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As the sun went down on the sleepy suburban street, someone was missing in number fourteen. Although nobody knew it yet, Swallow Park’s prom-queen Gracie Givens hadn’t come home. 

Her parents hadn’t noticed and there didn’t appear any reason to worry. They had their hands tied at the moment—literally. As it was a Thursday night, they had their usual play pet over and were much too busy behind their closed curtains to notice that their 18-year-old daughter should have been home by now. 

A small town in the heartland of America, Marble Falls was no different to any other town - at least on the surface. The picket fences and immaculate flower beds that lined its perfect streets carefully hid the depraved depths that its residents explored behind closed doors. 

There was no way of knowing if something had happened years ago to make the town the way it was. Some say it was the rituals of a local satanic cult in the 20s that had polluted the water, but others think it isn’t so different from other places, particularly if only people knew what went on behind their neighbours’ closed doors. 

The only thing for certain was that behind Marble Falls’ doors, there were carnal delights of every kind imaginable being enacted around the clock by the most outwardly conservative people.

Take Ms. Ventura for example. She’s at the Juicymarket buying groceries, a woman of 46 years, trim, her hair tied up in a bun. Bespectacled eyes trace the shelves as she pushes her trolley around the air-conditioned supermarket. Her white blouse and knee-length skirt convey the reservedness of her role in the town, the librarian of Marble Falls’ elementary school. 

She nods to Mr. Little, the kindly old gentleman she’s known since she was just a girl. 

‘Good afternoon Mr. Little,’ she smiles warmly. 

Despite Mr Little knowing Ms. Ventura all her life, he would be very surprised to know that under her long grey pleated skirt, she was not wearing any underwear. What she was wearing was a petite silver bullet inserted in her anus which she felt move inside of herself with every step she took. It was, however, not for the sensation that she wore it, but for the tingle that she felt in her stomach at her secret. 

Ms. Ventura would have been just as surprised to find that the kindly gentleman she’d known forever, well into his seventies, was wearing a tiny pink bow around his elderly penis, as Mrs. Little had insisted he do for the past three decades. 

‘Good afternoon to you, Vicki,’ he said as he ambled past, their stomachs both tingling furiously. 

This situation was utterly unremarkable in the day to day humdrum proceedings of Marble Falls. The townsfolk all knew slightly different things about the goings-on, but as is the nature of small town gossip, few knew just the how deep the river ran. 

—

This morning on her way to school, Gracie Givens was thinking how much she loved the springtime. Gracie was a rare ray of pure sunlight in a town preoccupied by its secret life of vice and perversity. As she walked, she delighted in the perfume of the sweet honeysuckle blossoms and the soft morning sun on her back—

When she came to, she was tied to a wooden post in a dark room, her hands fastened behind her. As she opened her eyes, the fog lingered for a moment then dispersed to reveal an elegant mahogany desk. The room was lit low with the soft, warm glow of antique lamps. 

She could make out a man sitting at the impressive desk, though it was difficult to make out his face. The room had a heavy, dense, slightly fruity odour to it. There was another man shadowed in the corner. As Gracie’s pupils widened in the dim light, her eyes focusing, she began to make out the features of the man at the desk. The silver hair, the dark suit. He was very handsome. She felt a chill, then looked down to see that her pinafore was slit down the front and her bra was visible. 

Oh dear! she thought. I haven’t even worn my nice lingerie.

Gracie was always a very considerate young lady, always doing her best to please others. That is true, it turns out, even if those people had kidnapped her and tied her to a post. 

‘She is in perfect condition, I’m sure you agree,’ a deep voice from the shadows said. 

Gracie craned to see, but it was no use. The man at the desk stood up and walked towards her. She made out his face clearly now. She didn’t recognise him, but he was wearing an expensive suit and the silver glint of his watch in the light caught her eye. He must have been at least 55 and reminded her of a movie star. He conveyed elegance and a sense of ownership of his space. 

As he came closer, the smell of his cologne intoxicated her, which was no accident. It contained a rare, expensive, and extremely illegal flower essence that had been developed by the CIA – one of the many benefits of having friends in high places. 

‘My, my, you are very beautiful, aren't you my dear?’ He softly breathed the words into her ear. 

His towering form pressed closer to her slender frame. She could feel his warmth. 

‘Yes, sir. I mean, I am told that I am sometimes.’ She did not want to be seen as immodest.

‘Shhh, you don’t need to worry. You are simply divine, my darling, that much is clear.’ He inhaled deeply at her neck and she felt the suck of air, cool on her skin. 

She felt woozy and overwhelmed, his rich perfume making her head spin. 

The silver-haired man spun around, and in an entirely different tone asked the man in the shadows, ‘And is everything else in order?’

‘Perfect, Mr Reynolds.’

Gracie recognised that voice, although she couldn’t tell from where. She tried to make him out. As her eyes adjusted to the shadows, she could see the shape of this familiar man’s body, the angle of his head and neck, and then… that thick, brown moustache. 

Gracie’s attention was drawn quickly from the moustache by the feeling of Reynolds reaching up under her dress. He slipped out a pair of scissors from his jacket and artfully cut her dress away, and almost before she knew what was going on, she felt the cold of steel against her thigh and the snip as her panties fell away. Her smooth mound was exposed and she felt her face flush red. 

Reynolds wet his fingers and reached down between her legs to examine her. 

‘What did I tell you, Jim? She’s perfection. You know we always deliver.’ The voice came from the dark, the man with the moustache. 

The man in the shadows took a step forward and revealed himself. It was Mr Faulk, the school principal of Swallow Park! The man who called out her name, crowned her as prom queen, just a few weeks ago. She had always liked him, thought him a sweet man. Now, she recalled, he’d even been over to her parent’s house for dinner once. What a shock! 

Now he was close, reaching behind her to take one of her plump buttocks in his hand, giving it a firm squeeze as if to make sure it was still there, solid, hot in his palm. 

The feeling of these men’s hands on her body felt so foreign, and sent little electric charges through Gracie. The feelings were so intense, so unusual. She felt flashes of guilt for not caring that these men had their hands all over her (what would her mother think?), but a little bit wild because it felt… interesting. Exciting. 

Her head was swimming, her blood starting to pump faster through her veins, her breath quickened. Faulk’s hand was now cupping, pinching, grabbing at her breast, her nipple responding, seemingly by itself, stiffening. She had never experienced anything like this before – the furthest she’d gone with a boy before was French kissing and a hand up her top (and a little bit extra) with her boyfriend, Jed. Well, ex-boyfriend now, she supposed. She’d really fallen for him and then he’d just gone missing. The circumstances were very strange indeed, and it had left her heartbroken. She still thought about him often. 

‘Our clients will be very pleased with this little blossom,’ said Reynolds a moment before he kissed Gracie on the lips, just the once, but hovered close, looking at her. He leaned forward, towards her mouth again, and she pulled back a bit, but there wasn’t anywhere for her face to retreat to. Reynolds stayed still, an inch from Gracie’s face, so close she could smell his breath. He smelled like hot coffee, like her dad used to. He leant in again and kissed her again, but slower this time. Gentle, soft. Soon she relaxed and instead of trying to back off, she let him kiss her. 

Reynolds’ warm, wet tongue explored Gracie’s mouth, and to her surprise, she felt herself soon respond instinctively. From there Reynolds came closer to her, putting his warm, smooth hands on her body, slowly, carefully, as if he was feeling for inconsistencies in her flesh. 

She felt another pair of hands on her. Faulk. 

She regretted moaning as soon as she heard herself, but there was nothing she could do to stop it. Slowly, but ever so surely, she began to become engulfed in the sensations caused by these strong, male hands exploring her body, her every nook, gently and sensually, examining her, tasting her. 

Reynolds’ tongue mingled with her own in her mouth while two slippery fingers explored her clitoris, her smooth vulva, entered her just a little. He was so gentle. Reynolds’ other hand reached around to carefully pull open her buttocks, while Faulk caressed the curve of her spine, her waist, her thighs. She quickly lost track of whose hands were where. 

Reynolds wrapped his hand around her throat and moved his lips away from hers. He shot her an ice-cold glare which made her feel half her size. He purposefully walked back to sit behind the desk. 

Gracie was slightly breathless by now, aroused, her body arching forwards imperceptibly. She sat, confused by the withdrawal, though Faulk was still close. 

‘You are lucky Miss Gracie. You don’t know this yet, but you have been selected as part of our exclusive service. You are about to become a vital part of an important supply chain. You have just become very, very, valuable.’ Gracie had no idea what he was talking about. 

Her former principal, Mr Faulk, crouched down on his knees behind her, practically drooling as he spread her thighs to explore her with his tongue, her tiny rosebud anus, completely mesmerised. 

‘You won’t be going to regular college anymore – consider yourself graduated. You have now been admitted into an entirely different kind of school – a school of seduction.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ So what happens now?’ Gracie asked in an oddly matter-of-fact tone, then adding brusquely, ‘Mr Faulk could you please stop that?’ 

Faulk was now snarling and biting at her like an excited pug. 

‘Yes Mr Faulk, please, there will be plenty of time for that, do stop. It’s quite distracting for us both’ 

‘Yes of course, sir, sorry.’ Faulk muttered sheepishly as he struggled to his feet and walked back to his chair. 

‘Of course, you aren’t to know this, but you were earmarked for part of our program some years ago Gracie. Now that you have come of age, and we have seen the full majesty of your maturity, it’s time for you to matriculate. Soon, you will commence your further education.’

‘But I want to go to college. I want to be a literature major,’ Gracie protested. 

‘My dear, you will be a literature major and much, much more. You are being admitted to one of the most exclusive colleges in the world. You will have the finest training in a range of fields – the world of art, literature, and cutting-edge science will be at your fingertips. Once you graduate you will be amongst the most highly educated people in this country.’ 

Reynolds face became serious. 

‘Our clients are extremely important people and they demand their company finely educated to the highest level. It makes for more stimulating company, you understand. Of course your education will also include a great many other things not taught at traditional colleges.’

‘Like what?’ Gracie had her suspicions. No response.

‘Mr Faulk, why don’t you bring in Lily?’ 

Faulk got up, but couldn’t resist reaching out to touch one of Gracie’s bare breasts on the way to the door. He was smitten, salivating. 

‘Perhaps this will make a little more sense to you.’ 

Reynolds walked over to the door as Faulk re-entered ahead of a young, very naked woman with an incredible figure, on a lead. This Lily was dressed in a full-length lilac-coloured latex catsuit that left her luscious labia exposed and her perky, tear-drop breasts gloriously revealed. 

She was wearing a thick leather collar and knee-high boots with impossibly high heels. Her long hair was tied up in a ponytail and she looked so different that it took Gracie a moment to recognise her. 

‘You remember Lily, don’t you Gracie?’ enquired Faulk.

‘She wasn’t called Lily when you knew her,’ Reynolds added unnecessarily. ‘What was this beautiful specimen’s old name?’ he asked as he grabbed the lead off Faulk. 

‘That doesn’t matter anymore. It’s forgotten,’ said Faulk matter-of-factly. 

Gracie didn’t need to be told. This was Michelle Arnolds, last year’s prom queen. No one had heard from her since school finished. She’d dropped off the face of the earth, not dissimilarly to Jed. 

‘Hi Michelle,’ Gracie said uncertainly.

There was no answer. The amazing creature just looked at Gracie with unknowable green eyes. Gracie thought it was so strange that she couldn’t read what Michelle (Lily?) was feeling. 

‘Lily has been very busy since you saw her last. She’s finished the first year of her ongoing education. Why don’t you get on your knees, Lily, so we can show little missy some of what you’ve learned?’ 

Obediently, and with impressive balance, Gracie thought, Lily got down on her knees. She didn’t need any further instruction, opening her mouth, soft tongue protruding slightly. 

‘That’s a good slut,’ Smiled Reynolds. He looked over at Gracie and smiled: ‘I love my job!’ 

Faulk let out an unpleasant laugh. Gracie was taken aback. 

Reynolds unzipped himself and took out his very large erection, and without a moment’s hesitation, he grabbed Lily’s ponytail and thrust his cock into her open mouth so deeply that Gracie gasped and reflexively closed her eyes. 

The sheer violence of the movement shocked Gracie to the core, but when she opened her eyes, what she saw took her breath away. The full length of Reynold’s impressive shaft was penetrating Lily’s throat without any resistance. Reynolds was able to fuck her throat like it was a vagina. 

Lily simply sat on her heels and kept her hands behind her back bobbing her head up and down on his meat. The thick spit bubbling out of her mouth was making a sloshing sound as her throat was penetrated without mercy. Her eyes watered ever so slightly, but she was able to perform this incredible task with a skill that Gracie had never imagined possible. 

Gracie was so impressed. She could feel the unmistakable tingle of excitement as she imagined herself in Lily’s position, being every bit as skilled and bold and utterly beautiful as her. Even though Gracie had only ever touched the tip of a man’s penis to her lips once in her life, she knew now she wanted to be this good. She felt determined. 

‘Is this what it’s like to be slutty?’ she thought to herself, curious. She kind of liked it.

Gracie could feel the dampness between her legs as she pressed her thighs together, a feeling that was also new to her. Her vagina felt sticky. 

In what seemed to her a fairly short amount of time, Reynolds started to quiver, then he jolted and pulled himself out of Lily’s throat, a long string of saliva attached to both him and Lily, then pointed the full length of his cock, like a gun, to Lily’s open mouth. Lily pushed out her tongue, closed her eyes, and Reynolds groaned loudly as he shot stream after stream of hot semen into her gaping mouth. 

‘You are truly magnificent Lily,’ Reynolds managed to murmur, panting as he pulled himself together. ‘Now go and welcome Gracie into the fold the way you were welcomed.’ 

Lily closed her cum-filled mouth, getting up with an almost mechanical clarity of intention. She walked over to Gracie, still tied to the post, and with her slick latex-covered fingers, gently caressed Gracie’s flushed cheek. Lily gazed into Gracie’s eyes, seeming to look inside her intensely. 

Once Gracie was bewitched by Lily’s unflinching gaze, Lily brought her cum covered lips to Gracie’s and opened her mouth, pushing Gracie’s lips apart with her tongue. Gracie struggled for just a moment, but was quickly overcome by the softness of Lily’s lips and the warm, acrid semen as it flowed into her mouth. She felt dizzy and wet and hot and cold all at once. The kiss was long and deep, reverential almost. 

Lily took two latex-covered fingers and gently pushed them into Gracie’s mouth. She scooped some of the saliva and cum from Gracie’s mouth onto her fingers and took her dripping fingers down to Gracie’s cunt. Gracie allowed it. As some of the hot liquid spilled out the side of Gracie’s mouth, Lily licked it, from her chin and cheeks, then kissed it back into Gracie’s mouth. 

Lily’s fingers slipped easily into Gracie’s pussy. Gracie moaned. 

Gracie’s thoughts began to swirl and as she felt her pussy being stimulated by the smooth, featureless fingers, she felt a flush of honour to be pleasured by this perfect creature. She swallowed hard, thinking dreamily, as Lily’s two fingers increased their pace in her pussy, ‘I’m gone. I no longer exist.’ She felt the remains of Faulk’s cum and her own copious saliva slide down her throat. 

Lily seductively tongued her way down Gracie’s body, which was by now drenched with salty sweat. Gracie felt Lily’s moist lips kiss her through the holes in the ripped, chequered pinafore that hung off her, down to the bare flesh of her breasts, her nipples, her belly, thighs. Before long she felt Lily’s mouth on her salty, sweet pubis, in the crease of her thigh, on her labia, licking into her plumped-up wetness. Gracie whimpered. 

Gracie felt like she was being devoured by the spirit of sex itself, some ancient, primal force that had embodied itself in the flawless frame of little Michelle Arnold, Lily. The way she moved, the intensity of her gaze, the otherworldliness of the lilac-coloured latex all served to raise her as something above the mere mortal. It was magical. 

Gracie let out a moan as she felt her perception completely shift. She had never felt anything like this before. She let out another moan as she felt Lily’s tongue pressed deep into her aromatic, juicy folds, and another moan, louder still, filled the room. 

Gracie came with such power that she shook all over, a bead of sweat dripping off her nose as quivering, she let her head hang, chin on her chest. She licked her lips, felt the tingling in her limbs. That was Gracie Given’s first orgasm. She now understood what it was all about. She felt incredible. 

Gracie’s body slumped against the post and she just hung there, supported only by her restraints. She didn’t know it then, but it was at that moment innocent small-town sweetheart Gracie Givens was no more. 

Gracie was snapped out of her reverie by the sound of clapping. She looked up to see Reynolds sitting on the side of his desk delivering a round of applause. Faulk then joined in. 

‘Magnificent. Simply Magnificent.’ Reynolds beamed at Gracie and Lily, looking from one to the other. Lily got to her feet and gave Gracie a kiss on the cheek. 

‘Untie.’

Gracie felt her hands being freed, but once she was undone, she was startled to find that she had no strength left to stand. She slumped to the floor on her knees. 

‘Aw, poor baby,’ mocked Reynolds. ‘Mr Faulk, this creature may be amongst the finest you have procured for us.’ His face had the flush of a man pleased. 

‘Thank you, sir,’

‘Present company excluded of course, Lily’. 

‘Of course, sir,’ Lily said with an unrecognisable voice every bit as mellifluous as Gracie would have expected. 

She doesn’t even sound the same, Gracie thought to herself. 

Still slumped inelegantly on the cold floor of this strange office, Gracie felt a resolve come across her. She was going to be every bit as impressive as Lily; she was going to metamorphose.

Gracie got to her feet with the little strength she had left, and stood proudly, her ripped pinafore still hanging off her shoulders. She looked up at Reynolds, a steely strength in her eyes.

With great sincerity she asked, ‘And what should my new name be, sir?’ 

‘Oh, perfect! Oh my dear, you are a true delight.’ Reynolds grabbed Faulk’s shoulder and smiled warmly at Gracie. ‘What would you like to be known as sweetheart?’ 

Gracie took a small moment to herself to consider her future name, and then with assurance, she said simply, ‘I’d like to known as Ruby.’

‘Then Ruby it is. Lily, please take Ruby to her room. She must be tired.’ 

—

With that, another day in the little town of Marble Falls came to a close. It was two full days later before Gracie’s parents even noticed that she was missing, but that’s another story. 

So is the day she came back.

Stay tuned for more adventures from Marble Falls. 
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