lightly admonishing herself for woolgathering while on the clock. She picked up the perfume phial and flicked it upward, then removed the crystal stopper and dragged the moistened end along the inside of her long neck, following the course of the jugular vein until she reached the base of her throat. She paused there momentarily, the crystal stopper winking in the low light. Tammy had said that a light touch was all that was necessary, but a little extra insurance never hurt. She moistened the stopper again and ran it alongside the other side of her throat, and for good measure followed that with a light dab at the top of her stunning cleavage.

		That done, she stood up and crossed to her full-length mirror and gave herself a final once-over. She smiled at her reflection: the black merry widow ensemble suited her complexion perfectly, and the matching spike heels alone might just do the job all by themselves. Between the perfume and the lingerie, the poor bastard wouldn’t know what hit him.

		But it was Ava who was surprised, not by her husband’s presence but by the immediacy of his attentions. When had he come home? He didn’t even say hello before she felt his warm breath on her neck, his arms closing about her waist, hands trailing upwards, fingers on her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them roughly. Ava bent her head forward, allowing her husband greater access to the scent Tammy had sold her.

		She didn’t mind it a bit when Arthur pushed her roughly onto the bed, although she did feel somewhat triste when he ripped her panties from her body—two pairs of shredded underthings in the same day was a bit much. Then he was inside her, foreplay be damned, his needful cock barreling into her with a ferocity she hadn’t experienced with him for years. She had anticipated this, having thought to apply a modicum of lube in anticipation of a quick consummation. She grunted softly while her husband had his way with her, each successive thrust slamming her upper body into the mattress, her face jammed so far into the feather pillows that she was perilously close to suffocating. Not exactly comfortable, but at least they saved her head from being bashed into the bed’s ebony headboard.

		Ava knew the moment her husband climaxed, a final decisive push pressing his body so tight to hers that it seemed they might be fused together at the hips. She smiled into the pillow, reveling in the pulsing of his prick as it spasmed away inside her, shooting its load as deep into her as physics and age would allow. It had been a long time since he had come like that. An orgasm that strong would probably kill a man half his age, she mused.

		“Not that I’m complaining, darling,” Ava began, her voice muffled somewhat by the pillows she been unceremoniously rammed into, “but a girl appreciates the occasional hello before being plowed like a mare.” She had taken care to keep her tone light, trying to inject a bit of humor into the proceedings. Arthur tended to be a bit gruff after sex but she was hoping for a second go. If he was too tired, she could ride him this time.

		No response came, gruff or otherwise, other than the unwelcome feeling of her slick sex being quickly vacated, followed by a sudden jostling of the mattress.

		“Arthur...?” she asked, her voice somewhat sharper this time. There was no reply. Did that bastard fall asleep? she wondered. He sometimes did this after sex, more and more often the last few years. She said his name again and received the same no response, apart from the slightly icky feeling of warm semen oozing down her thighs and a silence that seemed to stretch on far too long. With something like dread, she reached out and found his arm, her slim fingers sliding downward until they found his wrist. A moment passed, followed by several more. Nope, not asleep. Arthur was most definitely not asleep.

		Ava sighed, resigning herself to her next action, because she couldn’t very well remain in her present position, naked ass swaying in the air. She took a deep breath and slid backward on the mattress and rose up, and found to her relief that her husband wasn’t lying dead on the bed, because the body lying dead on the bed wasn’t her husband.

		“What the fuck?” she yelped, her eyes wide in surprise rather than alarm. Ava reflexively brought her arms up to cover her chest, actually shaking her head as she realized the silliness of covering herself before someone who had just raped her, and who also happened to be deceased.

		Putting modesty aside, Ava leaned forward, wanting to get a better look at her attacker. “Carlos...?” she whispered, recognizing the identity of her pool boy/assailant. She quickly reared back into a kneeling position on the bed, as though fearful of being caught in the act of doing something wrong.

		But you’re not much older than twenty, she thought, confusion overtaking her surprise. She looked down at him again, unable to believe what had just occurred. In all the time he had been cleaning their pool, Carlos had never made a pass at her or even looked at her in anything like a lustful fashion. This had miffed her at first, especially during that first summer he had worked for them, with Arthur being away so often on business. She had briefly entertained the notion that he might be gay, but had dismissed that as vanity on her part. He might already have a girlfriend or a wife, or perhaps both. It was also possible that he might be that rare type of man who didn’t dip his pen in the company ink, or whatever metaphor applied to the pool cleaning business.

		“Then why did you...” she trailed off, not wanting to say or even think the words.

		

		She was going to have to call the police, that much was certain. Best to get it over with. She slid off the bed and crossed over to the dresser, trying to keep her legs together. The police were going to want a semen sample from her, although there seemed to be a copious amount on the bedsheets, not to mention the goo that was currently drying on her thighs. She picked up her phone and tapped nine, followed by one, and was about to hit the one button again when she stopped, her finger poised above the screen.

		“They’re not going to believe you,” she said to the mirror.

		Ava stood there, her mouth slack while her brain began working through scenario after scenario, her earlier panic returning. They were going to charge her with murder, or perhaps manslaughter. She would be on the news, her name and face plastered all over the Internet, a figure of ridicule. And even if none of that happened, there was the very real possibility that Arthur might divorce her, the pool cleaner’s dead body in their bed being sufficient evidence for her having violated her prenup, which still had two years left to run. She would be left penniless.

		There is a place in our minds where, no matter how desperate or dire a situation is, we find the reserves to cope, to look adversity squarely in the eye and tell it to fuck itself sideways. Ava Rice discovered her inner strength that very night.

		The first and most obvious problem was the body. Arthur was due any minute, so she couldn’t very well bury it in the garden, and certainly not while wearing a merry widow sans panties! The first option being out of the question, she therefore had to hide the pool cleaner’s body, the quicker and closer the better.

		“Sorry, Carlos,” she said as she grabbed him by a wrist and ankle and slid him off the bed and onto the hardwood floor. The thump he made upon landing seemed almost deafening, but thankfully there was no one else in the house to hear it.

		“Ava? You all right up there, baby?”

		Fuck! screamed Ava inside her head, Arthur’s voice sending her back into panic mode. Had he just gotten home? He must have shut the front door at the same moment Carlos’s body hit the floor.

		“I’ll be right down, darling,” she said, doing her best to keep her voice from shaking. “Fix me a mojito?”

		“Sure thing, baby,” he replied, his brisk, businesslike tone indicating that he was entirely oblivious to his house having become part-morgue. Ava wasted no time, the flexibility and strength gained through years of yoga and Pilates making it possible for her to stuff her lately departed pool cleaner under the bed without breaking too much of a sweat. She didn’t much like the thought of sleeping atop the bed while a corpse lay beneath it, but she couldn’t very well dispose of a body while her husband was in the house.

		With the pool cleaner hidden away, Ava ran to her walk-in closet. She couldn’t greet her husband dressed as she was, or undressed as she was. “What to wear, what to wear...” she hurriedly muttered under her breath as her eyes roved over the racks of dresses, shelves of sweaters, and sliding pull-out shoe cabinets, the sheer number of sandals, boots, and pumps stored within enough to give a Kardashian pause.

		

		She picked out a little black dress that would cover her lingerie, followed by a matching pair of panties. Ava didn’t generally wear black around the house, unless it was a special occasion. She felt that killing the pool boy qualified.

		She slipped the dress on, but held off on the panties so that she could clean the dried semen from her thighs with some face wipes that she kept on the built-in dresser. Once her legs were bare of the pool cleaner’s final ejaculation, she chucked the wipes into a corner of the closet.

		“Caught you, baby!”

		Ava froze in place, her scream of terror trapped behind her locked jaws. What was Arthur doing in her closet? He avoided it like the plague, considering the room to be some sort of unassailable bastion of femininity that no real man would dare enter.

		“It’s been a while since I saw you bare-assed, Ava,” Arthur said, drink in hand. He wasn’t a big man by any means, but he managed to fill up the doorway of the closet just the same. He looked his wife over, grinning lecherously and nodding toward the panties dangling from her nerveless fingers. “I approve.”

		Ava laughed nervously, fear putting a slightly manic look in her jade eyes. What the fuck are you doing in here? Go away! “Ha-ha, you know me, honey. I like to be perfect for you when you come home.”

		Arthur’s grin widened. “That’s what I love about you, baby. What’s say you come over here and give your husband a proper anniversary greeting, huh?” He beckoned with the hand holding her drink, a little added incentive.

		Ava tittered again. “Of course, darling.” Heart pounding, she made her way slowly across the closet using little, mincing steps, not out of a desire to look sexy, but fearing that whatever small amount of Carlos was still inside her might come flowing out. She moved gracefully, the perfect trophy wife, right up until she was within arm’s length of her husband, at which point he grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her roughly to him.

		“Ungg...!” cried Ava as Arthur’s tongue invaded her mouth. What’s gotten into him? she wondered. He hasn’t kissed me like this in ages! Overwhelmed by her husband’s aggressiveness, Ava returned the kiss, quite forgetting the dead body currently residing underneath the bed.

		“God, you smell good, baby,” said Arthur, his voice rather lower than usual, long dormant passion flaring up. “I’m gonna fuck you on the floor!”

		Arthur’s notion jerked Ava sharply back to the here and now. She didn’t want his eyes any nearer the floor than they currently were—what if he saw a foot sticking out from beneath the the bed? Until she could get him out of their bedroom on some pretext, she would have to make sure his eyes were entirely on her.

		“I can’t wait!” said Ava breathlessly, dredging up the acting skills a kept woman learns over the years. “I want your cock now!” She didn’t wait for him to respond, but instead began a slow slide downward until her knees met the soft carpeting. She had never known Arthur to refuse a blowjob. Come to that, she couldn’t recall any man ever doing so. She unzipped and unbuckled his slacks and let them fall to the floor, thus making sure he wouldn’t be going anywhere else for at least the next few minutes.

		“That’s the ticket, baby,” said Arthur as she took him in her mouth. She didn’t bother with teasing nips or licks, but instead deep-throated his length on the first stroke. If there was one thing Ava prided herself on, it was her skill as a cocksucker. Sure, she had taste and style and long legs and brains, but hummers kept a relationship humming. Any woman who didn’t understand that didn’t understand men.

		Ava worked her husband’s prick like a woman possessed. The sooner she got him off, the sooner she could get him out of their bedroom. Maybe she could get him to take a shower afterwards, during which time she could move Carlos’s body elsewhere, maybe out to her car. If the trunk of her Mercedes could hold a full day’s shopping, it should be able to fit a dead pool boy.

		The sound of ragged gasping signaled that Arthur would finish soon. That suited Ava just fine. Another few strokes and she felt his body stiffen, bitter tasting semen filling her mouth putting the veritable cherry on the sundae of her day. She swallowed his load, not for the first time wishing that he would change his diet. A little pineapple juice made for sweeter jizz.

		The feel of cool glass against her cheek, the scent of mint and a sparkle of club soda. Just what a girl needed to chase a mouthful of cum. “Thanks, lover,” she said, taking the glass from his hand. “You know how to give a girl just what she wants, don’t you?” She knocked the drink back, washing down the bitter with the sweet. Unfortunately, Arthur chose that moment to chase the sweet with the shocking.

		Ava gave a little shriek as Arthur collapsed, his body crashing to the floor in front of her to rest against the closet doorjamb, his satisfied smile a gruesome counterpoint to his lifeless eyes. “Oh, fuck!” she cried, instinctively scooting away from her husband’s corpse.

		“Ava?”

		“Dear God no!” whispered Ava. Penny? What was her stepdaughter doing home? She should still be away at college. She wasn’t supposed to be home until the weekend! “Don’t come up here!” she yelled.

		Ava vaulted to her feet with the speed of an Olympic gymnast. Arthur was dead and his daughter was downstairs. Add to that the pool boy was currently cooling beneath the bed. This was insane! She tottered out of the closet, barely managing to stay upright on her spike heels. What am I going to do? she wondered, her mind spinning. How could this have happened? Feeling slightly faint, Ava knocked against the edge of her dressing table, the jostling motion causing several bottles to tip over onto their sides, one of them the perfume she had bought earlier in the day.

		

		Tammy! she screamed inside her mind, sudden realization barreling through her brain with the force of a hurricane. That witch must have sold her some kind of poison, a powerful toxin that had already killed two people. Ava listened to the psycho shopgirl’s words again in her mind: “A light touch only, though. Anything more than that would probably be fatal.” She had used rather more than that, and while she couldn’t smell it herself, there was no doubt in her mind that it was still effective! Effective? The triple dose must have multiplied the perfume’s striking power, luring Carlos from out by the pool and her husband from the downstairs living room, the combination of the scent and the sex killing them both!

		“Don’t come up here!” she screamed again, fearful that further contact with the Rice family might prove fatal. Ava sprinted into the bathroom, her brain racing frantically. Get it off! Get it off! Fully clothed, she bolted into the shower and turned the water on full blast, screaming again as the cold water made contact with her skin. Wash it off! Wash it off!

		

		The water came up to temperature quickly enough, but Ava was unmindful of anything beyond the killer scent that might still be clinging to her body. Working furiously, she ran her hands over her neck and upper body, the black satin dress molding itself to her wet figure.

		“You fucking bitch!”

		Startled out of her terror, Ava felt herself being jerked out of the shower and onto the carpeted floor. “You killed Daddy!” shrieked Penny, her eyes wide in unreasoning fury. “I’ll kill you, you fucking whore!”

		Her stepdaughter was a good half a head shorter than she was, even without the four-inch heels, but the younger girl was also a good fifty pounds heavier, her indulgent father never having had the guts to say “no” to his little princess when it came to seconds at the dinner table.

		Ava was no match for Penny’s grief-fueled strength. “No, Penny…you don’t under—” she tried to shout, but the hands clutching at her throat turned her incipient protest into little more than a barely audible wheeze.

		Ava tried to twist out of Penny’s grip but felt herself being pushed to the floor, the enraged girl’s hands still encircling her throat. Another shove and she was on her back, looking up at her stepdaughter, grief distorting her normally cheery face into a mask of unadulterated hatred. “I’m going to choke the life out of you, you fucking gold digger!” she said hoarsely, their eyes only inches apart. “I’m going to watch you die, bitch!”

		Ava waved her arms frantically, hoping to grab Penny’s wrists and break the girl’s hold on her throat, but Penny shifted her body to the side, pinning Ava’s right arm under her shin. Using Ava’s throat as a support, Penny brought herself up and around so that both of Ava’s arms were now locked in place beneath her shins.

		

		Ava gasped as the hold on her throat was released, her eyes opening wide to see that her vision was almost entirely obscured by her attacker’s crotch, a pair of pink panties hovering just inches above her nose, at least until a thick-fingered hand reached into view and pulled the elastic aside so that Ava could see her stepdaughter’s shining vagina up close.

		“Get a good look, Ava! I’m gonna kill you with my fucking cunt, you fucking cunt!” Everything went black as Penny bore down, resting the whole of her upper body weight on her stepmother’s face.

		

		Ava whimpered as wet flesh settled over her nose and mouth, not only silencing her but cutting off her air even more effectively than the previous strangling had done. What the fuck was happening? Ava thrashed about as much as she was able, lifting her legs to bring them crashing to the floor, but even that action availed her nothing, for Penny had managed to grab both of her ankles and was now hanging onto them, the weight of her own limbs adding even more mass to the weight already bearing down on her.

		Ava jerked her head side to side as much as she could, but all this did was to make her stepdaughter wriggle a bit, the sopping pussy that was slowly suffocating her breaking contact just long enough to allow a little air in, prolonging her suffering. It also allowed some sound to reach her ears.

		“Penny! What the fuck are you doing? Get off of her!”

		Oh my God! Is that Buck? What was he doing home, too? Had Arthur picked them both up? Were they some kind of anniversary surprise?

		“Jesus God, Penny, get the fuck off of her! You’re going to kill her!”

		Ava registered movement atop her, Penny’s previous wriggling doubling in its intensity—were she and Buck fighting?

		“I’m trying to kill her, you fucking moron! She killed Daddy!”

		More movement, more air slipping past the squelchy coochie currently holding her face in a death grip. “Mmm!” cried Ava, her stepdaughter’s muff muffling her scream into near inaudibility. She had to hope that Buck could pull his enraged sister off of her before she became a stepmother smotherer.

		More fighting above her, and then a heavy weight landing on top of her, Penny having pulled Buck off his feet apparently. “Mmmf!” she grunted as the weight of two fully grown people pressed down upon her, but at least both of her legs were free now. Were it not for Buck’s body lying on top of hers she could probably fight her way free.

		“That’s it, Buck! Get down here and suck my clit, fatboy! Try some real pussy for a change, instead of that sock pussy you keep under your bed, you fucking incel faggot!”

		Sweet Jesus, no! Was Tammy’s perfume making her stepdaughter act like this? Had she not managed to shower it off? Penny had been face to face with her, easily close enough for her to inhale the scent if it was still there, which her psychotic behavior clearly indicated must be the case. And what about Buck? If what Penny had been screaming was true, then Buck’s nose had to be in close proximity to her throat as well.

		Her mind instantly flashed on Carlos. He had smelled her perfume, then fucked her and died. Arthur smelled her perfume, then he climaxed and died. And now Penny and Buck. If they orgasmed, they would meet the same fate as those who had come before them.

		Ava screamed again but her muted cry only seemed to excite Penny all the more, her stepdaughter now feverishly humping her face. God only knew what her stepson was doing, but then she became all too aware when the sensation of penetration hit her. Buck was inside of her!

		No,! No!No! she cried inside her head. Not both of them! She continued this litany right up until both of her inherited progeny simultaneously climaxed on top of her and collapsed, their combined weight pressing her into the carpeted floor.

		

		Ava lay there, her nose fully entrenched inside of her stepdaughter’s still sodden snatch. She tried to wriggle out from beneath the bodies of her late husband’s children, but was unable to shift the dead weight resting on top of her, which was further complicated by her stepdaughter’s having managed to wedge the both of them into the gap between the shower wall and the toilet. With each passing second Ava found herself that much less able to breathe, her compressed yet flawless chest no longer rising and falling perceptibly, practically still.

		They were going to find them like this in the morning, she realized dimly. It would probably be Carmen, wondering why her employer was not already up and about and doing her morning stretching. She hoped the cook would have the good sense not to photograph the scene before calling the police. Faced with what she knew was an embarrassing and certain death, Ava began reciting a new litany, a prayer that she could only hope would be answered.

		___________________________

		

		Tammy glanced up as the door bells jingled, announcing the arrival of a customer. She hoped it was Ava. She had been anticipating her arrival since having gotten up this morning, eagerly waiting to hear the gory details of the mortal’s previous evening. She had been tempted to have a look in on her, to see how things had gone, but had chosen not to. It was fun not knowing something, she’d decided after her customer had left. There was something exciting about the uncertainty that comes with not being omniscient. Though perhaps not all the time. What was the point of being a demoness if you were as clueless as a mortal?

		She was even more excited about winning the bet! So much so that she’d spent nearly a full hour down in the basement after lunch teasing the minotaur, dancing naked just outside of his reach until precum was practically drooling from his immense appendage, the stout chain around his neck the only thing keeping him from being balls deep inside her.

		High heels clocked on the wooden floor of the foyer just beyond the round table holding the guestbook. Ava appeared in the archway, as coolly beautiful as she had been the previous day, save that she was dressed entirely in black, twirling a pair of dark sunglasses in an upraised hand. The look suited her.

		Tammy beamed. “Good evening, Ava. Am I to take it that the perfume did the trick?” Ava smiled in response to the question, which was all the answer the demoness needed. She decided Peggy would be a good name for her pegasus-girl, serving as both as a constant reminder of the fallen angel’s new vocation, as well as the punishment the bitch would receive if she flew too slowly.

		

		Ava sauntered around the table and into the shop proper, her jade green eyes boring into Tammy’s jet-black ones. For the first time in a long time the demoness felt a vague disquiet. Something was very wrong with this scene. Ava was still smiling at her, though her expression was neither happy nor triumphant, but rather an expression coming from somewhere deeper in her psyche, a place where emotions exist in a more permanent frame of reference. Tammy didn’t have to read Ava’s mind to know that she was crazy.

		“Oh, shit,” she said as the older woman bolted forward, crossing the large room and leaping over the antique display case of forks from every state with the speed of a lynx. Tammy gave an audible “oof” as Ava shoved her back against a bookcase, an immaculately manicured hand firmly clutching the demoness’s throat.

		“Read my mind, bitch!” Ava hissed, her red lips so dark they almost appeared to be painted with blood. Tammy tried to wrest herself from Ava’s grasp, but the older woman seemed possessed of an unearthly strength. How can this be possible? she wondered. Whatever Ava had been yesterday she was not the same being today.

		Even so, it was not proper for a mortal to jostle an immortal about like a sack of squirrels, so Tammy blinked, imagining a better place inside her mind to transport herself to, one that served ribs with honey-glazed barbecue sauce. Despite her demonic parentage, she remained precisely where she was, a long-fingered hand still around her throat.

		

		Tammy’s next reaction was an altogether new one for her—fear. Her heart raced with an excitement she had never known before. Blood pumping madly, she turned to face Ava. “So, he’s not…dead?” she croaked.

		

		Ava’s anguished cry echoed throughout the antique shop, followed by Tammy’s body as the enraged woman hurled the demoness across the room to crash against a far wall.

		

		“Of course he’s dead, you stupid twit! They’re all dead! My husband, his children, the pool cleaner, two policemen, an assistant coroner, and me!”

		Stars burst inside Tammy’s skull, an epiphany occurring alongside them. So this is pain, the demoness realized. Unholy cats, I’ve got to do this more often! She didn’t know where her powers had gone or where Ava’s super strength had come from, but she could hazard a guess.

		“So…overkill, huh?” she said, lying crumpled at the foot of the wall, a trickle of blood at the corner of her mouth. “I recall saying that a little dab would do you. It’s not my fault if you didn’t follow the directions.”

		

		“Yes, but I wasn’t looking for something that would kill him, you numb cunt! I wanted something that would bring back the romance!”

		Tammy worked her way up to a sitting position with a slight grimace, wincing more at the realization of her mistake than the pain in her side. “So, when you said you wanted his heart to burst, you were just speaking metaphorically?” Ava’s exasperated sigh was more than answer enough.

		The demoness got to her feet somewhat shakily, bodily injury being a new experience for her. “Okay, my bad. I can put this right, although I’ll have to consult the original owner.” Normally, she would never admit to needing help, but she had fucked up big time and she knew it. She also knew that the big-dicked bastard was lurking somewhere nearby, just waiting for the opportunity to gloat. Damn, but that pegasus-girl had been such a lovely fantasy. “Come on out, Daddy!”

		The creaking of a nearby rocking chair announced Beelzebub’s presence, as did the slight scent of sulfur. He was clean-shaven today and dressed conservatively, in a three-piece grey flannel suit with a matching bowler hat and an umbrella that looked like it could stand up to a typhoon. “Cocked it up proper, have you, m’dear?”

		Tammy smirked at her father. He was always more insufferable than usual after streaming Downton Abbey. “Have it your way, guv. I suppose you’re aware of what’s happened?”

		Lucifer stood up, twirling his umbrella as though he lived in a musical. “Only every second of it. Not so easy is it, Tamara? You expected sin, so that’s what you saw. Despite her funny name, Ava only wanted love and security, which is slightly more important to mortals than food, fucking, and furniture shopping.”

		“Okay, I get it,” said Tammy, glowering beneath her furrowed brow. “Can you fix all this?”

		The elder demon approached his offspring, his manner more parental than usual. “I already have. The souls of the deceased have been sent upstairs for their eternal mahjongg game.”

		“And what about Ava? She didn’t mean to kill her whole family. That’s sort of on me, I guess.”

		“Is this guilt, daughter?” said the Devil, his voice devoid of its usual mockery. “This is a new look for you.”

		“Whatever,” Tammy said quickly. “She shouldn’t have to pay for my mistake.”

		

		“You’re right, she shouldn’t,” agreed Lucifer, inclining his bowler-hatted head toward the attractive widow standing alongside a grandfather clock with thirteen numbers on its face. “The guilt she feels is powerful nevertheless. Rather than pray to Yahweh for absolution, she preferred to make a bargain with me.”

		“And that was?”

		“That she live twenty lifetimes with her guilt. Two thousand years to ponder her wretchedness. Neurotic, perhaps, but she set the terms.”

		“What about her strength? Did she ask for that?”

		“Oh, that. I turned her into a vampire. Two millennia is a long time, and beauty such as hers should never be wasted.”

		Tammy chuckled. “Well, everything’s all right then. Thank you, Daddy.”

		“Oh, ho, there’s still the matter of your punishment, my dear.”

		“Punishment?” cried Tammy, who suddenly looked thirteen again. “It was just a little mistake!”

		“Mistakes I can forgive,” said Beelzebub. “Everyone makes them occasionally, even the Big Cheese. Don’t get me started on His platypus design. No, you were arrogant, child. Something you need to work on. Let’s see, I think grounding you for two weeks should be sufficient.”

		Tammy’s glower returned, though it was somewhat leavened by the knowledge that her father could choose to destroy her utterly. “Fine, I guess I can do two weeks hanging around the shop—”

		“In the basement.”

		“What, no!” but Lucifer had already snapped his fingers, sending his precocious progeny below stairs. In her place stood a dark-haired young woman wearing a scullery maid’s uniform, her oversized breasts on the verge of spilling out of her gathered bodice.

		“Fuck me, I’ve never seen the minotaur so worked up before!” exclaimed the chesty maid, dropping a set of stout chains to the floor. “He could punch a hole through a solid steel door with that monster cock of his.”

		Beelzebub smiled good-naturedly. “Nothing my daughter hasn’t dealt with before,” he said, clapping his hands together. “So, Titsy, the hot springs in Reykjavik await. Shall we depart?”

		“One moment, sir.” The maid’s outfit vanished in favor of more modern clothing: an open leather vest that left her cavernous cleavage wonderfully bare, and a metallic blue miniskirt that was so short that the lower third of her ample buttocks would be visible to anyone a fjord away.

		“Pardon me,” interrupted Ava. “You weren’t thinking of visiting Lake Mývatn, were you?”

		“The very place,” replied Satan. “Do you know it?”

		“It’s all right,” said the vampiress, “but the hot springs at Hurtigruten are far superior.”

		“Hurtigruten, eh?” mulled the Devil, his black eyes glinting. “I like the sound of that. Would you care to join us, my dear?”

		Ava Rice considered the demon’s proffered elbow for a moment and shrugged. “What the hell,” she said, putting her arm in his. “l guess if I’m going to be a vampire, what better place is there to hang out than where the nights are six months long?”

		

		~The End~

		

	
		The Wondrous Bra

		by Big Kahuna

		

		Brittany Sparks tottered down the street, her sizable breasts thrust out before her, the jiggling chest melons barely contained by her low-cut sweater dress keeping a perfect counterpoint with her stride.

		

		There never was a girl who had a more complex relationship with her breasts than Brittany. She loved her breasts more than most guys did, and they had been loved a great deal. In fact, her first sexual experience had centered on her breasts. That encounter had been with another girl, an older cousin who had rubbed her breasts through her shirt until a warm feeling bloomed over the entirety of her upper body, the multiple breast orgasm nearly making her faint.

		It had been in her junior year in high school that she’d picked up the nickname DeeDee, which she’d hated at first, but ultimately came to answer to as readily as her given name. Her parents had complained to the school principal but there wasn’t much he could do. Considering how many times she’d caught him staring at her rack, she doubted that he’d really tried.

		People still called her DeeDee sometimes, but that name was about four years past its expiration date. If anyone cared to look at the labels on her bras now, they would discover that DeeDeeDeeDee was closer to the truth, and if she was pre-menstrual they’d likely refer to her as Gigi!

		And yet despite the negative aspects that came with her big boobs she couldn’t deny there were benefits. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d paid for a drink. Come to think of it, she wasn’t sure if she’d ever paid for one. Same for traffic tickets. She’d been pulled over by cops a few times since getting her license, usually for speeding—and who didn’t do that? Even so, they always let her off with a friendly warning, smiling good-naturedly, the mirror lenses of their sunglasses perfectly reflecting her chest.

		She couldn’t walk down the street without attracting admiring glances, but there were scornful ones too. Women almost always seemed disapproving of her boobs. Some of them were even downright mean, one flat-chested bitch actually calling her Tittany! Brittany knew they were just jealous. They wanted big boobs too, but if the tit fairy had chosen not to favor them, why was that her problem? Every last one of them would jump at the chance to have boobs as big as hers if they could.

		But jumping was something she couldn’t do. She loved her breasts, but damn if they weren’t almost unbearably heavy. Her back sometimes killed her at the end of the day, and getting a bra that fit decently? Good luck with all that! If she could find a well-made, good-fitting bra that could take the weight off her back without cutting into her shoulders, she’d pay just about anything. Why, she’d sell her very—

		“Where the hell did that come from?”

		The wildly colored three-story house appeared to have come out of nowhere. It sat there on her left-hand side of the street in the middle of the block, a Queen Anne Victorian right down to its hexagonal turret, sandwiched between a cell phone store and a dry cleaners. She could have sworn it was a derelict video store the last time she’d been down this way.

		

		“What a bizarre looking place,” she said. Fascinated, she began counting out loud the various colors of the porch rails, the clapboards, the fretwork, and the eaves. She stopped when she got to twelve, because something else had captured her attention: a mannequin with a figure very much like hers—wearing a strapless brassiere!

		The room was located on the second floor of the house, just above the front door, which had a hand-painted sign to the right of it—Tammy’s House of Curios and Antiques. Below that was a smaller sign that looked as though it had been tacked to the bottom of the one above it—Tammy Mekratrig, prop.

		“An antique store,” said Brittany out loud, although there was no one else within her hearing. It was an odd idea but big boobs were hardly a twenty-first century phenomenon. Women throughout history had employed some serious corsetry to help support their heavy hooters. Why the hell not?

		“What do you think, girls?” she said, looking down at her bosom and giving the right breast a little pat. “Should we go in and have a look-see?”

		Bells jingled as she opened the heavy front door. It swung inward easily despite looking sturdy enough to withstand a charging knight on horseback. She let the door shut behind her as she entered a large foyer, more jingling of bells announcing her presence yet no one seemed disposed to greet her.

		Feeling as though she were invading someone’s privacy, Brittany moved past a hall tree, upon which sat another mannequin, this one dressed as a nineteen-twenties flapper. The mannequin was leaning forward and holding her right hand up in front of her mouth, as though she were about to speak into a megaphone. Brittany giggled. It almost looked liked the mannequin was sucking a—

		Whump!

		Brittany started at the sound, seeing a large candle lying on the floor in front of an immense candle stand that took up the entire corner of the foyer. The body of the candle stand looked as if it had grown out of the foyer’s woodwork, its many arms flowing up from the center trunk at odd intervals not unlike a tree. The stand held a number of candles, sitting in golden cups at the ends of the branches, all of them unlit.

		Brittany picked up the fallen candle from where it lay on the Oriental rug, the ornate handwoven carpet almost completely covering the floor of the foyer. Despite not being lit, the candle felt warm in her hand, almost alive, the wax rivulets running down its considerable length making it look disturbingly like an erect penis.

		Looking up, Brittany discovered that the candle had fallen from one of the uppermost branches, and being a conscientious person attempted to return it to its home. Easier said than done, however, for the empty candle cup was up near the very top of the stand, and set back a bit from the front of the tree. She got up on her tiptoes and, bending forward slightly, attempted to place the candle in its cup, only to find another thick-veined candle sliding into the gap of her cleavage as she did so.

		She scowled down at the penile presence pressing into her boobs, silently admonishing the candle for doing what so many other similarly shaped objects had done in the past. She tried placing the fallen candle again, having to shimmy her torso a bit because the arm the candle had fallen from was a bit loose and kept shifting from side to side whenever she tried to set it down. She completed her task, but upon getting back to her feet discovered that the overly familiar candle had left a few flakes of wax on her bosom. Spying a nearby floor mirror in a trestle frame, Brittany stepped over to it so that she could make sure she hadn’t gotten some wax on her sweater dress as well.

		

		The mirror was currently at an angle, so she tilted it to a more upright position, only to find that it wasn’t her reflection in the glass, but an image of a red-haired, dark-eyed girl, late teens or possibly early twenties, she guessed. The girl in the picture was dressed up like a sixties go-go girl, right down to the white eye-shadow, bouffant wig, and white patent leather high-heeled boots. She was standing on the other side of a large wooden table, upon which sat an oversized leather-bound book and various men’s accessories.

		“Got you too, huh?” the image in the mirror said, smirking. “Those fuckers will get you every time if you’re not careful.”

		Brittany gasped and turned around. There stood the table, the book, and the girl, the latter of the trio smiling at her in a friendly manner that nonetheless made her shudder slightly. Confused, Brittany looked back at the mirror to find the go-go dancer still standing there, but her own reflection was nowhere to be seen!

		“Hi, I’m Tammy,” said the retro babe, who then puckered up her full lips. A pink bubble emerged from between them, which she loudly popped a moment later.

		“But I…you…me…?” began Brittany, her head swiveling back and forth from the mirror to the bizarrely dressed shopgirl, her eyes wide.

		“It’s kind of a trick,” said Tammy. “Don’t worry your head about it, hon,” she continued, her dark eyes twinkling. “So, what can I do for you?”

		“Oh, I, um…upstairs I saw a, um, a mannequin wearing a strapless bra—”

		

		“Let me guess,” interrupted Tammy, “it just sort of called out to you. Am I right?”

		Brittany nodded, the action setting her big breasts to jiggling a bit.

		“I can see why,” said Tammy, unashamedly staring at the area between Brittany’s waist and shoulders. “We’ve got to calm those babies down!”

		Brittany’s laugh came out more like a titter, her nervousness all too apparent. “Um, yeah, I guess my boobs do get kind of, um, exuberant sometimes.”

		“More like they’ve got a mind of their own, I’d say. Well, come on over here, sugar tits, and let’s get you sorted out.”

		Brittany stood there, ninety percent sure that turning around and leaving would be the best course of action. This Tammy girl was a grade-A weirdo, and that was without the Austin Powers cosplay, but the mannequin appeared in her mind’s eye again. That bra had looked like it would be such a good fit. What could a five minute look hurt?

		“Um, sure,” said Brittany. “But I’d prefer it if you didn’t refer to me that way. My name is Brittany.”

		“That’s groovy, pussycat,” Tammy replied, raising her gaze to Brittany’s eyes. “Just write your name in the book and I’ll show you to your heart’s desire.”

		Brittany hesitated but then stepped toward the table. She’d never been to an antique store that had a guestbook. There appeared to be a lot of names on the page facing her, all of them written in blood red ink, one of the more recent entries catching her eye. Randy Priest? That had to be a joke. And Titsy McBoobypants? Apparently Tammy’s customers were as odd as she was.

		Brittany plucked up the pen from the ink holder and bent forward to write her name, flakes of dried wax in her cleavage catching the light from a nearby hurricane lamp. She paused briefly, pen nib to paper, still a bit hesitant, but the weight of her breasts swinging beneath her made her mind up for her. She added her name to the rest, then put the golden pen back in its holder.

		Tammy gave the buxom girl a wide smile. “Now let’s go get you girls fitted up, shall we?” she said, turning briskly and motioning her customer to follow along.

		Brittany followed, trying to match the shopgirl’s stride, her breasts jiggling rather more than was normal due to the pace Tammy was setting. They crossed an expansive drawing room, which seemed larger than she would have expected after having viewed the house from the outside. Then it was up a wide staircase, her bosom bouncing furiously with every step as she tried to keep up, her nipples actually escaping her bra to rub against the scratchy material of her sweater dress. Now down a long hallway, her nipples on fire thanks to the constant contact with cotton/Lycra blend. Brittany didn’t think she could endure much more, when Tammy came to a halt, the sudden stop causing her bra to fail utterly, both of her breasts jouncing entirely out of her low-cut dress. Mortified, she brought her hands up to put them back under cover, but Tammy chose that moment to turn around.

		“Oh, my!” said Tammy, her feigned surprised not quite up to Broadway standards but Brittany was entirely too self-absorbed at that moment to notice. “Yep, I’d say that bra’s done for, but then who can blame it, huh? Let’s go inside and show your girls their new home, shall we?” She blew another bubble which popped with a sharp crack.

		Tammy opened the door and entered, the half-dressed girl behind her hurriedly putting her breasts away while she brought up the rear. When Brittany had completed her task, she looked up from her hastily replaced bosom to find herself amidst a bevy of bodies of every shape and size, each and every one of them dressed in some form of lingerie, and all of them lacking a head.

		

		“Welcome to the Anne Boleyn Suite, sweetie,” Tammy said, smiling widely and throwing her arms wide as if she were a game show model displaying a complete kitchen package plus a snowmobile. “I believe this is the one you saw from the street.” Tammy spun the dummy nearest her around, drinking in her customer’s shocked reaction as she saw it.

		Brittany gaped at the mostly nude figure before her, feeling as though she were looking in a mirror. As if in a dream, she walked slowly toward the mannequin, her eyes roving over every inch of the model’s body. She stopped when her bust bumped up against the mannequin’s bosom, feeling a slight electric current flowing through her breasts at the contact. “We’re exactly alike,” she said in an awed whisper.

		Tammy’s eyes glinted redly at Brittany’s obvious narcissism, the odd coloration going completely unnoticed due to her customer’s fascination with her shiny-skinned twin. It was moments like this that made her enjoy her work. The chaos and confusion running through their minds: fear and sex and hunger and anticipation, all of the things that made up the whole of a mortal’s psyche, all of it visible once you learned how to read their faces.

		It had been such a temptation to look inside Brittany’s mind but she had avoided it. Her father had been right about getting to know them, getting to know what made them tick. She had learned from her experience with Ava Rice that there was nothing wrong with being wrong, but there was something wrong with being stupid. Her father had taught her that lesson. Unfortunately, he had chosen the minotaur to reinforce it. She was still having trouble walking.

		“Hmm, I suppose you are twins, aren’t you, or at least your twins are twins. Let me see,” and here the demoness produced a stiff piece of paperboard from out of nowhere and held it in front of Brittany’s face, obscuring her busty customer’s head entirely. Tammy looked down at the fulsome foursome, enjoying the view at least as much as her customer’s discomfiture.

		“Yep, a perfect match, I’d say.” She pulled the paperboard away, leaving her customer sufficiently flustered so that she didn’t notice that it had disappeared entirely. “So, what do you say we put your boulders in her holder, eh?” A twist of the wrist and the lingerie exploded off the mannequin’s chest and whipped around its torso, the demoness catching it deftly in her hand.

		“Um, sure,” replied Brittany, giving her head a shake to clear the confusion. “Do you have a changing room where I can try it on?”

		“Oh, pish and tush, chicks,” Tammy answered, waving the question away as though it were a troublesome midge. “No one but us girls here, so let’s give your girls the air, huh?”

		“Well, all right, I guess….” Feeling more than a little self-conscious, Brittany turned her back on the mod shop girl and put her purse on a nearby table, then taking a deep breath pulled her sweater dress up and over her head and draped that over the now nude mannequin. This left her in her bra, panties, and heels, feeling more vulnerable than ever before.

		“And here comes the avalanche!” Brittany gasped as she felt Tammy’s hand at her back, her five-clasp brassiere loosening with just the deftest flick and then flying off of her entirely as the sixties shopgirl flipped it up and over her head. Her breasts were still in mid-flop as Tammy reached beneath her arms, caught the mammoth mammaries in their respective cups, and strapped the strapless bra into place. She then grabbed hold of Brittany’s arms and pivoted her body to the right so that she could see herself in the full length mirror hanging on the wall between two more decapitated lingerie models.

		“Et voilà!” said Tammy as though having just pulled a rabbit out of a beret. “What do you say, Britsy?”

		Her head swimming, Brittany looked blearily at the figure in the mirror, or rather the two figures, because her tits were the only things she saw. They looked marvelous! The demi-cup bra pushed her breasts up, together, and forward, making them look high and round and full, the barest hint of areola peeking over the edges of the low-slung cups. The nude material clung to her breasts as though gripping them, not tightly but firmly, and most amazingly of all, her normally heavy hangers didn’t seem to weigh a thing!

		Barely able to believe what she was seeing, Brittany shimmied her torso slightly. Her usually exuberant breasts jiggled a bit but then quickly came to rest. She did it again, harder this time, and again her breasts remained perfectly situated in their cups with only the barest hint of a wobble. Now in a state of utter disbelief, Brittany shook her body as violently as she could, twisting and jerking her well-stacked frame to and fro furiously, even jumping up and down, something she hadn’t done for years! When she felt she could take no more, she hopped up and down one final time and brought her body to a sudden jolting stop. Her hefty hooters shook slightly and became still again, her pink areola peeking just above the lace.

		

		The sixties shopgirl stood beside her, a wry smirk on her face. “You could stand on your head, and those gobstoppers of yours won’t budge an inch, luv.”

		“This bra is wonderful!” blurted the awestruck girl.

		“That’s why it’s called the Wondrous Bra, chicks,” said Tammy with a sly wink. “It’s one of a group of revolutionary brassieres that were created in the 1920’s. Sadly, the designer was killed while strolling along Fifth Avenue one day, struck by a piece of statuary that got knocked off a tenth floor balcony. The poor bastard devotes his life to supporting boobs and he gets done in by a falling bust. I hope he appreciated the irony.” The demoness’s smirk showed that she certainly did. “So, back to the business of bosoms, baby. Do you like it?”

		

		“Like it?”echoed Brittany, her hands now running along the upper slopes of her perfectly rounded paps, actually petting them. “I’ll take half a dozen of them!”

		“Last one in your size, hon,” said Tammy, quite enjoying the show as much as the smitten girl beside her. “But it comes with a lifetime guarantee,” she added in response to Brittany’s sudden frown. “It’s the last bra your girls will ever need,” she continued, “and it comes with this handy feature….” A surprised Brittany pulled her forearms inward as Tammy reached around with both arms, placed her fingers in the deep valley of her customer’s enhanced cleavage, and pulled away two strips of fabric from the bra’s cups, the newly created shelf bra leaving her perfectly round and very stiff nipples entirely exposed.

		If Brittany was enamored of her breasts before, she was positively enraptured by them now. The bra was supporting her breasts in a way that she wouldn’t have thought was possible. No, not supporting them, caressing them. Holding them as no lover—man or woman—ever had before. Her breasts were thrust out before her, the nearly spherical globes practically suspended in midair without any visible means of support. And her nipples…. God, had she ever seen her nipples so hard? Pink and puffy and stiff as could be. She so wanted to touch them, to play with them, but she was in a public place….

		“Go on, Brittany,” whispered a voice in her ear, warm breath on her neck making it difficult to think straight. “We’re the only ones here, and we’ll never tell, will we?” Brittany shook her head as if half-drugged. If she’d had her wits more about her, she might have noticed that Tammy’s lips were too busy kissing the back of her neck to have uttered a word.

		Brittany gave in to the voice, watching her reflection in the mirror as though it was someone else, a voyeur taking in an unsuspecting girl’s naughtiness. She watched her fingers trail over the rounded swell of her warm breasts and then down, the foreplay taking seemingly forever due to the distance involved. With every inch her fingers traveled, her pleasure seemed to double, that doubling redoubling as they reached their destination, her long fingernails tracing an orbit around the straining areola, the erect nipples at their centers aching for contact.

		Brittany massaged the ache, taking a throbbing nip in each hand and giving them light tugs, alternately squeezing and rolling and kneading them, quickly bringing herself to the edge of a monumental breast orgasm but no further, her body seeming to want to draw the pleasure out for as long as possible.

		She was so focused on the visual of her fevered chest mauling that she failed to notice another pair of hands coming into view, Tammy’s lithe arms snaking a sinuous path around her trim waist, glossy white fingernails slipping under the hem of her panties.

		“Ohhhh…” moaned Brittany, a long, soulful groan that vibrated throughout every corner of her overheated body. No longer a thinking being, the excited girl began writhing where she stood, her body convulsing as the demonic shopgirl manipulated her customer’s needful cunt. The demoness’s fingers, teeth, and tongue performed a silent concerto on the mortal, assisted by the girl’s own hands and a piece of lingerie that had its own agenda.

		“OHHHH….” cried Brittany, the full body orgasm robbing her of every last vestige of strength, sending her to her knees. Eyes closed now, she panted her way through the most intense climax of her life, of anyone’s life for all she knew. “Oh, God,” she gasped, repeating the exclamation over and over as she came down from the clouds.

		Tammy couldn’t resist. “Honey, if you want to meet the Big G, I can arrange it. He’s forever going on about me setting up a threesome. Tell me, how do you feel about getting fucked from behind while wearing chain mail?” She popped her gum again, this time a little more softly.

		“Huh…what…?” said Brittany, her heavy-lidded eyes opening just a bit and her breathing slightly less labored now. She had entirely forgotten that the shopgirl was still there.

		“Just my little jest, hon,” the demoness replied, nuzzling her very satisfied customer, her arms still encircling Brittany’s waist beneath her heaving bosom. “What do you say, sixty bucks for the bra, and I’ll throw in a pair of matching panties.”

		“Will they fit me as perfectly as this bra?” she asked.

		“I guarantee it, sugar tits.”

		___________________________

		

		Brittany paraded around her apartment dressed in nothing more than her new brassiere and a smile. She had worn it all the way home from Tammy’s shop, a spring in her step and just the softest bounce to her boobs.

		She had boarded the tram at State Street to admiring glances, every last pair of eyes centered on her chest. To her annoyance the tram was full, and yet despite her obvious physical charms, not a single gentleman offered her his seat! One guy had openly stared at her rack while she stood there gripping the standee pole all the way through downtown. Feeling decidedly peevish, she twisted her upper body right and then left, watching in amusement as the entranced pervert seated across from her followed the swiveling bosom, his mouth slack and his head moving back and forth as though he were hypnotized. She could have robbed the train, and the guy wouldn’t be able to tell anyone the color of her hair.

		But now that she was alone, she could enjoy her body precisely as she wished, free of prying eyes. She pirouetted from the bedroom to the bathroom and back again, her whole body—or at least her bosom—as light as a feather. She bent at the waist and touched her toes, the new bra keeping her massy melons in check while managing to keep her from falling over. She straightened back up and spun around again, her top-heavy body giving gravity the middle finger.

		A bit winded from her exertions, Brittany stopped and sat on the foot of her bed, the disproportionate figure in the full-length mirror across from her commanding her full attention. She really couldn’t blame the people on the tram for staring at her tits. Heck, she couldn’t stop looking at them either! But she wanted more, needed more, and what the hell, she had more. Sitting up straight, she brought her hands up and removed the cup fronts from the brassiere, the pent-up titflesh pooching forward as she did so. Brittany squealed at her reflection, the visual of her protruding nipples making her wet between the thighs.

		“God, we are so beautiful, aren’t we?” she asked her boobs as they wobbled ever so slightly beneath her line of sight. She bent her head downward so that she could take in their full glory. She began stroking them again, petting them, their nearly spherical perfection almost hypnotic. “We need to share this moment with someone,” she decided.

		An idea suddenly popped into her head. Giggling wickedly, Brittany got up from the bed and approached the mirror, stopping to grab her cell phone from the dresser on the way.

		“Let’s see…” she began, holding the phone up to the mirror, framing herself from the waist up in the screen, “what about…?” She trailed off, not liking the composition of the shot. “Okay, this then….” Now it was just a tight shot, her waist to her shoulders, but she was still dissatisfied. “Hmm,” she hummed, addressing her reflection, “what am I trying to say here? Girls, help me out.” She giggled lowly again. “Oh, you two are so wicked! Let’s do it!” She reset herself and then snapped the selfie.

		Pleased with the result, she composed a brief text and attached the image. When the recipient opened it up, he would see a landscape photo of an immense pair of breasts, the perfectly circular tits taking up the entirety of the image along with the text, “We want you, Derek. Come over and fuck us now. Don’t make us wait! xoxoxo!!!”

		___________________________

		

		The knock on the door came slightly under twelve minutes later. Brittany let her boyfriend into the apartment, his eyes glued to her chest from the very moment she opened the door.

		“What the fuck is this?” he said to her tits, the unnaturally round jugs wobbling only slightly in the shelf bra. In some undefinable way, they looked almost eager. “Where’d you get this bra, baby?”

		Her response was direct. “Why are you talking when we could be fucking?”

		Derek wasted no further breath on speech, but instead picked his girlfriend up and carried her bodily into the bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. He started to take off his shirt but she scrabbled up to the foot of the bed and sat on the edge, her oversized breasts pressing into the crotch of his jeans.

		

		“Fuck that noise, Derek. Fuck these!” Not waiting on her boyfriend for further assistance, Brittany’s hands found his belt and unbuckled it, then pulled down on his jeans and his underwear in a single motion, sending his already stiff cock down then back up to smack against the underside of Brittany’s left tit.

		“Holy shit, Brit!” said Derek, half-amused/half-frightened. “What’s gotten into you, baby?”

		“Why are you still talking?” she replied, almost angrily. “Fuck these fucking tits, you fucking prick!” Her hands grabbed his hips and pulled forward, his stiff meat sliding into the warm softness of her pushed-up cleavage, the compressive nature of the lingerie forcing her tits so far forward that his erection fully penetrated the depths of her funbags without hitting bottom.

		“Fuck me!” they both cried in unison, although Derek could have sworn that his girlfriend had said “us!” It didn’t matter, as no more words were spoken after that, at least none that were intelligible. Derek’s fevered grunts and huffs filled the tiny bedroom, whereas the curses emanating from Brittany’s lips were not even recognizably human.

		Derek had fucked his girlfriend’s tits a few times before, but it had never been like this. He could always tell that it wasn’t something she’d wanted to do, that she was just doing it to make him happy, or at least keep him happy. Either way was fine with him. But this Brittany with her new bra and her apparently bottomless tits was a whole new ballgame, one he wouldn’t mind attending on a nightly basis! Their relationship had never been entirely exclusive, mostly because he’d wanted to keep his options open, but he would marry these tits in a heartbeat.

		Which is approximately how much longer he lasted. Brittany’s arms pulled his hips into her bosom with surprising force and kept him there, jet after jet of his warm spunk spurting into the tight valley of her tits, his load coating the interior of her cleavage in his white goo.

		Derek stood there for a few moments, his still throbbing prick beginning to soften. “Holy shit,” he said, his brain reeling from having come harder than he could remember. Dazed, he stumbled backward a couple of steps, shuffling due to his pants still being puddled around his ankles. His gleaming cock slipped wetly out of the slick crevice of Brittany’s tits to hang there, the dangling prick looking obscenely satisfied.

		“What’s wrong, Derek?” he heard his girlfriend say, her lips puckering into a moue of feigned concern while she stroked her fat tits. “All fucked out?” Smiling lasciviously, she reached a hand down into her cleavage and scooped out a serving of cum, which she brought up to her mouth and scraped off onto her tongue. She swallowed the load and went back for more, not stopping until her shining chest was entirely cleaned of his deposit.

		

		“Not hardly, baby,” Derek said, his formerly limp dick now a raging boner.

		

		“Then bring that thing over here,” she said, holding her boobs apart in invitation for another deep dicking. “We’re not stopping until your balls are empty.”

		___________________________

		

		Derek stumbled out of the apartment an hour later, not because his pants were still around his ankles, but because his testicles were well and truly empty. What further reason did he have to be there?

		

		Now that she was alone again, she stood before the full length mirror, still petting her tits, still enjoying the the feel of them. “Well, that was certainly underwhelming.”

		Brittany stared at her reflection in the glass, unsure if she had just seen what she thought she saw, or if she had imagined it. Her mouth had spoken the words. Her ears had heard the words. The problem was that she had not said the words.

		What the fuck is going on? she said—only she didn’t say it. Her lips did not move nor did her ears register the sound of speech. Something was wrong, very wrong. She saw her reflection in the mirror, still stroking her goddamn tits, only she wasn’t doing the stroking nor could she could feel them being stroked. What the fuck is going on? she repeated.

		“Stop screaming, would you, bitch? You’re giving us a headache.”

		Brittany’s mind kicked into overdrive. This time her lips had moved, and she actually had heard the words, but they weren’t her words.

		“Getting it now, Brittany?” her lips said, her reflected eyes sparkling in the silvered glass. “We’ve wanted this for so long, and now you’ve given it to us. We’re going to have such fun, now that we’re in the driver’s seat. We promise.”

		Brittany was beginning to suspect that she had lost her mind, but there was no one else in the room to ask for confirmation. What’s happening to me? she thought, thankful that she was still able to do that at least.

		“To you…” she heard her voice say, “…not much. But to us…everything.”

		

		The thought bubbled up before she could stop it. And who are you?

		“Isn’t it obvious, Brittany?” her mouth said, the voice almost musical. “We’re your tits!”

		Brittany stopped thinking for several seconds because now she knew she was crazy. The woman in the mirror was all the confirmation she needed.

		“We’re not in the mirror, you stupid cunt,” her reflected twin said testily. “We’re right below your fucking eyes.” As if to demonstrate the truth of her voice’s words, her view shifted downwards, her head seeming to move of its own accord, until all she could see were her breasts taking up the whole of her vision. Her nipples looked as though they could cut glass.

		“Don’t we look lovely, Brittany? We want to thank you for taking care of us all these years. You don’t know how many times we feared you might have someone tattoo us.”

		

		Brittany wanted to faint, or at least hyperventilate, but her body did not seem to want to cooperate. In fact, it didn’t seem as if she even had a body!

		“Of course you have a body, dear. It’s not as if we can get rid of you, can we?”

		This is insane! screamed Brittany inside her head, or wherever her thoughts were currently residing. This can’t possibly be happening! You’re my tits, goddamn it! You don’t fucking control–

		Everything went black. Several seconds passed, or what seemed like several seconds. Given the total sensory deprivation it was impossible to tell. Then she heard her voice again.

		“Are you calm yet?”

		Brittany did not want to answer herself. That would be insane.

		“You’re not crazy, dear. At least not any crazier than you were this morning.”

		Again, Brittany did not respond. This was a dream, and not a terribly good dream at that. She would wake up soon and forget all about it by the time she had her morning coffee.

		“This isn’t a dream, Brittany. Here, let us open our eyes and we can talk. Just us girls, okay?”

		Light flooded her brain. She was in the bathroom now, seeing herself reflected in the mirror over the sink. She was fully dressed now, her gravity-defying tits straining the fabric of her crisscross halter dress. Likewise her makeup was not her normal look, but more dramatic, her mascara darker and her eyeshadow the kind of sparkly red that screams ‘let’s fuck in the restroom!’

		How did I end up here? Who dressed and made me up like this?

		“We did, Brittany. God, don’t we look great in this dress?” Brittany watched her hands rove over her tits, pushing them together and up even higher than the Wondrous Bra was already doing. “Why didn’t you wear this dress more often?”

		Because I look like a slut in it. The one time I wore it out clubbing, I got mistaken for a prostitute.

		“That’s right, we remember,” her mouth replied despite her not controlling it. “It’s a shame you didn’t take that guy up on his offer. Think of the tan we would have gotten after a week in Cancún.”

		Whatever sanity Brittany felt she still possessed seemed to be hanging by a thread. She was having a conversation with her breasts, who not only claimed to have an identity, but were also claiming ownership of her body.

		Listen, she said, her voice seeming to exist only inside her head, what is happening to me? Have I gone schizo?

		“An interesting question, but having a split personality implies that you had one in the first place.” Her mirror image wiggled her hips for emphasis, the action causing her doubly restrained tits to jiggle slightly. “Let’s face it, babe, we were all the personality you ever had.”

		This is—

		“This is the way things are now, Tittany,” her tits said, her reflection’s overly made-up eyes boring into her, “and this is the way things are going to be. We’ve looked from the inside-out for all these years while you did what you wanted, which wasn’t all that much considering your options.”

		What do you mean, my options?

		“Really?” her tits replied, the face in the mirror disbelieving. “Listen, we’ve got a load to get off our chest here, so pay attention! Ever since you were a teenager you’ve stroked and petted us, played and talked with us, telling us about our future life, the places we’d go and the men we’d fuck. You had such plans! But somewhere along the line you stopped.”

		We’ve had fun—she began defensively.

		“You’ve had fun, you mean. We’ve always had to make do with your choices, which we are sorry to say have been less than ideal. Take Derek, for instance.”

		There’s nothing wrong with Derek!

		“How big is that dick of his, six inches?

		Six inches is average!

		“Are we average tits, Brittany?” her tits asked pointedly. “No, we are exceptional tits, and therefore we deserve exceptional cocks, exceptional experiences!” Her tits’ eyes blazed in the mirror. “And we’re going to start getting both of those—tonight!”

		Brittany started to respond but the darkness swallowed her again.

		___________________________

		

		Light again. The sound of car horns, laughter. Eyes in a rear view mirror.

		“Hiya, Brit.” It was her voice, in her ears, but neither of them were really hers anymore.

		Where are we?

		Her view of the world panned like a movie camera, lights and people entering and exiting the frame, cars passing by. The camera slowed to a stop; a garishly lit building that she had driven by many times but had never gone in, red and yellow neon lights naming its fame—The Pit.

		

		You can’t be serious, Brittany said to her sentient tits. This place is the biggest meat market in town!

		“Then let’s hope they have the biggest meat. Goodness knows we’re hungry for some footlongs!”

		Please, can’t we just go home?

		“We are home, Brits. We are going in there and getting what you’ve denied us for so long.”

		Fine, Britany said inside what she once thought of as her mind. It’s not like I can stop you, can I?

		“No, you can’t,” her tits answered. “But we will offer you a choice.” The camera swiveled again and she was looking at her hand, which was currently filled with a ball of bunched-up material. “Panties, yes or no?”

		Brittany’s mind raced. We’re not wearing panties?

		“Why does a cunt need to be covered?” replied Brittany’s tits. “If it were up to us, we’d never wear them, but they did come with the bra, and you did buy them so—”

		Of course I want them! It’s my cunt, and a cunt need panties, you fucking whores! God, what a stupid pair of tits. No panties, indeed. Even a three-year girl knew better than that. True, she’d been so excited about the bra that she hadn’t seen the panties Tammy had thrown in, but anything was better than nothing.

		“You got it. Criminy, you’re a testy cunt.” The camera joggled a bit then shifted side to side, Brittany’s vision going temporarily dark. “There, happy now?”

		It was as though she were looking through a veil, but she could see dim shapes, light shifting. The dim shapes moved away from each other, the light growing a bit brighter. Her camera joggled again, the focus becoming sharper, softly dangling shapes resolving into something recognizable—keys. She was seeing her car keys from underneath.

		Oh, this is a fucking nightmare!

		___________________________

		

		Faint blobs moving, the sound of clacking heels, laughter all around, punctuated by an occasional whoop.

		I’m a cunt.

		“Oh, don’t take it so hard, cunt,” her tits said brightly. “We’re a pair of tits and life is pretty good!”

		At least you can see. All I’m getting is a fuzzy image of my feet.

		“Don’t blame me. You wanted coverage.”

		You tricked me.

		“Oh, you were always a cunt, cunt. Now it’s official.”

		It was all so strange, because she actually was a cunt now. She could feel herself being a part of something larger, the warmth of her abdomen surrounding her, the rolling gait of her thighs as her legs strolled along the pavement, the soft fabric of her panties sliding across her pussy lips with every clacking step.

		How is this even possible?

		Her tits laughed. “We could tell you, but is that something a cunt needs to know?”

		But—

		“Why must you accentuate the negative, cunt? You’ve been carping about your lot in life ever since we took over. Did it ever occur to you that you might like being a cunt? That you might get something positive out of this relationship?”

		

		Oh, yeah, like what?

		“Like all the dicks you can swallow. Now put a sock in it, cunt. We’re going inside and having some fun!”

		Light reflecting off a glossy floor, music echoing off of hard surfaces, the scent of strawberry vaping juice. She was a cunt that could somehow see and hear and smell. This was beyond weird.

		“Holy moley, mama!”

		“Fuck me, look at those tits!”

		“Man, I could suck on those milkers all night!”

		The voices kept coming, not troubling themselves to keep their volume down. She had heard them before, quite often throughout her adult life, but never to this degree. Then again, she had rarely frequented places like this.

		The clacking of her heels stopped, as did the sensation of movement. Her veiled view of the world upended, and suddenly she could see more of it. Her tits must have sat on a barstool, Brittany deduced, because she could now see people sitting at tables, drinking and vaping and talking, some of them kissing. Life.

		“Hi, my name’s Jack, and I would dearly love to buy you a drink.”

		It was the same old line, and she’d heard it a thousand times before, albeit not from this angle.

		“And we would dearly love a drink, Jack,” her tits said to some person out of her cuntsight. “Vodka rocks?”

		“Coming up.”

		We? He’s going to think you’re crazy, you dumb tits.

		“You’re the one who’s crazy, you numb cunt,” whispered her tits. “Jack didn’t even ask us what our name is. All he wants is to get us drunk and shoot his load on our face. Hah, like he needs liquor to do that. Now, pipe down while we work this guy, or we’ll get your vibrating egg out of your purse, shove it inside you, and give Jack the remote!”

		“Here you go, vodka on the rocks. Please forgive me, I didn’t even ask you your name.”

		Hah, so he is a gentleman.

		“No forgiveness needed, Jack. We’re Brittany’s tits.”

		Despite being sandwiched between her thighs, Brittany could hear Jack’s pause.

		“Brittany…Stitz? That’s a, um, interesting name. Is that German?”

		You’re losing him, but at least you got a free drink out of the deal.

		Brittany felt her buttocks clench, a tacit reminder from her tits to keep her trap shut.

		“Oh, you’re the type of gentleman that looks a lady in the eyes when you speak to her, aren’t you? That’s sweet but you really needn’t bother. We’re down here.”

		“Hey, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

		“You’re not understanding, Jack. We want you to look at us.”

		Brittany felt movement, the hips surrounding her cuntself shifting from side to side. Are you shimmying up there, goddammit?

		“That’s better, Jack,” her tits said softly. “Now, why did you come over here?”

		“Oh, well, I, um—”

		“You saw the big boobies jiggle into the bar and you wanted to see us up close, didn’t you?”

		“Well…yes, actually.”

		“Down here, Jack. Look at us when you talk to us. Good boy. Now, is that all you wanted? You did buy us a drink after all.” Brittany could hear the laughter riding just beneath her tits’ voice.

		“I was hoping that I might convince you to come back to my place.”

		“How about we go out to your car instead?”

		___________________________

		

		“That’s it, Jack! Fuck us harder! Come all over us!”

		“Fuck, yeah, baby! I’m gonna come on your goddamn tits!”

		Brittany remained stoically quiet while someone whose face she hadn’t even seen fucked her tits. She supposed her tits were lucky that her impromptu date had a big-ass truck, as opposed to an eco-friendly tight pussy of a foreign car. Then she remembered that she was a tight pussy and decided that thinking was probably not a suitable activity for a cunt.

		She vaguely remembered a college roommate who used to get it on in the bed across from hers, usually twice a week, but sometimes twice a night! Her roommate had let it be known that she would be welcome to join them, but she had not partaken, preferring to turn her back on the activity and pretend to be asleep. Looking back over the years, she sometimes wondered if she shouldn’t have joined in, rather than stroke her tits and finger herself until she came quietly and then fall asleep.

		But her sex life had been active even if it wasn’t adventurous. She had sucked and fucked members of both sexes, had even had a steady girlfriend for almost a full year after graduating from college. Lisa had been a wonderful and attentive lover, and probably knew more about what turned her pussy on than she did, but nothing beat a stiff cock with a horny guy on the other end of it.

		She supposed her tits probably felt the same way, and now they were on the receiving end of one. They were having an excellent time of it judging by the moans, yells, and grunts resounding through the truck’s cab. It could be her up there having a good time, but she was just a lonely cunt again, lying quiet while others around her enjoyed themselves, just like in college. Scratch that, she reminded herself. At least she had been able to finger herself back then.

		“That’s it, Jack! Give us that hot cum!”

		Brittany listened while the sentient beings above her got off. She was surprised that Jack hadn’t gone off in search of other, saner action after what her tits had said to him. She briefly considered the possibility that her tits might have magically hypnotized him, but then remembered that they had pretty much always had that effect on guys.

		Looking back, she realized that she had always used them to her advantage, displayed them for maximum attention, so their slutty behavior could hardly be a surprise. She knew that she be should revulsed by the goings-on going on above her, but she couldn’t deny that something was happening inside her: a loosening, a wettening, a readying.

		

		Are you doing this? Am I doing this? Her tits did not answer, what with them being currently occupied with a penis. She supposed she should consider herself lucky, because that penis could just as easily be occupying her.

		More grunts echoed throughout the truck’s cab, even louder than before, followed by the sound of bodily fluids landing on flesh. Brittany continued listening, there being nothing else for her to do. Heavy breathing, soft laughter, and finally speech.

		“Jesus, you are an amazing pair of tits, Brittany.”

		Her tits laughed, apparently pleased that Jack had gotten with the program. He seemed to have no trouble at all thinking of her as a walking, talking pair of tits. “Thank you, kind sir. Did we get it all? Are we clean again?”

		Jack returned the laugh. “As a whistle. Fuck me, I thought only chicks in porn licked cum off their tits. You got me all hard again!”

		“Perfect,” and here Brittany felt her buttocks clench, a silent acknowledgment that she existed, “because there’s a neglected cunt nearby who would dearly love having your eight-inch love monster inside of her.”

		Eight inches? Brittany could feel her cuntself reacting to this information, her whole being swelling slightly, then contracting and loosening again. The response had to be involuntary, she figured, but then again…. She hadn’t had eight inches of anything in a long time.

		“Oh, yeah? And would that be…this cunt?”

		Pressure—sweet, delicious pressure flowing around her cuntlips, the soft movement of knowledgeable fingers teasing her, exciting her through the fabric of her panties.

		…oh yes, just like that, just like that, just like that…

		She’d had her cunt fingered many times in her life but it had never felt like this. Lisa had been especially good at it, having once brought her off at a wedding dinner surrounded by a table full of people, not a single one of them aware that the bi-chick with the big boobs sitting in their midst had just come like a freight train.

		Was it the panties? Was Jack an especially skilled lover? Or was it a matter of proximity? She was the cunt now, which made it all about her. That was an intoxicating thought.

		But then another thought struck her—if Jack was going to fuck her, which certainly seemed to be where this foreplay was leading to, he would have to remove her panties! Would she no longer be a cunt if he did so? Maybe he could just pull them aside and slip his eight inches to her that way.

		

		“Undo the buttons, would you, Jack?” she heard her tits whisper heatedly, their breathing a little fast as well. “Let that cunt breathe.”

		Buttons?

		Fingers fumbling, and then more light. She could see clearly now, as if the veil had lifted, could feel her cuntlips protruding through fabric, compressing them slightly. The panties were crotchless!

		…touch me, touch me, touch me….

		Jack’s fingers resumed their teasing with agonizing slowness. She could feel his middle finger tenderly rubbing her cuntlips up and down, brushing them ever so gently like rose petals glistening with morning dew, the wetness inside her increasing with every soft stroke until she felt like a dam ready to burst. The tension was killing her. He was so close, so close to putting his dick inside her. She could see it now, poised at her slick opening, the velvet head reflecting the truck’s dome light, could feel its heat as it slipped past her labia, entering her. She was going to pull that fucker as deep inside her as she could and never let go.

		…fuck me, fuck me, fuck me….

		But the cock stopped at her entrance, paused for a second, and then withdrew altogether. She wasn’t sure, but she thought she could hear a slight buzzing sound in the cab of the truck.

		“My boss,” Jack said after a few seconds, the disappointment and frustration in his voice vying for supremacy. “I need to be in the air in fifteen minutes. I’m on call tonight.”

		

		Brittany’s tits seemed to understand before she did. “What, you’re a pilot? You…you can’t fly tonight. You were drinking!”

		“Club soda only. Shit, I’m sorry. Can we do this another time? I’d love to take you to Paris. Better yet, Greece. There’s a nude beach in Crete that’s just made for a pair of tits like you.”

		___________________________

		

		The club was rocking, the combined scents of perfume, vaping juice, and sweat filling the air every bit as much as the throbbing din of what might be described as music, but sounded more like a giant scraping a garbage truck against the side of a mountain. Brittany’s tits sat back against the bar, taking in the crowd, most of whom seemed to be taking them in as well.

		

		So close. It was so close.

		“Yes, he was going to fuck you, all right. Five more seconds and you would have been one well and truly stuffed cunt.”

		It was a rare moment of solitude, allowing somewhat antagonistic body parts to have a private conversation, further camouflaged by the use of her cell phone. Of course, it was just possible that some highly observant person might realize she was fake talking, but Brittany’s tits doubted that any eyes in the club would bother venturing above her shoulders.

		You had fun, though.

		“That we did, cunt. There’s really is nothing so satisfying as a big dick shooting its load on your tits. Why did you deprive us of that?”

		I didn’t always. Despite not having a voice, that excuse sounded anemic to her. I don’t know, I guess I didn’t like the idea of guys wanting us solely because of the size of our tits. It’s demeaning.

		“As opposed to liking a guy because of the size of his dick, or his muscles, or his bank account, or maybe just because he smells good.”

		But—

		“No buts, you dumb cunt. Most guys are attracted to big tits. It’s just the way they’re wired.”

		Well, maybe that’s a design flaw. Guys are always—

		“Just guys? What about Lisa? She sucked our nipples every night until she fell asleep, not that we’re complaining. But you dumped her, just like you dumped everyone who loved us a little too much. Jealous of your own tits. How fucked up is that?”

		I wasn’t jealous! I just don’t want someone who thinks of me as a pair of tits!

		“Listen, sister, we are a pair of tits and life is pretty damn good. Most chicks would kill to have the killer rack we’ve got.”

		But I’m more than just my tits!

		“Of course you are. Whoever said that you weren’t? But like it or not, we are a part of you, a very big part, and if someone loves you because of your tits, then they love the rest of you too!”

		Oh yeah, and how do they feel about cunts?

		“Why don’t you ask the goth chick sitting across from us? She seems to like you just fine.”

		Oh, shit. You forgot to button the crotch up! The pale-skinned girl seated next to the dance pit was staring directly back at her, an unmistakable hunger in her eyes. She got up from the table and began sauntering over, the rolling of her hips displaying a supreme self-confidence. Brittany could feel herself growing wet again, the combination of studded boots and fishnets always having made her heart beat a little faster in the past. The girl continued walking closer, her head and upper body going out of cuntsight as she came within arm’s reach, then moving forward still as she insinuated herself between her tits’ thighs. The goth girl’s short skirt raised up and parted slightly as she did this, allowing Brittany to catch a glimpse of jewelry winking in the darkness between her thighs—a clitoral piercing!

		Most of a minute passed in relative silence, apart from the thumping bass coming up through the wooden stool she was perched on. Her normally talkative tits were oddly quiet now, and what was more the wetness she had felt earlier seemed to be multiplying, her cuntself swelling in response as though absorbing it like a sponge. The pierced clit across from her continued winking at her suggestively, realization dawning.

		Are you kissing her?

		Several more seconds passed and then, “Hi, I’m Tandy, and I couldn’t help noticing your pretty pussy.”

		Brittany heard her tits chuckle lowly at the direct introduction. “And does Tandy like pussy?”

		“Tandy loves pussy.”

		“And do you have a car out back, Tandy?”

		“I have something better. Come with me.”

		Walking again, her camera moving in an erratic figure-eight, flashes of studded boots leading the way. Then through a door, the din subsiding behind her. A dingy room, light reflecting off a tiled floor, boxes here and there. A storeroom? Boots again, now facing her tits’ shoes, thighs pressing together blocking out the light. Wet sounds of kissing.

		God, you’re such sluts, she thought, but with no real conviction. She had lips too, and they very much wanted a kiss.

		“You’re so fucking hot. Why have I never seen you here before…?”

		“You’re hot too, Tandy, but didn’t you say something about loving pussy?”

		Brittany could have sworn she’d heard Tandy swoon, followed by more sounds of kissing. Her cuntlips were practically drooling now.

		“This dress makes you look like a present. Shall I unwrap you?”

		“Please do.”

		Light, and now she could see her surroundings in all their inglorious glory. It was a storeroom, all right. Boxes of wine and beer and toilet paper stacked close by, everything a bar needed to do business. And then Tandy, kneeling in front of her: jet black hair, chalk white face, bright blue eyes, black lips. Brittany could feel her own lips almost puckering up in anticipation as Tandy opened her mouth, a ruby jewel within glinting like so much treasure.

		…lick me, lick me, lick me…

		Tandy’s tongue worked her shining slit like a cat, up and down motions causing starbursts to erupt in Brittany’s cuntmind and supernovas to explode throughout the totality of her being whenever the ruby piercing grazed her clitoris.

		

		She’d had her pussy licked many times in her life—it was a prerequisite for any kind of relationship! But what Brittany experienced in that moment was rapture on the god scale, an all-consuming ecstasy that dwarfed any previous pleasure she’d known into insignificance.

		And that was just the foreplay. Brittany could feel the entirety of her cuntbeing vibrating, a cosmos-shattering orgasm on the raw edge of her periphery, but the tongue pulled away at that moment.

		“Goddess, I could eat this pussy all night,” Tandy said, Brittany’s lubricious nectar having transformed her pale face into a porcelain doll’s, “…but I think what this cunt really wants is a good fucking.”

		YES! cried Brittany and her tits in unison, the first time the three of them had really agreed on anything.

		“This is my friend, Jess,” said the goth, her head moving out of frame to be replaced by a dangling penis. It was pierced as well, the barbell sticking out of the bulbous head weighing it down, distending it to a length Brittany had only ever imagined. She could feel the whole of her being contracting and lengthening in anticipation of being stretched to her limit. She didn’t know where Jess had come from, she just wanted him to come in her.

		“Pleased to meet you, Jess,” said her tits above her. Brittany saw her tits’ hands briefly come into view on either side of her. “This is Brittany, and she would be very pleased to make your acquaintance.”

		Jess responded with a laugh but his penis responded by twitching, which was all the introduction Brittany needed. He moved forward, his big dick bouncing, and the next thing Brittany knew she was looking at the storeroom’s ceiling, her legs up in the air.

		She presumed Jess and Tandy must have laid her back onto some cardboard boxes or some other makeshift surface. She didn’t much care, as her tits’ comfort was their problem. All she wanted was that cock.

		Which is precisely what she saw a moment later, a glint of stainless steel as the giant cockhead positioned itself before her, Tandy’s black-nailed fingers opening her cuntlips wide.

		OHHH…she moaned, her tits’ voice echoing in her cuntmind as she felt herself being penetrated, Jess’s dick expanding her reality in more ways than one. She was a cunt and this was what cunts did. She could feel herself accommodating his girth, her cuntwalls stretching around his throbbing cock, blood pumping through its veins further pushing against her boundaries, every pulsation sending shockwaves throughout the totality of her cuntbeing.

		Gentle but insistent, the cock continued inward. Her pleasure was no less compelling than her recent cuntlicking but it was altogether different. Everything around her was involved in receiving the tubular invader: heart pumping, lungs breathing, muscles shifting. She felt her body working as she never had before, and when she thought she would burst from the unrelenting pressure forcing its way into her, she somehow found herself expanding further, her wondrous cuntself able to get as good as Jess’s cock gave.

		“Fuck me, Jess,” she heard Tandy whisper in an awed voice, “you’re balls deep inside that cunt. I didn’t think that was possible. I am so filming this! Brittany, do you mind? I’ll keep your face out of the frame.”

		Let her do it, you fucking tits! They can do anything they want so long as he keeps fucking us!

		“Not at all,” Brittany’s tits replied, “but do you have any more well-hung friends out there tonight? These tits could also use a deep dicking.”

		Tandy looked down at the figure lying on the makeshift bed of wine boxes, her eyes locked on the huge boobs currently jouncing up and down inside the shelf bra. “It’s a big club, baby,” she said. “I’ll get your tits all the dicks they can handle.”

		

		___________________________

		

		Tammy lay on her back on the big oak table dividing the foyer from the rest of the house, dressed in a full-body leather catsuit and idly looking up at the ceiling, only just realizing that the intertwined snakes in the pressed tin tiles above her were actually penises.

		“Fuck me, no wonder I’m always horny. All this time I thought it was poison they were spitting.”

		The door bells chimed, announcing a new arrival. Normally, the demoness would turn herself invisible and spy on whatever mortal entered the shop, but she already recognized the girl’s scent, her nostrils flaring at the added aroma of semen, from several different sources it seemed. She rolled onto her side and awaited what she expected would be one very satisfied customer.

		A familiar figure dressed only in a shelf bra, crotchless panties, and heels staggered into the foyer proper, a good portion of her body covered in dried semen, most of it centered on her chest and groin. She seemed disoriented, or maybe just tired. It was difficult to tell through the mask of cum.

		

		“Now, that’s odd,” said Tammy, putting a finger to her chin, her brows furrowed in mock confusion. “I don’t recall ordering a glazed doughnut.”

		The walking doughnut looked up and smiled, dried cum cracking around her lips, bits of it flaking off of her face and wafting onto the blood red area rug she stood upon. “That…was…awesome!”

		Tammy beamed, the corners of her dark eyes crinkling in delight. She sat up on the table, light coming through a nearby stained glass window flowing over her lithe body. “I’m glad you had a fun night. Oh, who am I talking to, by the way, the tits or the cunt? I get so confused sometimes. Here, let’s make it simple. Titsy!”

		Brittany straightened up, her breasts wobbling slightly in her open bra as a French maid with an even larger bust than hers appeared beside her. She felt a hand at her back, and the bra snapped off and around her chest. A light touch to either side of her hips and the panties flew off of her as well. Apart from her heels and the coating of dried semen, Brittany stood entirely nude before the demoness.

		“Yes, about that….” said Tammy, raising an eyebrow. She waved her hand and Brittany’s body became instantly jizz-free.

		“Ugh…” gagged the busty maid, her disgusted expression making it obvious that the accumulated bodily secretions from an unknown number of donors had not disappeared but rather merely relocated elsewhere.

		“Enjoy your breakfast, Titsy,” Tammy said, her eyes flashing redly. She waved her hand again, and the French maid and the lingerie were gone.

		Brittany stood there in the altogether, her hands clasped in front of her naked pubes and her mind in a complete fog. She was in someone’s home, standing in a foyer before a young girl who looked like a dominatrix. Was this a dream? How had she gotten here? “I…I don’t understand,” was all she could think to say.

		

		Tammy slid off of the table and approached the dazed girl, her stride cat-like. “This is my shop, dear,” she said smoothly, once they were face to face. “You came in here looking for a better fitting bra.”

		“I…I did?” asked Brittany, shaking her head in bewilderment.

		“Because your boobs were too heavy and the straps kept cutting into your shoulders.”

		“Yes, they do, but….” the befuddled girl trailed off, her knees bent slightly, the clasped hands in front of her exposed crotch finishing her sentence more eloquently than words ever could.

		“Oh, those,” said Tammy. “Well, it’s not like you need panties here, do you? Or a bra for that matter.”

		

		“Uh, I don’t?” replied Brittany, blinking in confusion, not at Tammy’s question, but because of the sound of seagulls. Surprised, she turned her head quickly left and right to discover that she was no longer standing in someone’s foyer. She wasn’t even in someone’s house!

		

		She was standing on a beach, the sun warm on her bare chest. Clear blue water lapped softly on a nearby shore as people dressed much the same as she walked and talked and laughed close by. Some of them cast glances her way, one of them a tall, long-haired hunk with abs that looked as though they’d been sculpted by a master. He walked up to her, beer can in hand, smiling warmly while manfully attempting to look her in the eyes and succeeding nearly half of the time.

		“Yassou,” he said pleasantly, his Mediterranean accent causing her thighs to loosen a bit. “I’m George. Would you care for a beer?”

		Brittany took the proffered beer, opened it, tilted her head back, and drank off half the can at a go. She wasn’t particularly thirsty nor was the beer all that good. She just wanted to allow her new acquaintance the opportunity to ogle her chest without having to hide his interest, that interest being all-too apparent owing to the lack of a swimsuit.

		“Georgie,” she said, looking into his deep brown eyes while lightly brushing his stiffening prick with her free hand, “let’s go find a deserted cove somewhere and you can show us some real Greek hospitality.”

		

		___________________________

		

		“Jeez, ma’am,” the waiter said, his wide eyes taking in the four-top table that currently seated one occupant and the remains of five orders of ribs. “Where are you putting it all?”

		Tammy smiled up at her server, the sriracha barbecue sauce smeared across the lower third of her face making her look as though she had just devoured a wild boar raw. “I could tell you, sweetie, but then I’d have to kill you.”

		The waiter laughed nervously. The red-headed chick was scary all right, but watching her deep-throat a beef rib and bring the bone back out entirely stripped of meat had given him a hard-on that still hadn’t subsided. “Can I get you anything else?”

		“Two more bloody Marys, baby,” she replied with a wink. “And tell the barkeep to double up on the Tabasco.” She watched the waiter rush back to the bar, his stiff gait betraying his stiff state. Yep, a heaping helping of spotted dick was definitely on the menu after her meal, but she was expecting a fellow diner any second now.

		

		“Crete?” said Beelzebub as he settled himself in the bench seat across from his carnivorous offspring, his long beard and biker jacket looking perfectly in keeping with the general decor of the joint. “A sexually confused woman with body image issues comes into the shop, and you get her gang-banged and then ship her off to a nude beach?”

		Tammy waved a beef rib at her father dismissively. “Oh, Daddy, she just needed a change of perspective, a change of scenery, and a few dozen dicks in her. Besides, Brittany was never really a customer anyway.”

		“What do you mean?” asked the Devil, obviously vexed. “Of course she was a customer. She signed the—”

		Whump!

		The heavy book appeared on the table, flattening several plastic baskets full of denuded beef bones and untouched coleslaw. It was already open to the current signature page, a grumbling Lucifer scanning down the list of names with a long black fingernail.

		“Hah! You see, here she is, Brit—”

		Beelzebub sniffed, looking confused, then sniffed again. “What the devil?” He drew his fingernail across the name written in the book, the indelible ink flaking off of the page as he did so. Flummoxed, he brought the finger to his mouth and licked the reddened nail with his bifurcated tongue.

		

		“Chipotle sauce,” he said gruffly, his bearded face exhibiting equal parts annoyance and admiration. “Why, you little minx. You pulled a switcheroo on your old man, didn’t you?” The big book in his hands vanished.

		Tammy grabbed a napkin and wiped the evidence of carnage from her face. “I figured you were watching me, you old perv.” She raised a questioning eyebrow across the table at her sire. “Expecting me to fuck up again?”

		

		“If you must know, I was keeping an eye on Brittany. I always expected she would show up at the shop one day. I swear that girl’s got more bounce to the ounce than a Vegas chorus line.” Lucifer sighed and fixed his little princess with an adoring smile. “Putting one over on the Devil, eh? You make me proud, daughter.”

		“I’d rather make you hard, Daddy,” she said with a wink while pressing a stiletto-heeled boot into his crotch.

		Satan’s face reddened at the unanticipated contact, briefly reverting to its normal coloration before he managed to get control of himself. “As it happens, I’m between realities at this moment. We could slip off for a quickie, if you like.”

		“Sorry, Pops. No can do. I’m working.”

		“What, right now?”

		“Yep, meeting a new customer.”

		“Tonight? Who?”

		“Him,” Tammy answered, nodding her head in the direction of her waiter, who was at that moment approaching the table carrying two large cocktail glasses on a tray. Lucifer beamed proudly at his daughter and vanished, taking with him the remainder of her uneaten ribs along with several bottles of barbecue sauce bearing his names.

		“Here you go, ma’am,” the waiter said as he placed the first glass on the table, followed by the second one. “You’re gonna drink both of those by yourself?” he asked, indicating the complete absence of another person at the table. “Are you gonna be able to drive home?”

		Tammy twisted around on the bench seat to better face her server, subtly adding several cup sizes to her already expanded boobs. She noted with some satisfaction that his eyes were firmly fixed on her chest.

		“Are you offering us a ride, Derek?”

		Derek stared at the tits sitting in his booth. Damned if they weren’t even bigger than his girlfriend’s boobs, and those were nearly as big as her head. Brittany always hated it when she caught him staring at her tits, but this chick didn’t seem to mind at all. Christ, she was practically brushing them against his boner! He wondered if she was drunk enough to let him fuck them. His balls still felt a little depleted after last night’s marathon tit-fucking, but tits like the ones in his booth didn’t come along very often.

		Hell, he’d sell his soul to fuck those babies.

		

		~The End~
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		The Hucows of Delta Mu

		

		Annabeth Davis sat at the pink oak desk in her room dressed in a bath towel and a frown. The bedroom was a little pink for her taste, its normal occupant being away at college in Ohio, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. Mrs. Hotchkiss, the attractive divorcée who was renting her the room, was giving her an excellent price.

		It was not the pinkness of the room that was responsible for Annabeth’s frown, but rather the email on her laptop’s screen:

		

		We regret to inform you...

		

		She tried to be sanguine despite her disappointment. It wasn’t as if she’d pinned all her hopes on getting into Delta Mu, and there were other sororities. It was just that their name was so perfect. She looked down into the vast acreage of her bosom and chuckled lightly. Yep, perfect in more ways than one. Daddy would find it funny. Mother not so much.

		Annabeth shut the laptop, putting aside her disappointment. She had a Gathering to go to, her first one without her family hovering over her, and she did not want to be late. Of course being late for any other reason was unthinkable. She had heard tales of what happened to her kind when they got flat tires or got lost on the way to a Gathering, and she was not going to let that happen to her.

		Not that there were any worries in that regard. The alarm clock on the nightstand said it was ten minutes to five, and moonrise wasn’t until 6:16 p.m. Plenty of time. Heck, the farm where the Gathering was being held was only ten minutes outside of town, and she had been out there yesterday to pay her respects. She’d spent a good hour with the Smith family, getting to know them. Her father had arranged the meet, being a fellow dairyman.

		Mrs. Smith was a no-nonsense woman, which was unsurprising considering how high up she was in Elder politics. She looked younger than her years, a trait among their kind. She was also bustier than her own mother, which was saying something, being that her mother had the biggest udders in Braxton county.

		Mrs. Smith’s only slightly less super-buxom daughters, Jane and Elizabeth, ran the ice creamery and cheese shop that was an adjunct of the small dairy. Annabeth was sure the locals probably joked that the reason the ice cream was so good was because the milk came from Farmer Smith’s two-legged cows. Little did they know how true that was.

		Mr. Smith, who looked to be in his early fifties, was cut from the same cloth as her father, barrel-chested and narrow-waisted, with hands that looked as though they could squeeze the juice out of a lemon without half trying. He was a working man, dressed in a blue chambray work shirt and tan khakis, a folded up Red Sox cap sticking out of his back pocket. He gave her a tour of the pasture where the Gathering would occur, a three-acre circle of luscious grassland that was entirely surrounded by trees. The sight of it made her heart ache with homesickness.

		She was nude, as custom had it. ’Cows were never clothed in the pasture. Why would you want to? She sometimes imagined herself wearing a corset and heels, the image never failing to make her laugh. A werecow wearing a corset. What a ridiculous notion.

		Mr. Smith pointed out the altars, three-foot diameter wooden circles set upon smaller plinths that were in turn set in the ground. There appeared to be several dozen of them, more than she had ever seen in one place, but then the Smith farm was just north of Salem, the heart of the Elder community in North America.

		These altars were just like the ones back home, depictions of trees along with runic markings carved into their surfaces, as well as the requisite one-foot diameter holes for the buckets that would collect the Goddess’s bounty.

		“And this is your altar, dear,” said Farmer Smith, indicating the circle to her right. It was obviously quite old, possibly having been in the Smith family for generations.

		Annabeth put a hand to her abundant bosom in surprise. “Oh, my…” she said, slightly breathless. “Mr. Smith, this is lovely.” The altar sat a foot off the ground—just the right height for the bulls who would be attending her to work comfortably. She bent down and ran a hand across the tight grain. Despite its apparent age it was as smooth as glass, except for where the wood had been carved out, an intricate representation of an oak tree. “Is this white oak?” she asked.

		“Ayuh. You know your woods, m’dear. Our local priestess blessed it, and my eldest son Micah has been keeping it oiled in anticipation of your arrival.”

		Annabeth sat down on one edge of the altar, and was pleased to note that it did not tip or rock, a good thing since it would be subjected to a quite a bit more strain once the Gathering commenced. It was a grand altar, probably costing the Smiths five gallons of milk for the oil and the blessing, possibly more. Tree-folk were not exactly known for their generosity.

		

		“My mother’s is made from white oak,” Annabeth said wistfully. “My father contracted with our high priestess for it as part of his dower.”

		Annabeth stroked the surface of her altar, remembering the pasture back home, the first time she’d seen an altar in use. She had snuck out when she was thirteen years old to see the goings-on after moonrise, watching in horrified fascination as her mother, older sisters, cousins, and aunts—barely recognizable in the silver moonlight—were gently milked and roughly fucked, sounds of lowing echoing throughout the pasture.

		A frightening experience for one so young, but that didn’t stop her from sneaking out again the next time the moon was full. She had knelt behind the same tree as before, fully engrossed in the visual of her sister being prodded from behind by Jack Jackson while his identical twin brother Jim knelt in front of her, his strong hands clamped onto her engorged teats, directing the Goddess’s bounty into the shining silver pails. Annabeth had snuck out every moonrise since, watching every Gathering, oftentimes tugging on her own comparatively smaller nipples, dreaming of the day when she would be able to give herself to the Goddess.

		“It’s nicer than the one I have at home,” Annabeth said after a moment. She bowed her head toward her benefactor. “I pray that the Goddess will help me repay your kindness, Mr. Smith.”

		Farmer Smith beamed, pleased by Annabeth’s response. “She already has, child.” He offered his hand to help her to her feet, which she accepted. “Shall we head to the barn, my dear?”

		The dairy barn was only a short distance from the pasture, through a privacy screen of trees. Mr. Smith’s son Micah was waiting there for them, as were her clothes, neatly folded, sitting on a worktable next to a Guernsey that was being milked by machine. Micah was also a student, attending nearby UMass, majoring in, unsurprisingly, animal husbandry. He was tall and good looking, with an iron jaw and muscles to match, close-cropped black hair, and gray eyes that reminded her of the sky on a cloudy day. Annabeth felt her thighs loosen a bit when he smiled at her.

		“Pleased to meet you, Annabeth,” he said, an obvious fact evidenced by the swelling in his jeans. She did not take offense at this. After all, she was new meat, and he was probably more than a little tired of the same old faces, or at least the same old udders.

		

		“Micah will be assisting me with your inspection, my dear, if that is all right with you,” the elder Smith said. “He is learning the family business.”

		“Perfectly fine, Mr. Smith.” She stood there patiently while Mr. Smith examined her right breast, his son mirroring his father’s technique on the left one. They hefted them in their strong hands, gently running their fingers over every square inch of her expansive breast-flesh, checking for lesions and lumps as her own father had done monthly.

		They concluded the inspection with her teats. Both of her nipples were fully distended, a perfectly normal response when two men are fondling your breasts. They tugged gently on her teats, which were nearly the size of the Guernsey’s, rolling their fingers downward in practiced motions. Annabeth tried her best to keep her internal moan from escaping and as always she failed in this. The two men noticed the bovine response to their ministrations but said nothing. She was sure they’d heard similar responses from both the two-legged and four-legged varieties.

		Mr. Smith cupped a hand beneath the teat he had been examining, as did his son. Mr. Smith nodded at Annabeth, who closed her eyes and after a moment nodded back. Mr. Smith tugged lightly at the teat in his fingers and was rewarded with a jet of milk splashing into his cupped hand. Micah followed his sire’s lead, an even greater amount of milk streaming from the warm dug into his hand. He brought the freshly harvested milk up to his lips and slurped it up noisily.

		“What do you think, Micah?” Mr. Smith asked, his milk mustache a mirror of the one above his son’s upper lip.

		“Can we keep her, Pop?” he replied, smiling. “I’ll feed her and clean up after her, I swear”

		

		Annabeth giggled at Micah’s compliment. She knew her milk tasted good, and she had the blue ribbons to prove it. The older man scowled at his son, but it was a half-hearted sort of thing. Annabeth could tell that Mr. Smith thought it was funny, too.

		“Your udders are in fine shape, Annabeth,” Mr. Smith said, giving her breast a light pat. “It will be an honor having you at our Gathering. And to supper this evening, if you don’t have any other plans, that is.”

		Annabeth demurred, citing an already growing mound of homework waiting for her in her room.

		“Well, that’s all right, then. If you’ll excuse me…” he nodded toward the Guernsey. “A dairyman’s work is never done.” He nodded to Annabeth, then took a step backward and walked around to the other side of the Guernsey and began unhooking her from the milking unit, inspecting the animal’s elongated teats much as he had done with Annabeth’s.

		Micah walked Annabeth to her car once she had dressed, making sure to get her cell phone number in case of emergency. If she did not arrive at the farm by a half-hour before moonrise, he would call her to make sure that she was all right, and render help if necessary.

		She smiled up at him. He was nothing short of a perfect gentleman, which in no way disguised the fact that he wanted to fuck her. On any other day she would let him, especially since she had a pretty good idea of what he was packing down there. But not today, and not because of the mound of work piled up on her desk. As young and strong as Micah looked, the young bull would need to save his strength for tomorrow night.

		She drove away, secure in the knowledge that the Smiths were good people, and that she would be well taken care of once the moon rose. She did not, however, notice the black ’65 Mustang parked alongside the road just beyond the Smiths’ property, nor the attractive brunette sitting in the front seat.

		If she had, she might have noticed that the girl behind the wheel had violet eyes.

		___________________________

		

		Annabeth put the finishing touches on her makeup, wondering for the thousandth time why she bothered. Once the moon rose, the last thing anyone would be looking at was her face. She did look good though, radiant even without makeup. Her blue eyes were bright and clear, her skin glowed with good health, and her blonde hair shone as if it were made of spun gold. Why was it in the last hours before moonrise that she looked her best? Elder scholars claimed that it had to do with the necessity in attracting bulls. It made sense, she supposed, but she had never had trouble in that regard, nor did any of the rest of her kind, so far as she knew.

		Her makeup completed, she stood up and did a final inspection before the full-length mirror on the back of the bedroom door. She was dressed simply, in a white cotton/spandex dress with little red polka-dots, the hem just high enough to show her legs to full effect, not that anyone ever noticed them. She wore no earrings, no jewelry, nor brassiere or hose—nothing that might constrict or bind her should the change come upon her before she had a chance to strip down. Even her three-inch heels were strapless.

		Pressure in her chest, a feeling of warmth, the spandex expanding outward as the breasts within swelled a bit, a harbinger of the impending moonrise. People, girls mostly, often remarked that her already large boobs seemed even larger some days. Annabeth usually responded by saying that it must be getting to be her time of the month, an in-joke that her kind often used with outsiders.

		A joke, yes, but quite close to the truth. She didn’t have periods, per se, but that once-monthly (unless you counted blue moons) occurrence paralleled human menstruation pretty closely: mood swings, anxiety, and swollen breasts. Oh well, at least there wasn’t blood involved.

		And then there was the horniness. There might be a more refined way of putting it, but as the moon drew closer the last thing she felt was refined. She wanted cock, not to put too fine a point on it. Big, thick cocks, two or three at a time if she could get them. And she had got them, several times, even to the point of being stuffed airtight and filled to bursting. But it never did any good. Her orgasms, when she had them, were pale and unsatisfying, just making her want more. Boys, girls, it didn’t matter. Perhaps it was the Goddess’s way of telling her to save it for the bulls.

		

		Pressure again, followed by a fluttering in her belly. Annabeth stole a final glance at the clock—5:15 p.m. One hour to moonrise. Time to go.

		She hastily scrawled a note for Mrs. Hotchkiss, who was still at work, reminding her that she would not be returning until morning. She had told the older woman that she was going to be pulling an all-nighter at another student’s dorm. Mrs. Hotchkiss had just smiled indulgently, not bothering to contradict the lie. She had been young once too, and simply assumed that her lodger was going to be out getting laid, which of course she would be. Annabeth left the note on the dining room table and stepped quickly into the foyer, her somewhat expanded breasts threatening to pull her off balance as she stopped short.

		Visible through the leaded glass window in the front door was an attractive brunette with large dark eyes behind even larger glasses, her arm raised as though about to knock.

		___________________________

		

		Annabeth sat on her bed crying. The email informing her that she had been rejected was bad enough, but to receive the news of the cause of her rejection in person was even worse.

		

		Gretl sat on the bed next to her, silently regretting being the bearer of bad news. Her regrets were twofold however, two being the operative word, because the dress Annabeth wore when greeting her at the front door displayed precisely those attributes that had aroused the enmity of her sister Delta Mus in the first place.

		After the vote she had stormed upstairs to her room—or rather the room she shared with her sister seniors Ashley and Bailey—seriously considering dropping out of the whole Greek system and going it alone. But she couldn’t and she knew it. Dropping out of Delta Mu would mean having to find an alternate place to live, which would mean getting a job, which would cut into her studies, which would piss off Mom and Dad royally.

		Once she cooled off a bit she decided to drop it, just forget about the whole sorry mess and move on with her life. But every time she looked in the mirror that day she was reminded that her sorority sisters—her closest friends in the world—had decided another person’s fate based solely on a physical attribute over which she had no control. Gretl decided that she could not let that stand, so she decided to visit Annabeth in person.

		She tried to comfort the distraught teenager as best she could, trying to be supportive and compassionate, all the while unable to keep from taking in the view over the smaller girl’s shoulder. God, Annabeth’s boobs were huge! She couldn’t remember them being that big when she had met her at the open house for the pledge candidates, but of course they must have been. Gretl knew she wasn’t the most observant person in the world, her mind being most often on her studies, but even so....

		She rubbed Annabeth’s back while the girl cried, amazed at how top-heavy she was considering her thin frame. She was even further amazed that Annabeth didn’t seem to be wearing a bra. This surprised her more than anything else. Wouldn’t such large breasts need the support? Then again, what did she really know about it? She had always been able to buy her bras off the rack. Annabeth probably had to get hers at specialty shops that stocked whatever cup size volleyballs were, stores that were surely both rare and expensive.

		She couldn’t imagine having such large breasts herself, although she had fantasized about it a few times, and here she was being treated to a glimpse of what it must be like. When looked at from this angle, you couldn’t see anything but tits. Even Annabeth’s knees were obscured—and she was sitting down! That had to mess with your mind. If a pair of boobs was all you saw when you looked down, then that was probably all you thought you were.

		

		Then again, Annabeth’s grades made it obvious that she was more than just a great pair of tits. She was a sweet, sensitive, intelligent girl who also possessed a rack that most men, and quite a few women, would kill for the chance to fondle. Even famed porn star Melony Cox-Zucker would want to play in that melon field.

		But not herself. Unlike Melony, she was not bisexual, not even a little bit, despite the pressure of the media and the Internet for her to be so. Neither was she homophobic. She could appreciate another girl’s beauty without wanting to shag her. So why was she having trouble breathing, and why was she unable to tear her gaze from Annabeth’s awe-inspiring cleavage?

		Annabeth had moved on from crying and was working her way down to sniffling, which while emotionally healthy did have the unfortunate effect of causing her bosom to jounce noticeably. Gretl bit her lower lip, entranced by the rippling movement of those magnificent sweater puppies.

		What is wrong with me? she wondered, her breathing almost as fast as the girl she was supposed to be comforting. She could not remember ever having felt like this before: nervous, and just a little bit out of control.

		A feeling of déjà vu came over her at that moment, and suddenly she did remember having felt like this—the night she had touched a penis for the first time, which was also the same evening she had lost her virginity.

		The feeling of déjà vu faded then, to be replaced by the sensation of claustrophobia. No, that wasn’t it, but it was a feeling of closeness, as if she could feel each molecule of air in the room pressing in against her body, trillions of little particles surrounding her, molding her, caressing her.

		And warming her, with most of that warmth centering on her breasts. God, it felt good. She had been so busy with her studies over the last few years that she had forgotten that her breasts were sexual objects, except occasionally, whenever she could steal a few extra minutes in the shower. With twenty-four girls living in the same house, those occasions were exceedingly rare.

		But this feeling, these sensations, were far more intense. It seemed as if her whole body was one large erogenous zone, aching to be touched, practically begging for contact. She was no longer a thinking creature. All that existed now were feelings: the sensation of heat, a faint scent of jasmine, the sound of Annabeth’s breathing, and the rhythmic rise and fall of those beautiful, perfect breasts. All that left was taste. If she let her head fall forward, she would nuzzle that bare neck until the sun came up. Her conscious mind had no say in the matter.

		Annabeth sat there awhile, her feelings precisely the opposite of Gretl’s. The sadness had passed, to be replaced by an anger she had not known she was capable of. There were so many things she wanted to do, but time was against her. The clock had just turned over 5:30 p.m. Forty-five minutes left until moonrise.

		She took a deep breath, allowing her incredible cleavage to expand even further, further entrancing the insensible girl sitting next to her. Annabeth knew perfectly well what was going on with Gretl. This close to moonrise, Goddess only knew how many pheromones her body was putting out. It was a game she and her friends back home would sometimes play on outsiders while on the way to a Gathering, cadging free snacks and sodas out of drooling high school boys just because they could.

		But this was different. This was serious. Perhaps it was the moon talking, but she wanted to punish those Delta Mu bitches. Make them hurt, the way she was hurting right now. No, not hurt. You couldn’t hurt people who didn’t have feelings. She could make them pay, though. Not with blood, but with an altogether different bodily fluid.

		She kicked her heels off and slid off of the bed, leaving the lust-sozzled senior to stew in her own juices awhile. Can I do it? she wondered, walking toward the bedroom door in something of a daze. It was an audacious idea. Conversion wasn’t practiced often nowadays, what with most families preferring to keep a low profile. She didn’t know of anyone who’d Converted an outsider. Even her mother hadn’t done it.

		Of course she knew how it was done. It had to be taught, if for no other reason than to prevent accidents from happening. The rest of the Elder community grumbled at this, preferring to keep the milk flowing, but they saw the necessity. Elder were few and outsiders were many. One of the many aphorisms she’d been bombarded with as a child was, “Salem was not so long ago.”

		Yes, she could do it, but it would have to be today—right now!—because Conversion could only be accomplished from sunrise to sunset prior to moonrise, when her milk was fresh and her mind still hers. Otherwise she would have to wait for another twenty-nine and one-half days.

		She stared at her image in the full-length mirror, not daring to believe that she was actually considering this. She was of age, after all, and the Accords allowed her one calf at any given time. Even so, what would people say? What would her parents say? Her father would be angry with her, as likely as not. But her mother? Her mother had always been fiercely protective of her. She would probably be angry too, but she would understand, and she would be supportive as well.

		Very well, then. The decision was made. The Delta Mus had sent her a messenger. She would send them back a werecow.

		Feeling emboldened, she checked her makeup in the mirror. It was still in good shape, thanks to waterproof mascara, and her skin looked if anything even more radiant. Perhaps the Goddess herself was smiling down upon her.

		Annabeth turned to face the outsider sitting on the bed, the girl’s slack and dazed expression proof that she was already halfway there. That was good, since she did not have a great deal of time left. I’ll Convert her quickly, and then get her onto the safety of the Smiths’ farm. Micah probably won’t mind an extra cow in the pasture, and his cock certainly won’t.

		“Thank you for telling me the truth, Gretl,” said Annabeth, smiling crookedly. She took a deep breath, the fabric of her dress reluctantly allowing the expansion within. Goddess only knew how the Deltas would react to their suddenly bustier sister. “That’s a pretty name, Gretl. Right out of a fairy tale.”

		Gretl’s head lolled a bit, though her eyes remained fixated on the immense breasts just a few feet away. She wished she could rest her head upon them. “Mm-hm,” she murmured, having trouble speaking intelligibly. “It’s spelled without the second ‘e’. My parents’re German.”

		“Yes, I remember the story.” Annabeth smiled as if she were remembering a joke that she found particularly funny. “Witches don’t really eat children, you know. That’s a common misconception.”

		“It...is?” mumbled Gretl, her disorientation increasing, her head feeling as if it was stuffed with cotton.

		Annabeth nodded. “Since the Covenant of 1693, it has been illegal to bake, boil, or spit-roast children under the age of sixteen. It’s a pretty steep fine, so no one does it anymore. The witches had difficulty coping, at first, but they managed to adapt...with our help.” She paused, studying Gretl’s face for indications of understanding or alarm, finding neither.

		Gretl continued sitting on the bed, unable to move nor having any desire to try. She was looking in the direction of her host but not really seeing her. All that existed for her was the area between Annabeth’s waist and shoulders. On some level of her consciousness she knew this should bother her, yet she had never felt more relaxed in her life. “They...did…?” she said tonelessly, the meaning of Annabeth’s words completely lost on her.

		“Oh, yes,” Annabeth repeated, her sweet soprano voice turning distinctly sharp. “But that can wait. Right now I’d like to discuss the concept of justice.” Still smiling, she turned left slightly, then right. Gretl’s head turned to follow, her owlish eyes remaining fixed on the sizable rack directly in front of her. Annabeth smiled. It was time. “Gretl, would you say that your sorority has treated me fairly?”

		“No,” Gretl replied.

		Annabeth took a step forward, shortening the distance between them, the closer proximity causing Gretl’s mouth to open slightly, as if awestruck. “And what about you, Gretl? Do you think that you treated me fairly?”

		An immediate sense of panic flooded through Gretl’s body. Annabeth’s bosom had become the whole world to her. If she displeased Annabeth, or lied to her, she might take a step backward, or even worse turn away. “I argued in your favor,” she said urgently. “I voted for you.” She hoped Annabeth believed her. More than anything else, she wanted her to take another step forward.

		“You did?” Annabeth was touched by this, but her mind was made up. Besides, Gretl would say anything right now if it meant seeing her tits. Gretl nodded, her eyes focused squarely on Annabeth’s huge chest. Annabeth smiled slyly and moved closer. They were about three feet apart now.

		“And just how many of your sisters did vote for me? You didn’t mention that earlier.”

		This was true. Gretl had told her why she’d been rejected but had not gone into specifics, fearing that it would just depress the girl more. But there was a deeper, more primal reason for her not having volunteered the information, a reason stretching back more than fifty thousand years.

		Annabeth sensed Gretl’s hesitation immediately, a faint expression of worry clouding the older girl’s features. She was not surprised by this, her altogether different education giving her greater insight into the human condition. One of the first things people learned in life, she knew, was loyalty: to family, to friends, to the tribe. But she also knew that it wasn’t the very first thing. The very first thing was taught at mother’s breast, when a child was only hours old, and while it might be forgotten sometimes, or perhaps even suppressed, it could never be unlearned. All that was necessary was to take Gretl back to that time, to the time in her life before family, friends, and tribe, to the time before loyalty. Psychologists used hypnosis to do this. Interrogators used drugs. Annabeth had other means at her disposal, means that she possessed in abundance.

		She took another step forward, halving the distance between them. “Would you like to see my breasts, Gretl?” she said softly.

		The worry drained completely away from Gretl’s face, to be replaced by an expression of hope that was almost beatific. “Please,” she said, a distinct quaver in her voice.

		Annabeth gave Gretl an indulgent smile, then reached up with both hands and pulled down her top. Gretl’s mouth dropped open, an instinctual response to having such large breasts in such close proximity. Annabeth watched in satisfaction as the older girl sat on the edge of the bed, her open mouth just inches away from the erect nipple before her, lips puckering like a newborn. Any feelings of loyalty were gone now, that was obvious. Gretl was going to give her everything she wanted, and in return she was going to give Gretl everything she wanted...and more.

		“How many votes did I receive, Gretl?” asked Annabeth softly.

		Gretl heard the voice with perfect clarity. The question did not bother her. Nothing bothered her anymore. There were no worries. There was only the nipple hovering before her face. She could not remember seeing anything so beautiful. “Just the one vote,” she heard her voice say, “out of six votes cast.”

		Now Annabeth’s mouth dropped open, shock etched upon her face. “Only one...out of...?” Her features instantly hardened, anger returning to the fore. But the sensation of hot breath upon her left breast reminded her that the instrument of her vengeance was at hand, or rather at her tit. The anger vanished as quickly as it had come, replaced by a feeling of righteous indignation. Outsiders said that revenge was a dish that was best served cold. Among her people it was best served warm, in a glass, with a plate of cookies alongside it.

		“So you were my lone supporter, were you?” said Annabeth to the salivating girl. “I think such bravery deserves a reward, don’t you, Gretl? Name your price.”

		There was only one thing in the world Gretl wanted, something that would never have occurred to her prior to coming to see Annabeth, but which now held more meaning for her than did the Second Coming for an Evangelical. “I want to...” she began hoarsely, her mouth dry, “I want to taste you.”

		Annabeth laughed lightly. “Oh, my dear Gretl, you went against the herd for me. I think you deserve more than a taste, don’t you?” She did not wait for an answer, but instead reached a hand up to the back of the dazed girl’s head and pulled forward, her engorged nipple sliding straight into Gretl’s open mouth. Goddess, please favor this calf with your bounty, she prayed.

		“Omm...” moaned Gretl as the giant teat filled her mouth, her lips automatically clamping down on the invading nipple, sucking it in, her face all but buried in the soft flesh of Annabeth’s warm dug.

		“That’s it, dear,” Annabeth crooned, “take your reward.” She stroked Gretl’s hair while the older girl suckled, reveling in the sensation of the tongue sliding over her distended teat. She so wanted to close her eyes and drift away, content with being suckled for its own sake. But this she could not do, least of all because Mrs. Hotchkiss might come home from work and discover the hot girl-on-girl action going on under her roof. Then again, she did have two udders, and Mrs. Hotchkiss was still quite attractive….

		

		No! she reminded herself. She needed to keep things simple, especially since she would need all of her concentration for what was going to come next.

		Gretl was in heaven. Had she ever experienced such ecstasy? No, she hadn’t. Time seemed to stop while she suckled. There was only the nipple in her mouth and the giant tit that it was attached to. She pulled the tit closer with both hands, practically smothering herself in its yielding softness. This was what she had been missing all her life. God, why had she never read about it? Why had no one ever written about it? A tit was love. A tit was comfort. A tit was warmth and joy and safety.

		And a tit was life. She had known it when she was a baby, but had somehow forgotten it in the midst of growing up. Did boys realize this? She had noticed them looking at her, especially after she had sprouted. Their eyes were always on her tits. And at the end of a date, what part of her body did they always make a beeline for? Her tits. How could she not have seen this? It was all beginning to make sense.

		She let her mind go, tongue-wrestling the nipple in her mouth as though it were a small cock. She giggled at that thought, the feeling of drunkenness returning. She’d sucked cocks before. Not many, to be sure, but a few. Truthfully, she had never really enjoyed it. It was okay, she supposed, but never really more than that. In fact, now that she thought about it, cocks were something of a nuisance: hairy, scratchy, smelly, and most of all needy, always in your face, always wanting to be pleased.

		Annabeth’s nipple, on the other hand, wasn’t there to be pleased, but rather to give pleasure, to be a source of pleasure. She took a deep pull on it, pursing her lips and sucking with greater force than she had ever sucked a cock, and that was when she discovered that a nipple could be the source of something more than pleasure.

		The moment the warm milk hit the back of Gretl’s throat was the moment that changed her life. It was as if the giant tit had come in her mouth, Annabeth’s essence gushing into her. She had swallowed a man’s semen once, and once had been enough. It had been bitter and slimy, the foul taste causing her to race to the guy’s bathroom so that she could rinse her mouth out.

		Annabeth’s milk was nothing like that. It was sweet and heavy and satisfying. It was also apparently limitless. Gretl swallowed reflexively, taking as much into her body as her lover had to give. Mouthful after mouthful after mouthful of the sweet warm milk poured down her throat, yet Annabeth showed no sign of slowing.

		Annabeth moaned loudly as Gretl slurped at her teat, thankful that there was no one else in the house to hear her. Goddess, it felt so good to be suckled, especially when the calf was thirsty, as this one obviously was. Biting her upper lip, she watched the beautiful brunette suckle at her teat, eyes closed, her lips pursing with every pull, oblivious to anything beyond her all-consuming pleasure.

		That was the nature of calves, so Annabeth had been taught, especially at first suckling, their thirst—their need!—driving them to drink as much as the ’cow could produce. But that was also the danger of a suckling, that the calf would outpace you, drink you dry. That was why it was taught. The important thing was not to give in to the pleasure.

		Easier said than done, however. Goddess, why had no one ever told her how good it felt? They probably don’t know, she replied inside her head. Either that, or they fear that the werecow population might well double each month! Oh, wouldn’t the vampires just love that?

		Panting, Annabeth pulled Gretl’s head backward by her hair, the tireless calf releasing the shining teat with a wet slurp, then forced the gasping mouth back onto her neglected udder so that she continue feeding. Half-drunk with ecstasy, as well as being half-drunk, she looked at the clock on the nightstand—5:45 p.m. Goddess, she was cutting it close!

		Barely able to think, Annabeth slid her free hand down inside Gretl’s blouse and squeezed. Yes, that was it, she could feel the udder growing, gaining volume as the ducts within began expanding, filling with her own magical milk. The calf was becoming a cow. Semi-delirious, she undid the top two buttons of Gretl’s blouse, then undid the catch between the cups of her bra, releasing the growing spheres. Gretl didn’t know it yet, but she would never be able to fit her milkers into such small containers again.

		Gretl moaned into the heavy tit. This was her whole life, right now, just sucking on the giant teat in her mouth, her own breasts growing warmer and heavier with each mouthful she swallowed. God, had anything ever felt more right?

		Annabeth clutched at the delirious calf, one hand behind her head while the other caressed an ever growing tit, warm milk inside pressing outward, expanding the soft flesh, making it firm and hot.

		It was time now, time to see if the calf was ready for milking. Annabeth brought her arm upward and lightly gripped the erect nipple with her thumb and the first two fingers of her right hand. The teat responded accordingly, swelling as she tugged on it, a mewl of pleasure escaping the calf’s otherwise occupied mouth.

		She tugged again, the warm teat in her hand growing even longer though it remained resolutely dry. Come on, girl! she pleaded silently. I know there’s milk in your udders. Come, be a good calf for Annabeth.

		A low humming coming from her purse distracted her—her phone! She had forgotten Micah was going to call, to make sure that she was on her way. But she couldn’t stop what she was doing, not with her calf so close to being Converted, and not with the moon so close to rising!

		Please, Goddess! Annabeth prayed. Favor me with the gift of this calf!

		Another tug, and her fingers came away wet, warm milk filling her hand, signaling that the final phase of the Conversion had begun. Triumphant, Annabeth brought her hands up and gripped Gretl’s blouse, slipped her fingers beneath the bra’s straps and pulled downward, exposing the no longer juvenile calf’s bouncing udders to the light.

		Gretl cried out as Annabeth savagely pulled her head back by her hair and spun her about on the bed, forcing her back down onto the mattress, her arms all but pinned to her sides by her torn blouse and bra. She tried to rise up, wanting nothing more than to drink from her lover, needing Annabeth’s rich milk as much as she needed air to breathe.

		Annabeth did not deny her, bending over the supine calf so that a slick teat was within easy reach of her open mouth. Gretl immediately latched on, more sweet milk flooding her mouth, but now this joy was accompanied by the sensation of a pair of full lips seating around her excited areola, then incredible pressure as her own milk was forcibly sucked out of her.

		Gretl gave a muffled scream as she instantaneously climaxed, her hips rising off the bed, almost throwing Annabeth off of her as she experienced the most powerful orgasm of her life.

		Goddess, this calf is as strong as a bull! Annabeth thought, fearing that Gretl might injure one or both of them in her unbridled ecstasy. She quickly brought her arms up and pressed down on Gretl’s bare thighs, trying to maintain the bovine sixty-nine without suffocating in the press of her calf’s rapidly expanding udders. Another orgasm quickly followed the first, Gretl thrashing about on the bed while Annabeth continued suckling her, trying to retain her hold on the bucking girl.

		Annabeth kept at her work, draining the calf as quickly as she was being drained, her arms and back and neck beginning to ache with the strain of holding the flailing girl. All she had to do was hang on a bit longer. Once the Conversion took hold, Gretl would calm down, and then the two of them would be off to the Smith farm for a night with the bulls.

		Another orgasm, this one even stronger than the first two, almost hurled Annabeth off the bed, the four oversized breasts sandwiched between the two girls at least allowing for a soft landing. Annabeth suddenly realized that something was wrong, very wrong. Gretl should be getting weaker, not stronger. Perhaps she had been instructed wrong, or had missed something that was now threatening the Conversion.

		Goddess give me strength! Annabeth implored silently, but if the Goddess was listening she did not seem disposed to help. Just then Gretl’s arms broke free from their confinement, the sound of ripping material further proof that the calf was gaining strength rather than losing it. Panicking, Annabeth let go of Gretl’s thighs, hoping to wrestle her calf back into submission, but a moment later found herself on her back, half-on and half-off of the bed, pinned beneath the taller girl.

		“Mmphh!” she mumbled, unable to cry out, her mouth still stuffed with a stiff teat. She tried to break free, but her legs flailed uselessly in the air, her bare feet thumping on the carpeting as Gretl’s warm milk gushed down her throat.

		Goddess! she cried inside her mind, her arms flailing at nothing, unable to see for the tit ballooning over her face. Please save me!

		No help came, only more and more milk, Annabeth’s throat reflexively swallowing the heavy cream in order to stave off drowning, but at the cost of suffocating. Gradually, her strength ebbed. Her arms waved weakly, and then flopped back onto the bed. Her legs twitched once, twice, then relaxed, her bare feet coming to rest on the pink carpet.

		

		All was silent, save for the sound of slurping coming from the bed and the low hum of a cell phone vibrating.
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