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Ben sat on the edge of his
bed with a huff. The moving boxes were haphazardly placed in the
center of his new bedroom, the lids cut open to reveal the contents
inside. So far, he'd managed to unbox most of his clothes and place
them in the wardrobe that had come with the new room and arrange a
handful of his more prized collectible figures on the open shelf
over his desk, another feature of the room that had come with the
house.

In fact, a lot of the
furniture had been left behind, a fact that Ben found suspicious,
even if his father and new stepmother did not. That had been part
of the allure of the house, according to his father. The older man
spoke in between huffs as he loaded boxes of books into the back of
a moving van the day before they'd left for this nowhere
town.

"They just picked up and
left. Middle of the night thing," his father said, grunting as he
deposited a box on the lip of the truck. "I don't know why, but
they had pretty good taste. If there's something you don't like,
we'll chuck it."

Ben hated everything at the
moment. Looking over the boxes yet to be emptied, the small, high
window set into the wall of his upstairs bedroom, the small flight
of stairs that isolated him from the true second floor of the home.
He felt like one of those characters in old novels that are chained
up and left to rot in some ivy-papered tower. His father's new
wife, Liz, barely spoke to him. Even while Ben's father and Liz
dated, the younger, prettier version of his mother had little to do
with Ben, generally keeping their exchanges confined to
pleasantries and questions about school that required no real
answers.

He understood, he supposed.
As a boy who had been flattened by puberty only a few years before,
he completely understood the appeal of a woman like Liz. She was no
more than a decade older than Ben himself, easily twenty years his
father's junior. But that was part of what made her so hot. Blonde,
bouncy hair, the trim body of a professional tennis coach, which
was how she had been employed when Ben's father met her, and a
youthful vigor and a natural coy nature that made her instantly
seductive. He'd be lying if Ben said he hadn't pleasured himself a
time or two thinking of her, her shiny pink lips descending on his
cock. Sure, the idea shamed him, but when you slept less than
twenty yards from the kind of woman you usually saw in porn vids on
the web, it was hard to resist sometimes.

He shook thoughts of his
distractingly attractive stepmother from his mind and stood again,
slapping his thighs with his palms to suggest that this time he
meant it, he was going to et these boxes unpacked. Only he couldn't
concentrate.

From the moment his father
announced their move, he'd felt some low degree of panic. Now it
was a full-blown dread that consumed him. He didn't easily fit in,
with his gangly limbs and soft-spoken manner, and it had taken most
of his childhood to find a clique of friends who would accept his
peculiarities and rampant geekdom. And now that safety net of his
old pals, Julian and Carter and Dana, had been pulled roughly away,
like an amateur magician pulling the tablecloth out from under the
candles and place settings, only to pull the whole affair onto the
floor with a deafening crash. That was his life, at present – a
crash. He knew no one, had no idea of what sort of environment he'd
be walking into with his new school. The only thing he had in his
favor was the week of break between their arrival and his first
day. Maybe he could find some gaming groups or something on the
internet, he mused. It was, he supposed, a start.

With another chuff of
frustration and simmering anger, Ben turned to one of the boxes
with his game console and a few collectibles. Once he had begun the
setup in earnest, he lost himself in the simple tasks of wiring and
threading cables through the small entertainment center inherited
from the previous owners. It was white with steel trim, elegant if
a little different from his own sense of style. He fit the console
inside the shelves and his 32" LCD was already perched on top. It
took only a little more effort to get it fully connected and hooked
into the house's wifi, and, at last, there was music in his room as
he logged in to his music account. Chiptunes and hip-hop followed,
and Ben found himself in an immediately better mood.

He placed some of his
figurines on the shelf over the desk. They were mostly from popular
video game franchises, or from movies that fell squarely into the
category of 'cult.' He was twisting one a bit to get the placement
just right when the figure's weapon, a long automatic rifle,
slipped out of the figure's hand and fell behind the
desk.

"Shit!" Ben hissed under his
breath, clambering to his hands and knees to reach beneath the
desk. And that's where he saw the door.

It was small, small enough
that it was easily missed. It stood about half the height and width
of a normal door, the handle merely a clasp set into the wood that
could be lifted up and pulled, which is precisely what Ben did. He
was struck by a blast of hot air when the door opened, blinking
against the radiant heat. It was not unlike, Ben thought, opening
an oven door mid-bake. It slammed against the rear lip of the desk
and Ben had to stand to move the rest of the desk out of the way.
Seeing the diminutive door set into the wall, Ben recalled the book
from Lewis Carroll, and he half-expected to see a potion waiting
for him on the other side.

The smell hit him first. The
door swung open, and the heat quickly cooled as the trapped heat
spread into his bedroom. There was a light coming from a window,
even smaller than his own, set into the rear wall of the secret
space. It lit bare floorboards, only broken up by the racks of
clothes that lined the walls of the squat attic. Near the port
window was a full-length mirror coated in a thin layer of dust and,
opposite that, a vanity with a chair tucked beneath it. The racks
of clothes were oddly colored, bright and pastel and gleaming under
the light in ways that suggested they were made of more than simple
cottons and polyesters. It was also very clear that they were
clothes made for a girl.

He crawled inside and stood,
enough room for one person to move around comfortably, but a second
body would have been uncomfortable. He saw that there was a
matching clasp on the inside of the door, making it possible for
him to shut the door behind him and disappear from the house
entirely.

A light hung from the arched
ceiling, and he pulled the thin chain that descended from the
fixture, casting the room in a yellowish light that softened the
edges of everything. Where it had been almost intolerably hot, the
room now felt strangely cool, and a soft breeze stirred. He inhaled
deeply, smelling the faint perfume of the house's former occupant.
Her scent had lingered on the clothes, and ben walked the length of
the attic examining these rare finds.

He had been certainly
correct that the outfits were for a girl, and his further appraisal
of them told him something else that lifted his spirits. The girl
had been a major nerd. The outfits hanging on the racks were
costumes forged to replicate those of popular characters from
movies and television and games. He lifted one from the rack that
was a very good approximation of the Link outfit from the last
Zelda game, and another that was a slinky black catsuit that was
decorated to suggest another character from an online shooter he
enjoyed sometimes.

"Holy shit," he said with
grinning admiration. "She was a cosplayer."






He was sitting on his bed,
back to the wall, the game controller in his lap when his father
tromped up the small flight of steps to his room. He gave a knock,
but then immediately opened the door. Ben liked to think of it as
the 'masturbation knock,' the one that would give him enough time
to cover himself if he was in mid-wank.

"Hey, kiddo," his father
said, taking an appraisal of his son's progress. "Almost have it
all done. Looks good."

"Thanks," Ben replied,
pausing the game and turning to face his dad. He had a fleeting
worry that his father had somehow come for the secret
other room, but there was
no indication that his dad or Liz had any knowledge of the presence
of the room. He wasn't sure what he was going to do with the thing,
or its contents of clothes. He even found a fully stocked makeup
kit in the vanity.

"Mind helping me with some
boxes?"

"Uh, yeah, sure," he said. A
rock was forming in ben's gut. When his father asked for help, it
usually meant that he had some ulterior motive, and those motives
were usually built around some pending uncomfortable conversation.
The last time his dad had asked him to do something with him, it
had turned into a conversation about his new mother, and wouldn't
Ben like to have a woman around the house again?

He agreed, of course,
knowing this battle was no place to make a stand. Following his
father outside, he caught sight of his stepmother in front of the
television, doing yoga along with some instructor on the screen.
With her revealing scooped top and form-fitting yoga pants, he was
again struck by her raw beauty. She could have been a model, he
thought, or at least one of those girls you see around leaning on
car hoods in calendars. Then again, wasn't a tennis instructor
essentially the same thing?

Outside, the moving truck
was still backed into the driveway, the sliding door at the rear
rolled up to make a gaping maw of the truck's interior. Inside were
a few boxes, most of them small enough for one person, but Ben
supposed his father had given up on the idea of doing it all
himself. For that, Ben could hardly blame him, and scrambled into
the rear of the truck.

"Just hand that one down,
son," his father said, his head turning to the neighbors' house
like a tic.

Ben frowned as he handed the
box down from the back of the truck, then stopped short of taking a
box for himself. He finally caught up to the thing his father had
been indicating, the entire reason he'd lured Ben down the stairs
in the first place.

She was probably his age, if
not a little older. It was hard to tell, considering the girl was
lying on her back on a deck chair around the edge of the neighbors'
pool, her slim body tan and largely exposed, thanks to the light
blue bikini she wore, the kind with ruffles at the top. She had one
leg crooked with her foot on the deck chair and black sunglasses
covering her eyes. Still, given the black and silken look of her
hair and the natural tan of her body, Ben was certain she was of
Asian descent.

When Ben's eyes returned to
his father, he had his eyebrows upraised in a "do you see what I
see" look that creeped Ben out some. His father leering over this
young woman's flesh made him feel unsettled, the way he did when he
saw his dad pawing at Liz around the house.

"Pretty, right?" his father
asked when Ben offered no comment.

"Yeah, Dad, but it's weird
to stare at her, don't you think?"

His father huffed. "I just
don't understand your generation. I mean, you're an
eighteen-year-old boy and you should be chasing girl s and throwing
parties, and you don't want to do any of that. Are you gay, is that
it? I mean, it's fine if you are, but just tell me so I don't worry
that you are just a loser."

Both of them stopped in
their tracks at the last words.

"That's not what I mean,
Ben, I worry, that's all."

But Ben was already moving,
hopping down from the back of the moving truck, nabbing the closest
box, and making his way back inside. On the way, he noticed that
the girl by the pool had noticed them and was sitting up, her
glasses pushed down the bridge of her nose. She had thick, dark
brows and wide brown eyes, decorated by the epicanthic folds that
confirmed his suspicion. If he had to guess, he would have said
Korean, maybe.

The curious look on her face
froze in his mind as he made his way inside and shut the front door
behind him. He deposited the box just inside the door and mounted
the stairs two at a time until he was back in his room, the door
locked, his back on the bed and staring up at the painted white of
his ceiling.

He had always suspected what
his father thought of him – not much, at the end of the day – but
to hear him say it. He laughed a little bitterly, wondering how
much that little slip of the tongue would cost him in later therapy
bills.

Ben...

His head snapped off the
pillow, jerking around. He'd heard the voice, he was sure of that,
a voice who called his name. It was soft and whispering, like the
tattered fragment of a dream.

Beee-eeen...

That time had been louder,
and now he could pinpoint the source of it. Ben rose and pulled his
desk away from the wall, exposing the small door to the hidden
attic, tugging it open and shining the light from his phone into
the gloom. Inside, he found the racks of clothes, the vanity, and
nothing else. He duck-walked into the room and pulled the chain on
the exposed bulb, casting the room in a yellow light. His arms
folded around him as he was struck by a sudden and piercing chill,
odd as the heat of the late summer day should have made the room an
oven.

"Someone there?" It was a stupid question. He could see no one, and the voice was almost surely a-

The clothes ruffled on the racks and he heard it again:

Ben, I see you...

"Who are you?"

Sarah...

His mind reeled. Was he sincerely talking to a disembodied voice? A ghost?

"What are you doing here?"

I live here. It's hard... to talk... Can I come closer?

His stomach knotted up. If he agreed, would he be visited by some maggot-eaten face coming out of the darkness? Then again, how often would he talk to a ghost?

"Yeah, alright, come closer."

Again, the cold, only this time it was an icy dagger that plunged into the base of his neck and sent white-hot cold into his skull. When he recovered from it, his hands went to the sides of his skull, pressing in as his brain threatened to explode and leak out his ears. It was the worst ice cream headache multiplied by a thousand, an instant of incredible pain, and then it was gone, and he felt something else, something inside him.

His hand, unbidden, rose to his eyes and turned over. His fingers flexed, and he watched, unsure of how his body was moving of its own accord.

Relax, Benji.

"You know my name?"

You don't have to talk out loud. I can hear you fine from in here.

'You're inside me?'

You said I could. And isn't this much better?

His leg lifted, and his fingers ran over the hairy calf.

Not very sexy, is it?

'I think you should go now. I don't like this.'

Benji, I have been waiting for too long for someone to come along. I'm afraid I can't go just yet. Why don't you go to sleep, sweetie, and I'll take it from here?

'No, I mean it! Get out of-'

Ben faded into darkness, frozen by his unknown hijacker, and found himself falling and falling and falling...

The banging on his door brought him back. His father's fist balled and slamming into the door, rattling it on its hinges.

"I said come out!"

"Dad?"

"Finally! He's awake!" He heard the frustration in his father's voice, some of the edge a hangover from the conversation they'd had earlier. "Get your butt down for dinner. We're going to eat as a family for one goddamn night."

"Be right there," he said, his hands roaming his body.

"Hurry up," his father said, but descended the stairs down from his room with loud, clomping steps.

Ben was on his bed, but jerked to his feet in an instant, then promptly wobbled and collapsed back onto the bed. He had lost time, as the sun was already falling, and, more alarming, he had done much to himself since his last memory.

His hands were covered in pink satin gloves up to his elbow, his body wrapped in a dress of the same material in pink and white, with intricate laces at the stomach that he immediately began unlacing. The reason for his imperfect balance were the heels on his feet, a white patent pair, and stockings covering his legs below the dress.

He hurried into the small attic space where he had last been conscious, rushing to the vanity which was now littered with some of the items from the vanity's drawers. In the mirror, he saw himself, looking for all the world like a Disney princess, right down to the deep red blush highlighting his cheeks and a blonde wig pinned to his head.

"Holy shit," he whispered.

Cute, right? I could never get the right heels for the outfit. Glass heels are tough to come by.

'Get out of my head!'

No can do, Bennie. We're a package deal now. Come on, tell me you don't feel just the littlest bit sexy?

I was given a slow and shuddering wave down my spine that terminated in my once-flaccid dick, that grew in an instant to a full erection. I gasped.

See. Stick with me, Bennie, and we are going to feel so gooood...

'I have to go to dinner. I can't go like this. You said you name was Sarah, right? Can we call a truce for the next hour?'

There was silence, then:

Fine. But I get you back after dinner.

Heaven help him, part of him was aroused at the thought.

Ben shed his feminine clothing and did his best to remove every trace of makeup, but Sarah had been thorough, applying dark eyeliner and makeup to his face from the neckline to his hairline. He left the clothing over the back of the chair tucked into the vanity, surprised to find he had women's underwear on, too. When he emerged from the attic, he was nude, cramming himself back into shorts and a tee before he realized his legs were shaved, too.

'How long was I out?'

Sarah giggled in his mind, tucked away and watching quietly from some corner of his mind. He could feel her presence as a perpetual thing, a crowding out of his own thoughts.

He found a pair of sweatpants instead and ran to the shared bathroom, using some Liz's makeup cleanser to remove more of the evidence. By the time he made it to the dinner table, where Liz and his dad were already placing slice of delivered pizza onto plates, he felt mostly himself. Mostly.

"Hey there, sleepy bird," Liz said, smiling. "Glad you could make it. I shouldn't be eating this stuff, but sometimes you have to cheat a little."

"Yeah, I guess?"

That's your mother?

'Step-mother.'

She's a total hottie. Have you seen her naked, yet?

'No. And gross. Shut up, will you?'

His hand slammed between his legs and a dull, painful ache flowered from his balls.

Don't be rude. And answer the question.

'No, I haven't. Yes, she's hot. She's also my step-mom.'

Aren't you the shy one.

"I met our neighbors. Park is their name. Korean."

Ben felt the presence in his thoughts shift at the words, an ethereal version of leaning close in interest.

"Husband seems alright. The wife is a little thing. Probably doesn't speak out of turn. Maybe you take a page out of that book, Liz."

"Good luck," Liz swiped at her husband playfully. "You wouldn't want me all shy like that."

"I tried to introduce Ben to the daughter. Minnie or something."

Min.

"She's cute. I mean, she looks Korean, but cute, I guess. And beggars can't be choosers, right, Ben?"

I really hate your dad, Bennie.

'Join the club.'

Liz giggled along with Ben's father. "You're so incorrigible, Pete."

Min is still next door?

'Who's Min?'

A very sexy girl I haven't seen for too long. Let's go.

"May I be excused, please?" Ben asked, surprising himself. The words were Sarah's, not his, and the fact that she could seize control of him so surely and suddenly made him especially anxious.

"Go on," his father said with a dismissive wave of his hand.

"Thank you," he beamed, but it was Sarah with her hands on the wheel.

He was relegated to passenger in his own body as he bound up the steps, noting the unusual sensation of the sweats brushing against his hairless legs. When he reached his bedroom door, he shut it and locked the door, rushing to the window in the opposite wall, the one with a view of the neighbor's house. Ben, or rather Sarah, pressed his hands against the wall on either side of the window, face pressed to the glass, peering down at the house with its lights on for dinner. Through the murk of the glass of both his window and theirs, he could make it a smaller figure at a table set for three.

"Min," he whispered, but it was Sarah speaking.

"Tell me who Min is," he said, asserting control over his own voice.

Fine. She and I were... special friends.

'What happened to you? How did you end up in the attic?'

It's a long story. Best if I show you.

He frowned, wondering how she expected to do that, and then his mind was flooded with images, memories that were not his own. He saw a plain girl with oily sandy hair staring at herself in the mirror of the vanity, now in this room, and not the hidden attic. There were books, written in languages he couldn't understand, and then an image of this plain girl standing inside a pentagram, naked and chanting. Another and the plain girl was more ravenous now, the grease gone from her hair, her body more voluptuous, and she fit in the costumes o so well. His neighbor, Min-heo, in this room with Sarah, trying on costumes and then a first, tentative kiss. Another flash of Min's body, nude, writhing against Sarah's. And, finally, a monstrous face, filled with jagged teeth, rushing forward and roaring!

Ben staggered back.

"Holy shit," he said aloud, "you sold your soul?"

Don't be so dramatic. I just made a deal. Unfortunately, the thing I made a deal with took some liberties. He's in my body now, somewhere in Rhode Island, I think. I was displaced and finally found my way back here, where I've been all alone. Until you showed up.

'So, you're not a ghost? Why don't we try to get your body back?'

It's not that easy. Technically, it's abiding by the deal. So, I'm sorta out of luck. Or, I was. But now with you, I think we can work something out.

'Look, I'm sorry you made a bad deal with the hoary masters of the Underworld or whatever, but I'm not trying to share my body with-'

Ben broke off, doubling over as he was struck by an instant and overwhelming orgasm, one that came as quick as a summer thunderstorm and left his sweatpants warm and wet and sticky with the evidence of his sudden burst of pleasure. His nerves jangled with the force of it.

See, lover? Stick with me, and we'll have some fun. Now hush while I get some work done.

And once more Ben was cast into a deep darkness where he tumbled for an unknown time, only this time Sarah sent his pleasure with him, where it buffeted and enveloped him until, for a time, all he knew was lust.

What do you think?

Ben groggily rose to something like consciousness. The daylight was filtering in from the high window, letting him know it had been hours since he had last been aware of his surroundings. He stood suddenly, kicking over the chair he'd been in that sat before the vanity. His hands flew to his face, touching it for some kind of reassurance that it was his own.

While he slept, or whatever it was his body did while he was consigned to that oblivion of pleasure, Sarah had been busy. His brows had been plucked, making them higher and thin and decidedly feminine. Makeup was on, as well, punctuated by a shiny pink gloss. He also noticed the pink polish coating his nails.

More shocking was the physical change to his face. It looked just different enough that he found it hard to recognize himself. It was his face, but with cheeks that looked a little higher than before and lips that were more full. His nose had widened some, too, and the tip looked slightly upturned.

His shifting appearance looked more natural considering the outfit he was in. With another of the wigs tucked on top of the clothing racks, his hair was white and long. Sarah dressed him, obviously, and he saw himself in a frilly maid's uniform with white hose and black, buckled shoes, a white apron tied around his waist. Black lace gloves covered the palms of his hands, but left his fingers bare, showing off the polish that tipped them. He looked like a kawaii maid, right down to the long ribbons tying the white hair into pigtails.

'I look like a girl!'

The statement was met with another shivering climax, depositing another load into his underwear, which felt a bit too snug to be men's.

You do. And a sexy one. Turns out if I concentrate really, really hard, I can change us.

'There is no us!' he cried out, but he shaky and less sure of himself following the mind-numbing orgasm. 'It's just me. Change me back!'

Another climax, this time dropping him to his knees. When it passed, he was on his hands and knees, mouth agape. His body was alight with hungry pleasure.

Isn't that better?

'Please. Stop.'

Listen, Ben, I don't have a lot of choice here. I need a body and yours is close enough that I can make some nips and tucks here and there and we can have a good time. You saw me and Min. Wouldn't you like to be part of that?

Her question was punctuated by another blast of images from Sarah's memories, these far more explicit as he saw the dark tip of Min's nipple, tongues flicking with one another, a hand firmly gripping a bare breast, cupping the dark-haired pubis. In his cum-addled state, the influx of more opportunities for this sort of deep satisfaction elicited a weak nod of assent from him.

Goody!

Ben could only watch as Sarah directed his actions. His father was gone for the day, off to work, while Liz was out shopping with friends or having an affair or whatever Liz did in her time away from yoga and being a trophy wife to her husband. Sarah set them up in the back yard with a digital camera Ben received as a Christmas present a year before and had never really used. Photography had never been his thing, another attempt from his father to inspire some ambition in him.

Now, she was placing the camera on an also-gifted tripod and arranging herself in the grass with her arms propped behind her, one leg crossed over the other. Ben felt drunk and dizzy. Whenever he made an attempt to question what she was doing, Sarah would flood his sense with enough euphoric sexual satisfaction, he would hazily agree with whatever she suggested.

'What's this for?' he asked with a sloppy and lazy grin.

We'll need tot ouch them up some, but I love playing dress-up. I guess we do, too, now!

'Yeah,' he agreed with the same laziness.

There she is! Just sit there quietly, Bennie!

He saw through Sarah's eyes as the neighbor girl peeked over the brush line that separated the houses. The sunglasses were still on, but her hair was pulled back in a ponytail that sat high on her head and drooped down to the space between her shoulders. She was wearing a blue top with slender straps on the shoulders and a tight fit around her body showing off the B-cups Ben had seen for himself in Sarah's memories.

"Hey there!" she said brightly, waving to Ben and Sarah.

"Hey yourself," Sarah replied. It was bizarre hearing a voice come from his mouth that sounded so high and feminine. Another of Sarah's upgrades, Ben assumed, and then found his sour thought met with another rush of pleasure to keep him sated.

"Mind some company?"

"Come on over, girl," Sarah said, mentally petting Ben for his submission.

He watched through a gauze of pleasure as Min rounded the brushline and approached, and he could see now she was wearing a denim skirt, the bottom frayed, giving her tan thighs ample measure to be seen and appreciated.

In the outfit, Sarah looked entirely feminine, the white wig hiding the short-cropped hair beneath. With her affected voice, Sarah looked, moved, and sounded like a genuine girl, so it was no surprise that Min treated her as such, while Ben could only look on.

"What are you doing?" Min asked, leaning to look at the camera.

"I like doing some cosplay. Nerdy, I know..."

"No! Not at all!" Min exclaimed, "The girl who used to live there had an amazing collection. I used to help her with some of it sometimes."

"You would look so cute in a Sailor Moon costume," Sarah grinned. "And I found all the stuff she left behind. There's a ton of costumes! You probably know your way around them better than me, if you ever want to come look."

"I would love to!"

'She's pretty,' Ben managed, finding some coherent thought in the miasma of lust.

She is. And she's all ours.

"Hey, sorry, I didn't catch you name," Mind said. "Mine is Min-heo, but everyone just calls me Min or Minnie."

Ben felt Sarah scrambling for something, then heard her say, "I'm Belle."

"Like the princess?" Min giggled.

"Exactly. My parents had high hopes."

"Happy to meet you, Belle," Min said, offering a slender hand.

Ben caught bits of the afternoon. Min and Sarah, now Belle in her current state of control, took some pictures and talked boys some, but Ben got the impression it was a coded conversation, one that suggested Belle wasn't so into the boys in the area as she was the cuter girls. Nothing overt, just a comment here and there, but Ben could see that Min knew. And Min was receptive.

By the time the afternoon was winding down and Sarah assured Ben she would have him back to his mostly-old self by the time his parents returned home, Min and Belle were staring a little too long at one another, making excuses to touch an arm or brush hair from a cheek.

Belle packed up the camera and marched upstairs to the attic bedroom, where she secured the door and reached behind her to unzip the dress she wore. Ben noted that she had worn a bra beneath the dress, and that the bra, while smile, was not without something to restrain.

'I have tits!'

They're just small ones, don't be a baby.

'But they're tits! And they feel so weird!'

Sarah ran her hands over the small pillows of flesh that hung almost imperceptibly against Ben's chest.

'You have to stop this! I don't want to be a girl!'

That's because you've never really tried, Belle. Just imagine how sexy we can be together. How hot it will be to have Min eating our pussy...

'Our pussy?!'

It's not like you're using that dick for anything more than self-pleasure, anyway. You stick with me, Belle, and you're going to be very happy.

He was rewarded by a new wave of pleasure while Sarah used his own hand to rub between his legs, kneading the semi-flaccid flesh of his cock until it was standing up straight and proud.

Doesn't have the elegance of a pussy, Sarah interjected, but I get the appeal.

He felt her focus, and then he was buffeted by an unrelenting wave of sexual energy, enough that he didn't notice the cum as it spilled out of him, only that he wanted more. She was addicting him to the bliss of her psychic assault and he was willingly allowing himself to be led. He was a shuddering, sweating mess when Sarah stripped him of the rest of his clothes, slipped on a long nightgown from the attic repository, and crawled into bed.

Even in his sleep, Sarah continued her manipulation. She whispered to him as he dreamed, slipping new ideas into his head and dampening his will to resist. Sarah could feel herself winding through his thoughts, tweaking and adjusting as she did. Gone was Ben's desire to resist. If this was going to work, Sarah knew, it would require his cooperation. Being his essential core made that desire something she could tamper and mold into something more useful.

When she was satisfied that Ben would be less likely to put up a fight, she went to work on the hard part – his physical being. She'd managed some good work so far, and Min had been successfully fooled, but Sarah's wanted her body back, or an approximation of it. It took far more of her psychic energy to alter his appearance than it did for her to twist his thoughts to hers, but the results were far more satisfying. She concentrated her energy and invaded his essential chemistry, remaking his DNA with the power of her will. The effort would cost her, but the rewards were too sweet to resist.

Ben stirred, surprised to find himself in charge of his own body. He rested there, savoring a tremor of tingling that coursed through him and drawing a smile to his face. He stretched and then rested, poking at the foreign mind inside his own, wondering if she had finally left him. She was there, he could feel her coiled within him, but Sarah was unconscious. He grinned.

He spun his legs over the edge of his bed and stopped suddenly. Nothing felt quite right. He held his hands before his face, noting that his bails were still too long, and painted a cherry red, tipping slender arms and hands. His hair, too, was longer, nearly down to his shoulders, and the color had faded to a lighter blonde, as proven by pulling a strand over his eyes. His legs, still smooth and shaved, were long and shapely. Grasping his chest, he found that the subtle hints of breasts had swollen to flesh that could not be denied or hidden.

This simple touch lit him from within, and he lost himself for a moment in caressing himself, teasing his nipples into stiff tips, pinching them to send sparks of sensation down his spine. When he did finally stand, he placed his palm against his sex and found that his penis was still there but felt diminished and small. He moved down the steps from his room, careful to listen for sounds to indicate his father and step-mother might be stirring, but he heard nothing. He padded on his feet, unsteady thanks to a sense that his internal workings had shifted somehow during his sleep, making his head spin with an unfamiliar balance. Using a hand to steady himself, he made his way into the bathroom and shut the door behind him, quietly latching it.

Free to explore, he examined himself more thoroughly. In addition to the more obvious changes, he saw that his skin was shade darker, not quite bronze, but with a touch of sun that he normally did not possess. With his longer, lighter hair, his face looked even more feminine. He had to lean into the mirror and run his fingers over his throat to convince himself that his Adam's apple was gone, too.

He removed a hand mirror from one of the counter drawers and lifted his long gown, showing off the withered root between his legs. His ball sac also looked shrunken, a small coin purse that seemed to be retreating into his pelvis, as if he'd been tossed into cold water. Beneath and above his current set of genitals, the skin was red and angry-looking, a rash that had the inescapable shape of vaginal lips. His touch sent ripples of pleasures through him.

It's not ready for prime time yet, Sarah said, surprising him into a high-pitched "Oh!" But we are coming along.

'I can't go out like this!'

Don't worry. I have it all taken care of, Belle.

He whimpered at the sound of the name. Hearing it made him feel weak and happy and overwhelmingly submissive to the voice in his head.

Just relax like that, sweet Belle. Let me take care of it.

Yes, it was nice to have someone looking out for him. And giving him such a sexy body that gave him so many thrills. He gladly took a back seat and allowed Sarah to assert herself fully. Soon, he was watching his hands move of their own accord as Sarah prepared them for the day.

Min wasn't outside, so Sarah contented herself with fussing over makeup and clothing until she found something that hugged her new curves. Her ass needed a little work and maybe a thinner waist, but she could do that while Ben slept. She was in his room when she heard Ben's father and Liz talking downstairs. She grinned. Ben was preoccupied by the euphoria that she was offering him, keeping him docile while she made her next big move.

She squeezed into a pair of tight jeans and a simple red, short-sleeved top that showed a hint of cleavage. Her hair was pulled back, still too short to do much with at the moment, but a crisp ponytail worked in the meantime. This next step would take some doing, but she'd been storing some reserve energy for just this moment. If her planning paid off, she and her co-pilot would be free to become what she envisioned.

She moved down the steps, enjoying how her new body had filled out and was taking on a more familiar gait and balance. Ben might have difficulty navigating in the more slender body with its weight distributed differently, Sarah felt more at home than she had before. She found Liz and Ben's father in their living room, Ben's dad making a show of reading the paper, but he was really watching Liz, who was bent low, stretching her body along with an instructor on the television. Sarah watched her, too, for a moment. She was older than Sarah, but not by much, and there was no question of her beauty. Sarah stared as Liz bent at the waist, her pink top straining to contain a healthy pair of breasts that Sarah very much wanted to see for herself. And, if her plan worked, that could easily be arranged.

Ben's dad sensed something and turned around on the couch to find Ben's altered body in the doorway. There was little in the new form that looked like Ben, so his father, naturally, started and stood up straighter on the couch.

"Good morning, parental units. I need you to look at me for a second."

"Who the hell are you? Are you one of Ben's friends?" there was optimism in the question, and Sarah felt a new rise of loathing for Ben's father. Only if his son scored with a pretty girl would his estimation of his son raise. She'd be happy to cuckold this boisterous man.

"My name is Belle, and it's very important that you listen to what I tell you."

She locked eyes first with Pete, and then with Liz, allowing some of her energy to pass between them until they looked on with hazy, slack-jawed expressions.

"I want you to hear what I say and understand it. This is the truth. The truth is, you never had a son, Pete. If you remember anything at all about a boy named Ben, you will chalk it up to a misremembered memory of some friend's son. Now, Pete, tell me... do you have a son?"

The slack expression grew more focused and Ben's father expressed a momentary confusion. "No. I never had a child. It's just me and Liz."

"Very good," Sarah smiled. "And Liz?"

"No," she said, more quickly than her husband. "It's just me and Ben."

"It was," Sarah corrected. "You've had an exchange student in your home. That's me. My name is Belle, and you let me do pretty much what I want because I'm a guest. And I'll be staying with you until I graduate."

The staring, fawning looks had returned to the faces of the couple. Sarah allowed herself to stroll through the room, taking a pause to run her hand over Liz's toned ass, up her belly to one bounteous breast, where she cupped and squeezed the soft flesh, drawing a lusty exhalation from Liz.

"We'll come back to that a little later. For now, remember what I've told you. And know what I have said is the truth. Do you both understand?"

"Yes," the couple said in a lazy unison.

"Good. Now, go back to what you were doing." She stopped, grinning in a sly manner. "Except Liz, you'll be fixated on Belle. You'll want her, no matter how confused you feel by these feelings. And, when Belle allows you, you'd do anything to touch her. Now, back!"

Sarah snapped her fingers and the world resumed. She waited until they were shaking themselves free of her influence before bounding back up the stairs and shutting the door behind her. She had done it. She was exhausted and spent, but the work was done, and all of the world was now hers.

Belle shook herself awake, her body sore and sluggish. Sarah was quiet, retired into some corner of Belle's mind, which had been modified so heavily by Sarah, it was a struggle to recall that there had ever been an existence before Belle. She knew she had been different somehow, that Sarah had made those changes happen, but the pleasant hum of her body and the rewiring done by Sarah made it all feel distant and out of reach.

She rose and stood in the bedroom in her bare feet, stretching and feeling herself, every atom singing with promise and possibility. There was still a detail to be resolved between her legs, but even now Belle could feel that the dangling flesh had shrunken more, and there were twinges of pleasure along the edges of the slit that was forming there. She left it alone for now, counting on Sarah to finish her work. Belle was so grateful to Sarah for helping her. That's what she said – helping her to be the prettiest, most wonderful girl in the world, and Belle felt every inch of it.

She was grinning as she made her way down the stairs. Part of her felt a pang of anxiety, a sudden weight that made her suddenly afraid of how Pete and Liz would react to her. Wasn't she supposed to be there? She had to stop and press hand to her head, sorting out the conflicting memories. Was it her father and mother, were Pete and Liz someone else...? Her brain ached until she felt some tumblers turn and lock into place. No, they weren't her parents, that was silly. She was just staying with them until college.

"Oh, Belle," Pete said, seeing the girl land at the bottom of the stairs through the kitchen door. "Liz was making some lunch if you want some."

She did. She realized how hungry she was and took a seat at the table, admiring, not for the first time, the round ass confined by the yoga pants Liz wore. Belle watched her twisting and turning as she collected the makings for a sandwich spread on the dining room table. Her body was shorter than Belle's, with a more pronounced backside and chest, though Belle's full B-cups weren't invisible. Belle felt her loins stir watching Liz and turned away to focus on Pete for fear of getting too aroused.

She ate and chatted with them once Liz had come to the table. It felt natural and easy, even if Pete liked to gawk at Belle more than she would like. She had ruled him out completely as a sexual partner, and his lecherous stares only served to make him seem more odious, but he had a kind heart underneath it all. Liz, on the other hand, seemed entirely fixated on belle, which was fine by her. Liz's thin, pink lips hung slightly open, and Belle wondered what her mouth tasted like, before stopping herself. She'd have to play it more cool to get away with sleeping with her host's wife.

After lunch, she went to her room and slipped into the small door to the attic space where her clothes were. Well, Sarah's clothes, but they were essentially one in the same, and wasn't that amazing?! When she felt Sarah stir in her consciousness, Belle nearly clapped her hands together in glee.

'Hey sis,' Belle said in greeting.

Hey, you. Did you talk to Pete and Liz?

'I did! I think Liz totally wants us.'

Of course she does. We're hot. Not as hot as we will be, but close!

'Mmmm,' Belle sighed internally, 'Thank you for doing all this Sarah. You're, like, my best friend!'

I'll always take care of you, Belle. You should let me work, now. Get some sleep and we'll have oodles of fun tomorrow!

'I am sleepy," Belle admitted. She suddenly felt very tired, as if lead had been injected into her bones. She laid back on her bed, wondering why her bedroom looked like something a guy would do. Sarah would probably fix that, too. She closed her eyes and felt the shift in her thoughts of Belle's own mind receding and Sarah's moving to the fore.

Sarah looked at her creation with a mixture of awe and pride. She had never thought the change would be so possibly complete. She had hoped for a well-groomed, effeminate boy look, but her work had, at last, made a body that she felt entirely at home within.

A look between her legs and Sarah could see that Belle's body had no more trace of the cumbersome dick that hung there, nor were there testicles. Left was a fully functional and very sensitive pussy, dark blonde hair trailing down to the labia in a thin line. A light touch against her new folds would send a shiver of sensation through her. There was a hunger, too, now that Sarah could feel her own physicality again. She had to force her hand away from her snatch before she went too far and found herself on the floor of her room, teasing out the orgasm she craved.

Instead, she tested the weight of her full breasts, now a healthy C-cup, and the tawny nipples stood at attention on the fleshy teardrops. Her legs moved easily against one another as she crept into her hidey-hole of an attic and ran her fingers over the costumes. Her new body will be perfect for them, and now it was just a matter of what look she wanted to adopt for her next phase.

She found one, a daring one, from a video game she hadn't played, but had been captivated by the costume of the main character. She began by tucking her now-shoulder length hair under a wig, which was white, like the one before, only shorter, a silver-white bob. Next, a lopsided blindfold that lefty one eye uncovered, the other hidden beneath the black cloth. She tucked that up on her forehead so she could see as she slipped into lacy black panties and then sat at the vanity to add matching thigh-high stockings with elaborate lace trim at the tops. Once she tested their elasticity to satisfaction, she slipped the black dress over her head, slit high up the sides to show off the tops of her stockings and a generous glimpse of her ass. The dress had a tall collar that made it look more formal, and it clung to her body snugly, showing off every luxuriant curve of her body.

The last touch was a pair of black patent shoes, ankle boots with a sharp heel that made it difficult to walk, but she had practice in the, as they had always been part of any witch outfit as well. She took a few tentative steps, adjusting once more to the physical presence of her body, and then she turned to her mirror for verification. Yes, she confirmed, she looked hot.

Min was by the pool again, though not in her swimsuit. Instead, she was sitting at the edge of the pool, her calves and feet kicking lazily in the water. She had her nose pointed at a book, a simple green-and-black striped tee and denim shorts. Her hair had been pulled into pigtails, which made Sarah feel weak for her as she spied over the fenceline.

"Knock, knock," Sarah said. Ben had not roused from his induced mental slumber, and Sarah continued to flood his mind with sexual images complimenting his acceptance of the new body she had designed for them. He felt distant, nearly gone, and that was just fine with Sarah.

"Oh, hey!" Min said, her eyes widening at her neighbor's outfit. She recognized it almost immediately, but the body squeezed into that dress was far more voluptuous than the one of the game character. "That is an amazing costume! Did you make that one?"

"More like assembled," Sarah said, allowing her slinky gait to capture Min's eye. She sat on one of the deck chairs around the pool, fully aware of how her position gave Min a good look at her panty-clad pussy. "And thank you!"

Min's eyes lingered on the dark promise between Sarah's legs and looked away, quickly enough that Sarah could feel the girl's shame and secret lust. The best part of being a disembodied spirit, Sarah mused, was being able to reach out and touch and feel and, yes, even manipulate the thoughts and feelings of another. With Min, she needed only to burrow to those hidden places where memories of Sarah lingered. It was easy to pull those to the surface, to inject an easy comparison between Sarah as she was and Belle, the new body Sarah wore. She merged the thoughts and feelings until she could sense Min's growing hunger for her.

The girl's eyes looked hazy, then refocused, this time on Sarah, or, as Min knew her, Belle. In those eyes was a look of pure want, and Sarah shifted in her seat on the deck chair.

"You remember, don't you, Min?"

"Yes, I, uh, I think so."

"Then come here."

Min did, twisting her body away from the poolside and padded toward Sarah, leaving dark impressions of her feet on the concrete. Sarah opened her arms and Min sat in her lap, one arm around Sarah's shoulders.

"I don't-" Min began, but Sarah stifled her words with a kiss.

Min resisted, but only for a moment. Then her mouth was working with Sarah's, opening and closing, allowing darting tongues to find one another and taste something at once familiar and wholly new. Min's hand rose, cupped Sarah's cheek as they kissed. In turn, Sarah's hand followed Min's flat stomach to the waist of her denim shorts, unfastening the button, which elicited a weak "Oh" from Min, the sound Sarah remembered from before. It drove her wild, and she made little effort at teasing. Her hand continued its downward trajectory until she felt the rough tangle of Min's bush. Her fingers found the line of her slit and caressed, stroking and tickling until min was squirming in her lap, kissing in between rushed sighs of pleasure.

Sarah turned her over, placing her in the deck chair on her back, and Sarah took the bottoms of the shorts in hand, pulling them down to expose Min's short, tan legs and the pale pink panties with a white bow, slightly askew after Sarah's removal of the shorts. Sarah didn't wait for an invitation to remove these, too. Now, Min's top was all that remained, her small breasts silhouetted beneath the top, her nipples hard and pointed.

"Don't worry, my angel," Sarah said, lowering herself to the chair and crawling up Min's legs in a slow, seductive pace.

Her eyes rolled up as Sarah's mouth closed on Min's pussy, her tongue gliding up Min's folds in a teasingly slow stroke that drew a gasp from the smaller girl, her hips lifting to meet Sarah's tongue. Sarah's hands followed the line of Min's legs up to her waist, fingers tracing the ridges of her pelvic bone before she seized her and squeezed her eyes shut, pushing out everything else besides Min and the taste of her dampening slit.

Min's fingers found the silken hair of Sarah's wig, holding Sarah's face to her, hips rolling in time with Sarah's lapping. Soon, they were moving together, falling into a familiar pattern that Min only half-remembered. But for Sarah, this moment had been long in coming, and now that she felt her lover's body moving beneath her again, she knew she would be whole.

While Min's legs bounced o her shoulders, Sarah found her swollen clit and led an assault against it, dreaming of the life ahead of her.

They had found their way to Min's room, her parents gone until the evening, where Sarah held Min against her, caressing her now-nude body pressed against her side. Min kissed along Sarah's shoulder with lingering, lazy kisses.

"You're amazing," she whispered.

"I love you, Min," Sarah replied, honestly. "I know you won't understand everything, but I had to do a lot of things to get back to you. But, now that I have, I promise I won't ever leave you. Not again."

Min only cuddled close. She was lost in the reverie Sarah had induced in her. The knowledge that she could so easily influence the people around her, and especially the one inside her, made her pussy throb and tingle. The old adage occurred to her – absolute power corrupts absolutely. Not only had she overcome the formless void of her ghost-like existence, she had altered the world around her to accommodate her new life.

She gripped Min's breast and squeezed possessively, drawing Min's mouth to hers, kissing her deeply. It felt good to be in charge.

Belle awoke, inasmuch as she was every full conscious, with her step-mother's mouth on her pussy. This new organ provided a litany of new sensations and full-body shivers that she could barely count. She looked down to find Liz's mouth buried against her as Belle stood in the center of her bedroom, Liz's hands gripping the backs of her thighs.

'Oh my god what is happening?' Belle cried.

Relax, cuteness. Your old step-mom is doing an amazing job of eating us out. Sit back and enjoy it.

'This has to stop!' Belle felt echoes of a life she could barely recall now, but it wasn't this. A rage welled within her, anger at something she could barely recall but was certain had been taken from her.

Isn't it wonderful? We can do anything we want, Belle. Just look at this slut lick us. She wants it so bad.

'This is wrong.'

Now, now, Belle, no one likes a party pooper. And if you're not good, we'll have to take steps.

'I won't let you do this Not to me, or to Liz. Not anymore.'

Belle could feel Sarah's anger, boiling inside her in their shared body. Sarah had grown accustomed to getting her way, and it was going to take all of Belle's strength to stop her. Belle concentrated, pooling her energy, what she had left in her after the brutal erosion of her own identity. Was she a she, even? It hurt to think about too much, especially when buffeted by Sarah's pleasure and Liz's constant attention at her pussy.

Apologize, Belle, or I won't be so nice.

'Fuck you! Get out of my body!'

There was an ethereal chuckle, and then Belle found herself hurtling into some space, an empty void without shape or light. An unsettling cold surrounded Belle as she sped through the nothingness. When it had seemed like an eternity passed, Belle felt herself grow still, or at least the sensation of velocity subsided.

She found herself without the anchor of her body, floating free in space. Worse, she could see her own body, appreciate the beauty of Liz being on her knees before Belle's own body, but she no longer resided there.

Belle's head rose, her physical one, and she saw that it was Sarah who looked back.

"We could have made a good team, hon, but you got possessive. It's not so bad. Eventually I'm sure you'll find someone else."

Liz paused, looking up in a lusty daze.

"Not you. Get back to work," Sarah said, shoving Liz's face against her saliva-slick mound. "Sorry it had to go like this, Belle, but you just can't stop me anymore. Good luck."

Belle could only watch, unable to propel herself in the emptiness of this formless existence, as her former step-mother brought her transformed body to another climax.

Time moved fast. One day, Belle was finally finding a way to move in the ghost-like emptiness of her old bedroom, the next Sarah was gone. She wasn't sure exactly when it happened. Sarah had been there, moving around in belle's old body, and then she wasn't. She caught bits of conversation from Liz and Pete, who suggested she'd gone away to school with Min, a state school in a larger town. With the house theirs again, as far as they knew, they had returned to some open sex in the less private rooms of the house. Belle observed some of these sessions, and even enjoyed it on occasion. It was like watching two strangers.

Much of her felt detached, and not only physically. She had learned to move, so she drifted invisible through the home until, one day, the furniture was gone and so were Liz and Pete. She didn't feel particularly sad about that, but the house took on a quiet gloom.

Then, the lights came back on. New people moved around, unfamiliar faces that whisked by in their daily lives. Furniture appeared in rooms and voices filled the silent house.

The boy who took Belle's room was older, post high school, but he had a nice build and, better, a confused mind. While he slept, Belle probed at his thoughts, a new trick she had learned. It was surprisingly easy, especially when the boy, whose name was Chase, was asleep.

She slipped into his thoughts and nestled there, sighing at the return of true physical sensation. She concentrated and expended a burst of energy, focusing on the boy's hand. While he slept, belle lifted the hand to her face and peeked out from droopy eyelids. The nails were just a bit longer.

Belle smiled and rested. He would be awake soon, and then Belle would introduce herself to her new body.
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