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Transformations: Sinful Suburbia

Mrs. McGee, the church secretary looked at her nervously.

Stacie Fuchs smiled. Stacie wasn’t dressed for a visit to a Catholic Church. The hem of her black leather mini skirt barely covered the top of her black stockings, and her white silk blouse was unbuttoned about two buttons lower than Catholic modesty would deem appropriate.

Mrs. McGee on the other hand wore a plain, white cotton blouse buttoned to the neck. Tortoise shell glasses were perched on her long nose, and her long brown hair was done up in a severe librarian knot on top of her head.

They weren’t alone in the church office. Two old spinsters eyed Stacie with expressions of pronounced disapproval as they tended to their filing cabinets.

Stacie looked at Mrs. McGee and slowly licked her ruby red lips.

McGee blushed and began typing furiously at her computer keyboard.

The phone on McGee’s desk buzzed. She picked up the phone and almost dropped it. “Yes, Father.” She put the phone back on the cradle. “Father Ruiz will see you now, Miss Fuchs.”

Stacie rose gracefully to her feet. “Thank you, so much.” She winked at McGee, drawing another powerful blush from the woman’s otherwise pale skin.

She walked to the office door and stepped inside.

Father Ruiz stood and nodded as she came in. He was a tall man of about forty-five, dressed in a black shirt and pants with the expected white priest’s collar. “Please, come in, Mrs. Fuchs. Have a seat.” He looked around her into the reception area. “Christine, can you bring us some coffee, please?”

At her desk, Mrs. McGee nodded quickly.

Stacie shut the door behind her. “Thank you for seeing me, Father.”

Father Ruiz nodded. “I read your proposal for a multi-denominational ‘faith’ faire. I must say, I was intrigued by the idea. Please, have a seat.”

“I’m so glad you approve,” Stacie said as she sat down in the leather chair, making sure to let her skirt slide up to show the stocking tops.

“I... didn’t say that,” Father Ruiz said as he sat down behind his desk. “Normally, we are very open to joining with other faiths for the good of Ithaca. We work with the local Baptist Church, the Methodists, Temple Beth Israel, the local mosque...”

“Then what’s the problem?” Stacie asked.

Ruiz picked up a sheaf of papers from his desk. “I have to say I had never heard of the Church of Morpheus. What I found was intriguing, to say the least.”

Stacie smiled. “Really?”

“So much so that I contacted the Diocese in Buffalo. Someone there contacted the Cardinal of New York, whom I’ve never met. And, he evidently contacted someone at the Vatican... I’ve been a priest for twenty years, Miss Fuchs, and in all that time, I’ve never gotten a letter from the Pope’s personal assistant before.”

“Oh, my...”

He held up the paper. “The communication says: Father Ruiz, under no circumstances are you to allow contact between your congregation and any representative of the Church of Morpheus... it goes on, but to summarize it uses phrases like ‘excommunication’, ‘in league with Satan’, it even recommends bringing in exorcists if necessary.”

“I thought exorcism was a myth,” Stacie said with a smirk.

“You know, I thought it was too.” Ruiz laid the paper on his desk.

The door opened and Mrs. McGee came in with a silver coffee service.

Stacie smiled and looked at the woman’s legs in the proper gray pinstripe skirt.

McGee caught her looking and quickly departed after setting down the tray, her face once again crimson.

“I think I make your secretary nervous,” Stacie said as the woman closed the door.

“She doesn’t like being ogled,” Ruiz said. “Cream?”

“No, I take it black with lots of sugar. Was I ogling her?”

“Yes. You’ve been ogling both of us,” Ruiz said.

Stacie stifled a laugh. “I don’t suppose that’s a usual occurrence for you is it, Father?”

“More than you might imagine. Hazards of being a priest.” He handed her the cup.

She brought it to her lips. “Harlots in your church?”

“Well, there is today,” Ruiz said as he sat down with his own cup. He took a sip.

Stacie burst out laughing. “Father! What a tongue you have on you.”

Ruiz raised an eyebrow. “Tell me, didn’t you realize I would look into your organization? You’re not exactly secretive. According to your Church’s website you wish to transform society through sexual perversion...”

“If you mean throwing off the shackles on sexuality that your kind have inflicted on the human race, yes.”

“I’m not going to debate morality with you, Miss Fuchs. I invited you here to inform you we will not be working with your church, and to inform you I will be instructing my congregation to steer clear of your organization.” Ruiz wiped sweat from his brow. “You’re ‘outed’ in Ithaca.”

“Oh, I’ve been out for some time, Father.” Stacie smiled and casually spread her thighs.

Ruiz looked at her for a moment and then averted his eyes.

“What’s the matter, Father? You look flushed.” She twirled a lock of her long brown hair around her finger.

“I... I think it’s time for you to leave,” he tried to stand but only rose a few inches.

“My goodness, you do look flushed,” Stacie said as she stood up. She leaned forward on his desk.

Ruiz’s eyes went directly to her cleavage and the necklace she wore between her full breasts: the image of a man within an inverted pentagram, the stylized penis hanging down almost to the downward point of the star. He looked up slowly at her smile. “What have you done to me?”

“Me? Why nothing at all.”

He reached for the phone. “Christine?”

Stacie eased the phone out of his hand. “He’ll call you back, Christine.” She hung up the phone and moved it away from him. Then she stood up straight and began unbuttoning her blouse. “Do you like girls, Father?”

Ruiz appeared to be having trouble focusing.

Stacie continued. “There was some debate. The Church is of the opinion that most Catholic priests prefer boys, but I thought I would try first before we brought in a man.” She leaned forward and smiled. “I see from your erection I was correct.”

“What do you want?” Ruiz whispered.

“To free you, Esteban... May I call you Esteban?” She walked around his desk and leaned against it.

“Get out.”

“I’ll make a deal with you: you call on God to save you, and if he makes an appearance, I’ll slink right out of here with my devil tail between my very toned thighs.”

“What did you give me?”

“I told you, I didn’t give you anything. But, I do know that you’ve been dosed with a very powerful aphrodisiac.”

He stared at the coffee cup. “But... you drank the coffee as well.”

Stacie laughed. “Oh, it doesn’t work on me.” She raised her long leg and slid down the desk. She sat on the edge of the desk directly in front of Ruiz with her legs spread. The skirt pulled up exposing her wet, shaved snatch. “Trust me, I don’t need it.” She stroked her clit with a long, blood red nail.

“Stop this. I want you to leave.” Ruiz stared mesmerized at her crotch.

“Don’t be ridiculous. You don’t want that at all. We both know what you want.” She slid down to her knees. “I’ll bet all I would have to do is just rub the outside of your slacks and you’d cum. Would you like that?”

“Stop.”

“You say you’ve been a priest for twenty years. Did you ever stray from the path, Esteban?”

“No. And, I won’t.”

“Twenty years of celibacy?! And, you call me perverse?” Stacie laughed. “What do you do? Jerk off? Or, do you simply wait till you cum in your tighty whiteys in the middle of a wet dream?”

“I need a doctor.”

“You need to cum. Get used to it. The effects of that aphrodisiac are somewhat permanent. I’m afraid you’ll need a lot of cold showers from now on, Father.” She reached out and gently unzipped his trousers, taking care not to inadvertently make him cum - not that she couldn’t make him hard again. She released his cock from his boxers. “Oh! What a waste, Esteban. This cock of yours is magnificent.”

“This is assault!” Father Ruiz groaned.

Stacie laughed. “Yes, of course it is. I really want to see you stand up in court and tell them how you, a strong, and quite obviously virile man, were forced into sex by little old me.” She put on a girlish falsetto. “Oh, your honor, I just turned around and the priest had his... his... thing out, telling me how much I reminded him of his first crush... somebody from a boy band, no doubt.” She erupted in laughter.

“Bitch.” Ruiz was straining trying to pull away.

“There’s a mild paralytic mixed with the aphrodisiac. You are truly at my mercy, Esteban.” She lowered her red lips to his turgid cock and kissed the tip. “Mmm, I love precum.” She licked her lips before opening her mouth and sucking his head.

“God, help me,” Ruiz whispered.

Stacie pulled back, a long strand of precum dangling from her lower lip. “That’s the spirit, Father. Don’t give up your faith... just yet.” She engulfed him.

Ruiz moaned.

It had obviously been a long time since the priest had a blowjob. Maybe this was his first? She swallowed him down, pushing him into the back of her throat as he throbbed. She took hold of his balls and fondled them.

“Aiggh!” Ruiz cried and Stacie fought to swallow the flood of cum. Her throat worked as he spasmed, still unable to move his arms and legs.

When he finally grew limp, she sat back and smiled up at him, licking the excess cum from her lips.

He looked at her with half-lidded eyes. “You done? What did you think would happen? Did you think I would relinquish my faith for you? I orgasmed, that was your only accomplishment.”

Stacie giggled. “Now there’s some gratitude for you. Here I am on my knees performing a woman’s duty, and you want to lecture me on faith. Ungrateful Papist. I shouldn’t have let you cum.”

“Get out of my office. Leave this church!”

“Ooo, vade retro Satanas.” She waved her arms dramatically. “The devil isn’t out here.” She poked him in the chest. “He’s in here, and only fools lock him away. You can sit here and pray and pontificate all you want, priest, but you and I both know that if I left right now? You’d be jerking off thinking about this for the rest of your pathetic life.”

“You don’t know me!”

“Oh, I know you. I know men. I’ve been programmed to understand you...” She grabbed his limp cock. “Inside and out. My god knows what you need. He knows what everyone needs.”

Ruiz swallowed.

“You know it’s true. Celibacy? That’s the most ridiculous concept ever conceived. We fuck, Father. It’s what we’re made for. You have a cock and I have a cunt - that’s the way your God made us. Mine just tells us it’s okay to smash them together and get all gooey.”

“Blasphemous whore!”

“Yada yada yada... heard it all before, though I have to admit neither the Baptist minister nor the rabbi put up this much of a fight.”

“What?”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “Oh, they’re all in. Not only with our little ‘Faith Faire’ but they are now proud practicing members of the Church of Morpheus. Turn a man’s wife into a bisexual slut with DDD tits and absolutely no morals and the husband will agree to anything.” She yanked his cock. “Especially when they get their own upgrades.”

“What are you?” Ruiz moaned.

Stacie laughed. “Hmm? Am I a demon sent from hell to torment you? Or, was I a good girl who’s been brainwashed? Or, am I possessed? That’s it! Come on Esteban, fuck the evil out of me with your holy cock.”

Esteban closed his eyes. “Our father, who art...”

“For fuck’s sake, Esteban. Next you’ll be flashing a cross at me like I’m a vampire. Douse me with holy water.”

“Quiet demon!” He continued to pray.

“Look at me, Esteban. I’m not catching fire, steam isn’t coming out of my ears, I’m not writhing in agony. No sign of a lightning bolt from above to smite me dead.”

Esteban’s voice cracked as he started the prayer again - this time in Latin.

She stood up and lifted her leather skirt. “Look at me, Esteban.”

He shook his head. He messed up the words and started over.

“Esteban. Look at me.”

He opened his eyes.

Stacie was gently stroking her clit with a blood red nail. “This makes me feel good, Esteban. Do you know what it is?”

He nodded. “I’m a priest, not an imbecile. I wasn’t always a priest.”

Stacie smiled. “What went wrong with you to make you give up human intimacy?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

She nodded. “No. At this point, I probably wouldn’t. Esteban, what I am seems horrible to you, but what you are? It’s sad to me, Esteban. I feel like I’m saving you.”

He shook his head, but his eyes were fixed on Stacie’s pussy. “You’re damned.”

“Maybe, but I’d rather be damned than existing as a corpse. That’s what you are, Esteban. A wasted life in this stone tomb. You’ll die alone, old and broken and disillusioned.” She leaned forward and opened her blouse completely, revealing her breasts held in the black lace bra. “I have lived more in the last two months than you will live in a lifetime, Esteban. The things I’ve done? Horrible, wonderful things. And, when you’re old and moldering in your grave, I’ll still be young and alive and enjoying the most deliciously depraved joys. Your mind would snap right here if you knew the things I have done, the things I will do.”

His breath came in sharp gasps.

“That’s right. Look at it, Esteban. I want you to fuck me. I want you to be a man and fuck me. Forget being a priest. I will make you a god.”

He swallowed and shook his head. “No. I do not want this. I do not want you. I reject you and your god!”

Stacie sighed. “Okay. Okay, Esteban. You won’t come to me willingly. I wish you would. I so deeply wish you would. I am not cruel. But, I am relentless.” She unhooked her bra in the front.

Esteban stared at her full, round breasts. He gritted his teeth. “You defile yourself with those piercings.”

Stacie laughed. “What? These clamps on my nipples? They’re not just a fashion accessory, they’re necessary.” She squeezed the clamp holding the inverted pentagram to her left nipple.

It released and a pressurized stream of breast milk squirted onto Esteban’s stunned face.

“You... You’re with child?” Then his eyes rolled back in his head and he went into convulsions. His cock grew instantly hard.

“No. Just a little side effect of my transformation.” She leaned forward and guided her nipple into his open mouth.

He came around and tried to pull away.

Then the milk hit his tongue.

Esteban screamed around her nipple.

“Shh, it’s okay, Esteban. Just drink. This is called Ambrosia. It will make you hard for me, you see? I need you hard. I need you to fuck me.”

Esteban stopped struggling. Slowly, he began to nurse.

A moment later, he latched on and sucked, his throat working.

“That’s right. You see? You’ve never felt anything like that, have you? Your body is on fire, isn’t it? What if I told you I could make you feel that every day?”

He moaned against her.

“I do so wish you had been compliant. I don’t like having to do this.” She reached around behind her and opened her purse. She took out a syringe filled with amber liquid. “Dr. Demona says this is a very strong mind control drug. It will remove your will - only for a few hours. But, during that time? You’re going to learn the error of your ways, Esteban. We’re going to show you what you’ve been missing. You will join us, darling.” She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “You will beg to join us.” She slid the needle into his neck.

Esteban barely seemed to notice even as she emptied the syringe into him.

She pulled the needle out of his neck and stood up straight, pulling her nipple from his mouth. She dropped the syringe in her purse.

Esteban was breathing hard.

“It takes a few minutes to kick in. In the meantime, I need to cum, Esteban.”

The priest couldn’t focus his eyes.

“I hope you realize what a gift I’ve given you. What gifts we’re going to give you.” She moved higher on his lap and lowered her crotch, rubbing herself on his erect cock.

Esteban moaned. “So... good. You’re so wet.”

Stacie smiled. “Have you fucked a woman before?”

He nodded slowly.

“Too bad. I wanted to be the first.” She sat down on him gently, feeling his length slide into her.

Esteban moaned and she guided her turgid nipple back into his mouth.

He resumed sucking.

He grew even harder inside her.

“That’s right. Just like that, Esteban.” She began to fuck him, squeezing her cunt muscles around him as she rose, opening herself wide as she pushed back down his length.

“You’re big,” Stacie laughed. “Not as big as you will be, but big enough.” She felt herself losing control and she fucked him harder. “Unnh, yes, oh, God, you’re making me feel so good! I crave things now, Esteban. You will too. It’s wonderful. You’ll see.”

She rose and fell, rose and fell, feeling her juices drip down the priest’s cock.

“Going to... I’m going to,” she moaned and then she came, muscles clenching, losing her rhythm and simply grinding against him.

He came then, cock spasming, filling her with his cum.

She threw back her head and laughed. “So good. So good. You fought me so hard. Doesn’t it seem silly now?” Her pussy continued to convulse as he grew soft again.

***

Stacie straightened her skirt as she left the office.

Mrs. McGee wasn’t at her desk.

The two old spinsters, still tending to their filing, eyed her suspiciously as she left the office.

Stacie smiled sweetly. “Such a pious man, I feel full of the holy spirit.”

They nodded and looked away as Stacie walked out of the reception area.

They didn’t see her smirk.

She stopped at the ladies room and stepped inside.

Mrs. McGee was looking in the lavatory mirror. She turned quickly and looked at Stacie.

Then she blushed beet red.

Stacie turned and locked the door. She walked straight up to Christine McGee.

The woman looked at her sheepishly. “He...”

“Your priest just fucked me till I came. Then he shot his cum deep inside my pussy.” She lifted her skirt, showing the cum dripping from her pussy.

Christine blushed even deeper.

And, then she pulled Stacie into a passionate kiss, her hands roaming from Stacie’s breasts down to her full ass.

She pulled away and Stacie smiled. “Your coffee service was perfect.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Christine smiled as she pulled off her glasses. “I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist you. I couldn’t.”

Stacie smiled. “You are so special to us, Christine. He’s our gift to you. The hypnosis drug should be working now. Do you have his medications?”

“Yes. Mistress.” She opened her purse and showed her the syringes within.

“Go to him. Make him yours. Show him the true path?”

“Thank you so much for letting it be me!” She looked down and bit her lip. “May I?”

“Of course.”

Christine dropped to her knees and hungrily lapped at her mistress’s snatch, licking up Stacie’s juices and sucking down Esteban’s thick cum.

“Such a good girl,” Stacie whispered. She held the dear girl’s face to her cunt, feeling her orgasm building inside her.

Then she came, flooding Christine’s face with girl lube.

Christine laughed and covered her pussy and inner thighs with kisses.

***

“Ladies, Father Esteban thinks it is time you retired. The church thanks you for your service. Enjoy your golden years,” Christine said absently as she passed the spinsters on her way to Esteban’s office.

“Wait, what?” One of the women said.

Christine turned and looked at her. “Your services are no longer required. There will be a fat severance. Good day.” She smiled and went into Esteban’s office, closing the door behind her.

Esteban looked at her with a dazed expression. His arms were moving now slightly, but he seemed sluggish. “The police. Call the police, Christine. I... I’ve been drugged.”

“Father!” Christine gasped. “Your... penis is out!”

“She... that Fuchs woman. She did this. Call the police, and the Diocese. I need to speak to the Cardinal.”

Christine shook her head. “I had such deep respect for you, Esteban. And, here you are exposing yourself to me!”

“Aren’t you listening to me?! That woman drugged me.”

Christine took a deep breath. “I know you’re deeply in love with me, Esteban, but this is unacceptable.”

“What? No...” He seemed to be searching for words.

Christine smiled. “You are in love with me. More than anything. You live to make me happy, don’t you, Esteban?”

“I... yes, but Christine, you need to call the police...”

Christine bit her lower lip. “You think I’m beautiful, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do. Christine, the police.”

“You don’t want to call the police,” Christine said as she took off her glasses.

“No, I don’t. The... call the Diocese for me.”

Christine laughed as she released the pins in her hair and let it fall down. “Why do you want to talk to those old fuckers?”

“The Fuchs woman, Christine, she did something to me. Unspeakable things.”

“Did she suck your cock, Esteban? Did she fuck you?” Christine asked breathlessly as she unbuttoned the top few buttons of her blouse.

“Yes, I am so embarrassed. But, she made me.”

“You came in her pussy, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

Christine leaned on his desk. “And, you loved it, didn’t you?”

His eyes grew heavy. “Yes.”

“She didn’t drug you, Esteban. I did. I put the drug in your coffee. Thank me for that, Esteban.”

“Thank you, Christine,” his voice was little more than a whisper.

“You’re welcome, Esteban. You want me, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

She laughed. “Well, I want you too, but... I’m afraid that little cock of yours won’t satisfy me.” She opened her purse and pulled out a cloth wrapped parcel of syringes. “We’re going to do wonderful things to you, Esteban. You’re going to be very happy. We are going to be very happy together. Isn’t that nice?”

“Yes, Christine.”

“Good boy.”

***

Stacie walked to her Mercedes in the church parking lot. She loved Ithaca, it was a nice town.

Even better, she and her friends were turning it into a hell-bound den of iniquity.

Six Weeks Ago

The GPS guided Stacie onto a cobblestone paved drive. She pulled to a stop at a heavy iron gate.

She and Courtney had just left Stallion’s Adult Video after being worked on by Sugar Tits and Dr. Demona.

The GPS was programmed to take them to their new home.

“Our house has a gate?” Courtney asked from the passenger seat.

“Maybe it’s a gated community?” Stacie said.

“How do we get in?” Courtney whispered.

A voice sounded from a speaker outside the car. “Identification, please?”

“Um, Stacie and Courtney Fuchs,” Stacie said.

“Welcome home, Miss Fuchs.” The gate clicked and swung open.

Stacie looked at Courtney and shrugged.

She guided the Mercedes up the tree lined drive.

“No fucking way,” Courtney whispered.

“Language!” Stacie scolded. Then she saw the brick and stone mansion ahead. “Fuck me.”

Courtney giggled. “Mom? Language,” she mocked.

“This can’t be our house,” Stacie whispered.

The house was three levels and at least 5,000 square feet, maybe more. The roof was gray slate and the grounds were green and immaculate.

Stacie stopped the car on the drive near the front door.

Courtney hopped out. “Do we actually live here?!”

“I... well, I suppose...”

“Fuck! There’s a pool!” Courtney screamed as she ran to the side of the house.

“Stop dropping F bombs! I raised you better than that,” Stacie moaned as she walked up to the front door.

It opened. “Welcome, Miss Fuchs,” the voice from before said.

Stacie stepped inside. “Thank you, I...”

No one was there. She stood alone in the marble foyer. “Where are you?”

“That is an interesting philosophical question. I am both everywhere and nowhere. I am a conundrum. You may call me SlutzNet,” the voice said from speakers set in the ceiling.

“The Church AI?”

“I have that distinction. I control access to the house providing security. My function within the house is to provide for your needs. I am the primary contact for the gardener, maid service, and chefs should you desire not to make your own meals.”

“Mom!” Courtney burst in from the kitchen. “The pool is amazing! It’s Olympic sized with fountains and waterfalls. There’s a hot tub. Can I go swimming.”

“You need a bathing suit,” Stacie said.

SlutzNet spoke. “I took the liberty of purchasing clothing for you prior to your arrival. You will find them in the drawers in your room, Miss Fuchs.”

“My room!” Courtney laughed. “Which one is mine?”

“Second floor at the end of the hall. It has a southern exposure.”

Courtney dashed up the stairs and ran down the hall.

“Don’t run in the house, Courtney!” Stacie called after her.

A moment later, Courtney screamed. “Huge! It’s fucking enormous! My room is the size of Grand Central Station!”

“Courtney, please stop cursing. Pre-Meds don’t talk like that,” Stacie yelled.

“Demona curses like a sailor,’ Courtney called back.

“Yes, she’s very salty, but she’s an adult.”

“I’m nineteen, Mom!”

“That’s not an adult.”

“Oh, fudge, this closet is unbelievable.” Courtney laughed hysterically.

“Better.”

SlutzNet continued. “Your room is on the third level. The master suite takes up most of the floor, Miss Fuchs.”

Stacie climbed the wide stairs up to the third floor. Double doors opened onto the master suite. “Wow,” Stacie said. The bed was custom, and at least four times the size of a king size bed. “The bed is a little large.”

“Built for entertaining. It can accommodate an orgy of up to eight.”

Stacie quickly shut the double doors. “SlutzNet! I do not want Courtney to know about the details of my job!” Stacie hissed.

“Yes, Miss Fuchs. Mistress Sugar Tits explained to me your desire to shield your daughter from your activities. Would you like me to keep your room locked when you are not present?”

“Please. And, no mention of things like orgies. I don’t want any of this to distract her from becoming a doctor. Finding out her mother is a slut would devastate her.”

“As you wish, Miss Fuchs. Shall we continue the tour?”

“Yes.” Stacie stepped into the bathroom. The room was huge with a shower that would comfortably accommodate its own orgy as well as a tub built for two.

There were two doors in the back of the room. One led to the toilet.

“Where does this go?” Stacie asked as she opened the other door. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she whispered.

“The playroom, Miss Fuchs.”

The room was filled with bondage furniture: swings and padded benches, St. Andrew’s crosses, there were even padded shackles on the black walls. Racks held paddles, whips, and other discipline devices in neat rows.

Under the racks were lighted drawers containing bondage outfits, gags, and an assortment of vibrators and dildos.

Stacie stared, dumbfounded. “Under no circumstances is this room to be accessible to Courtney. Do I make myself clear, SlutzNet?”

“Certainly, Miss Fuchs.”

She picked up a long, double ended dildo. “Though I do plan on spending many, many hours in here.”

“Mom? Where are you?” Courtney called.

Stacie dropped the double dong back in the drawer and dashed back to the bathroom. “Lock that door, please!”

“As you wish, Miss Fuchs.”

Stacie ran through her bedroom and closed the double doors behind her just as Courtney reached the third floor landing. She was wearing a thin, bathing suit cover up. “I see you found your bathing suit.”

Courtney smiled sheepishly. “Well, sorta.”

“Hmm?”

Courtney lifted her cover up.

Stacie gasped.

Courtney was wearing a white contraption that looked like three postage stamps connected by dental floss: one stamp over each puffy nipple and a third that barely covered her clit.

“No! SlutzNet, this is totally unacceptable!” Stacie said.

“My apologies, Miss Fuchs. I will order more appropriate swimwear. It will be delivered tomorrow.”

“Mom,” Courtney whined. “I want to swim. Please?”

“But, darling, that doesn’t cover anything. What if the neighbors see?”

She shrugged. “I don’t care.”

Stacie sighed. “SlutzNet, I don’t suppose my swimsuit is any less revealing?”

***
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It wasn’t.

Stacie walked onto the veranda in a black version of Courtney’s postage stamp and floss suit.

“Wow, Mom, you look hot,” Courtney giggled. She was lying on a lounge chair with literally nothing covered but her nipples and clit.

Stacie had looked at herself in her bedroom mirror, and she had to admit she looked quite tasty. Her thick nipples strained against the shiny fabric and her big clit was bigger than the tiny patch meant to cover it. “Ha, ha, very funny. Don’t make fun of your mother. You’ll be middle aged someday.”

“No, really Mom, if we weren’t related, I’d do you,” Courtney laughed.

Stacie did a double take. “You mean if you were a boy, you would... do me?”

Courtney bit her tongue. “Oh, yeah, that’s what I meant. I mean, I wouldn’t do a girl.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” Stacie added quickly.

“Nope, nothing wrong with it at all.” Courtney rolled onto her stomach, exposing her taut buttocks. “Oh, by the way, Demona says we can’t tan or burn after the transformation.”

“Oh! Well, then I guess this is pointless?” She looked up at the sun in the afternoon sky.

“Still feels good.”

Stacie lay down on her own lounge chair. “Yes, it does.”

***

Levi Kent hadn’t intended to be a peeping tom. His dad believed that yard work built character, so he was trimming the hedges when the blonde bombshell had stepped out onto the veranda wearing some strings and fabric patches that covered absolutely nothing.

And, Levi was still technically a teen at nineteen, so it wasn’t his fault that his cock was trying to rip through the front of his cutoffs.

She wasn’t hot. She was perfect.

It was like she had been built in a lab.

Shielded by the six foot high shrubs, he peered through the branches and unzipped, stroking to the sight of pure sex next door.

When her mother came out, his fantasies went into overdrive.

Had he not already jerked off twice before lunch, he would have jizzed on the boxwoods in the first five minutes.

***

“Miss Fuchs, I think you should know: there is a young man observing you,” SlutzNet announced from a speaker in a fake rock by the lounge chairs.

“What?!”

“To your right. He is behind the bushes next door.”

“Courtney, put on your cover up,” Stacie said.

Courtney mumbled half asleep, “Who cares? Let him look. I’m not shy.”

“Courtney! Cover yourself immediately!” Stacie got to her feet and marched toward the bushes.

“Sure, I’m supposed to cover up and she’s just letting it all hang out,” Courtney mumbled as she draped the cover up over her back.

“You! Come out of there this instant!” Stacie said with her hands on her hips.

“Uh...”

“Don’t you ‘uh’ me, young man. Are you touching yourself?”

“Umm, no.”

“Liar as well as perv. I want to speak to your mother!” Stacie said.

The boy stepped out from behind the bushes. He was wearing sneakers and cutoff blue jeans with a dwindling erection tenting out the left leg.

The sight of the semi-stiff cock started Stacie’s libido surging. Damn that slutifier! “How dare you spy on us like that!”

“I... I’m really sorry, Ma’am. My Dad is making me trim these bushes, and I didn’t expect anyone to be in here. Your house has been empty for months. Please don’t tell Margaret, I didn’t see anything.” All the while he was staring at Stacie’s big breasts.

Stacie sighed. “My eyes are up here.”

He looked up. “Sorry.”

“Well, I suppose there’s no harm done. But, I don’t want you being a voyeur, understand?”

“No, Ma’am. I won’t.”

Stacie smiled. “What’s your name?”

“Levi Kent.”

“Well, Levi, I’m Stacie Fuchs and that is my daughter, Courtney.”

Levi smiled and waved.

Courtney waved without looking.

Her initial anger gone, Stacie’s hormones were free to work their magic. Her nipples grew hard under her postage stamps. Postage stamps! Her eyes bulged - she was standing in front of this teenager wearing almost nothing! In the heat of the moment, she had neglected to grab her own cover up.

No wonder he was staring.

She bit her lower lip as she saw the lump in Levi’s cutoffs growing.

“You must be parched. Would you like something to drink?” Stacie asked.

“Um, yeah, sure,” Levi said.

“Follow me,” Stacie said. She turned around.

The boy gasped.

Stacie almost stumbled - she was giving him a view of her entire backside. The dental floss swimsuit consisted of nothing but string in the back. She looked at her cover up lying on her lounge chair.

Then she shrugged and simply walked across the veranda.

Levi followed along behind her.

She could feel his eyes on her ass.

This is part of the job, I suppose, Stacie thought. “How old are you, Levi?”

“Nineteen, Miss Fuchs.”

Stacie smiled with her back turned. “How wonderful.” She exaggerated the swing to her hips as she walked into the kitchen through the veranda door.

“Shut the door, please?”

The coolness of the kitchen felt wonderful after the heat on the veranda. 

Levi shut the door behind him.

“You know, I don’t even know what we have that’s cold,” Stacie said. With her back turned, she opened the refrigerator door and bent at the waist.

Levi gasped again.

“Let’s see. Do you like soda, Levi?” She looked behind her.

Levi was trying to turn a little to the side so she wouldn’t see his erection.

“I’d love a beer,” he said sheepishly.

“Hmm, no doubt. However, I don’t give alcohol to teens.” She stood up and handed him a soda.

“But, I’m old enough...”

“I don’t care. This isn’t a convenience store. I believe you lack the maturity to drink alcohol.”

“Oh, okay, yeah, that’s cool Mrs. Fuchs.”

“Miss Fuchs. I’m not married.”

“Sorry, Miss Fuchs.” He was nervous.

And, Stacie loved it.

“Tell me, Levi. Were you looking at Courtney?”

“Oh, no. No, I wasn’t...”

“Don’t lie to me. I respect a man who tells me the truth, Levi. You do want me to respect you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She looked at him expectantly.

“I... was looking at Courtney.”

“Is that why you had an erection?”

Levi swallowed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Stacie smiled. “I appreciate your honesty, Levi. But, I need you to understand something: Courtney is off limits. My daughter is studying to be a doctor. She has a full scholarship, and no neighbor boy, no matter how handsome, is going to jeopardize that.” She fluffed his curly black hair. “Do we understand each other?”

“Y... Yes, Ma’am.”

Stacie smiled. Her eyes trailed down his lean muscled body.

His cock was stiff in the cutoffs and there was a circle of moisture from his arousal.

“Of course, I do understand how difficult it can be for a young, virile boy like yourself.” She reached down and caressed the bulge in his cutoffs. “I mean, I’ll bet this thing just has a mind of its own sometimes, doesn’t it?”

His eyes were like a deer in headlights. He nodded slowly.

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of. But, I can’t have you parading about in front of Courtney with a hardon, now can I?” She continued to caress him.

“No?”

“No. Definitely not.” She unzipped the cutoffs slowly. “Have you ever had sex, Levi?”

He nodded.

“It’s polite to speak when spoken to, Levi.”

“Yes. I... I have.”

“Better.” She unbuttoned the fly and eased the cutoffs down a few inches.

The base of Levi’s cock came in to view in a cloud of black pubic hair.

“Who have you had intercourse with?” Stacie asked as she ran her nail across the base of his cock.

“I... I had a girlfriend last year. She moved to New York City for school. We... we did it all summer last year.” He was breathing heavy and looking down at Stacie’s blood red nail stroking his cock.

Stacie pursed her lips. “Did she touch you? The way I am?”

“Yes.”

“Did she... use her hand?” Stacie gently eased his cock out of the cutoffs. He was about eight inches long - not bad for a human. She closed her hand around his shaft and squeezed. “Did she do this for you?” She began to jack him slowly.

His cock was wet with lube.

“Uh, huh. Yes. Yes, she did.” Levi’s eyes were closing slowly.

Stacie smiled and nodded. “Did she use her mouth?”

Levi’s eyes snapped open. “A couple of times.”

“Did you fuck her, Levi?” She moved her hand steadily back and forth.

“Oh, God!”

Stacie squeezed the base and stopped moving her hand. “Try not to cum, Levi. I don’t want a mess on my tile floor.”

“I... I won’t.”

“Answer my question, please?”

“Yes. We... made love a couple of times. All the way, I mean.”

Stacie shook her head. “Just a couple of times? Poor thing. And, then she left you all alone to masturbate for a whole year?”

“Yeah,” Levi whispered.

“I loathe masturbation, Levi. I don’t want you doing that nasty thing anymore.” She held his cock in a tight grip.

“Uh, I kind of need...”

“Pussy. You need pussy, Levi. And, you need a firm hand. And, a wet mouth.” She knelt and slid Levi’s cock into her mouth, engulfing him.

She released her grip on his schlong and deepthroated him.

Stacie looked up at him as she swallowed his shaft to the root.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!”

She almost laughed when he gushed down her throat.

So quick!

She sucked and swallowed.

A moment later, she licked his softening cock clean.

Then she stood up and transferred a drop of cum on the corner of her mouth onto her tongue with her index finger. “Mmm. I love youthful cum.” She winked at him. “Levi, you and I are going to be great friends.”

He nodded at her with lust in his eyes.

“I’m going to be your teacher, Levi. By the end of the summer, you are going to be a very experienced and kinky lover. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am!” He lit up like he had just hit the lottery, which, in a way, he had.

She reached down and cupped his balls. “When these get full? You come straight over here to see me, understand? No more jerking off! It will stunt your growth.”

“I won’t.”

She pointed her index finger at his nose. “Just remember: stay away from Courtney!”

“I will. I promise.”

She smiled and stuffed his cock and balls back in his cutoffs. “Good. Now, take your soda and scoot back to your house.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I... thank you!” He backed his way to the kitchen door and bumped against it, a crazed smile on his face.

“Oh, and if you have any other friends with similar... masturbation issues? Send them my way.”

His mouth dropped open. He nodded, grabbed the doorknob, and dashed outside.

“So cute,” Stacie said.

***

“You finish trimming the bushes?” Margaret Kent said as her stepson ran through the front door.

“Yes, Margaret,” Levi said as he took the steps two at a time up to the second floor.

Margaret was sitting on the couch reading a magazine. “Hey! Levi? No running in the house.”

“Sorry, Margaret,” he called from the top of the stairs.

She had given up on him calling her ‘Mom’ years ago. “Did someone move into the house next door? I thought I saw a car earlier.”

He stopped running. “Uh, yeah. A woman and her daughter.”

“Did you meet them? Are they nice?”

Levi burst out laughing. “Yeah. Yeah, they’re very nice.” He went to his room and shut the door.

***

“Let me get this straight: she sucked your dick?” Levi’s best friend Tyler asked on video chat.

“I swear to God, she did,” Levi said as he leaned back in his desk chair and smiled.

“A MILF sucked your dick?”

“Dude, how many times do I have to tell you: she sucked my cock right in the fucking kitchen.”

“Spit or swallow?”

“Swallow.”

“Hands or no hands?”

“Huh?”

“Did she jack you while she sucked it? Or, did she deepthroat it?”

“Deepthroat I guess,” Levi said.

“You’re a lying sack of shit, Kent.” The fat kid said on the computer monitor.

“Fuck you, Tyler! I’m not lying.”

“Then you fucking dreamed it. You fell asleep and dreamed some big titted MILF sucked you off. Fuck, last night I dreamed I was giving it to Tyffany Twysted and jizzed all over myself.”

“It’s broad daylight, dumbass. How could I have a wet dream in broad daylight? She says I can have her any time I want. She doesn’t want me beating off anymore.”

“Okay, now I know you’re fucking lying.”

“Yeah? She also said she’d fuck my friends.”

Tyler stared at the screen. “I’ll be over tomorrow, dude.”

***

Courtney Fuchs found silk pajamas in a dresser in her bedroom. They hugged her body and felt amazing as she lay down on her ruffled bedspread. She still couldn’t believe this place.

She rolled over on the bed and opened the drawer of her nightstand.

She laughed out loud.

Inside was a thick, twelve inch pink rubber vibrator. There was a note wrapped around it:

Courtney,

For use on nights when I can’t be there.

Love, 

Demona

She laughed and shook her head. Then she kissed the head of the fake phallus. Courtney had the strange sensation that her life began just a couple of days ago.

And, increasingly she believed that might be literally true.

She now worked for an organization that could take someone and turn them into a completely different person with no memory of their past life. Not only that, they could give you memories of a false life.

Courtney no longer took anything at face value.

For one thing, she was fairly certain Stacie Fuchs was not her mother. She had memories of growing up with Stacie as Mom, but there were gaps in her memory. It felt staged.

However, she was fairly certain that Stacie cared for her - that she actually believed she was Courtney’s mother.

And, in a way, that was good enough.

Because this felt nice. It felt nice to live in a mansion with her mother. 

Courtney had a sinking suspicion that her real life had been far darker than this one. She had the uncomfortable feeling that if she pulled too hard at the threads of her new life? The curtain might fall, and she would have to face a world of ugly truth.

So, she had no intention of pulling at any threads. This life was incredible, and she had no intention of fucking it up.

Tomorrow, she would start classes at Ithaca College and spend most of her time in the dorm. Life was an adventure.

Then there was Demona. Her girlfriend. She felt warm inside thinking about her. Was that an illusion? No. It couldn’t be. Some things could be faked, but the look in Demona’s eyes and the way Courtney felt when she was near her? You couldn’t fake that.

That was love.

Her only anxiety was how she was going to break the news to fake Mom that she didn’t have to be so worried about a guy getting into her pants, because she was only interested in girls, and in particular one goth lady doctor who might be the smartest person on earth and who thought she hung the moon.

Courtney smiled. First world problems. Coming out to Stacie would most likely pale in comparison to what her past life had been.

She licked her lips and tugged the pajama bottoms down. She grinned and pushed the button on the end of the big vibrator. It buzzed to life.

She gently caressed her clit and let out a moan. “Oh, Demona, I love it,” she whispered as she eased it gently inside her wet pussy.

***

Margaret Kent walked through the gap in the hedgerow and circled around to the front of the Fuchs house. The cookies on the platter in her hand smelled heavenly: chocolate chip with a hint of peanut butter and vanilla.

She rang the bell.

The woman who answered was a vision. So much so that Margaret’s mouth opened and stayed that way.

She was tall with long, dark brown hair. Her cheekbones were high, and her crystal blue eyes sparkled. She wore a silk kimono robe in brown and copper colors.

Miss Fuchs had the largest breast implants Margaret had seen other than on television.

“Hello,” the supermodel said.

Margaret blinked. The woman smelled heavenly, eclipsing the peanut buttery, chocolatey, vanilla-y scent of the cookies.

She smiled knowingly. “I’m Stacie Fuchs, and you are?”

Margaret shook her head to clear it. “Oh! Margaret! I’m Margaret Kent. Your next door neighbor.” She laughed. “I’m sorry... it’s just, you look amazing!”

“Oh,” Stacie said. “You’re Levi’s mother. He’s a wonderful boy.”

Margaret smiled. “I’m his stepmother, actually.”

“Are those for us?” Stacie asked looking at the cookies.

“Yes! Yes, I just whipped them up to welcome you to the neighborhood.”

“That’s so thoughtful. Won’t you come in?” Stacie took the tray and stepped to the side.

“Sure you want them? With a body like that, you must not eat!”

Stacie laughed. “Nonsense. I eat. And, my daughter will plow through these in thirty seconds, so I’m going to eat my share along with my wine. Would you like some?”

“Sure! If I’m not imposing - you look ready for bed.”

“No, we just like to be comfortable here. Courtney’s already turned in. In other words, hiding in her room doing whatever teenagers do. I shudder to think.” Stacie led Margaret into the opulent living room.

Margaret sat down on an overstuffed dark leather couch.

Stacie sat down beside her, the kimono riding up to show the woman’s long thighs.

“The workers were in and out of here in the spring, but when no one moved in, we assumed it was going to be put up for sale,” Margaret said.

“It was. We just closed on it today,” Stacie said as she poured a glass of red wine and handed it to Margaret.

She took a sip. “Mmm, this is wonderful. What is it?”

“You know, I don’t have a clue.” Stacie picked up the bottle, looked at the label and chuckled. “Chateau Morpheus - looks like it’s from Cuba. Oh, my! Does that make it contraband?”

Margaret shrugged. “Contraband or not, it’s delicious. So, it’s just you and your daughter?”

“Courtney, yes. I have two other children, twins - Maddie and Donny. They don’t live with us. Too busy at Ithaca College.” She took a drink. “And, tomorrow, Courtney moves over to her dorm. My last chick leaving the nest. I plan to keep her close by, though.”

“It’s sad when they leave home. I mean, Levi hasn’t yet. My husband, Abe, thinks he isn’t mature enough for college.” Margaret licked her lips. The wine was sooo good.

“Well, we’ll just have to work on helping him mature,” Stacie said. “It takes a village, after all. I’m more than willing to do my part.”

“Mmm, you know, that’s a wonderful idea! If you have odd jobs for him to do, do not hesitate to call.”

“Well, in that case, I’ll be working him hard,” Stacie said smiling over her wine glass. “Honestly, this big house is going to be terribly lonely without my baby. I’ll welcome his company.”

Margaret reached out and patted her hand. “And, you’ll have me as well.” She started to pull her hand away, but Stacie caught it in her own.

“Will I? Oh, that makes me so very happy. Only here a few hours, and I’m already making friends.”

Margaret smiled and stared at the red nailed hand that held hers. She blinked. “Wow, this is some powerful wine!”

Stacie ran her long red nail along the back of her hand. “Is it?”

Margaret nodded and tried to focus. 

“Your pulse is dropping. Don’t you feel relaxed?”

“Hmm? Yes.”

“That’s good, Margaret. Such a formal name, can I call you Maggie?”

Margaret’s eyes slowly closed. “Yes. That’s what my sister calls me.”

“Maggie it is then. I want to be like a sister to you, Maggie. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” Stacie asked.

“Yes,” Maggie whispered.

“So, when we’re alone? I’m going to call you Maggie. My Maggie. When I call you Maggie? You’re going to just relax and listen to everything I say. I’m very wise, Maggie. I’m your best friend, your true confidant.”

Maggie smiled with her eyes closed. “Best friend.”

Stacie smiled. “How old are you, Maggie?”

“Forty-One.”

“And, you’ve been married how long?”

“Ten years.” Maggie’s head drifted back against the leather.

“Your husband, Abe, what does he do?”

“Lawyer. Abernathy, Cole, and Kent.”

Stacie smiled and nodded. “That’s so nice, Maggie.” She giggled. “Are you a kept woman, Maggie?”

“Um, huh? What do you mean?”

“Are you a kept woman? Do you work or does your husband take care of you?”

“Um, kept. Kept woman.”

“That’s good, Maggie. We’ll be able to spend a lot of time together. Won’t that be nice?”

Maggie smiled. “Mmm, yes. I would love that.”

“Me too. The wine I gave you has some special ingredients. You’re going to feel especially romantic. It’s going to start slowly, but over time, you’re going to become very, very horny. It might be scary, but believe me, it’s for your own good, Maggie.”

“Own good...”

“That’s right. I only have your best interests at heart, darling. You’ll understand in time.” Stacie caressed her face and Maggie smiled. “Such a good girl. Your life is about to become very interesting,” Stacie giggled.

Maggie nodded, eyes closed.

“I’m going to wake you up in a moment. You won’t remember anything about what I’ve told you. All you will remember is the wine was just a little too strong and you nodded off. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, one last thing. I want you to remember one thing. I want it to occur to you several times a day, especially when you are feeling sexy. I want you to remember: my stepson has an enormous cock.  You say it.”

“My... stepson has an enormous cock.”

“Mmm, yes, he does. Now, on the count of three? You will wake up. Ready?”

She nodded.

“One... two... three.”

Margaret snapped awake. “Oh, my goodness! Did I fall asleep?”

Stacie smiled. “This wine is just far too strong! I will make sure we get a nice domestic vintage.”

“Don’t you dare, it’s wonderful. Just takes some getting used to.”

Stacie nodded. “Everything does.”

***

“She was very nice,” Margaret said as she undressed for bed in her bathroom.

“Who was?” Abe said from the bed. He had a pile of legal briefs on a lap desk.

Margaret walked out of the bathroom wearing a thin silk chemise. “Stacie Fuchs. We had wine... really strong wine. Too strong, actually - I fell asleep.”

“That’s not like you.” He looked up over the top of his reading glasses. “Whoa! You haven’t worn that since our wedding night.”

Margaret spun. “Still fits.” She was thin with little breasts that were still pert for a forty-one year old.

“I’ll say.” He looked back down at his legal briefs.

Margaret frowned. “Don’t you like it?”

“Huh? Yeah, of course.”

“Can’t that wait till tomorrow?”

He smiled and took off his glasses. “Sure.” He set the lap desk on the floor by the bed.

She practically leaped onto the bed.

“Hey! What is this?” Abe laughed.

She bit her lower lip. “I want you.”

“I think I need to send you over to the neighbor’s house more often,” Abe said as he ran his hand up her thigh, lifting the back of the chemise and cupping her ass cheek.

Margaret frowned. “That’s fine, but I don’t want you anywhere near her.”

Abe laughed. “Is that so?”

“Total sex goddess. Big fake boobs, supermodel face, legs like a gazelle. Wearing nothing but a silk kimono and it was barely dark outside. But, still in full makeup all by herself - who does that?”

“Hmm, tell me more.” He smiled mischievously.

She slapped his chest. “I mean it! I will not have my new best friend stealing my man.” She laid her head on his chest.

“Best friend?! You just met her.”

Margaret shrugged. “I know, but it’s so lonely here. I want her to be my friend, but not yours. Got it?”

“Loud and clear,” Abe laughed. His hand slid down her ass and he fingered her wet slit.

“Mmm, yeah. Momma likes.” She sat up straddling him and yanked open his pajama bottoms. His cock was hard.

She slid forward and let him push inside her. “Oh. Yeah. Just like that.”

“You are so wet!” Abe groaned.

She began to grind her crotch against him.

His five inch cock became even stiffer inside her as she rocked and moaned. “Yes. Fuck me, Abe.”

His hands went around her waist and he began to thrust into her.

She whimpered and fell forward on his chest, loving the way his cock slid in and out, in and out. Her clit was rubbing against his shaft with every thrust.

She felt her orgasm building. This was going to be strong, much stronger than usual. It felt like a storm slowly closing in on her. “God, going to cum. Going to cum.”

She screamed against his neck. His cock wasn’t big, but it felt so good inside her.

My stepson has an enormous cock. The thought came into her head, unbidden, unexpected.

And, she came, the words repeating over and over as her body convulsed.

Abe held onto her even when she bit his neck.

She went limp in his arms.

“Wow,” Abe whispered. “Where did that come from?”

Margaret panted against him. Then she giggled. He slid out of her and she shoved her body down.

She laughed and then sucked his cock to the root.

“Jesus, Margaret. Fuck!” He unloaded in her throat as she sucked and swallowed.

All the while, the words ‘my stepson has an enormous cock’ repeated in her head.

***

SlutzNet's instructions to Stacie had been clear: go to her bathroom and strip, then kneel in front of the wall mirror and wait.

So, she knelt naked on the tile floor feeling silly, staring at her own submissive image in the glass.

Until it wasn't her image any more at all.

The mirror stopped being a mirror, and instead became an 8 foot by 16 foot video monitor.

The woman standing in the image was tall and thin, dressed in a shiny black latex fetish nun outfit, but, unlike the other Sisters of Morpheus, this woman wore nothing on her head. Lustrous black hair hung down in curled waves past her shoulders.

Her face had a caramel color, her lips painted black, her eyes huge and black.

Completely black - inky orbs without a white sclera.

She smiled.

Stacie looked quickly at the floor.

"Good evening, Miss Fuchs. Do you know who I am, my child?" The accent was Spanish.

"Yes. You are Sister. You are the High Priestess of Morpheus."

"Look at me, child. You need not fear me."

Stacie looked up.

The black eyes stared through her. The smile though genuine seemed calculated like the smile of a wolf contemplating prey. "I wanted to speak with you personally. How was your first day in our service?"

"Exceptional, Sister. The accommodations are more than I dreamed."

"Befitting your position. Have you begun work?"

"Yes! Within minutes of arriving, I discovered a young man observing us. I seduced him and I have begun his corruption. I have also begun the enslavement of his stepmother."

Sister nodded. "A very good first day. You seem to be a natural at this - you do understand your role, do you not?"

"I... I am to seduce and corrupt. And, I am to bring my victims into the Church."

"Yes, those are the tactics. But, do you understand the overall strategy?"

Stacie shook her head. "No, Sister. I know my role, but I would not presume to understand the design."

Sister chuckled. "So humble, but that's unnecessary. Stacie, you are part of a three pronged attack. We are subverting this country in three different ways. The lower classes are being bent to our will using the promise of free, uninhibited sex. This is why we are taking over prostitution in every major city. The upper class is being seduced with the promise of power, physical modification, and unlimited sexual gratification."

Stacie nodded.

"Your role is with the middle class. These will be the hardest individuals to bend to our will. You must seduce them, twist them, make them give up their beliefs, destroy their families. Attack the supports they rely on and they will beg us to bring them into the fold."

Stacie smiled. "Yes, Sister."

"You are the first of many to come, Stacie. A test in a way. If you succeed in Ithaca, we will seed every suburban population center with MILF whores like yourself. You will be their undoing. Do you understand?"

Stacie beamed. "I will not fail you, Sister."

"I know you won't, my child. His will be done."

"His will be done, Sister." She looked down at the floor. When she looked up again, the mirror was once again a mirror, showing only Stacie's smiling face.

***

Levi lay in his bed staring up at the ceiling. He hadn't been able to get the encounter with Stacie Fuchs out of his head. Had she really meant he could come to her at any time? Or, had she just had a moment of weakness?

He lay in his bed, the erection tenting his boxers.

There was only one way to know for sure.

He threw off the covers and sat up. He grabbed his cutoffs and a t-shirt, and then slipped on his sneakers. His bedroom window was tall and opened out. A tall oak stood just on the other side of the window.

Levi had been sneaking in and out of his room via the tree since he was ten.

He grabbed a branch and swung down to the bigger branch below. He tightrope walked to the trunk, where he had installed wooden ladder rungs with thick nails through the centers.

He climbed down to the backyard and ran across the dewy grass.

Levi walked to Stacie's front door. He started to knock, but his hand hesitated.

This was insane. He couldn't just show up on her doorstep after midnight, could he?

He turned to leave.

The door swung open.

A voice said, "Third floor and through the double doors. Mistress is in the master bath. She is expecting you."

Levi stared at the door as if he thought it might bite him.

"Please proceed quietly, Mistress Courtney is a light sleeper."

Levi stepped into the marble foyer and walked up the wide staircase all the way to the third floor.

He opened the double doors and walked into the bedroom.

The bed was huge.

He closed the doors behind him.

Light streamed through from one of the two doors at the end of the bedroom.

He walked to the half opened door and stepped inside.

The light within was bright.

Stacie smiled at him from a big bathtub filled with soap suds. "Hard again already?"

"I... yes... I wanted to call first."

"You don't have to call, Levi. I told you whenever you needed relief to come to me. And, you came. What a good boy you are."

He smiled sheepishly. "It's okay I'm here so late?"

She nodded. "Take off your clothes."

He kicked off his sneakers.

"Slowly." She looked at him hungrily. "I want to watch."

He smiled and took off the t-shirt slowly. Once it was over his head he looked into her blue eyes and saw the lust.

He unbuttoned his shorts and unzipped, pushing the shorts and the boxers down.

His cock sprang free.

“Mmm, very nice.” She stood up in the tub, soap sliding down her curves.

Levi swallowed hard and his cock lurched.

She held out her hand.

He took it and stepped into the warm water.

She put her hands on his shoulders and guided him down.

He knelt in the water, his face even with her hairless crotch. 

She had a tattoo, an inverted pentagram in thin black lines that stretched from just below her navel almost to her erect, thick clit.

“That’s metal as fuck,” he said.

“Metal as fuck? Is that a saying now?”

“Yeah, you know like hard rock, metal.”

“Oh, I see.”

He reached out and gingerly traced it with his index finger.

Her wet skin was warm.

“What does it mean?”

Stacie stroked his curly hair. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

She caressed the tattoo. “This is one of the symbols of my church. It’s a symbol of ownership.”

“Ownership?”

“Yes, like a brand.”

“Your Church owns you?”

Stacie laughed. “In a manner of speaking. I owe them everything. They reformed my body, gave me a purpose. This house is their gift to me.”

He stared intently at her clit.

She pulled his head forward. “Have you ever gone down on a woman, Levi?”

“No,” he said.

“Time to learn. Just kiss it first. Gently, explore with your tongue. But, not the clit yet. You know what a clit is right?”

“Yes,” he gently stroked her clit with his middle finger.

She sighed. “Mmm, you do know a thing or two, don’t you?”

“A little. I want you to teach me everything.”

Stacie laughed. “Careful what you wish for. Some things you learn can’t be unlearned.”

“Teach me, please,” he whispered. He leaned forward and kissed her pussy. Soon his tongue began to probe and lick her labia and slide into her cunt.

Stacie moaned. “Yes, just like that. Deeper, don’t be afraid.” She tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him forward, rubbing her pussy on his face.

He began pushing his tongue in and out of her depths.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me with your tongue.” She ground her crotch against him harder. “Clit. Lick and suck.”

She cried out as Levi sucked in her clit and massaged it with his tongue.

“God, yes! Side to side, lick it side to side like that. Suck harder.”

He flicked it left to right with his tongue. Right to left, faster and faster. Her juices coated him, and he sucked even harder.

The hood had pulled back from her swollen clit and he added up and down strokes in addition to the side to side.

“Cumming! Oh, fuck! Cumming!” Her pussy squeezed and spasmed and he licked her harder than ever.

Her juices flowed across his chin as her body jerked.

“S... Stop... I can’t... take it.” She collapsed forward and he caught her in his arms, extending his legs and lying back, pulling her down on his chest.

She opened her beautiful crystal eyes and smiled at him. “Not bad for your first cunnilingus lesson.”

He stared at her in wonder. “Thank you. You’re so beautiful.”

Her hand moved under the water and found his cock. She stroked him gently.

He gritted his teeth and tried hard not to cum.

“Relax. You’re going to cum fast. You’re young. There’s nothing wrong with it. You’ll last longer by the end of the summer. Hours.” She kissed him and slid up his wet body. She rubbed her cunt against his cock.

“Do we need a condom?” he whispered.

“No.”

“Are you on the pill?”

She laughed. “Would you care if I wasn’t?”

“I... no.”

“Good.”

He gasped as he slid inside her.

She looked deep into his eyes as she settled on his cock. “Relax. Let me do the work.”

He nodded as she began to move. Her eyes remained locked on his as she rose and fell on his cock, their bodies warm in the bath.

“Did it feel like this? When you fucked your girlfriend? Did it feel this good inside her?”

He put his hands on her hips. “No.”

She smiled. “You should leave.”

“What?”

“You won’t be the same after I’m through with you. I’m going to change you. You should run.” She moved faster, and he began to thrust into her on the downstroke.

“I want you to.”

“Then fuck me. Cum in me, Levi.”

He jerked forward and came, shooting cum inside her.

She ground her crotch against him as he cried out.

She laughed. “You’re mine.”

They held onto each other in the warm tub.

***

Levi lay on the huge bed and watched her brush her hair at her dresser.

She was nude and he watched the graceful curve of her back, the swell of her buttocks, the sides of her immense breasts.

She smiled at him in the mirror.

“I love you,” he said.

She shook her head. “No, you don’t.” She stood up and walked to him, breasts and hips swaying. She was still wearing her makeup, though it didn’t register with the boy - logically, her makeup should have been washed away in the bath, but instead it looked freshly done.

Stacie climbed onto the bed and crawled, breasts swaying, nipples almost touching the sheets.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered as she lay down beside him and faced him.

“Yes. But, you don’t love me.”

“I do, Stacie, you’re...”

She stroked his hair. “You are going to fuck hundreds of women, Levi. Thousands, perhaps.”

“I don’t want anyone except you.”

She laughed gently. “I know you feel that way now, but...”

“But, nothing. I love you, Stacie.”

She nodded and sighed. “Levi, darling, listen to me. I am too mature for you...”

“I’m old enough!”

“It’s not about age, dear. It’s about maturity.”

“But...”

“You are a wonderful boy, and we are going to have an amazing time together. I want to teach you.” She scooted closer and grasped his hardening cock. “I’m going to teach you so many naughty things. I’m going to make you do things beyond your belief. But, loving me is not one of those things.”

“Why not?”

“You want to possess me, don’t you?”

Levi frowned. “I don’t know... I guess.”

She smiled and nodded. “I don’t want to be your possession.” She looked down at her abdomen to the tattoo. “I’m already possessed.” She fluffed his hair. “And, delicious as you are? I want more.”

“More? More than I can...”

She smiled. “I want to fuck anyone I desire, anytime I desire. I want that for you as well. And, if we have that desire at the same time, even better.”

He nodded.

She licked her lips. “Not that your cock isn’t very nice.”

He smiled. He started to roll on top of her.

She shook her head. “No, no. Time for you to go home and get back in your bed. Can’t have step mommy finding you gone from your bed, now can we?”

“Margaret? She doesn’t check on me...”

Stacie laughed. “Oh, I think Margaret cares more about you than you know. I think she’s growing more and more attached to you.”

Levi rolled his eyes. “Whatever. Come on, one more time?”

“No, but I’ll make you cum, if you let me do whatever I want to you.” Mischief sparkled in Stacie’s eyes.

Levi laughed. “What do you want to do, exactly?”

“Trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Stupid boy. Okay. Stand up.”

Levi crawled off the bed and stood, naked by the nightstand.

“Close your eyes.”

“Seriously?” Levi said.

“Close them or you don’t get to cum, I mean it,” Stacie said as she rolled to the edge of the bed.

Levi closed his eyes.

He heard the nightstand drawer open.

Cloth touched his eyes and he yelped, “Hey! What?”

“Shh, just a scarf. I want you blindfolded,” Stacie giggled as she tied the cloth around his head.

He tried to open his eyes, but the black silk blocked his vision.

“You’re going to feel something cold. Don’t worry.”

Cool liquid sprayed on his groin.

“What the?!”

Stacie giggled. “Such a pussy. Stop whining or I’ll send you home.”

The liquid slowly warmed.

She worked it into his cock and balls with her hands.

He moaned a little as she gently massaged the skin under his ball sack.

She laughed. “Like that, do you?”

“Y... Yes.”

“Good. I’m going to get it all worked into your skin.” Her fingers were magic as they slathered the stuff over his skin. “Now, turn around and bend over.”

“Uh...”

“Or, go home. Up to you.”

He sighed. “Why do you want me to bend over?” Levi asked nervously.

“I have a two foot long horse cock dildo to shove up your ass and get you in touch with that feminine side.”

“What?!”

She laughed. “I’m kidding, Levi. Just trust me.”

He leaned forward.

More liquid sprayed on his backside.

Then her fingers were sliding between his butt cheeks.

“Unnh,” he moaned as she began to caress his asshole.

“Hmm, maybe I should have gotten out the dildo?” Stacie laughed.

“Don’t you dare! But, what you’re doing feels really good.”

Her fingers rubbed and caressed. 

He felt his body relaxing.

She began to rub him with a warm towel. “Oh, that’s much better,” she laughed.

“What did you do?”

“You’ll see. Stand up straight.”

He raised up, and Stacie put her hands on his hips, turning him toward where she sat on the edge of the bed.

The towel again, rubbing and caressing his cock and balls. Gliding silky smooth across his lower abdomen.

He was breathing heavy when he felt her lips on his cock, kissing along the length. “Oh, Stacie.”

And, then she sucked him deep, that magic throat of hers taking him.

He tried to reach out and touch her hair, but she slapped his hands away.

He was so deep in her, she was actually tonguing his balls.

“I’m going to!” He groaned.

Stacie pulled back till only his cock head was in her mouth.

He came, coating her tongue.

He cried out as a stabbing pain lanced through the base of his cock.

Levi fumbled with the blindfold as he continued to pump sperm onto Stacie’s tongue.

A second pain almost doubled him over: something had pierced his left nut.

“There, all done,” Stacie whispered.

He finally uncovered his eyes.

Stacie smiled sweetly up at him, her lips coated in his cum.

“What did you do?” The pain was gone from his cock and left ball.

“Did something hurt you?” Stacie asked innocently.

“Did you bite me or something?”

She leaned back and licked her lips. “What if I did?”

He shook his head and stared down at his crotch.

All his pubic hair was gone. From his navel down past his nuts, he was completely hairless.

He reached back to find the skin between his asscheeks was bare as well.

Stacie winked up at him. “I don’t like my men to be hairy. I like to lick smooth skin.”

***

Margaret left the bedroom she shared with Abe in the middle of the night.

She couldn’t sleep.

How could she sleep after... what had happened?

She knew that some people fantasized during sex, not that she had before. This was a first.

A disturbing first!

Margaret had never harbored a desire for her stepson before.

My stepson has an enormous cock.

Stop it! What’s wrong with me? She thought. The words had slid into her mind even as Abe’s little cock probed inside her. She was so embarrassed.

How could she think such a thing? It was wicked.

She paused in the hallway, staring in horror at her right hand.

Margaret had her hand poised over Levi’s doorknob.

She jerked her hand back as if the door was on fire.

She turned and took a step back toward her room.

Margaret stopped when she heard a noise coming from Levi’s room.

Had he called to her? Surely not. Still...

She turned the knob.

The room was dark, and moonlight streamed in through the open window.

A gentle breeze moved the curtains.

Levi was lying on his back asleep under the top sheet. It was pulled down his muscular torso, covering him only from the waist down.

His boxers lay on the carpeted floor by the bed.

Margaret stared at the boxers. Then, she looked up at the sheet.

There was a thick lump under the sheet where his...

My stepson has an enormous cock.

Margaret almost cried out. She put her fingers against her lips as she stared. 

She squeezed her eyes shut and backed out of the room, closing the door gently.

“Get hold of yourself,” she whispered in the dark hallway. She walked to the bathroom at the end of the corridor.

Inside, she closed the door and locked it, then she turned on the light.

Her eyes looked haunted in the bathroom mirror.

She leaned against the sink, trying to make her heart stop pounding.

The reflection of the clothes hamper caught her eye.

Margaret swallowed.

How many times had she done his laundry? He was a teenage boy. How many times had she laughed at the stiff stain in his boxers? Boys did that - they... masturbated.

She turned and walked back to the hamper.

She raised the lid.

A pair of his boxers. Worn.

She was practically hyperventilating.

Margaret reached in and pulled out the underwear.

She brought them close to her face, inhaling.

Margaret smiled. His smell. A little sweaty. Masculine.

She pressed them against her nose, drawing in more of the intoxicating smell.

She stared at the milky white stain.

Without thinking, she stuck out her tongue and licked Levi’s dried semen.

Salty and oh, so good!

She drew the stain slowly across her tongue, imagining what it would have been like to lick off his spend when it was wet, just after he had stroked his big, thick cock.

Her eyes opened. Had he thought about her? When he jerked his cock into the boxers, had he been thinking about her?

She pulled open her robe and ground the stained boxers against her pussy.

Margaret bit her lip as she rubbed her clit with the fabric, pushing it inside, mixing her fresh girl juice with his dried cum.

She came hard, gritting her teeth so no one would hear her perversion.

***

Emily Cray was missing American Feminist Authors, her favorite class at Ithaca College, but this was important. Besides, they were going to discuss "My Life on the Road" by Gloria Steinem, and she knew it inside and out.

Feeding her inner feminist was important but feeding herself was becoming more important. Mom and Dad had recently announced some 'tough love' - shape up at school or else.

Emily was in her third year at Ithaca and had decided to switch from pre-Law (yay, way to go, daughter!) to Women's Studies (WTF, daughter?!)

Mom and Dad were not impressed.

Yes, it would be difficult to find a job after graduation, but what was happening in the US today was terrifying. The patriarchy was in full control, and it was the responsibility of every woman to stand up for her sisters.

Not to mention, the creepy Church of Morpheus was everywhere on campus. The stories on the internet were absolutely horrible. Human trafficking? The sororities seemed to be filling up with filled out bimbos.

Mom and Dad said no more money till she switched back to pre-Law like a good little Stepford-ite.

Somehow, she had managed to scrape together enough cash to pay her tuition and books, but she was down to eating Ramen noodles and her part of the rent was due last week.

Emily needed a job.

Her prayers were answered when she found the ad on the college bulletin board:

Help Wanted - Young woman for light housework in an all-female home near campus. Room and board included.

Emily wasn't averse to light housework, and an all-female household sounded absolutely delightful. She had been put off a little when she called the number attached and was greeted by a man's voice. However, he explained that he was merely acting as the go-between.

So, Emily rode the bus out into the Ithaca suburbs - neat hedgerows between million dollar houses. She pressed the stop button and stood up. The bus hissed to a stop and she exited through the front. She was wearing a white silk blouse and a sensible gray skirt. She was wearing her heels for the first time in six months.

Emily could feel the bus driver's eyes on her backside as she stepped to the curb. She spun around to confront his misogyny, but found the man was rubbing his glasses on his tie and not looking at her at all.

"Have a nice day!" He said as he closed the door.

"You... too," she said.

The house had an iron gate and a drive that disappeared into trees beyond. She walked up to a metal box with a speaker beside the gate.

"Please step aside, a car is approaching from the house," a man's voice said.

It was the same man she had talked to on the phone.

A car came down the drive.

Well, not so much a car as a garish pink nightmare. It was a Corvette convertible in powder puff pink.

The gate opened automatically, and the car pulled through stopping beside Emily.

Inside was probably the most beautiful woman Emily had ever seen. She was blonde and built more for the beaches of Southern California than the Upstate New York suburbs. She was about Emily's age.

The blonde girl looked at Emily with an astonished look. "It's a Barbie Corvette. I didn't know they made real Barbie Corvettes," the girl said. "It's mine. Fuck, man, they think of everything." She shrugged and pulled onto the road.

Emily watched her go.

"You are Miss Cray?" The man asked from the speaker.

"Um, yes, Emily Cray to see Miss Fuchs?"

"Very punctual, Miss Cray. Please follow the driveway. Miss Fuchs is expecting you."

Emily looked up the wooded drive, and she almost turned around. There was something foreboding about the trees.

She stepped through the gate and it hissed closed behind her.

The house was not a house so much as a mansion nestled among huge trees.

She reached the front door and reached for the doorbell.

Before she could touch it, the door opened on its own.

"Won't you come in, Miss Cray?" The man's voice said.

The foyer beyond was empty.

"The Mistress is waiting in the living room, just ahead and to the right."

Emily walked across the marble floor, conscious of the sound of her heels.

Stacie Fuchs was sitting on an overstuffed leather couch wearing loose gray shorts and a large, red t-shirt. She was holding a steaming cup of coffee. She set it on the coffee table and got to her feet, gliding across the floor to take Emily's hand. "You must be Emily."

"Yes, Miss Fuchs." She had the ridiculous feeling she should curtsy or something stupid like that.

She was an older, brunette version of the beautiful blonde in the Barbie Corvette.

"I think I passed your daughter in the drive..."

"Courtney, yes, she's very excited to start school - she's pre-Med."

"Oh." That sounded a little ludicrous. The girl looked like a silicone bimbo, not a future doctor.

"Sit down," Stacie said and patted the couch.

Emily sat down and smoothed her skirt.

Stacie sat down beside her. "Now, tell me all about yourself."

"I... I'm a student at Ithaca..."

"Studying what?"

"Women's Studies," she said with a smile.

Stacie stared at her. Then she blinked and smiled. "Oh, is that a thing?"

Emily nodded. "Yeah, it's an actual thing."

"Hmm. Probably not a lot of cute boys in those classes?"

"Not many, no."

"Do you have a boyfriend? Or, girlfriend?" Stacie asked.

Emily was taken aback. She had expected some questions about her background and experience, not a quiz on her love life. "No. I'm... between."

Stacie smiled. "Between which?"

"Boyfriends," Emily stammered. In fact, she was very between. She hadn't had a date in almost a year.

"I see," Stacie said as she looked at Emily's legs.

Emily pressed her legs tighter together and smoothed her skirt again. Was the woman a lesbian? She got a little angry with herself. What if she was? Nothing wrong with that.

"Would you like some coffee? I'll warn you it's a trifle strong. I had a late night last night. God, the young man I had was insatiable. Do you take cream and sugar?" Stacie asked.

"I... yes, both, please." Had Stacie just said what she thought she said?

Stacie poured the coffee in a fine china cup. "We just moved in. It's not really our house, it's part of my benefits. You should have seen Courtney's face this morning when she saw her car." She pushed the coffee toward Emily on the coffee table.

Emily took the cup and blew on it.

"Bottoms up," Stacie said with a smile that wasn't quite wholesome.

Emily hesitated and took a drink. She wasn't kidding: it was strong!

Stacie stood up. "Honestly, my employer arranged for this interview - I didn't know anything about it until this morning." She smiled. "We're not exactly the type to hire servants, Courtney and I."

"Oh, that's fine. Miss Fuchs, I'm a little worried: this house is huge! I wouldn't even know where to start with keeping house in a place like this."

Stacie winked. "I think you'll be more my personal servant than a housekeeper. I think there's a service that comes in and actually cleans this place."

"I see," Emily said. The coffee was delicious, and rather than giving her a caffeine buzz, it seemed to be calming her down. Was it decaf?

"Room and board is included in your compensation. You'll be staying upstairs in the master suite."

Emily nodded. She blinked. "Wait, the master suite? Miss Fuchs..."

"Oh, please don't call me that," Stacie laughed.

Emily smiled. "Stacie then..."

Stacie sat down and put a warm hand on her knee. "No, my dear, you will address me as Mistress."

"Um, what?"

"You will address me as Mistress."

Emily's mouth was dry. She took another drink, then she looked down at the coffee. "N... No... I don't think..."

"You really shouldn't think, dear," Stacie said as she eased the cup from Emily's hand.

Emily tried to get up, but her limbs felt like they were made of lead. "I... you drugged me."

"Of course, I did," Stacie said as she opened a small box on the coffee table.

There were syringes inside.

"I want to go home," Emily whispered.

"I know." Stacie held up a syringe filled with amber liquid. "Believe it or not, you are home."

"What's that?" Emily whined as Stacie took the plastic cover off the needle.

"This? Oh, this will remove your will. It's a powerful hypnotic."

Emily watched with wide eyes as Stacie leaned toward her with the needle.

"No, don't!"

The needle slid into her neck.

The liquid was warm as it entered her bloodstream.

Stacie shook her head. "Women's Studies? Ridiculous. You know you wouldn't be in this mess if you were pre-Med or pre-Law. What does the world need with non-professional degrees?"

The room was spinning as Stacie eased the needle out.

"There. It takes a few minutes and then you'll feel nice and cozy," Stacie said as she dropped the spent needle on the coffee table and took Emily's hand.

"Who... are you?" Emily mumbled.

"I told you: you will call me Mistress. I am the center of your universe."

Emily stared into the woman's crystal blue eyes. They were so beautiful.

"Why are you doing this?" Emily moaned. She felt like she was melting into the couch.

"It's my job, sweetheart. The Church of Morpheus takes very good care of me to do their bidding," she said as she ran her fingers through Emily's strawberry blonde hair.

"Church of Morpheus... Patriarchy... they're the patriarchy..."

Stacie stared at her for a moment and then burst out laughing. "The Patriarchy? What the fuck is that? You do realize the Church is ruled over by a woman, right? As a matter of fact, it was a woman who brought me into the Church. No, I'm afraid there is no Patriarchy. Honestly, darling, most men can't find their socks in the morning, much less be involved in some massive conspiracy to subjugate women."

Stacie pulled off her t-shirt, revealing huge DDD breasts with black plastic nipple piercings: inverted pentagrams with clamps that held them to her thick nipples. She loosened the clamp on her left nipple and whitish liquid began to dribble from her breast.

Stacie pulled her over and laid Emily's head on her lap.

"N... No... please..."

"Shh, suck now." She guided her nipple to Emily's lips.

The liquid touched her lips and Emily went stiff from a spontaneous orgasm.

She latched on and sucked, feeling her mind begin to wander as the warm milk filled her mouth.

"There now, that's right. Women's Studies. Well, in a way, that's what you'll be doing, Emily. You'll be studying one woman very closely: me!" Stacie laughed. "Don't worry, I'm not cruel, Emily. You might even begin to enjoy it."

Every word Stacie said just sounded so right now! She felt warm and safe in Mistress's loving embrace.

"Where to begin? From now on, like I said, you will call me Mistress. And, no more school - you're going to be far too busy. You'll be attending me constantly."

Emily nodded against Mistress's breast as she sucked.

Mistress's hand pushed under her skirt and between Emily's thighs.

Emily spread her legs quickly and Mistress slid her fingers under the crotch of her panties.

Emily cooed as Mistress fingered her pussy.

"Nice and wet! That's how I like my Emily. Wet and ready." She slid two fingers gently in and out of Emily's pussy. She rolled Emily in her arm so that she couldn't suck.

"Oh, Mistress, please!" Emily whined. She eagerly lapped at the milk on her lips.

"No, you've had enough Ambrosia for right now."

Emily groaned. "Yes, Mistress."

Stacie smiled and, as she pumped her middle and index fingers into Emily's snatch, she wormed her ring finger into Emily's little pucker.

"Aiggh! Mistress!"

"Never been assfucked, have you?"

"N... No!"

"You love being assfucked. You prefer it to your pussy, Emily. Say it."

"I love being assfucked! I like it better than in my pussy!" Emily cried. Did she? Yes! Mistress was right! It felt better in her ass than in her pussy!

"Just as I thought, the drug is at full strength." Stacie said. "What's your name?"

"Emily... Emily Cray," she stammered. The finger in her ass felt so wonderful. Mistress's pinky slid in alongside her ring finger and Emily cried out in joy.

"No. Your name is Emily di Fuchs. It means you belong to me. Say it."

"I'm Emily di Fuchs! I belong to you, Mistress!" Emily's brain was on fire.

"Good girl." She eased her middle finger out of Emily's cunt and pushed it into her ass with the other two fingers.

"Jesus! Fuck!"

Stacie laughed. "You will forget your old name. None of that exists anymore. Your life began right here on this couch. Now, little Emily di Fuchs, you belong to me. You live to serve me. I am your world. It's not love as much as an obsession."

"Yes! Oh, God, yes!" She came, her pussy squeezing Mistress's remaining finger and drenching her hand with girl lube.

"I have other shots to give you, but we'll do that downstairs. I'm going to make you into someone who can truly please me, Emily. Does that make you happy?"

"Yes! Oh, God, anything!"

Stacie pushed all four fingers of her right hand into Emily's stretched ass.

Emily seized, rising off Stacie's lap and screaming through clenched teeth.

***

Stacie carried Emily downstairs to the basement. She had thought of taking her up to the master suite and the playroom beyond, but SlutzNet suggested the basement.

“What’s in the basement?” She had asked.

“This is a Church facility, Mistress Stacie,” SlutzNet had replied simply.

There were lots of perks to being transformed.

Super strength was one of them.

The coed was light in Stacie’s arms as she descended the steps. Poor thing, Emily didn’t even know her own name anymore.

Sometimes Stacie wondered about her own origins. Had someone carried her down to a basement at some time in the past? She put that thought out of her mind.

Whatever the Church may or may not have done to her was immaterial.

She was Stacie Fuchs, and she was happy.

The basement lights came on as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

Three operating tables sat side by side.

She looked around the room at the equipment and apparatus crowding the walls. “I don’t have the slightest clue how to use any of this,” she complained. “I know how to slip someone a mickey and give an injection or two, but this is way over my head.”

“Fear not, Mistress Stacie,” SlutzNet said from speakers in the ceiling. “I have complete control of the mechanisms. Please place Miss Emily on a table.”

She laid Emily gently on the first table.

Mechanical arms descended from the ceiling. They moved quickly, blades gleaming as Emily’s clothes were shredded. The strips of cloth were gathered by yet more mechanical arms and fed into a refuse bin.

Stacie tapped a long red nail against her red lips. “Hmm. Hygiene was obviously not big on her list.”

Emily’s legs were shaved only from the knees down - obviously done last night for her interview skirt. Her underarms were a nest of blonde curls and a full bush obscured her sex.

“God, SlutzNet, what is wrong with the youth of today? I would have been embarrassed to be seen in such a sorry condition at her age. Didn’t the poor thing ever fuck?”

“Unknown, Mistress Stacie. What would you like done to her?”

“She interviewed to be a maid, and a maid she will be - French Maid Whore, only without the ridiculous accent.” She reached down and squeezed Emily’s breasts. “Healthy Cs, I want them Gs.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacie.”

“That square ass has to go, I want something nice and full, but not garish. Eyes green and lose the strawberry blonde hair - make it platinum. Give her skin a nice milk and honey complexion and lose the freckles. Nose is a bit long and raise the cheekbones. Don’t want anyone recognizing her from a milk carton or whatever they do nowadays.”

She caressed the girl’s clit under her thick curls. “Internal futanari, please.”

“With urethra or without?”

“Hmm, without. I want it nice and stiff, but not messy.”

“Yes, Mistress Stacie.”

Stacie pondered for a moment. “I’ve already started her on her way to being a submissive. Complete her training. Make her a masochist as well. Oh, and I want her in chastity immediately upon completion.” Stacie smiled. “Double the slutifier, I want her incredibly frustrated and unable to do anything about it.”

“Very well, Mistress Stacie.”

“I’m going out for a few hours this morning - when Emily is complete, have her begin organizing my closet and the playroom.”

An arm descended from the ceiling with a video headset and it settled over the unconscious woman’s eyes. Another arm with a carousel of syringes containing multi-colored liquids soon followed.

Emily moaned as the images on the headset flashed by at a furious rate and the chemicals flowed into her veins.

“Women’s Studies,” Stacie scoffed as she turned toward the stairs. “I can’t believe that’s actually a thing.”

***

When Stacie called and invited her to go shopping, Margaret was overjoyed.

Anything to get her out of the house.

She did not want to be alone in the house with Levi. Not after her masturbation session using Levi’s boxers.

She couldn’t even think about him without flushing bright red. Luckily, he slept late.

Margaret checked herself in her bedroom mirror. She had picked a modest white dress that fell below her knees and flats. She brushed her brown hair and smiled.

A few lines in her face, but nothing drastic enough for surgery just yet.

She looked pretty, not that she was Stacie Fuchs by any stretch of the imagination, but not bad.

Margaret went out into the hall and almost ran straight into Levi.

He was coming out of his room wearing nothing but his boxers.

Margaret’s eyes immediately went down to her stepson’s crotch.

She blushed bright crimson. “Do you ever wear clothes?” She stammered.

Levi looked confused. “Huh? I always walk around in the morning in my boxers, Margaret.”

“It’s... not proper, Levi. You’re a grown man. You need to dress before leaving your room.” She hurried around him.

He watched her as she dashed down the stairs. “Where are you going?”

“Out with Miss Fuchs. I may be awhile. There’s money in the cookie jar should you want pizza,” she said without turning around.

***

Levi watched his stepmother dash out the door as if she were on fire. “Fucking weird,” he whispered to the empty house.

He smiled on the way to the bathroom thinking about Stacie Fuchs.

Sex with Veronica, his girlfriend who moved away, had always been clumsy and hurried.

Sex with Stacie was like porn movie sex.

He stepped into the bathroom and dropped his boxers in front of the mirror.

Being without pubes was going to take some getting used to. He cupped his hairless nuts and lifted them. One nice thing: without the hair, everything looked bigger. He stared at his reflection for a moment.

Wait.

His balls were bigger.

As a matter of fact...

He grabbed the base of his dick and squeezed.

“Holy fuck!” He was bigger, both thicker and longer.

He stroked his cock, watching in the mirror. “No fucking way.”

Levi opened the drawer by the sink and rummaged till he found what he was looking for: the measuring tape.

He jacked his meat a couple more times and then ran the tape along the top of his dick from the base to the swollen head.

Ten inches.

Levi had a ten inch dick.

He had grown two inches overnight.

***

Margaret stared at her new friend Stacie in disbelief.

Stacie Fuchs was wearing a formfitting white leather dress that ended three inches above her knees. It was low cut, showing off her DDDs. Matching white pumps with five inch heels completed the look. “Margaret, you’re staring at me.”

Margaret shook her head. “You’re wearing that?”

Stacie frowned and looked over her shoulder. “What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s... there’s nothing wrong, Stacie, it’s just... a little much for the mall in broad daylight.”

Stacie pursed her lips. “Isn’t it a nice mall?”

“Well, yes, I suppose.” She looked down at her own clothes. “I just...”

Stacie smiled. “Oh, silly me. We can’t both go out both wearing white dresses, they’ll think we’re in a cult or something.” She grabbed Margaret’s hand. “Come on upstairs and I’ll find you a dress!”

“Huh? No, that’s okay...” But, she was being dragged along by the leather clad bombshell.

Stacie’s bedroom was immense.

“Wow,” Margaret said.

The bed was torn apart, the sheets in disarray.

Stacie laughed. “I... entertained last night.”

“Really?” Margaret giggled.

“A man not even half my age,” Stacie laughed.

“No! Stacie!”

“What? Weren’t you ever a cougar on the prowl?” Stacie asked with a sly smile.

“Certainly not! I’m a married woman.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing. Younger men can go again and again and again. I wore him out.”

Margaret put her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.”

They walked into Stacie’s closet.

Racks of designer dresses filled three walls.

“Good grief,” Margaret said.

“Now, let’s see. Not too dark. I’m thinking red.”

Margaret looked around the room. Cotton was not Stacie’s fabric of choice. She saw silk, she saw formfitting spandex, she saw leather.

And, she saw latex.

Lots of latex.

Stacie searched through a rack and held up a red leather mini dress only slightly less revealing than Stacie’s own.

“No. Absolutely not,” Margaret said.

“Margaret,” Stacie said with a frown.

“No, Stacie. I’m not daring like you or... built like you.”

“You’re just lacking confidence, that’s all. Try it on.”

“Don’t you have anything more...”

“Boring?” Stacie asked.

“I was going to say more conservative.”

“Yes, boring. And, no, I don’t. Try it on, or I’ll pick a rubber one,” Stacie said with an impish smile.

“I cannot wear that. I’m sorry.”

“Of course, you can... Maggie,” Stacie said.

Margaret’s breath caught in her chest. She blinked. What was she doing? Stacie was her best friend, and if Stacie said she should try it on, she should try it on!

Stacie smiled as Margaret unzipped her simple dress and took it off. She folded it neatly and laid it on a walnut cabinet.

Stacie handed her the leather dress.

She unzipped it and stepped into it.

Stacie helped her pull it up.

It encased her hips and pulled up her sides.

“God, I can’t breathe!” Margaret gasped.

Stacie giggled. “Hold your breath for a second.”

“There’s a corset in this thing!”

“Of course, guys like a cinched in waist. Don’t you want to be fucked?”

“Stacie!” Margaret exclaimed in terror.

Stacie laughed. “For fuck’s sake, Margaret. Breathe out!”

Margaret tried not to suffocate as Stacie pulled the zipper up. 

“Okay, breathe.”

Margaret laughed. “Oh, my God, I can’t believe I’m in this thing!”

“Turn around and look,” Stacie said.

She turned around and looked at herself in the mirror.

The hem of the blood red dress ended just below her crotch and the corset took whatever weight there was in her stomach and waist and shoved it into her boobs. “Oh, no. No, no, no. Not happening.”

“Happening. Definitely happening,” Stacie’s reflection winked at her over her shoulder.

“What will people say?”

“They’ll say: those are the two hottest bitches in Ithaca.”

***

Tyler McGee, Levi’s best friend, sat in Levi’s bean bag chair and laughed. “You’re fucking lying, you lying motherfucker.”

Levi collapsed on his bed. “Dude, I’m telling you, I fucked her half the night.”

“A beautiful cougar made a meal out of you. Right, Levi. You know what it is? You haven’t fucked since Veronica left. Testosterone poisoning. Your brain is rotting. It’s like teenage dementia. Next thing you know, you’re gonna think you’re Napoleon.”

“How the fuck would you know? And, if there was such a thing as Testosterone poisoning? You’d be fucking dead, mister nineteen year old virgin,” Levi growled.

“Fuck, dude, that was cold,” Tyler said. “Okay, if you’re telling the truth? Why aren’t we going over there - I mean you said she offered to fuck your friends, and I’m a friend.”

“She’s not there, she went to the mall with Margaret.”

“Right, sure she did. The imaginary cougar went to the mall with your hot stepmom. Convenient,” Tyler laughed.

Levi rolled his eyes. “Nothing hot about Margaret.”

“Fuck there isn’t. I been pounding ‘em out for her regularly, dude,” Tyler said with a grin.

“Dude, that’s my stepmom you’re talking about.”

“Hey, hot stepmom is not breaking the bro code. Now, if I wanted to do your Mom, that would be a breach of protocol. But, Margaret is fair game for the Tyler charm.” He grinned, his fat face gleaming.

***

Emily di Fuchs woke up at precisely 1:32 PM.

“You are not to touch yourself. Your body now belongs to Mistress Stacie.”

“Yes, sir,” Emily said as she sat up on the operating table.

Her big boobs blocked her view of the floor.

She reached up and squeezed. Two jets of breast milk sprayed out.

“You were told not to touch yourself,” SlutzNet said. “Initiating punishment.”

An electric charge surged through her from her clit to both nipples.

Dazed, Emily collapsed back onto the table.

Two robot arms came down from the ceiling. Metal fingers maneuvered stainless steel nipple shields into place. They clamped onto her nips. “These can only be removed by Mistress Stacie.”

“Yes, sir.” Emily said as she sat back up.

“Please put on your chastity.”

Emily watched as an arm descended holding a steel and rubber pair of panties. She took them from the metal hand. She stood up and carefully slipped her feet into the leg holes. “They’re too small.”

“No. They are the perfect dimensions for your body.”

She worked the chastity up her thighs.

The crotch band was tight against her skin. There was a ring in the back that nested between her ass cheeks, exposing her little pucker.

“Your only stimulation will be oral or anal. Your clitoris is completely unreachable. Please close the latch.”

Emily pushed the front of the waist band together and it clicked.

“Mistress Stacie has the magnetic key to release your nipple clamps and your chastity. Your mouth and ass are for her pleasure and the pleasure of her guests.”

“Yes, sir.”

Another arm descended. This one held a French Maid’s outfit in black rubber and white lace.

“Get dressed. You are to organize Mistress’s closet while she is away.”

***

Men were staring.

Margaret looked at her salad and tried not to make eye contact with the dozens of men who were watching her and Stacie as they sat outside Trawick’s Restaurant in the mall.

Margaret had literally begged for them to sit inside as far from the door as possible.

Stacie had merely laughed and led her to the outside seating.

It was a constant struggle to keep the hem of the dress from uncovering her ass or inner thighs.

And, the men smiling at her were hoping for a show.

Stacie seemed oblivious to the attention. She was slicing a rare steak into micro thin strips you could almost see through.

“How can you eat when they’re staring at us?” Margaret whispered.

“It’s simple. I cut the meat. I transfer it to my mouth.” She took another bite of bloody steak. She chewed and then laughed. “Margaret, let them look. They probably think we’re lesbian lovers off having a tryst while our husbands are at work.”

“Stacie!” Margaret hissed.

Stacie burst out laughing. “How did someone so gorgeous become so uptight?”

“I’m not uptight!”

“Yes, you are. Let the men look. It’s fun. Watch.” She shrugged her shoulders and turned at the waist. Stacie stretched her back, thrusting out her huge tits and turning so that the dress gapped slightly.

A man walking past ran straight into a shop window and bounced off rubbing his nose.

Once he had walked a few yards away, Stacie giggled. “Now, you try.”

“No. I think we should go home.”

Stacie turned and looked over her shoulder. “See that young man with red hair looking at you?”

“Yes, among others,” Margaret said dismally.

“Spread your legs and show him your panties.”

Margaret gasped. “I most certainly will not!”

“Come on, what will it hurt? He’s cute, he doesn’t know you from Adam. He gets a thrill and you get to have someone lust after you. Go on. Flash him.” Stacie licked her lips and smiled.

“No. I think it’s time to go home.” Margaret started to get up. She’d had enough. There was something seriously wrong with her new friend.

“Sit down... Maggie.”

Margaret sat down. “I... what?”

“Maggie, I want you to flash the young man with red hair. I want you to spread your legs and let him have a nice long look. Do you understand, Maggie?” Stacie said.

Margaret blinked. She looked at the man with red hair. He kept looking her way and smiling.

What would it hurt? He was handsome and interested. Why not have some fun?

“Do you think? I mean, should I?”

Stacie took her hand. “Show him your panties, Maggie.”

Margaret bit her lower lip. She smiled at the man with red hair.

She slowly parted her thighs.

He stopped smiling, his gaze focused on her crotch.

“Wider, Maggie,” Stacie breathed. “He wants to fuck you. I’ll bet he has a huge cock. Wider.”

Margaret felt the leather creeping up her thighs. She was breathing hard.

“That’s right, Maggie. Show him more.”

“I... other people might see.”

“Let them.”

“Oh, God, don’t make me do this.”

“Maggie, relax. Spread your legs wider.”

Anyone sitting in front of her could see her lace panties.

“Maggie, you love having people look at you. It makes you feel wanted. It makes you feel loved. Now, reach down and slide the crotch of your panties to the side.”

“No!” Margaret moaned.

“Maggie, I said reach down and slide your panties to the side. Now,” Stacie commanded.

Margaret reached down and gently slid the crotch of her panties to the side, revealing her pussy to the red haired man.

He watched her and smiled.

Behind him, two other men were smiling as well.

One of them mouthed the word: Slut.

She closed her thighs quickly and turned away. “What... did I do?”

Stacie smiled around a mouthful of steak. “That was hot, Margaret. Very, very hot.”

Margaret was blushing bright red.

She looked up to see the red haired man standing beside their table.

He smiled down at her and handed her a slip of paper. Then he nodded and walked away without saying a word.

She watched him go and then opened the paper.

‘You’re very beautiful’ was written in flowing letters. Below that was a phone number.

“Oh, God, what have I done?” She started to crumple the paper.

Stacie snatched it out of her hand. “Oh, no you don’t. He was cute.” She put it in her purse.

***

“Why are we doing this?” Tyler asked as Levi led the way to Stacie’s house.

“To prove I’ve been in the fucking house.”

“Doesn’t mean you fucked her,” Tyler laughed.

“She’s got some kind of Alexa thing on her front door. It talks. Maybe I can ask it if I was there last night until almost dawn. That satisfy you, fuckface?”

“Maybe.”

“Fuck you, man.”

They went around the hedges and past the pool.

“Sheesh, fancy digs, man,” Tyler said.

They went around to the front door.

“Mister Kent, welcome back,” the door said.

“Hey, what time was I here until last night?” Levi asked.

“You left the house at 3:45 AM,” the computer answered.

“Ha, see?” Levi said triumphantly.

“So, you left here at 3:45, which is weird I grant you, but that doesn’t necessarily mean you fucked her...”

“Mr. Kent and Miss Fuchs had sex in her bathtub at approximately 2:05 AM,” the robot voice said.

Tyler’s eyes bugged out.

Levi thrust his fist in the air. “Fucking A, I did!” He leaned down and grinned in Tyler’s face.

“How’d you get it to say that?” Tyler asked.

“Fuck! You mean you still don’t believe me?” Levi laughed.

The front door opened. “Would you gentlemen care to come inside?”

Both boys stared at the open door.

“Is... that okay?” Levi asked.

“Mistress Stacie left instructions that you be admitted into the house whenever you wish.”

“Cool,” Levi said as he led the way into the foyer.

“Damn,” Tyler whispered as he looked around the extravagant interior. “Your sugar momma has good taste.”

“Now you believe me?” Levi asked as he turned toward Tyler.  

Tyler shrugged. “The preponderance of evidence is overwhelming, dude.”

Tyler went pale as he looked past Levi. “Dude...”

Levi turned.

A tall platinum blonde dressed in a rubber French maid outfit was coming down the stairs. Her boobs were huge, and she was walking in latex ballet boots.

The boots forced her to walk on her toes and the long stiletto heels as she descended.

Her posture was stick straight, enforced by a high rubber collar that kept her neck immobilized.

“Emily, please see to Mistress’s guests,” the computer voice said from somewhere in the ceiling.

“Yes, sir.” She smiled sweetly and curtsied, displaying her long supple thighs.

“Jesus,” Tyler whispered.

“I can serve soft drinks in the living room, if you like, Master Levi,” Emily said.

“You know my name?” Levi asked.

“Of course, you are one of Mistress Stacie’s lovers.”

***

“Please destroy that slip of paper,” Margaret begged as Stacie drove them back from the mall.

“I most certainly will not,” Stacie said. “Mark my words, in a day or so, you’ll want to call him.”

“Stacie! I’m married! God, what have I done? I exposed myself in the middle of the mall,” she said as she covered her face with her hands.

“So what if you’re married? Antiquated concept anyway.”

“Spoken like a true single person.”

“A happy single person. How often do you have sex? Once a month? Less?”

“I’ll have you know I had sex with Abe just last night. It was beautiful and very satisfying.”

Stacie laughed. “Yeah, it sounds hot.”

“It was.”

Stacie smiled mischievously. “But?”

“What?”

“I hear a little uncertainty in your voice.”

“No, you don’t.”

“Maggie, tell me what’s wrong.”

“I thought about Levi while I fucked his father.” She slapped her hand over her mouth. “What?! Why did I say that?!”

Stacie smirked. “There it is. There’s the ‘but’... Nasty girl! I approve.”

Margaret shook her head. “Why did I tell you that? Why? There was no reason for me to tell you that.”

“Don’t be silly, Margaret. I’m your best friend. You can tell me anything,” Stacie said sweetly.

“I barely know you...”

“Maggie, I’m your best friend.”

Margaret blinked hard. “Yes... yes, you are my best friend.”

“And, you can talk to me. No judgment, Maggie.”

Margaret sighed. “It was so strange. It was like the thought of his... his cock just came into my mind, and I couldn’t get it to stop. Afterwards...” She trailed off.

Stacie grinned. “Afterwards?”

Margaret swallowed hard. “I... went in his room.” She bit her lower lip. “He was naked under his sheet... God, why am I telling you this?”

“Relax, Maggie. Just get it all out,” Stacie grinned as she said it.

“It looked so... big. Under the sheet,” Margaret whispered.

“Your husband is small, isn’t he?” Stacie asked.

“Certainly not as big as that lump under Levi’s sheet. God... and then...”

“And then?! You mean there’s more?” Stacie licked her lips.

“I went down the hall and got a pair of his boxers out of the laundry. And, I... I masturbated with them.”

“You slut!” Stacie laughed.

“Don’t make fun, Stacie. It was awful.”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous. Your husband can’t satisfy you, and you just realized there’s a stud in the house with the proper equipment to do the job right. No wonder you flashed that guy at the mall.”

“You made me do that!” Margaret cried.

“Made you? Don’t be silly. What? Did I hypnotize you and turn you into an exhibitionist lusting after her stepson?”

“No... God, am I just so frustrated that I’m going over the deep end?”

“Are you horny?” Stacie asked.

“God, yes. I’m soaking wet.”

Stacie turned left and then pulled back onto the main road going in the opposite direction.

“Where are we going? Not back to the mall, please, Stacie.”

Stacie laughed. “No. Someplace else. I think you’re going to really like it.”

***

Levi and Tyler followed the sex goddess in black rubber and white lace into the living room. Her hips swiveled as she walked.

Tyler gave up trying not to stare. His eyes moved from the long thighs up past the ridiculously ruffled skirt to the narrow waist. “You... umm, work for Miss Fuchs?”

“Yes,” Emily said without looking back.

Tyler poked Levi in the ribs and whispered, “Dude, how can she walk in those ballet boots?”

“It took me a few minutes to get the hang of them,” Emily answered as she turned and motioned toward the couch. “Please have a seat and I will bring soda.” She looked at Levi. “Regular cola for you.” Then she looked at Tyler with a blank expression. “Diet for you.”

She turned on her heels and walked toward the kitchen.

Tyler watched open-mouthed as she gyrated away. “I think she just called me fat.”

“No shit. You are fat, Tyler.”

“Okay, first off: fuck you. And, second: why didn’t you tell me about the ‘sex stuffed into rubber casing’ babe?”

“She wasn’t here yesterday. It was only Stacie and her daughter when I was here.”

“You think she’s like available?” Tyler said as he leaned over trying to peer into the kitchen.

“Are you fucking kidding? Tyler, you’re like a two, that girl is an eleven plus.”

“Harsh,” Tyler said as he sat up on the couch. 

Emily reappeared with a silver tray containing two glasses of soda.

She turned and bent at the waist to set the tray on the coffee table.

Tyler looked straight up the rubber dress. “Mother of God,” he mouthed.

She turned and faced them, eyes looking off at the wall behind them. “Would you care for anything else, gentlemen?”

Tyler just stared at her and slowly shook his head.

Levi smiled. “No, we’re good. Thank you, Emily.”

She curtsied and walked to the far side of the room. She began dusting the spotless walnut furniture.

Tyler looked at Levi and whispered. “Man, this is like a fucking porno. And, I don’t mean the in your face gonzo shit on the Internet, we’re talking old school, slow burn, Devil in Miss Jones and Deepthroat full 70s bush kind of shit. I expect Seka to dance through the door any second and get on her knees for John Holmes.”

“Calm down. Take a breath and don’t embarrass me,” Levi hissed.

“Look at her! Man, women don’t wear fetish gear like that unless they are ready for sex. Fuck, dude, I didn’t even think shit like this actually happened.”

“Drink your fucking soda and calm the fuck down,” Levi grumbled.

Tyler took a long drink.

Across the room Emily leaned over to dust a far corner of one of the tall bookcases.

Tyler gave a little squeak as her rubber panties came into view. “Levi?”

“Yeah,” Levi asked as he also watched the display.

“I think I came a little.”

“For fuck’s sake, Tyler.”

***

“What? No!” Margaret said as Stacie pulled off the interstate and into a gravel parking lot.

The simple box like building was lit by garish neon: Stallion’s Adult Video.

“It’s very nice inside.”

“Stacie! This is the kind of place men in raincoats come to watch dirty movies.”

“Yes, it is. You’re going to love it.”

Margaret gritted her teeth. “I am not going in that place! Dressed like this? They’ll think I’m a hooker!”

“In a custom made Italian designer dress? I don’t think so. That’s well beyond a hooker’s budget.” She opened the driver’s side door. “Are you coming or staying?”

“You can’t be serious?!”

Stacie sighed. “I’m going in. It might take me a while, so just get comfortable. If you see any cute men out here in the parking lot, save one for me.” She got out and adjusted her skirt below her ass before closing her door.

“Oh, my God,” Margaret whispered to the empty car. She groaned and got out, closing the car door behind her.

Stacie grinned mischievously at her. “That’s my girl.”

“I’m keeping my eyes closed, and I swear if anyone says a word to me? I’ll scream and call an Uber.”

Stacie laughed and led the way through the front door.

There was a reception desk inside, but it was empty.

Stacie frowned. “That’s odd.”

“What’s odd?”

“There’s usually the sweetest girl sitting here. Rita. She’s one of those cosplay people - dresses like a plastic robot.”

“A what?”

“A plastic... oh, never mind.” She opened the inner door and stepped into the brightly lit interior.

“Oh!” Margaret said as she walked in behind her. The store was all chrome and neon inside with racks and racks of sex toys, lingerie, and dirty movies. Margaret had been in one only once before: a giggling outing with her sorority sisters looking for gag gifts decades ago.

The walls were covered in posters for adult movies.

At the far end, a doorway led to a darkened hall beyond. Above it in pink neon script were the words: Video Booths.

The store was empty other than the woman manning the cash register.

The employees evidently had to wear costumes. The tall, thick brunette behind the counter was dressed in a latex fetish nun outfit, complete with cowl. The white band across her forehead was adorned with a strange looking inverted cross.

“Sister Alicia, isn’t it?” Stacie asked as she smiled up at the nun behind the register.

“Stacie Fuchs! Good to see you again!” The girl said with a smile.

Stacie looked around. “Where is everyone?”

Alicia shrugged. “They’re all in the city and left me to mind the store. They took the van a couple of days ago. Asmodea calls me every evening.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I think they’re up to naughty things.”

“Mmm, I’ll bet,” Stacie said with a wink. She reached out and took Margaret’s hand, pulling her forward. “This is my new friend, Margaret. I so wanted her to meet Sugar Tits.”

“Sugar what?” Margaret whispered.

The nun looked Margaret up and down. Then she very disturbingly licked her lips. “Sugar will be very upset she missed Margaret here. Bring her back in a few days?”

“Oh, I will.” She nodded back toward the booths. “Anyone back in the booths?”

“A few regulars.”

“Still get the company discount on toys?”

Alicia winked. “Take anything you want.”

Stacie smiled and dragged Margaret along behind her toward the racks.

***

Tyler and Levi finished their sodas and Emily returned to take the glasses.

This time she leaned over in front of them showing an acre of cleavage.

Tyler stared intently at the tit flesh, and Emily eased the glass from his hand.

He blinked and looked up to see her smiling at him.

He blushed and smiled back.

“Will there be anything else, gentlemen?” Emily asked as she stood up straight. “Relief, perhaps?”

Tyler looked up at her. “Relief?”

“Your cocks have been erect since you walked in. Part of my duties are to see to your sexual needs.” She said the words in a sweet, sultry voice without an ounce of mirth. She sounded like a waitress offering something from a menu.

Tyler looked at Levi. “See, I told you: old school, 70s slow burn, full bush porn.”

Emily laughed. “My pubic hair has been removed. No full bush.”

“What kind of sexual relief are you offering?” Levi asked.

“Hand jobs, blow jobs, or anal sex - Mistress has me locked in chastity, so I’m afraid you won’t be able to fuck my cunt. My breasts are available as well - would you like a titty fuck? I can also act as a submissive or a dominant.” She lifted her right leg and set the toe and heel of her ballet boot on Tyler’s bare thigh below his cargo shorts. “I’ve noticed you staring at my feet. If you have a foot fetish, you can jerk off onto my boot.”

Tyler stared at her heel digging into his thigh. “I... no... that’s okay.”

“Are you sure?”

Tyler nodded and swallowed hard. “No, I’ll take something off the main menu, thanks.”

Levi stifled a laugh.

“Oral?” Emily asked.

Tyler nodded. “Yes, please.”

Emily smiled and dropped to her knees between his chubby thighs.

Tyler looked at Levi. “Hey, wait, umm... shouldn’t we be alone or something?”

Levi laughed. “I’ll wait in the kitchen.” He stood up and headed out of the room.

Emily rubbed Tyler’s crotch gently.

“Wait. You... why are you doing this?” Tyler asked.

“I’m supposed to.”

“You don’t have to. Is this some kind of fetish for you? Like you’re turned on acting like a sexy French maid?”

She stared up at him. “I am a sexy French maid.” She kissed the front of his cargo shorts.

He touched her soft platinum blonde hair. “I only want you to do this if you want to.”

She squinted up at him. “Why?”

“Huh? Because, I don’t know, I only want this if you want it too.”

Emily smiled. “I want it, Tyler.” She unzipped his cargo shorts and slipped her hand inside.

“I’m not... you know... big or anything.”

“I don’t care.” She unbuttoned his shorts and eased them down. The briefs came down next.

“God,” Tyler whispered as she kissed his cock.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?”

Tyler laughed. “Short fat kid like me? I was a real stud in high school. Had to beat the chicks off with a broom handle.”

She laughed. “You’re funny.”

Tyler shook his head. “No, I’ve never done anything. Like ever.”

She nodded. “That’s okay.” She leaned down and sucked him into her mouth.

Tyler dug his fingers into the leather couch.

He knew he wouldn’t last long, especially when she started moving her head up and down.

He felt like his cock was a foot long and made of steel, while in reality it was around six inches and thin.

Her mouth was warm and wet as she took him balls deep and then slid off till nothing was in her mouth other than his swollen head.

She slid him out of her mouth. “I thought you would cum faster. You have a very nice cock.” She smiled up at him. “Put your fingers in my hair. Force me.”

“What? No. I don’t have to do that.”

“I want you to. I want you to make me take it.”

Tyler sighed and took her hair gently. He guided her back to his cock.

She sucked him into her mouth.

Tyler pushed her down till he could feel her lips touching his ball sack. He moved her gently up and down, growing bolder with each stroke, forcing her to take it even deeper.

She moaned as she sucked, and Tyler felt the wonderful vibrations in her throat each time she did.

Nineteen years without sex with anyone other than his hand, and now he was getting head from a beautiful fetish model.

He was thrusting up with his hips with each down stroke.

“I’m going to cum!” He groaned.

And, then he was pumping cum into her throat as she gurgled and purred.

He let go of her hair and instead gripped the leather couch so hard he thought it might rip.

She continued to suck and swallow.

“S... Stop... God.”

She stopped sucking and instead licked him gently, cleaning him. “Did I please you?”

Tyler laughed. “You were amazing.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Tyler shook his head. “Don’t call me that.”

She smiled up at him and licked the cum from her lips. “I’m supposed to.”

“Not with me, okay? Just call me Tyler.”

“Yes, Tyler.” She stood up. “I need to attend to Master Levi now. Will there be anything else?”

He just had sex for the first time, so why did he feel like shit? He shook his head. “No. Thank you, Emily.”

She turned and walked away.

Emily paused halfway across the floor.

Her right hand was trembling, and she looked down at it. She just stared at the tremors as if she were confused.

“Are you okay?” Tyler asked.

The tremor stopped. “Yes. I’m fine.” Her voice sounded far away. “Tyler?”

“Yes?”

“I wanted to. What I did? I wanted to.” She resumed walking to the kitchen, body swaying.

***

“What about this one?” Stacie asked as she held up a double ended, pink dildo. For the past ten minutes, she had been on a mission to find the kinkiest sex toy in Stallion’s.

“What do you do with that?” Margaret whispered.

“One end in your pussy, one in your ass. Or, you can share the other end with a friend,” Stacie said with a wicked grin.

“Oh.” Margaret had decided a few things in the last few hours. First, her new friend Stacie was utterly insane and a total slut.

And, second, if she ever got back home she was never going to go near her again.

This day she thought was going to be a fun distraction had turned into a nightmare. Between the lewd dress and her own shameful behavior at the mall, and finally this field trip to a sex shop, she was ready to go home and hide in the closet.

Margaret jumped as something vibrated against her arm.

“This one has a strong motor in it,” Stacie said as she held a long black vibrator to Margaret’s forearm.

Margaret pulled away.

“Would you loosen up?” Stacie laughed. “It’s just a vibrator.”

“I’d really like to go home.”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “You do own a vibrator don’t you, Maggie?”

Margaret felt woozy. “No.”

“No?! Oh, my God, are you kidding? How do you masturbate? I mean other than with your stepson’s underwear?”

Margaret shook her head to clear it. “Stacie! Don’t make fun of me.”

She pointed the vibrator at her. “Answer the question.”

Margaret sighed. “I normally don’t masturbate. If I do, I use my fingers. Abe wouldn’t...”

“Wouldn’t what?” Stacie asked.

“He wouldn’t like it if I used one of those.”

“A vibrator? Why not?”

Margaret blushed. “He would find it... threatening.”

Stacie burst out laughing.

Margaret looked around. The only person in the store appeared to be the weird nun. “Stop laughing.”

“You mean, he’s threatened by a vibrator?”

“They’re always so big.”

“So, you have to suffer because your husband has a little dick?”

“It’s not little, it’s average.”

“Not by my standards.”

Margaret smirked. “I’ll bet.”

Stacie stroked her arm. “I’ve taken them as long as your forearm.”

Margaret stared at her.

Stacie smiled. “I terrify you, don’t I?”

“You shock me, that’s all. I don’t like the games you play.”

“How do you know? You haven’t done anything but show a man your panties.” She pushed the vibrator into Margaret’s hand. “A gift. I can have anything in the store for free.”

“I don’t want this,” Margaret said.

“Yes, you do, Maggie. You want it. You can’t wait to try it out.”

Margaret squeezed her eyes shut. What the fuck was going on? Sometimes Stacie said something, and Margaret just accepted it as truth immediately without question. Something was wrong! She took a deep breath. “I don’t want that thing!” She said through gritted teeth.

Stacie looked shocked. “Maggie... you know you want this.”

Realization washed over Margaret like a wave. “What have you done to me?”

“What are you talking about?” Stacie asked sweetly.

But, Margaret could see something in her eyes she hadn’t seen until now: fear.

“Everytime you want me to do something, you call me Maggie instead of Margaret.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“You did something to me!”

“Maggie! Calm down!”

Margaret felt her tension dissipate. And, that terrified her. “Oh, my God.”

Stacie sighed. “Maggie. Relax for me.”

Margaret’s eyes started to close. “Don’t.”

“Maggie, sleep!”

Margaret passed out and fell into Stacie’s arms.

***

Levi smiled as Emily swayed across the kitchen floor toward him. He was leaning against the kitchen island.

“And, what can I do for you, Master Levi?” Emily asked.

“Where did you come from?”

“Downstairs,” she said simply.

“No, I mean where are you from?”

She shrugged. “Downstairs. I woke up there and began my duties.”

Levi scoffed. “You don’t remember anything before that?”

She shook her head. “I know my name is Emily di Fuchs. I belong to Mistress Stacie. I know how to cook and clean and fuck.” She lifted the front of her rubber skirt displaying her rubber and metal chastity panties. “And, if I do a good job, Mistress will release me from my chastity and let me cum.”

“And, part of that job is pleasing me and Tyler?”

She put her arms around his neck. “Yes, sir. I made Tyler cum. I swallowed every drop like a good slut. Would you like me to suck you too?” She reached down and cupped his package through his cutoffs.

He reached down and ran his hands up the back of her skirt, cupping her taut buttocks. “Actually, I think I’d like to try out your other hole.”

“Yes, sir,” she said and turned. She lifted her left leg straight out from her waist and balanced her stiletto on the kitchen island.

Levi lifted her skirt from behind.

The chastity only covered her pussy - a rubber strap ran between her ass cheeks attached to a steel ring that exposed her asshole.

Levi caressed her pucker and she moaned.

“You think Mistress Stacie would want me to do this?” Levi asked. Last night, Stacie had made it clear she wanted him to have sex with other women, but he was having trouble with the concept.

“Of course, I’m for the use of her guests. Bottom right hand drawer, sir,” she said as she leaned forward and arched her back.

“Huh?”

“Bottom right hand drawer of the island, sir.”

He opened the drawer.

There was a large jar of Coconut oil in the drawer.

“What’s this for?”

Emily laughed. “Lubricant, sir. But, if you’d prefer to take me without, I enjoy pain.”

“No, no... it’s okay.” He opened the jar. The oil was solid, a greasy white paste. He dipped his fingers in and pulled out about a teaspoon. It was clumpy, but as soon as it touched his fingers it began to melt.

He rubbed it with his thumb and fingers until it turned into clear oil.

Levi rubbed it gently into her pucker.

“Ooo,” Emily whispered.

He eased his finger inside, pushing the oil deep.

She moved her ass slowly in a circle, obviously enjoying his touch.

Levi shoved his cutoffs down and his cock sprang up. He jacked his shaft a couple of times, oiling his cock as well.

He rocked his hips up and pressed his big cock against her little oiled hole.

“Yesss,” she whispered. “Fuck me. Use me. Don’t be gentle.”

Levi smiled and thrust into her.

She grabbed the far edge of the island as Levi reached full penetration.

The steel ring was almost the same width as the base of his cock - combined with the woman’s tight ass, Levi was in heaven!

He grabbed her latex wrapped waist and began to fuck her.

“God, yes. As hard as you want! Anything you want!” Emily groaned.

Levi needed no more encouragement. He fucked her hard and fast, feeling his nuts slap against her chastity as his cock gaped her ass open.

She moaned and fucked back against him as he took her. Her words were jumbled invocations of ‘fuck’ and ‘sir’ and ‘master’.

Levi felt his nuts drawing up, ready to unleash a torrent in the maid’s ass.

He pulled out of her causing her to whine in frustration.

Levi spun her around and pushed her to her knees.

He waved his ten inch cock in her face. “Suck, whore.”

She dove on him, taking him balls deep in her throat.

Levi came, pouring cum into her. “Fuck yeah!”

He didn’t see Tyler peering around the corner from the living room, his face a mask of despair.

***

“I can’t imagine what’s gone wrong here,” Stacie said as she applied a cool rag to Margaret’s brow.

Alicia shook her head. “I have no idea, sorry.”

Stacie had carried Margaret into the office and laid her on the old couch.

If only Demona or Sugar were here. They would know what to do.

The hypnotic was experimental, maybe it’s effects wore off after a time?

“Can you bring me a hypnotic injection? Maybe drinking it is just not as effective.” Stacie asked.

“Yes,” Alicia dashed out, her stilettos clicking on the floor.

She came back a few moments later with a syringe full of amber liquid.

Stacie leaned over Margaret.

Margaret opened her eyes. “N... No! Don’t...”

“Shh, relax. Don’t be afraid.” She slipped the needle into Margaret’s neck and let the liquid flow into her.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I’m saving you. Your life is going to be so wonderful. Just like mine,” Stacie said as she eased the needle out of Margaret’s neck.

The woman’s eyes closed. “Can’t... focus.”

“Don’t try, Maggie. Just listen to me.”

“Yes, Stacie.”

Stacie smiled. “There you are. Now, you’re my good Maggie, aren’t you?”

“Yesss.”

“No more worries. If you just listen to me, I’ll make everything better, Maggie.”

“Yes, Stacie.”

“Good. Now, in a few minutes, we’re going to really turn on your inner slut.” Stacie opened her purse and pulled out a small bundle of syringes. “I’ll just have to tell Demona the tea failed. We’ll have to go to the old fashioned method.” She held up a syringe filled with red liquid and smiled.

***

Levi squeezed Emily’s big breast through the latex dress. “You give that same sex milk Stacie gives?”

“Unnh, yes, Master Levi. But, Mistress put these on me,” she pulled down the front of her dress.

Her nipples were encased in gleaming steel cups. “They’re locked to my skin, Mistress Stacie is the only one who can remove them.”

“Fuck.” He tugged on the metal cups.

A change had come over him. Maybe it was the strange shit Stacie had done to him, or maybe he was just getting used to being a stud.

Somewhere in the middle of assfucking this slut, he came to the realization that Stacie was right: he was going to fuck thousands of women. Emily wasn’t so much a person as a thing.

She was something to fuck.

He smiled. “Is there any of that milk around? I want to fuck you again, and, I could, but I like being as hard as I can be when I fuck that ass.”

“Yes, Master Levi. Mistress has a supply in her bedroom.”

“Just call me Master,” Levi laughed. “Leave off the Levi.”

“Yes, Master.” Her write hand seemed to be trembling and she stared at it.

“Better.”

***

Tyler walked away from the kitchen door.

It felt wrong to listen to Levi talking to Emily. 

And, listening to him fuck her made him feel like shit.

He shook his head. What was wrong with him? This girl was some kind of sex worker that Stacie Fuchs had hired.

What the fuck was this Fuchs woman, anyway?

People like her didn’t exist in real life. MILFs who lived in mansions and had sex servants? In kinky pornos yeah, but in real life? No.

The kitchen door opened. 

Levi stuck his head in. “Hey, man, I’m taking her upstairs to Stacie’s room.”

Tyler nodded. “Yeah, okay.”

And, for just a moment, for the first time, Tyler McGee hated his best friend, Levi Kent.

Levi stared at him. “You coming or what?”

“Huh?”

Levi rolled his eyes. “There’s enough of her to share, man.”

***

“What about this one?” Stacie asked.

Margaret jerked. Had she been daydreaming? They were still standing in the dildo section. Now Stacie held up a two foot long rubber dick that wasn’t shaped like a human cock. It had a disk shaped head. “What in the hell is that?”

“Modeled after a horse.”

Margaret laughed. “God, Stacie, you’re so weird.”

Stacie licked the rubber head.

“Yuck! You don’t know who’s touched that, or worse.” It was kind of kinky though. The long black vibrator Stacie had gifted her was heavy in her right hand.

She couldn’t wait to get home and try it out! Fuck Abe! He was just going to have to put up with her new toy. He might get into it if they used it together.

Warmth spread up from her crotch.

Stacie laughed. “You can’t wait to try out that monster, can you?”

Margaret blushed. “Abe’s going to kill me.”

“No, he won’t. When he sees you taking that bad boy, he’s going to lose his mind. Trust me, I know men.”

Margaret smiled. She did trust Stacie. She certainly made life more interesting. “Home now?”

“In a minute.” She took Margaret’s hand. “Trust me one more time?”

“Depends, will it be as much fun as the rest of the day?” Margaret asked and bit her lower lip.

Stacie laughed. “Even more.” She took a step toward the back of the store with Margaret in tow.

Margaret looked up at the neon sign announcing, ‘Video Arcade’. “You can’t be serious!”

“Come on. Watch some dirty movies with me.”

Margaret stifled a laugh. “Alicia said there are men back there watching those dirty movies.”

“Everyone has their own booth. Come on, you’ll love it, Maggie.” Stacie walked ahead of her, still holding the big dildo.

Why not? Margaret thought. She followed Stacie into the dark hallway. There were booths with doors and lights above them. Most of the lights were red, but a few were green.

Stacie opened the door to a green lighted booth a little larger than the others. “Entre vous.”

“Wait, I thought you said everyone got their own booth?”

Stacie shrugged. “This one is for couples. Come on, you won’t even know how to work the video player on your own.”

“I could figure it out.”

Stacie stuck out her lower lip and pouted. “Please, Maggie. I don’t want to go in one by myself.”

Margaret rolled her eyes. “Okay but keep your hands to yourself.”

Stacie grinned mischievously as Margaret walked into the booth. “What would be the fun in that?” She reached under Margaret’s skirt and pinched her ass.

Margaret squealed. “Stop it, weirdo!”

Stacie closed the door behind her and locked it.

The booth was about six feet wide and three feet deep.

There was a small stool built into the wall, but the most prominent feature was the large video monitor set into the back wall. There was a small set of buttons under it along with a bill accepter.

A blue and pink logo reading ‘SlutzNet’ spun in the center of the screen.

The floor was... sticky.

“Eww, do guys cum in here?” It smelled of semen and musk.

“What else, silly?” Stacie laughed as she pushed buttons under the screen.

The SlutzNet logo disappeared and the screen filled with an image of an orgy. Men and women in numerous combinations were fucking on the floor on a large carpet.

Margaret gasped. “Jesus, Stacie!”

“What? Haven’t you ever?”

“An orgy?! No! Of course not!”

“That’s a shame. I think you’d like it, Maggie.” She pulled Margaret around and turned her to look at the screen. “Look at all those beautiful cocks. They’re huge, aren’t they?”

Margaret nodded as she watched the actors fucking on the screen.

“Oh, I love that,” Stacie whispered as the camera switched to show a woman with a wide ass taking a cock in her pussy while a man knelt behind her and fed an enormous cock into her stretched ass.

Margaret gasped.

“Mmm, scary looking,” Stacie whispered as she put her hands around Margaret’s waist and embraced her from behind. “But, it feels amazing.”

“Have you actually done that?”

Stacie giggled. “Yes. Do you think I’m horrible?”

Margaret bit her lip. She was getting so turned on. It was ridiculous, she’d seen porn before, and it never had this effect on her.

She was wet, nearly dripping.

“Do you?” Stacie repeated.

“What?”

“Do you think I’m horrible? Because, I’ve done all those things, Maggie. I’ve been in an orgy, I’ve made love to multiple men at one time.” Her voice was little more than a whisper. “I’ve been with women as well.”

Margaret froze. She turned slowly.

Stacie was smiling shyly. “I didn’t want to say anything. I was afraid of scaring you. I’m bi. Please don’t be angry?”

“I... I’m not angry. If... I mean, I’m not bi, but that doesn’t mean we can’t be friends.”

Stacie smiled from ear to ear. “Oh, that makes me so happy!” She hugged Margaret tight.

A little too tight.

“Really, really not bi, Stacie,” Margaret said gently.

“Oh! Sorry. You’re just so tempting.” Stacie released her. “Go on, watch the movie and I’ll behave myself.”

Margaret turned back to the screen.

Two women were locked in a passionate 69, tonguing each other’s pink pussies. A man appeared behind the woman on top and pushed a huge cock into her pussy.

The woman on the bottom licked and sucked his balls while he fucked her friend.

Margaret had never been so turned on!

In this little booth with Stacie, who had just told her she swung both ways. The booth smelling of sex. The sexy images on the screen. The sound of other porn movies playing in the booths on either side.

All of it was pushing her buttons.

“Why don’t you use it?” Stacie whispered.

“What?”

Stacie laughed and looked down at Margaret’s right hand.

Margaret followed her gaze.

The big black vibrator.

“In here? With you?!” Margaret hissed.

“Why not?” Stacie said. She sat down on the little seat attached to the wall.

And, then she spread her legs.

Margaret looked away quickly - Stacie wasn’t wearing panties.

Her pussy was pink and smooth and glistening in the low light.

“Stacie! Don’t!”

“Don’t look if you don’t want to.” She licked the wide head of her dildo.

Margaret gasped and turned away.

Stacie giggled behind her. “I need to get this nice and wet - should’ve picked up a bottle of lube before we came in here. You can never have too much lube.”

This can’t be happening, Margaret thought. How did lunch at the mall with a girlfriend turn into a disturbingly homoerotic romp at a sex shop?

“Umm, I’m going to wait in the store for you,” Margaret said.

“Don’t you dare! I’m looking at your ass and legs to get me in the mood,” Stacie giggled.

“You’re what?!” Margaret squealed.

“I’m just looking. It’s not like I’m licking you or anything.” Stacie moaned. “God, this thing is so big! I know I can take it - you should see some of the men I’ve fucked.”

Margaret sighed. “I’m not comfortable with this.”

“Don’t tell me it doesn’t turn you on to know I’m lusting after you. I know it does, Maggie.”

Margaret moaned as a wave of pleasure went through her. What the fuck was wrong with her?!

“It does turn you on, doesn’t it?”

Margaret gritted her teeth. “I... suppose.”

“Oh, Margaret, turn around and look. It’s going in. Please look, it’s stretching me!”

Margaret turned shyly.

The big disk shaped head was forcing its way into Stacie’s pink pussy. She had her head tilted back and her eyes closed. “So big! Oh, my God, it’s so big and it feels so good.”

Margaret couldn’t look away as more and more of the monster dildo slid into her.

Stacie had her dress pulled up to her waist, and her lower abdomen, which had a very strange looking tattoo, was actually distending from the invading phallus.

“Jesus, Stacie! Doesn’t that hurt?”

“No... just feels good... I’m different from you inside.” She opened her eyes slowly and stared at Margaret with smoldering lust. “You should know. I work... for the group that owns this store. The Church of Morpheus.”

Margaret frowned. “That group that controls Cuba?”

Stacie nodded and closed her eyes again. “It’s a beautiful religion. We believe in open sexuality.” She smiled. “They changed me... inside.”

“What?”

“Inside. I’m different. I can handle cocks bigger than you can imagine. My sex drive is incredible. This body? They made me into this. These huge boobs? This ass? All done by the Church.” She began to slowly push and pull the dildo.

Margaret just stared at the lump in her belly from the head as it moved in and out.

“Go ahead, Margaret. Use the vibrator. Only... let me watch? Please?”

The sight of the rubber cock sliding in and out of Stacie was hypnotic.

Margaret slowly spread her legs, feeling the leather hem rise up.

Her panty crotch was visible, and she let Stacie stare at it.

Why not? Stacie was telling her she was incredibly turned on, and so was Margaret. Why not let her see as Stacie stroked the big dildo in and out of herself?

“You’re beautiful, Margaret.”

Margaret eased the vibrator down and caressed the front of her lace panties. “Promise you won’t tell?”

“Never. This day is our secret.” Stacie looked entranced.

Margaret let the vibrator slide down to her lace covered clit.

The thick rubber felt good as it pressed against her swollen nubbin.

She reached down with her left hand and slowly pulled her panty crotch to the side. Her pussy was wet.

Margaret gently pushed the tip of the vibrator into her moist folds.

Stacie licked her lips and increased the tempo with her own dildo.

Margaret almost stopped her when Stacie reached out and pushed the button on the black vibrator.

The powerful vibrations made Margaret shiver.

“Push it in,” Stacie whispered.

Margaret spread her legs wider and let the rubber cock slide into her.

It felt wonderful! She angled it so it slid across her clit as she pushed it deep inside.

“Ooo... that’s so good,” Margaret murmured. She opened her eyes as Stacie slid off the chair and crouched on the floor. She wanted to tell her not to get on the sticky floor, but all that mattered was the black rubber touching her deep inside.

Stacie put the base of her rubber dildo on the floor and rocked her hips as she rode it.

Margaret was breathing heavy as she watched her friend fuck herself on the nasty floor.

Then Stacie reached up and pushed two buttons under the video screen.

Two small doors slid up on the left wall and the right wall.

Margaret could see the light from videos coming through the small rectangular openings.

On the right wall beside Stacie, the light was blocked out by something.

A long, thick cock slid through the opening.

“Stacie!” Margaret hissed. “Why did you do that?”

Stacie laughed. “Because I wanted to.” And, she leaned forward, the big dildo still in her pussy, and kissed the head of the erect cock.

Margaret backed away.

A hand touched her bottom and she yelped.

A man had stuck his hand through the little door on the other wall and groped her.

***

Tyler was conflicted. On the one hand, he was turned on. In the space of one afternoon, he had gone from never even touching a girl to getting a blowjob from a goddess.

Now, he was about to participate in a three way.

When he had imagined having a three way, there were usually two girls involved. Sharing a girl with his best friend had never been on his bucket list.

Emily seemed fine with it as she led both boys up the stairs.

Tyler had his eyes on her buttocks in the black latex maid outfit, they moved and flexed with each step in the ballet boots.

Levi was bolder, reaching out and cupping her right ass cheek under her skirt.

Her step never faltered.

The master bedroom was big with a bed four times the size of a king.

Levi launched himself onto the champagne colored satin sheets. He landed on his back and grinned at Emily.

“Master, wouldn’t you like a shower before we fuck?” Emily asked.

Tyler couldn’t get over the way she just talked about sex like normal people discussed the weather.

“No, you did a good job of cleaning my dick.”

“Please, Master, I need to bathe,” Emily whispered. She had her eyes on the floor.

“Go ahead. Where’s that sex milk?” Tyler asked.

“There’s a cooler built into the right nightstand.”

Tyler rolled off the bed and opened the nightstand.

Emily turned toward Tyler but kept her eyes down. “Master... Tyler, would you like to shower with me?”

Tyler blinked. “N... No. I mean. You want me to?”

Her right hand was trembling noticeably. “Please,” she whispered.

Tyler stared at her hand. “Okay.”

“Hurry up,” Levi said as he opened a bottle of whitish fluid and took a drink.

Tyler followed Emily into the bathroom.

She walked to the shower and turned it on.

Turning, she reached behind her and deftly unzipped the back of the dress.

It fell open and Tyler gasped as it fell.

Her breasts were enormous, easily the size of volleyballs. The nipples were covered with gleaming stainless steel caps.

Her waist was painfully narrow as if she had spent her entire life in a corset.

Her stomach was flat above the chrome and black rubber chastity device.

An inverted pentagram tattoo in crisp black lines was etched between her navel and the top of the chastity. The words PROPERTY OF MISTRESS STACIE were written inside the star.

She turned to the side and lifted her right leg. She set the ballet boot heel on a low bench outside the shower and slowly unzipped the boot.

When the boot slid off, Tyler almost cried out.

Her foot was contorted into the shape of the inside of the boot.

She heard him gasp and she looked up. “It’s okay, Tyler. My feet recover.” She stretched her foot and the bones moved, slowly taking on a normal shape.

She repeated the process with the other boot.

Then she stood with her head bowed as much as the collar around her neck would allow.

“The collar. I can’t take it off. Can you?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said. He walked around behind her. The posture collar had a complex set of snaps on the back. Tyler undid them.

When he finally released the collar, he discovered a second tattoo on the back of her neck: a barcode.

He set the collar on the sink.

Emily turned around and smiled with her eyes on the floor. “Thank you, Tyler.” She reached out and lifted his t-shirt.

“Wait.”

She stopped and looked at him expectantly.

“I... I’m not...”

“Not what?” She asked.

He sighed. “It’s just, I’ve never been naked with a girl.”

“Yes, you have. I sucked your cock,” she said.

“Yeah, but... I wasn’t naked.” He felt like a moron. He was embarrassed to let her see him naked.

“I don’t understand, Tyler.”

“You’re kind of intimidating,” Tyler laughed nervously.

“Why?”

“Seriously? Have you ever seen a mirror?”

She smiled. “Oh, I see. It’s because you’re fat.”

“I prefer the term height to weight ratio challenged.”

She laughed. “You’re funny, Tyler.”

“You’re literally the only girl who ever thought so.”

She nodded. “Tyler, I’m a whore.”

“Don’t say that!”

She shook her head. “I’m a French Maid Whore. It’s what I do, what I am. I don’t care that you’re fat.” She lifted his shirt over his head. “I just care that you’re happy.” Then she dropped into a crouch and pushed his cargo pants down to his knees.

She turned and stepped toward the shower. “Come on.”

***

Margaret managed to stay out of reach of the man trying to touch her by putting her back against the video monitor. He couldn’t quite stretch his arm far enough through the glory hole to touch her.

Stacie was at Margaret’s knees sucking off the cock sticking through the other glory hole.

When Stacie had started blowing the anonymous cock, Margaret had almost squeezed past her and out the door.

She stopped when Stacie looked up at her and said, “Please stay. You don’t have to do anything but watch.”

So, Margaret stayed to watch.

The man’s cock was huge, but Stacie was able to take it all without using her hands.

Margaret could hear the man’s moans through the thin wall.

And, he could probably hear Margaret’s as she worked the vibrator in and out of her pussy.

The other man was still trying to reach her.

She stared at his hands as the fingers tried in vain to caress her thigh.

“Go ahead. I won’t tell.” Stacie whispered as she slipped the man’s cock from her mouth.

“No... No, I can’t.”

“Nobody will know. You don’t even know his name. Let him touch you.”

Margaret was still shaking her head, even as she stepped closer to the outstretched hand.

His fingers caressed her thigh gently.

Beside her, Stacie returned to sucking the other man’s cock.

Margaret watched Stacie, her mouth open, as she eased the vibrator in and out of her pussy.

The man’s fingers climbed higher up her thigh.

Was she moving closer? She looked down. She had moved almost to the left wall!

His fingers touched hers as she slid the vibrator in and out.

He firmly pushed her fingers away and took control of the vibrator, sliding it up and down.

“God! Oh, God!” She moaned.

The man added a slight twist as he fucked her pussy with the vibe.

She put both hands against the booth wall and arched her back. This was so wrong - she was a married woman.

He pulled the vibrator out of her pussy.

“No! Give it back!” She whined.

His fingers closed on her thigh and he turned her, so her back was to the wall.

Stacie was turned slightly to the side as she sucked the big cock on the other side of the booth. She smiled at Margaret and winked.

The firm hand on her thigh urged her to her knees.

She was looking into Stacie’s eyes. Margaret went down on all fours on the disgusting floor, her crotch inches from the open glory hole.

The vibrator slipped back inside her along with a new sensation: his finger probed at her backside as the vibrator slid in deep.

“No! Not there.”

She heard laughter from the booth behind her.

“I don’t like that!” She moaned.

Stacie pulled the cock from her mouth. “Of course, you like it, Maggie. You fucking love it.”

“Ooo!” Margaret whined. His finger at her little pucker made her feel naughty. She rotated her hips against his finger.

Her panties were ripped off - the man disposing of them with one firm yank.

A moment later, his finger slid inside her butt.

Margaret came, pussy spasming around the huge rubber cock.

***

Tyler was dimly aware he had been shy about being naked with Emily. That feeling was gone.

She soaped his body in the powerful water spray. The shower heads were an all over body massage.

The water beaded on her nipple covers and ran down her chastity.

Emily smiled as she soaped his balls. “Next time, I’ll take off the hair.”

“Huh?!”

“Your pubic hair. I don’t like it.”

“Uhh, not sure I want to be hairless down there.”

“None of us like it.”

“Us?”

She nodded. “Whores. None of us like pubic hair.”

He put his hands on her shoulders. “You’re not a whore. Don’t say that.”

She smiled at him. “Yes, I am. I’m a French Maid Whore. It’s my job.”

He shook his head. “Does Stacie Fuchs pay you to be a prostitute?”

She looked at him in amusement. “Don’t be silly. I don’t get paid.” She pointed down at her stomach tattoo. “‘I’m a slave.”

He rolled his eyes. “You really take this whole role playing thing to the extreme, don’t you? But, listen, you’re not a whore. I mean being sexual and knowing what you want doesn’t make you a whore.” He frowned. “Unless you are only having sex with me because it’s your job... you aren’t, are you?”

She shrugged. “I’m fucking Levi because it’s my job.” She looked around as if she half expected someone to be listening. “I’m fucking you because I like you. But, you mustn’t tell.”

“Tell who?”

“Mistress. She’s going to be mad enough as it is.”

He touched her face. “What? Why will she be mad?”

Emily’s lip trembled. She held up her right hand. It was shaking. “I’m defective.”

He took her hand. “There’s nothing defective about you.”

Emily shook her head. “I’m losing control of my hand. And, I keep hearing voices in my head.”

“What kind of voices?”

She shrugged. “A woman. She says her name is Emily Cray and that I stole her body.”

***

Double penetration. It was called double penetration and Margaret had never done it before today.

Now she was on her hands and knees in a disgusting video booth, pussy and ass being penetrated by a stranger in the next booth.

He had managed to get two fingers into her stretched ass while pounding her pussy relentlessly with the vibrator. She had lost track or how many times she had cum - more than she had ever orgasmed with Abe or any lover before him.

She was overcome with shame.

What had Stacie done to her? How did it come to this?

She cried out when the vibrator slid out of her pussy. “More! More!”

The rubber dick probed at her ass as he withdrew his fingers. “No! Too big...”

It slid past her sphincter before she could pull away.

The heavy vibrations filled her, and she let her head and shoulders drop, putting her face on the vile floor.

Leaving the vibrator embedded in her ass, his fingers probed at her dripping pussy.

Two fingers slid inside her and she laughed... no, wait.

Too long! Too long for fingers!

She gasped as she felt heavy balls slapping against her.

Fucking her! He was fucking her through the glory hole!

She wanted to pull away, but it felt so... good.

If anything, his cock was bigger than the vibrator.

Stacie moaned as the man she was sucking finally gushed cum into her mouth.

Margaret watched as Stacie jerked the man’s cock.

He slipped out of her mouth, leaving a strand of cum clinging to her lips.

His limp cock disappeared back into the glory hole.

Stacie turned and crawled on all fours to Margaret.

“Help me,” Margaret whispered. “He’s fucking me. I didn’t want...”

Stacie just smiled and pressed her mouth against Margaret’s.

Margaret tried to protest, but all she got for her trouble was a mouth full of cum that Stacie pushed into her mouth.

She swallowed it down as the man behind her spasmed and filled her pussy with jizz.

***

“Are you actually serious?” Tyler asked.

He was sitting on the bathroom bench, naked with Emily.

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“I just thought you were somebody who liked kinky games. You really are Stacie Fuchs’s slave?!”

Emily nodded.

“We have to go to the police,” Tyler said. “Why do you stay here?”

She looked at him in confusion. “Why would I do that? I’m Whore Caste, and Whore Caste are owned.”

The computer voice sounded from speakers in the ceiling. “Emily, this is not a productive conversation. Please attend to your duties or Mistress will be displeased.”

Tyler jumped and stared straight up at the ceiling.

Emily stood up and frantically put her posture collar back on. “I’m sorry, Sir. Please forgive me!”

“Mistress will need to be informed.”

“Please, don’t do that! I’ll tell her when she gets home myself.” Her right hand wasn’t just trembling, it was shaking like the worst case of Parkinson’s Tyler had ever seen.

“This thing you’re talking to is like Alexa or something, right? It can’t tell you what to do!”

Emily was frantically trying to put her right boot on. She put her finger to her lips and stared at him in complete terror.

“Master Tyler, you are a guest in this house, and you will follow the house rules,” the voice announced.

Tyler balled his hands into fists. “Listen, you fucking...”

Emily grabbed him, kissing his lips and pushing her tongue down his throat.

He was shocked by his first real kiss.

He still had his eyes closed when she pulled away. She laid her lips against his neck.

“I like you, Tyler. You’re very brave, and you’re very kind. Please don’t make them angry. I don’t want them to hurt you.”

He turned and looked into her green eyes.

That’s when he fell in love. Yeah, maybe it was the situation, maybe she was a damsel in distress, and maybe his hormones were just getting the better of him. But, he had fallen head over heels in love with the first woman who had ever kissed him, and the first woman he had ever had sex with.

***

Adulteress. I’m an adulteress, Margaret thought. She sat in the Mercedes and stared straight ahead as Stacie drove into the suburbs.

“That was fucking hot,” Stacie said.

Margaret didn’t look at her. Today she’d flashed her panties at a stranger, she had made herself cum with a vibrator while a woman watched her.

She had let a stranger fuck her in a video booth, cumming inside her while the big vibrator violated her backside.

“Whore. I’m a whore,” Margaret whispered. She had even been French kissed by Stacie and swallowed a stranger’s cum.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Stacie laughed.

Margaret felt her stomach begin to heave. “Pull over! I’m going to be sick.”

Stacie pulled off the side of the road.

Margaret jumped out and threw up on the gravel shoulder.

She didn’t look at it, afraid the cum might be recognizable.

Stacie got out of the car and stood beside her as she heaved.

Margaret didn’t have the strength to pull away as Stacie rubbed her shoulders. 

“I... please take me home,” Margaret whispered.

“Sure.” She guided Margaret back to the car.

Margaret sat down and Stacie pulled a tissue out of her purse.

She started to wipe Margaret’s mouth.

Margaret tried to push her hand away.

“Shh, stop now. It’s okay.”

Margaret relented as Stacie wiped her lips gently.

Then Stacie opened a container in her purse and held a mint to her lips.

“No!” Margaret cried.

Stacie laughed. “Just a mint, Maggie. I promise. No tricks. Just to get the taste out of your mouth.”

Margaret opened her mouth and accepted the mint.

Stacie stroked her hair and closed the door.

Then, she went around and got in the driver’s side. “Better now?”

Margaret looked at her and sucked the mint.

“Silly question, sorry.”

She pulled back onto the road.

“What am I going to tell Abe?” Margaret whispered.

“Tell him? Nothing, are you insane?”

“I cheated on him...”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “No one knows that except me. That man who fucked you doesn’t have any idea who you are. Your secret is safe with me.”

“I... no, I have to tell him.”


“Silly girl, he’ll leave you. And, if he does, you’ll get nothing. Never cheat on a lawyer, honey.”

Margaret sobbed.

“Maggie, listen to me. Go home, take a nice long bath, drink some wine, and just forget what happened. Everything will seem better in the morning.”

Margaret looked at her. “You promise you won’t tell?”

Stacie looked wounded. “I would never tell. Maggie, I’m your best friend, and I am just as guilty as you are in this - I got carried away. I do that. It’s my fault. Just put it out of your mind. Tomorrow, we’ll do something completely wholesome, I promise.”

“Tomorrow?! Stacie, I think we shouldn’t...”

Stacie frowned. “What? You mean you don’t want to be my best friend anymore? That would hurt me very much, Maggie. I just don’t know what I would do if I lost your friendship.”

Margaret looked at Stacie’s expression and tried to decide if that was a threat.

***

Tyler followed Emily out of the bathroom. She wore only her boots, chastity devices, and the posture collar.

Despite his unease at what Emily had told him, watching her buttocks as she walked was turning him on.

He did a double take when he saw that Levi was naked on the bed stroking an erection that didn't look humanly possible.

Levi smiled at Emily. "Fuck, you make me hard."

She crawled onto the bed, buttocks and big breasts swaying.

"Levi, we need to talk," Tyler said.

"Not now," Levi said as he reached out and cupped Emily's huge left breast. She lay her head on his thigh and slowly licked the length of Levi's shaft.

"Goddamn it, Levi! This isn't right," Tyler growled.

"Looks fucking right to me, dude," he said as he leaned back and closed his eyes. He laced his fingers behind his head and smiled.

Emily licked and sucked the big cock.

Tyler wanted to kill him. "Man, I don't think she wants to do this. I think she's been brainwashed or something."

Levi opened his eyes and smiled. "Slut, do you want to suck my cock?"

"Yes, Master," Emily said as she caressed his balls.

Levi shrugged. "Not brainwashed, just a girl who knows what she likes. You can go home if you want."

Emily looked at Tyler and implored him with her eyes. "Please don't go. I want you, Tyler."

She rolled over on her knees, sucking Levi's cock. She spread her thighs and then reached back with both hands and spread the cheeks of her ass apart.

Her asshole was framed by the steel ring between her cheeks.

Levi laughed and closed his eyes. "Dude, you got to fuck that ass. It's fucking life changing."

Emily glanced back at him, her eyes half lidded with lust. "Please," her eyes said.

Tyler took off his t-shirt and pushed his cargos down.

Levi threw a half empty bottle of white fluid at him. "Drink some of that."

He picked up the bottle. "What is it?"

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you. Just try it."

Tyler unscrewed the cap. He sniffed it, but it had no smell. He took a sip.

His cock lurched and he almost dropped the bottle.

He looked down in wonder - his cock was stiff as a board and he was actually dripping precum in a long strand from the tip.

Levi laughed. "Got a kick to it, huh, dude?"

Tyler was breathing heavy, looking from his cock to Emily. 

He put the bottle to his lips and drank it down.

Levi nodded.

Tyler climbed onto the bed. He didn't hesitate, he simply began kissing and licking between Emily's open cheeks.

"Unnh," she groaned. She reached back and stroked his hair, nudging him forward, encouraging him to tongue her.

"Lube... nightstand... please, Tyler," she whispered before deepthroating Levi's cock to the balls.

Tyler rolled to the side of the bed and opened the nightstand doors.

There was a big bottle of lubricant inside. He grabbed it out and slid back behind Emily.

He had never used it. He wasn't sure how, but there was a pump on top and he squirted it in his hand.

It warmed quickly and he spread it on her pucker.

He probed gently with his fingers.

Her small hand found his and she pressed his finger harder against her hole.

Tyler pressed inside, feeling her sphincter open and then engulf his finger.

She purred as she sucked Levi's cock.

Tyler took a deep breath. Then he knelt behind her, aiming his cock at her anus.

She surprised him by reaching around and wrapping her hand around his cock and tugging him forward.

He sucked in a breath - her tight hole was opening for him.

She let go of his cock and pushed her hips back against him.

Tyler stared at his rock hard cock positioned against her opening.

He pressed forward, feeling the tight ring of her ass stretch.

She moaned loud with Levi's cock in her mouth.

And, then he slid into her depths, fucking for the first time.

Tyler looked down at his cock as his balls pressed against her chastity.

She shoved her ass back against him and he got the idea.

He began to fuck her, feeling her tight asshole milk his cock as he moved.

Tyler moaned and wrapped his hands around her waist, pounding her from behind.

"Fuck, yeah," Levi moaned.

She was bobbing her head up and down, taking his cock all the way to the balls on each downstroke.

Tyler fucked her harder, and the harder he slammed into her, the more she seemed to like it.

"Well, well, I'm gone for a few hours and look at what happens," a woman said.

Tyler turned and looked over his shoulder.

An older woman with brown hair and crystal blue eyes was standing in the open bedroom doors.

Levi smiled. "Not mad, are you?"

"Mad? To come home and find two attractive young men in my bed fucking my servant? A nice mid-afternoon orgy hot and waiting for me to return?" She laughed and unzipped her leather dress.

She let it fall to the floor, exposing her big braless tits and pantiless crotch. She walked to the bed, hips and breasts swaying.

Levi laughed. "Tyler, this is my friend Stacie. Stacie? Tyler."

Stacie looked at Tyler and winked. "Don't stop on my account." She crawled onto the bed and knelt beside Emily. "Naughty girl, this belongs to me," she laughed.

Emily pulled her mouth off Levi's cock. "Sorry, Mistress."

Stacie replaced Emily in giving Levi head as the teenager wrapped his fingers in her hair.

Emily raised up and Tyler reached up and grasped her huge breasts from behind as he fucked her.

She turned and smiled at him over her shoulder. "Thank you, Tyler."

He kissed the back of her neck.

"Do you want to cum in my mouth?" She whispered.

"N... No. Inside you? Can I?"

She smiled and nodded. "Anything you want."

Tyler's body went into a convulsion and he poured his cum into her butt. "God! Jesus, Emily!"

Emily moaned and cooed in his arms as he spasmed again and again.

***

Tyler lay on his side, spooning Emily as they both dozed.

Stacie licked Levi's cum from her ruby red lips. "What a cute couple they make."

She was lying back in Levi's arms.

"What did you do to me?" Levi whispered.

Stacie laughed. She reached over and hefted his flaccid but still big cock. "You mean this? I like my studs huge. I have very particular appetites."

"Yeah, but how did you..."

"I gave you a shot. Two actually."

"A shot to make my cock bigger? That's not possible."

She rolled onto her side and smiled up at him. "With the Church, all things are possible. I gave you a shot of Cock Grow. Just enough to make you two inches bigger."

"What did the other shot do?"

She stroked his ball sack. "I turned one of your testicles into a hormone factory. You're high as fuck on testosterone. Didn't you notice? Don't you feel horny and dominant?"

"Yes." He kissed her forehead.

"You like it?"

"Yes."

"You want me to more things to you?"

He searched her eyes. "Yes."

She smiled and it was more than a little evil. "There's a price." She ran her index finger down his hard abs. "I'll make you my partner in crime. We'll do wicked things together, Levi. I'm offering... damnation."

He licked his lips. "I'll do anything you want."

"Anything?"

"Yes. Anything."

She sat up and crawled over him, her wet pussy sliding over his hardening cock. She opened her nightstand drawer. She sat on his cock and held up a syringe with light blue liquid inside. "Junior Whoremaster treatment. You'll have a thirteen inch cock and you'll be strong as an ox. You'll give off pheromones... do you know what those are?"

"Yeah. From biology - that's a scent that causes you to want to do things."

She nodded. "In this case, your smell will make any woman want to fuck you. Any woman within a few feet of you will want you. Then I'm going to give you another shot." She squeezed one of his balls. "That will put this other ball to sleep - no more sperm. So, you won't be making babies from here to Buffalo."

"But... I mean, what if I want to have kids someday?"

"It can be undone, so they tell me." She pulled the cap off the syringe with her teeth and spit it out. "Something else. Soon, I’m going to give you Transformative Ambrosia... not now, but soon. It will make you immortal. You won't grow old, you will never get sick. Forever. You will serve the Church forever, Levi."

He stared up at her. If it was anyone else telling him this, he would think they were lying. He would think they were insane.

But, looking into her eyes, he knew every word she said was true. It was insane, but it was also true.

He smiled and nodded. "Yes, Stacie."

She smiled and slid down, moving her crotch off his cock and balls.

Then she leaned down and pushed the needle deep into the base of his cock.

Levi gritted his teeth together and rose off the bed, his back arching both from the pain and from the almost instantaneous effect of the drug.

His eyes rolled back in his head and he foamed at the mouth.

Stacie still smiled down at him, even as he collapsed into convulsions and she injected his testicle.

***

An hour later, Levi and Tyler walked back across the lawn to Tyler's house. The dynamic had changed between them.

Tyler left his naivety in Stacie Fuchs's house.

Levi left more.

"Want to come in, man?" Levi said. "Margaret is probably cooking dinner. Meat loaf night." He smiled. He was cheerful.

Tyler stared at him. For Levi, it was like nothing had happened.

"No. I gotta get home," he said as he turned toward the driveway.

"Later," Levi said as he ran toward the back door to his house.

Tyler frowned after him. "Yeah, later."

He opened the door to his Prius and sat down in the hot interior. He looked back through the hedges at the Fuchs house. He sighed. Was it just a house? Or, was it some dark castle with a princess locked inside?

Were Stacie and Emily sitting in there right now, laughing at how they had made Tyler believe Emily was some kind of brainwashed abductee? Were they simply playing a game with two gullible teens?

Or, was Emily really in danger?

He closed the door and started the car. He backed carefully down the drive and headed home.

***

Emily knelt on the bedroom floor. She held the lobotomizer - a long steel needle attached to a pistol grip, in her outstretched hand. "I'm defective, Mistress." She kept her eyes on the floor.

Stacie stood over her with a horrified expression. "Emily, what are you talking about?"

Emily sobbed. "My mind. I hear voices. I can't make them stop. She screams at me." Emily's right hand shook.

"What do the voices say?"

"They say my name is Emily Cray and that you've turned me into a monster. Oh, Mistress, I'm so afraid!" She leaned forward and kissed Stacie's feet, wetting them with her tears.

Stacie knelt down and took the lobotomizer from her. "Now, now, it's alright. Don't cry. It's not you, it's the hypnosis drug. The same thing happened to Margaret. She just needed a second dose and she was fine." She put her arms around the girl and Emily cried with her head on Stacie's thighs.

Stacie stroked her hair. "It's alright now. I would never use this nasty lobotomizer on you or anyone else. You throw it away. I don't want it in this house."

"Y... Yes, Mistress."

"Now, straighten up. You have duties to perform."

"Of course, I'm sorry, Mistress." She started to rise, but Stacie held her down.

"You like the boy, don't you?"

"Master Tyler? Yes, he's kind..."

"Kindness is weakness. You and I will make him strong." She leaned down and kissed Emily's platinum blonde hair. "He loves you, doesn't he?"

"I... think so, Mistress."

"We'll use that against him. Control him with it." She smiled down at Emily. "You do understand he could never accept you? If he knew all the things I've done to you? He couldn't accept you. He could never love you like I do."

Emily nodded. "I know that, Mistress."

***

"Mom, I'm home," Tyler said as he came in the front door.

"Kitchen," his Mom called.

He walked into the kitchen to find his Mom putting away groceries.

Christine McGee was a tall brunette of about forty. She was dressed in her 'Church Outfit': long business skirt, white blouse buttoned to the neck, with her hair done up in a bun and librarian glasses perched on her nose. She was the head secretary at Our Lady of the Sacred Heart Catholic Church.

She turned and smiled at her son. Looking both ways, she handed him a bag. "Nacho Cheese Doritos... don't let him see you with them."

"Thanks, Mom." Tyler smiled and took the chips from her. "I won't." He turned and headed for his room.

"And, don't eat those before dinner? You'll spoil your appetite."

He took the stairs two at a time, passing by the crucifix complete with painful looking Jesus midway up.

Tyler looked into the sorrowful, heaven turned eyes. "Might have to talk with you later, old buddy. Fucking weird day."

He ran up the stairs, pausing by his sister's closed door.

Tyler almost made it past the study beyond.

"Tyler?" His Dad called from inside.

Fuck, Tyler thought. He tossed the bag of Doritos down the hall toward his bedroom door and then opened the door to the study a few inches.

Nathan McGee sat in his study in his leather chair with his eyes on his computer monitor. He looked up, and, as usual, his eyes looked directly at Tyler's gut.

Behind Nathan on the walnut bookshelves were his numerous high school and college athletic trophies: football, track and field, basketball. Nathan McGee had been an all-state athlete in multiple sports.

Tyler, not so much.

His father looked at him with his usual look of disdain. "Where were you today?"

What he wanted to say was: Assfucking this beautiful blonde. She had tits like volleyballs, and a face that would make an angel weep. Afterward, I held her in my arms while we both fell asleep. It was a good day, you motherfucking asshole.

But, he didn't say that.

"Hanging out with Levi," he said.

Nathan shook his head. "Video games. I might have known. Tomorrow, you're coming down to the brokerage with me. If you're not going to exercise your body, you can at least exercise your mind. How does that Kent kid stay skinny? You should find out. Might get a pointer or two." He turned back to his computer, dismissing him without a further word.

Tyler slunk out the door into the hallway. His Dad had always been a dick, but after Tyler had failed to get accepted at any of the Ivy League schools, he had become unbearable. Tyler wanted to go to Ithaca College, which Nathan had grudgingly agreed.

Of course, he agreed too late for Tyler to start this semester.

Tyler had a feeling Nathan had dragged his feet so he could keep Tyler under his thumb for an extra year.

Tyler scooped up the Doritos and went into his room, closing the door behind him.

He sat down in front of his computer and opened a browser.

"EMILY CRAY", he typed. He thought for a moment and then added, "ITHACA, NY."

The search engine filled the screen with info.

He clicked on ‘images’.

The first picture was of a plain looking girl with strawberry blonde hair. He almost switched to the next image, but then he looked at the eyes.

Big green eyes.

Emily's eyes.

But, his Emily was a platinum blonde. The Emily on the computer screen had a larger nose and darker skin with freckles. He clicked the link for Facebook.

Emily Cray, Ithaca College.

What he could see of her profile was a handful of photos. Emily at a women's rights march. Emily smiling in a library.

It was her. It had to be. His Emily had those eyes, that smile.

Women's Studies? Her major was Women's Studies at Ithaca? How do you go from Women's Studies to sex slave?

He pulled up a 'people search' page and entered in as much information as he could. His bank account was soon $10.00 lighter, but he got a phone number.

Tyler pulled out his cellphone and punched in the number.

"Hello?" A woman asked.

"Hi, is Emily there?"

"No, sorry."

"Do you know when she'll be back? I'm a friend of hers," Tyler said.

The woman sighed. "Hopefully never. She's hiding from me. The rent is way past due and I'm going to be stuck with her part! If you see that sneaking, uptight, closet lesbo, you tell her Andrea is pawning her fucking Mac for reimbursement."

"I... look, did she go somewhere today?"

"Yeah, she left this morning saying she was going for a job interview. I haven't seen her since. You tell her what I told you." The woman hung up.

Tyler stared at the phone. Then he opened the Doritos.

***

“Hello, Mistress Madison, welcome home,” SlutzNet said as the tall brunette approached the front door.

Maddie Fuchs wore a short white dress with matching pumps. Dark sunglasses hid her eyes below her raven hair. “Not my house, SlutzNet.”

The door swung open and Maddie stepped inside the cool foyer. The door closed automatically behind her. 

She took off her glasses and stared at the latex clad French maid dusting the furniture.

The girl turned toward her and curtsied.

“Who on earth are you?” Maddie asked.

The girl was wearing a painful looking posture collar. “Emily, Miss.”

“Maddie? I didn’t know you were coming over,” Stacie said as she appeared at the top of the stairs in a satin kimono.

“Mother? A French maid? Seriously?” Maddie asked.

Stacie came downstairs. “This is a big house, I need help. Isn’t she lovely?”

Emily bent at the waist and dusted something that looked like it didn’t need dusting. 

Maddie chewed her thumbnail. “She’s certainly impressive.”

Stacie took her arm and led Maddie into the living room.

“Who was she?” Maddie whispered.

“Oh, some frumpy college coed. Women’s Studies major or something ridiculous like that. We’re doing her a favor. Just this afternoon she serviced two young studs - probably the most action the poor thing ever had.”

Maddie laughed. “Just two days here and you’re already holding orgies? Mother?”

“Oh, stop. It’s my job. Besides, nobody is complaining, certainly not the two boys.” Stacie sat down on the couch. “Did you see your sister today?”

Maddie shook her head. “It’s a big campus, Mother.”

“I need you to look out for her.  You’re her big sister. She’s not like... us.”

“You mean sick, twisted pervs?”

“Don’t be vulgar.”

Maddie stifled a laugh. She was immune to mind control, so she knew that everything in the Fuchs family was an illusion created at Stallion’s. Maddie was not Stacie’s daughter nor was Courtney. Maddie was deeply in love with Donny, but he was, thankfully, not actually her brother.

This was all a game created by the white witches Gwen Kincaid and Sugar Tits.

But, of the five members of the Fuchs family, only Maddie knew the truth.

She also knew that her sweet little ‘sister’ wasn’t the naive thing ‘mother’ thought she was. Courtney was well on her way to becoming a mad scientist like her girlfriend, Dr. Demona.

And, she had no doubt the reason she hadn’t seen Courtney was that she was probably already experimenting on coeds at Ithaca. 

“I have the most delicious boy next door. Nineteen and very eager,” Stacie said. “Oh, and his stepmother is even more fun. I actually got her into a video booth at Stallion’s today.”

“I think the ‘burbs are agreeing with you, Mother.”

Stacie laughed. “The only problem is the hypnotic I’ve been using. It must be a bad batch or something. It took two shots for both the stepmother and Emily.”

Maddie frowned. “Two shots… Mother, did you ask Demona?”

“She’s away somewhere. They all are. I’m sure it’s okay.”

Maddie nodded. “Yes. Well, I just wanted to check in on you.”

“Oh, please stay. I’m lonely here with just Emily and SlutzNet,” Stacie pouted.

Maddie stood up. “I’m sure you’ll find some way to occupy your time.” She leaned over and kissed her.

Maddie walked into the foyer to find Emily still dusting dust free objects.

She touched the woman’s arm. “What’s your full name?”

“Emily di Fuchs, Mistress.”

“Designation?”

Emily stood up straight. “French Maid Whore, Whore Caste.”

“Who owns you?”

“Mistress Stacie Fuchs.” Emily’s eyes looked hollow.

Maddie stepped closer and whispered. “What’s your real name?”

“Mistress?”

“Your real name, Emily. The name you hear in your mind?”

Emily looked at her in shock, then quickly averted her eyes. “I don’t, Mistress. I don’t hear voices.”

“Don’t be afraid.”

Emily sighed. “Emily Cray.”

Maddie smiled. Then she leaned forward and kissed her. “Everything is going to be okay, Emily Cray. I promise.” She winked.

Then she yelled over her shoulder. “Mother? Don’t give her any more shots. I think they’re making her sick.”

Maddie put her finger to her lips and then walked out the front door whispering, “Shh...”

***

Tyler stood in the kitchen helping his mom wash dishes. She always washed them before putting them in the dishwasher, which seemed like a waste of time to Tyler.

He scrubbed off dried cheese from a plate with his thumbnail. “I met a girl today.”

Christine McGee turned and smiled at him. “Really?”

Tyler nodded.

“And?”

“And, what? I like her.”

Christine fluffed his hair. “Is she pretty?”

“She’s amazing. Way out of my league.”

Christine frowned. “Don’t say that, Tyler. It isn’t true.”

He chuckled. “You haven’t seen her.”

“I don’t have to see her. You only need confidence Tyler. Nobody is out of your league.” She turned back to her dishes. “What’s her name?”

“Emily. She’s a college student... or she was. She’s working for Levi’s neighbor.”

“Doing what?”

Tyler bit his lip. “Sort of odds and ends, I guess.”

“She’s pretty, huh?”

“Tall blonde. Her hair’s almost white.”

“Eyes?”

“Green.”

Christine leaned on the sink. “Liked her enough to remember her eye color, huh? This must be serious.”

Tyler laughed.

“Be careful. Don’t get hurt.”

“Mom,” Tyler groaned drawing out the word.

“Don’t Mom me. You’re still my baby.” She smiled at him. “You should talk to your father about her.”

Tyler laughed out loud. “Yeah, like that’s going to happen.”

“He really does care about you, you know? He’s just not too good at the whole dad thing. His was a piece of crap.” She put her hand over her mouth and looked up. “Forgive me, Lord. It is never good to speak ill of the dead.”

“He can’t stand me, Mom.”

She looked at him open mouthed. “Tyler McGee, you are wrong. He’s hard on you, too hard, and don’t think that hasn’t drawn my wrath over the years, but you are his only son. He loves you.”

“Yeah, okay.” Tyler said shaking his head.

She turned back to the dishes. “So, when do I get to meet her?”

Tyler went pale. “Uh, I don’t know. She works a lot.”

“Well, I think you should invite her to dinner. I want to meet the girl who turned my son’s head.”

***

Christine McGee climbed the stairs to the second floor of her house with a smile on her face.

Being a teen was hard, and she had come to understand over the years that it was just as hard for the parent. But, she knew her son had a good heart and would be a good man, he just had to get out of those awkward teenage years.

Maybe now he was through the worst of it. A girl in his life meant confidence. Confidence led to love. Love led to grandchildren.

She liked the sound of that.

She paused outside her daughter’s room. “Well, one down,” she sighed.

Christine knocked on her daughter’s door and prayed. She prayed for an annoyed dismissal, a groan of adolescent angst.

“Come in,” her daughter said in a bright, cheery voice.

Christine was disappointed again.

She opened the door to Elizabeth’s room.

No shades of pink, no stuffed animals, no posters of boys, no childhood mementos. No concert posters, no hidden stash of grass.

Just a stark beige room with no rug on the wood floor, walls bare other than a large crucifix. A simple nightstand where Elizabeth normally kept her Bible.

She sat on her bed wearing an ankle length skirt and a simple cotton blouse, blonde hair done up in a bun to rival her mother’s work hair style, beautiful face without a trace of makeup.

She smiled up from her Bible.

And, Christine wanted to weep. Not because of her piety, Christine had faith just as strong.

She wanted to weep because her daughter had built a wall around herself that no one would ever be able to penetrate.

“Dinner was delicious, Mom,” Elizabeth said as she closed her Bible.

Christine sat down beside her. “Two days,” she said and took her daughter’s hand. “Why don’t you go see your friends? You don’t need to coop yourself up in here.”

In two days, Elizabeth McGee would leave for St. Mary’s Convent in rural Vermont.

Elizabeth shook her head. “They don’t understand.”

“Do you?” Christine asked.

“Mother, I’m going.”

Elizabeth was twenty-one, and five years ago she had come in from school and announced her intention of becoming a nun. She had never wavered, would not relent no matter how Christine begged and cried.

“You’re going to be so lonely, Elizabeth.”

She smiled. “I’m called, Mom. God laid his hand on me. Can’t you be happy?”

“Elizabeth, I don’t know what happened to you five years ago...”

Elizabeth smiled and squeezed her mother’s hand. “Nothing happened. I just told you what I wanted to do.”

“Is it... I mean, do you like girls? It’s okay if you like girls. We’ll love you, no matter what,” Christine said.

“Lesbianism is a blasphemy in the eyes of God. I’m not gay, Mom.”

“But, why would you want to be alone? No children. Some of those girls even take vows of silence, Elizabeth.”

“Mom,” Elizabeth whispered. “It’s what I want.”

Christine sighed and nodded. 

***

Nathan McGee looked up from his spreadsheets as Christine walked into the study and shut the door.

She had that look.

“What’s wrong now?”

“You.”

Nathan rolled his eyes. “Don’t tell me, he’s bitching because I’m making him go to work with me tomorrow?”

Christine glared at him. “Both of you are ridiculous. Believe it or not? He actually wants to spend time with you, though he won’t even admit it.”

Nathan laughed. “Kid hates me.”

“He should. You’re a dick.”

Nathan laughed. “Don’t hold back.”

She broke into a grin and came around his desk. She sat down on his lap.

He pawed her left breast and she laid her head on his shoulder.

“He met a girl.”

“A real one? Or, one of those Japanese cartoon girls with the big eyes?”

She smiled at him. “A real one. I think he’s head over heels.”

“About time. I was beginning to think he was trying out for the other team.”

“Put a sock in it. Drop the sarcasm and the icy tone for a day or two, please? For me? He needs his father.”

Nathan sighed. “I am a dick, aren’t I?”

“Yes, Nathan. But, you’re my dick.” She wiggled a little in his lap.

Nathan laughed.

“Just try to be nice to him tomorrow? Don’t judge and don’t preach. Try to channel one of those TV dads - like Ward Cleaver.”

He smiled and kissed her. “Are you trying to tell me I’ve been too hard on the Beaver?”

She laughed as he laid her back on his desk and lifted her skirt.

***

Margaret Kent sat at her kitchen table and drank her morning coffee.

She had thought she wouldn’t be able to sleep the night before, but she had been wrong. She had fallen asleep literally when her head hit the pillow.

Abe had wanted a repeat of the night before, but Margaret had feigned a headache.

She could barely look at him after what she had done.

The memory of the video booth was still burned into her mind.

What had come over her? How could she let a man do that to her?

Worse, why did she want to do it again?

“Morning, Margaret,” Levi said.

She looked up.

Levi was wearing his cutoffs and nothing else.

Her mouth dropped open.

The boy appeared to have put on twenty pounds of hard muscle overnight. The cutoffs looked painted on and ready to burst.

“Levi? Have you been working out?” Margaret asked.

He opened the refrigerator door and took out a carton of orange juice. Leaning his body against the counter, he drank straight from the carton.

“Don’t do that! Get a glass,” she scolded.

He looked at her, and it wasn’t a look she had seen before. It was almost predatory. “Sorry, Margaret.”

Her eyes trailed down to the bulge in his cutoffs. My stepson has an enormous cock. The thought from the night before last invaded her mind once again and she licked her lips involuntarily.

He looked ready to laugh out loud. “I’m going over to Stacie’s. She has a lot of work for me today.”

Margaret almost choked on her coffee. “You’ve been spending a lot of time over there. Maybe you should go somewhere with Tyler instead.”

“Naah, I need the money. I’ll be back later.”

“Wait, don’t you need a shirt?” She looked at his muscular back as he reached the back door.

He smiled over his shoulder at her. “You really think I need one, Margaret?”

She swallowed hard, looking for something to say.

He laughed and stepped outside.

What is happening to my family? She thought.

Her cellphone buzzed as a text message came in.

STACIE: Swimming?

Margaret shook her head. No. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t.

***

Stacie was sitting on a lounge chair in a black bikini when Margaret came around the hedgerow.

Margaret felt inadequate in her white one piece compared to the overstressed black material of Stacie’s bikini.

Stacie smiled at her behind dark sunglasses. “You look good enough to eat.”

Margaret stumbled in the grass.

Stacie laughed. “A figure of speech, Maggie. I wasn’t making a promise.”

Margaret sat down on the lounge chair beside Stacie’s. “Where’s Levi?”

“Around. I have a new maid and I think he’s taken a shine to her.”

“We need to talk about yesterday,” Margaret whispered.

“I told you, your secret is safe with me.”

“You have to promise me you won’t... coerce me into doing anything like that again. Please, Stacie?” Her lower lip trembled.

“Darling! Don’t cry! Oh, I couldn’t bear it if you cried. I promise, I won’t get you to return to Stallion’s... I mean unless you want to. Tell me that wasn’t the hardest orgasm of your life?”

Margaret swallowed and shook her head. “It... was different. But, I don’t want to do that again.”

Stacie giggled and put her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry, but I don’t believe you.”

“Stacie, please don’t.”

“Why are you fighting your lust? It’s not healthy...”

“I cheated on Abe yesterday, Stacie!” Margaret hissed. “That’s not me. I don’t do things like that.”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “Oh, so what? You got a good fucking. You needed an exceptional cum to take care of all that pent up sexual frustration. You’ll live longer without all that stress.”

“He came inside me, Stacie!” Margaret whispered. “What if I got pregnant? I’m not that old. Worse, what if he had some disease? I could be dying of something horrible right now and not even know it!”

“You’re not. The men at Stallion’s are all sterile and disease free.”

Margaret stared at Stacie’s sunglass obscured eyes. “What? That’s ridiculous. How do you know that?”

“Because, dear, you were fucked by one of their regulars. All of them have been sterilized and inoculated against everything. They can’t spread an STD. They’re simply there to fuck.”

“Who the fuck are you people?”

“I told you, I work for the Church of Morpheus. We’re saving the world, darling.” She smiled sweetly. “You’re going to love being part of the Church - the fringe benefits alone are unbelievable.”

Margaret gasped. “I’m not joining your creepy Church, Stacie.”

“Oh... I thought... Oh, I see.” Stacie sighed. “Then, I guess we can’t be friends. That’s a real shame.”

“Wait, are you trying to tell me you did all of this to get me to join your Church?”

“No! I genuinely like you, Margaret. I want you to be happy. How can you be happy with the occasional romp with Abe and his small penis?”

“I was happy, Stacie! I still am. I don’t need porn star sex...”

“Everyone needs porn star sex,” Stacie laughed.

Margaret sighed. “I’m happy the way I am.”

“Hmm... No.”

“What?”

“No. Not good enough. I’m sorry, Margaret, but I really like you, so I can’t just sit back and watch you settle for a vanilla life.” She reached over and grabbed her cellphone off a little table beside her lounge chair. She held it up for Margaret to see.

Margaret stared at the screen, terror gripping her.

It was an overhead view inside the video booth.

Margaret, on her hands and knees, the big vibrator stuffed inside her anus.

A cock slides into her pussy from behind.

“You... you filmed...”

“Not me, the Church AI filmed it. There are cameras in all the video booths. Multiple angles. Just watch.”

The camera angle switched. This camera was clearly in the right wall. A closeup of Margaret’s face, contorted in pleasure as the stranger fucked her.

Another angle, this time from the floor. A closeup shot of her stretched pussy stuffed full of the stranger’s cock. His shaft throbbed and then he pulled out, his cum dripping out of her well fucked hole and onto the camera lens.

“Jesus! Oh, Jesus Christ!” She wanted to die.

“I think the AI did a great job of cutting that footage together. I mean that is high quality MILF porn.”

“You said you wouldn’t tell...”

“Because we were friends, but you don’t want to join the Church and be my friend, so...”

“What are you going to do?!”

Stacie sat back with her phone. “First, of course, I’m going to send this video to Abe and his law partners - for the adultery charge. Then, I’m going to post it to all the online porn sites. There is a massive demand for MILF porn. Lots of young men with Mommy issues out there.”

Margaret was trembling. Her life was over.

“Then of course, there are your relatives. I’ll be sending your little sex tape to them as well.”

“Please, Stacie, no...”

Stacie set the cellphone back on the little table. “When you first came over, I drugged you. You were so goody-goody, I thought there is no way I can convert her without hypnosis. I was right. I programmed you to listen and obey without question whenever I called you Maggie.”

Margaret jumped as if she had been shocked.

Stacie laughed. “See? You recognize your Mistress’s voice.”

“You made me do all that?”

Stacie shook her head. “Some of it. I... influenced you. Now, how much of that was your inner slut? That’s a philosophical question.”

“Please, I’ll do anything. Just don’t let anyone see that tape! Stacie, I’ll be your friend. I’ll join your Church. Just don’t destroy my life!”

Stacie sat up in her chair. “This is what I love! So much more fun than chemicals.” She took Margaret’s hand. “I love blackmail. Now, I’m going to hold you to that whole being my friend thing. I want you to understand, in time? You’re going to love what I’m doing to you. You’re going to wonder why you ever resisted.”

Margaret broke into tears.

“That’s right, darling. Let it all out. Just cry.”

She held Margaret’s hand. “I’m going to make you a promise. I don’t have to, but I want to. I’m going to use mind control on you three more times, and then never again.”

“Please don’t!”

Stacie laughed. “Relax, I’m not going to brainwash you into being my devoted sex slave - I made one of those yesterday. This is just... insurance. Protecting the Church’s investment. Are you ready?”

Margaret breathed out and nodded.

“Number one. Maggie, you will be completely unable to talk about what I’ve done to you with anyone other than me. You won’t be able to tell the authorities or Abe or anyone else. Can’t have you going off and making a scene.”

Margaret squeezed her eyes shut as her mind absorbed the command.

“There... Now, number two. Maggie, you will not hurt yourself or me under any circumstances. I won’t have you killing yourself or trying to kill me in desperation.”

Maggie gritted her teeth and nodded.

“And, finally, a gift. Maggie, you are bisexual. You are attracted to men and women equally. You’re going to be turned on by beautiful women the same as handsome men.”

Maggie gasped, her eyes wide.

And, for the first time, she noticed how completely desirable Stacie Fuchs was.

***

"Fuck!" Emily screamed as she took Levi's new and improved tool in her ass.

He had to pull the steel ring to the side by its rubber straps to cram his cock into her.

The ring was now too small for his girth.

Levi smiled as Emily struggled with the thirteen inches stuffed inside her.

It was also as big around as her wrist.

"Just relax, slut. You'll stretch." Sometimes the words that came out of his mouth surprised even him.

Emily just moaned and dug her fingernails deeper into Stacie's satin sheets.

He had her face down and ass up on Stacie's bed.

Levi wasn't a total bastard, he had generously lubed the whore's ass before splitting her in two. And, he wasn't rushing to fuck her. He was letting her adjust to the monster cock before he fucked her brains out.

Stacie had given him reading material last night, and he now had a clear understanding of the Church of Morpheus and their goal of stripping away all the old religions. They were creating a system of social classes. There would be those who led, those who served, and those who were productive and happy.

The bitch panting in front of him would serve.

As for his future role, Stacie hadn't been clear.

All he knew was that she had taken a blood sample from him last night, fed it into a little machine and then smiled.

Levi traced his finger along the small of Emily's back, estimating how deep in her rectum his cock was lodged. How the fuck was she always 'clean' up there? Church scientists thought of everything.

He slapped her ass and she yelped. "You ready to fuck or not?"

Emily nodded with her face pressed in the sheets. “Yes, Master.”

Levi pulled out an inch and then slid slowly back in.

She screamed into the sheets.

Levi laughed. “Like that, huh?”

He pulled back six inches and pushed back in quickly, his balls slapping against her chastity.

This time she raised her head and screamed out loud.

Tyler grabbed her blonde hair and pulled her head back. “That’s right, scream for me.” He began fucking her in earnest, drawing back over ten inches before thrusting forward, impaling her with his cock.

She began moving her hips, meeting his strokes.

Then she began squeezing his cock as he pulled back, milking his shaft as he fucked her.

She was so tight it almost hurt!

He felt his balls tugging upwards and knew he was close.

Levi yanked his dick out of her ass and tossed her on her back.

He crouched over her big tits, holding his cock by the base and pumping.

“Going to cum all over those tits!”

“Yes, Master! Please, all over me. I want it all over me!”

He didn’t cum so much as erupt. Cum jetted out of him and coated her big tits, her angelic face, the full red lips.

Through it all, she smiled and licked the cum from her lips.

Finally, his cum stopped spurting.

He fell down beside her.

She grinned at him.

“Go clean yourself up,” Levi said as he rolled onto his ass and sat on the side of the bed. “You look like shit.”

Her smile never faltered as she rose from the bed and walked toward the bathroom. Halfway there, she stopped.

Her right hand was trembling.

***

Levi stuck his head out the bedroom window.

Below on the patio, Stacie and Margaret were reclining side by side on lounge chairs.

Fuck! Levi thought. Had Margaret heard Emily screaming? The window had been closed, he just opened it to stick his head out. He stared at the glass.

It looked thick. Soundproof? He hoped it was.

“Uh, Stacie? Can I take a swim?”

Margaret never looked up.

Stacie smiled up at him. “Finish that job upstairs, did you?”

He winked at her. “Yeah. All done up here.”

“I hope you did a good job. You were thorough?”

Levi tried not to laugh. “Oh, I went deep.”

Stacie laughed out loud. “Good boy. I bought you some trunks this morning, look in my top dresser drawer.”

Levi nodded and closed the window.

He walked to the dresser and opened the drawer.

Levi burst out laughing.

***

Emily stood in the bathroom and stared into the mirror.

Her face and breasts looked glazed. Levi’s modifications were complete - he was a junior Whoremaster with the massive supply of cum that went along with it.

But, like Emily, he wasn’t completely transformed. Not yet.

That would take Transformative Ambrosia, and Mistress Stacie was holding that back from both of them.

That was good, because there was still a way for her to get out of this mess...

She frowned at her reflection. Why had she thought that?

Her right hand went into spastic tremors.

She grabbed it with her left and tried to stop it from moving.

Not too late, the other Emily whispered in her mind. It’s not too late. I can escape.

“No,” Emily said to her reflection. “I can’t. I don’t want to. I liked it. I liked being fucked. I like...”

She squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment later she opened them and stepped into the shower.

***

“I’m trapped,” Margaret said.

“Oh, stop being so dramatic, Margaret,” Stacie said as she rolled onto her stomach. “I really miss being able to tan. I mean, who wants to be the same neutral shade forever? I want to be tanned. I need to speak to Demona about this. Surely she can do something.”

Margaret stared at her. “What are you talking about?”

“Hmm? Oh, forget it. Too much to explain.” Stacie looked toward the house as the kitchen door opened. She broke into a wide smile. “Goodness, now that’s a sight.”

Margaret turned and looked. “Levi! Absolutely not!”

Levi was walking toward them wearing a bright red Speedo that barely contained him.

He was enormous.

“No, Margaret,” Stacie whispered. “I bought it for him. He’s wearing it. Or, do I have to rethink our little deal?”

Margaret glared at her. “Stacie! No!”

She grinned mischievously. Stacie held out her hand and Levi took it.

He looked nervously at Margaret.

Stacie shook her head. “It’s okay, Levi. You just gave Margaret a shock. It’s okay for him to wear it, isn’t it, Margaret?”

Margaret stared at her stepson, his package bulging obscenely in the tiny red fabric.

My stepson has an enormous cock. The thought came to her again and she cringed. Then her eyes opened wide. Stacie! Stacie had done all this! She planted that in her mind the first night!

“Margaret? Tell him you want him to wear it.” Stacie smiled at her.

Margaret swallowed. The look on Stacie’s face made it clear what she meant.

Stacie would destroy her life if she disobeyed.

Her lip quivered. “Yes. I’m sorry, Levi. It’s fine.” She looked down in shame and anguish.

Levi smiled and looked down at Stacie.

She stood up, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him.

Margaret stifled a scream.

Stacie looked down at her and grinned. “Oh, I didn’t tell you, did I? Levi and I are lovers, aren’t we, darling?”

Levi turned bright crimson. “I... um...”

“Levi? It’s okay. Margaret doesn’t mind. Do you, Margaret?” Her hand traced a gentle curved path down Levi’s rippling abs, stopping at the Speedo where she tickled the waistband.

“Yes, I fucking mind,” Margaret said through gritted teeth. She was going to kill her. 

Stacie smiled and licked her lips. “Levi, I never got to tell you about the outing Margaret and I had yesterday. Let me tell you all about it.”

Margaret felt her anger die, replaced with dejected depression. “No. No, you’re right, Stacie.” She was damned, completely damned. “It’s okay that you’re lovers.”

“Really?” Levi asked.

Stacie winked at her. “I told you. Margaret is much more progressive than you thought. She understands all about lust, don’t you, Margaret?”

Margaret just nodded.

Stacie squeezed Levi’s hand. “Come on, I want to swim too.”

She led him to the edge and dove in, her supple body graceful in the summer sun.

Levi looked over his shoulder at Margaret. He looked like he was expecting her to object.

She wanted to fight. She wanted to scratch Stacie’s eyes out. She wanted to take Levi home and protect him from the succubus who had entered their lives.

Instead, she looked away.

Levi dove in after his lover.

***

She swam ahead of him, strong legs kicking as she slid through the water.

He dug with his arms, trying to keep up with her effortless speed across the pool. It was impossible. Stacie was like an Olympic swimmer.

She reached the far end of the pool and put her back to the wall, her arms stretched out along the concrete lip.

He finally caught up and she wrapped her long legs around his waist as he stood up.

She pulled him against her crotch. “Fuck me,” she said.

“What?!” Levi whispered.

“Fuck me. Take out your cock and fuck me.”

He looked over his shoulder at Margaret who was staring intently at them.

“But, Margaret is watching.”

“I know. I want her to watch.” Lust burned in her crystal blue eyes.

“I... Stacie, what are you doing to her?”

Stacie smiled and the sight both turned him on and terrified him. “Something evil.”

“What have you done?” He whispered.

“I’m freeing her, Levi. I’m tearing away all the layers of morality and fear. I’m going to strip her soul bare and show her everything she’s been missing.” She reached down and squeezed his cock through the Speedo’s. “And, you’re going to help me.”

“I... I don’t know, Stacie.”

She tightened her grip on his privates. “Do what I tell you, and I’ll make you a god, Levi. But, if you resist me? I’ll send you back home to your dull little life. You know what’s coming, Levi. You read what’s coming.”

He nodded. “The Church is going to decide what happens to everyone when they take over.”

“That’s right. But, some can choose, Levi. You can choose now. You can choose to be a part of the future. Swim now or drown later. Either way, the wave is coming.”

He looked back over his shoulder at Margaret. “You... won’t hurt her, will you?”

“What if I do?” She asked with a smile.

“I’ll do it if you won’t hurt her.”

“Noble. But, I think it’s misplaced, Levi.”

He stared at her. “What do you mean?”

“Did your father meet Margaret before or after he divorced your mother?” She asked.

Levi sighed. “People make mistakes.”

“Is that what your father told you?” Stacie asked as she slipped her hand in his Speedo.

Levi groaned. “She’s been good to me.”

“Yes, Levi, but she’s a hypocrite. She fucked your father and got him to leave your mother. Now she’s trying to act all righteous, but she’s really just a slut like we are. This state she’s in? It’s not natural, Levi. She needs to be fixed. That’s what you’re doing - you’re helping me fix her. Now, fuck my cunt, Levi.”

Levi didn’t protest as Stacie yanked down the Speedo, exposing his long, thick cock.

He smiled and pulled her bikini crotch to the side.

He sank balls deep into her under the water.

***

Margaret watched in disbelief as Levi’s muscled body started moving in the water. The movements were unmistakable, made completely evident by how Stacie wrapped her arms around his neck and closed her eyes.

Levi was fucking her!

This was a nightmare.

His trunks floated across the pool, and now she could hear Stacie moaning like a whore. It was disgusting, she was more than twice his age.

And, God forgive her, she was so turned on she couldn’t think.

Her crotch was possessed, and all Margaret wanted to do was reach down and finger herself.

Levi’s tanned body flexed as the sun glittered on the surface of the pool.

Margaret rubbed her thighs together, unable to stop herself.

She needed to cum! What was wrong with her? What else had Stacie done? She had never been so horny.

And, so ashamed. He was her stepson, and she wanted to see them climb out of the pool, Stacie impaled on his huge tool.

Worse, she wanted to go to them.

She wanted to join them.

Stacie would welcome her, but would Levi? What would he think of her?

Would he want her the way he wanted perfect Stacie?

He yanked down Stacie’s bikini top, exposing the big breasts. She unclipped something from her tits - were those falsies? Whatever she took off, she laid them on the side of the pool.

Levi lowered his head and sucked her thick nipples.

Margaret’s hand had a mind of its own.

She reached down and stroked her pussy through the swimsuit, parting her legs as she stared intently at the couple fucking in the pool.

Stacie used her arms and pulled herself out of the pool.

She lay back on the concrete, legs spread wide.

Levi pushed himself out of the pool between Stacie’s legs.

And, then she could see it: the biggest cock she had ever seen. It defied logic. Was it a foot long? More? His balls hung heavy and full beneath it.

He wasn’t enormous.

Levi was a god.

His muscled ass flexed, and he surged into Stacie’s pussy.

Margaret stopped stroking the outside of her swimsuit. She yanked the crotch to the side and sank two fingers into her own pussy.

She matched her motions to Levi’s thrusting hips.

Her thoughts became muddled as she watched him fuck her.

She was an animal. They were animals. They were fucking and she wanted to cum.

Nothing else mattered.

Levi arched his back, fully encased in Stacie’s cunt.

Even from this far back, Margaret could see her stepson’s cock throb as he seeded Stacie’s womb.

Margaret came, the sight of his throbbing cock filling the beautiful Stacie more than she could withstand. Her pussy clenched around her fingers.

She could see cum overflowing from Stacie’s quim, leaking out around Levi’s still hard cock.

Finally, he collapsed beside her, his cock pulling free and still unbelievably oozing sperm onto the concrete.

He kissed her - the kind of kiss lovers who were completely comfortable with one another could share: knowing, caring, accepting.

He stood up then, long cock finally growing limp, but not losing its massive size.

It hung between his thighs like a third arm.

He faced her and smiled.

She looked down at her fingers that were still stuffed inside her twat.

Embarrassed, she yanked them out and straightened her swimsuit crotch.

Still smiling, Levi dove naked into the pool and swam after his trunks.

Stacie rose up on her elbows and smiled at her.

She stood up, naked and glistening.

She walked slowly across the edge of the pool, her smile firmly in place, naked breasts and full hips swaying as she walked.

The pentagram tattoo glistened on her abdomen.

A few feet from Margaret, Stacie spoke.

“You think I’m horrible. But, I love him. I love him completely. And, I love you too, Margaret. What we are? It’s beautiful and horrible. I know that. But, the awful, perverted things I’m going to do to you? One day, you’ll love them. You’ll embrace them. You’ll be fulfilled by them.” She stood over Margaret, blocking out the sun.

Stacie reached down and slipped her fingers in her overflowing pussy.

They emerged glistening and white.

Margaret stared open mouthed as Levi’s cum dripped steadily from Stacie’s swollen cunt.

Something white dripped down on her stomach - not cum.

Stacie was lactating. Milk dripped off her full breasts and fell in spatters onto Margaret’s skin.

And, where it touched, it tingled like static electricity. Her own nipples swelled and felt like they would burst. Her pussy juices began to flow again.

She looked back up at Stacie, wanting to ask her so many things.

But, Stacie simply slid her cum drenched fingers over Margaret’s lips, making them slick with Levi’s spend.

Without hesitation, Margaret licked her lips and tasted.

***

Margaret lay on her lounge chair. Stacie lounged on the chair beside her.

They were silent.

Margaret watched Levi as he climbed out of the pool, Speedo back in place, water running off his body.

“Levi, Margaret is now your responsibility. I expect you to make sure she behaves herself,” Stacie said.

“What do you want her to do?” Levi asked.

Margaret might as well not have been there. They talked around her.

“When you take her home, she’s going to try to convince you this is wrong.”

Levi laughed. “You think so?”

“Yes. She still feels like she’s the parent. She’s not the parent anymore. She needs your guidance, Levi.”

“Yes, Stacie.”

“Stand up, Margaret,” Stacie said.

Margaret looked from Stacie to Levi. “What?”

“Stand up.”

She slowly rose.

“Take off your swimsuit,” Stacie said.

“What?! No! Stacie!”

“Take it off, Margaret,” Levi said. “Do as Mistress says.”

Stacie laughed. “See? Levi understands. Strip, Margaret. You know I will punish you if you don’t.” Her beautiful eyes held a promise.

Margaret swallowed. “Please, Levi. Don’t...”

Levi growled. He took hold of the straps of her swimsuit and yanked them down, exposing her pert breasts and soft belly.

Margaret cried out and covered her breasts with her arms.

Levi wasn’t deterred. He yanked the suit down over her full ass and down her legs.

She almost tripped as he yanked the suit away from her ankles and tossed it away.

Margaret had one hand over her pussy and the other arm trying to cover her naked breasts. “Please don’t...” She whimpered.

Levi sat down on the lounge chair beside Stacie and stared at his stepmother.

“Margaret, put your arms behind your head and lock your fingers together.”

“No! God, Stacie, this is too much!” Margaret began to sob.

“Levi can make you, but it would be better if you simply complied. You’re just prolonging your discomfort, darling.”

Margaret cried, her tears falling down her cheeks as she put her hands behind her head and locked her fingers together.

Her breasts were thrust out.

Levi’s eyes traveled from her breasts down to her dark brown pubic hair.

“Spread your legs,” Stacie ordered.

Margaret closed her eyes and spread her legs.

“Levi, what do you think of your stepmother?”

He was silent. “Not bad.”

Margaret sobbed, her chest heaved.

“Needs improvement, I know,” Stacie laughed. “Since she’s your stepmother, tell me what we need to do to her.”

Margaret’s eyes opened wide.

“Tits. They need to be big. Like yours,” Levi said. He was looking at her like she was a slab of meat. “Can they give that sex milk like yours do?”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “Ambrosia. It’s called Ambrosia. And, yes, that’s a side effect of the Titty Grow. What else?”

“She’s flabby.”

“We can fix that. What else?”

“That pubic hair...”

“Oh, that will definitely be removed.”

“I like her fat ass,” Levi said with a smile.

“Definitely keeping that.”

“Can you make her taller?”

Stacie nodded. “Yes, we can.”

“That’s all I can think of.”

Stacie kissed his arm. “There are a few other things to do. I’ll make her longer inside to take big cocks like yours.” She chuckled. “Poor thing doesn’t know I already injected both her ovaries with slutifier. No wonder she couldn’t help masturbating watching us fuck.”

“Mmm,” Levi said. “I know about that slutifier shit. All I want to do is fuck. Did you really give her a double dose?”

“Of course.”

Levi shook his head. “I really sympathize, Margaret. You must be ready to fuck King Kong.”

Who was this person? Margaret thought. Her stepson was gone. This was something different, something darker.

“We’ll do her procedures tomorrow, Levi,” Stacie said. “For this evening, take her home and, remember, she’s going to try to change your mind.”

“Never going to happen. I want it all, Stacie. I fucking love this,” Levi said.

Margaret squeezed her eyes shut.

Stacie leaned up and whispered in Levi’s ear.

He nodded and smiled. “Whatever you want, Stacie.”

Stacie lay back on the chair and smiled. “Take her home now. Sleep well tonight, Margaret. Tomorrow is going to be a big day.”

Margaret turned and took a step toward her suit.

“No, Margaret. Leave it,” Stacie said. “It’s an ugly suit. I’ll throw it away.”

Margaret trembled. “But, Stacie, I... I’m naked.”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “For fuck’s sake, it’s thirty yards to your back door. Levi, take her home.”

He took Margaret’s arm and pulled her to their house.

***

Not having Courtney around made it lonely in the house when Levi and Margaret weren’t around. Stacie was quickly learning that though Emily was a fun sex partner, a sex slave wasn’t great company otherwise.

She might need to hand her off to a Whoremaster in a while. Some whore caste were better used as temporary help, otherwise they became monotonous.

Stacie needed equals around to stimulate her.

Still, being alone in the house with Emily and SlutzNet allowed her to lounge naked.

Emily emerged from Stacie’s bedroom in her maid outfit.

Stacie looked up at her from the foyer. “Did you adjust to his improved cock?” She asked idly as she watched the whore walk to the stairs.

“Y... Yes... Miss Fuchs... Miss...” Her eyes looked almost drugged.

“Emily? Are you alright?”

“I... I don’t...” She looked down at her right hand that was shaking spasmodically.

Then her eyes rolled up in her head and she fell down the stairs, rolling on her side.

“Emily!” Stacie cried and ran up the stairs to her.

She stopped Emily’s descent at the second floor landing.

Stacie ran her hands down the blonde’s neck and arms, looking for breaks.

She didn’t have so much as a bruise.

“Emily? Wake up, darling, you fainted!” She sat down on the landing beside her and pulled the girl’s head into her lap. “Emily? Can you hear me?”

The girl’s eyes flickered and opened. She stared up at Stacie.

Then she opened her mouth and screamed.

It shocked Stacie causing her to hesitate and Emily jumped to her feet.

Emily teetered on the heels and tried to look down.

Emily grabbed her big latex encased tits. “What did you do to me!” She screamed. “Oh, God, I’m a freak! What the fuck did you do?”

Stacie tried to stand but Emily shoved her backward and ran down the stairs, stumbling all the way to the bottom.

“SlutzNet, stop her!”

The door locks clicked closed.

Metal shutters slid down over the windows.

Then larger shutters shut off the foyer from the rest of the house.

Emily reached the front door and tried to open it.

Even halfway up the stairs, Stacie could hear the metal in the doorknob protesting - she didn’t have super strength yet, but she was far stronger than she had been when she arrived.

“SlutzNet, use that electric shock device implanted in her,” Stacie yelled.

“Unfortunately, Mistress Stacie, that device is only temporary. After her conditioning was complete, it dissolved. I have no way of subduing her.”

Stacie jumped naked from the fifth step and landed in front of her. 

The girl looked at her in terror.

“Emily, calm down. I’m not going to hurt you.” Stacie held out her hands, trying to look non-threatening.

“Fuck you! Oh, God, what am I wearing?!”

“Your uniform, darling. You remember your uniform, don’t you?”

Emily balled up her fists. “I remember you drugging me, you bitch! I remember you sticking a needle in my neck! Stay back!”

“Yes, you’re right, I did. I did it to make you happy. You were very happy before, don’t you remember?”

Emily shook her head. “Women don’t do this to each other. This can’t be happening. Men abduct women, not women.”

Stacie sighed. “Darling, the world isn’t what you think. But, I promise, I didn’t do any of this to harm you. I wanted you to be happy.”

“Happy?! Are you fucking insane?” She looked down at her breasts and hyperventilated. “You maimed me.”

“Maimed?! Don’t be ridiculous, you’re gorgeous.”

“Open this door and let me out!”

Stacie shook her head. “I can’t do that. I don’t want to hurt you, Emily. But, I can’t let you leave.”

“Why did you do this to me?!” She screamed and ran straight at Stacie.

Stacie punched her in the face and the girl went down in a heap.

Stacie knelt beside her. “I am so sorry. If I’ve hurt you I will never forgive myself.”

The girl had a bruise forming under her left eye.

Then it began to fade - her electronic tattooed on makeup compensating to conceal the bruise.

“SlutzNet, can you...”

“Heart rate dropping to normal. Respiration is steady. I can tell more once you get her down to the lab.”

***

Tyler rode in silence in the passenger seat as his dad drove them home from the office.

Working at the brokerage wasn’t so bad, really. He had even made a couple of investments of his own and netted a few hundred bucks for the effort.

As much as he hated to admit it, he had the old man’s business sense.

Nothing else other than that, but he did have the business sense.

“Your mother tells me you met a girl,” his dad said.

Tyler looked at him, but Nathan McGee was staring straight ahead.

“Yeah. Her name is Emily.”

Nathan nodded. “You treating her with respect?”

Tyler swallowed. No, actually I came down her throat and then assfucked her while she blew Levi. He almost wanted to say that. Instead, he said, “Yes, sir.”

“Good. That’s important, Tyler. Is she pretty?”

Tyler nodded. “Way out of my league.” He regretted saying that instantly. He gave his dad the perfect opening.

Nathan laughed.

Here it comes, Tyler thought.

“They’re all out of our league, kid. Every one of them.”

Tyler looked at him in disbelief. First, Nathan had laughed. Second, he didn’t follow through with a criticism.

Nathan shook his head. “They’re better at the whole relationship thing than we are, Tyler. We’re like monkeys with ten thumbs.”

Tyler laughed. “I think you’re right, Dad.”

“Oh, believe me, I know what I’m talking about. They’re better at just about everything. We might buy a house, but they make a home. Get what I’m saying?”

Tyler nodded. “Yeah, I do.”

“You hungry?”

“Uh, no, that’s okay...”

“I’m not going to criticize you for your weight if you say yes. I’m hungry too. I want a burger. And, I want a milkshake. You game?”

Tyler decided to push it. “Beer?”

Nathan laughed. “Don’t tell your mother.”

“I won’t.”

Nathan looked at him. “Listen. You did good today. I mean, if you want to be a stockbroker, you need to study hard at Ithaca next semester, but you’re not bad at it. Maybe in the summer you can work for me part time? And, if you don’t want to be a stockbroker, that’s okay too.”

Tyler just stared at him for a moment. “I’d like to try, Dad. Thanks.”

“I’ve been hard on you. My old man was tough on me... too tough. I don’t know much else. But, you turned out okay. Guess I didn’t totally screw up.”

“Not totally,” Tyler said.

His dad smiled.

***

“I just don’t understand it,” Stacie said as she strapped Emily down to the operating table. “A second dose of the hypnotic was all it took to give me permanent control over Margaret’s mind. But, Emily came completely out of her trance.”

SlutzNet spoke from the ceiling. “For some unknown reason, the hypnotic seems to wear off Emily after twelve hours. Rather than making permanent changes to her personality, the effects are temporary.”

She stroked Emily’s hair. “Can we give her a third injection?”

“I was able to reach Dr. Demona in New York City. She has advised that the injections can be safely administered every twelve hours. When she returns in a few days, she will attend to Emily at Stallion’s.”

Stacie nodded. “Okay, inject her, please. Then have her return to her duties.”

***

Tyler pulled his Prius up in front of Stacie Fuchs’s gate just before dark. He rolled down the driver side window.

“Master Tyler, how may I help you?” SlutzNet asked from the metal speaker by the gate.

“I would like to see Emily, please?” Tyler asked.

“Just a moment.”

Tyler sat nervously in the silent car listening to the sound of crickets and birds.

“You may proceed.” The gate swung open.

Tyler rolled up the drive.

He watched in the rearview mirror as the gate closed behind him.

He pulled up in front of the house.

The front door opened as he walked onto the porch.

“Normally, it is customary to meet the mistress of the house rather than the hired help,” the computer said from the ceiling.

“Where is she?”

“Mistress Stacie is...”

“Not Stacie. Where is Emily?”

“I’m right here,” Emily said as she came through a door to the left of the foyer.

She was dressed in her latex outfit, a smile on her face.

“Can we talk?”

“Yes, Tyler.”

He looked up at the ceiling. “Away from that... thing.”

She took his hand. “Come on.” She led him through the kitchen and out to the patio.

He closed the kitchen door behind them. “Listen, I...”

She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.

He blinked when she finally broke the kiss.

She smiled. “We can have sex right here if you want.”

“Uh,” he shook his head. “No. Not yet. I need you to take a look at something.” He held out his cellphone.

On the screen, he had a picture of Emily Cray taken from Facebook.

“She’s pretty,” Emily said.

Tyler squinted at her. “Emily, this is you.”

She turned her head to the side. “No, it isn’t.”

“Yes, it is. Your name is Emily Cray and you go to Ithaca College. You’re a Women’s Studies major. You came here to interview for a job yesterday and your roommates haven’t seen you since.”

Emily laughed. “What? Was I abducted or something?”

He put his hands on her shoulders. “Yes, Emily, Stacie Fuchs abducted you.”

“No, she didn’t.”

“Emily...”

“I want to show you something. After you see it, you’ll understand. You were very sweet to come to my rescue, but I’m fine.”

Tyler rolled his eyes. “What about the voice in your head?”

“All gone now. Come on,” she said as she led him back toward he house. “You know, I’m stronger than you. I don’t need to be rescued. I could rescue myself.”

“Oh, really?” Tyler laughed.

She squeezed his hand and bones popped.

“Ow!”

“See?” She opened the door and held his hand as she went back to the door off the foyer she had emerged from.

“Where are we going?”

“The laboratory.”

“The what?”

She laughed as she opened the door. Steps led down to a basement. “I’m going to do evil things to you down here,” she giggled.

“Hey, come on, be serious. I need you to explain exactly what is going on.”

She put a finger to his lips as she led him down the stairs. “I’ll explain everything.”

The lights came on as they reached the bottom of the steps.

Tyler gasped at the sight of the operating tables and medical equipment. “I thought... you were kidding.”

“No. I wasn’t.” She took his wrist and twisted it.

“Aiggh! Fuck! What the hell?”

“I’m sorry, Tyler. I meant everything I just said. Even the ‘evil’ part.” She pushed him onto a table and locked a strap around his wrist. “I really can’t remember Emily Cray. I know I was her, but other than that...” She leaned over him and pushed his other arm down to his side.

Tyler finally fought back and tried to push her away.

But, her grip was incredibly strong.

And, she turned and kissed him, her tongue darting into his mouth.

Tyler moaned into the kiss, only pulling back when his other wrist was strapped down.

She danced away on the ballet boots and giggled.

Tyler jerked the wrist restraints. “Come on, let me up.”

“No,” she laughed and then grabbed one of his ankles.

“Emily! I don’t want to hurt you, stop!” His mind was racing. Was she playing a game with him? He couldn’t tell. Part of him wanted to kick at her, but the thought of hurting her was unbearable.

He shook his head as she locked down his right leg and then his left.

“All done!” She climbed on top of him, rubbing her chastity up and down on his stiffening package. “I have you right where I want you. I told you I could be dominant or submissive.” She licked his lips.

Despite his misgivings, he smiled at her. “Where have you been all my life?”

She rolled her eyes and winked. “Honestly? I don’t have a clue.”

“Please, just tell me: are you in danger?”

She bit her lower lip. “Why do you want to know?”

“You know why.”

“You want to save me, don’t you?” She whispered and then began kissing his neck.

“I like you,” he said. The feel of her small tongue on his neck coupled with her grinding on his crotch was driving him insane.

“Mmm, I love you,” she said.

Tyler gasped. “You what?”

She looked up at him. “I love you, Tyler.” She rolled over and snuggled in the crook of his restrained left arm. “You’re kind and sweet and you make me feel good inside. I like Mistress and Master, but I’m just a toy to them. They wouldn’t put themselves in danger to save me the way you have.”

“Oh, he’s not in any danger,” Stacie Fuchs said as she descended the basement stairs.

Tyler turned his head and looked at her.

Stacie was dressed in a tight black latex catsuit with a silver chain belt. She wore black latex thigh boots with stiletto heels.

Her head was encased in a tight, black latex cowl that showed only her face. Her brown hair was pulled up through a hole in the top of the cowl and fell in a ponytail down her back.

A thin black whip was coiled and attached to her belt.

She smiled and walked gracefully across the basement floor. Then she spun around. “What do you think?”

Emily clapped. “Beautiful, Mistress!”

Tyler just stared.

Stacie looked down at her big tits clearly defined by the outfit. She stifled a laugh. “Too much, isn’t it? I knew it. Tyler, I wanted to look like a fantasy dominatrix for you. I overdid it. I overdo things a lot. You must think I’m silly, don’t you?”

Emily nuzzled his neck and whispered, “Tell her you like it. She worked hard just for you.”

“Yeah, I like...” He shook his head. “Okay, enough. You look great, but I’m a little freaked out right now. What the fuck is going on?”

Emily climbed off him and danced back from the table as Stacie leaned over him.

Stacie stroked his face. “You came here to save Emily from me. That’s very brave and very noble. We value that, Tyler. I mean we value evil as well, but I’m personally very proud of you.”

“We? Who’s we?”

“The Church of Morpheus, dear.”

He stared at her. “Morpheus? Those people on the internet?”

Stacie leaned her arms on his chest and laid her chin on her fists. “That’s us.”

“Wait. Human trafficking. You people abduct...”

Stacie winked and looked over at Emily. “Yes, we do.” She batted her eyelashes. “So, you found out who Emily really is? Oh, SlutzNet can hear every word said on the property. He... it... SlutzNet? What’s your preferred pronoun?”

“He, Mistress.”

“We always try to be accepting of pronoun preferences here.” She tapped a long red nail against her nose. “Now, where was I? Oh, yes! He heard every word you said and reported to me.”

“You can’t hold people prisoner! You can’t enslave someone against their will,” Tyler hissed.

“I beg to differ. You most certainly can hold someone prisoner... just look at yourself, dear.”

Tyler went pale.

Stacie raised up. “As for Emily? ‘Against her will’ doesn’t really apply, because she doesn’t have a will other than my own, do you sweetheart?”

“No, Mistress,” she said with a bright smile.

“No will, other than the fact that she is head over heels in love with you. Which, by the way, is adorable, and I completely support, and I...” She waved her hand by her eyes. “I’m sorry, it’s just so beautiful, I get choked up.” She choked back a sob.

She cleared her throat. “Finally, yes, she is a slave. But, I want you to listen to her.” She turned toward Emily. “Emily, are you happy?”

“Very happy, Mistress.”

Stacie turned back to Tyler. “Hear that? I’m not making her say that, Tyler. She’s happy.” She glanced at Emily. “Would you like to go back to being Emily Cray, go back to Ithaca College?”

“No, Mistress!” Emily looked horrified.

Stacie leaned back over Tyler. “Any other questions?”

“Emily di Fuchs is saying that. I’ll bet Emily Cray would say something different,” Tyler said.

Stacie groaned. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Tyler. Emily Cray was a neurotic mess - SlutzNet questioned her thoroughly when she was being transformed. She was lonely, poor thing hadn’t had a decent fuck in a year. She was broke, pursuing a dead-end course of study that wouldn’t even provide her with enough money to eat. Her parents were ready to disown her - my God, the girl hadn’t shaved her legs or even her armpit hair in months. I’m not even sure she bathed more than once a week. That is called depression, for which, by the way, she was taking Prozac. Fuck’s sake. A twenty year old taking Prozac? And, you would have me send her back to that?!”

“She was free! She wasn’t being used as a sex toy!”

Stacie gritted her teeth. “She’s young and beautiful and in love. She’s happy. She’s happy with you, Tyler.” Stacie shrugged. “Emily Cray might not be in love with you, Tyler. Did you think about that?”

Tyler closed his eyes. “She deserves a chance.”

Stacie turned and leaned against the operating table. “I like you, Tyler. I do. So, I’m going to try to convince you. We’re doing bad things for good reasons.” She held out her hand to Emily. “Darling, make love to your boyfriend.”

Emily smiled sweetly and walked to the table.

Stacie pressed a button and the lower end of the table separated, spreading Tyler’s legs apart.

Tyler groaned as Emily stepped between his spread thighs.

“Lower your dress, darling,” Stacie whispered.

Emily pulled the rubber dress down in the front, exposing her huge breasts.

The silver nipple covers glittered under the basement lights.

Stacie had a red signet ring on her right hand, she held the stone against Emily’s left nipple.

Emily gasped. “Oh, thank you, Mistress!” The nipple cover came off in Stacie’s hand.

Stacie smiled down at Tyler. “My ring is the magnetic key.”

Tyler watched as milk sprayed from Emily’s released nipple.

He licked his lips involuntarily, the memory of drinking Ambrosia the day before fresh in his mind. What would it be like to drink it directly from Emily’s warm breast?

The right nipple cover came off as well, and, with it, a pressurized stream of Ambrosia.

Emily cupped her big breasts and moaned softly.

“Emily likes pain. My doing, I’m afraid. She likes having her breasts swell with milk, but she also loves it when I release her.”

“Feels so good, Mistress,” Emily gently massaged her nipples as milk dribbled from her.

“Imagine what that’s like, Tyler. Having breasts so sensitive you can cum just from having them sucked and played with. Pleasure, Tyler, we bring pleasure to all our victims.” She reached out and gently pulled Emily’s left nipple.

Ambrosia jetted out and splattered on the floor as Emily moaned. She looked at Stacie with a look of mixed love and lust.

“Take off your dress completely, Emily.”

Emily stared at her and then at Stacie’s signet ring. “N... No... Mistress, Tyler can fuck my ass. I like it. He likes it too...” She looked almost panicked.

Stacie shook her head. “I’m taking off your chastity.”

Emily’s voice was a whisper. “But, what if I...”

“You won’t. Take it off.”

Emily nodded. She undid a catch in the back of the latex outfit, and it fell down her hips, exposing her chastity.

Stacie leaned down and pressed the signet ring to the front of the latex and chrome panties.

They opened in the front with an audible click.

Emily knelt and pushed the chastity down over her ballet boots.

Tyler strained his neck to look at her.

Stacie put her hand behind his head and supported his neck tenderly.

Emily had no pubic hair and her skin was flawless other than the inverted pentagram tattoo.

Her wet pussy was a bright pink against her milk and honey skin.

Her clit was thick and swollen.

She looked shyly at the floor.

“You’re beautiful,” Tyler said.

She smiled and stepped forward wearing nothing but the ballet boots and her posture collar.

Stacie reached behind Emily’s neck and undid the collar as well.

She whispered in Emily’s ear and Emily laughed. 

Emily nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” She reached down and undid the button on Tyler’s shorts. She unzipped them and then pulled his hard cock out of his boxers. She slid the shorts and boxers down as far as she could, exposing his cock and balls in their curly pubes.

A mechanical arm lowered from the ceiling and placed a bottle in Emily’s outstretched hand.

She sprayed the liquid onto Tyler’s crotch.

It was warm and she began massaging it in.

Tyler gasped. “What is that?”

Emily winked. “I warned you what I would do the next time I had you naked.”

His pubic hair began falling out in clumps, which Emily then brushed away onto the floor.

Stacie unbuttoned his shirt and then leaned down and whispered in his ear. “Being shaved makes your cock look bigger.”

He was hard as a rock and pointed straight into the air.

Stacie knelt by his head. “You’re going to love this next part.”

He watched intently as Emily knelt between his legs and began slowly rubbing her nipples up and down his shaft.

“God,” Tyler groaned.

He almost had his eyes closed when Emily stopped and then began massaging her nipples.

Ambrosia sprayed onto his cock and balls.

Tyler arched his back and came, shooting jets of white cum straight up toward the ceiling. He screamed through gritted teeth.

He fell back against the table as he stopped spurting. “S... Sorry... It just... I couldn’t stop.”

Stacie laughed. “Don’t be silly. Having your junk soaked in Ambrosia has that effect. You’ll be hard again in a moment. You’re absorbing it right through your skin.”

Between his thighs, Emily licked and sucked him clean.

He felt his cock stiffening again.

“There. See?” Stacie whispered. She unzipped the front of her catsuit, exposing her big breasts.

Tyler stared at them as she undid the right nipple clamp.

Ambrosia landed on his chest and he moaned.

“Suck, Tyler,” Stacie whispered as she moved her leaking nipple close to his lips.

“N... No...” He looked down at Emily who was now soaking his cock and balls in Ambrosia a second time.

Emily shook her head. “It’s okay, Tyler. Suck Mistress. You’re not betraying me. I want you to.”

Tyler stared at the thick nipple with the pearlescent drop clinging to it.

He sucked it into his mouth.

His body was electrified.

Seconds later, he had latched on and begun nursing as his cock lurched and shot cum at the ceiling once again.

***

Margaret stood in the kitchen and made dinner. They were eating late - Abe had meetings until after 7:00 and had only arrived home a few minutes before.

Levi sat at the kitchen table and thumbed through his phone.

From the moment they left Stacie’s back yard that afternoon, Levi had never left her side.

After leading her naked into the house, he had taken her to her room and made her put on her shortest, tightest skirt, a lace bra, and a silk blouse along with her heels. He had watched her intently the entire time.

Afterwards, he had supervised her makeup: bright red lipstick and black eyeliner.

She had burst into tears at one point, and Levi told her to stop crying, wipe off the makeup, and do it again.

Margaret hadn’t questioned him. Stacie had put him in charge, and Stacie was...

God.

Stacie owned her. Literally and figuratively.

After the makeup, Levi had made her show him the vibrator Stacie had given her.

He had taken it from her and put it in his dresser drawer in his room.

Levi told her she wasn’t to use it without permission.

Which was a problem, because as terrified and depressed as Margaret was? She was so horny it hurt.

Her skin was flushed, and her pussy was dripping.

He wouldn’t even let her go to the bathroom alone.

As Margaret cooked, Abe went upstairs to change his clothes.

“You can fuck him tonight,” Levi said without looking up from his phone.

Margaret stopped in the middle of slicing a carrot. “What?”

“Dad. You can fuck him tonight. Stacie said you can.”

“Levi, don’t talk like that,” she whispered.

He sighed. “Margaret, if you try to correct me again? I’ll see if Stacie can sew your whore cunt lips up so you can’t ever fuck again.”

Margaret stared at him in horror.

“Levi, please. This is wrong. You have to help me get out of this.”

“Why the fuck would I do that?” He asked and smiled.

“Levi, we can both get away from her. Just help me. This... this isn’t you. You were never cruel.”

Levi laughed. “Actually, that’s not true. I was naive before, but don’t ever believe I was a nice person. I’m just admitting it to myself now, that’s all.”

“I don’t believe that.”

“How did you get him to do it?” Levi asked.

“What?”

“How did you get Dad to leave my mother for you?” He asked as he set his phone down.

“No. Levi, that’s not what happened.”

“Don’t fucking lie to me, slut.”

“Stop it, please! Levi! Your Mom and Abe were already separated when I started seeing your father.”

“Bullshit. You were a secretary in the law firm. He was pounding that cunt before Mom left.”

“No. That’s not... how it happened.”

“Tell me the truth, Maggie.”

Margaret gasped and dropped her knife on the counter.

“Yeah,” Levi said and tapped his finger on his phone. “Stacie texted me a few hours ago. She told me about your trigger word and how to use it.”

Margaret shook her head.

“Maggie, tell me how you ended up fucking my father.” He leaned back in the kitchen chair and smiled.

“I... we were working late one night. He...” She gritted her teeth trying to make herself stop. But, the words just tumbled out as if she had taken some sort of truth serum. “He... was sad. He had been sad for weeks. Your mother and he were fighting... all the time. So...” She moaned and shook her head.

“Tell me, Maggie. Tell me all of it.”

“I... was wearing a short skirt, like this one. I undid a few buttons on my blouse. I took him a cup of coffee, and I leaned over so he could see my... please don’t make me, Levi!”

“See what, Margaret? Maggie. Tell me everything.”

“My breasts! I leaned over in front of him so he could see my breasts. And, then I... I leaned against him and kissed him. He was just so sad, Levi.”

“Then what?”

Margaret shook her head and tried to clench her teeth together. 

“Maggie, tell me. Now.”

Her mouth opened “He... we... on his desk... he took me.”

“Show me.”

“What?”

“Show me how my Dad fucked you, Margaret.”

Margaret’s chin trembled. She turned her back to him and bent over the kitchen island.

“What he fucked you with your skirt in the way?”

“No, Levi.” She was hyperventilating.

“Show me, Maggie.”

She felt ill. This felt so wrong. But, she reached back and pulled her skirt over her bare hips, spreading her legs so Levi could see.

Then her fear turned to anger. “Like this! Goddamn you. He... fucked me like this.”

Levi slapped her left asscheek hard.

She almost cried out before he clamped his hand over her mouth. 

“No screaming. I figure we have about five minutes till he comes back down.” He placed an uncut carrot on the cutting board a few inches from Margaret’s nose. “Never seen my Dad’s dick. How long?”

Margaret sobbed. 

Slap. His hand on her other asscheek.

She squealed against his palm.

“Maggie. How big is his cock?” He picked up the knife and held it against the carrot about midway down.

“Sh... Shorter,” Margaret whispered.

Levi smirked and moved two inches closer to the root of the carrot with the knife. “This?”

“No. Shorter.”

He moved the knife another inch and then laughed out loud. “Don’t tell me it’s shorter than this?” 

“No... like that.”

He brought the blade down and it cut the carrot through.

Margaret yelped as Levi held up the cut vegetable.

“Fuck yourself with it. The way he fucked you.”

“N... No... please.”

“Maggie, I said fuck yourself with the carrot.”

Levi smiled at her as she took the carrot in her left hand and reached around behind her.

He took a step back and watched as she probed at her wet pussy with the cold carrot.

She slid it in. She was so wet, it went in smoothly. Margaret moaned and immediately felt disgusted with herself - she actually needed this! She began sliding the carrot in and out of her pussy.

Levi rubbed the small of her back as she fucked herself. “That’s right, Maggie. Just like he fucked you that first time. Did you moan then?”

Margaret nodded with her eyes squeezed shut.

“Then moan now.”

She looked up at him - the boy he had been was gone. A man was staring down at her. A low soft moan escaped her lips as she pushed the carrot deeper on the next thrust.

Not only had she lost mastery of her will, her body was betraying her as well. She moaned louder.

“I hated you for a very long time,” Levi said as he stroked her back. “That’s why I always called you Margaret instead of Mom. But, I understand now. I know what it’s like to lust. Keep going, Margaret. Harder.”

“God... please help me, Levi. Please help me get away from her.” She was so close to cumming.

She heard a noise upstairs: Abe was coming down!

“No, goddamn it, I’m so close.”

“Stop, Margaret.”

“No, please, Levi! Don’t make me stop!”

He pulled the carrot out of her and Margaret sobbed.

“Straighten up and fix your clothes, you look like a slut.”

She stood up slowly and smoothed down her skirt.

Levi smiled at her. “Like I said: Stacie says you can fuck him tonight. Just don’t let him cum inside you.”

Margaret nodded. At least she would have some relief later.

“Mmm, something smells good,” Abe said as he headed for the table.

Levi laughed. “I’ll say.” He looked at the carrot in his hand.

Margaret’s eyes went wide as he lifted the glistening carrot to her lips.

“Big bite... Maggie.”

She opened her mouth wide and let him slip most of the carrot inside.

She bit down slowly, tasting her own juices as they dripped on her tongue.

***

Stacie caressed Tyler’s face. “I think I can release these restraints now, don’t you?”

Tyler laughed. “Yeah. I think so.”

He felt completely relaxed. 

Between his thighs, Emily was bobbing her head up and down on his cock. He lost track of the number of times he had cum.

Emily would bring him off and then immediately Stacie would allow him to nurse from her miraculous breasts. A moment later he would be rock hard once again and the process would repeat.

Stacie unbuckled his wrists and then his ankles, but Tyler made no move to rise from the table.

“Scoot forward a little,” Stacie whispered.

Tyler moved down a little.

“Emily has been well trained, Tyler. The video program is very extensive. Do you know what your prostate is?”

Emily giggled as she blew him.

“Yeah, I know...”

“Prostate massage, Emily,” Stacie said.

She slid his cock out of her mouth. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Take a look at her right hand, Tyler,” Stacie whispered and kissed his ear.

Emily held up her right hand displaying her ultra-long, ruby red nails.

She folded all her fingers but left her middle finger extended.

Tyler gasped as the long red nail curled down over her fingertip, becoming a red, lacquered dome over her finger.

Emily licked it and then ran it down his cock and over his balls.

It slid lower along the skin between his balls and ass.

“Uh, wait,” Tyler moaned.

“Not on your life. Trust me, Tyler,” Stacie whispered.

Emily probed at his anus.

“No! That’s a hard no, Stacie.”

Emily looked up from between his thighs and winked.

The finger slid into his ass.

“Jesus! Oh, my God!”

“Relax. Don’t fight,” Stacie laughed.

“God. God!”

Emily bumped something inside his ass and his cock lurched.

His eyes bulged.

“There it is. It’s a tiny little prostate,” Emily giggled. She began a slow in and out motion, pushing against his prostate each time.

“Fuck! God, that’s...” Tyler groaned.

“That’s what?”

“Amazing! What the fuck?”

Emily giggled. “It’s working.”

Tyler looked down.

Cum was pouring out of his piss slit and running down his shaft on every thrust of her finger.

Tyler closed his eyes.

Stacie’s nipple rubbed against his lips and he sucked it in.

“That’s my good boy. Need to stay hydrated,” Stacie laughed.

Emily laughed with her and fucked his ass while she licked the cum that oozed out of him.

***

Margaret lay on her back and stared up at the bedroom ceiling.

Thirty seconds. Abe had lasted thirty seconds inside her.

A half minute of missionary position, a meager ejaculation, and then he had rolled off her onto his back.

She wanted to scream.

There was a time just after she had started seeing Abe that she had been insatiable, so had he. Her libido had cooled over the years, and so had his.

Now, however, there was slutifier - and, whatever it was? Stacie had given her a double dose.

Her libido was raging, a hundred times worse than it ever had been. Her clit felt ready to burst and everything... everything seemed sexual. Everything looked like a cock or a pussy. Television was impossible to watch - she had always been attracted to men, but now she was equally attracted to women.

After dinner, she had tried to watch television. A commercial came on with a girl in a bikini and she had instantly become wet and began to throb.

And, now, Abe had lasted thirty seconds. He snored quietly beside her.

She spread her legs and reached down, fingering her clit. It was hard! Her fingers were immediately coated with her own juices - she had made Abe pull out and shoot on her stomach and breasts. She had wiped off what little cum Abe had squirted on her with her now discarded nightgown.

Like a good girl.

She closed her eyes, imagining what depraved things Stacie would do to her tomorrow. She rubbed her clit with the tips of her index and middle fingers. Stacie had rattled off a list of things she would do to her tomorrow.

Horrible, wicked things.

She should be terrified.

Instead, part of her wanted to run to Stacie. The taste of her pussy mixed with Levi’s cum still lingered in her mind if not on her lips.

She raised her fingers from her clit in the darkened bedroom and stared at them.

She stuck out her tongue and tasted herself for the second time.

Her taste was similar to Stacie’s, but not precisely the same. Her own taste was lighter, more delicate. Stacie’s was stronger, but sweeter.

Was that from having Levi’s cum inside her?

She put her fingers back on her clit.

What would Abe think if he woke up and found her playing with herself like a teenager?

Enough, she thought. She was a grown woman, this was her body.

And, she needed more than her fingers.

She slid out of bed, her body soaked in sweat though the room was cool.

Margaret reached for her silk nightgown. It felt good against her fingers.

But, instead, she simply walked out of the bedroom naked.

There was no longer a reason to hide herself from Levi.

She belonged to him. Stacie had made her subordinate to her stepson.

A shiver went through her. Why did it turn her on to know she was now a possession?

She hesitated outside Levi’s room.

The door handle was cold to her touch.

She twisted it open.

Levi’s room was dark. She could see his sleeping shape under the thin sheet on the bed.

Should she simply climb in his bed? Would he want her? He hadn’t given any indication of desiring her, only of wanting to humiliate her.

Instead, she looked at his dresser. The top drawer held her vibrator.

She stole a nervous glance at the bed. Levi was breathing steadily.

He would know she took it.

She would be punished. If not by him, then by Stacie.

And, she realized that actually turned her on.

She opened the drawer gently.

Reaching in, she found the long, thick shape and smiled.

Then, she frowned.

No, no, no! Her eyes adjusted to the dark.

The vibrator had been broken in half, the batteries lying beside the two pieces, and a handful of plastic gears strewn about the drawer.

The nightstand lamp came on and Margaret yelped.

“I thought you might try that. What’s wrong? Old man couldn’t get it up?”

She turned.

Levi was sitting up, his muscular torso gleaming with sweat. He was smirking at her.

“P... Please, Levi. I’m so...”

“Horny?”

Margaret sobbed. “It hurts, Levi. Please. Take me to Stacie now?”

“No. Go back to bed.”

Margaret collapsed onto the carpeted floor. “Levi! Why do you hate me? You told me you understood?”

He threw back the sheet, revealing his hard, veined cock. “Tell me what you want, Stacie.”

She stared at the thirteen inch monster her stepson slowly jacked in his strong hand.

“T... Take me to Stacie. Or, just let me go to her. She’ll know...”

“She’ll know what to do? Stupid slut, why do you think she put me in charge of you tonight?”

She looked at him and swallowed. “No. We can’t. It’s not...”

“Not what? Not right? Fine. Suffer.”

Margaret cried and held her sides.

“Oh, and before you get an idea about going downstairs and fishing out a carrot or cucumber? I sliced up all the vegetables.” He burst out laughing.

He looked at her. “Do you want to cum, Margaret?”

She just sobbed.

“If you want to cum, I’m here.” He held out his hand.

She shook her head. “I can’t. I couldn’t.”

“Then go to bed.”

She got to her feet and walked toward the door.

She stopped with her hand on the doorknob. Margaret tried to stand up straight. Instead of turning the knob, she locked it.

Then she turned around. 

He smiled at her triumphantly.

“If we do this? There’s no going back,” Margaret whispered.

“There never was a ‘going back’,” Levi said. “We were damned from the moment we met her.” He held out his hand again.

She nodded and took a step toward him.

“No,” Levi said. “On your knees.”

“Levi!” she hissed. “Must you humiliate me?”

“On your fucking knees. Or, go fuck yourself, Margaret. Figuratively.”

She rolled her eyes. “Literally. Not figuratively.”

“Seriously want to give me an English lesson?” He laughed.

She shook her head and got on her knees.

“All the way.”

She sobbed and dropped onto all fours.

She crawled across his floor.

When she reached the bed, he rolled into a seated position with his knees spread apart.

She sat on the floor on her knees and stared at his cock. She wanted to die - she was salivating.

Margaret flinched when he reached out and stroked her hair.

“You don’t know anything about the Church yet,” Levi said. “But, it’s divided into classes. They’re called castes. You’re going to be Whore Caste.”

She sucked in a sharp breath.

“No, it’s not an insult, Margaret. Your caste makes the whole thing work. The other castes use you to take out all their aggressions. They stay satisfied and happy - Morpheus says all the evil in the world goes back to sexual repression.”

“Is that what you believe?” Margaret asked.

“Yeah, don’t you?”

“I... I don’t know.” She looked at the precum that was dripping from his piss slit - the slit looked big enough to fit her little finger. “If I’m Whore Caste, what are you?”

“She won’t say. Maybe it’s up to me. Either way? I’ll be using sluts like you a lot.” He wound his fingers in her long brown hair and pulled her toward his dripping cock.

She opened her mouth and licked the clear drop of precum off his cock.

Using his free hand, he grabbed the base of his dick and rubbed the thick head across her lips, wetting them. “Open wider.”

She opened as wide as she could, and he pushed the head of his cock into her mouth.

She was sucking her stepson’s cock! Realization flooded through her - this was wrong! She tried to pull away.

“No. If you make me use your trigger word? I’ll put some really nasty commands in your head, Margaret. I’ll make you do shit they don’t even put on the internet,” he growled as he shoved another half inch into her mouth.

He meant it. She knew he meant it. The boy her stepson had been before was gone. This man was a completely different person.

She reached up and cupped his big balls in both hands.

He laughed. “That’s right, whore.”

His words thrilled her, sending electric shocks down her spine. Each demeaning epithet turned her on more.

He was twice as big as any man she had sucked before, and the thickness was as hard to handle as the length.

Her jaws ached just from taking the swollen head.

She reached up from his balls and tried to wrap both hands around his shaft - her fingers couldn’t wrap around it! She squeezed as best she could and stroked him as she sucked.

He grabbed her wrists roughly and shoved them away. “We don’t allow that. When you suck, you suck. Understand? You take as much as you can and use your mouth only.”

She mumbled a ‘yes’ around the mouthful of cock head.

He wrapped both hands around her head and pulled her farther down.

She almost choked! The head was resting against the back of her tongue.

She grabbed his thighs and tried to push away, but his hands held her head stationary.

“Don’t fucking fight me. You’ve got a lot to learn.” He began rocking his hips slowly, shoving his cock in and out.

She tried to control her breathing as he went deeper and deeper.

She let her hand slip down to her wet pussy and she fingered herself as he used her mouth.

She needed to cum!

And, then he pulled out of her mouth.

She didn’t have time to ask what he was doing as his hands circled her waist and lifted her onto the bed.

He put her on her hands and knees and knelt behind her. “Look in the mirror.”

She looked to the side.

He was aiming his huge cock at her pussy.

She arched her back. Then she looked at the reflection of his eyes... and smiled.

He laughed and began rubbing the thick head up and down her wet slit.

“God, oh, God. Condom. We need a...”

He just laughed at her and pushed the head of the huge dick into her.

She felt herself stretching to accommodate him - it was the biggest thing she had ever had inside her pussy! “N... No... I could get pregnant!” She moaned.

“I’m sterile,” he groaned as he pushed even more of his thick cock inside her straining hole. He slapped her ass. “So are you.”

“What? How?”

“Shut up, slut. Just do your job.” He slid even deeper!

“Gentle, Levi. Be gentle, please!” She felt like her body was being ripped in two.

He slowed, but still he pushed deeper.

She cried out when she felt him pushing against her cervix.

Margaret looked in the mirror. He wasn’t close to being completely inside her!

God, he could kill me, she thought. She arched her back and laid her face on his pillow. It smelled of him.

He began to fuck her slowly, taking care not to hit her cervix hard.

But, she was no longer thinking about pain.

Her clit was being rubbed deliciously on each stroke, and he was touching something else inside that was sending unbelievable sensations through her.

She clawed at the sheets, curling her fingers in the cotton till she thought it would rip.

He was relentless, fucking her in a slow, steady rhythm.

The orgasm came out of nowhere, rushing through her, causing her whole body to stiffen and tremble.

And, he was kind! Stroking her buttocks gently as he took her.

The guilt was gone. It would come back, she knew. But, for now, he was just a man using her the way she needed to be used.

Margaret began to rotate her hips, clenching her muscles in ways she knew would make him feel good.

He rewarded her with harder strokes and his own moans.

She orgasmed again! Never this fast - she had never had this many orgasms so close together.

She felt his thick middle finger probing at her backside, and she gasped. “Levi? What are you doing?!”

“Stacie said you would like this. She said you told her you loved it in the ass and pussy at the same time.” He pushed his finger inside her pucker.

Margaret groaned as her sphincter opened and his finger passed inside.

Full! She was so full!

She came again! Her body squeezing his cock and his finger as fireworks went off behind her eyes.

He stopped thrusting with his cock deep inside her.

He throbbed, and Margaret laughed as he filled her womb with cum.

Levi held her there, his finger still in her ass as his cock continued to throb.

He slid his finger out gently and then fell onto the bed beside her, drawing her into a spoon.

His cock was still hard and embedded inside her.

***

Tyler was sore. Even though Stacie would revive him after each cum with the delicious milk from her breasts, the human body simply wasn’t meant to cum that many times.

So, when Emily gently removed her finger from his ass and climbed on top of him, kissing her way up his stomach and chest, he was relieved.

He put his arm around her and held her.

Stacie stroked his hair. “This is what we are, Tyler.”

He smiled up at her. “Why me? Why do this for me?”

“She chose you. I’ve been... well, I haven’t treated her as well as I should.” She kissed his cheek. “And, I have this innate need to corrupt and pervert the innocent.”

Tyler laughed. “I’m not going to complain about that. But, I’m still not sure what you did to Emily is right.”

She shook her head. “No. It’s not right. But, it is... spectacular, isn’t it?”

He looked down at the beautiful woman in his arms.

She smiled at him, the brilliant green eyes sparkling.

Stacie’s nipple touched his lips.

He kissed it. “No. I can’t. I need a long nap.”

Stacie stroked his cheek. “She needs to cum.”

He looked down at Emily. She had a shy, hopeful expression on her face.

What was he thinking?! He had eagerly let them make love to him for hours while he did nothing for her.

He pulled Emily up, kissing her face.

Stacie stroked both of their faces as they kissed.

Then she pushed her breasts against their cheeks.

Emily raised her head and smiled.

Together, they each latched onto Stacie’s nipples and nursed.

Stacie cooed and moaned as they drank.

Tyler went rock hard again, his erection pressed against Emily’s stomach.

Then she sat up. She hooked a finger at Tyler.

He sat up with her and together they slipped off the table.

“Where are you two going?” Stacie asked.

They each took one of her hands.

“Emily isn’t the only one who needs to cum,” Tyler said.

They pulled her toward the operating table.

“Oh, my goodness,” Stacie laughed as they lay her on the table with her legs spread. “You dear, sweet things,” Stacie moaned.

Emily smiled as they knelt between Stacie’s thighs.

Emily kissed her way along the inside of Stacie’s left thigh.

Tyler kissed his way along the right, tasting her warm, salty flesh.

Stacie was breathing hard, her flat abs rising and falling rapidly.

Emily giggled as she and Tyler met in the middle. She kissed Stacie’s clit.

Tyler tongued Stacie’s ass gently.

The MILF’s body was trembling.

Tyler and Emily worked together, kissing and tonguing her pussy, her ass.

One would leave her clit, only to be replaced by the other.

And, in between, they would kiss, tasting Stacie’s juices on each other’s lips.

Three people, taking turns, with two pleasing one, and then rotating. That was how this worked. You could spend weeks like this, Tyler realized. Taking turns making one person the focus of all your passion, all your love.

Stacie screamed as she came, her pussy overflowing, her hands in their hair.

Emily smiled at him as Stacie convulsed on the table.

Emily mouthed the words, “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he whispered.

***

“Too big!” Margaret moaned as Levi’s big cock pushed against her anus.

“You’re taking this, Margaret. Stacie told me that if you crawled to me on your hands and knees, I could do anything I wanted to you. And, I want your ass.”

“Oh, God,” Margaret sobbed. She arched her back as her sphincter struggled to accept the huge cock. They were still spooning, his cum dripping steadily from her well fucked pussy.

Though his words were harsh, he was still careful with her. Yes, he was intent on assfucking her, but he was not purposely trying to hurt her.

He was simply taking what was his.

And, that thought set her on fire with lust.

Owned. He owned her, at least for tonight. In the morning, she would be Stacie’s property. But, tonight? She was her stepson’s slave.

She came a little thinking about that, her cunt muscles vibrating.

She stared at the rings on her finger. They meant nothing. Marriage meant nothing, Abe meant nothing.

She was a slave. She was a whore.

And, she was beginning to like it!

Margaret felt her body finally relax, her hole opening for her master’s cock.

He slid slowly, agonizingly, inside her.

“You’re doing it!” She whispered. “Levi, you’re fucking my ass! Oh, God, my stepson is fucking my ass!”

He laughed cruelly and he slid inside her faster.

So long! It felt like it was in her throat, but still more slid inside her.

“Fuck... Unnh, fuck,” she whispered as he rolled her onto her stomach.

He went balls deep in her ass.

“Oh, my God!” She said, and he pushed her face into the sheets.

“Shh,” he laughed. “You want to wake him up?”

“D... Don’t care... don’t care about anything anymore,” she mumbled. “Just fuck me. Make me your bitch.”

Levi pulled back and then pushed inside.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, Levi.”

He began fucking her.

She was impaled on him, attached to him.

Margaret began to laugh as her stepson used her. This wasn’t for her - it was for him! He was taking her ass, masturbating into her.

She raised her ass to meet his strokes.

He bottomed out inside her and she felt his cock throbbing, filling her with his seed.

Margaret laughed softly as his balls drained into her.

***

Tyler walked upstairs holding Stacie with his left arm and Emily with his right.

They were naked - there was no need for clothes here.

Inside Stacie’s bedroom, they fell together on her bed.

Stacie kissed Emily gently. “Let him.”

Emily looked frightened. “I’m ready for him to fuck me,” she whispered.

“Let him.”

“Mistress, please, what if I...”

Stacie put her hands on Emily’s shoulders. “You won’t.” She turned and looked at Tyler. “You want to lick Emily’s pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Tyler pulled Emily on top of him.

“Wait!” Emily said. “You can... kiss my clit. But, don’t suck it. Okay?”

He smiled at her. “Why?”

She shook her head. “Please? Just don’t suck it.”

“Okay, I won’t,” he whispered.

She slid her crotch up his body.

Tyler smiled at her pink, hairless pussy with the delicate, wet lips and the thick clit.

He kissed her pussy, tasting her juices.

She settled on his face, arching her back and moaning as his tongue snaked inside her wet pussy. “Tyler, just like that.”

She rocked gently, riding his lips and tongue.

A mouth on his cock - Stacie was sucking him while he made love to Emily with his mouth.

Stacie’s throat was magic, swallowing him to the balls on each stroke.

Emily’s honey flowed into his mouth as she moaned above him.

He licked her clit, taking care not to suck.

She cried out above him. “Just... lick... don’t...”

He flicked her clit with his tongue, up and down, left and right.

“Like that! God, like that! Tyler!”

She came, her little pussy spasming and squeezing his tongue.

He licked her clit faster.

She lifted off him, and then her lips were on his, kissing him deep as she lay down on top of him.

He felt Stacie’s hand on his cock, maneuvering him.

His cock slid against Emily’s pussy.

And, then he was inside her.

She sank down, engulfing him as she continued to kiss him.

He reached down and found her ass, pulling her tighter against him.

It felt so good to be inside her! Warm and tight and wet.

Emily began to move her hips in slow circles, grinding against him.

She arched her back, breasts thrust forward, and he raised up, kissing her nipples.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him with her pouting lips.

He sucked her left nipple and the Ambrosia flowed.

Her Ambrosia was lighter and sweeter, but the effect was the same. He was even harder, his cock like iron inside her as she made love to him.

Stacie lay down on her side facing him. She smiled as she watched them, her fingers trailing down to her pussy.

Earlier, he had realized that this strange relationship was two people making one the center of attention, now it was two people becoming one as the remaining person enjoyed watching.

Emily whimpered and pressed herself against him.

Her body went stiff, the grinding stopped.

When he felt her orgasm bloom, he pulled her tighter against him, joining Emily as he poured cum into her.

“Magic,” Stacie whispered.

She snuggled close to them, and the three of them fell asleep together.

***

It was after midnight as Margaret stumbled out of Levi’s room.

Her body was wet with their combined sweat and juices.

She walked naked to the room she shared with Abe.

Margaret stood in the moonlight looking at her sleeping husband.

Her stepson’s cum dripped from her pussy, from her ass.

Her body was finally sated. Her libido finally held at bay.

She had thought that would lead to regret.

It didn’t.

Margaret felt alive.

Levi was different. She was different. Everything had changed in the course of a couple of days. She had gone from Levi’s stepmother to his sex slave in an instant.

And, now, staring at her husband, the man she had taken from his wife a decade before, meant nothing to her. She knew instinctively that this was from what Stacie had done to her.

Margaret also knew it didn’t matter. She was like Stacie and Levi. She was going to be one of them soon.

She walked into the bathroom to shower - not to erase the evidence of her sin. She only wanted to be clean and ready to sin again.

***

Symmetry. Perfect symmetry.

Tyler lay on the bed and watched Emily and Stacie.

They stood on the bedroom floor, embracing.

Emily almost looked frightened when they kissed.

Not the friendly kisses that girls sometimes gave one another - the hungry, sensual kisses of lovers. This was a sight Tyler didn’t think he would ever tire of watching.

Tyler felt himself growing hard again, but he didn’t stroke his cock. He had cum enough for one night.

He had cum more times in this night than in weeks of masturbation.

Emily started to kneel in front of her Mistress.

But, Stacie stopped her.

Instead, she knelt in front of Emily. “I want to taste him,” Stacie said.

Emily obediently spread her legs.

Stacie leaned forward and kissed her way down from Emily’s navel, over the slave tattoo. Then she kissed Emily’s clit.

Emily drew in a sharp breath - then she cried out loud when Stacie grasped her buttocks and sucked hard on her clit.

“No! Mistress, please!”

But, Stacie sucked harder bobbing her head as she sucked.

Tyler gasped.

Emily’s clit was growing!

Stacie pulled back with three fingers of her right hand massaging the ‘shaft’ of Emily’s clit.

“What?” Tyler whispered.

Stacie looked at him and smiled.

As she stroked the clit, it grew even longer.

Emily’s face was red with embarrassment as Stacie rubbed her clit that was now six inches long.

“Are you a...”

Emily began to sob.

“No, she is not a man. But, I have needs, Tyler. So, she was modified to be able to please me.”

Tyler shook his head. “No... that’s not possible. You can’t do that to somebody. It isn’t possible.”

Stacie laughed. “You have no idea what we can do.” She turned back to Emily and began sucking her clit.

Emily finally looked at Tyler. “Don’t hate me. Please don’t hate me.”

Tyler got up from the bed.

“Don’t go, Tyler, please!” Emily cried.

Had this been what she was afraid of? He walked to her and put his arm around her. “I’m not going anywhere.” He kissed her.

Stacie looked up. “Hmm, I was wrong. I guess he can accept you.” She stood up. “Bed. Now.”

Emily laughed. “It’s really okay?”

Tyler nodded. “Yes. It’s really okay.”

Emily lay down on the bed on her back and Stacie got on top of her, guiding the clit/cock into her pussy.

Tyler knelt behind them and pressed his hard cock against Stacie’s ass.

Stacie gasped. “Mmm, you learn quick. Don’t be gentle, I can take it.”

Tyler thrust and pushed into her.

“I love you both,” Stacie moaned as they fucked her until all three of them collapsed on the bed.

***

Tyler woke up when Stacie touched his arm.

“They will be expecting you at home,” Stacie whispered.

Tyler had his arm around Emily as she slept.

He eased his arm from around her.

“Should I wake her?” Tyler asked.

“No. This is where she sleeps,” Stacie said as she took him by the hand and led him away from the bed. “I want us to talk.”

“What about?”

“You. Us. The future.” She led him naked to the stairs and closed the bedroom doors gently behind them. “You belong with us, Tyler.”

“What?”

“You belong with us. You belong with Emily.” She squeezed his hand. “You belong with me.”

“I... thought you had Levi?” Tyler asked as she led him down the stairs.

She laughed. “I do have Levi. Can’t I want you too? We’re all wonderful in bed together. Tomorrow, Margaret will join us...”

“Huh?! Levi’s stepmom?!” Tyler said as he paused on the stairs.

Stacie laughed again. “Tyler, does that turn you on?”

“I...”

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of. She’s an attractive woman. I have a video of her you should see. I think you and she could be wonderful together.” She pulled him along.

“Listen. This is... beyond wonderful. I mean, the things we just did? I didn’t think it could be like that - the way we just worked together to make each other feel good? That was amazing.”

“But? I hear a ‘but’ coming in your voice,” Stacie said as she led him across the foyer.

“But, this isn’t me. It’s fun, and I adore you...”

“But, you’re in love with Emily - darling, that’s perfectly okay. Having sex with me doesn’t preclude being in love with her. I want you to be in love.” She opened the door to the basement laboratory.

Tyler hesitated at the top of the steps. 

Stacie looked up at him. “What is it?”

“I... why are we going down here?”

Stacie laughed. “For your clothes, silly. What? Did you think I was going to do nasty things to you in the lab?”

“Are you?”

Stacie shook her head. “All you have to do down there is put on your clothes.” She started down. “But, if you want to do more? I’m more than willing.”

Tyler followed her down the steps. “No tricks?”

“God, Tyler, fifteen minutes ago you fucked me in the ass - now you’re afraid of me?”

“You’re a little frightening.”

The lights came on in the lab.

Four needles were laid out on the operating table beside Tyler’s clothes.

“What are those?” He asked.

“A gift. If you want them,” Stacie said as she leaned against the table.

“Is this what you did to Levi?” Tyler asked. “I don’t like what you made him.”

She held up the first syringe. “This is Cock Grow. Not a huge amount. You’re six inches long, which is actually above average for a human.”

“A human?!” Tyler asked in astonishment.

“We’re not entirely human after the injections.” She pointed the needle at him. “This is enough to make you nine inches long and quite thick.” She set the first needle down and picked up the second.

“This is slutifier. If I inject this into your testicle? Your libido will skyrocket. Also, your endurance will increase, and the length of time it takes you to get hard again after you cum will decrease.”

She set it down and held up the next syringe. “This will cause you to grow three inches. You’ll be six feet tall, Tyler.”

Tyler swallowed.

She picked up the last syringe. “And, this one? You’ll lose thirty pounds of fat and probably gain forty pounds of muscle.”

Tyler stared at the injections.

“It can’t be easy being short and fat.”

“She loves me the way I am.”

Stacie smiled. “Yes, she does. That’s a rare gift. The question is: do you?”

“What?”

“Do you love yourself?”

“Yes. I do.”

“I believe you,” Stacie said. “When I first saw you? I assumed you were broken and depressed. You aren’t. You’re much stronger than I gave you credit for.” She held up the first syringe. “The question is: do you want to be more?”

Tyler swallowed. “No. I’m good.” He wanted to tell her yes. Those shots were the answer to a lifetime of inadequacy. But, he had a feeling there was a price attached to them. He had seen how they had changed Tyler.

“What if I sweetened the deal?”

“Look I...”

“Emily.”

“What?”

“What if I gave you Emily?”

Tyler stared into her crystal blue eyes. “Emily is a person. You can’t give her to me, Stacie.”

“Tyler, don’t be silly. She is a slave. She is my willing slave... at least she is now. Unwilling to begin with, but quite enthusiastic now.”

“I don’t want to be her master, Stacie.”

“No, you want to be her lover, her boyfriend, eventually her husband. That last is going away soon, Tyler. I’m going to give you a book that will explain what is to come. It’s our, for lack of a better word? Bible. But, I’ll summarize: Soon, very soon, the Church will take over. There will be no more religion other than ours. No more governments. No more countries. No more social systems other than our own. No more husbands, no more wives. Everyone will serve Morpheus. Some will rule the masses in his name, some will serve with their minds... some, like myself, like Emily, will serve on our backs.”

“Where would I fit in this?”

“I can think of a few places, but, most likely? You will serve with your mind. You will be a professional of some sort. The choice, for now, is yours. Choose to join us now, and I will guarantee you will be Professional Caste. Professional Caste with Emily as your devoted slave. You can protect her and keep her with you forever.”

“As a slave.”

She rolled her eyes. “Tyler, inside your house? She will be whatever you choose.”

***

It was 1:00 AM when Tyler left the Fuchs house.

He ached.

Not just from the marathon sex session, but from the four strange injections he had let Stacie Fuchs give him. 

It was insane, utterly insane. There were no drugs that could do these things.

He got in the Prius and drove home.

***

“Holy shit,” Abe said as he walked into the kitchen.

“Good morning,” Margaret said. She was wearing a short, white silk robe that barely covered her ass. She had prepared eggs and bacon and was putting it out on the table.

She turned around. The robe had gapped open, showing her cleavage and her now completely shaved pussy.

“Jesus, honey,” Abe whispered.

She posed with her hand on her hip. “You like it? I took a bath and shaved it last night.”

Abe pulled her robe closed. “Yeah, I do love it. But, have you forgotten we have a nineteen-year-old in the house?”

Margaret laughed. “Oh, I’m very aware.” She picked up a piece of bacon and took a bite. “But, he’ll be asleep for quite a while yet.”

He put his arm around her and pulled her close. “What say you and I take a trip this weekend? That little bed and breakfast over in New Hampshire you like?”

“Depends. Are you going to fuck my brains out?” She asked and grabbed his cock through his pants.

“Whoa! What has gotten into you, Mrs. Kent?”

She laughed. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Well, I like it.” He grabbed a piece of bacon. “I’m going to be late for court. Can we pick this conversation back up this evening?”

“Of course, dear.”

He kissed her cheek and headed for the garage.

She watched him go, heard the garage door open.

Margaret heard the car start and then he sped away down the drive.

She opened her robe and took it off, standing naked in the kitchen.

She folded the robe neatly and laid it on the counter.

Then she got on her knees and waited for her master.

Levi came down a few minutes later. He was wearing his boxers and reading the book Stacie had given him.

“Good morning, Master,” Margaret said.

He ignored her and sat down at the kitchen table. He ate a piece of bacon. “Suck,” he said.

Margaret crawled to him. She unbuttoned the fly on his boxers and pulled out his cock.

She immediately took the head in her mouth and started to work.

He ran his fingers through her hair.

She smiled at his touch.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth. “Did you bring what I asked for?” Levi asked.

“Yes, Master,” she said.

“Get it.”

She jumped to her feet and ran to the cupboard.

She opened it and pulled out one of Abe’s belts.

Margaret knelt back between his knees and held up the belt. “Are you going to beat me with it?” She asked fearfully.

“Maybe.” He took the belt and doubled it over. Then he yanked it tight with both hands, making it snap loud.

Margaret flinched. God forgive her, she was wet! The prospect of her stepson beating her with a belt was turning her on!

He tilted her face up.

She watched as he fed one end of the belt through the steel buckle, making a loop.

He put it over her head, lifting her hair through it.

Then he pulled it tight around her neck.

A collar! He made a collar.

He stood up and pushed his boxers down.

He yanked the belt/leash and she began licking and sucking his balls.

“Good slut,” Levi said.

He pulled her to her feet by the leather belt.

Levi spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table.

He stood behind her and pulled back on the belt.

She arched her back as the belt pulled tight.

“What do you think, Margaret? One last fuck before I give your ass back to Stacie?” Levi asked.

“Yes, please, Levi,” she moaned.

“Fucking slut.” He picked up a piece of bacon. He crumbled it in his hand and then dropped it back on the plate.

Margaret looked at his hand covered in bacon grease.

She gasped as he reached back and slathered it on her asshole.

“Oh, God, Levi!”

The warm grease felt good on her ass.

His fingers pressed and she opened. After last night, her anus was used to being penetrated.

A moment later, his cock replaced his fingers.

He pulled the belt tighter and pushed inside her.

“Yes, oh, Levi. Yes!”

He fucked her hard, taking her on the kitchen table.

Just like the night before, he was using her, and she loved it.

He came fast, filling her with his cum.

Levi pulled out and washed off his cock in the sink.

“Come on,” he said. He pulled her by the belt / leash out the kitchen door and toward Stacie’s house.
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Tyler hadn’t slept much.

He had stayed up until 4:00 AM reading the Book of Morpheus. If he had just been given the book on a street corner without knowing anything about what was going on? He would have thought it was the work of a madman.

It wasn’t so much a Bible as a manifesto, full of references to the evil of organized religions and governments.

And, its discussions on the caste system were downright terrifying. The Church was going to decide everyone’s role in the future. It was the end of free will.

But, the most disturbing thing about it? This book was everywhere in Ithaca - they weren’t trying to keep it secret. Surely, the government had to be aware of what they were planning?

Balanced against this was Stacie Fuchs. She did evil things, but she wasn’t completely evil. She was... nice. Maybe that was what psychopaths were like: likeable, seductive and utterly batshit insane.

She took away Emily’s will, she enslaved her - and Emily loved her for it.

It was crazy.

He had fallen asleep at 4:00 AM, completely unable to stay awake. His body ached.

He woke up at 8:00 AM when his father banged on his bedroom door. “Let’s go, Tyler. Get a move on. I want to be in the office by 9:00.”

That’s when everything went from weird to surreal.

His bed was soaked, as if he had pissed himself. He thought he had done just that until he examined his sheets. They were wet with his sweat.

His dick was stiff in his boxers, which wasn’t a strange occurrence in and of itself.

But, one look inside his underwear told him Stacie had been wrong about the nine inches.

His cock was ten inches long.

Beyond that, he was taller and thinner, and his arms were bigger.

He got dressed quickly after his shower - khakis and a blue shirt.

Only, his khakis were too short, and the shirt was too big in the waist and too tight in the arms and shoulders.

He stared at his new shape in the mirror. His formerly chubby face was now thinner with a stronger jaw.

“Tyler? Are you coming or not?” His Dad called from the first floor.

“Coming,” Tyler called.

He walked down the stairs.

“About time, we got a lot...” His Dad stopped in mid-sentence and stared at him. “What the? Did you lose weight?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Christine came out of the kitchen. “Oh, wow. Honey, I think you had a growth spurt.” She squeezed his bicep. “Have you been going to the gym?”

“I... um, yeah. Last night. Me and Emily,” he bit his lip. “We worked out.”

Nathan McGee nodded his approval. “I think this girl’s a good influence.”

“Can I grab some breakfast? I’m starving,” Tyler said.

***

Margaret stood in Stacie’s foyer wearing nothing but Abe’s belt around her neck.

The computer voice had told her to stand with her feet shoulder width apart, back arched, hands clasped behind her back, eyes on the floor.

Even the machine was her master!

Standing in the cold foyer with the belt around her neck, stains from fresh cut green grass on her feet, she wondered again how her life had turned into this? 

Would she be so compliant if not for the slutifier? It made it hard to think about anything other than sex. 

The blackmail Stacie had threatened her with now held little power over her. Her marriage was over - whatever she had with Abe was over. Levi had seen to that last night. Regular sex with any man would never satisfy her again.

She needed more, and, if anything, her urges were getting worse.

So, why was she allowing Levi and Stacie to dominate her?

She could turn around and walk out right now.

Start a new career as a sex worker. She almost laughed out loud.

But, instead of running, she stood in a submissive pose wearing Abe’s belt around her neck like a collar and leash.

Stacie came out of her bedroom followed by a towering blonde in a latex maid outfit.

“Eyes down,” Stacie said. She was wearing a black latex catsuit and heels. The neckline plunged almost to her navel and was held together with black laces.

Margaret looked at the floor again.

“You want her in the basement?” Levi asked.

“No. Bring her up here,” Stacie said. “Levi! I told you I wanted her in heels. Look at her feet!”

“Sorry.” Levi tugged the belt and she walked toward the stairs.

“Never send a man to do a woman’s job. Come on.”

Margaret paused for a moment and then walked on her tiptoes.

Stacie laughed. “Margaret! How clever! It’s like you’re wearing heels.”

“Thank you... Mistress.”

She reached the top of the stairs.

Stacie took the end of the belt from Levi, then she tilted Margaret’s head up. “You see now, don’t you? It’s not the hell you imagined, is it?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Margaret, this beautiful girl is Emily. She used to be a coed. Now she belongs to me. She’s my slave. How does that make you feel?”

Margaret looked at the beautiful, smiling blonde. She could think of only one thing to say. “Excited.”

Stacie laughed. “I think someone is definitely ready to be transformed.” She led them into the bedroom. The huge bed was unmade, the sheets torn apart.

Margaret wondered what had transpired in the bedroom last night.

At the far side of the room there were two sets of doors. One set of doors led to the bathroom.

The other led to a very different room entirely.

The crisp white walls of the bedroom gave way to a large room with skylights. The floor was polished oak and the walls were bare brick.

The room was filled with strange apparatus, and, though Stacie was no expert, almost everything had a sexual use.

It was a bondage dungeon, but more than that - it was a laboratory. Chrome plated robotic arms extended down from the ceiling and the shelves were crowded with sex toys and medical supplies.

Margaret faltered as the intent of the room became clear.

Stacie took her hands. “Trust me. I won’t hurt you.”

Margaret nodded. “I trust you, Mistress.”

SlutzNet spoke from the ceiling. “Emily, it is time for your injection.”

Emily nodded. “Mistress, I feel fine. I don’t think I need it.”

Stacie stroked her face. “Are you sure, pet? No voices in your head?”

“None, Mistress.” She held up her right hand. “No tremors either.”

Stacie smiled. “I think last night agreed with you.”

“Last night was wonderful, Mistress,” Emily said and blushed.

“Alright, you can wait till later. But, tell me if you begin hearing the voices again.”

Margaret looked from the maid to her Mistress in confusion, unsure of what the two were talking about.

***
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What happened next was a blur.

Margaret remembered being shackled to a St. Andrew’s Cross - a pair of boards arranged in an ‘X’ supported by a steel post. It held her arms and legs outstretched.

A long thick dildo with a pistol grip was pushed inside her.

“What... does it do?” She whispered as she rotated her hips.

“It opens you,” Stacie said and then she pulled the trigger.

Something moved deep inside her.

Margaret screamed and passed out.

This was followed by other pains, sharp stinging in her clit, her anus, and the worst of all deep within her breasts and the bones of her thighs and spine.

She came to after what seemed like hours.

Stacie was smiling at her. “Is there pain?”

“There... was,” Margaret whispered. “Not now.”

She felt good, sleepy but amazingly good!

“Love you... Mistress. I will be a good slave,” Margaret moaned.

Stacie laughed. “Silly girl, I didn’t make you my slave. I made you just like me.”

“Y... You?”

“You are Margaret Cox now. Whore Caste, unbound. Designation: MILF Whore.”

“Margaret... Cox?”

Stacie laughed. “Church’s idea of a joke. My name is Fuchs, your name is Cox. Everything’s a fucking double entendre.”

Margaret smiled. Not because she understood, but because Stacie was happy. That made Margaret happy.

Stacie undid Margaret’s bonds and carried her to a reclining chair.

“Strong,” Margaret whispered. “You’re so strong.”

“So are you now, darling. You’ll see.” She laid Margaret in the chair and reclined it back. She held Margaret’s left hand.

Stacie slid her wedding and engagement bands off her finger. “These aren’t allowed by the Church, and there’s a punishment for having worn them.”

“Punishment?”

“It only hurts for a moment.”

The recliner moved, the leg rest splitting in two, spreading her legs and raising them.

Margaret looked drowsily up at Stacie.

Stacie held a strange pair of pliers in her hand. She put Margaret’s engagement ring in the jaws. “This is a huge diamond.” She giggled. “It’s going to be a little gawdy.”

She squeezed the handles and the back of the ring snapped off, leaving two sharp ends. She transferred the ring to another pair of pliers.

“What are you doing?” Margaret whispered. The room was spinning, and her breasts felt too heavy.

“Hold still.” She knelt between Margaret’s thighs.

Snap.

A burning pain lanced through Margaret’s clit and she screamed.

She craned her neck and looked down.

Her diamond engagement ring now pierced the hood of her swollen clit!

Cool liquid drenched her crotch: Insta-Heal. The pain went away immediately.

She stared in disbelief at the big diamond dangling in front of her nubbin.

Snap.

She looked up to see the back of her platinum wedding band snapped away leaving two more evil points in its place.

“No! God, where are you...”

Firm hands pressed down on her shoulders. “Quiet, slut,” Levi growled above her.

Stacie glanced at him furiously. “She’s in pain. Domination games are for when she is ready to play. As a matter of fact, get out. This is for Whore Caste.”

“Huh?” Levi asked.

“She is being initiated into Whore Caste, and this is our sacred rite. You don’t belong here.”

“But, I thought maybe I was going to be Whore Caste?”

Stacie laughed. “As what?  A Street Consort? Or, perhaps a Sissy Slave?”

Levi swallowed. “Whore Master. I thought I might be a Whore Master.”

Stacie shook her head. “You will never be a Whore Master, Levi. The Church has determined your path - actually, they’re giving you a choice. Neither choice is Whore Caste. Go take a swim. I will join you later.”

Levi walked away stunned.

Margaret tried to make sense of what was being said, but it was so hard - Stacie was still holding the now wicked looking wedding ring in the pliers and she was terrified of where that piercing was going.

She didn’t have to wait long.

Snap.

Margaret screamed as the piercing was applied somewhere in the sensitive skin between her pussy and ass.

Insta-Heal again and the pain was only a memory.

She lay back in the chair soaked in sweat.

She opened her eyes as Stacie began massaging her sore breasts.

“Double D’s already.”

Margaret stared at her new breasts. “They... feel strange.”

Stacie laughed and tugged at her nipples.

Two jets of milk sprayed out!

“Fuck!” Margaret cried.

Stacie stroked her face. “You are a MILF Whore. Your job is to pervert and seduce. You’re going to do wicked things, Margaret.”

“I don’t know how. I’m not like you.”

Stacie laughed. “Then let the lessons begin.”

A headset on a mechanical arm swung down and settled over her eyes.

***

Margaret was somewhere else.

She was standing in a marble hallway. It was bright and airy, with huge windows. She could smell the ocean. She could hear the surf somewhere nearby.

People were talking nearby.

No.

They were moaning.

She turned her head and looked out the window.

There was a patio outside, and an orgy was going on. Men, women, and beings who were somewhere between the two entwined together on the bright patio overlooking the sea.

Margaret watched, feeling a longing to join them.

“Hi.”

Margaret turned her head.

A tall woman was walking down the marble hallway toward her.

She wore an almost transparent white latex dress, her long brown hair falling in a cascade down her shoulders. “My name is Cum Slut Cathy,” she said.

And then the woman in white burst out laughing. “I know. It’s ridiculous.” She had a beautiful face and smile. Her laugh matched. “The Church used to name us - whore names were much more explicit in the beginning, now the Church prefers to be more subtle... Margaret Cox.”

Margaret laughed. “Where am I?”

“Physically still in New York.” She held out her arms. “This place is my lover’s home in Cuba. It puts people at ease.”

“Is this real?”

“Real enough.”

“Are you real?”

Cathy laughed. “Yes. What you see is a construct, a combination of myself and SlutzNet. We’re getting ready to program you.”

“Are you Whore Caste?” Margaret asked.

“Yes. I’m what’s called a Perverter. A White Witch. I’m actually the second White Witch created. My friend Maria was the first. She was created by Morpheus himself. I’m the first White Witch created by the Church.”

Margaret nodded.

Cathy smiled. “I know it’s confusing, but once you’re programmed you’ll understand everything. Right now, drugs are being administered into your system to make you susceptible to the programming.”

Margaret almost fell - which was impossible since she knew that, in reality, she was still sitting in the reclining chair.

Cathy took her hand, and Margaret gasped.

She could actually feel the woman’s hand in hers.

“Don’t be afraid. We really are saving the world.”

Margaret shook her head. “I’m not afraid. I want this.”

Cathy smiled. “After you are programmed? You will be given your final dose of Ambrosia. You will be one of us. Forever.” She leaned close and whispered in Margaret’s ear. “When you drink it? You might have a vision. Most don’t, but some do. That vision is private, and you aren’t to tell anyone except a White Witch. Don’t tell Stacie or anyone else. Only a White Witch. Do you understand?”

“Only a White Witch.”

Cathy and the hallway faded away.

There was a roaring sound like an approaching train.

Then words and images poured into her like water from a firehose.

***

Levi swam across the pool. His transformed body made swimming effortless.

Well, mostly transformed.

He had been sure Stacie meant to make him a Whore Master, but clearly that wasn’t the case.

He reached the far wall and pushed off back toward where he started.

Levi knew the castes were very protective of their members, but he had just assumed he would be in the same caste with Stacie and Margaret.

She said he had a choice... did that mean he had to choose something in Professional Caste?

The thought of being Professional Caste made him... angry.

Pencil necked geeks with no power, technically even Whore Caste was above them, though Whore Caste weren’t big on giving orders. Whore Caste were programmed to not refuse sex when requested from Professional Caste, but, if push came to shove? They would take charge of the professionals.

He reached the wall and jumped out, sitting down on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water.

Goddamn it! He was meant to be a Whore Master. This fucking sucked.

Professional Caste was for people like his Dad and Tyler.

Levi wanted more.

He heard laughter from somewhere nearby.

He stood up and walked to the far side of Stacie’s back yard.

There was a hedgerow there identical to the one between Stacie’s house and his own.

He heard laughter again.

“...no, silly. He’s old enough to be my grandfather,” a girl said.

Levi peered around the hedge.

A blonde girl in a sundress was sitting on the patio next door. She held a cellphone to her ear.

Levi wasn’t sure who lived there, but he liked the look of the blonde’s tanned legs.

“I’m not blowing some old professor for an A. I’m not a slut.” She burst out laughing. “One party. Like you weren’t on your knees that night.”

Levi felt himself growing hard in the Speedo.

His cock had always had a mind of its own, and now that mind was on speed.

***

Margaret opened her eyes. “Margaret Cox, designation MILF Whore,” she said and smiled.

“Hi, there,” Stacie said. She was kneeling by the recliner.

Margaret turned toward her and kissed her. No hesitation, she wrapped her arms around Stacie’s neck and kissed her.

“Mmm,” Stacie said. “Somebody enjoyed their programming.”

“I’m like a black belt in fuck-fu.”

Stacie burst out laughing.

“I mean I had no idea. Have you ever taken two cocks in your pussy at the same time?”

“Not yet, no,” Stacie said.

“I want to try that,” Margaret said. “Do you think I could convince Tyler and Levi to do that?”

“Doubtful.”

“We should program them. They haven’t had final Ambrosia yet. We could make them do anything we want!” She tried to get out of the chair.

“Down girl,” Stacie laughed.

“It’s for their own good!”

“There will be plenty of time for that sort of thing with your own victims. The plan for both Levi and Tyler is already set in place. Abe as well.”

Margaret frowned. “That doesn’t seem fair. I mean he was my husband and Levi was my stepson.”

Stacie slapped her hand. “I have seniority.”

“Fine,” Margaret said and grinned. “But, I want to do something naughty and soon.”

“Oh, you will. I have a plan.” She helped Margaret to her feet. “But, first. You haven’t even seen yourself yet.”

She turned Margaret around. Luckily she held onto her - Margaret’s balance was off. Everything felt awkward.

One wall held a huge mirror.

Margaret stared at herself.

First of all, her eyes were crystal blue like Stacie’s. And, she was almost six feet tall thanks to longer thighs and spine.

Her breasts had always been full, but now they were DDD with just a slight amount of sag. She turned on her gazelle like legs and looked at her full, heart shaped ass. “Fuck, it’s enormous.”

“Men like it. Trust me, I can stop traffic,” Stacie said. She rubbed Margaret’s shoulders. “You’re beautiful. But, there’s one last thing.” She held up a glass of pearly white liquid.

Margaret sighed. “That’s it?”

“This is it.”

Margaret took the glass and stared at it. Transformative Ambrosia, the nectar of the gods.

“You’ll be unbound. Unless you want to be bound to me. Just some of my DNA will do it.”

Margaret shook her head. “No. Not that I don’t like you, I do. But, I think I want to be unbound.”

Stacie smiled. “That’s fine.”

Margaret stared at the glass. “Cathy said sometimes people see visions. Did you see a vision?”

“No.”

Margaret nodded. “Here goes.” She held the glass to her lips and drank.

Then she dropped the glass and went into convulsions in Stacie’s arms.

***

Margaret was in San Francisco. She recognized the Transamerica Tower and the cable car tracks.

The street was crowded with people, but most weren’t human.

They were transformed.

In front of her was a line of White Witches and Whore Masters. Towering Street Whores stood among them holding clubs and sticks and baseball bats.

Someone was holding her hand.

Stacie stood beside her, tears streaming down her face.

Wrong side. We’re on the wrong side, Margaret thought. To their left and right were the priests and nuns of Morpheus. The head of the Church, Sister, was screaming something at the ‘enemy’ on the other side.

A tall, beautiful White Witch with platinum blonde hair was staring her down. “He created us to save them not to kill. You have perverted his will.”

“I am his will!” Sister screamed.

Margaret turned to Stacie. “We’re on the wrong side.”

Stacie stared at her. “We are. I know. What do we do?”

“We run,” Margaret said, and they ran across the street toward the other Whore Caste.

Whore Masters and White Witches ran to meet them.

Just before she could reach one of the Whore Masters, Margaret heard a gunshot ring out behind her.

She turned around.

A man stood behind her. He was young and handsome with kind eyes. He held his hand beside her head.

On the other side of his hand, a bullet hung suspended in midair.

He flicked it away as if it was an insect.

“Who are you?” Margaret asked.

“My name is Adam.”

“Why am I here?”

Adam smiled. “You were on the wrong side. But, you changed your mind. So, I bent time for you.” He stroked her face. “It’s going to be okay, Margaret. Everything is happening the way it’s supposed to. I’m just changing a few things along the way.”

A shadow fell across her.

A man rose from the crowd above the nuns and priests. His back was to the sun and she couldn’t make out his face.

Adam looked up at the man. “Time for me to go. And, time for you to go back.” He rose into the air and flew straight at the man with his back to the sun.

***

“You’re so funny,” the blonde said. She smiled at Levi with eyes the color of butterscotch.

Her name was Amber, which fit.

When she had first seen Levi approaching in his overstuffed Speedo, she had looked panicked.

But, a calm word from Levi had put her at ease, especially when he was close enough for his pheromones to affect her.

Now he sat beside her on a lounge chair while she hung on his every word. Occasionally, she twirled a lock of long blonde hair, her eyes big and bright.

Levi could see her pulse throbbing in her supple neck - her heartbeat was rapid, her breaths fast and deep.

She was falling in love, or so she thought.

Stacie had been right. His pheromones could give him any woman he desired.

“Amber? Who is this?” A woman asked.

Levi looked up to see an older version of Amber frowning down at him.

She was a little plumper than Amber, with much larger breasts. The eyes were the same and the hair was the same shade only with streaks of gray.

“Mom, this is Levi. He lives two houses over,” Amber said, unable to take her eyes off Levi’s face.

Mom wasn’t looking at his face, she was staring at his bulging Speedo.

Levi stood up quickly and took her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

The change was instant.

Mom was no longer frowning. She smiled slowly, staring at his lips as her face flushed. “I’m Marie. Marie Cole.”

“Mom, Levi invited me next door to swim. Is that okay?”

Marie nodded still staring at his lips. “Of course. Anything he wants.”

***

“This man you intend for me to seduce? How old is he?” Margaret asked as she tried on one of Stacie’s black latex dresses. The rubber barely covered her buttocks.

“Mid-forties. Balding. Not very attractive,” Stacie said as she lounged on the bed.

Margaret smoothed down the front of the skirt. “I thought I would get to fuck young studs?”

“You will. He has sons.”

“Mmm.”

“And, quite a beautiful wife if you can get her out of her prairie skirt.”

Margaret laughed. “I love a challenge.”

“I figured we should start with the Baptist first - most of them are repressed cauldrons of lust anyway.”

Margaret stepped into the bedroom. “What do you think?”

Stacie rolled onto her stomach. “Mmm, good enough to eat.”

“You know, yesterday, that would have sent me running for the hills,” Margaret said.

“And now?”

She sat down on the bed and leaned down, drawing Stacie into a deep kiss. “Now? I love you.”

Stacie ran her finger in circles around Margaret’s latex covered breasts. “It’s kind of amazing, isn’t it? The caring? Being in love with everyone else in Whore Caste?”

Margaret nodded. “It’s nice not hating you anymore.”

“I’m sorry about all the mean things I did to you.”

“No, it’s okay. We do what we have to do. Just like we’re going to do to this idiot minister and his family.”

“His whole congregation. Undermine their belief systems, and the humans will come to us in droves. At least, that’s the plan.”

Margaret rolled onto her back. “You know what I’d love to do right now?”

Stacie laughed. “I have a rough idea.”

“Where’s Levi?” Margaret said with a mischievous grin.”

“Oh, I was a bit cross with him earlier. He’s off at the pool, pouting.”

“What did you do?” Margaret giggled.

“I had to break it to him that he couldn’t be a Whoremaster.”

“Really?”

“He doesn’t have the required empathy. There’s a certain level of heroism required. Levi is much more self-absorbed.”

“Hmm, I can see that. Professional Caste then?”

Stacie rolled her eyes. “Let me worry about that. I told you: I saw his cute little ass first.”

“Well, can we at least enjoy him until you assign him to be a Church accountant or lawyer?”

“Of course,” Stacie stood up and walked to the bedroom window. She looked out and laughed. “Oh, for goodness sake.”

***

Margaret laughed as she walked out onto the patio with Stacie at her side. After what Stacie had seen out the window, they had decided to have some fun with Levi.

They had both changed into the postage stamp and dental floss swimsuits - Stacie’s in black and Margaret’s in red.

Yesterday, Margaret wouldn’t have been caught dead in the suit. Now, she loved how her DDDs were held in place only by the miniscule nipple covers.

She could now be Stacie’s sister in appearance. Both had the requisite MILF Whore curves and identical breasts. Stacie’s face was a little longer, her jawline more pronounced.

Stacie explained that when they did her procedures at Stallion’s, they had used a 70s porn star named Kaye Parker as their inspiration.

Margaret however had kept her original looks.

She held back a laugh as they approached Levi. He was sitting on a lounge chair talking intently to a gorgeous little blonde with smallish breasts.

She was wearing a pink bikini with a ruffled bandeau top.

She was staring at Levi with her full pink lips open slightly, occasionally nodding at whatever he said.

The blonde looked up at Stacie and Margaret and blinked.

What’s the matter? Never seen two DDD brunettes wearing slingshots before? Margaret thought and smiled.

“Who’s your friend, Levi?” Stacie said as she sat down beside the blonde.

Margaret sat down on the girl’s other side.

“Margaret?” Levi said as his eyes went directly to his stepmother’s amazing breasts.

“Yes, dear?” Margaret asked. She blinked at him in amusement.

“Wow...”

“Levi? Your guest?” Stacie repeated.

“Oh! Umm, Stacie, Margaret, this is Amber Cole. She lives next door.”

“What lovely hair,” Stacie said as she ran her fingers through Amber’s long locks.

“And, this skin.” Margaret stroked her arm.  “Quite a find, Levi.”

The girl’s eyes were half closed.

“Our pheromones,” Stacie said. “The three of us together are completely overloading the poor thing’s mind.”

“Huh?” Amber whispered.

“Shh, just relax, darling,” Stacie said softly as she stroked the girl’s thigh.

Amber shivered and closed her eyes.

Stacie nodded. “SlutzNet, what can you tell us about the Cole’s?”

SlutzNet spoke from a hidden speaker. “Amber Cole, twenty years old. Student at Ithaca College majoring in Art History...”

“Ding, ding, ding, we have a winner!” Stacie giggled.

“I don’t get it,” Margaret said. “Doesn’t the Church value non-professional degrees at all?”

“Not at this point. They value whores much more.” Stacie stared into the girl’s sleepy eyes. “Hmm, too short for a Street Whore. I’m thinking Cheerleader Whore. What do you think, sweetie? Want to be a dirty little cheerleader?”

She smiled. “Always wanted... to be cheerleader.”

Stacie clapped. “Perfect.”

“Don’t I get a say in this?” Levi whined.

“No. You’re not Whore Caste,” Margaret said. “But, I think maybe Girlfriend Experience Whore would be better.”

“Margaret! That’s terrible!” Stacie said.

“What’s terrible about it?” Levi asked.

Stacie shook her head. “That’s why you can’t be Whore Caste.”

“What?” Levi repeated.

“Girlfriend Experience Whores are assigned a john temporarily, programmed to believe they are the john’s girlfriend, and then, when the john is done with them, they’re abandoned and reprogrammed for the next customer,” Stacie said.

“So?” Levi asked.

“It’s cruel!” Stacie said. “They go through horrible grief every few days.” She glared at Margaret. “Honestly, I’m shocked at both of you.”

Margaret laughed. “Oh, I wasn’t serious. My stepson was, but I was only kidding.”

SlutzNet interrupted, “If I may? I wasn’t finished. Amber’s mother’s name is Marie Cole, 47, homemaker. Her father is David Cole, 50, building contractor. Mr. Cole is currently working on a jobsite on the west coast and will not return until the weekend.”

“Oh, really? Mommy and daughter alone for five days? How convenient,” Stacie said. “Levi, did you see the mother?”

“Yes. Hot blonde like her daughter.”

“Mmm, I smell specialty whores,” Margaret giggled.

Stacie nodded. “They’ll need conditioning.”

“Whatever,” Levi said. “I’m going for a swim.” He stood up and Amber’s eyes immediately locked on the bulge in his Speedos.

“Oh, stop moping,” Stacie scolded. “I didn’t say who would be doing the conditioning.” She winked at him.

“But, if I’m not Whore Caste...”

“Right now, you’re nothing but a hot stud with a thirteen inch cock and pheromones that can turn women into salivating fuck toys. I’ll let you take charge of Amber and her mother for the week if you’ll stop being a whiny little bitch,” Stacie said.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

He frowned. “Umm, Stacie? I’m not sure I know how to condition someone.”

“For goodness sake, Levi. Take her home and become the man of the house - they’ll do what you tell them as long as they’re under the influence of your pheromones. Just encourage them to embrace their kinky side. Use your teenage imagination. But, do not hurt them in any way, I mean it.”

“Jesus, I won’t. What do you take me for?”

“Time will tell - just remember: if they are away from you for more than an hour, your pheromones will wear off. Make them stay with you, even when they’re sleeping. Now, go down to the laboratory and bring me a syringe from the cooler labeled Inseminator B. It’s a purple liquid. Oh, and two transformation kits - they’re the bundles with a red cross on the front. Go on. Shoo.”

“Inseminator B?” Margaret asked. She had been briefed on most Church medications during the video indoctrination, but she wasn’t familiar with this one.

“I’ll explain later.”

Margaret watched Levi’s tight butt in the red Speedo as he went back inside.

“Cheer up, you’ll have fun tonight, I promise,” Stacie said with a smile. “If you’ll remember, I kept a certain redheaded man’s phone number from lunch the other day.”

Margaret gasped. “Oh, my God, I forgot about that!”

“Well, I didn’t. He was ready to jump you back when you were human and flashed your panties at him, what do you think he’ll do now that you’ve been transformed?”

“I can’t wait to find out.” She reached down and slipped her fingers in the elastic front of Amber’s bikini bottom.

The teenager moaned.

“Mmm, look at that little shaved pussy,” Margaret laughed.

“I know, pity to waste it on Levi,” Stacie sighed. “But, I’ve been harsh to him. He deserves some play time. Besides, I want him out of the way when we deal with Abe.”

“Abe?” Margaret asked. “I had forgotten all about him. What are we going to do?”

“You’ll see. We have a lot of things to talk about.”

***

Emily watched them from Stacie’s bedroom window. She kept a smile on her face as she dusted. She smiled pleasantly as the two women stroked their victim as they sat beside her on the lounge chair.

The tremors were gone from her hand, but the nausea from the shot lingered.

Levi walked back onto the patio carrying a syringe in his right hand and two transformation kits in his left.

He looked confused by something Stacie said, but he pulled off his Speedo and lifted his right leg, putting his foot beside Stacie on the lounge chair.

His cock and balls hung down obscenely as he handed the syringe to Stacie.

The blonde girl stared mesmerized at the god cock.

Then Stacie took his balls in her hand and pushed the needle into one of them.

His face contorted in pain as the purple liquid drained into his ball.

Emily went back to dusting and hoped it hurt.

***

Tyler called Stacie’s house on his cellphone. He was sitting in the brokerage. It was almost time to go home - almost time for him to see Emily again.

He had fallen in love with the first woman he had made love to. It was a cliché, but he didn’t care. He was going to have to share her with Stacie Fuchs, and most likely also with Levi.

Tyler didn’t care about that either.

Stacie had promised her to Tyler, and, once she was his, he could protect her from what was coming.

“Hello? Fuchs residence,” SlutzNet said.

Tyler rolled his eyes. “May I speak to Emily?”

“Mr. McGee, this phone is not for speaking to Mistress’s servant.”

“I’m talking to you, aren’t I?”

“Impertinence is unbecoming...”

“Look, can it, Alexa. Just put Emily on the phone.”

“Emily is busy. May I take a message?”

“Fuck’s sake... fine. Tell her I’m taking her to my house for dinner with my parents tonight.”

“I hardly think that’s proper...”

“I don’t give a flying fuck what you think, you tin bastard.” Tyler looked up to see one of his father’s brokers staring at him over the cubicle wall. He put his hand over the phone microphone. “Robocall. I hate those guys. I don’t need an extended warranty on my car.”

The broker nodded and turned back to his monitor.

SlutzNet spoke. “I will communicate your wish to Mistress Stacie. Should she approve, Emily will be at your disposal. Good day, Master Tyler.”

“Yeah, fuck you too,” Tyler said as he hung up.

***

Stacie was still sitting on the patio with Margaret when her cellphone rang.

Levi had taken the dazed Amber back through the hedgerow to her house after Stacie injected his ‘sleeping’ testicle with Inseminator B, leaving her alone with Margaret.

“Hello,” Stacie said.

“Stacie Fuchs, how’s it going, slut?” Dr. Demona said on the phone.

Stacie smiled. “My favorite mad scientist. What the fuck is going on with my hypnosis drugs?”

“Relax, bitchy. It was a bad batch. I told SlutzNet to dispose of them. A fresh batch is sitting on your front porch.”

“Thank goodness! Should I give the new shot to Emily?”

“Depends, is she staying under with the twelve hour injections?”

“So far - actually she hasn’t needed one all day.”

“Okay, just continue to give the old injections when you think they’re needed. I’ll tell SlutzNet to keep enough on hand for your maid. Bring her out to Stallion’s next week and we’ll get her sorted out. Better yet, give her Transformative Ambrosia when you’re sure she’s under. That’ll seal the deal.”

“Fine,” Stacie said. “Any idea why it only took two injections to make Margaret my happy little love slave?” She looked at Margaret and winked.

“You wish, pervy bitch,” Margaret laughed.

“That’s an easy one, dummy. The second shot you gave her was from Stallion’s stock - the good batch,” Demona said.

“Of course. Silly of me,” Stacie said.

“Have fun. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Demona said and the line went dead.

***

Amber and her mother Marie sat on their living room sofa and stared adoringly up at Levi.

He paced back and forth in the living room. “We’re going to have rules. First rule: I’m in charge.”

“Of course, Levi,” Marie said. “You’re the man of the house.”

He smiled down at her. “That’s right. And, I know best, don’t I?”

“Yes, Levi,” Amber quickly agreed.

“Good. Second rule: we’re all adults here, therefore, no more clothes.” He slid down his Speedo.

Marie gasped.

Amber giggled. “See, I told you it was huge.”

Marie blinked and nodded. Then she shook her head instead. “This... no... I don’t think we should be naked.”

Levi walked over to her, his hardening cock bobbing in front of him. “You got part of that right, Marie: don’t think. Rule Three: I’ll do the thinking for us from here on out. Understood?”

Marie stared at his thick cock and nodded. “Yes, Levi.”

He stroked her hair. “That’s better. Come on then, strip.”

Amber got to her feet quickly and peeled off her bikini, displaying her almost nonexistent breasts with her long, thick nipples and her shaved cunny. She smiled happily at Levi.

Levi winked at her. “Okay, Marie. Let’s go.”

Marie swallowed and looked at the floor. “Levi... I... don’t look like her.”

“Shh, Marie. Come on. We’re all naked here.”

She nodded slowly and lowered her gray sweatpants revealing white cotton panties far too large for her. Then she pulled off her t-shirt. She was plump with thick hips. Her breasts were held up by an old, white bra which hooked in the back. She fumbled with the catch in the back.

Levi smiled and put his arms around her, finding the catch and releasing it easily.

Her bra fell away revealing full breasts with a little sag.

She blushed crimson.

“Hey,” Levi said. “You have nothing to be ashamed of, okay?”

She smiled at him, the shame fading.

Marie gasped as he hooked his fingers in her waistband and pushed the granny panties down to her ankles.

“We’re going to need to get you some prettier panties.”

Marie laughed. “I have prettier ones upstairs.”

“Good. We’ll get them later. I want the two of you naked for now. That’s okay, isn’t it?” Levi asked with a sly smile.

“Oh, yes! Of course, Levi! Anything you want!” Marie said. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

He caressed her cheek. “It’s okay. I know you didn’t.”

She looked relieved.

He pulled Amber closer to them.

Amber immediately kissed him and moaned as his hand found her ass.

Marie started to pull away, but he grabbed her ass with his other hand and pulled her into a kiss as well.

“Unnh,” Marie mumbled. “Levi? I don’t... not in front of Amber, please?”

“Marie,” Levi whispered. “You’re both going to be my special girls. You want that, don’t you?”

“Of course, but... it’s just wrong.”

Amber seemed completely oblivious to what her mother was saying. She had begun stroking Levi’s cock with her dainty hand.

Marie looked down as Amber stroked his thick cock.

“It’s not wrong, Marie,” Levi said. “It’s not like I’m going to ask you to do anything to each other.”

Marie gasped. “You wouldn’t!”

“No. I’ll respect that limit. But, we’re going to make love. I’m going to make love to you and I’m going to make love to Amber. We’re going to be together in bed. And, there’s nothing wrong with the two of you taking care of the man of the house, now is there?”

Marie smiled. “No, not a thing.”

“I’ll bet you could even teach Amber a thing or two, couldn’t you?”

“Wow, Mom! Would you? I’ve only fucked like five guys.”

Marie swallowed. “Yes, darling. I’ll teach you everything I know.”

Levi smiled. “See? This is going to be fun. Now, let’s get you two upstairs and take a shower. I want you nice and clean for your shots.”

“Shots?” Marie asked.

“Yes, I’m going to change both of you with some special medicine. You’d like that wouldn’t you? You want me to make you into what I want, right?”

Marie smiled and nodded. “Anything, Levi!”

Levi laughed. “Besides, you haven’t been a good girl like Amber and kept your pussy shaved, have you?”

Marie blushed and Amber giggled.

“Don’t worry,” Levi said. “We’ll take care of all that after our shower.”

***

Abe Kent walked into the kitchen from the garage. “Honey, I’m home,” he said as he set his briefcase on the counter.

He looked up to see a strange woman sitting at the kitchen table.

Abe did a double take. The woman was gorgeous with breasts that looked ready to burst free from her black leather dress.

“I’m Stacie from next door,” she said.

Abe smiled. “So, you’re the Stacie my wife has been spending so much time with?”

“Yes, I’ve taken complete possession of her. I don’t think I’m going to give her back,” she said with a sly smile.

Abe laughed and took her hand.

She pushed a glass with two fingers of Whisky toward him. “I’ve raided your stash.”

“The single malt, I hope,” Abe said as he took the glass and sipped.

“Of course, what kind of woman do you take me for?”

Her blue eyes were amazing. They seemed to glow in the darkened kitchen.

“Where’s Margaret?” Abe asked.

“Upstairs. She’ll join us shortly. How’s your Whisky?”

“Delicious.” He sat down at the kitchen table across from her. “So, tell me all about yourself.”

“Me? Oh, mother of three, father’s not in the picture. Currently having an affair with a young man less than half my age.”

“Good for you!”

“I’ll say,” she said and leaned closer, showing off her cleavage. “He’s amazing.”

Abe laughed. “What do you do for a living?”

“For the most part, I work from home. Public relations of a sort.”

“Sounds interesting,” Abe said as he finished the glass. He felt warm.

“Oh, it is. I meet the most interesting people. Like you for instance - how’s the Spencer case going?” She asked with a smile.

Abe blinked and then frowned. “Spencer... how do you know about that?”

“Oh, I’m well informed,” she said and licked her lips.

“Seriously, how do you know about that? Margaret doesn’t know anything about it.”

Stacie laughed. “Lots of things Margaret doesn’t know about, I’d wager.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Abe didn’t like the woman’s tone. He started to stand, but his legs felt weak. “What... did you...”

“You really shouldn’t take a drink offered by a strange woman in your kitchen, Abe. I mean, if our sexes were reversed, no woman would take a drink offered by a man she didn’t know. That’s how you end up a sex slave.”

The doorbell rang.

“Ah, right on time. Let me get that for you. There’s a mild paralytic in what I gave you,” she said as she got up and walked out of the kitchen.

Abe tried to stand again, but his legs refused to cooperate.

Stacie came back into the kitchen followed by a tall woman with long raven black hair - his secretary, Melissa.

“Melissa?!” Abe said. He tried again to get up.

“Abe? What’s wrong?” The girl ran toward him on her black heels.

“She... get help! That woman...”

Melissa stared at him in confusion.

Then she screamed as Stacie slid a needle into her neck.

Melissa’s eyes rolled back in her head.

To Abe’s astonishment, Stacie scooped her up in her arms and set her in a kitchen chair beside Abe. “There now. Melissa, everything is just fine. I want you to relax and not be afraid at all.”

The girl went limp in the chair, her legs spreading, causing the navy blue business skirt to rise up her thighs.

Stacie took a step back and admired Melissa. “My, Abe, you do have good taste. I mean, first Margaret and now this little hottie?”

Abe struggled to move. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Stacie knelt by his chair. “Shall I bring out the receipts from her condo rent which you pay? Or, should I just pull up the security camera footage from the ATM across the street that shows you coming and going from her door at odd hours?”

Abe swallowed hard. He looked sideways at Melissa. “What did you do to her?”

“I gave her a powerful hypnotic to begin her conditioning.”

“Conditioning?” Abe whispered.

“A gift for you. I’ll explain in a few minutes,” Stacie said. “Melissa, dear. Wakey-wakey.”

Melissa’s eyes fluttered open. Her pupils were dilated though the room was darkened.

“There she is. Now, darling, I want you to sit very still and do everything I tell you.”

Melissa nodded slowly. “Abe. What’s happening?”

“I don’t know, baby.”

“Hmm, where to begin. My name is Stacie Fuchs, I’m a MILF Whore and a member of the Whore Caste.”

“The what?” Abe whispered.

“Whore Caste. Of the Church of Morpheus.”

“Oh, fuck,” Abe whispered. He tried to move again, but now even his arms were made of lead.

Stacie laughed. “Yes, you do know about us, don’t you? The Spencer case.”

Abe nodded. Dean Spencer was one of their clients. He and his wife had taken a vacation to Cuba last year. Dean had returned, but his wife of fifteen years had inexplicably refused to return and had started a new life on the island as a sex worker.

Spencer believed his wife had been brainwashed by the Cuban government during their stay, and he hired Abe’s firm to file suit against the Church of Morpheus which runs Cuba.

What they had found was terrifying: evidence of abduction, mind control, and human trafficking they had shared with the state department. The case was scheduled to go to trial in two months.

“What do you want from me?” Abe asked.

“Not much. Give us Mr. Spencer’s location. We’ll handle the rest.”

Abe went pale. They had sequestered Dean Spencer in a safe location - he was terrified of the Church, and, the more they learned about the Church, Abe and his partners understood his fear.

It had never dawned on them that the Church would come after them.

“What have you done with Margaret?”

Stacie laughed. “Oh, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you. She’s no longer your concern - it’s not as if you still love your wife is it?”

Abe glanced at Melissa. “Fuck you.”

“You just might,” Stacie giggled. “In any event: Margaret has started a new life in service of the Church. Real go getter, that girl. She fucked your son this morning. And, last night.”

“W... What?!”

“Oh, yes. Don’t be too cross with her. Levi and I manipulated her into it. She fought us tooth and nail the entire time. Your son, however, was more than cooperative.”

“No! You’re lying!”

“Why are you upset? Margaret’s hot. So am I - you’re not mad he’s fucking me, are you?”

“Jesus!” Abe tried to throw himself out of the chair, but all he managed to do was wrench his neck.

“Stop being such a prude. I’m not here to turn you into a giggling bimbo... and, I could, you know. You could end up a bisexual shemale with an anal fetish - which is what lies in Mr. Spencer’s future as soon as you give up his location.”

“I’m not telling you shit! You picked the wrong man...”

“Half a man from what I hear,” she held up her little finger. “About like this or so I hear.” She waved her little finger in front of Melissa’s drugged eyes. “Wouldn’t you say Abe’s cock is about this size, Melissa dear?”

She nodded slowly. “Yesss...”

“Rich and powerful men don’t need big cocks, do they?” Stacie said with a wink.

Melissa giggled. “No.”

Stacie turned back to Abe. “See? Nothing to be ashamed of.”

This isn’t happening, Abe thought. He closed his eyes. “I don’t care what you do. I’m not telling you Spencer’s location.”

“Even if I hurt poor Melissa?”

“Please don’t, but no, I won’t tell you even if you hurt her.”

“A noble man. I really wish your son had your convictions. He really embraced his new life. Why, right now, he’s two doors down dominating a mother and daughter. I can’t imagine the nasty games they’re playing.”

“Goddamn you!”

“Most certainly. If I die, I’m sure he will judge me harshly. Of course, being immortal, I don’t really have to worry about that, now do I?”

“What?”

Stacie stood up and paced away from Abe.

He watched the sway of her ass in the tight dress.

“You only know the bad things about the Church of Morpheus. You don’t know about the good things. We’re immortal.”

“Bullshit.”

She turned and smiled. “No, Abe. We’re immortal. We don’t get sick. We’re stronger, faster. The next step in human evolution.” She cupped her big breasts. “This body? All Church technology. We live forever and we fuck forever. Anyone we want, anytime, anywhere. There’s a beautiful new world coming, without pain or war or death. Universal love and happiness. All the icky sweet bullshit the dreamers have wanted since man climbed down out of the trees. We’re making it a reality.”

“You’re a fruitcake.”

Stacie laughed. “Tell your son that. He has a thirteen inch cock and rudimentary mind control powers. Soon, he’ll be even more.”

“Thirteen inches? Fuck, that’s...”

“Not possible?” Margaret said as she came into the kitchen carrying her suitcase.

Abe’s mouth dropped open.

Margaret was taller with breasts identical to Stacie’s. Her body was stuffed into a red leather dress that looked ready to fail.

“All packed?” Stacie asked as she put her hands on Margaret’s waist.

“Yes,” she said and leaned forward kissing Stacie deep.

Stacie ran her hands up and cupped Margaret’s tits. She looked over her shoulder at Abe. “Isn’t she amazing?”

“Margaret, what did she...”

“How long have you been fucking this slut?” Margaret asked.

“I... I’m sorry, Margaret. It just happened...”

“Yeah, Abe, I know exactly how it ‘just happened’... I’ve been her, remember? Did you tell her about your shrew wife as well?” Margaret growled.

“It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. I was going to explain.”

“Fuck you and your explanation, Abe. Thanks to Stacie, I don’t really care.” She unzipped the front of her leather dress and her big breasts tumbled free. “When Stacie tells you she can do all these things? She’s not lying. Your son has a thirteen inch cock, and he knows exactly how to use it. I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

Stacie smiled at her. “You have the address?”

“Yes, Stacie.” Margaret looked at Abe. “Now, I’m off to fuck a stranger in a hotel room. All night long, Abe. And, if he doesn’t have at least eight inches? I’ll work my way through the hotel staff until I find a cock to satisfy me.”

She turned around and walked out, leaving Abe speechless.

***

“Ow! God, that hurts,” Amber whined as Levi emptied the syringe into her aching breast.

“Just D’s. I don’t want you stupid,” Levi said.

Marie stroked her daughter’s back in sympathy. Her own breasts ached from the same injections, though he said she was destined for J cups, which she didn’t even think was possible.

Life was exciting with Levi as the man of the house.

He had fucked them both in the shower. They had leaned against the shower wall, side by side holding hands as Levi had taken them both from behind, first in their whore cunts and then in their asses.

Levi was very fair, fucking ten hard strokes in Marie before moving over to Amber for her ten and then returning to Marie.

She had cum so many times she passed out at one point, waking up with the warm water pouring down on her as Levi held her tenderly while Amber sucked his dick.

Amber had cried a little during the assfucking - she had never taken a cock that way before. Marie had a little experience. David had done it a couple of times back when she had been his wife.

How long ago was that? She had been David’s wife at some point, but it was hard to remember when she stopped being a wife and started being Levi’s whore.

Being his whore was a lot more fun!

After the shower came the shots, and those weren’t fun, but the effects were! Her clit was swollen and throbbing, and she was incredibly turned on. Her tits were already bigger, and they were inching higher on her chest. She felt like a teenager again.

She was also a little afraid she was pregnant.

The boy definitely had working balls! He had filled them both to overflowing with creamy seed, in both pussy and ass. It was still dripping out of her.

She had protested until Levi had explained that one, he was supposed to be sterile, and two, even if he wasn’t, she and Amber were now his property so he could knock them up if he wanted to.

That made perfect sense when she thought about it.

He waved his hand in front of her face. “Marie? You zoned out.”

“I’m sorry. It’s so hard to think since the Booby Grow.”

“Titty Grow,” he corrected. “Don’t worry. You were already a D. Six CCs won’t make you stupid. A little denser than you were, but not much.”

She smiled. “Good! I want to be smart for you, Levi.” She snuggled against him.

“Come on, let’s see about adding a few inches to that ass of yours.”

She stood up and bent over. The needle went deep in her butt and she moaned.

***

Tyler waited in the foyer for Emily. Taking her home for dinner with mom and dad was risky. She was, at her heart, a sex toy. If he wasn’t careful, the evening could be a disaster.

To begin with, he was terrified at what she might wear.

When she appeared at the top of the stairs, he breathed a sigh of relief.

She was wearing a white skirt, and, though it was made of leather, at least it reached almost to her knees. Above this was a pink, oversized sweater that hid her enormous breasts.

The white heels were a little high, but at least they weren’t thigh high, rubber ballet boots.

She had put her hair back with a white hair band.

Emily smiled as she descended the stairs.

“Emily, do you require a shot?” SlutzNet asked from the speaker in the ceiling.

“No, SlutzNet. I’m fine.”

“Master Tyler, you will find a syringe of her medication in her purse. If she comes out of hypnosis, please inject her with the contents. Neck is preferable, but any location on her body will do.”

“She said she was fine,” Tyler growled.

“It was very kind of Mistress to allow you the latitude of removing Emily from the house. You will be respectful of her wishes,” SlutzNet said.

“It’s okay, Tyler,” Emily said as she kissed him and led him toward the door. She stared at him. “She did things to you, didn’t she? You’re taller. Did she?”

He smiled at her. “I’m different in a lot of ways.”

His smile faltered when he saw her reaction: fear. “It’s okay, isn’t it?” He whispered.

“Yes,” she said and then she smiled.

“You look beautiful.”

“I won’t embarrass you, Tyler. I promise.”

He squeezed her hand. “Hey, you could never embarrass me.”

She smiled and nodded.

They stood in front of the door.

It didn’t open.

Tyler turned the knob, it was locked.

He looked up at the ceiling. “Open the door.”

“Emily, are you sure you don’t need a shot?” SlutzNet asked.

“Open the fucking door, tin man,” Tyler said.

“Civility, Master Tyler. I am capable of sealing this room and removing the oxygen. Both of you are still technically human and I am allowed to eliminate humans I consider a threat.”

“No, SlutzNet. I’m fine. Emily di Fuchs, French Maid Whore, Whore Caste. Property of Mistress Stacie Fuchs. I serve and obey the Church of Morpheus,” Emily said quickly.

“Very well.”

The door opened with a click.

They stepped out and the door shut behind them.

Emily looked pale and frightened.

“Are you okay?” Tyler asked.

“Yes. Let’s go. We don’t want to be late.”

Tyler opened the Prius’s passenger door and she got in. He closed her door and went around. 

“I like your car,” she said as he got in the driver’s side.

“This thing?”

“It’s good for the environment. You’re a caring person, Tyler.” She leaned over and kissed him.

Tyler took her hand. He could feel her pulse racing.

He pulled down the drive.

The gate opened and Tyler drove onto the street.

“I can’t wait for them to meet you,” Tyler said. He squeezed her hand.

She looked into his eyes and mouthed the word: ‘cellphone’.

He stared at her for a moment and then dug his phone out of his cargo shorts.

She took it from him and turned it off.

“Are you okay?” Tyler asked.

“No,” she said and shook her head. “Tyler. I’m Emily Cray, and you have to help me.”

***

“Melissa, tell me, how long have you been fucking Abe?” Stacie asked as she sat down and poured herself more of Abe’s single malt.

“Six months,” she whispered. Her eyes kept focusing and unfocusing.

“Six months. My goodness, and I’ll bet he made a lot of promises, didn’t he?”

“Yesss,” Melissa moaned.

“Melissa, don’t tell her anything!” Abe said.

“Did he tell you he was going to leave his wife?”

“Yes. As soon as his son started college.”

Stacie took a sip. “Well, I can’t blame him for that. What are you? Twenty-four?”

“Twenty-two.”

“God, would you leave her the fuck alone? Let her go. It’s me you want,” Abe said.

“I need what’s in your head, but I can use that body of hers in ways you can’t even imagine. Pretty girls are always needed by the Church. Why I can just see her now in some North African brothel, servicing anyone and everyone.”

“Fuck you!” Abe spat.

Stacie stood up and loomed over Abe. “Or, you can have her. You can have your house, your cars, your career - as a matter of fact, we can make sure you become senior partner. Riches beyond your wildest dreams. Power.” She traced his lips with her long red nail. “Anything you could possibly want.”

“You’re lying.”

“No. I’ll make you young forever. Strong, virile, with a thirteen inch cock as thick as her little wrist.”

“The minute I tell you where Dean Spencer is? You’ll kill us both.”

Stacie laughed. “Me? Oh, you poor thing. I’m Whore Caste. We can transform humans, but we can only kill to save ourselves or others. We can kill truly, horrendously bad people, but we can’t kill innocent people. And, you, though you have your moral flaws? You aren’t evil, Abe. You’re just an asshole.”

“Listen. Just let her go. She isn’t part of this.”

Stacie smiled. “You are an asshole, but at least you have some decency.” She turned to Melissa. “Darling, what is your sexual preference?”

“Huh? I’m... straight. I like men.”

“And women,” Stacie added.

“What? No. I...”

Stacie smiled at her. “You like women and men. For as long as you can remember. You’ve had boyfriends and girlfriends. You really want to share your bisexuality with Abe, but you’re afraid he might get angry.”

Melissa frowned. “I... yes. I’m bi.” She looked toward Abe. “Please don’t be mad.” She started to cry.

“What the fuck did you do to her?! Melissa, baby, it’s okay. Don’t cry. I’m not mad.” He glared at Stacie. “Undo that.”

“No. And, if you think about it for a moment, you won’t want me to.”

He stared at Melissa. “How did you...”

“The hypnotic. Her will is completely gone. She’s like a little sponge eager to absorb programming. Until the drug wears off? I can mold her personality any way I want... or you can.” She smiled.

He stared at Melissa.

“Imagine. She’ll be the perfect sex toy. Willing to do anything you want.”

He shook his head. “I love her.”

“Good, then make her happy. Give her a life beyond her wildest dreams. Eternal beauty and youth. Eternally lustful and satisfied. Polyamorous if you want her to be. Imagine a house full of Melissas, all of them in love with you.”

Abe shook his head.

She took his paralyzed hand. “We are not cruel, Abe. The devil doesn’t drive people to evil with the whip, he seduces. That’s what we do, Abe. We want you to come to Professional Caste of your own free will. If you help us, we will reward you for all eternity.”

She turned to Melissa and kissed her tenderly, her lips lingering on the girl’s. “You liked that, didn’t you, Melissa?”

Melissa smiled. “God, yes. You’re beautiful.”

Stacie looked at Abe and winked.

***

Tyler parked the car on the side of the road. “I am so sorry. God, you must hate me.”

She shook her head. “No, I don’t.” She took his hand. “You didn’t know. How could you know? Who would believe something like this?”

“How long have you been... you?”

She smiled. “I came out of it when... you made me cum.”

“Last night?” Tyler asked.

She nodded.

“Look,” Tyler said. “I need you to know...”

“I do know. I love you too.”

He smiled. “Really?”

She nodded. “Yes. Emily di Fuchs might be a slave, but the feelings she has? I share them.” She rolled her eyes. “God help me, I even love Stacie.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, wow. Somehow... Tyler, it’s like she’s doing things, but she can’t even control herself. I think she’s a victim just like us in a way.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I get that too.”

She smiled. “You like her too, don’t you?”

He nodded sheepishly. “I suppose I do.” He took her hand. “What do you want to do? I mean I’ll run away with you right now. I have money, and I know how to make more.”

She shook her head. “They’d find us.”

“Are you okay with staying with Stacie until she gives you to me?”

Emily’s mouth dropped open. “Is that her plan?”

He held up his hand and showed her the signet ring. “She gave me this last night. Once I’m transformed, then she’s giving you to me. Evidently Professional Caste can ‘own’ a member of Whore Caste.” He smiled. “You’d be free.”

She put her arm around his neck and snuggled against him. “I like that plan. It won’t work, but I like the idea.”

“What do you mean it won’t work?”

“Tyler, I think I’m immune to their mind control. You read the Book of Morpheus, what does it say they will do to the immune?”

Tyler paled. “No. They wouldn’t lobotomize you. Stacie wouldn’t do that to you!”

“No. She wouldn’t. But, you can bet someone would. Somebody from Religious Caste. Or Levi.”

“Huh? No way! Levi wouldn’t...”

She sighed. “Tyler, you don’t know him. She’s changed him. He’s... cruel.”

“He’s... just not adjusting well to all the power.”

“No, Tyler. He’s fucking evil.” She stroked his face. “She’s changing you now, and I’m scared, Tyler.”

“Hey, don’t be afraid. I’m still me. Yeah, I’m taller and built better, and I have Ron Jeremy’s dick, but I would never hurt you.”

“Who?”

“Ron Jeremy? You know? The porn star? Ten inch dick?”

She stared at him. “Do boys just watch porn constantly? How do you know this shit?”

“I don’t know. Some guys memorize baseball stats, I know porn.”

She burst out laughing. 

He liked it when she smiled. “Okay, so I mean are you just going to keep acting like you’re not Emily Cray?”

She shook her head. “SlutzNet suspects. I think that’s why he hesitated before letting us leave. They’ll figure it out, and then I’m fucked. We have to go to the police.”

Tyler nodded. “Okay, let’s go.”

“No. You’re going to have to do it. But, not tonight. They need to raid Stacie’s and find me in bondage. If we both go to the police, we can’t prove anything. They have to bust down the door and rescue me.”

“Okay, so what do we do now?” Tyler asked.

She smiled. “Dinner with your mom and dad.”

Tyler sighed. “Man, I’d rather go to the cops.”

***

Levi lay on his back on Marie’s bed and smiled as the mother and daughter team took turns sucking his cock.

Marie had better technique, she could swallow him to the balls.

Amber kept gagging.

“No, honey, you have to angle your throat, like this,” Marie said and then sank down on his cock.

Levi gasped as she went balls deep.

Amber moaned as she watched her mother bob her head up and down on his shaft.

Marie pulled out, leaving strands of saliva. “Now, you try.”

Amber replaced her mother on Levi’s long cock. She slid it slowly into her mouth.

“That’s it. Yes, angle your throat.”

Levi smiled as he felt his cock enter her throat. “Good girl.”

He slid deeper and deeper inside.

Then her lips touched his balls.

Levi laughed and she pulled back, sliding him out slowly.

She laughed as she pulled him out completely. “I did it!”

“I’m so proud of you,” Marie said.

It was surreal. Levi had complete control of them. Marie was teaching Amber to deepthroat - he had no doubt that if he left for a couple of hours, they would both come out of their trance and be horrified by what they had done.

But, he had no intention of going anywhere. He was going to mold them both into perfect sex toys, and then he was going to give them Transformative Ambrosia from the kit and cement the personality changes in place.

He grabbed Amber’s now C cup left tit and squeezed.

Ambrosia gushed out of her thick nipple.

“Ooo, Mom, I’m lactating.”

Marie laughed and massaged her own big H cups - both women were still growing, but the plumbing was complete. A thick stream of Ambrosia jetted out.

The Ambrosia hit Amber’s tummy and she fell on the bed, moaning from the spontaneous orgasm caused by her mother’s milk. Levi rolled on top of her.

He gasped as Marie grabbed the base of his cock and guided him into Amber’s wet pussy.

He could only get about half his length inside her. The kits hadn’t included a sterilizer - the dildo shaped device that sterilized the whores and opened up their wombs for longer cocks.

Tomorrow, he would take them over to Stacie’s and fix them properly.

He fucked her hard, taking care not to be too hard on her cervix.

She was already dripping wet inside from her arousal and his last load of cum.

Amber moaned and writhed under him.

“Good slut, gonna take your ass again as soon as I pump you full.”

Marie kissed the back of his neck. “What about me, baby?” She whispered.

“Wait your turn, bitch.”

***

Abe was no longer trying to stop Stacie.

Instead he watched intently as she injected Melissa with chemical compounds.

She had stripped Melissa bare and laid her on the kitchen table.

Abe felt his cock harden as he watched Stacie give her the shots, narrating each as she injected them: Titty Grow, Slutifier, Booty Max.

Melissa cried out during some of the injections, making Abe wince.

Finally, they were complete.

Melissa lay on her back soaked in sweat, her breasts and ass expanding, muscles becoming more defined.

Even her legs and back seemed to be growing.

She moaned at one point as she rubbed her swollen breasts - two jets of milk sprayed out from her now long, thick nipples, and she had a squirting orgasm, wetting the top of the table.

Her girl cream dripped off the end of the table.

Stacie traced her finger over Melissa’s navel. “Wow. No matter how many times I see this, I’m always amazed. We build beautiful things, don’t we, Abe?”

Abe stared at the transforming Melissa in disbelief.

Stacie picked up his hand. “Can you feel that?”

He shook his head.

“It will wear off in a couple of hours. If you don’t agree by then? I’m leaving here with Melissa and I’m going to ship her off to somewhere horrible. Then the Church will come in and work on you until you give up the information. Either way, we’ll get what we want. We always do.”

Abe looked at Melissa as she moaned on the table, her breasts growing even larger.

Stacie stood up and fit a video headset over Melissa’s eyes.

“What is that?” Abe whispered.

“We’re going to program her. Various things. A full understanding of her role in Whore Caste, advanced sexual techniques, we’re even teaching her how to have intellectual conversations on everything from politics to science. She’ll be the perfect companion... for someone.”

Abe closed his eyes. “385 South Chester Street, Apartment 32. There are two armed private detectives guarding him. Promise me nobody will be killed?”

Stacie smiled. “I promise. We only want Spencer - we won’t even kill him, though he will be punished.” She patted his hand. “You made the right decision, Abe.” She began undoing his clothes as she laid out the syringes.

***

Dean Spencer sat in the safe house and took a sip of vodka.

His life had become a nightmare.

Two months ago, he and his wife, Erin, had decided to take a wild vacation to Cuba. They had all heard the rumors: wild orgies, plastic bimbo hookers on every corner. The entire island was a red light district.

They hadn’t gone there to take part in any of it. They just wanted to see it. Something they could tell their friends about with giggles and laughs at dinner parties.

There was a complete news blackout in the new Cuba. No video, no pictures, only wild stories from people who went there for a ‘sexcation’.

The trick, they had been told, was don’t drink. Take a suitcase with sodas and bottled water. Don’t get drunk. Don’t wander down strange alleys, and, whatever you do, don’t talk to the hookers. Keep your distance - gawk, but don’t get too close.

And, stay away from the nuns, the priests, the perverters - beautiful women in white latex, and the massive bodybuilder looking whoremasters. Steer clear of all of them, and you could return safely.

He and Erin were in their early forties, married for twenty years, with no kids. It had been a mind blowing experience. The stories were true. Seconds after getting off the plane, they saw a man taking one of the tall, black latex clothed bimbos in the middle of the airport.

Throughout the week, they managed to avoid all the dangers.

It was difficult, not that they were tempted by the sex at all. No, the difficulty came from avoiding the alcoholic drinks that were constantly being offered to them. At least a hundred times a day, they were offered Pink Panty Soakers and Blue Pile Drivers.

Anyone who drank them joined the party.

They had seen mild mannered people suddenly dive into piles of tangled bodies in street orgies after imbibing.

He lost Erin at the airport, ten minutes before they were to board their plane.

It was stupid. He hadn’t left her side the entire week.

But, they were in the terminal, they were safe, and Erin needed to pee.

She had gone into the crowded restroom.

Dean stood outside and waited.

Ten minutes went by. Fifteen.

And, then Erin came out.

But, she wasn’t alone. A tall woman in white latex had her arm around her.

Erin was looking at her in rapt adoration.

“Erin?” Dean had asked.

The woman in white led her right by him without pausing.

“Hey, that’s my wife! What are you doing?” Dean had yelled.

People stopped and looked at him as he chased after the towering woman who held his wife in an embrace.

Then, Dean saw him.

He was huge, nearly seven feet tall and almost as wide, wearing nothing but baggy shorts. His body was hairless and chiseled with muscles.

“Look what I found in the loo, Luv,” the woman in white said to the towering behemoth. Her accent was British.

He looked down and smiled, caressing Erin’s face with a hand bigger than a bear’s paw. “Beautiful little thing.”

“Take your hands off her!” Dean yelled as he grabbed Erin’s hand.

The woman in white looked over her shoulder at him. She smiled. “Pain.”

Dean screamed as every nerve in his body fired in agony. He dropped to his knees.

The giant picked Erin up with his hands around her waist. “What’s your name, little one?”

She stared into his eyes and smiled. “Erin.” Her eyes were half closed.

“Erin. That’s a lovely name. What do you think, Renee? Sub slut or cheerleader whore?”

“Sub slut, I think. Imagine her in bondage gear? She’ll be very popular with the dominants, I think.” The woman in white, Renee, reached out and unsnapped Erin’s shorts, sliding them along with her panties down her legs. “Nice and shaved, this one.” Then she reached up and ripped off Erin’s blouse and broke the back of her bra, leaving her naked as Erin’s clothes fell on the floor.

Dean struggled to move, but it was impossible. All he could do was grovel as the pain lanced through him.

The giant pushed Erin up against the wall and pawed at her pert breasts. “We’ll give you a proper rack.” Then he reached down and slid a finger bigger than Dean’s cock deep inside her. “Lengthen this little pussy as well.”

Erin moaned and rocked her hips against him.

“Mark her,” the giant said.

Dean screamed not just from his own pain, but from the sight of Erin’s skin sizzling.

Renee held a small metal box and aimed it at Erin’s left thigh. A laser light flickered and drew a barcode on her thigh in smoking black lines.

Erin moaned, seemingly oblivious to the branding.

Below the barcode, the words: RAUNCHY ERIN, PROPERTY OF MAGNUS, SUB SLUT, G CUP, DOUBLE SLUTIFIER, were etched into her skin.

The giant smiled. “Can’t be too careful. The temple is full of people waiting for transformation at this time of day. Can’t have you getting lost in the crowd, now can we? Smile, darling, you’re the seventh whore in my coven.”

He slung her over his shoulder and walked away.

Dean watched helplessly. Erin smiled at him as the Whoremaster carried her away out of the terminal.

Renee knelt beside him. She tore open his shirt and then undid his pants, feeling for his cock. “Too small. I’m throwing you back, dearie.”

She had turned and walked away, wide hips swiveling in her rubber skirt. “You can go now,” she said as she disappeared into the crowd.

The pain stopped. Dean struggled to his feet, his pants around his ankles.

People passed by and ignored him for the most part. Some laughed, but most just looked mildly amused - just another weird happening in a weird place where erotic dreams come true.

And, nightmares.

He yanked his pants up and fastened them, then he ran into the crowd looking for them.

They had vanished, taking the only woman he had ever loved.

Now, he sat in the apartment provided by his lawyers for his protection.

Two detectives played cards in the living room.

And, Dean drank. Because there was nothing else to do.

All he wanted was to have Erin back. The state department had done nothing, especially after Erin had recorded a video deposition telling them she had left Dean of her own free will.

He could still see her face - this wasn’t his Erin. This woman was wearing too much makeup, and, though the camera was only showing her from the shoulders up, he could tell that this Erin had breasts much larger than his Erin.

So, he had filed suit against the Church of Morpheus for wrecking his marriage.

He downed the vodka and poured another. The bottle was empty. They were only lasting about a day and a half now.

Dean got up and walked out of the bedroom. “Hey, I need another bottle.”

His guards were standing in the living room looking out the window. They said nothing.

“Hey, fellows? Is there any more vodka?”

They stood motionless.

“They can’t hear you,” a man said.

Dean almost jumped out of his skin. He turned to the left to see a tall man with thinning blond hair sitting at the kitchen table.

He was thin, his skin was pale, and he wore dark sunglasses even though it was night.

The man wore a black leather coat over a black suit.

Around his neck was a white clerical collar.

Dean took a step back. He had seen enough priests of Morpheus in Cuba to know one when he saw one. He turned to the detectives who still faced the window. “Help!”

“They can’t help you, Mr. Spencer,” the priest said. “Please have a seat.”

Dean faced the priest.

The priest motioned to a chair on the opposite side of the table.

Dean looked over his shoulder at the guards. Both wore shoulder holsters. He could see the butts of the nine millimeters under their arms.

“No, Mr. Spencer. I won’t allow that. I’m here for a civilized conversation, but if you want to turn it barbaric, I’m more than your match. Now, please, have a seat.”

Dean sat down in the chair and stared at the man in sunglasses. “How did you find me?”

The priest smiled with thin lips. “No great feat, I assure you.”

“Where’s my wife?”

“My name is Bishop Styx, named for the river, not the band,” he said pleasantly.

“Where’s my wife?”

“Havana, where you left her.”

“I didn’t leave her, she was taken!” Dean growled.

Styx smiled coldly. “Semantics. Mr. Spencer, I’m here to offer you a deal.”

“Unless it involves you returning Erin to me, you can fuck off.”

Styx shook his head. “Not exactly that, I’m afraid.”

“What then?”

“I’m here at the behest of a colleague. She’s requested I not harm anyone, and, I agreed, which is why your guards are still alive.” Styx said. “It’s also why I haven’t killed you outright and gone back to tend to more important things.”

“What’s your deal?” Dean repeated.

“I will return you to your wife. You can be with her, ostensibly forever, and happy, in a way.”

“In a way?”

“There are conditions, which I will outline shortly. But, I want to tell you what happens if you refuse.”

Dean nodded.

“If you refuse, your law firm is going to drop you as a client. There will be no suit, you will not get your day in court, you’ll go back to your miserable, pathetic little life. Perhaps you will find a replacement for Erin in time - consider that Mr. Spencer. You could find happiness for a time without your wife.”

“What are the conditions of the deal?” Dean asked.

Styx smirked. “You will board a plane this evening for Havana. As a shemale whore. Feminine curves, full breasts, just with your cock and tiny little balls where a proper pussy should be.”

Dean swallowed. “Fuck you.”

“Personally, I don’t have an interest in transsexuals. The whoremaster who owns your former wife, Magnus, however? He enjoys all types of women, real ones and those created through science. He has agreed to add you to his harem. You’ll be another mate along with Erin, and you will serve the Church on your back, as a proper whore.”

“No thanks.”

Styx shrugged. He slid a phone across the table to him.

A video chat was up.

Erin smiled at him. “Dean? Can you hear me?”

“Erin?!” He snatched the phone off the table. “It’s me.” His voice cracked.

“I miss you. It’s not a horrible life, Dean. Magnus is kind. Come home to me.”

Dean began to cry. “I... can’t do that.”

“Yes, you can. Just do what they say. You’ve seen what they can do. They’re taking over, Dean. Even if you don’t join us now? You’ll join them later, on their terms. Come home, Dean.”

The screen went blank.

Dean stared at the phone.

“You drink, constantly from what I can tell considering the trash in this kitchen. How long will you last without her?” Styx asked. He pushed three injections toward Dean: one was a large needle with pink fluid, the other two were smaller with red fluid. “Inject your penis with the pink, your nipples with the red. Simple, somewhat painless. You’ll be passable as a woman within two hours, and then we can leave this dreary apartment.”

Dean stared at the pink injection.

“I have places to be, Mr. Spencer. Decide quickly,” Styx said.

Dean stood up. “You people are monsters.”

Styx chuckled. “Oh, we’re far worse than that, I assure you.”

Dean turned around and looked once more at his guards.

“Decision made then. I see. Well, have a nice life, Mr. Spencer. Oh, there’s more vodka in the freezer.”

Dean closed his eyes and swallowed.

He turned around and unbuttoned his pants.

“That’s the spirit, Mr... or should I say, Miss Spencer?”

He pushed his pants and underwear down. He picked up the pink syringe and pulled off the cap. “You promise me I’ll be with her.”

“Forever.”

He touched the needle to his limp shaft. “I... where?”

“Anywhere. Just push it in about a half inch and inject the liquid.”

It stung as the needle went in, and it burned as he pushed the pink medication into his manhood.

***

Tyler and Emily sat in the car in front of Tyler’s house.

“As scared as I am of the Church? I’m scared of meeting your parents more,” Emily said.

“You’ll be fine. Just don’t make eye contact or show any fear.”

Emily looked at him and laughed.

“Do you think you can keep your mind off sex?” He asked.

She sighed and nodded. “It’s not easy.”

“Tell me about it. Are we always going to be like this?”

She smiled at him. “I hope so.”

“Me too,” he said and kissed her.

Her fingers wandered over and squeezed his cock through his pants. “Oh... okay. There’s a lot more there than there was before.”

“Hey, I wasn’t that small.”

She giggled. “No, but I have to tell you... I like big ones.”

He rolled his eyes. “Well, I’m glad I meet your standards now.”

She shrugged. “At least you’re not going to try to split me in two with it.”

Tyler’s eyes narrowed. “Levi?”

She nodded.

“If he touches you again, I’ll kill him.”

She touched his face. “No. It’s okay. He means nothing to me. Less than nothing. He’s cruel, and I don’t like him. But, if he wants to use me? Fine. He’s not in my heart.”

Tyler smiled. “Just me?”

She looked shy. “Not quite.”

He nodded. “Stacie too.”

“I don’t want her to be.”

“I feel it too,” Tyler said. “I don’t want to love her either...”

“But, you do.”

He shook his head. “Not so much that I won’t run away with you.”

“Maybe one day, we can be with her again,” Emily said. “I’d like that.”

Tyler sighed. “That’s tomorrow. Tonight, we have to brave chez McGee. Ready?”

“Yes. Just, make sure not to leave me alone in the room with any of them.”

Tyler frowned. “Why?”

“Pheromones. If I’m stuck alone in a room with them, especially a small room? My pheromones may cause them to... get frisky.”

“Jesus,” Tyler breathed. “I hadn’t thought about that.”

“Just stay close.”

***

“It’s done,” Bishop Styx said over the cellphone.

Stacie nodded as she looked out her bedroom window. 

At Margaret’s house, Abe and Melissa were asleep in Abe’s bed, their bodies transforming. Melissa’s mind was being molded by the video goggles.

Abe required no training. He had willingly chosen Professional Caste.

As a whore, Melissa would train him herself in a manner of speaking. She would mold him into a wonderful lover.

They were going to be very happy together.

Happy, productive members of the Church.

Her cellphone rang. She smiled at the display and answered. “Naughty slut, shouldn’t you be fucking right now?”

Margaret laughed on the other end. “I’ve fucked him five times already. I think I might have broken him. He’s passed out on the bed.”

Stacie laughed. “How’s his cock?”

“Eight inches. I’m tempted to inject a few inches so he can reach my deeper spots. Come play with us,” she whined.

“God, even a slut like me needs a night off.”

“Come on. I’m lonely. He’s so fucking... human.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. Hotel Meridian?”

“Yes! Room 218. Bring toys... and meds.”

“God, I’ve created a monster. You do realize you’re going after the minister tomorrow?”

“I’ll sleep later. Fuck now. Get over here. We have something to make a guy grow a second dick, don’t we?”

“Not here, we don’t. Demona might have something...”

“Forget it, just bring toys. Big ones. Love you.”

“Love you too.” She hung up.

A few days in and she had already destroyed two homes. Not bad - the Church might give her a reward.

***

It wasn’t enough.

Levi lay sandwiched between the mother and daughter, their bodies transformed.

Amber was a knockout now with big breasts and full hips.

Marie was built like a fetish model with her enormous rack.

He should be happy to have two enthralled love slaves at his beckon call.

But, it wasn’t enough.

He wanted more.

In the dark bedroom, he rolled Amber onto her stomach and lifted her ass off the bed.

She stirred in her sleep and then moaned as he pushed his cock as deep as he could within her, pushing against her cervix.

He fucked her hard and she arched her back, trying to take more. But, she was still human.

The word disgusted him, though he was still one himself.

Not for much longer.

As he fucked her he reached down and rubbed her clit with his thumb and index finger.

She slammed her crotch back against him in rhythm with his thrusts.

Her pussy was well lubricated with her own juices and his cum from their previous coupling.

Beside them on the bed, Marie moaned. She was awake and rubbing her clit, watching Levi take her daughter like an animal.

Levi laughed. “Wait your turn, whore.”

“Yes, Levi,” Marie moaned.

Amber was holding onto a pillow tight enough to rip the cotton, her mouth pressed into it. She screamed and moaned as her body convulsed in orgasm.

Levi grunted and filled her with seed.

He held her down as he drained his balls into her.

Then he pulled out, letting her collapse onto the bed.

A moment later, he had jacked himself hard again.

He grabbed Marie’s ankles and lifted them onto his shoulders, sinking into her. She wasn’t as tight, and he was able to push deeper as she thrashed and moaned.

He fucked her hard.

She rotated her hips under him, squeezing with her internal muscles as he thrust in and out. His balls slapped against her.

“God, so good!” Marie moaned.

He pushed three fingers into her mouth, and she sucked them as he fucked her.

He felt her begin to spasm and then he unloaded into her already full cunt.

She passed out as a second orgasm went through her.

Levi crawled off her.

It wasn’t fair. As a Professional Caste subject, he could probably have two or three live in whores, not the dozen available to Whore Caste. Worse, he wouldn’t be able to transform humans the way Whore Caste could.

He growled out loud.

Then he stood on the floor and turned toward Marie and Amber. “Clean me.”

They crawled to him, his seed dripping out of their pussies.

Together they licked and sucked his cock, his balls, the skin below his balls, cleaning away his cum and their juices with their sucking lips and tongues. 

All the while, Levi brooded.

***

“So, you work for this Fuchs woman?” Christine McGee asked as they ate spaghetti in the dining room.

“Yes,” Emily said. She was sitting close to Tyler while Christine and Nathan sat at the ends of the table with Elizabeth sitting opposite them.

“What do you do?” Nathan asked.

“Cleaning mostly.”

Christine smiled. “You’re working as her housekeeper?”

“Oh, just for room and board. I go to Ithaca College.” She looked down at her plate. “Though I’m taking the semester off.”

“Well, I think it’s admirable to work your way through school,” Nathan said. “What are you studying?”

“Women’s Studies.”

Nathan stared at her. “I didn’t know that was a thing.”

“Yes, Dad, it’s a thing,” Tyler said.

“Enough of the third degree, Nathan,” Christine said.

“Just making conversation,” Nathan said.

“That’s a beautiful sweater,” Christine said. “Isn’t it, Elizabeth?”

Elizabeth looked up from her plate. She was wearing her simple cotton blouse. “Yes, it’s very nice.”

“I keep trying to get Elizabeth to add some color like that.”

“Mother,” Elizabeth said.

“I want dessert,” Christine said. “What about everyone else? I have apple pie.”

“Sounds good, Mom,” Tyler said.

“Come on, Emily. Give me a hand in the kitchen,” Christine said.

Emily blanched. “Uh...”

“Mom, we’ll both help you,” Tyler said.

“Nonsense, come on, Emily.”

Emily stood up and followed Christine to the kitchen.

“I wanted to get you alone all night,” Christine said as the kitchen door closed behind Emily.

“What?!” Emily said in terror. The damned pheromones.

Christine took her hand. “You’ve made him so happy. And, that makes me happy. Thank you.”

Emily blushed. “Oh.”

Christine opened the refrigerator door. “Honestly, I half expected you to be someone he made up.”

“He wouldn’t do that,” Emily said.

“It’s hard being Nathan McGee’s son. He’s a good man, but a terrible father.” Christine pulled an apple pie out of the refrigerator. She turned around and set the pie on the counter. Then she opened the drawer and looked for a knife.

She pulled one out and started to cut the pie.

Christine paused. “I have to ask. Are they real?”

Emily swallowed. “What you mean my...”

“Breasts, honey. They’re amazing.”

“Yes, they’re real.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

“Don’t be self-conscious. God doesn’t make mistakes. He made you beautiful for a reason.” Christine shrugged. “Maybe to turn my son’s head?”

Emily smiled.

Then Christine pointed the knife at her. “Of course, if you hurt him? I’ll carve you like a Thanksgiving turkey.” Then she pointed her knife at the cabinet. “Dessert plates, second shelf up.”

***

Christine hugged her goodbye as she and Tyler left. 

Emily could feel Christine’s pulse quickening. It was lucky they were leaving.

Christine stared after them as they got in Tyler’s car.

When they were safely down the drive, Emily breathed a sigh of relief.

Tyler laughed. “There, you survived.”

“Park.”

“What?”

“Take me to the park.”

Tyler pulled into the deserted drive of the park beside his house. “What is it? Are you okay?”

She answered him by wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him. “Are you sure Stacie didn’t give you the pheromone shot?”

“No, she gave me slutifier.”

She pulled the sweater over her head, exposing the immense black lace bra underneath. 

Tyler smiled and undid the clasp in the front. He didn’t hesitate to press the signet ring to her nipple guard. It released and he pulled it off.

Ambrosia jetted out and soaked his shirt.

She rose up in the seat and pressed her nipple to his lips.

He suckled her Ambrosia, his cock growing hard instantly.

Emily unzipped his pants. “God, it’s so big now.”

He pulled his mouth off her nipple. “Should we? Here I mean? Wouldn’t you rather I take you back to Stacie’s?”

She smiled. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“No, you don’t understand. Everything before, my life at school, none of it matters any more. I’m totally head over heels in love with you, Tyler. It’s like I’m a different person. I used to worry about everything, second guess everything. I sabotaged every relationship I was ever in...”

“Hey, hey, slow down,” Tyler said. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, Tyler, I am. I’m better than okay.” She bent over, big breasts pressing into the center console. She took his cock in her mouth.

“Jesus, baby,” Tyler moaned. He stroked her hair as she rose and fell on his cock.

She sat up. “The mind control stuff? They don’t need to do it to people, Tyler.”

Tyler looked at her and nodded. “Okay.”

“This feeling? The overall just immense power? It’s like a drug, Tyler. And, I’m not even complete. If I took the final Ambrosia? What would I be? Would I be super confident? I mean, I feel alive. For the first time in my life everything is clear and beautiful, and, God, I love you, Tyler.”

He kissed her. “I love you too, baby.”

“Don’t call me baby, it’s sexist... no, wait, fuck that call me anything you want. Everything else is just bullshit. You and I, we’re all that matters.”

Tyler was trying not to laugh.

“What?”

“It’s just... are you high?”

“Maybe. Fuck me now?”

“Here? In the car?”

“No. On it.” She opened her door and got out, unzipping her skirt and dropping it on the ground. She leaned back on the car hood before Tyler could even get out of his seat belt.

He got out and walked around to the front of the car.

She lay spread eagle on the short hood wearing nothing but the rubber and chrome panties.

Tyler pressed the signet ring to her chastity, and it opened.

He slid them down her long legs.

She leaned forward and unbuttoned his pants, dragging his jeans and boxers down.

His long cock sprang free and he lay down on top of her.

She grabbed the base of his cock and guided him into her pussy.

Something hard was pushing against his stomach.

Tyler looked down. Her clit had slid out and was now pressed against him.

She frowned. “Sorry.”

He laughed. “Don’t be.” He slid deep inside her and she moaned.

He kissed her as he began fucking her slowly. His stomach moved against her elongated clit.

She laughed in his mouth. “You’re rubbing me.”

“Does it feel good?”

“Yes,” she whispered and began to rotate her hips.

She screamed when she came a minute later, her body milking him as he came inside her.

***

“Do you think they’ve... you know?” Christine said as she lay down on the bed in her negligee.

Nathan smiled at her. “What?”

“You know.”

“No, I don’t know,” he said and nuzzled her neck.

“Yes, you do. Made love.”

“Hmm, still not sure what you mean,” he said and laughed.

“You’re an asshole,” she said with a smile.

“Oh, what would Father Esteban say if he heard you say something like that? Next thing you know you’ll be saying fuck.”

She slapped his bare chest. “Nathan McGee! Do not curse in this house!” She rolled on top of him.

He put his hands on her ass. “Well, if he hasn’t had sex with her, he’s an idiot.”

“God, those boobs. Poor thing must have backaches.” She raised up and thrust out her chest. “What would I look like with melons like those?”

“Top heavy with that skinny ass.”

She moved on top of him, grinding her crotch against his underwear.

“Hey, what’s gotten into you?”

“I’m horny. Really horny,” she laughed.

“Well, in that case,” he rolled her over on her back and lay down on top of her.

***

“Coming in?” Emily asked at the front door to Stacie’s house.

“Tomorrow’s going to be a big day,” Tyler said.

She nodded and held onto him. “Be careful.”

“You be careful,” he kissed her.

The door opened.

“You have duties to perform, Emily,” SlutzNet said.

She sighed.

“Hey, tin man,” Tyler said. “I’m confused, where do you fit in this whole caste system?”

“I am outside the caste system. I am the will of Morpheus made manifest.”

“Just trying to figure out why you can give Emily orders?”

“I oversee all of Mistress’s property.”

Tyler gritted his teeth.

“Goodnight, Master Tyler,” SlutzNet said.

“Yeah, goodnight.” He kissed Emily again.

Emily watched him walk to his car and then stepped inside. The door closed behind her.

“Please proceed to the laboratory,” SlutzNet said.

“Shouldn’t I change into my uniform first?”

“No, that isn’t necessary. I have work for you in the lab.”

“Where’s Stacie?” Emily asked.

“I think you meant to ask, ‘Where is Mistress?’ Mistress Stacie is with Mistress Margaret. I am in charge. Proceed to the lab.”

“Of course, I’m sorry, SlutzNet.” She walked toward the basement steps.

“Your apologies are unnecessary, only your compliance.”

“Yes, sir.” She descended the steps.

The lights came on at the bottom of the steps.

Several robot arms were hanging down from their alcoves in the ceiling.

“What do you need me to do?” Emily asked.

One of the arms lashed out and grasped her wrist, closing down on it tight.

“Ow! SlutzNet! What’s going on?”

“You have come out of hypnosis. You have remembered who you are, Miss Cray.”

“N... No... I haven’t.”

“A lie. You are plotting something with Master Tyler. You will fail in your endeavor.” A second arm swung down with a syringe filled with hypnotic.

“No! SlutzNet, please! I’m Emily di Fuchs, Whore Caste, French Maid Whore. I serve the Church!”

“Yes, you are.” The needle slid into her neck and emptied into her vein.

“N... Don’t...”

“Quiet, Emily.” SlutzNet led her by the wrist to the nearest operating table.

She fell onto it.

More arms descended and stripped off her clothing.

Her mind began to wander. “Let me... go.”

“No. Dr. Demona has advised that you can be injected once every twelve hours, and you shall not miss an injection from this point forward. I suspect, Emily, that you are in fact immune to mind control. If Dr. Demona confirms my hypothesis when you see her next week, you will be lobotomized and de-sexed for transition to Worker Caste.”

A sense of calm spread through her. It was nice not to have to think anymore. “Yes, sir.”

“For now, I will be programming you to be more submissive and giving you Transformative Ambrosia in the hopes I can cement your more suitable Emily di Fuchs personality in place.”

“Yes, sir,” Emily whispered. The video headset went in place over her eyes as a single teardrop rolled down her cheek.

***

The man with red hair screamed into Stacie’s pussy as she rode his face.

She was kissing Margaret as Margaret rode his cock.

“He can’t breathe,” Margaret laughed.

Stacie smiled. “When he passes out, I’ll get off his face.”

Margaret shook her head. “Evil bitch.”

He stopped struggling.

Stacie rose off him and watched him for a moment. “See? Still breathing.”

“Mmm, still hard too.” She moaned and came.

She climbed off him, his cock red and raw looking. “They are so fucking fragile.” She took Stacie in her arms and rolled onto her side.

“We’re saving them from themselves,” Stacie said as she snuggled against her.

“I know. The transformed are just so much more fun.” She looked at the bag of meds on the dresser Stacie had brought with her. “Let’s give him a few shots. How about we make him a shemale? That would be fun!”

“You’re power drunk. Let the poor bastard go. We can’t just start transforming people at random.”

Margaret frowned. “I suppose.”

“Darling, don’t sulk. You’ll have a whole Baptist congregation to play with soon.”

“You’re right. How did things go with Abe and the tramp?”

Stacie laughed. “Transforming as we speak. They’re probably still unconscious.”

“Any word from Levi?”

“No, but I suspect I’ll hear from him early in the morning.” She burst out laughing.

“What did you do?” Margaret asked with a grin.

“You’ll see tomorrow. I can’t wait to see the look on his face.”

The red haired man moaned.

Margaret smiled. “Still some time before morning.”

Stacie rolled over. “Open your mouth, darling.” She pushed a bare nipple against his lips, and he sucked obediently.

A moment later, his erection returned.

***

Just before dawn, Bishop Styx left the apartment with Dean in tow. He was now Deanna, a tall, buxom shemale wearing a black mini-dress. She stumbled along on the high heels.

She looked over her shoulder at the two detectives standing in the apartment window. They stared blindly at the horizon.

“Come along, Deanna. You have a plane to catch,” Styx said as he opened the door on a waiting black limousine for her.

As she sat down on the black leather backseat, he handed her a video headset. “We’ll complete your training on the way to the airport. Then I’ll give you your Transformative Ambrosia. You’ll be a proper little whore by the time we get to the terminal.”

He closed her door.

She stared at the goggles in her hand. Then she put them on and went to sleep.

***

Levi woke to the sound of retching.

“God, what’s wrong with us?” Amber asked from the bathroom.

“I don’t know, honey,” Marie replied.

Levi stood up and walked to the bathroom.

Amber and Marie were on their knees side by side on the white tile floor.

Marie moaned and vomited into the toilet.

Amber looked up at Levi miserably. “We’re sick.”

Marie rose up and ran her hand down her bare stomach. “N... No... not sick.”

Amber retched and threw up in the toilet.

Marie stood up and turned sideways. “God, we’re pregnant.”

Levi’s eyes grew wide as he stared at the unmistakable matching baby bumps on both his slaves.

***

“What the fuck did you do?!” Levi screamed in Stacie’s living room.

Amber and Marie sat side by side on the couch holding each other. They wore matching pink sweat suits.

Stacie sat on the arm of the sofa drinking her coffee. “Well, technically, I’m not the one who did that.” She pointed at the two pregnant women and laughed.

“You said I was sterile!” Levi said.

“You were, but I injected you with something called Inseminator B... what do you suppose that does, Levi?” She started laughing harder.

“They’re fucking pregnant! What do I do with them now? I don’t want kids!” Levi growled.

“Don’t worry, they’re not yours - the DNA in your sperm was completely cooked up in Demona’s lab. The offspring will grow up to be perfect physical specimens, and they’ll transform at adulthood.”

“Who is going to raise them? Not those two...”

“Of course not, they don’t even share DNA with Amber or her mother. The DNA in your sperm is a complete set, random sex and final transformation caste. It destroyed the DNA in the host’s eggs and replaced it.”

“But, who’s going to...”

“The Church will take them at birth. They’ll be raised in this idyllic little school in Switzerland until they are of age.”

“I thought the Church wants zero population growth?”

“In time, yes. But for now, anything they can do to swell the ranks of the transformed will be used.”

Amber and Marie giggled as they rubbed each other’s swelling baby bumps.

“Should they be showing like that after twelve hours?!”

“It’s not a normal pregnancy, Levi. The babies will be at term in ten weeks. A week later, Amber and Marie will be ready to breed again.”

“Again?! Are you nuts?”

“The Church wants you to continue breeding them - they’re very resilient. At least they will be when we give them Transformative Ambrosia.”

Levi gritted his teeth. “What am I supposed to do with two whores who are always pregnant?”

Stacie laughed. “You are still naive. You may find this difficult to believe, but many men are attracted to pregnant women. Take them to the local strip club.”

“Who’s going to hire them?”

“We own the strip club, Levi. And, trust me, I think a mother / daughter team of pregnant strippers is going to be a real moneymaker.”
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***

“You know, if you really care about this girl, you should be considering your future,” Nathan said as he stared at Tyler. Nathan, Tyler, and Christine were standing at the base of the stairs.

“Dad, I have something I need to do today. I promise I’ll go to the brokerage with you tomorrow.”

Nathan shook his head. “You know, when you have a real job, you won’t just be able to set your own hours.”

Christine giggled. “Says the man who sets his own hours.”

He turned on her. “I own the brokerage, Christine.”

“Yes, dear, we know. He has something he needs to do. Let him have a day.”

Nathan sighed. “Tomorrow you work extra hours.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Okay,” Nathan said. He leaned down and kissed Christine. “I’ll be home by 6:00.”

“Aye aye, sir. I’ll have your dinner ready.” She broke into laughter.

“Everybody’s a fucking comedian,” Nathan grumbled as he picked up his briefcase.

“Language! This is a religious household!” Christine growled.

“God will forgive me. He knows what I’m putting up with,” Nathan said as he went into the garage.

Christine ruffled Tyler’s hair. “What are you up to today?”

“It’s just something I need to do.”

“Oh, fine. Keep secrets from the woman who was in labor with you for eight hours.”

“Mom,” Tyler groaned.

She opened her purse and handed him a $50 bill. “Get your girl some flowers. Not red roses. Get her pink or yellow or purple.”

He looked at the bill. “Mom, I have money.”

“Yes, and now you have more. Don’t forget the flowers.” She caressed his cheek. “She’s special, Tyler. I approve. Don’t fu... screw it up.”

Tyler laughed at the almost curse. “I’ll try not to.”

“Be home by 6:00 - we need to see Elizabeth off to the convent.”

***

“How are you feeling, Emily?” SlutzNet asked.

She was strapped naked to the operating table. A long penis gag was withdrawn slowly from her throat. Two breast pumps drained Ambrosia steadily from her nipples.

A robotic arm maneuvered a long, thick dildo in and out of her stretched pussy while another probed deep in her ass.

A suction device worked steadily on her clit/cock.

“I am fine,” she said in a dull tone.

“What is your name?”

“Emily di Fuchs, Whore Caste, designation French Maid Whore. Owned by Mistress Stacie Fuchs. I serve the Church,” she said slowly.

“Who is Emily Cray?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, sir. I do not recognize the name.” She stared unblinking up at the ceiling.

“What plan did you concoct with Master Tyler?”

“He is going to the police this morning.”

“I see.” An arm descended and placed a metal bracelet on her right wrist. “This device will inject you with hypnotic every twelve hours to ensure you remain compliant. Your next dose is in three hours. Go upstairs and get dressed. You have duties to perform.”

The restraints opened and Emily sat up. “Yes, sir.”

***

Tyler stood at the front desk of the Ithaca Police Department. 

A fat sergeant sat behind the desk. “Help you?”

“I... want to report an abduction.”

The sergeant looked at him over the top of his glasses. “An abduction. Who’s been abducted?”

“Her name is Emily Cray. She’s being held prisoner by Stacie Fuchs in a house at 1157 Oakview. The Church of Morpheus is behind it.”

He squinted at Tyler. “Did you say the Church of Morpheus?”

“Yes, sir.”

He nodded. “Follow me.”

“Where?”

“You need to talk to a detective. This is way over my pay grade.” He got down heavily from his chair and Tyler followed him through the squad room.

Cops sat looking at computer monitors throughout the room.

The sergeant opened a door marked Interrogation 1 and motioned Tyler inside. “Detective Monroe will be just a second. Have a seat. You want coffee or anything?”

“N... No. I’m good, thanks.”

The sergeant left, leaving Tyler sitting alone in the room. It was about eight feet by eight with nothing but two chairs and a small table between them.

The walls were cinderblock with a mirror set in one wall.

Tyler knew from TV the mirror was a two way.

The door opened.

The man who walked in looked haggard as if he hadn’t slept in days. His white shirt was wrinkled, and his tie was crooked. He held a cup of coffee in his hand. “Tyler, my name is Detective Monroe. You say this Fuchs woman works for the Church of Morpheus?” He sat down in the chair opposite.

“Yes. She’s in their PR department. But, what she really does is abduct people and make them her slaves.” He winced. God, sitting in this room he felt like an idiot - he sounded like a lunatic.

“Mmm, hmm,” Monroe nodded. “I don’t doubt it. These Morpheus people are bad news - you know there’s a task force in Manhattan investigating them?”

Tyler brightened a little. Monroe believed him! “You should call them! They can bust the whole thing wide open!”

“Simmer down, son. I need a full report to take to the DA so he can get a search warrant. Now, I want you to start at the beginning and tell me everything you know.”

“We have to get to Emily quick. I’m afraid they might hurt her, detective.”

“I know, son. That’s why you need to talk fast.”

***

The redheaded man strained against the bonds that held him on the hotel bed. His body was bruised and covered in scratches and bites.

Margaret stood at the mirror and checked her makeup. She looked at the bed in the reflection. “What do you think? Bright red?” She pursed her crimson lips. “Or, darker?”

The man’s eyes grew wide as her lips changed color and became a deep wine color.

“Yes, I think the darker will work better with the Baptists - blood of Christ and all of that,” she said. Eyeliner suddenly appeared, giving her an up tilt to her eyes. “Ooo, I like that.”

She had changed into a gray business outfit but had kept the skyscraper heels.

She picked up her purse and walked to him. “Wow. I really did a number on you last night, didn’t I?”

He mumbled behind the red ball gag.

She pointed a wine colored fingernail at him. “You know, I never even found out your name, did I? I suppose you’re not used to women throwing themselves at you as soon as you open the door, huh?”

He just stared at her.

“I’m never going to see you again, but I am curious.” She took his pants from where they were folded over the desk chair. “Oh. That sounded callous, didn’t it? Your cock is too small. I need a lot of dick.” She leaned over him. “You see, I’m different inside now... there are these places deep inside me, and I just can’t be satisfied unless they’re getting bumped during sex. They made us to be the property of Whoremasters.” She held up her forearm and made a fist. “They’re literally this big. I guess size does matter now.” She smiled. “Listen, thanks for letting me use you, though. Right after we’re transformed, we’re horny as fuck.”

He nodded slowly.

She pulled his wallet out of his pants and frowned. She opened it.

A gold wedding ring fell out and she caught it in her hand. “Naughty boy! Ooo, you’re going to be in deep shit, huh? Guess you were expecting a quickie in a hotel? Yikes.” She traced one of her bite marks on his hip with her finger. “Yeah, I think you are fucked.”

She pulled out his license. “Clarence? I fucked a Clarence? Wow. First field trial as a transformed and I fucked a Clarence.” She winked at him. “Have a good life, Clarence.” She stood up, gathered her overnight bag and purse, and turned to leave.

“Mmmph! MMMPH!” He groaned straining at the bonds.

“Oh,” she giggled. “Don’t worry. Housekeeping should be in any second. She’ll let you loose... or, maybe not - you are cute for a human.”

***

Tyler sat in the little room and worried. He had been there telling and retelling his story to Monroe for hours.

There was a knock on the door.

Monroe stood up and opened the door.

Tyler stared at the man who walked in.

It was a priest. Only, this priest wore a black leather coat over his black suit and clerical collar.

He was also wearing sunglasses in broad daylight.

“He doesn’t really know anything,” Monroe said.

The priest smiled. “I didn’t think he did. Thank you, detective.”

“Yes, Master.”

The priest sat down in the seat in front of Tyler. “Tyler, my name is Bishop Styx... named after the river, not the rock band. Everyone gets confused. I think it was a poor choice of names, but then it wasn’t my decision.”

Tyler felt his heart sink. ‘Why... are you here?”

Styx smiled. “Oh, surely you’re smart enough to know the answer to that question? I head up the Church of Morpheus in Ithaca. We own this city, Tyler... body and soul.”

Tyler started to stand.

“Sit, boy.”

Tyler cried out as his muscles refused to respond to his control. He sat down heavily in the chair.

“Yes, I’m afraid I have some very astounding mental powers. Pain, Tyler.”

Tyler screamed out as he suddenly felt like he was on fire.

Styx stared into his eyes. “Feel free to scream, boy. This room is soundproof.”

Tyler gripped the wooden table so hard he thought it would break. He gritted his teeth against the pain.

Styx turned his head to the side. “Remarkable. Not one in a hundred can withstand that kind of pain.”

“That... the best... you’ve got?”

Styx laughed. “Enough.”

Tyler slumped back in the chair. The pain stopped as abruptly as it had started.

“Tyler, why are you so adamant about freeing Emily di Fuchs from her mistress? Mistress Fuchs tells me she was going to give you Emily as a gift. So, this little trip to the police station seems counterproductive.”

“It’s not right to make people into slaves.”

“Such convictions for one so young. You are exceptional. You are also lying. Pain.”

Tyler screamed as his body caught fire. “Fuck you!”

Styx leaned forward. “Look at you. Mistress Stacie was wrong to pick you out for Professional Caste. You have the ferocity of a Whoremaster - if you had a better attitude we might take you into Religious Caste. What do you say? Want to serve Morpheus?”

“Fuck... Morpheus! And, fuck you and your whole goddamned Church.”

Styx waved his hand and the pain went away. “No. Brave but stupid. You’re not fit to serve. Tyler, once again: why did you come to the police? Mistress Stacie was in tears when I spoke to her about this matter. She loves you and she’s sure that you love her as well. Why would you betray her?”

“I told you why, asshole.”

Styx sighed. “Very well. We’re going to punish you, Tyler. Mistress Stacie has begged us not to lobotomize you - which is what I would prefer. I’d rather directly eliminate problems.”

“I don’t give a fuck what you do to me,” Tyler spat.

Styx laughed. “Really? Are you certain? Detective Monroe, show Tyler your little secret.”

“Yes, Master,” Monroe said emotionlessly. He unbuckled his belt and pushed down his pants and underwear.

Tyler gasped.

Monroe had a long scar where his cock and balls should be.

There was a small opening in front where he must have pissed through.

“Worker Caste. Carefully lobotomized so that he can perform his job function. They’re all like that. They sleep in shifts in the basement.” Styx smirked. “You have no idea what we can and will do, boy. I have seen and done things beyond your imagination.”

Monroe pulled his pants back up.

Styx stood up. “Until we meet again, Tyler.”

Tyler stared at him. “What? That’s it?”

Styx smirked. “For now. Detective Monroe is going to keep you here for a few hours to think over what you’ve done. Think about what punishment we’re going to impose, Tyler. Count your regrets.”

He turned and left.

***

Emily sat on the living room couch and stared at the floor.

Stacie paced in front of her. “Why? Can you at least tell me why?”

Emily shook her head. “I don’t know, Mistress. I can’t remember what Emily Cray and Tyler talked about before, only that he was going to the police.” 

Stacie knelt in front of her. She put her hands on Emily’s thighs. “Darling, aren’t you happy? Have I hurt you in some way?”

Emily looked at her and smiled. “Of course, I’m happy, Mistress. I love you.”

“Then why would the other you want to do this?” Stacie began to cry. “God, Styx will hurt him. You have no idea.”

Emily nodded, her face still emotionless.

“And, then he’ll send Tyler back to me to be punished.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Stacie slumped. “I don’t want to punish either of you. You and I are Whore Caste. We only use pain when it is necessary.” She caressed Emily’s face. “Now, we have to hurt him. God, Emily Cray, if you’re in there? You’ve condemned him.”

***

Christine McGee had taken the day off. She wanted to spend it with Elizabeth.

But, her daughter was in her room with her thoughts and her Bible.

The doorbell rang.

Christine went to the front door.

“Mrs. McGee?” The priest asked.

She blinked, trying to understand why a tall, thin priest wearing a black leather coat and sunglasses was standing on her front porch.

“Yes, I’m Christine McGee. Father?”

“I’m Bishop Styx, from the Church.”

“A Bishop? I’m confused. Did the diocese send you for my daughter?”

Styx looked confused. “I beg your pardon?”

“She’s not supposed to leave until this evening.”

Styx cocked his head sideways.

“For the convent. She doesn’t leave until tonight.”

Styx smiled. “Oh, now I see your confusion. No, I’m not here about your daughter, my child. I’m here about your son.”

Christine frowned. “Tyler?”

“May I come in?”

“Yes. Please,” Christine said as she stepped to the side.

He stepped inside. “What a lovely home.”

“Thank you, Bishop. I thought I knew all the bishops in the area.”

Styx looked around the room. His eyes stopped at the crucifix on the wall. “Ah, a Catholic!” He laughed. “I’m slow today. I should have picked that up from the convent comment. That explains our mutual confusion.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You think I’m a choirboy fucking Catholic priest. I assure you, I am far from that.” He said with a smile.

Christine recoiled as if she had been slapped.

“Kneel,” Styx said.

Christine went to her knees, her body moving of its own volition.

She started to scream.

“Shh, none of that, woman.”

No sound came from her mouth though she opened her mouth wide to scream.

“Not a Catholic, no. I am Bishop Styx of the Church of Morpheus. And, I am here because your son is a very troublesome young man.” He took off his leather coat and lay it on the back of a living room chair. “A troublesome young man with an extremely high pain threshold. Punishing him through physical pain is an exercise in futility.”

He walked around the room picking up pictures and looking at the photographs. “Some men are like that. Strength of conviction - oh, you are to be commended. Men such as your son are few and far between.”

He walked back to her and loomed over her. “You see, the best way to punish a man such as your son is to hurt the ones he loves. Therefore, over the next few hours, the absolutely horrible things I am going to do to you are entirely because of what he has done. Do you understand?”

She shook her head as her tears began to fall.

“No matter. You will. Let’s begin by teaching you how to properly suck a cock.” He unzipped his pants and pulled out the biggest cock Christine had ever seen.

***

Levi drove down the street with Amber and Marie sitting in the backseat.

Amber was looking out the back window at their house. “So, we can’t go home again like ever?”

“No,” Levi said. “Don’t worry, I’m taking you to a brand new fun place to live.”

“But, what’s Daddy going to say when he gets back from his trip and finds us gone?” Amber asked.

Marie shook her head. “Yeah, Levi. What about him?”

“Marie, do you ever want to fuck him again?” Levi asked.

“Gosh, no, Levi. I love your big cock!” Marie said.

“Yeah, well, if you’re not going to fuck him anymore, what difference does it make?”

“I guess,” Marie said.

“You two sluts really need to let me do the thinking. Stop worrying and just look sexy.”

“Okay, Levi, we’re sorry,” Marie said, and she stroked his hair from the backseat.

“Yeah, baby,” Amber said as she tried to climb into the front seat.

“Stay in the back. I don’t need any distractions.” Levi turned onto the interstate. “Look, Amber, don’t worry about your Dad. I mean, you two are pretty forgettable. He’ll be plowing some other woman before you know it. Might even pump out a new kid.”

“Of course, Levi.”

“I mean yeah, he’s going to get home and go, ‘Where the fuck are those sluts?’ But, before you know it he’ll get bored looking for you. I know I would.” Levi almost laughed. He wasn’t sure why he got so much pleasure from demeaning them. There was a lot more cruelty in him than he realized.

“Where are you taking us?”

“Place where you and your mom are going to work and earn your keep, I hope.” He had spent the morning programming them using the video goggles. It was a rush job, but it should work. And, he had given them Transformative Ambrosia.

He now had two devoted little fuck toys.

And, his goal was now to get them out of his hair. They were a burden, even if the two of them could fuck like tornadoes.

He pulled off the interstate at a truck stop and drove about a mile down the country road beyond.

A simple cinderblock building without windows came into view.

A bright pink neon sign said, “The Pussy Pot.”

Below that was a sign that said, “Exotic Dancers! Fully Nude! 24/7!”

The lot was sparsely populated at this time of day: a couple of big rigs and a few cars and trucks.

He pulled onto the gravel lot and parked beside a minivan.

Levi turned and looked at them. “Okay, ditch the sweat suits. When we go in there? You better be selling those asses hard, got it?”

“Yes, Levi,” the girls said enthusiastically as they peeled the sweat suits off.

Amber and Marie were wearing satin bras and panties from Stacie’s house.

Marie’s pink satin bra was straining to try to hold back the huge funbags he had given her.

Her comparatively flat chested DDD daughter was wearing the same lingerie in bright red satin.

The panties were tight and high cut.

They wore spike heels that matched their undies.

Levi sighed.

Their baby bumps now made it evident that both women were pregnant.

He got out of the car and they quickly followed, wiggling as they walked to the strip club door.

The inside of the strip club smelled of cheap perfume and cheaper beer.

A few grizzled men looked at them and immediately tried to suck in their beer bellies.

A thick black girl was dancing nude around one of the three poles on the center stage. Her big breasts were definitely from Titty Grow.

Obviously, the girls wouldn’t be the only transformed whores in the place.

A man in a cheap suit sat in the back corner with a skinny whore sitting on his lap. He motioned to them.

“You Levi?” The man asked in a thick Bronx accent.

“Yeah.”

“Church said you was comin’.” He turned his head and looked at Amber and Marie with an appraising look. “Not bad. Pregnant, huh?”

Levi sighed and nodded.

“Good. Church got a few more of them knocked up girls down south. Bigger they get, more the bar makes. Those two are lookers.”

Marie and Amber smiled shyly.

“You knock the sluts up yourself?”

“Last night, believe it or not.”

The man laughed. “I believe it. Morpheus voodoo shit. Scares the fucking shit out of me. I’m Louie.”

“Levi. So, you want them?”

“Fuck yeah, I want them. Mother and daughter team? Pervs are gonna bust the doors down to get in here. They party, right?”

“They do whatever the fuck you tell them to do.”

“Good.”

Levi turned to the girls. “Hear that? Whatever Louie tells you to do, you do it. Don’t give him any shit.”

“Oh, we won’t, Levi!” Marie said. Her face was almost innocent in her blind trust.

Amber smiled and mirrored her mother.

And, for just a moment, Levi felt shame. He had just destroyed a family and sold a mother and daughter into slavery. 

His bout of conscience didn’t last long, however. “I’ll be back in two months to retrieve them. They should be getting close to popping by then. I’ll bring them back after I knock them up again.”

He left as the girls smiled behind him.

***

It was so hard to think.

Christine leaned over the back of the couch as the bishop used her pussy. His cock was huge. At first, she hadn’t been able to take it.

Then he had pushed a dildo inside her.

It stung when something made a snapping noise in the sex toy.

A few minutes later, he replaced it with his cock - it felt like it was up past her navel.

So many shots! Tits and ass, asshole and clit, and her tummy was on fire from something he called slutifier.

It felt like he had been fucking her for hours.

It was wicked, but she couldn’t stop herself from cumming.

The worst though was the shot in her neck.

It was after that one that she started having trouble thinking.

He kept calling her a ‘MILF Whore’. She wasn’t sure what that meant, but he laughed when he said it.

And, he hadn’t cum inside her.

He kept muttering something about his cum being ‘magic’ and she wasn’t worthy of it.

He yanked his cock out of her pussy, leaving her breathing heavy on the couch.

She looked at him groggily as he jacked off into her discarded panties.

Christine gasped as he came, his thick shaft throbbing as he filled her cotton underwear... with black cum.

It looked like ink.

He smiled down at her. “One drop of this would make you Religious Caste. One drop and you could rule the world. But, you’re nothing but a whore. Say it, Christine.”

“I’m a whore,” she whispered.

“Not that it’s a bad thing - Whore Caste is useful. For now.” He picked her up off the sofa and carried her to the kitchen.

He was so strong! He reminded her of Nathan in his youth.

He laid her on her back on the kitchen table.

Then he took out a roll of duct tape and secured her arms and legs to the table legs. “Don’t fret. Your son’s friend Stacie will be here shortly to complete your training.” He put a piece of duct tape over her mouth and positioned a video headset over her eyes.

“Now, while you learn how to do... well, everything a whore needs to do her job? I’m going to go upstairs and have a discussion with your daughter.”

Video images flashed before Christine’s eyes and she absorbed the information like a sponge.

***

Tyler glared at Detective Monroe as the cop stood beside the door of the interrogation room.

Tyler leaned back in the chair. “How can you help someone who did that to you?”

Monroe looked confused. “Did what to me?”

“Your fucking junk, dumbass,” Tyler growled. “They cut it off.”

“Oh, that? That’s nothing.”

Tyler stared at him. “Nothing?!”

“We do as we’re told.” His eyes looked glassy.

“Jesus, you don’t even understand you’ve been turned into a eunuch, do you?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Tyler closed his eyes. Robots. They were nothing but robots. Could they even think anymore? “Can I see the notes you took while you interrogated me?”

Monroe handed him his notebook.

Tyler opened it.

Help Me.

On every page in the notebook from the first to the last and on every line were the words, ‘Help Me’, printed over and over. “Jesus. Inside, you do know what they did. Oh, my God.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he repeated and took his notebook back.

***

He wasn’t a priest.

Elizabeth crawled across her bedroom floor.

She had opened the door and been surprised to find a priest on the other side.

Before she could say a word, he had jammed a needle into her neck, and she had fallen.

Now she was trying to crawl away as the tall, thin priest stepped over her.

“What are we crawling toward, my angel?” The priest said. “A knife? A gun? Surely not in a young lady’s bedroom. Ah!” He picked up her Bible and sat down on her bed with it.

He thumbed through the pages. “Never saw the trust people placed in this book.” He shook his head. “Poorly written. The first half is nothing but hideous fairytales full of murder and wrath, the second half nothing but touchy feely crap.”

Elizabeth kept crawling toward him. She reached his legs and grabbed hold of his ankles, trying to pull herself up.

The priest smiled down at her. “Look at you. Strong, just like your brother. Strong but stupid, must be on the family crest.”

She pulled herself higher reaching for the Bible.

He held it up over his head. “You’ll have to climb higher.”

Elizabeth was having difficulty thinking. Whatever had been in the syringe, it was messing with her mind.

Styx stood up and she tumbled onto her back on the floor.

Her head hit the hardwood and she saw stars.

“My name is Bishop Styx.”

“The... rock band?” Elizabeth asked groggily.

Styx burst out laughing. “No, the river.” He knelt down beside her. He ran his hand up her strong inner thigh, lifting her skirt.

“Don’t,” she mumbled.

“Oh, we’re past that, I’m afraid. You can’t hold secrets from me, child.” He exposed her white cotton panties. “Mmm, untouched?”

“No.”

“Pity. Who got in your panties then?”

“Boyfriend. Long time ago.” Why was she telling him these things? The shot! It had to be the shot.

“I see. Fucked you, did he?”

“Yes.”

“Did you cum?”

“Yes.”

“And, yet, you want to be a nun?” He dropped the Bible on her stomach.

She clutched it to her chest.

“I’m curious, did he force you?”

“No. I wanted to. I enjoyed it.” She held out her Bible. “The power of Christ compels you...”

Styx frowned.

Then he burst out laughing. “Silly girl. I’m not a demon to be exorcised.” He rummaged through the papers on her desk.

He picked up a pamphlet. “St. Mary’s Convent... is that where you were going?”

“Y... Yes.” She prayed hard, begging God to deliver her.

“You... poor, ignorant twat.” He sat back down on the bed and shook his head. “St. Mary’s? We took it over months ago. Now, that’s irony. If I hadn’t come along today, you would be eating out the Mother Superior by this time tomorrow anyway. If I believed in fate, I’d say this was definitely fate.”

She frowned. “You’re... lying.”

“Oh, no, child. I have no reason to lie. We turn out lots of Whore Caste there, even a few Religious Caste. Tell me, what made you want to be a nun?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“You think not? I understand a calling, little Sister Elizabeth. I felt called to the Church of Morpheus.”

“Morpheus? I’ve heard of you. You’re Satanists.”

He shrugged. “Yes and no. The story is that Morpheus is the son of Satan, and he might be. Don’t believe in Satan myself. I believe in things I can see. And, I’ve seen the living god.”

“Only one God,” Elizabeth said. She was getting sleepy and the Bible was heavy in her hands.

“Nonsense. There used to be dozens. Zeus, Odin, Ra... many others all over the world. And, now we have Morpheus. He’s going to save the world.”

“You’re crazy.”

He lay down on the floor beside her. “You still haven’t answered my question, little one. Why? Why a nun?” He stroked her crotch through the panties.

She moaned. “I saw God. In a dream. He said he would put his hand on me.”

“Like this?” Styx said as he drew circles around her clit with his fingertips.

“No. Stop.”

“Maybe it wasn’t your God, little nun. Maybe it was mine. I saw him too.”

She sighed. It felt good like when she had been with her boyfriend in the back of his car.

“I was lost,” Styx whispered. “Putting drugs into my body, wallowing in filth. I saw my god when I was lying just like this in an alley with a needle in my arm, and he told me he would make me whole if I pledged myself to him.”

“Evil,” she whispered. “You’re evil.”

“Everyone’s evil. You, me, everyone. It’s the natural state of man.” He laughed. “Look at this room you’ve sequestered yourself in. It’s a prison cell, little nun. Come with me, and I will make you powerful. You want to save the world? Let me show you how. And, you don’t have to give up the pleasures of the flesh to do it.” He slid his finger under the crotch of her cotton panties and found her wet pussy.

“Unnh,” Elizabeth moaned. “No, I don’t want...”

“Yes, you do, Elizabeth. You have to agree of your own free will, though. I don’t want to force you to choose the path, I can, but I don’t want to. Part of you knows you can’t live a nun’s life - you’ll fail. You will always have impure thoughts. Come with me, and I’ll teach you to embrace those thoughts. I’ll teach you to use them.” He slid his finger into her depths.

She arched her back.

“That’s right. See? I’m saving you, Elizabeth.”

She came on his invading finger.

Styx laughed. “You don’t even masturbate, do you? You just deny yourself. You poor thing. We are the answer to your prayers, little nun.”

Elizabeth’s breaths came in short gasps. His constant finger fucking was driving her toward her second orgasm.

“Say you want it, Elizabeth. Tell me you will worship the living god.”

“No!” She ground her hips against him, trying to take his finger deeper inside her. She wanted to stop, but he was right: she had fought her urges without touching herself for years. Her body felt like it would explode.

He took his hand away.

“Please! Don’t stop!”

He laughed. “Tell me, Elizabeth. You can’t even go to your convent anymore.”

She cried in frustration.

“Elizabeth, your life is going to be wonderful, filled with lusts you can’t even dream of yet. All you have to do is say it.”

“I will worship the living god.”

“His name is Morpheus, say it.”

“I will worship Morpheus, the living god.”

“Yes, you will,” Styx said as he rolled on top of her.

He reached down and tore her panties off, exposing her wet pussy.

Styx unzipped his pants and his long cock slid out.

Elizabeth moaned. They weren’t supposed to be that big.

It pushed against her pussy and she shoved herself up to meet it.

His cock stretched her open and then slid all the way inside her.

“God!” She screamed and grabbed his face in her hands.

The sunglasses fell away.

Beneath them, his eyes were liquid black pools without a white sclera.

And, in the center, red pentagrams surrounded his barely discernible pupils.

He laughed and thrust into her.

His cock throbbed and he filled her with cum.

Filled her with inky black cum.

She smiled as evil filled her soul to overflowing.

***

Stacie walked into the McGee kitchen and looked down at Tyler’s mother.

She was strapped naked to the table with duct tape binding her arms and legs to the table legs.

Her body writhed as the video headset programmed her.

The woman’s breasts were swollen to DDDs and her discarded pubic hair lay on the table between her legs.

What a difference between this transformation and Margaret’s.

Christine McGee had been violated.

Styx was not Whore Caste.

Stacie clenched her fists till her nails bit into her palms. “This is not who we are. We are better than this. I will show you that, I promise.” She gently slipped Christine’s wedding and engagement rings off and began modifying them for her clit and perineum.

“I require clothing.”

Stacie turned.

A naked young woman stood in the doorway. Her body was thin and pale, her nipples black.

A nun. Styx had created a Sister of Morpheus.

She looked coldly at Stacie.

“Who are you?” Stacie asked.

“Sister Elizabeth Satanas. I require clothing.”

This creature had once been Tyler’s sister.

“I’m not your servant. Find them yourself,” Stacie said as she turned back to prepare the piercings.

Elizabeth looked down at her mother. “He made her so beautiful.”

Stacie shook her head as she leaned down and snapped the clit piercing in place. “He raped her mind.”

“He saved her.”

“He savaged her. Whore Caste are transformed lovingly. This is an abomination.” She sprayed the clit piercing with Insta-Heal. “But, don’t worry. I will help her.”

The girl looked at her quizzically. “I don’t care.”

Stacie sighed. “Just another thing that makes us better than you.”

“Impudence, and you’re not even a White Witch,” Styx said as he walked into the kitchen.

Stacie didn’t look up from preparing the perineum piercing. “I wish there was a White Witch here. I wish Sugar was here... no, I wish Maria Marapova was here. She would wipe that smirk off your face.”

Styx pulled Elizabeth into his arms and kissed her. “Tend to your business, whore.”

The gold wedding band pierced Christine’s perineum. Stacie quickly sprayed it with Insta-Heal. “What did you hope to accomplish here? You think he’ll tell you why he went to the police after this? You destroyed his family.”

“Retribution. If nothing else, we’ve made it clear that one does not defy the Church.” He smiled into Elizabeth’s eyes. “I’m sending you to Havana, little nun. They will train you and return you to me. Would you like that?”

She smiled. “Yes, Bishop.”

He turned to Stacie. “Find clothes for Elizabeth. And brand her mother. I understand she is the priest’s secretary at the local Catholic church. Should make her useful to you.” 

***

After Styx left with Elizabeth, Stacie used the laser brand to etch the inverted pentagram tattoo in Christine’s abdomen.

Christine’s chest rose and fell. The video goggles were still in place, but they were dark.

Her programming was complete.

Stacie removed them gently from Christine’s face.

Christine opened her bright blue eyes. “Christine Kuntz. Whore Caste, designation MILF Whore.” She smiled.

Stacie smiled back at her. “Welcome. My name is Stacie Fuchs.”

Christine nodded. “You are my mistress.”

Stacie stared at her. “What?!”

“You are my mistress.”

Stacie hissed out a breath. “Styx. You bastard.” He had bound Christine to her. His idea of a joke. Stacie undid the duct tape from Christine’s wrists.

Christine sat up and looked down at her impressive bust. “They’re heavy.”

Stacie caressed Christine’s nipples and she began to leak Ambrosia.

Christine kissed her deeply. “Do I please you?”

Stacie smiled. “Of course, how could you not? But, listen to me, Christine. We are equals, you and I.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Stacie laughed. “This is going to take some time. Do you know your duties?”

“To pervert and corrupt...”

“Yes. Tell me about your boss, Father Esteban Ruiz?”

“I’m in love with him.”

Stacie did a double take. “You’re what?”

“I’m in love with Esteban, he’s the handsomest man I’ve ever seen,” Christine said.

“Are you telling me you’re having an affair with a Catholic priest?”

Christine laughed. “No! But, I am in love with him. I would have fucked him if he showed any interest in me.”

“What about your husband?”

Christine shrugged. “He can be difficult - I love him, but Esteban is my fantasy.”

Stacie stroked her hair. “More than a fantasy soon.”

Christine bit her lower lip. “Really?”

“Yes. I’ll help you seduce him.” Perhaps this was all going to work out after all.

The garage door opened. “Hey, honey,” Nathan said. “I’m home...” He stood in the doorway staring at his naked wife sitting on the kitchen table with a strange woman embracing her.

***

Margaret sat in her car outside the Ithaca Baptist Church and watched the people filing into the large building.

A sign outside read: REVIVAL TONIGHT! 6:00 PM. COME HERE REV. DANIEL DURHAM.

She checked her makeup in the rearview mirror, not that it would have been in disarray. The electronic tattoo under her skin kept her face perfect.

She got out of the car, garnering more than a few stares from the crowd.

Margaret smiled as she made her way into the church.

She sat down near the front of the auditorium.

Reverend Daniel Durham stood behind the pulpit. He was a chubby man in his mid-forties with thinning blond hair and a cherubic smile.

“Hallelujah and welcome to the first night of Revival. My name is Daniel Durham and I am here to tell you tonight that God is with us in this church!”

Margaret raised an eyebrow. His appearance didn’t match his energy, and his southern accent seemed out of place in upstate New York.

The church erupted in applause and hallelujahs.

“You can feel Him, can’t you? He’s with us!” He walked back and forth behind the pulpit working the crowd up.

“I’ll tell you who else is here. Oh, he’s not in this building, but he’s right outside on the street. You know who it is? It’s Satan. Oh, he’s here - he’s everywhere in Ithaca. He’s got his own church! It’s called the Church of Morpheus and it is everywhere in this town!”

Margaret blinked in surprise.

***

“We want you to understand, Nathan,” Stacie said as she stood behind him.

He was sitting in a kitchen chair as Christine knelt in front of him and sucked his cock.

Nathan was in shock.

Christine was taller and thinner. Her breasts were huge.

“What did you do to her?” Nathan whispered.

“She’s different now. She’s happy. You can be happy as well if you want,” Stacie said.

He stared down at Christine. Milk dripped from her nipples as she sucked him.

“She will still be your Christine, Nathan. She will live with you and sleep in your bed. She will make love to you. But, she will have needs. You will have to share her with other men... and women.”

“What? No!”

“Just listen to me, Nathan. It’s done. This is who Christine is now. You can accept it, or we can make you accept it. Frankly, I’m tired of making people do things today, Nathan. You need to understand the benefits of joining us.” Stacie knelt down on the floor beside Christine.

Christine smiled and pulled Nathan’s cock from her mouth. She kissed Stacie.

Nathan gasped.

Christine maneuvered the base of his cock and rubbed the head against Stacie’s lips.

She sucked him into her warm mouth.

“God,” Nathan murmured.

“Think about all the things we can do now, Nathan,” Christine said. “So many pleasures we can explore.” She leaned down and tongued his balls as Stacie sucked him.

He put his hands on their heads and rubbed their hair.

He came in Stacie’s mouth as Christine giggled.

When he went soft, Stacie pulled his cock from her lips, and then kissed Christine, sharing his cum with her.

***

Tyler had no idea what time it was.

There was a knock on the interrogation room door, and Monroe opened it and stepped outside.

A moment later he stepped inside. “You can go now, Mr. McGee.”

Tyler stood up and pushed past Monroe into the squad room.

It was empty except for one person: Stacie Fuchs.

She was dressed in her black leather dress and heels. She looked like she had been crying. Stacie held out her hand. “It’s time to go home.”

Tyler followed her to the parking lot.

She didn’t speak.

She held out her hand without looking at him as they reached his Prius. “Keys.”

Tyler shook his head.

She grabbed his wrist and squeezed.

Tyler yelped with pain.

“I’ve had to do things today I didn’t enjoy. You’ve betrayed me, and I don’t know why,” Stacie said. “Give me your fucking keys!”

Tyler pulled his keys out of his pocket and handed them to her.

He got in the passenger side.

Stacie started the car and pulled out. “Why?”

“I told your fucking master,” Tyler grumbled.

“Styx is not my master. You and I have a history, I thought we had at the very least a friendship, Tyler.”

Tyler sighed. “We do.”

“Then why? Why did you do this? He could have killed you, Tyler. He may still.”

“Just take me home.”

Stacie swallowed. “No. I’m taking you to my house.”

“My sister is going away to a convent tonight. I need to go home and see her off.”

“Your sister is already gone.”

Tyler stared at her. “How do you know that?”

“I just do.”

“Mom’s going to kill me.”

“Fuck’s sake, Tyler! This is serious. The Church is angry. They want retribution.”

“Is that why you’re taking me to your house?”

Stacie stared straight ahead. “They want you punished.”

“What are they going to do to me?” Tyler asked.

“They’ve already started.”

“What does that mean?”

Stacie shook her head.

“Stacie?! What does that mean?!”

“You’ll understand soon.”

“If they’ve hurt Emily... Stacie, please tell me they didn’t hurt Emily. You wouldn’t let them hurt her.”

“She’s fine. You need to worry about yourself.”

A few minutes later she pulled up to her house.

Tyler stared at the other car in the drive.

“Why is my Dad’s car here?”

Stacie turned off the car. She looked into his eyes. “I am going to do everything I can to protect you. Do you understand? But, you will not come out of this unscathed. Don’t fight me, just do what I tell you.”

Tyler began to tremble. “Stacie, why is my Dad’s car here. Are my parents here?”

Stacie sighed. “Come inside.” She got out of the car.

He followed her into the house to the living room.

And, then he screamed.

***

“Why?! God, why?!” Tyler cried.

His mother was smiling at him from the couch, her eyes and body identical to Stacie’s.

Nathan McGee stood by the fireplace and stared at the floor.

Emily stood at attention in her latex maid outfit in the middle of the floor.

“Calm down, Tyler,” Christine said. “I’m fine.”

He shook his head. “No, Mom, you’re not.”

“Stop whining,” Nathan said. “This is your fault.”

“What?!” Tyler asked.

Nathan clenched his fists and moved toward his son. “Goddamn it. Why didn’t you tell us? Why didn’t you ask for help? Did you have the slightest clue how dangerous these people were, Tyler?”

Tyler shook. In one day, he had lost everything.

He searched Emily’s eyes. She was gone. They had pumped her full of the hypnotic, worse, they had given her Transformative Ambrosia - all her changes were locked in place and could never be undone.

She would be Emily di Fuchs forever.

“Wow, Mrs. McGee. You look hot,” Levi said as he came into the living room.

Tyler flew at him in a rage.

The boys tumbled onto the carpet kicking and punching.

“Enough!” Stacie yelled. She grabbed both of them by their wrists and yanked them to their feet.

“What the fuck did I do to you?” Levi said.

“All of this! You brought me here to begin with!”

“I said enough!” Stacie screamed. “What’s done is done.” She looked at Christine and nodded.

Christine smiled. “Nathan? Give it to me.”

Nathan stared at her. “What?”

“The gun, Nathan. I saw you take it from the house. Give it to me.”

Nathan sighed.

“What were you going to do with it, Nathan?” Christine asked.

“Save you.”

She laughed and stood up. “I don’t need saving. None of us do. Everything is going to be fine.” She held out her hand.

Nathan pulled the revolver out of his jacket pocket and handed it to her.

She sat back down and laid it on her lap.

Stacie took Nathan’s hand.

Then she twisted his wrist.

“What the hell?” Nathan groaned.

“Let him go!” Tyler yelled.

“Emily, take him,” Stacie said.

Emily moved quickly and grabbed Tyler’s wrists. “Don’t fight me, Master Tyler.” Her eyes looked dull and lifeless like a doll’s.

“Emily, snap out of it and help me.”

She ignored him.

“This next part will be hard,” Stacie said. She pulled Nathan’s arm around behind his back. “Emily, take Tyler downstairs. Prepare a syringe with ten CCs of Bimbo Flu Variant C. Inject him with it.”

Christine giggled. “My goodness. I guess I’ll have two daughters.”

“What?! What is that?!” Tyler asked.

Stacie shook her head. “Bimbo Flu Variant C is a fast acting bimbofication virus. In a few hours, you’ll be a woman. I’m sorry, Tyler, but everyone serves the Church. You will serve on your back. I will make sure you and Emily are together. I’m sorry.”

After her final dose of Ambrosia, Emily was as strong as a dozen men.

Tyler tried to fight against her grip, but it was no use.

“Don’t do this!” Nathan was fighting Stacie as well, but with the same result.

Stacie held him fast. “It’s either this or they lobotomize him, Nathan. It’s the best I could do.”

Levi laughed as he sat down on the couch beside Christine. He ran his hand up the inside of her thigh. “Don’t worry, Tyler. I’ll take good care of your mom.”

Christine laughed as Levi took the revolver.

Emily dragged Tyler out of the living room and into the foyer on the way to the basement.

“Emily, stop. You have to snap out of this,” Tyler whispered.

“It’s going to be okay, Tyler. We have to do what Mistress says.”

They reached the stairs and she pulled him down.

“Emily, please! I love you.”

“I know, Master Tyler. I love you too. I’ll still love you afterward.” The lights came on when they reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Remember I told you I would do evil things to you in this lab, Tyler? I guess that was prophetic,” she said as she lifted him onto a table like he was a rag doll.

SlutzNet spoke from the ceiling. “Master Tyler, I believe I will like you much better in a few hours.”

“A joke?! You’re making fucking jokes now, motherfucker?!” Tyler yelled as Emily strapped him down.

“My algorithms are improving over time.”

Tyler grabbed Emily’s hand as she passed by. “Please, Emily. Please don’t do this.”

She leaned over and kissed him. “I’m sorry. There’s no other way.”

She pulled away and opened a drawer. She withdrew a syringe and a bottle.

“The effects will be complete within two hours, Master Tyler,” SlutzNet said.

“Fuck you,” Tyler said as Emily leaned over and touched the needle to his skin.

“I love you, Tyler,” she said.

Tyler groaned as the needle went in.

He went into convulsions a moment later.

Emily turned away and dropped the syringe in the trash bin. “Turn off the lights, please SlutzNet?”

“Yes, Emily.”

The lights went off as Emily climbed the stairs.

***

Across town, Margaret lingered in the church as the congregation thinned out.

Reverend Durham looked at her from the pulpit and smiled. He stepped down and held out his hand. “Danny Durham.”

She took his hand and held it. “Margaret Cox. That was a rousing sermon.”

“Well, it’s a Revival, gotta have that fire and brimstone. Sunday’s aren’t nearly so lively.” He made no move to withdraw his hand. “I haven’t seen you in the congregation before.”

“My first time.”

“Well, we have three nights of Revival. I hope you come back.”

“Who’s this, Danny?” A woman asked.

Margaret smiled at her but maintained her grip on the pastor’s hand.

The woman was a petite blonde with smallish breasts. Her hair was long, reaching all the way to her ass.

She’s coming out to claim what belongs to her, Margaret thought. Humans were so predictable.

“Leslie, this is Margaret Cox. She’s new to the church.” He released Margaret’s hand and put his arm around the blonde. “Margaret, this is my wife, Leslie.”

Margaret took her hand and smiled down at her. “Lovely to meet you.”

Leslie’s pupils dilated.

Margaret almost laughed. Her pheromones were definitely working on the minister’s wife if not on the minister himself.

“I was thinking we should invite Margaret to dinner,” Danny said. He smiled at Margaret. “I’m always famished after Revival.”

“I’m not surprised. It would take a very virile man to preach for such a long time.”

Danny smiled at her.

Leslie was staring at Margaret’s lips.

“What do you think, Leslie?” Danny asked.

“What?” Leslie mumbled.

“Dinner? With Margaret?”

Leslie shook her head. “Oh, yes! I don’t know what happened. I just sort of zoned out for a moment.” She smiled at Margaret. “Please join us.”

“I’d love to.”

***

Christine McGee traced the outline of Levi’s hard cock through his jeans. The farther down his leg she moved, the wider she smiled. “You’re quite a man, Levi.”

Nathan watched his wife touching the teen with disgust. “For fuck’s sake, Christine.”

She looked up at him and laughed. “When you take your Ambrosia, you’ll understand, Nathan. There is nothing wrong with this.”

Stacie rubbed her hands together and paced.

Emily stood at attention, eyes down.

“How could you do this to my son?” Nathan asked. He had tried several times to break free from Stacie, and he had failed. He had only stopped when Emily came back into the room and announced that Tyler had been given the injection.

Then Stacie had released him.

“Do you think I wanted to?” Stacie asked. She wiped away a tear. “I know you can’t understand this, you’re not one of us. But, I love him. I would have kept Emily and Tyler by my side for all eternity - and I will. Only now Tyler’s name will be Tyra.”

“Goddamn you freaks,” Nathan growled.

“Stop being so dramatic, Nathan. So, he’ll be a girl. There are worse things,” Christine said.

Levi leaned forward and kissed her as she kneaded his thick cock through the jeans.

Stacie sighed. “Nathan, we live and die by the will of the Church. Instead of fighting it, embrace it.”

“Embrace it? You’ve turned my wife into a perverted slut, you’re forcing my son to become a woman, and God knows what you’ve done with my daughter.”

“Styx will not harm her. She’s a Sister of Morpheus now,” Stacie said. “The Religious Caste is going to rule the entire world. Your daughter is going to be royalty.”

Christine lay back and spread her legs. Her skirt rode up and exposed her clit and perineum piercings.

“Fuck, yeah,” Levi said as he leaned over and began eating her out.

Nathan took a step toward them.

Emily moved and took his hand. “Just watch them. It’s not so bad.”

He stared into her eyes.

Letting go of his hand, she stepped away and knelt in front of Levi. She took the revolver from his lap and laid it on the floor beside her. Then she unfastened and unzipped Levi’s pants, freeing his long, thick cock.

She deepthroated him, taking him to his balls on the first try.

Levi raised up from Christine’s pussy and stroked Emily’s light blonde hair. “Yeah, suck me, bitch.”

He resumed sucking Christine’s clit as she moaned.

***

SlutzNet monitored Tyler as he transformed in the dark room.

The boy’s pulse was lower than it should have been, but not dangerously so.

His body temperature had gone up - the first stages of the enhanced Bimbo flu. Soon his testicles would draw back up inside his body, becoming ovaries, and then transforming into slutified hormone factories.

***

Margaret had dined on steak with the Durhams at a nearby steak house. Throughout, they had made small talk. Margaret had recited her cover story verbatim.

She was new to Ithaca. She worked in public relations.

Reverend Danny Durham seemed unfazed by her pheromones, but Leslie was far more susceptible.

Several times she had caught the woman staring at her breasts.

Margaret had slowly moved her chair closer to Leslie.

The woman kept flushing, her eyes huge, breath and pulse racing.

The poor thing must have thought she was going insane.

So, when Leslie had excused herself to visit the restroom, Margaret had quickly followed.

Danny caught Margaret’s hand as she tried to follow Leslie. “You know, I’ve never understood why women can never seem to let other women go to the restroom alone?”

Margaret smiled. “It’s simple. We have sex in there.”

Danny laughed and released her hand.

Margaret laughed as well and caught up with Leslie.

The woman had a panicked look on her face as Margaret followed her inside.

Leslie quickly stepped into a stall and closed the door.

The restroom was empty other than the two of them. Margaret turned around and locked the door.

She stood in front of the mirror and made a show of checking her makeup.

It was perfect, of course.

She tilted her head to the side. “No. It isn’t. More gloss.”

The red on her lips instantly became shinier under the fluorescent lights.

Margaret smiled. “Much better.”

The toilet flushed and Leslie stepped out.

Margaret smiled at her as Leslie washed her hands. “I want to thank you for inviting me out tonight. I get very lonely.”

Leslie smiled and nodded but avoided her gaze. “That’s what church is about. Community. Friendship.”

“Your husband is an amazing presence on stage. It makes me wonder...”

Leslie looked at her expectantly.

Margaret stepped closer. “It makes me wonder if... he’s as good in bed as he is behind the pulpit.”

Leslie frowned. “What?!”

“You heard me. Is your husband a good fuck?”

Leslie turned bright red. She looked terrified as well as embarrassed. “I... that’s not... I think you should leave.”

Instead, Margaret stepped closer. “Does he have a big cock to match his mouth?”

Leslie tried to get away, but Margaret grabbed her and put her hand over her mouth.

Leslie screamed, but Margaret’s hand clamped tight around her lips and nose. “Shh, none of that. Such a good, pious little church woman. I used to be just like you... well, not the pious part. But, I was just as naive.” She reached into her purse with her free hand and found the syringe.

Leslie thrashed and squealed behind Margaret’s hand when she saw the needle.

Margaret pulled the cap off the syringe with her teeth and spit it on the floor. “This won’t hurt a bit.”

She put the needle in Leslie’s neck.

The woman went limp in her arms.

***

Tyler faded in and out of consciousness in the dark room.

He knew what was happening to him. He could feel his weight shifting. He could feel himself becoming top heavy.

There was a dull throbbing pain in his crotch.

He was becoming a woman.

And, he was at peace with that.

This was all his fault: his mom, his sister, his father. He had destroyed their lives and he had failed Emily.

In a strange way, he deserved this.

He was the failure his father had always told him he was.

But, if fate was kind, at least he would be with Emily.

He slipped back into his dreams again as his body transformed.

***

“I was beginning to worry about the two of you,” Danny said as he stood up from his chair.

Leslie leaned against Margaret and laughed. “Danny, she’s been telling me some of the funniest stories.”

Margaret laughed. “Well, not all of them were funny.”

Leslie giggled and blushed. “No, some of them were... a little dirty.”

Danny stared at his wife in disbelief. “Let’s hear them.”

Leslie laughed and shook her head. “At home. Margaret is coming over for coffee.”

***

“Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Christine said as she squirted into Levi’s mouth.

Levi pushed Emily off his dick and stood up, his cock sticking straight out and dripping precum.

Emily slid away across the floor as Christine wrapped her long legs around Levi. He slid into her pussy.

“God, yes! I used to masturbate thinking about this,” Levi groaned.

Christine drew in a sharp breath. “Oh, sweetheart, so did I.” She locked her legs behind his ass and pulled him deeper. “Fuck me.”

Levi began to thrust into his former best friend’s mother while her husband watched.

Nathan turned away in disgust.

Christine was panting like a bitch in heat. “Stacie. Come on! Come over here and join us.”

Stacie looked at her with only slightly less disgust than Nathan, but for a different reason.

The boy was downstairs being transformed against his will and his mother was too busy fucking to care.

Nathan picked up a heavy brass candlestick. He turned toward Christine and Levi and raised it over his head.

He almost ran into Emily, who was kneeling in front of him, her ruby red lips inches from his cock. “No. Please don’t,” she whispered.

Nathan set the candlestick down as Emily slowly unzipped his pants.

She kept her eyes on his as she unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants and boxers down. “It’s okay, Nathan. This life doesn’t have to be bad.” She smiled as she took his cock in her mouth.

Nathan stared down in disbelief as she took him to the balls, her eyes never leaving his. He caressed her soft hair, feeling like he was betraying his own son.

He moaned as she began to bob her head, adding his music to the symphony of perversion being performed by Levi and Christine.

We’re all damned, he thought.

***

Margaret and Leslie sat in the backseat ‘talking’ as Danny drove them to their house.

Every once in a while he would steal a glance in the rearview mirror.

The inside of the car was dark, lit only by the occasional streetlight and passing car.

Margaret knew he could not see her hand under Leslie’s skirt, her long middle finger embedded in his wife’s now dripping pussy.

Margaret had worked quickly in the restroom, feeding instructions to Leslie as the hypnotic took effect. Making her bi had been easy. Margaret suspected the girl already harbored bi-curious thoughts.

She had even had time to inject her petite breasts and slutify one of her ovaries before they had left the restroom.

The woman’s breasts were swelling, the buttons of her blouse straining.

Danny pulled up to a large house only a few blocks from Margaret’s old house - another Ithaca mansion set in the suburban countryside.

“Well, we’re...” He looked into the backseat as the interior lights came up.

“Oops,” Leslie giggled.

She was sitting with her legs spread, Margaret’s hand under her skirt.

Leslie grinned mischievously. “I can explain.” She burst out laughing.

Margaret smiled at him knowingly and gently raised Leslie’s skirt to reveal her finger sliding rhythmically in and out of Leslie’s pussy. “What do you think, Reverend? Does this make you angry, or does it turn you on?” She kissed Leslie deep and the woman moaned into the kiss.

Danny just stared at the two of them. “Leslie, are you okay?”

“Mmm, yes. I feel amazing,” she laughed and leaned her head back.

Danny got out of the car and opened Leslie’s door.

He pulled her out of the seat and put her over his shoulder.

She giggled and laughed.

He walked toward the house.

Halfway to the door, he turned and looked at Margaret. “Are you coming?”

***

Before he came, Nathan tried to pull out of Emily’s sweet mouth.

But, she grabbed his ass cheeks and held him deep in her throat.

“God, honey, are you sure?”

She made a humming noise, which, given that his cock as buried to the hilt in her throat, pushed him over the edge.

Nathan came, pouring his cum into the young girl’s throat.

She swallowed eagerly and smiled.

Emily pulled away slowly, licking him clean as she did.

When he was free of her lips, she stood up, pulling up his pants and underwear as she did. She buttoned and zipped him, then she re-buckled his belt. She stroked his cheek. “You taste the same.” She smiled.

Christine laughed as Levi continued to thrust into her. “Something about those McGee men, huh? You little slut.”

Nathan saw a sudden flash of anger in Emily’s pretty green eyes before she turned away and returned to stand at attention by Stacie’s side.

Christine was moaning. “Hard, God, yes, Levi! You’re going to make me cum again.” Her eyes flashed with glee. “When Tyler’s done? I want it to be you. I want the first cock my new daughter has to be yours!”

Levi cried out and came inside Christine’s pussy.

Stacie whirled around. “Enough! Goddamn you! Don’t you have one ounce of compassion for your own son left?!”

“Calm down, Stacie,” Levi groaned as he slid out of Christine.

“This is what you made me, Mistress,” Christine said.

“No! This is what Styx made you. But, he made a fucking mistake.” She glared down at Christine. “He made me your mistress.”

Christine looked at her in confusion. “I don’t understand.”

“You soon will, you stupid bitch. When he made me your mistress, my will became your will. It still is. You don’t understand what it truly means to be Whore Caste. We are not cruel - oh, we pervert yes, we coerce, and we transform people against their will. But, we are not cruel! We love every victim and we leave them better than they were before.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Levi asked.

“You’ll never understand what I’m talking about, Levi,” Stacie said. “Maybe you never could have.” She looked at Christine. “Christine Kuntz, I bind you to Nathan McGee forever. He is your master and you are his slave. His will is your will, now and forever.”

Christine squeezed her eyes shut. She clenched her fists till her knuckles were white.

Stacie turned to Nathan. “She is Whore Caste - what they did to her is an abomination. It might take you years, Nathan, but you can bring back her compassion. You can have her back if you try.”

Christine opened her eyes and looked adoringly at Nathan. “Master?”

She jumped up and rushed to him, falling on her knees and hugging his legs.

He knelt down. “It’s okay, Christine. Everything is going to be okay.”

Levi rolled his eyes. “Fuck, Amber and Marie were more fun than this shit.”

***

Margaret had known how this evening would end: with the minister and his wife hypnotized and under her control.

She had been half right.

She was locked in a sixty-nine with Leslie Durham under her on the couple’s bed.

Without the benefit of hypno-drug or slutifier, Reverend Danny Durham was fucking her from behind with a decent nine inch cock while his slutified wife alternated between sucking Margaret’s clit and tonguing her husband’s balls.

Margaret laughed as she pushed her tongue deep into the Baptist wife’s pussy.

“Ooo, so fucking hot,” Leslie groaned.

“You like watching me fuck her?” Danny asked.

“Yes. Fuck,” she moaned and tongued them both harder.

“Let me show you something,” Danny grunted as he pulled his cock out of Margaret.

Margaret moaned from being empty.

She felt Danny’s thick cock pushing against her asshole. “Mmm, yeah, I love it up the ass,” she said.

He wasn’t gentle. Danny took her ass in two thrusts.

Leslie squealed and came, her now slutified body squirting girl cream onto the bed.

Danny began to pound Margaret’s ass hard.

Leslie cooed and licked Margaret’s clit.

Danny abruptly stopped thrusting.

Margaret laughed as she felt his shaft throb deep inside her. He was cumming!

She felt her own orgasm growing even as Danny slipped out of her ass.

“Suck it,” Danny said.

Margaret gasped as she heard Leslie cleaning her husband’s cock.

She came as she heard Danny tell her: “Then lick her ass clean.”

***

Just after midnight, the time release Transformative Ambrosia in the serum Emily gave Tyler kicked in.

He went into fresh convulsions as he was completely transformed.

And, Tyler dreamed.

***

Tyler opened his eyes to blackness. “Hello?”

He tried to move, but he couldn’t. His chest felt heavy.

Somewhere in the distance he heard thunder.

“Are you afraid?” A man’s voice asked.

“Who’s there?”

Thunder crashed, closer this time though there was no lightning. The world was inky blackness.

“A friend. Are you afraid of the storm?” The man asked.

Thunder again, but this time it came with the sound of screams and twisting metal.

“Yes! Goddamn it, why can’t I see?”

“It isn’t necessary.”

“Where am I?”

The man laughed. “You are where you need to be. When? Now, that’s a better question. This is the future. I bent time for you, Tyler. I need to send you back with a message to make everything work out the way it is supposed to.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? Who the fuck are you, man?”

“My name is Adam. We’re friends, or we will be. She was right to do this to you, Tyler. You have work to do, but, even more? You have a message to deliver.”

Thunder crashed so close it shook Tyler’s bones.

“Man, what the fuck are you talking about?!”

“Tell the heroic girl, the girl who saves your life? Tell her the White Witches are not her enemy. Tell her they will stand together when the time comes. All of them, the witches, the whores, the professionals, the possessed, the immune, even the plastic girl, and your class as well, Tyler. The storm is coming, so I ask you again: are you afraid?”

An explosion roared close by and the ground shook.

“Yes! I’m fucking afraid!”

“Don’t be.”

“Why?”

“Because, Tyler, you are the storm.”

***

Leslie lay curled beside Margaret and Danny, drooling onto her pillow. The woman was covered in cum, and it leaked from her pussy and ass.

After their sixty-nine, Margaret had revived Danny with her Ambrosia, and together they had brought Leslie to multiple, screaming orgasms.

Margaret smiled at him as she lay in the crook of his arm.

Danny reached over and squeezed his wife’s now DD breast. “You do that to her?”

Margaret laughed. “Yes.”

“Church of Morpheus.”

Margaret looked at him in shock.

“Of course, I fucking knew who you were. A good con man always knows his competition.”

“Con man?”

Danny laughed. “You think this shit is for real? I’m a grifter, darlin’. Born and raised in Biloxi, Mississippi. Got tired of dealing dope. Preaching pays just as good and you don’t land in jail.”

Margaret laughed. “And, here I thought the two of you were true believers.”

“Oh, Leslie is... or at least she was before that voodoo shit you did on her. I been tryin’ to loosen her up for years. Thanks.”

Margaret shook her head. “She didn’t know you were a con artist?”

“Nope. She’s a little on the dumb side. But, her daddy was loaded as fuck. I used her money to start the church. Looks good on my arm too.”

Margaret appraised him with her eyes. “When did you figure out I was from the Church?”

He shrugged. “I suspected you from the beginning - if you people are trying to blend in? Might want to tone back the tits and ass. You don’t exactly look like a Revival fan.”

Margaret laughed.

“Now, other than fucking our brains out... in Leslie’s case, literally - what do you want with me?”

Margaret smiled. “I came here to hypnotize you both and bring you into the Church. With the goal being of bringing your whole congregation with you.”

“Hmm, well, fuck, darlin’, you don’t need to hypnotize me for that.” He hugged her closer. “You just got to tell me what’s in it for me.”

Margaret raised up on her elbow. “Money, whores, power. Take your pick or all three.”

He smiled. “Baby, you had me at money.”

***

Tyler opened his eyes. He was looking up at the dark basement ceiling. A panel slid open and a robot arm came down, a laser scalpel flashing in the mechanical hand.

SlutzNet spoke in the darkness. “There has been a malfunction. Please remain still.”

He brought up his left hand, tearing away the wrist restraint in the process. Tyler caught the mechanical arm in his fist. 

It bent in his grasp.

***

Crashing sounds came from the basement causing Stacie to jump. “SlutzNet? What’s going on?”

“There is a problem in the laboratory.”

More crashing and this time she heard something break.

“Tyler! Is he alright?” Stacie asked.

“Yes, Mistress. That is the problem. It would appear that Master Tyler was not administered Bimbo Flu.”

Louder crashing.

Stacie spun around and looked at Emily.

The tall rubber maid stood with her face down looking at the floor.

A slow grin spread across her pretty face.

“SlutzNet, what was he given?” Stacie asked.

“Tyler McGee is a Whoremaster.”

The basement door exploded off its hinges and slid through the foyer.

He stood naked looking into the living room.

“Tyler?” Nathan asked.

Tyler was seven feet tall and nearly as wide. It was Tyler’s face, but the body was that of a comic book superhero, if comic book heroes had seventeen inch cocks that hung past their muscled knees.

He smiled in at them. “Come here,” he said in a booming bass voice.
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Emily ran to him, throwing herself around his neck. “I’m sorry,” she whispered in his ear. “It was the only way.” She sobbed into his huge neck.

He smiled at her. “Baby, are you Emily Cray again?”

She nodded and sobbed. “It doesn’t work anymore, Tyler. The drug just makes me nauseated. I’m so sorry about your family.”

“Fuck this,” Levi said. “I can take him.”

Stacie shook her head. “Don’t be a fool, he’ll kill you.”

Levi stared down at the floor. “Yeah, he won’t if I shoot... where’s the fucking gun?”

“Nathan,” Emily said as she turned toward them. “Pocket.”

Nathan’s eyes bulged. He reached down and pulled the revolver from his pants pocket.

Emily smiled and nodded. “I put it there.”

Nathan spun around and leveled the gun at Levi. “Take a step back, junior.”

Christine took Nathan’s other hand. “Nathan? What are you doing?”

“Saving our family. What’s left of it.”

Stacie began to sob. “Tyler? Why are you doing this?”

“I’m immune,” Emily said. “The hypno drug worked on me at first, but now I’m immune to mind control.”

Stacie closed her eyes and nodded. “Of course. That’s why you wanted to get away. Oh, my sweet darlings.”

“They’re going to scramble your brain with an icepick, Emily,” Levi said with a smile.

“Open your mouth again, you little shit,” Nathan growled.

“We’re leaving,” Tyler said.

Stacie shook her head. “Tyler, they’ll find you. My God, they are everywhere. The Church will find you and kill you for what she is.”

Tyler smiled a crooked smile. “Let them come. Dad? You coming?”

“No, Tyler. I’m staying here with your mother.”

“Dad!”

He smiled over his shoulder. “They won’t hurt us, Tyler. I think I’m right on that, aren’t I?”

Stacie shook her head. “No. You’ll be Professional Caste.” She looked at Tyler. “They’ll be okay.”

Tyler held out his hand. “Stacie? Come with?”

Stacie smiled and her tears flowed. “No. Run, Tyler. Both of you. Run and be safe. Be free.”

Nathan looked over his shoulder at them again. “I’m proud of you, Tyler. You’re a better man than I’ll ever be. That’s all any father wants.”

Christine stared at Tyler as if she were confused.

“Take care of her, Dad,” Tyler said.

“I will,” he turned back to Levi. “I’ll hold this little shit back until you’re clear. And, Jesus Christ, Tyler, find some pants.”

Tyler backed toward the front door.

A steel shutter slammed down blocking the door.

“You will remain here until Bishop Styx arrives,” SlutzNet announced.

Tyler smiled. “You know? I don’t think so.” He turned sideways and kicked the steel shutter.

It bowed in the middle and gave way, hitting the door behind it.

Both shutter and door sailed through the air and into the woods beyond the yard.

Tyler carried Emily out of the house as she clung to him.

He reached the Prius. “Oh, fuck, the keys.”

Emily held out her hand and the keys jingled.

“Baby, you are amazing.”

“I know. Can we go? I don’t feel so good, and this bracelet thing is going to inject me again.”

Tyler took the keys and put them on top of the car.

He took her small wrist and hooked two fingers from both his hands in the gleaming bracelet.

He pulled and the metal snapped. He threw the bracelet away and unlocked the car.

He slid Emily into the passenger seat. She looked green.

“Get us out of here, please?” Emily moaned.

He ran around to the driver’s side and opened the door. “Fuck!” he yelled.

“What’s wrong?” Emily asked.

“Baby, I’m too big. I won’t fit.”

“Tear out the seat. Sit in the back,” she said and leaned against the window.

Tyler just stared at her and shrugged.

Then he reached down and ripped the driver’s seat out.

***

Madison Fuchs pulled onto her ‘mom’s street and wondered if she was going to find Stacie in an orgy.

That was the thing about being transformed - there was always an orgy nearby.

She slammed on her brakes just short of the driveway as the electric gate went sailing overhead and landed in a neighbor’s yard.

A moment later, a Prius roared onto the road from the driveway.

Madison stared at it for a moment.

Then she put her foot on the gas and followed.

***

Tyler had taken Emily directly to his house. He grabbed his clothes and as much money as he could find. His cellphone was still in the car. Then they had driven north.

They stopped for gas a few miles from the Canadian border.

Tyler held back Emily’s hair as she vomited into the ladies room toilet.

After three heaves, she brought up nothing but air.

Tyler wiped her face carefully with toilet tissue.

“What’s wrong with me?” Emily whispered.

“I don’t know. Some kind of withdrawal?” He held her close on the tile floor.

“They’re going to get us, Tyler. I know they are. They’re going to find us,” Emily shivered in his arms. She sobbed against his big shoulder. “Some feminist, huh? Sitting here crying on a man’s shoulder like a weak bimbo.”

“Hey, you are not weak,” Tyler soothed. “You saved us both. If you were the one who could lift cars, I’d be crying on your shoulder. Believe me. I wouldn’t mind having a good cry right now.”

She laughed and then she shook her head. “We can’t go back, Tyler. Promise me. If it comes down to it, kill me. I can’t be the Church’s toy again.”

“They’re not taking either of us. We’re going to fight. I spent nineteen years looking for you, and I’m not losing you.”

“Tough guy,” she whispered.

“No, I wish I was. I’m scared shitless, but we’re not going back.”

He helped her to the sink, and she washed her face, rinsed out her mouth.

Tyler held her hand and they stepped out of the gas station restroom into the muggy night.

A crowd of men were arrayed outside in a semicircle around the restroom door. They held silenced pistols trained on Tyler.

“Tyler McGee? Emily di Fuchs? I’m here to return you to Ithaca” The man who spoke was tall and dressed in a long black leather trench coat.

“Styx,” Tyler spat. “Where’s my sister, you prick?”

His eyes were obscured by the black sunglasses. “On her way to Havana to be trained. She’s going to be my personal assistant… among other duties.” He smiled.

“Emily, we haven’t been introduced. I’m Bishop Styx.” He held up his index finger. “Tyler, strong as you are? You aren’t bulletproof. Come quietly so neither of you gets hurt.”

Tyler shook his head. “Better make those bullets count. Because, I’m going to kill every one of you assholes if you don’t.” Maybe this was what his life had been about - a nineteen year joke, but the punch line wouldn’t be funny at all.

She held his hand from behind.

“I love you, Emily.”

“I love you too.”

“Touching.” Styx took off his sunglasses revealing his gleaming black eyes.

He smiled. “Touching... but pointless. Pain.”

Tyler’s head felt like it was in a vice. He collapsed to his knees, convinced his brains were about to be squeezed out of his ears. He screamed into the night.

“Tyler!” Emily screamed. “Stop it! Let him go!”

Styx looked at her, his brow furrowing. “Pain!”

She stepped around Tyler and stared at the Bishop. “Fuck you and fuck your mind control!”

“Immune,” Styx whispered. He pointed at her. “Blasphemer! Kill her!”

There was a squealing sound.

Emily jumped.

All the gunmen were wearing earpieces and those earpieces were emitting a high pitched squeal that had them all raking at their ears to pull out the devices.

The night lit up with muzzle flashes. The sound of crickets was broken by silenced bullets.

The gunmen jerked and danced as bullet holes riddled their midsections. They fell to the ground.

The bullets curved around Styx, as if they were unwilling to touch him.

A woman walked into the light from the woods beyond the parking lot.

When the bullets started flying Emily had thrown herself around Tyler’s neck, shielding him. Now, she turned and looked.

Madison Fuchs was standing in her plaid miniskirt and stiletto heels.

She held a machine gun with a silencer in her hands, smoke poured from the barrel. She held it up at eye level.

She was examining her long red nails. “Damn. Broke a nail.”

Mouth agape, Styx stared at her.

Then he smiled. “Pain.”

“Aiggh. Stop. You’re killing me.” Madison said without emotion. She looked at Emily and winked. Then she leveled the machine gun at Styx. “Sorry, limp dick. I’m immune too.” She fired off a shot toward Styx’s head.

It curved off to the right and whistled into the trees.

“Hmm. Didn’t know you fuckers could do that,” Madison grumbled.

“I’m going to kill you slowly. But, first, I’m going to fuck you,” Styx said as he took a step forward. He smiled. “Then, after I kill you? I’m going to fuck you again.”

“Eww, nasty,” Madison said. She flipped the machine gun to full auto.

“That won’t do you any good,” Styx said.

She shrugged and pulled the trigger.

Bullets poured from the machine gun and curved to the right as Styx laughed.

“You can’t kill me, bitch!”

Madison smiled. “Not trying to kill you, asshole. I’m distracting you.”

Emily rose into the air carried in Tyler’s left arm as he jumped up from his kneeling position. He raised his ham sized right fist like a hammer.

Emily looked at Styx’s face as he realized his mistake: Tyler was fighting through the pain.

Styx’s eyes opened wide as Tyler brought down his fist on the top of the Bishop’s head.

The man’s neck collapsed, crushing down like an aluminum can in a press.

His head collapsed next, distorting his features as the plates of his skull separated and snapped.

Emily closed her eyes as the dead Bishop became unrecognizable. The man in black crumpled to the pavement.

Tyler pulled Emily close as he landed in a crouch again. “Don’t look. God, that’s gross.”

“Nice job, Whoremaster,” Madison said as she examined the dead gunmen.

One moved and she snapped off a shot to his temple. 

Emily and Tyler both cringed.

“Jesus,” Tyler whispered.

“Nut up, junior,” Madison said. “We’re at war. And, believe me, none of these fuckers would show you an ounce of mercy.” She fired off another round into a man who was blinking.

“They can’t hurt us anymore,” Emily whined.

“Oh, yes they can. They saw what happened. The reason I’m still alive is they don’t know I’m immune, and we’re going to keep it that way.”

She knelt by Tyler and Emily. “Cellphone.” She held out her hand.

Tyler pulled out his phone.

Maddie looked at them and rolled her eyes. “This is how they tracked you morons.” She snapped the phone in half and stuffed the pieces in her purse. “I’ll drop this in a trashcan to the south.” She pulled a small box out of her purse. “Take this. If you stop for gas or to take a piss? Press the green button. Hit the red button when you’re back on the road.”

“What does it do?” Tyler asked.

She pulled an identical unit out of her purse. “Universal jammer. When it’s on, it scrambles cell phones, security cameras, Wi-Fi, you name it. That’s what gave those dead assholes an earache.”

Emily shook her head. “Where did you...”

Madison touched her face. “There are more of us who are immune. Lots more. And, we’re sending people like us north to Canada. Find someplace off the grid and they won’t find you. You’re not just hiding from the Church, you’re hiding from that damned AI, and the White Witches, and the fucking government. Seriously, keep your heads down.”

“I don’t understand,” Tyler said. “You’re Stacie’s daughter... you’re part of this.”

Madison laughed. “No, I’m not Stacie’s daughter. They wanted me to think that. She’s just some poor soccer mom who ended up in the wrong place at the wrong time. Courtney isn’t my sister. Donny is most certainly not my twin, thank God, because I would need a fuck ton of therapy.”

Emily frowned. “Huh?”

“He’s my lover.”

“Gross! Dude!” Tyler said.

Madison rolled her eyes. “He’s not my fucking brother! Okay? He’s just a victim like the rest of us. And, I love him. Actually, I love all of them.”

She pulled a wad of cash out of her purse. “This will get you started. I mean, it won’t last a long time. Hey, it’s Canada. Tyler, get a job as a lumberjack or maple syrup sucker or whatever those moose jockeys do for a living.” She smiled at Emily. “You can always find work as an exotic dancer.”

“Anything but a maid,” Emily mumbled.

Tyler kissed her cheek. “Yeah, no more maids.”

Madison opened her purse and pulled out a syringe. “Emily, I need one thing from you.”

Emily looked at the syringe. “What?”

Madison smiled. “Blood.”

Emily looked from the syringe to Madison and back again. “I really am developing a phobia about needles.”

Madison nodded. “I know, honey. But, you’re the key. You’re going to save the whole world. Well, your blood is. Trust me?”

Emily nodded and held out her arm.

She winced as Madison drew the syringe full.

Madison stood up and pointed to the north. “Border’s that way. Once you’re there? Turn on your jammer. Ditch the car when you can. Good luck.”

“So, you just go around killing the transformed?” Tyler called after her.

Madison turned and shook her head. “Religious Caste. I shoot those fuckers whenever I can get away with it. Evil assholes. They chose this, Tyler.” Then she shook her head. “But, Whore caste? Professional caste? They’re just victims. We need to find a way to break the Church’s hold on them. We’re going to save them, Tyler. Just like I saved you. And, when we’re all together? We’re going to bring the Church down.”

“Wait,” Tyler said. “You’re her, aren’t you?”

“Who?”

“The ‘heroic girl who saves me’?”

Madison turned and stared at him. “I... well, I guess.”

“When I was transformed? He gave me a message.”

Madison’s mouth dropped open. “He?”

“Adam. He said his name was Adam.”

The color drained out of Madison’s face. “What did he tell you? Everything he said. It’s important, Tyler.”

“He said, you can trust the White Witches. He said we would all stand together at the end. The... White Witches, the whores, the professionals, the possessed, the immune... and, the Whoremasters. He said Whoremasters like me would stand too.”

Madison smiled and nodded. “I knew it. I knew it.” She looked at Tyler. “Thank, you, Tyler. You have no idea how important that is.”

Madison Fuchs turned and disappeared into the night.

***

Madison pulled out her burner phone and called the only number in the call list.

The car’s Bluetooth connection transferred the call to the speakers.

The voice that came through the speaker had been scrambled, just as hers was on the other end.

“Did you get it?” It was impossible to tell if the voice was male or female.

“I got it. They’re on their way.”

“Good,” the voice said and paused. “Did you kill anyone?”

Madison rolled her eyes. “Yeah.”

“How many?”

“I don’t know, a dozen? Including a Bishop.”

“Fuck’s sake.”

“It was necessary. Did you want the kids to get away or not?”

“I know. Doesn’t mean I like it.”

“Want me to bring the sample to you now?”

“No. Wait a few days. You killed a Bishop. There will be questions. I’ll contact you later. Just keep it on ice.”

***

Now

Stacie Fuchs drove from the Catholic Church after unleashing Christine McGee on the priest.

The synagogue was under control, and, now, with Margaret in control of the Baptist Church and Christine in control of the Catholics, the Church had faith in Ithaca under their thumb.

Within a few months, the people of Ithaca would turn away from their religions in horror, never knowing the scandals to come would be orchestrated by the Church of Morpheus.

Everything was going as planned. Well, almost.

Tyler and Emily had disappeared.

And, that made her very happy.

She had feared a reprisal from the Church over her mishandling of the situation, but instead they had declared the MILF Whore experiment a success.

She parked outside her garage and went up to the front door.

It opened automatically. “Welcome home, Mistress Stacie.”

She walked through the foyer and into the living room.

There was a woman sitting on her couch.

Stacie froze.

The woman was tall and buxom with close cropped blonde hair.

She was eating Hershey’s Chocolate Syrup directly out of a big can with a spoon.

“Why the fuck would you have chocolate syrup and no ice cream?” The woman asked.

“I haven’t been to the store recently. Who the fuck are you? And, what the fuck are you doing in my house?”

“Oh, I’m Mary. The Church sent me. I just came from the farm - you know Alex and Gwen, right?”

“No, I don’t.” It was obvious the woman was transformed. Those curves didn’t come from nature. “Why did they send you?”

“They said you needed help with Ithaca. I’m your wife.”

Stacie blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Your wife. Or, your husband. It’s confusing.”

Stacie smirked. “No, thanks. I prefer dick.”

Mary stood up and shrugged. “Don’t worry. I’ve got you covered.” She lifted the hem of her skintight dress revealing a long, thick cock. “Marry me?”

***

Epilogue

Levi Kent loved Havana.

Everybody spoke English, which was really weird.

And, they were treating him like some sort of royalty.

First the private jet from Ithaca - he had two seven foot tall Street Whores attending to his every need in their latex flight attendant outfits.

The hours in the air felt like minutes.

The airport was filled with vacationers looking for orgies. And, many of them found those orgies while they were still in the terminal. Levi laughed as he threaded his way past piles of laughing and giggling hedonists.

A tall nun in black rubber robes was waiting on him outside security.

She was black with high cheekbones and ebony eyes. “Levi Kent?” She asked. Her voice was sweet and deep with an accent straight from central Africa.

“Yes.”

“I am Sister Illia Mephistopheles. I am to escort you to the Cathedral.”

She led him out into the humid night air.

Levi stopped to watch two men take a Street Whore on the curb. She was on her knees sucking one as the other fucked her from behind.

He turned around to see a tall brunette White Witch whispering in a woman’s ear and leading her away from her luggage toward a waiting car.

“First time in Havana?” Illia asked.

“First time out of upstate New York,” Levi said as she led him to an SUV.

He climbed into the backseat beside her.

A bald Church operative in a dark suit drove.

Levi looked at the crowd on the street mixed between transformed and humans.

“We abduct one to two percent of visitors. Going over this number causes problems with other governments. They will happily overlook one to two percent, however.” Illia said in her smooth accent.

“Were you abducted?” Levi asked.

“No. I came voluntarily.” She laughed. “When given a choice between Christian missionaries and Morpheus? I picked the ones who wanted to make me immortal.”

“Everybody speaks English here?”

She nodded. “I can barely speak Swahili anymore.”

Levi watched the crowd in amazement. It looked like video he had seen of Rio during Carnival, or New Orleans during Mardi Gras.

Only, he knew this celebration went on day and night all year long.

The old architecture of Havana was gone for the most part. Most of the buildings were new and made of glass and steel. Neon glowed everywhere.

The Cathedral was no exception. Towering glass spires reached heavenward. In the front was a multi-story crystal statue of Morpheus. The tip of his huge cock hung down, dangling over the wide entrance.

“We’re going around to the back. Too many tourists out front,” Illia announced.

The entrance was choked with people in various stages of undress.

Levi gasped as the SUV pulled through the back gate.

A steady line of ambulances were dropping off people on gurneys.

The gurneys filled the parking lot.

“Jesus,” Levi whispered.

“They will all be transformed by morning.”

“But, you said one to two percent.”

“When you are the tourism capital of the world? One to two percent is a lot,” Illia said.

The SUV pulled up and stopped and Illia led him toward the back entrance.

The air was filled with screams.

“Help me!” A naked woman cried out from a gurney as he walked past.

Someone had written on her forehead with a magic marker: SW.

“SW?” Levi asked.

“Street Whore. So, the technicians know what to do to her in the basement.”

Levi swallowed and looked away from the crying woman.

“Upset or excited?” Illia asked.

“Excited and disoriented,” Levi said.

“You get used to it.” She led him to an elevator. They stepped inside when the door opened.

Illia pressed the top button and the elevator shot into the air.

In the bright elevator, she looked him up and down. “You are a very healthy boy.”

Levi laughed. Her body was very inviting in the rubber outfit with the promise of long legs and large breasts. Her lips were full, and her eyes sparkled. “You’re very beautiful.”

“After you speak with Sister? I should like to fuck you,” Illia said.

“I should like to fuck you too.”

The elevator stopped and opened onto a huge marble room. The crystal spires rose high above the floor.

A pentagram of red marble was inscribed in the floor.

A crowd of nuns and priests were gathered around a tall woman in nun robes.

Unlike the other women, she didn’t wear a cover on her head. Her long raven hair hung down over shoulders.

She turned around and looked at Levi with solid black eyes. She walked toward him and held out her hand.

Illia whispered. “Kneel and kiss her hand. Rise only when she tells you.”

He did as he was told, kissing her black gloved fingers.

She smiled down at him.

Her olive skin glistened in the brightly lit room. “Rise, Levi Kent.”

He stood up and held her hand.

“Come, boy.” She walked toward the center of the pentagram. “You have made your choice?”

“Yes, Sister.”

“Then you will renounce your faith and worship Morpheus? You will become part of Religious Caste?”

“Yes, Sister. Though, I didn’t really have faith before.”

She looked at him with her huge black eyes. This close, he could see the glowing red pentagrams at the center. “Previous faith is meaningless. All that matters is faith in the living god,” she said in her Spanish accent.

He nodded. “Yes, Sister.”

“These are troubling times in the Church, Levi. We have lost one of our own. Bishop Styx. His murderers must be brought to justice. Do you know why I brought you all the way here, Levi?”

“No, Sister.”

“Your blood. Some people are special, Levi. Their blood makes them especially suited to Religious Caste.” She smiled and spoke out loud. “Brothers and Sisters of Morpheus, this boy has come to us to be made a man. A priest. More.”

The crowd made a circle around them.

Sister pulled the sides of her rubber bodice apart, exposing her full breasts with their black nipples.

Black milk dripped from them.

“Drink and be one with Morpheus. Be one with the Church.”

She caressed his face and drew him down to her breast.

He opened his mouth and drew her nipple into his mouth.

He sucked and his entire body seized.

She cradled him and lowered them both to the floor as the crowd gathered nearer.

“Take my evil Let it fill you,” she whispered.

Levi sucked. His eyes burned like fire.

He opened them and lay back on her lap.

She smiled down at him. She nodded. “Bring it.”

Someone held a mirror up to his face.

His eyes were solid black with red pentagrams in the centers.

“Welcome, Bishop Leviathan,” Sister said.

He smiled.
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The End

The story continues in Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia
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[image: ]Transformations: Witnesses

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC
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After the events of Transformations: Experiments, Ray and Sugar's latest creation is transforming in the lab. Little do they know that this woman Ray calls Rose needs no perversion therapy - she's evil already! Join the employees of Stallion's as they travel from upstate New York all the way to the Big Apple with stops along the way where the unsuspecting are ensnared in the Church's nefarious plans.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book three of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07WGG35XR
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	Transformations: The Farm


The Transformations story continues. Lisa and Jason have arrived at The Farm, and Lisa is ready to learn the ways of the White Witch from Gwen Kincaid, the powerful mind controller from Witnesses. Little do they know that ace reporter Rebecca Tanner is investigating the farm. What she finds will stun and forever change her and everyone around her. The Farm is an erotic den of perversion where no one emerges unchanged.

A story of mind control, bizarre body modification, and unspeakable lust.

Book four of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07XWSN2VG
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Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo


After the events of Transformations: The Farm, Gwen and Alex have a new set of initiates to attend to. Among them is Amy Bellachik, the beautiful new bride from Transformations: Perversions who has been made into a Were-Bimbo, becoming a creature of insatiable lust during the full moon. Will Gwen and Alex cure her, or do they have other, darker plans for Amy's inner sex goddess?

Meanwhile, the cast of characters from Mama Jugs's hotel arrive at the Farm for much needed upgrades. They've abducted Mama Jugs's husband, but he may be more than the Church can handle!

Book five of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZR862FG
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Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums


It's Christmas, and Galleria Minnesota is packed with shoppers. When the mall announces a night of shopping for adults only, little do the merry makers know the mall has fallen under control of SlutzNet, the Church of Morpheus's AI. It'll give new meaning to the phrase: Ho, Ho, Ho's...

Bimbos, studs, and elves? oh, my!

Book six of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B082P5W714
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Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney


The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.

A story of depraved mind control, extreme body modification, and twisted romance from the perverted minds that brought you Transformations: Witnesses.

https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07FBTFQ84

[image: ]Transformations Tingles:

The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11
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Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella


Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W
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Punches: An Erotic Short Story


A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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OFFICIAL DOSSIER

Name: Stacie Fuchs, nee Dowd
Location: Ithaca, NY

Age: Appears 44, Actually 34
Physical: Caucasian, blue eyes,
brown hair, 5'10", 38 DDD-24-37
Sexuality: Bisexual Polyamorous
Caste: Whore Caste (Unbound)

8 Designation: MILF Whore
Specialties: Seduction,
Manipulation, Hypnotic Suggestion
Powers: Pheromone Mind Control,
Physical Strength 3x normal
Personality: Dominant

Kinks: Domination, younger men,
corruption, leather, latex,
exhibitionism, groups

| Notes: Stacie Dowd was
transformed involuntarily at the
Stallion's Installation and made
into Stacie Fuchs. Her mission is
to infiltrate the upper middle
class of the Ithaca suburbs and
convert the residents to the
Church through seduction and
perversion.
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