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Foreword

Welcome to the first short story in the Transformations: Tingles Series, Britt-Ney. This is a work of erotica meant for adults. It is not for the faint of heart – there are elements of mind control and bondage bordering on horror in the pages to follow. It is fantasy, pure and simple, meant for those who are aroused by BDSM, mind control, and body modification themes.

You might find this work disturbing, but just remember it is a work of fantasy. None of the mind control methods presented are real. This is simply story time for people who want to be in control or those who want to lose control.

We are a couple who bring our fantasies to the printed page, and we hope you enjoy this story and share it with your lover.

Sincerely,

Wayne and Ann Triskelion
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The hot Cuban sun blazed above the palace veranda. Maria Marapova lay nude on the pool chair, her ivory skin glistening. A beautiful woman with long black hair pulled back in a pony tail knelt between her widespread thighs. The girl’s tongue flicked expertly against the inverted crucifix piercing the hood of Maria’s clit while she fucked Maria's tight pussy with her index and middle fingers.

Maria sighed as the girl caressed her G-Spot with each masterful thrust.

"Sister, your whore is exquisite," Maria groaned.

Beside her, Sister, the supreme ruler of Cuba, lay on a matching lounge chair. Her brown, tattooed body moved with each thrust from the muscular pool boy fucking her.

Sister smiled at her from behind her black sunglasses. "I had her specially made a few weeks ago. I do love my toys."

Maria smiled and caressed her own breasts - breasts that stood straight up without sagging. "Mmm, you can fuck me now, dear."

The brunette stopped licking her pussy and stood up, leaving her fingers inside.

Maria nibbled a fingernail as she looked down at the shemale's thick, twelve-inch cock. Heavy balls hung down from her crotch, and Maria knew she would find a tight pussy tucked behind them. "Tell me, dear - were you a man they made into a woman, or a woman they turned into a man?"

The 'girl' licked her pink lips. "I honestly can't remember, Mistress." She took her thick cock with her free hand and pumped it. The purple head swelled to the size of a ripe plum and precum dripped out in a long stream. "Pussy or ass, Mistress?"

Maria laughed. "Pussy first."

The brunette nodded politely. "Yes, Mistress." She pulled her fingers from Maria's snatch and replaced it with the head of her thick cock. She guided it in slowly.

Maria drew in a sharp breath. "Ooo… God I missed being home."

The brunette smiled. "Welcome home, Mistress." She was fully inside Maria's pussy and began slow, arduous strokes. With one hand, she simultaneously rubbed Maria's clit.

Sister laughed. "Fuck me harder, please, Richard. Both holes."

The pool boy began pumping hard with both of his cocks. The cock at the top of his crotch was fourteen inches and thick as Sister's arm, it was plunging into and out of her pussy in long strokes.

The one below it pistoning into and out of her ass was eight inches long and thinner.

Maria felt her orgasm building. "Unnh… you must tell me how they created him."

"Oh, Dios!" Sister groaned. "Richard? I'm not really sure… they do so many experiments at the cathedral. I know they start out with twins and use the best parts from both."

"Please, Mistress, may I?" Richard whispered.

"No, Richard. I like you frustrated. You try harder. I'll let you cum again in a few months." Sister cried out and came.

Richard whined as Sister convulsed beneath him, impaled on his two cocks.

Maria laughed and pulled the brunette down on top of her. Maria kissed her, raping her throat with her tongue as the shemale thrust.

Maria threw her head back and laughed. "When I scream, you may cum."

The brunette smiled and smothered Maria's face with kisses. "Thank you, Mistress!"

A few minutes later, Maria screamed, and the brunette pumped a gallon of cum into her.

***

As the sun set, Sister stood beside Maria on the veranda. They had changed into their clothes: Sister in her black, rubber nun's habit and stiletto boots, and Maria in her white latex miniskirt and matching halter.

Both wore identical inverted pentagrams at their throat: symbol of the Church of Morpheus.

Sister stared into the red sun. "The United States is preparing a case against us at the Hague. As a prelude, they are filing a case against us in their own courts - in Manhattan."

Maria took her hand. "They have nothing, my Lady."

Sister was silent.

"No one would testify against us," Maria said. She looked at Sister's face and saw a troubled brow. "Would they?"

"A few weeks ago, there was a… mistake. A half-finished whore managed to escape from the cathedral facility. She made it to the American embassy. They have her in New York now. She's talking, telling them everything that happened to her. Worse, their doctors are examining her. They're going to learn our secrets of mind control and body modification."

"We have agents throughout the US government, senators on our payroll, surely someone can get to her?"

"They are keeping her well-hidden. We may not be able to stop her in time. I need you to return to the United States. You're still licensed to practice law in New York, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. You will represent the Church in the case."

"Who is opposing counsel?"

Sister smiled. She handed a small tablet computer to Maria. "Her name is Britt Connors. Brilliant, top of her class. She'll be a senator within a few years, perhaps president in a few more."

Maria looked at the tablet and gasped.

Sister laughed. "Yes, I thought you might have that reaction."

The girl was beautiful, honey blonde hair framing a delicate face with piercing green eyes. "She's exquisite."

Sister nodded. "Don't let your pussy do your thinking for you, Chief Perverter. This exquisite girl is a legal genius - she may be your intellectual equal, Maria."

Maria caressed the girl's face on the screen. "I certainly hope so."

***

I have them, Britt Connors thought.

The twelve members of the jury stared at her in rapt attention as she spoke. "For the last six weeks, the state has shown you witness after witness, mothers and fathers, sisters and brothers, husbands and wives, even best friends of those people who have been victimized by the so-called Church of Morpheus, that shadowy group who overthrew the government of Cuba and instituted a theocracy, extolling the virtues of state sponsored prostitution and vice. And, now they have come to the shores of liberty bringing their pestilence of brainwashing and manipulation - turning innocent vacationers into mindless sex workers, shipping them off to foreign shores in what can only be called white slavery..."

"Oh, objection, your honor," the counsel for the Church called out. "I wasn't aware we were giving closing arguments until after tomorrow." Maria Marapova was an immensely tall woman with gravity defying breasts and platinum blonde hair. Throughout the trial, she had countered every accusation Britt had leveled.

"Sustained," Judge Bradshaw said. He looked at Britt with tired eyes. "Miss Connors, while we appreciate your zeal, let's hold off on pontification until closing tomorrow, shall we?"

Britt did her practiced acquiescence stare at the floor. "I apologize your honor, but when I hear the stories of these abducted women, I just can't stop..."

"Your honor, if she's going to continue this, my clients and I demand equal time," Maria said.

He held up his hand. "Enough theatrics, Miss Connors. I reserve the right to hold you in contempt for dramatization, get me?"

"Of course, your honor." Again, the practiced look of acquiescence before she returned to her table.

She smiled at Maria Marapova, the balloon titted bimbo she was destroying.

Maria smiled back, and Britt had the very uncomfortable impression the woman was looking at her 5'4" A cupped frame with more lust than contempt.

When she sat down at the table, Britt's boss leaned over the railing behind her. "You got this, Britt. Your next stop is Washington, Counselor."

Britt smiled. One more trophy on her wall. At twenty-four, Britt was the wunderkind of the US legal scene. She had graduated at the top of her class at Harvard at twenty-one, and then shocked the legal community when she went straight to the US Attorney's office at a fraction of the salary she was being promised by private sector recruiters.

But, Britt had a plan. A few years as a prosecuting attorney, a few terms as a US Senator, President by the age of 35. A lofty goal but Britt was more than worthy of it.

She knew what it took to get ahead in a man's world and not give up her feminist principles. She had entered college with natural D cups. As soon as she had insurance and money, she had them reduced to perky A cups.

"But, why, Britt?" her doctor had asked. "I perform these operations on women who are in pain from the constant weight, you're just a well-endowed, healthy young woman."

"When I walk into a courtroom, I want those men to see brains not boobs," she had told him.

Which is why she had her long blonde hair done up in a severe bun and wore heavy black plastic glasses with flat plano lenses. She was going to be every blonde girl's counter argument to the ditzy blonde stereotype.

"Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, tomorrow we will hear from the state's lead witness in the case, and then we will move on to hear from the defense," Judge Bradshaw said as he banged the gavel. "Court is adjourned until 9:00 AM tomorrow morning. Bailiffs, please sequester the jury."

Everyone rose, and, as usual, all eyes were on Maria Marapova, the amazon sex goddess.

Britt looked at the ridiculous ballet shoes from hell the woman wore: bending her foot at almost a ninety-degree angle to accommodate the eight-inch stiletto. And, why for God's sake? The woman stood at least six feet tall without the wretched things. Long legs led up to a perfect heart shaped, and very broad ass. And, then there were the tits of course that had left DDD far behind. How big were they, she wondered?

"J," Maria said out loud.

"Excuse me," Britt asked as the courtroom emptied.

"You were wondering what size? J cups, dear."

Britt gathered her things and rushed out of the room as Maria smirked.

***

The bimbo was everywhere.

Britt stared at the television on her office wall in disbelief.

Maria Marapova was talking to the press, even though both sides had been warned against it by old Judge Bradshaw.

"This case is not about alleged abductions; this case is about the persecution of religious and sexual freedom. Repression, at its most vile, perpetrated by the US government," Maria said, staring into the camera with her hypnotic ice blue eyes.

"So, the Church denies the abduction charges?"

"Of course, the very idea is distasteful. What we are seeing here are repressed people fear mongering. All these alleged abductees are really just people who came to Cuba for a sexcation and fell in love with our free and open society..."

Britt muted the television. "Whore."

"Yeah, maybe so, but that whore is a force of fucking nature in that courtroom," her boss, Thomas Gould said as he leaned in her door. "Every time the sideshow stands up, half the men in the room have to adjust their pants. Shit, half the women squirm."

"Tell me about it."

"But, you've beaten her, Britt. She might be the irresistible force, but you are the immovable object."

"Thanks, Thomas. It all hinges on tomorrow. As provocative as it was, all our evidence to this point has been hearsay."

"Just wait till Charlene Fuentes takes the stand tomorrow. Between her testimony and the medical reports? We'll be on our way to The Hague for international sanctions against this horror show Church of Morpheus. Or, rather, you'll be on your way."

"What's that?"

Thomas smiled. "Orders from the Attorney General. If we win tomorrow, and you will, you're taking this to The Hague. Congratulations, Counselor."

Britt smiled. "I'm honored."

Thomas laughed. "Bullshit. You're the most stone-cold shark to swim through this office since they built the building. I'm proud as hell of you. Now, take an old man's advice and go get some sleep."

There weren't many men who got her, most were terrified of her, but Thomas Gould was the exception.

"Yeah, soon, I want to go over her testimony one more time."

"Okay, get the lights on your way out."

Britt pulled up the video deposition of their lead witness, Charlene Fuentes. The twenty-one-year old's pretty face filled the screen.

Chestnut hair framed her high cheekbones. Her black eyes darted left and right in a perpetual look of terror.

"So, just tell us what happened."

Her voice was high pitched and girly in stark contrast to the tired, terrified face. "My girlfriend, Gina, and I went down to Cuba for spring break. She's like, 'A sexcation will be fun.'"

"And, was it fun?"

"For the first day or so, and then I met the White Witch."

"White Witch?"

"A tall woman with red hair and big, you know, breasts. She touched my hand."

"Then what?"

"I woke up in a hospital, or something like that. People were screaming, tied down to gurneys. And, they... they stuck needles in me and told me..."

"Who were they, and what did they tell you?"

"Different people. Nuns in latex habits, and whores like you saw on the street. And, a doctor in a black rubber suit."

"What did they say?"

"They... they said I was going to be a whore, but that I had to be... modified first." She began to sob uncontrollably. The camera pulled back to reveal her massive breasts.

“Ms. Fuentes, what size were your breasts before they gave you these shots?”

She sniffled. “I wore a B cup.”

“And, now?”

“A few hours after the shots, I was a K cup. I didn’t even know that was a size.” She stared at the camera. “When he gave me the shots, the doctor said the Church really wanted to slut me up.”

Britt paused the video.

As horrible as the case was, it was going to put Britt in the White House someday.

***

Britt wasn't sure when she fell asleep in her desk chair. But, she had vivid nightmares of Maria Marapova dressed in white latex. The woman took her hand and whispered, "We're going to make you a whore, dear."

She awoke with a start to the smell of strawberries and apples.

She rubbed her eyes and sat up.

Maria Marapova sat in front of her desk staring at her with her ice blue eyes. "You're very beautiful when you sleep."

Britt almost cried out. She shook her head. "How the fuck did you get in here?"

Britt reached for her phone. "Security?"

"Oh, they won't help you. Both of them are asleep, will be for an hour or so." She looked amused.

"You cannot be here. You need to leave right now." Britt fumbled for her purse.

"Why call yourself Britt? What was wrong with Brittney?"

She opened her purse. "My goddamned name is my business. You need to leave right now!" She pulled out a thirty-eight revolver and leveled it at Maria's heaving chest.

Maria turned her head sideways, "Do you have a permit for that, Brittney?"

She cocked the revolver. "I'm a US attorney prosecuting an international sex slave ring, what do you think? And, my fucking name is Britt."

Maria smiled. "Alleged international sex slave ring."

"Miss Marapova, I'm feeling threatened in my office at, what, 4:00 AM in the morning, by a woman who says she rendered my security guards unconscious. You are about to be shot."

Maria stood up and leaned over the desk, displaying a dark chasm of breast flesh. "Then shoot."

Britt pulled the trigger. Click.

Maria laughed and came around to Britt's side of the desk as Britt pulled the trigger again and again.

"Poor, Brittney, I unloaded your gun while you slept. I also took your cellphone and unplugged your desk phone."

She rolled Britt back in her chair and then sat down on the edge of the desk, her knees apart.

Maria's skirt rode up, revealing stockingless creamy white skin.

Britt was looking at the woman's crotch as she slowly revealed it.

Maria took her hand. "Rest, dear. You're awake, but your arms are very heavy, and you can't get out of the seat."

Britt felt dazed and heavy. Drugged? She drugged me? While I was asleep?

“No drugs, darling. Just my will.” She placed a long stiletto on either side of Britt’s chair. “I am very, very impressed by you, Brittney.”

Britt screamed as the woman raised the hem of her white dress revealing her glistening, nude sex. Her outer and inner labia were pierced with numerous rings and a silver inverted crucifix pierced the hood of her clitoris. She leaned forward and touched Britt’s temple. “Quiet please, nothing above the level of a pleasant conversation between lovers.”

Britt’s scream lowered in volume till it was little more than a whisper.

“Much better, Brittney, now we can talk like civilized women.”

“Fuck you.”

“Oh, no. Maybe someday, but for now, I’m the butch and you’re the femme.” She laughed and massaged her clit piercing.

Britt stared at the cross’s movement.

“A little education, first. Your feminist ire has been ignited because you feel we are a misogynistic order. Nothing could be farther from the truth. True, the god Morpheus is male - very much so. Have you seen the statues in his image? With the very long thick male member that ends below his knees? A trifle heavy handed, I agree; however, 100% accurate.” She leaned forward and whispered, “I took as much of him as I could, in all three openings, but I could not satisfy him. Mmm, but his cum? I can still taste it.”

“You’re a nutcase.”

Maria laughed. “But, Morpheus aside, the sleeping goddess Lilith is his lieutenant, and Sister, the leader of the Church in Cuba? She rules the entire island - a theocracy? Yes, but also a matriarchy.”

Maria slowly unbuttoned her overburdened bodice, revealing a straining white latex bra encasing full breasts.

“You kept staring at me in court. You like my breasts, don’t you?”

She undid the front clasp and her breasts swung free. Both engorged nipples had steel rings attached. At first, Britt thought they were pierced; however, the rings were attached to clamps that squeezed her nipples.

Maria twisted the rings and the clamps released.

Twin jets of liquid spurted from the long, thick nipples.

Britt made a squeaking sound.

Maria Marapova was lactating clear liquid onto Britt’s shoes and feet.

Maria laughed and laid the rings on the desk behind her. “I could never have imagined what I’ve become. We live in a time of wonders. You know I almost starved to death on the street in Russia. So long ago now. I can’t even speak the language anymore. I sound like I’m from the Midwest, people say.” She smiled warmly.

Britt’s feet were tingling where the liquid had dripped on them.

“Where were we? Oh, yes. We were discussing the mistaken impression the Church is misogynistic.”

“You victimize women.”

“No, we victimize everyone. Men and women alike. We use whores to control men - it’s the most efficient method. But, that is not going to be your future, Brittney. We have different classes, castes if you will, you’re either going to be a professional or, if it’s left up to me, you’re going to be an acolyte. A sister in the order of Morpheus. You’re going to rule the world one day, or part of it.”

“And, what are you? Other than certifiable.”

“Technically, I’m a whore. Though, my particular classification is a bit more complicated. I am a Perverter, what poor Charlene Fuentes referred to as a ‘White Witch’. An insulting and inaccurate term by the way.”

Britt was trembling. “Well, tomorrow, Perverter or White Witch or whatever you are, you and your whole sick fucking cult are going to be exposed.”

Maria smiled. “Oh, no, darling, you are so wrong.”

“When Charlene takes the stand at 9:00…”

“Darling, by 9:00 AM, Charlene Fuentes will be on a flight back to Cuba, being used in every orifice. And, when she is back home, we will complete her bimbification. She’ll be fucking on the street in Havana by tomorrow night, dumb and happy as if none of this ever happened.”

Britt gritted her teeth. “You couldn’t possibly have found…”

“803 East Walnut Avenue. Four US Marshall’s guarding her. One of them works for us. You were doomed from the beginning.”

Britt strained trying to get up from the seat. She felt like her arms and legs weighed a ton. “What have you done to me?”

“A harmless mind control. Temporary.” She leaned forward and began unbuttoning Britt’s blouse.”

“Stop it!”

“Get used to not being in control.” She opened the blouse, exposing Britt’s white lace bra. “Front closure, how convenient.”

Britt started sobbing.

“Shh, I have to do this. I’m sorry. You’re such a talented litigator, and you’ve been giving me little peeks at your closing arguments for days. Despite my considerable charms, you might manage to sway the jury - and it’s dreary in the Netherlands. We want this to end here.” She undid the clasp and exposed Britt’s little breasts.

Maria frowned and lifted Britt’s right breast. “What on earth?”

Britt was hyperventilating.

“You’ve been maimed! Why?” She traced her finger along the scars under Britt’s breasts from the reduction.

“So, I wouldn’t be a joke like you.” Britt growled. She wanted to see anger in Maria’s face. She was disappointed.

Maria looked at her with pity. She reached out and stroked Britt’s face. “My God, how unhappy you must be.” Maria teared up and she wiped her eyes. “Well, you’ll be unhappy now, for a while, but things are going to get much better.” She opened her purse and took out two bottles with neon colored liquids.

One was glowing red. The bottle said: Titty Grow (Slow acting) One CC per cup size.

The other was electric green: Slutifier (Time release).

“What are you going to do with those?”

Maria took out three needles. “This will hurt, darling. I’m sorry.”

Britt cried out and shook her head violently - the only movement she was capable of. “No! No! No!”

“Shh, listen now. Starting at 9:00 these will kick in. I’m sorry you’re going to embarrass yourself in public, but this is world conquest dear.” She drew six CCs of titty grow into a needle.

“Six? No, that will make me a DDD!”

“Count again, sweetheart. It will make you a G.”

“No!”

“Don’t fight me, it will only hurt worse. Now, after I inject you, I’m going to program you to forget everything I’ve done and, starting at 9:00, you’ll become, well, stupid.”

“Oh, God, no! Please, not my mind. I’ll do anything you want. I’ll join you.”

She patted he hand. “That part will only be temporary, just so you lose the case. In twenty-four hours, you’ll be back to normal, other than the much healthier sex drive and beautiful tits, and starting a new life in Cuba.” Maria pushed the needle through Britt’s nipple and into her breast.

***

Britt jolted awake.

She was face down on her desk with drool leaking from the corner of her mouth.

She sat up and grabbed her breasts. A little sore, but her blouse was buttoned, and her bra was closed.

She blinked. Well, of course her bra was closed. She’d had a dream, something about her breasts.

Her cell phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Britt? What the hell are you doing? Court starts in fifteen minutes,” Thomas said.

***

She ran through the marble corridor holding her briefcase against her chest. The clock above the courtroom said 8:58.

Thomas stood outside the door and shook his head. “Jesus, Britt. You want to give me a heart attack?”

“Thomas, I’m sorry. I fell asleep at my desk.”

“Never mind that, just get in there,” he said as he opened the door and let her pass.

The whole room turned to face her as she walked in.

Maria Marapova was smiling at her.

My dream, Britt thought. Maria had been in her dream.

“Nice of you to join us, Counselor,” Judge Bradshaw said over his glasses.

“My apologies, your honor.” She went through the gate and sat down quickly.

“Call your witness, Miss Connors.”

Britt stood up. “The state calls Charlene Fuentes, your honor.”

Thomas appeared behind her and touched her arm. “Stall.”

“What?”

“They’re not here.”

Britt turned back to the judge. “Your honor, um, Miss Fuentes is delayed.”

Maria stood up. “Your honor! This is an outrage. We’ve heard nothing but promises from the prosecution about Miss Fuentes’ damning testimony, and now they are playing games.”

Britt felt lightheaded. She looked at the clock. It was 9:00.

Britt turned and glared at Maria with her hands on her hips. “You shut up!” She said with a pout.

The entire courtroom was silent.

Finally, the judge spoke. “Miss Connors, if you don’t mind, I’ll be the one to tell people to shut up. I’ll start with you.”

Why had she done that? “I’m sorry, your honor, I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Bradshaw shook his head. “Counsels approach the bench please.”

Britt and Maria walked toward the judge.

“You’re looking rather busty today, Brittney,” Maria said as she walked beside Britt.

“My name is Britt, you slut.” Britt’s eyes grew wide. Her voice had come out high and squeaky.

“Oh, that’s adorable,” Maria said with a giggle.

Bradshaw cut off his microphone when they reached the stand. “Miss Connors, let me be clear. If you ever tell someone to shut up in my courtroom again, I’ll put you under a jail somewhere. Understood?”

Britt glanced up at Maria. “Yes, sir,” she said. The squeak was gone, but it was still high pitched, and her lips pouted after saying it.

Bradshaw glanced at her in annoyance. “Now, where in the hell is Miss Fuentes?”

“I’m sure she’ll be here like lickety split,” she said.

And, then she sucked her thumb.

Maria raised an eyebrow and looked from Britt to the judge. “Your honor, is this some kind of joke?”

“Your guess is as good as mine. The Counselor will kindly stop sucking her goddamned thumb.”

“Oops, sorry.” She took her thumb out of her mouth.

Britt suddenly realized people were looking at her butt, so she arched her back and spread her legs slightly.

Wait? What was she doing? Britt blinked trying to clear her mind. Her thoughts seemed to be surrounded in a pink cloud.

Her pussy was wet.

She suddenly realized she hadn’t been fucked in, like, at least a month.

Snap. The judge snapped his fingers in front of her eyes. “Miss Connors, are you even listening to me?”

“Hmm? Oh, yes, I’m sorry your honor.” Her mind kept drifting back to fucking.

“You have five minutes to get your client to the stand, otherwise the prosecution is going to rest, and Miss Marapova is going to present her defense.”

“Defense?” Maria asked. “Frankly your honor, there’s nothing to defend. All she has presented is hearsay from sad people whose loved one’s have embraced an alternative lifestyle. We have sworn depositions from every one of those so-called victims stating they have joined our religion of their own free will. I want to motion for a mistrial and end this anti-religious farce.”

“And, I will gladly entertain that motion in five minutes.”

Bradshaw stared over his glasses at Britt’s chest.

Britt had been listening to the conversation back and forth between Bradshaw and Maria, but she couldn’t really follow it. Too many words.

“Miss Connors?”

“Something the matter?” She thrust out her chest.

He glared at her. “Would you kindly rebutton your blouse and put those things away?”

Britt looked down.

Her breasts had pushed out over the top of her bra and were putting pressure on her blouse, causing two buttons to come undone.

The cleavage between her C cup breasts was clearly visible in the gap.

“Oopsy,” she quickly buttoned them up, but they threatened to come loose again.

She and Maria walked away from the stand.

“Brittney… Britt, I want you to know I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“For what I’ve done to you, dear.”

“That’s sweet. Is this almost over?”

Maria laughed and squeezed her hand. “Almost.”

Thomas was waiting for her when she reached her table. He leaned close. “Three of the Marshals are unconscious at the safehouse. Marshal Baxter and Charlene Fuentes are nowhere to be seen. They got her, Britt. Motherfuckers got to her.”

“Golly. That sucks.”

Thomas stared at her. “What?”

Baxter spoke up from the bench. “Miss Connors, five minutes are up, where is Miss Fuentes?”

“Umm, she’s not coming, your honor.”

Maria stood up. “Your honor, this has gone on long enough. I move for a mistrial.”

“Motion…”

“No!” Brittney squeaked. “You can’t do that! This is wrong! It’s not supposed to be this way.”

“Miss Connors!” Bradshaw yelled as he banged the gavel.

Brittney started crying. “It’s wrong to vic… victorize… aiggh! It’s wrong to make women fuck cocks they don’t want to fuck! And, it’s wrong to stick needles in their titties to make them grow, and needles in their tummies to make them all slutty. And, and…” Memories from the dream came flooding back. She pointed at Maria. “And, she stuck needles in my clitty and my little asshole, and now they won’t stop tingling and my panties are all soggy! That shit is just wrong!” She stomped her foot.

Her D cup breasts broke free of the blouse, sending the buttons flying.

They clattered across the marble floor and rolled against Maria’s high heels.

A hush went through the courtroom.

Tears streamed down Maria’s face. She mouthed the words: I’m sorry.

Brittney grabbed the front of her blouse and held it together.

Bradshaw pounded the gavel. “Miss Connors, I’m holding you in contempt! Further, I’m granting the mistrial.” He banged the gavel. “Case dismissed. Bailiff, take that woman to a cell and for God’s sake, find her something that fits.”

Brittney grabbed her briefcase and ran.

The bailiff passed by Maria on his way to take Brittney who was trying to push through the crowd. “Excuse me, Miss. You need to stop right there.”

Maria took the bailiff’s big hand. “It would be best for you to sleep now, dear,” she whispered.

The three-hundred-pound bailiff fell at Maria’s feet as Brittney ran out the door.

Maria took out her cellphone and held it to her ear. “She’s on her way out. Be very gentle with her.”

Maria Marapova, lead Perverter of the Church of Morpheus, stood up and gathered her things.

***

Brittney ran into the hallway and down the marble steps, not pausing at the doors to the street, but bursting out into the Manhattan crowd.

She gave up on trying to hold her shirt closed. She let go and her DD titties bounced free.

“A hospital,” she whispered. “I gotta find a hospital.”

People stopped and stared at the topless girl who ran past them, breasts bouncing.

There was a protest on the street. People held signs that said, “The Church of Morpheus IS the Patriarchy!”

A large woman in a sweatshirt pointed at Brittney’s breasts and yelled out. “Right on, sister! Death to the patriarchy! Set my titties free!” She pulled up the front of her shirt, exposing breasts that hung to her navel.

Everyone cheered.

A tall bald man in a black suit grabbed Brittney’s arm as she passed by. “Brittney, it’s okay. You need to come with me. Everything’s going to be all right.” He spoke into his lapel. “I got her just off the south steps.”

Brittney squealed in fright.

The man had the symbol of the Church of Morpheus on his lapel: an inverted red pentagram.

“Let her go, you misogynist prick!” Sweatshirt woman yelled.

“Aw, shit,” the man in black said. “I’m going to need help here.”

Three women tackled him, and Brittney scampered away into the subway.

***

She remembered how to get on the subway, and she remembered how to get to her train.

Brittney couldn’t remember where to get off.

Brittney, not Britt anymore. Britt was tough, Britt was smart.

Britt would never have mascara running down her cheeks as she clutched her briefcase against her chest to cover the now even larger breasts.

Brittney is a big dummy with even bigger titties, she thought. She cried harder. She wasn’t even sure what had happened. Somehow her boobies came back from before her surgery, and they had come back even bigger.

She had always been afraid her big titties would make her seem dumb. She never dreamed they would actually make her dumb.

And horny. She couldn’t stop thinking about cocks and cum. She felt empty inside and she needed something to fill her.

Luckily, she still had her glasses. They made her look smart at least.

And, her briefcase thingy. That was something smart people carried.

She held it out and looked at it. She smiled.

But, holding it out uncovered her big G cup breasts.

She squeaked and hugged it tight against her chest again. She looked slowly toward the back of the train.

Everybody was staring at her.

A white boy was smiling at her. He had on baggy jeans and a Knicks sweatshirt with gold chains dripping down his neck. He wore a Yankees cap, but with the wrong colors in the logo.

He started walking toward her.

She kept looking out the window.

He stood right in front of her, his crotch a foot from her lips. She stared at the lump in his jeans.

I’ll bet he has a big cock, she thought.

“Hey there, Baby Girl.”

“Hi,” she said timidly. She was dripping from her crotch, and, oddly, from her nipples. That couldn’t be right. Pussy juice made sense, because she was close to a boy and she was a horrible slut now.

But, why would milk be dripping out of her titties?

He hung from the overhead strap and rocked his hips back and forth.

Her eyes followed the lump.

“Can I sit wit you?”

She looked up at him. “What did you say?”

“I said, can I sit wit you?”

“I… I guess so.”

He sat down in the seat to her right and spread his legs wide.

She kept her eyes on the lump.

“What’s your name, sexy?”

“Brittney, what’s yours?”

“They call me Shadow, ya know? Like the White Shadow? On account I’m white but I’m gangsta.”

She stared at him. His words made even less sense than that whole lawyer talky thing Maria did with Judge Bradshaw.

“What you been cryin’ about, Baby Girl?

She shrugged. “On account of my titties got big, and I got dumb.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I saw them tig ol’ bitties of yours. They’re real nice.”

“You think so?” She looked at him with hope.

The boy smirked. “Well, I don’t know. I didn’t get that good a look. Why don’t you show me again?”

She looked nervously down the train.

“They don’t mind lookin’ at your titties. Here, why don’t you just give me that briefcase?”

She handed it to him and crossed her arms over her chest.

He took her wrists and pulled her arms down to her side.

“Fuck, Baby Girl. Those are some fine titties you got there.”

She looked down at her nipples and the clear drops of liquid clinging on the tips.

“Why don’t you stand up and let me get a look at the rest of you?”

An old woman called out from the middle of the train. “Hey, why don’t you leave her alone? Can’t you see she’s high?”

“Shut the fuck up and mind your bidness, bitch.”

“Degenerate!”

“Never you mind them, Baby Girl. You stand up like I told you.”

She stood up and turned her back to the rest of the train. They were in the last seats at the front of the train, so there was no one ahead.

He pulled the blouse out of her skirt and unbuttoned the two surviving buttons. Then he ran his hands up her sides under the blouse.

She shivered.

“You like that don’t you?” He squinted at her breasts. “Damn, how you got milk comin’ out?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. They got big and then they started leaking.”

He stood up and loomed over her. He ran his hand down the cavern between her breasts and then slid his hand flat against her stomach, into the waistband of her skirt.

Brittney moaned and bit her lip.

Shadow turned her around abruptly and bent her forward.

Her big breasts hung down for everyone to see.

The old woman shook her head.

Shadow lifted her skirt onto her hips and slid her panties down to her ankles. He pulled one foot out of the panties and left them hanging on the other ankle. “Spread for me, Baby Girl.”

A voice in her head tried to ask why she was listening to him? He was a man.

A louder voice said she was listening to him because he was a man.

She spread for him.

He ran his fingers over her wet pussy and asshole.

“Oh! That feels good.”

“Nice and tight,” he said as he slid a finger into her pussy.

“I’m calling the cops,” the old woman yelled.

He pulled his finger out and Brittney groaned.

“Don’t stop. I need it.”

He held his finger up to her lips. “Lick it.”

She licked and sucked his finger.

He laughed. “Baby Girl, I don’t know what kind of X you’re on, but I want some of dat shit.”

“They’ll be waiting on your ass at the next stop,” the old woman yelled.

“Yeah, not in that neighborhood, bitch.” He took off his cap and slipped his sweatshirt over his head.

He slipped the shirt over Brittney’s head.

She was swimming in it, but at least it covered her.

“There, bitch, you satisfied? Old people up in your bidness all the damn time.”

The old woman flipped him off.

Brittney looked down at the shirt and smiled. “Thank you, Shadow.”

“Yeah, I’m gonna want that shit back.” He sat back down and pulled her down beside him. “Looks good on you though.”

“Thank you.”

He rolled the shirt sleeve up revealing a Harvard class ring. “Harvard, huh? Where’d you get that, Titties?”

“Um, when I graduated I guess.”

He laughed. “Bitch you too dumb to be graduatin’ from no Harvard. What did you study, pole dancin’?”

She laughed and shrugged.

He slipped the ring off her finger. “Tell you what, best let me keep this. We’re in a bad neighborhood.” He stuffed it in his pocket.

Shadow rolled up her other sleeve. “Damn, is that a Rolex?”

She looked at her wrist and shrugged. “I don’t know.”

He took it off her and looked it over. “See, this is exactly what I’m talking about, Titties. You can’t be running around this neighborhood wearin’ no Rolex. Shit’s gonna get stole.” He stuffed it in his pocket with the ring.

He opened the briefcase. “Whatcha got in here?”

“Important legal stuff.”

“What, baby? You a paralegal or some shit?”

“No. I used to be a lawyer.”

“Back before you got stupid, huh?”

“Yes.”

He opened her bag and pulled out some stapled pages. “US v Church of Morpheus - Church of Morpheus? That’s those people running the whores and shit down in Cuba. You ain’t no lawyer, you one of them devil whores. Only I thought all you bitches was tall?”

She was having trouble following his words again, especially now that the lump in his jeans had extended down his leg.

“Hmm, hot damn, new iPhone. This shit is expensive.” He pulled out the iPhone and pressed the button. “Yo, Titties, what’s your passcode?”

She shrugged. “I dunno anymore. Numbers kinda jumble around in my brain now.”

She licked her lips looking at the erection in his pants. Maybe if I’m nice to him, he’ll let me suck it? She thought.

He smiled at her as she stared. “Yeah, you like that don’t you? Nine inches, Titties. And you going to get it all back at my crib.”

“Ooo, I never had a cock that big, Shadow. All my boyfriends were ittle bitty, so I could, you know. Be the dom… dominental?”

“Dominant? T’ain’t natural, Baby Girl. Hot slut like you needs to be used.” He pulled her head back by her hair. “Know what I’m sayin’?”

“Golly, that sounds like fun.”

“Open that mouth wide, I need to see if you got a big enough throat to take L’il Irving.”

She did as she was told, showing her mouth full of white caps.

He let go of her hair. “Yeah, you got a real cocksucking throat on you. You are one of those devil whores, ain’t ya?”

She pouted. “No! Those people are mean. I think one of them made my titties grow and turned me all slutty.” Her lower lip quivered. “And, made me all stupid and shit.” She started bawling again.

He pushed her away. “Yo, slut, don’t you get mascara on my sweatshirt. You do, you cleanin’ that shit, feel me?”

She sniffled. “Okay, I’m sorry, Shadow.”

“That’s all right.”

“You’re not mad at me, are you?” She was panicking. “You’re still going to give me L’il Irving, right?”

“Titties, I’m going to fuck that pretty mouth, that tight pussy, even that tight asshole. You gonna be packed full o’ Shadow’s meat. You feel me?”

“Okay!” She said and ran a manicured nail up his jean covered erection.

“Damn, whore, you are dumb as fuck and sexy as fuck at the same time.”

***

As Brittney rubbed his erection, Shadow rifled through the remaining contents of her briefcase. He pocketed the iPhone and took the money and credit cards from her wallet.

He left the remainder laying on the seat.

One stop before Coney Island, he lifted her to her feet, and then guided her off the train with his left hand cupping her ass cheek.

She looked back longingly at the briefcase. “But, it made me look smart,” she whined.

“Titties, you’re dumb as fuck. You just need to look like a hot piece of ass and forget that law shit.”

She sniffled. “Okay, Shadow. Thank you for helping me.”

He squeezed her ass cheek as they walked.

The old woman looked at them as they passed.

Brittney smiled. “Have a nice day, Ma’am.”

She reached out and took Brittney’s hand. “You don’t have to go with him, sweetheart. Let me call you a cab.”

“Aww, that’s sweet,” Brittney said. “But, he’s being super-duper nice.”

She shook her head and glared at Shadow. “Degenerate motherfucker.”

“Let go her hand and get out my bidness, old woman. I know where your wrinkled ass lives.” He said with a smirk.

She grinned and narrowed her eyes. “You show up at my door, and I’ll cut off that little peepee with a butcher’s knife.”

Brittney blinked. “Oh, no. He’s got nine-inches, that’s not little.”

Shadow dragged Brittney away as she waved.

The old woman shook her head. “Better measure that, honey!”

***

Shadow took her through narrow, garbage-lined streets. She snuggled tight against him, partly because she wanted to smell him, but mostly because she was scared.

Not scared of somebody wanting to fuck her. Now that she was all slutty, she wanted to fuck lots and lots and lots of people.

But, she was a little afraid these people might try to eat her, and not in the good way.

It was a rough neighborhood.

At the very least, she was terrified they might take her glasses, and that was really all she had left of her lawyer life.

He led her into an old, dilapidated apartment building.

There was no elevator, just a staircase that climbed and climbed.

Finally, he took her down a dark hallway and pushed her through the door to his apartment.

It was furnished with stuff that looked like it had been recycled through the thrift shop more than once.

He flopped down on a dusty couch.

She smiled and tried to sit down beside him. “Naah, naah, naah. Show me the goods, Titties. Get my motor started.”

She bit a fingernail.

He rolled his eyes. “Dance, bitch. Ain’t you served no john before?”

“Oh! Sorry, I don’t know all the jar… jarg… words for shit.”

“Hey, you need a little lubrication first?”

She lifted her skirt and slipped three fingers into her pussy. They came out dripping wet. “No, I’m all lubed.”

Shadow stared at her open mouthed. “No, Titties, I meant do you want some booze? Maybe a little blow?”

“Nope. But, can you put on some music? That would help.”

He nodded and hit the buttons on an expensive looking Bose player.

The room filled with loud Hip-hop.

She frowned. “You got anything slower?”

“You mean like Kid Rock?”

“Umm, like Adele.”

“Oh, come on, Titties. Ain’t no Adele on this. How ‘bout my girl Beyoncé?”

She shrugged. “Okay.”

A Beyoncé song started, and Brittney’s eyes grew wide.

Her body had a mind of its own, and she just let it go.

She turned her back to him and began rotating her hips.

“Yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ ‘bout!”

She bent at the waist and let the skirt fall, exposing her ass. Then she stood up straight, strutted forward and turned.

She did a forward leap and landed on the cheap coffee table in front of him, her bare pussy a foot above his leering face.

His mouth was open as she ran her hands up the inside of her thighs, spreading her legs. Using two fingers, she teased the pink lips of her cunt open.

“Holy fuck…”

He tried to touch her, and she slapped his hand.

Brittney smiled and wagged her finger at him.

“Aww, now, come on.” He tried to reach again.

She did a backward somersault off the table, landing on her hands. The sweatshirt came down and puddled at her wrists. She vaulted onto her feet, leaving the sweatshirt behind.

Brittney turned to him, wearing only the tattered remains of her blouse.

She stalked toward him, one foot in front of the other with a slight smile on her lips.

The way Shadow’s eyes darted up and down, he couldn’t decide whether to look at her glistening sex, her swaying breasts, or her eyes that seemed to glow in the darkened apartment.

She stepped onto the coffee table, and then onto the couch, straddling him.

He looked up once again into her pussy.

She was staring down at him with fire in her green eyes.

And, for the first time all day, Brittney felt in control. This was her new courtroom, Shadow was the judge, and her big titties trumped big words any day.

She slid her open crotch down his face, giggling as he stuck out his tongue and flicked her clit as it descended down past his chin. She squatted down on him, his eyes unfocused, breathing heavy.

She paused her descent, pulling his face into the hollow between her huge breasts.

While he kissed her boobs, she reached down and deftly unzipped and unsnapped his jeans.

He wasn’t wearing underwear.

She grasped him tight in her hand.

Was he nine inches? No. Six, maybe. She giggled at his lie, not really caring. It was hard and throbbing and thick. She placed the tip at the entrance to her cunt.

“Whoa, Titties, hold up, girl. I ain’t got no condom in here.”

She laughed. Her voice was different now. The high pitched cute voice was gone, and now she had a warm, sultry voice. “I want your skin against mine. I want your cum up inside me, filling me. I want it to run through my body, marking me with your jizz, taking ownership of me.”

His eyes went back in his head as Brittney impaled herself on his cock.

“Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” he whispered as she slowly rose on his shaft, squeezing with muscles she never knew she had.

She smirked as she dropped back down.

He belonged to her. Not forever, but until she was done.

This was power: her body absorbing his, drawing him in, controlling him, manipulating him.

Using him.

And, pleasing him at the same time.

She reached down behind her and felt his thick balls drawing up against his shaft.

She smiled. He was close. “That’s right, lover. Fill my cunt with cream. I want it NOW!”

His eyes snapped open and he shuddered inside her. At the end, he finally started moving, driving her cunt down onto his cock with his hands on her hips.

She threw her head back and screamed. Her own orgasm came at the same instant, something she had never done before.

She hummed softly as she cradled his head against her swollen tits, feeling him go limp inside her.

He leaned back, and she smiled.

Brittney bit the fingernail of her index finger and twirled her hair with the free hand. The bubble gum and cotton candy voice was back. “How was that, Shadow?”

“Brittney, I’ve never done anything even close to that. You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever been with.” His gangsta voice was gone, and what came out was prep school proper English.

He sighed. “I mean, yeah, you know, you was all right. You sure know how to make a playuh cum, for real.”

She giggled. “I really liked it. Can we do it again?”

“Aww, Titties, you gotta let a playuh recharge. You wanna do some H and chill wid me?”

She was confused again. “I don’t know what H is, I just wanna have more funsies.”

“H? You know, heroin?”

“Oh, no. That’s an illegal narcotic. I don’t do illegal things.”

He laughed. “Baby, your whole body is illegal. Hang on, I’ll get my kit.”

***

An hour later, Brittney was asleep on his bed: a second-hand mattress on the dirty bedroom floor. He had his cellphone out as he paced in the living room.

“Yo, Marcus, what up, playuh? Yeah, it’s me, your boy White Shadow.”

Shadow burst out laughing. “Chill, dog, that shit ain’t racist. Listen man, you heard about them devil whores from down in Cuba?”

He broke into a slow grin and nodded. “Yeah, dog, all that freaky Church of Morpheus shit? I got me one of them bitches.”

He leaned against the doorframe to the bedroom and watched Brittney sleep curled in the yellowed white sheet. “Yeah, hang on, let me show you.” His phone flashed as he took her picture. “You get it? Yeah, man, them’s G cup titties on that little blonde.”

He walked back to the living room. “Yeah, that’s why I was callin’ - I mean I know you always lookin’ for talent.” He frowned shaking his head slowly. His lips trembled. “Yeah. Yeah, man, I want to sell her to you. How much…”

He shook his head. “No, dog. I mean, I was thinking like ten g’s.  Like, when you ever going to get your hands on something like this again?”

He nodded quickly. “Yeah, yeah that’s great, man. I’ll look for you in a few.”

Shadow closed his eyes and closed the call. He looked back toward the bedroom. “I’m sorry, Brittney. Drugs ain’t cheap.”

He put his phone in his pocket.

There was a knock at the door.

“Damn, Marcus, what? Was you in the neighborhood or shit?”

He opened the front door.

His eyes stared into breasts that made Brittney’s look like toys.

Shadow looked up into the face of a scowling woman with ice blue eyes and platinum blonde hair. “Damn.”

***

Maria Marapova reached out and grabbed the man by the throat with her left hand, lifting him into the air. She walked forward, staring into his eyes as she held him at arm’s length. She slammed his body against the peeling wallpaper and slid him even higher.

“What the fuck?” Shadow squeaked. He was kicking and punching.

He might as well have been punching a tree, Maria never flinched.

“Where is she?”

“Where’s who?”

She squeezed, and Shadow turned red.

“Brittney. I tracked her phone here. Where is she?”

Shadow grabbed at his right pocket. He pulled out a switchblade.

Her free hand flashed out and she took it from him.

Maria flipped it in her grip, clicked it open.

And stabbed him through the ear lobe, pinning him to the wall behind.

“Aiggh!” Shadow screamed. “You cut off my goddamned ear, bitch!”

“Tell me where she is, or I’ll shave your dick a layer of skin at a time and make you eat it.”

“Bedroom! Fuck! I didn’t know she had some giant dyke pimp!”

She let go of his throat.

He slid down the wall, the knife cutting the rest of the way through his lobe.

Shadow landed on his ass.

She caressed his temple as she walked away. “You’re paralyzed.”

Shadow’s eyes grew wide as he slumped even lower on the floor. He jerked, trying to move his arms and legs. “Da fuck? What’d you do to me?”

“Nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you if you’ve harmed a hair on her head.”

“Come back here! Goddamn, bitch! What’d you do to me?”

She pushed the door to the bedroom open.

Brittney was curled in a ball and tangled in a dirty sheet.

Maria knelt beside her on her stilettos. She put two fingers on her neck.

Her pulse was steady, and Maria sighed in relief.

She rubbed Brittney’s forehead. She was broken out in a cold sweat. “Brittney, wake up, honey.”

Brittney groaned and twisted in the sheets. Her eyes fluttered open. “Oh, hi, Maria. Did you win the case?”

Maria laughed and wiped away a tear. “Yes, darling. I did. But, it wasn’t worth it.”

Brittney smiled and then she rubbed her stomach. “I don’t feel good. Tummy hurts.” She started trembling and Maria hugged her.

Maria checked her body.

There was a puncture wound at her ankle.

Maria’s eyes grew cold. She turned and yelled over her shoulder.

The voice that echoed from her throat was more the bellowing of a demon. “What did you give her?”

Shadow called back from the living room. “Nothin’, just a little H. She’s got a habit goin’, but everybody gets that shit.”

Maria cried out and pulled Brittney into her arms. “You goddamned fool!” She rubbed the blonde hair out of Brittney’s eyes. “I suppressed her intellect with a temporary brain pattern change. It would have gone back to normal in a few more hours. Your fucking drugs set the pattern change permanently.”

“What the fuck you talkin’ about?” Shadow asked.

“I’m going to kill you. I’m going to do it slowly, and I’m going to make it hurt!” Maria sobbed as she rocked Brittney in her arms.

***

Brittney opened her eyes.

Maria held Brittney in her arms on the dirty bedroom floor. “Feel better?”

Brittney nodded and snuggled against her as Maria stroked her hair. “My tummy doesn’t hurt anymore.”

“I made the pain go away. I can do that. I can make all kinds of pain go away.”

Brittney frowned and rolled over. “You made me stupid. I’m mad at you.”

Maria leaned down and kissed her cheek. “I know, I’m sorry.”

“Can you fix me?”

“No, baby, I can’t. I’m sorry.”

She rolled over and smiled a little. “As long as you’re sorry.”

“I am.”

“Okay. Thank you for the other stuff, though.”

Maria smiled. “What other stuff?”

Brittney giggled. “For giving me big titties and making me super slutty and super-hot.”

“Oh, that. Stick around, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” Maria caressed her face.

“I don’t even miss being smart. It was kind of tiring.”

Maria smiled. “I think I get you on that.”

Brittney raised up, but quickly sank back down.

“Don’t try to sit up. You’re weak.”

“Where’s Shadow?” Brittney asked.

“In the living room, bleeding out through his earlobe, I hope.”

“You’re horrible. Did you hurt him?”

“Not yet.” Maria held up a wallet. Inside was a driver’s license with Shadow’s face, only fresh shaven and smiling.

Brittney stared at the license. “Irving Schwartz?”

“Irving Schwartz, previously from the Hamptons according to this.”

Brittney drew in a breath and smiled. “L’il Irving! That’s why he named his dick L’il Irving!”

“Do you feel like going home now?” Maria asked. “My understanding is someone named Marcus is on his way to buy you from Irving in there. Armed gang members make my chauffeur nervous.”

She shook her head. “I can’t go home. I’m wanted for contempt.”

Maria hugged her tight. “Not your home, silly. Mine.”

“I don’t know. We just met.”

“Really, I feel like I’ve known you forever,” Maria said with a smile.

“I’m a handful. I got a really strong sex drive. Promise to do naughty things with me?”

Maria licked her lips. “Downright evil things.”

Brittney frowned. “Not sure how I feel about that.”

“I’ll work on you. You’ll come around to my point of view eventually.”

Maria wrapped the sheet around her and stood up with Brittney in her arms.

“Wow!” Brittney whispered. “You’re really strong.”

“You will be too.”

Maria carried her into the hallway. “So long, Irving. Enjoy shitting in a bag and pissing through a tube.”

Brittney frowned. “Maria!”

“What?”

Brittney pouted out her lower lip.

Maria looked disgusted. “Are you pouting at me? Really? I’m lead Perverter of the Church of Morpheus. I’ve brought down whole governments. Do you honestly believe your pout is going to work?”

Brittney looked up at her with sad eyes behind her black plastic frames.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” She turned around and carried Brittney into the living room. She set her gently on the couch and knelt by Irving.

Maria placed her hands on either side of Irving’s face.

His eyes rolled back in his head.

“Irving, you are a son of a bitch, I should kill you with my bare hands…”

“Maria!” Brittney said.

The pout again.

Maria sighed. “All right. Irving, you are never going to hurt anyone again. No more drugs. You are going to leave here and go straight back to your parents and beg them to take you back. You’re going to live a good, decent life and stop being a gangsta prick.” She pressed the thoughts into his head, making them permanent.

“And?” Brittney said.

She sighed. “And, you’re no longer paralyzed. Have a nice day.”

Maria dropped his head and turned to Brittney. “Satisfied?”

Brittney smiled and nodded. “Just for that, I’m going to eat your pussy like a fat kid on cake tonight.”

“Promises, promises.” She picked Brittney up and walked out.

***

At the bottom of the stairs, Brittney saw the old lady from the train.

“Hi! This is my friend Maria,” Brittney said, still held high in Maria’s arms.

The old woman was pulling a folding grocery cart into her ground floor apartment.

She looked Maria up and down. And then she smiled. “Never seen a knight in shining armor with tits before, but you’ll do.”

Maria laughed, and they stepped out onto the street with Brittney waving.

“By the way, stop calling me Maria. You will address me as Mistress,” Maria whispered.

“Ooo, kinky. I like that, Mistress.”

“That’s my good girl.”

***

Three Months Later…

Brittney sat in the rear facing seat of the stretch limo. Her long legs, longer now by several inches thanks to a series of injections from Maria, stretched out in front of her. They were encased in black latex boots that reached to mid-thigh.

Standing up in the heels, she was precisely six feet, eight inches tall.

Her bust had been expanded even further to a 42 J cup, the same as her Mistress, who sat facing her in the opposite seat.

Brittney wore a simple black dress stretched over her black latex halter and mini-skirt. The dress was meant to cover the extravagance of the rubber outfit beneath. They were still in Manhattan, after all.

She still wore the black glasses she had always worn, but Mistress had made her remove the lenses altogether.

Brittney pouted and told her that wearing empty frames made her look silly.

Mistress replied that was the whole point and went on to give Brittney her whore name: Bubble Brain Brittney.

There had been more pouting, until Mistress had shown Brittney her new birth certificate, issued by the Church of Morpheus: Brittney de Marapova, aka Bubble Brain Brittney, Occupation: Street Whore / Assistant / Slave, Domme: Maria Marapova, Lead Perverter of the Church of Morpheus.

As they drove slowly out of Manhattan, Brittney’s pink lips sucked on a brighter pink sucker.

She had a sketchpad and a pen in her hand.

Maria sat across from her, dressed in the same outfit, only in white.

She studied a tablet computer.

Brittney looked up at her, smiling occasionally, her hand whispering across the page, tongue fellating the pink candy.

Maria didn’t look up from her pad, but she smiled. “What are you doing, Brittney?”

She giggled around the sucker. “Nothing.”

“Are you drawing me?”

She took the sucker out of her mouth and touched it with her tongue. “Maybe.”

Maria put down the tablet and smiled. “Come here and show it to me.”

Brittney bounced out of her seat and snuggled in beside her.

Maria had been working with her for months. The girl’s intellect was improving, slowly, though she would never be the genius she had been.

And, yet, where her intellect had suffered, her artistic talent had blossomed.

On the page was a professional looking line drawing of Maria sitting just as she was down to fine detail. But, the artist had made some changes to reality.

In the picture, Maria was sitting with her legs spread wide, dress and miniskirt pulled up to her waist as Brittney crouched on all fours at her crotch, eating her out.

Maria laughed. “You know, we can fuck all we want on the plane to Havana - it’s Church owned.”

“I know,” Brittney whispered. “But, I want you now, Mistress.”

She kissed Brittney gently and guided her down between her legs as she flung them wide apart.

Brittney moaned at the sight of her pussy. She leaned forward and licked the inverted crucifix piercing in Mistress’s clit, and then reached back between her own legs and fingered her own matching piercing.
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