
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Flowers of Evil

From Earl to Pearl

By

Cruella Pain

COPYRIGHT ©Cruella Pain 2013

AMAZON KINDLE EDITION

Word Count: 6,764

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.


The taxi picked up the English crew at Westwego, on the south bank of the Mississippi. They were full of the prospect spending some time ashore in New Orleans. As the car rolled away from the Grain Terminal and left the ship behind, the taxi driver gave them some ideas in the sleepy, dangerous local drawl, though they hardly needed the pointers. The captain, particularly, had been running into New Orleans and enjoying the famous nightlife for years. There was only one among them who could really be described as a complete greenhorn; the reclusive third officer, Earl.

Earl contributed nothing to the excited discussion about what might lay in store that night. He sat in determined silence behind the driver, watching the light of the bungalows flash by along the main road. His face was not handsome, but there was an engaging honesty in his delicate features as the light washed over them, and it was all too plain that he was very ill-at-ease.

It was Earl’s birthday, his twenty-fifth, and his shipmates had made him come. He never took the opportunity to go ashore with the crew and they all felt that it was high time he did. The captain particularly wanted to ‘blood’ him, as he called it, and took it upon himself as a duty to bring the young man out of his shell. He did not much like Earl, actually, and they all took the captain’s lead in the car when he began to make lewd suggestions and bait him with questions about his virility. Underneath all the laughter was a hard edge and Earl felt it keenly. They were not sure about his sexual credentials, and he knew that they were resolved to find out.

As they went up onto the three-lane, elevated section through Marrero and Harvey he found that he was beginning to sweat, even in the air conditioned cab. He knew in his bones that he would not be able to satisfy the macho requirements of his shipmates, nor perform adequately for the paid girl that they would no doubt be setting him up with. He kept his face turned to the streetlights leading away south over the bungalows, out to the far darkness of the bayous and the Gulf of Mexico beyond, and tried to think of a way out.

By the time they reached the twin bridges and sped across the great, languid stream of the Mississippi, Earl had thought of nothing more subtle and effective but trying to get drunk as quickly as possible and getting out of it as being obviously inebriated beyond the point of being capable of sex.

What made it more galling for Earl was the fact that it had been touch and go whether they would be obliged to put to sea early to avoid the very high tides that were predicted for that evening. If there had been the merest sniff of a hurricane, they would have gone. The storm surge together with the tidal rise would have made the river too hazardous to stay alongside. As it was, the weather was settled and calm, and everyone was convinced that the levees would hold. The captain had not even put off his run ashore, although there were many in his place that would have stayed on board their ship just in case.

Even though Earl was nervous, he appreciated the scene on the north bank as they traversed the graceful span of the bridge and went up into the French Quarter among the colours and noise and elegant houses. It was the first time he had seen it at night. They parked in Bourbon Street and got out, laughing with the driver.

Earl wrinkled his nose at the smell as he walked along with the others, picking their way down the crowded, noisy street. He had been warned of the distinctive odour of that part of the city, but he had been too preoccupied to give it much thought. It smelled like a rich combination of lots of things, including the broiled oysters that spat and smoked at several outlets nearby, and the wafting, bitter tones of liquor, among other unmentionable possibilities.

Earl glanced at a shop that offered voodoo fetishes and cures, and fortune telling. There was a Creole lady in front, with earrings and fur and teeth and other strange accoutrements obviously designed to catch the eye. Earl looked at her as they passed by and she clutched at his shirt sleeve, arresting his progress with a dark look.

‘Tonight is power,” she said, with a French accent. “Come inside.”

Earl’s smile was so insincere it was more of a grimace as he shook his head, mumbled an apology and hurried to keep up with the others. Although he feared what the crew had in store for him, he was intimidated also by the press of people and the garish colours, the brash, jazzy sounds that blared out of the bars to right and left.

The captain led them down a dingy side street leading towards the river, past two-tiered, balconied houses with elegant pillars lining the sidewalk that had clearly seen better days. After a short walk they came to a wrought iron barrier that spanned right across a wide opening to the left. There were similar gated entrances further down the street, but this one was obviously the entrance to some sort of drinking house rather than just an alley between houses. There were two large Negroes standing to each side of a narrow open section, like the door to a jail. Somewhere beyond them were the distinctive strains of a Cajun tune, in that provoking, energetic rhythm that seemed to communicate directly with the feet.

The captain said something to them and they motioned him inside without any expression, their eyes as hard as agates.

Earl avoided their eyes as he slipped through with the rest, wondering where on earth they were going. He was liking it less and less, despite the bright, encouraging sounds of the music. To him it seemed to have an underlying, macabre quality.

When they got to the entrance round a crooked alley, the bright neon letters over the doorway did nothing to comfort him. In lurid twisting red were “Les Fleurs Du Mal," which he knew translated as 'The Flowers of Evil'.

Earl had heard mention of this particular joint, too. He felt anxiety churn in his guts as he went inside with the rest, the music wrapping round him.

He tried not to meet the stony, disinterested stares of those inside. The upbeat tune led by a merry fiddle contrasted darkly with the voodoo trappings and disturbing artworks half hidden in the smoky, clinging dark.

Earl saw the captain talking with a striking woman in a black corset near to the bar. She had raven hair arranged in a sort of doll-like, gothic style that he found deeply unsettling, shot through with luminous green. Authority radiated from her, and Earl knew that this must be the proprietress, who they called Miss Malice. Just then, they looked in his direction, and for an instant their eyes met. Earl winced at the connection and he quickly looked aside. His mind was racing, trying to find a way out. He knew that he did not have much time.

He looked around and saw a sign pointing towards the toilets. An idea twinkled suddenly in his clear blue eyes. He moved away in that direction. Toilets had windows, he thought; windows that might just be big enough to slip through. He didn't know what excuse he was going to give his shipmates in the morning, but he didn't care at that point. The main thing was to escape.

When he got into the toilet, he was disappointed to see that it was not unoccupied, but there was only one man at the urinal. He entered one of the cubicles to wait, closing the door behind him and breathing hard.

“Come on, honey,” said a voice, strangely muffled.

Earl jumped and looked around. He saw that there was a hole to one side of the toilet bowl, and a tongue was suddenly poked through it.

“Mmmmm, c’mon,” the female voice drawled, laughing. ‘I want to eat your cum. Five dollars.”

The hole was just big enough to see a slutty lipsticked mouth and rouged cheeks.

Earl jumped as someone moved into the adjacent partition and unfastened their trousers. There was the distinctive rustle of a paper note and then the sounds of the whore sucking him off next door.

“Come on, lover boy,” said the woman behind the partition in his cubicle, “Don’t you want some of that? Best blowjob in Louisiana.”

Earl fled. He could not imagine how a female could ever be so degraded as to suck off sweaty, pissy cocks through a toilet wall for five dollars a time.

When he got back to the lads, he said nothing about it, but eagerly sloshed back the whisky the captain had gotten for him.

"Nice convenience that, isn't it?" said Halett the old electrician, with a gap-toothed leer.

"Worth it just to clean your cock after a piss, five bucks," said an engineer, chucking at Earl's shocked expression. "That's what a lot do. A nice whore's tongue to lick you clean before you go out again. What's five bucks?"'

"B-but, surely, they are being exploited," he said.

"Bloody soon will be," said another, to general laughter.

"And they LOVE their work here," said an officer cadet, James, younger than Earl, but much more confident, smiling and smoking, with easy watchful enjoyment. Everyone murmured assent.

Feeling very out of place Earl looked around at the leering statues and obscene prints and felt frightened to the core of his being. There were rumours of voodoo and witchcraft being enacted in this place. The staff were said to be unaffected by the passing of time and other such fanciful stuff was bandied about. Good marketing, thought Earl, with a cynical, nervy smile.

Things were not improved when the captain appeared at his side with a lovely Negress on his arm. She looked incredible, in a skimpy dress of shimmering gold, a gold choker, and gold wire in her hair.

The lads were in uproar as the woman smiled and took Earl’s hand. He had no choice but to follow her through the crowd and up to a room above. As he passed through a the exit from the main bar he caught a glimpse of Miss Malice again, watching him with sadistic amusement. Earl turned away as if he were stung and let the Negress lead him on upstairs. He knew that he did not have it in him to pleasure her properly and he decided to plead drunkenness and go for ‘Plan B’, and at least bring her off with his tongue. He had heard of that alternative in those circumstances.

He suggested that to her when they got into her small, ornate room and she readily agreed, with a touch of her finger along the line of his jaw and a throaty giggle. There was not much room for anything but a bed and wardrobe in one corner, though the furnishings were fine. The brass bed gleamed in the subdued lighting under an electric chandelier, and a pillared mock black marble supported the ceiling in one corner.

She stayed in her dress but took off her panties, drawing them down and tossing them on the bed as he stripped down to his own underpants. Earl saw that they were surprisingly substantial, heavily elasticated, and a beautiful shiny gold. His gaze lingered on them for an instant longer than was necessary and turned back to the Negress. She had sat down on the bed and spread her legs, her crotch hidden under the hem of her shimmering dress. She plainly expected him to kneel before her and lick her pussy as he has suggested.

Earl steeled himself to do so, thinking to get it over with, but she stopped him as he made to kneel down before her.

"Take off your clothes," she said, looking at him archly.

Earl hesitated a moment and then complied. He didn't see the point but he had to satisfy this woman in order to survive the evening with his good name intact.

He felt ridiculous next to the sensual perfection of the girl's dress and gleaming panties taking off his trousers, shoes and socks, his boring shirt. He hesitated at his briefs but she gestured with a curl of her lip for him to drop them, too, and he did so. revealing a small, flaccid penis.

She looked at it and then away again, evidently unimpressed, and waited, her legs apart.

Earl took the hint and knelt down before her, desperate to get it over with. He didn't really know what he was doing but surely I couldn't be that hard?

He ducked his head under her dress, questing forwards with outstretched tongue but something poked him rudely in the face and he drew back in surprise.

She laughed at him and slowly drew up her dress. Something caught at the hem for a moment and then dropped down to bounce and throb between her legs.

Earl looked at it with fascination and horror. The Negress smiled and kneaded her cock end with gold tipped fingers, smearing the precum over herself till it glistened, watching Earl’s face all the time.

Earl realised the joke the captain had played on him, of course, and he got up, disgusted, to go back to the lads and tell them what he thought of them. But though he told his muscles to do that, instructed his body to move away, somehow he did not. He knelt there, staring at her as she caressed herself into hardness with gold tipped nails.

“Come,” she whispered. “Taste it.”

“No,” said Earl, his voice a croak.

She laughed.

“Don’t worry about your friends. We can tell them anything. No one will know.”

Earl groaned and shook his head, but his body was betraying him. His flaccid cock was jerking suddenly, hardening.....

Noooooo !!! Thought Earl desperately.

“Would you like to wear these?” she asked. She was holding up her gold knickers, a mocking smile on her face.

“N-no!”

She laughed and tossed them down to him, so that they lay over his thighs, shining like a golden dream.

'Mmmmm, she crooned, as Earl's trembling fingers reached down to touch the gleaming fabric as if compelled by some irresistible magnetism, "aren't they beautiful?"

"No," he whispered, but his hands were betraying him, running over the sheer golden contours, moving towards the waist band, opening them....

"Yes," said the Negress with a giggle. "Stand up now and put them on like you want to. No one is watching."

Earl for unsteadily to his feet and his face pleaded silently for mercy, but his hands were doing their own thing, and his feet stepped through the leg holes against his will, his hand drawing them up, up....his whole body trembling, I over his thighs, till with a shuddering gasp, he pulled them over his buttocks and straining, rock hard prick. They settled firmly at his waist. The powerful elastic smoothed over the bulge of his cock, replacing a very unappealing male groin with a vision of golden feminine beauty. He sank back down to his knees and ran his fingertips over the gleaming material, closing his eyes against the sweetness of the sensation.

Earl jumped as something else fell against his thighs. It was the matching bra.

“Put it on,” she ordered.

He looked up at her with such tender gratefulness that she laughed.

"Go on then, sissy," she said.

Earl obeyed her, now not even trying to resist, closing his eyes against the beautiful sensation as he drew the straps up his arms. She got up to fasten the clip at his back with expert, gold tipped fingers, murmuring in amused satisfaction.

"There," she said sitting back down on the bed, "that's SO much better, isn't it?"

"Yes," breathed Earl, gazing at her jutting breasts.

“Aren’t they lovely?” she asked, noticing his gaze, tweaking her brown nipples. Earl watched spellbound.

“Don’t you wish they were yours?”

Earl nodded, and she laughed again.

“Oh, I bet you do,” she said. “Now come here.”

Earl made no pretence of being unwilling now, totally brought out of himself by the beautiful underwear and sensual bliss. He moved towards her crotch and did not resist as she grasped his head and guided him onto her throbbing prick. Earl’s mouth opened as soon as the hot, glistening tip touched his mouth. He moaned as his lips closed over it.

“Yes,” she whispered, “now suck me, bitch.”

Earl licked and sucked her hard, glistening shaft, lost in the pleasure of adoring and loving it, holding her balls in his hand and sliding himself to and fro on it.

“What a good little slut, you are,” she crooned, fondling his head, chuckling. “Such are natural. Mmmm....that's it.....adore it...

Earl needed no encouragement. He had totally given himself up to the worship and caress of her straining prick, licking sucking and kissing it with an abandoned passion that had been pent up and denied for so long and now found full utterance.

Suddenly, he felt her tense in his mouth and hot cum spurted to the back of his throat, making him gag.

“Swallow it,” she snapped, “all of it.”

Earl did so eagerly and licked her clean, desperate for the last traces of the taste of her beautiful cum as she watched him with indulgent pleasure. She reached down and gripped his head, and stared down into his eyes.

Earl felt a surge of happy, grateful feelings for her and the tears spilled suddenly as the emotions welled up, a spiritual, tender bliss filling him from head to foot, making his whole body tingle.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

But she was not looking at him tenderly now. She was suddenly looking lost and dumbfounded. She reached down to wet her finger in his tears, and then raised it to her lips to taste it.

“Tears,” she said, wonderingly, “tears of joy.”

Earl looked up at her. For him it was nothing remarkable. He was always welling up like that. His soul was so full of light.

She was looking down at him still, but now he could have sworn that there was envy in her eyes.

“What?” he asked, uncomprehending.

She got up suddenly, in one angry movement, looking away from him.

“Go away, now,” she said. "Give me my things back."

“What is wrong with tears?” asked Earl, getting to his feet but hesitating. He took off the bra and knickers.

She turned slowly to look at him, taking the bra and slipping it up her arms.

“We have no tears here, but bitter ones,” she said, with a sort of vacant finality.

“Don’t be silly,” said Earl.

“Oh, you know everything, don’t you?”

“Well, no...”

“No,” she said with sudden vehemence, “you don’t!”

She stepped up to him and took back her underwear, slipping it on absently as she talked. Earl tried not to look at the way her breasts filled the shiny elastic material of the cups of her bra, straining against them with delicious tension.

“This is not like other places,” she went on. She reached out to touch his still glistening cheeks.

“OH!!” she said, suddenly breaking down, “it’s so HORRIBLE!!!”

“What is horrible?” asked Earl, baffled.

“We have no souls here, do you see?” she almost yelled. “We are empty!!”

“That’s impossible,” said Earl, with certainty.

“I sold it,” she said, covering her lovely face, “to Miss Malice long ago. LONG AGO!!!”

“Sold it?”

“She owns this place,” she snapped, “didn’t you know that?” She knelt down and covered her face. “And she owns everyone in it. It’s by her power that we exist from year to year.”

Earl frowned, nonplussed.

“I traded my soul,” she whispered, sobbing bitterly. “Gave it to her. She ate it greedily, with relish! And now I cannot age! Cannot die, do you see!!?”

“Everyone has to die.”

“Not us, didn’t you know that? You can't die without a soul!"

“Well,” said Earl, with a shrug, “I have heard rumours about this place but I never thought....”

“Well, they are true...” she spat, her face a mask of agony, “you don’t appreciate what a precious thing you have inside you. Oh!”

Though it was difficult to witness her distress, he could not stop looking at her breasts as they heaved with her disquiet, bouncing slightly as she sobbed. She noticed the direction of his gaze and gradually quietened, curving her back so that he got a good view, caressing her nipples through the taut, gleaming fabric of her bra. She moved closer to him, sinuously, sensually, holding his eyes.

“You are bound for heaven, yes,” she whispered, as she came right up to him, “Your soul is full of light.”

“Well, maybe,” said Earl, with a light laugh.

“But you don’t have everything you want do you?”

She cupped her tits in her hands and lifted them up to his face.

“N-no,” said Earl, his mouth suddenly dry, his eyes riveted on the straining gold cups.

“No,” she repeated, with a thin smile, “but we could both have what we want most tonight.”

“What?”

She smiled, her eyes glittering.

“You can free me.”

“Well, I would like to do that, of course,” said Earl, frowning.

“The water is the hundred year water,” she went on, “it is possible, yes.”

“Ah, the tide,” said Earl, “yes the sun’s declination and the height of the moon are exactly in line and the planets....”

“Yes,” she said, cutting him off, “I have learned a little from Miss Malice. Enough maybe.” She was suddenly trembling from head to foot with excitement.

“I should get dressed and go back,” said Earl, “my shipmates...”

“Don’t worry about them,” she said quickly, “we can tell them anything. You will help me, won’t you? It won’t take long.”

“All right,” said Earl.

“Thank you.”

“Can I get dressed?”

"Not yet."

She took out a pin from her hair and pricked her finger with it. Earl gasped and stepped back, but she went past him and drew a design with her blood on the wooden floorboards next to the slim, ornate column in the corner that supported the ceiling. She was evidently hurrying as much as she could, but making sure that the lines and angles were correct.

“Are you sure about this?” asked Earl, looking with trepidation at the red pentangle appearing under her slow precise strokes. “You haven’t really explained what is going to happen.”

“It must be done when the water is highest,” she whispered, shooting him a hard glance. “We don’t have much time.”

“High water is just after midnight,” said Earl. “A sailor knows that, you know. About fifteen minutes, give or take, although the tide chooses its own time to change.”

Ignoring him, she got up and went to a chest of drawers, opening the bottom drawer quickly. There was a number of fetishistic items there, collars and chains and other sexual paraphernalia. She took out a number of chains, manacles and a heavy studded collar.

Earl’s eyes went wide as she came towards him with them in her hands.

“Don’t worry,” she said, with a smirk, forestalling his question, “they are not going on you. They go on me.”

Earl still had a quizzical look on his face, though the fear had receded somewhat.

“On you?”

He watched as she put the restraints down on the floor and quickly took off her knickers. Her cock hung down between her thighs, semi flaccid. Earl tore his eyes away from it with difficulty as she took off the golden choker from her neck and replaced it with the heavy collar.

Then she reached down to snap a pair of manacles round her ankles, joined by a very short chain.

Another chain she snapped onto a ring at the back of the collar, letting it run down her spine and hang round the back of her thighs. Then she knelt in the pentangle, and passed the chain round that between the manacles, drawing it  tight so that her back was arched backwards slightly, then she passed a padlock through two of the links, securing it in place. She was thus held in a kneeling position inside the pentangle and with her back to the post.

She pointed at a remaining restraint, a pair of handcuffs.

“Give them to me,” she said.

Earl obeyed, wide eyed.

She snapped the cuffs round one slim wrist and then reached round with both hands behind her back, round the pillar, and snapped the other one in place, pushing them tightly closed so there was no chance of her hands slipping out.

She was now chained, kneeling, in the middle of the pentangle, with no chance of being able to free herself.

“Where is the key?” asked Earl, concerned for her.

“We’ll worry about that later, it’s nearly time.”

“W-what do I do?” asked Earl.

“Suck me,” she answered, opening her thighs, “like before.”

“What? What will that do?”

“I need some of energy, that’s all,” she said, breathlessly, “and I want you to benefit, too, and reward you as I said I would.”

“Oh,” said Earl, “you don’t need to worry about that.”

“Kuh! Just your strength, then, please, it is beginning!”

Earl looked at her limp prick and hesitated.

“Put on the knickers, you can keep them afterwards if you like, just do it!!”

Earl looked at the golden material where she had left them on the floor and his stomach lurched at their beauty. It was an offer that was too good to refuse. He took them up and slipped them on again, and again he was immediately lost in the beautiful sensation of having a golden feminine crotch. They brought back the pleasure of having her in his mouth and he knelt with sudden eagerness between her legs and slipped his lips over her quickly hardening helmet.

“Yes, my little slut,” she whispered, “adore it, and don’t break the contact no matter what. If you do, it will be all for nothing!”

Earl couldn’t answer because his mouth was full of her throbbing prick.

Her breathing began to come in gasps.

Earl wondered how long it was all going to take and then began to experience a strange giddiness, a lightness inside.

“Now, picture my tits,” she said, breathlessly. “The water.....it’s nearly....”

Earl had no difficulty picturing her tits. His mind settled easily onto that image, as if it were on a familiar railway line. “Imagine....” she said, “the weight at your chest.....imagine it!! That beautiful, straining weight!!

Earl groaned at the very thought of it, the gold material taut and gleaming over the twin mounds of exquisite flesh, jutting from his chest.

“Yes,” she said, gasping.

Earl was suddenly aware of something that felt like hard fingers deep inside him, prising something little by little out of a deep recess, something fundamental and essential. He felt a stab of fear, trying to resist it.

“No!” she snapped, “let it go!”

Earl moaned in fear.

“Your breasts are SO beautiful,” she crooned, “oh, run your fingers over them, how the nipples ache for Your touch! ACHE!!

He thought he heard something scream deep inside him, as if under intolerable pressure. The fear stabbed up again.

“Feel their exquisite weight pulling down as you suck me, you little whore,” she whispered urgently "feel them!!

Earl moaned and knew something fundamentally bad was happening to him.  Something was going out of him with a terrible, despairing wail, something of immeasurable value. He concentrated on keeping it and the terrible sense of slippage stopped. It began to inch back and he felt the world begin to right itself again.

No! Concentrate on your new breasts!! What beautiful tits you have!! The bra is tight about your chest, slut, she breathed, so beautifully tight. Tight and smooth and straining to hold up your tits. Your jutting, beautiful tits.”

Earl groaned aloud, his mouth still full of cock. The article from deep inside him paused, caught between immense forces as he imagined with having tits would be like.

Don’t you want them? Wouldn’t you give anything for them?

Earl whimpered, and the cacophony in his head grew even more strident.

So heavy and sensitive, firm and jutting, mmmm, imagine how they would feel!!!!

And it seemed to Earl that as he thought about what she said he was indeed beginning to feel a weight growing at his chest, the straps of a bra digging into his shoulders. And the thing of great worth was moving out of him again, clutch at its normal recess as hard as it might.

Yes!! Oh, yes!! She whispered, and it was as though she was in his head now.   Let it go!!! Surrender!!! Give it to me!! The tits are YOURS NOW. ENJOY THEM. Indeed it did seem that there was something heavy at his chest now, and the bra was very real to him.

Earl suddenly felt a mouth working at his prick, licking and caressing it, and this sexual stimulation heightened everything to an unbearable pitch.

Oh, feel those breasts!!! Keep your mind on them, always on them if you want to keep them!

The last of that precious quality that had been so hard to let go of was stretching out in one last desperate attempt to cling to him, becoming thinner and thinner.

“Let go!!” she said, with an edge of fear to her voice, “the water! It is turning! Give it to me or you will not keep your lovely tits! It will be too late!!

He felt hands on his breasts, caressing them, and the aching tingle as fingers stroked his nipples seemed to go right down to the empty place were the old thing had been, filling it with molten lust.

Let go NOW!!!

The mouth continued to work at his prick and with a terrible groan; he surrendered himself utterly to it, becoming a creature of sensual pleasure. The thin cord stretched still more, but it was hopeless now. With a last despairing wail, it snapped altogether.

Oh, yes!! YES!!!!

Just as he was about to come, the mouth slipped off his prick. He shuddered, totally exhausted, trembling from head to foot. He know that something fundamental had changed. Something terrible.

He opened his eyes and stared in shock. He was looking at himself. Looking at himself laughing and hugging himself and dancing round the room.

“Oh, YES!!”

He looked down and saw that he was wearing a gold bra, with straining mounds of brown flesh in the cups. His body was securely chained so that he could hardly move. His prick dripped and throbbed at this groin, desperate for relief. Lust filled him inside. Lust and nothing else. Apart from the burning need, there was only a yawning, aching hole. The ache of something missing. He groaned in distress and despair, looking up at the delighted figure of his old self, cavorting for pure joy.

“OH, YES!!!”

Despite the molten lust inside him, Earl struggled to rise, to get out of the pentangle, but the chains held him securely.

“Please,” he begged, in his new feminine voice, “what have you done?”

He heard the sound of his own laughter, though he thought his voice had never sounded so evil.

His old body came over to him and giggled.

“Poor baby,” she crooned, “trapped, trapped, trapped. And I am free!!”

“No,” he moaned. He sensed that the moment had not yet passed. The waters were still at their height, though poised to turn at any moment. “Please!” he said.

The one who now inhabited his body, and owned the soul attached to it, smiled. She knew what he meant. She had made sure to secure her old body well. He could see the amusement and triumph in his old eyes and knew that she had planned for this. She was not in the pentangle now. Only he was, bound on his knees, and she would not enter it again until the moment of transition had passed, making the change permanent.

He heard her giggle again and approach just near enough to see the despair and fear play in his eyes, enjoying the spectacle.

“Please,” he begged, in his new feminine voice.

She laughed again, delighted. She held up a little brass key on a chain, just out of his reach. The key to the handcuffs.

“Oh it was almost worth those centuries of captivity and emptiness, just for this moment.”

“Centuries?”

“Never mind, you might find another sucker in a hundred years when the tide is right, but will you ever find a soul as bright and loving as the one you gave into my hands in exchange for tits?”

She laughed at the very thought of it. “I don’t think so.”

Earl bowed his head and felt tears prick his eyes.

“Oh, tears,” she giggled, tracing them with her finger, “but not the same tears as before, are they? They were lovely, warm happy tears, weren’t they? The sort I can have when my lovely new soul feels full of peace and hope and someone is kind to me. No, these tears are bitter, aren’t they? Oh, so bitter and sad and empty. Forever empty.”

At that moment, there came the sound of approaching footsteps and Earl saw his old face grow suddenly fearful. He saw his old body cross quickly to him and bend down over him.

“Must go now, sweetie,” said his old voice, giggling, and “be a good girl. I’ll send you postcards from home.”

“At least give me relief?” asked Earl, his new black prick still straining between his legs.

“Believe me you don’t want that. There is nothing else inside you now but lust. Cumming leaves an emptiness behind is unendurable. Cum as little as possible, pet.”

He, for she was a he now, paused at the door.

“And by the way, don’t disobey, Miss Malice.”

Then Earl was alone. He heard the sound of a scuffle outside, and then silence.

Presently, the door opened and Miss Malice came in.

“What has happened here? She demanded. “I felt a flow of power.”

She crossed to where Earl was tied in the pentangle and he cried out as she slapped his face viciously with her gloved hand.

“You should know that I expect an answer to any question of mine, at once,” she snapped.

“Please,” whimpered Earl, “this is all wrong. She said she wanted me to help her escape. That was all.”

Miss Malice frowned and gripped Earl’s fuzzy hair. She looked intently at him for a moment and then threw back her head and laughed.

“Oh,” she said, “I see. Well she has done that all right.”

She looked down at him, her hands on her hips.

“I’m not pleased that she has escaped, but then she did leave me a new pet to control and torment, didn’t she?”

“Please, there has been some mistake.” Earl proceeded to tell her all the reasons for why he was not really what he seemed and how he had to get his old body and soul back. Miss Malice waited patiently for him to finish and then kicked him brutally in the balls.

“Lesson number one,” she said without a trace of pity, “everything under this roof belongs to me. And that includes you. UNDERSTOOD??” She kicked him viciously again.

Earl nodded and pleaded that he understood and would obey, doubled up with the pain.

She nodded and unlocked the hand cuffs.

“Now,” she said, “you are a working girl and the night is not over.”

“Please,” said Earl,  his backside stiff and bleeding.

“Lesson number two. Being in pain is no excuse not to work. Follow me.”

She led him down the stairs, then through a door, and along a short passage.  Despite the pain, Earl enjoyed the grace and lightness and sensuality of his new body, and loved the sensation of his breasts bouncing slightly as he went. She opened a door.

“Inside,” she snapped. It was a tiny dark cubicle, and the only light came through a little round opening about waist high. Earl quailed at the sight of it but did not resist as Miss Malice pushed him down to his knees. She removed the gold choker from his neck and replaced it with an iron one attached by a short chain to the partition just below the hole.

“She earned that gold collar,” said Miss Malice, “and this is where she started. So will you. What was Your name before?

“E-Earl,” he stammered.

“Now you are Pearl, then,” she said with an evil laugh. “Pearl the glory hole slut.”

Pearl whimpered but did not dare resist.

“The rules are simple Pearl, dear. Five hundred dollars a day, or you get whipped. Understood?”

“Y-yes, Miss Malice.”

“Good. Now I realise that there is only half the night left, so I will mark your door with a bargain price and put the word around. If I say you are a new girl that will get them coming in, too. Enjoy!”

With that she went out, locking the access door behind her.

Pearl waited in the darkness for someone to come into the cubicle. The first one was a shock. It was the captain! He pissed noisily into the bowl missing mostly and glanced at the hole.

“Five dollars?” he mused, searching his pockets. “Here.” He dropped them through the hole and then stood against the partition, thrusting his cock through the partition for her to suck. He had not even wiped the piss from his cock head.

“Come on, slut,” he said, dangerously.

“Yes!” said Pearl, in a panic, and she took him into her mouth at once, afraid of anything getting back to Miss Malice. It tasted of piss and she nearly retched but carried on staunchly and swallowed his load.

“Clean it properly,” he snapped.

She did so and without another word he stepped out. Behind him, another man stepped into the cubicle and took a drunken piss.

“Let me lick it clean for you,” she found herself saying, “I want your cum.”

“Fuck off, slut,” he said, and went out.

Pearl whimpered in the darkness. It was going to be a long night. A long eternity with no soul, no heart, just an empty space where they used to be and an insatiable lust for sex.

This was the mark of Miss Malice, cleaned out inside and left to suffer and adore her forever.

Pearl reached up to feel and caress her breasts and the bliss of that feeling compensated for everything and more.

The door to the cubicle opened and Pearl leaned towards the hole, licking her lips. She was finding it so easy to forget her old life. It had all been pretence anyway. This was the first natural thing that she had ever done, the true expression of what she had always been deep down.

Coins rang on the hard floor and the light disappeared as something plugged the hole. She leaned across and felt for the cock head with her tongue, moaning with pleasure as she took it into her mouth and began to worship it. All she ever wanted was to be a slut, and now she was. She swallowed another load of cum after a few moments of her eager caresses and was not at all surprised or troubled to see that it was James, the young cadet. What did it matter? A cock was a cock. She could hardly remember how it felt to be on the other side of the partition.

‘Earl’ was a stupid macho name that had never suited her. She had always been ‘Pearl’ inside.

The End
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