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CURSED BY PRETTY PINK PANTIES

Part Two

Cursed by mysterious pair of pretty pink panties, trapped in the strange, magical underwear, Nate’s life has been sent spiralling in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that leads to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures.

As the influence of the panties grows, and the transformations begin to become more obvious, Nate is left with more questions than he has answers, luckily for him though, there is one person who is very willing to help lead him into his new life. Under the influence of his authoritative neighbour, the powerful witch Morgan, Nate become Natalie, and Morgan sets about explaining to her just what the pretty pink panties can do for her, just how they can improve her life.

There is just one, simple catch…

The panties were a gift, and a test, from Morgan. All Natalie has to do to accept is serve…

When Natalie agrees, submitting to become Morgan’s familiar, Morgan rewards her with knowledge, power, and an education on her new, improved self, but first, since Natalie has no clothes now that fit her sexy, transformed body Morgan takes her shopping. Once there, her education begins, and the first lesson? How to feed her need for power, magic… how to gather lust.

Slowly but surely Natalie grows in confidence and power, just as she grows, changes, to become more beautiful, prettier and sexier, and when she returns home after doing just as her Mistress commanded her, Morgan decides that what her pretty little familiar deserves, is a reward… one that will only bind her tighter to the curse of the pretty pink panties.


One

The day was already bright by the time Natalie woke from her sleep. Her head was fuzzy, a lingering fog settled over her thoughts, memories of her dreams, images of… she giggled as she recalled it all.

It all seemed so strange, so impossible, but… she could no longer deny it. Just yesterday she had been… her head grew fuzzy and there was a dull throbbing, a low pain as she tried to remember. She pushed through and a name swam up from the recesses of her mind.

She had been Nate, she had been… a boy? It seemed so impossible now, so unlikely, but she knew it to be true. She had been living as Nate, living as a boring, simple, plain, ordinary boy, living a vast and elaborate and miserable lie. Now though… now everything was changing.

Natalie’s cheeks flushed as she remembered how it all began, finding the panties, the pretty pink panties, in the laundry room of her apartment complex on the floor, how they had appealed to her, almost calling out to her. They were so bright and colourful and sexy compared to the dull, dreary clothes of theirs that they had been washing, so skimpy and sexy.

Natalie hadn’t been able to resist… she had picked the panties up, had taken them home. Once locked safely in her flat she had been unable to resist her curiosity, the same curiosity that she’d always felt, niggling, eating away at her… what if… only this time, she had given in.

Something about those pretty pink panties had led her to finally give in to her secret desire, her secret longing, her secret curiosity. She had tried them on, had worn just the panties, had looked at herself in the mirror and, for the first time in a long time she had liked her reflection.

She had still thought of herself as Nate, still imagined herself, foolishly, to be a boy, a man, had yet to experience to full power and joy of the panties that was to come, but still, she had liked her reflection, how she looked in just a pair of pretty pink panties. It was afterwards though that she had begun to panic.

When she had tried to take the panties off she had found herself trapped, bound to the pretty, pink, sexy underwear, and she had realised she was at the mercy of their powerful magic. Slowly, over the next few days, she had come to realise the truth. The panties were cursed, or maybe blessed, depending on your point of view, and how you viewed what they were doing to her.

They had changed her, making her soft and smooth, hairless, delicate, shifting her body and face to become subtly more feminine, and though she had at first been terrified, frightened by what was happening to her, she had gradually found herself relishing the changes, the transformations, the corruption.

As her body had changed she had been forced to confront the reality, had already been forced to buy new trousers for work due to her expanding ass and hips, and when she had been caught arriving late at work she had found herself thanking her boss for forgiving her in a very brazen manner—persuaded by that small inner voice that had been with her since she had slipped the panties on, Natalie had fallen to her knees and, for the first time in her life, had sucked cock. More surprisingly, she had liked it, enjoying how it felt to suck, to lick, to pleasure her boss’s perfect, fat, hard, long cock with her mouth, swallowing his cum, feeding off of his pleasure.

Just remembering it made her squirm in bed, blushing, pressing her smooth, soft, curvy thighs together, her cute little cock throbbing. Her belly fluttering, a deep craving, a hunger, a need within growing, ravenous. Just the thought of cum, of all that pleasure, using her new body, of feeding, made her feel hot and sexy, bright with joy.

Natalie shifted, mind drifting. It was all so remarkable, so impossible, so unreal, that if it hadn’t been for her dream last night she wouldn’t have believed it all, despite what had happened to her, how she had changed.

She had fallen asleep after playing with her new body, unable to resist the urge to touch herself, fingering her slick, tight hole until she came, hard, collapsing exhausted, and had drifted off into a dream unlike any she had experienced before. Only… had it really been a dream?

Her new neighbour, Morgan, had come to her in her dream, only different, changed, mysterious and ethereal, almost inhuman, but beautiful, sexy, powerful. They had talked, and Morgan had explained Natalie’s situation, the panties, what was happening to her, why she was changing, why she was being transformed.

The panties were a gift, from Morgan to Natalie. She had been meant to find them, meant to try them on, meant to accept the curse they carried, the blessing they offered, the gifts they wished to bestow on her. Morgan had been searching for Natalie, had been searching for her for a long, long time.

Natalie had what Morgan wanted, needed, and Morgan had used to panties as a test, to see if Natalie was who she thought she was. It was a test Natalie had passed, with flying colours, and so Morgan had come to explain herself and make Natalie an offer.

Morgan was a witch, powerful and old and wise, beautiful, mysterious, ephemeral, and she was in need of a familiar, a kindred soul to help her. She wanted Natalie to become her familiar, her servant, her companion.

The offer was simple, agree to serve and Natalie would keep the panties, remain cursed, and would continue her transformation, her corruption, become who she was always meant to be… someone new and wonderful, bright and beautiful, sexy, powerful, wanton. Refuse and the panties would be removed, Natalie would return to her life before, return to her ordinary, dreary existence as Nate.

Natalie had found the decision easy. She had accepted. She had agreed to serve, had submitted to being Morgan’s familiar, and in exchange, she had been gifted a new name. She had become Natalie, someone new, someone better.

But… it was just a dream, surely? Natalie giggled again. She was not sure, and that confusion about what was real and what wasn’t felt like just part of the fun, part of the adventure. Was she really now bound to a powerful witch? Was she really a familiar, a companion? Would she be made to serve?

If so, how? What would she be expected to do? There had been promises of more transformations, the chance to become her true self, the promise of power, gifts that would leave her changed, transformed. All she needed to do was serve, and she had agreed.

This morning though, waking in her old bed, in her old flat, the dream seemed distant and unreal, and the offer impossible. It wasn’t real, was it?

There was only one way to find out. Get up, get on with her life, and just see what awaited her.

Natalie bit her bottom lip as she shifted, a fluttering in her belly, excitement. After a long night of restful sleep, she could barely wait to see if there had been more changes, more transformations. She could not wait to see just who she was going to become, to revel in the sexy, seductive changes in her body, to experience more pleasure, and perhaps… there would be more chances to feed.

Throwing back the covers, dressed in only her pretty pink panties, Natalie summoned the energy to begin her day—the first day of her weekend. Just what lay in store for her? Had the dream been real? Was she really now a witch’s familiar?

Who was she going to be by the end of this? What further transformations and adventures lay in store for her? Who would she become?

Natalie giggled, blushing. She could no longer pretend that she was not eager for all that was to come, for all that lay ahead for her. She rose up out of bed, ready to begin her new life as Natalie, ready to embrace whatever new adventures and experiences lay ahead for her.

#

Natalie stood in front of the mirror and stared at her reflection, grinning. She had changed again overnight, her body transforming subtly, continuing its slow, gradual shift towards some new, unknown form. One thing was certain though—whatever final appearance her body was trending towards, it was undeniably feminine, undeniably sexy.

Just looking at herself now she could not deny how all the changes had affected her overall look. Her body was utterly hairless now, smooth and soft and so much more sensitive, undeniably feminine and cute. She was smaller too, shorter, and thinner, her once tall, broad frame diminished, her shoulders narrower, height shrunk—she was now less than average height for a man, but still tall for a woman, with a frame that matched, her body shape becoming androgynous, far less masculine than it had once been, and she could not help but smile at the changes.

Her waist too was thinner, almost cinched, with her hips just a little wider than they were the day before, butt rounder. The curves were subtle, even naked, but they were there, her body slowly becoming womanly, seductive, sexy, and as the days passed they were only becoming more exaggerated. Her masculine body was fading, becoming small and cute, pretty, matching her pretty pink panties. If the transformations continued soon she would not be able to hide who she was becoming.

If the changes continued people would notice she was becoming shorter, thinner, her waist dainty, ass round and fat, hips wide—breeding hips—with curvy, thick thighs to match. And all of that was even ignoring her face.

If her body had continued its changes while she slept, the same could definitely be said about her face. Before she had gone to sleep Natalie had noticed some subtle shifts, her jaw finer, nose thinner, eyes a little larger, with higher cheekbones, her hair perhaps a little longer, but now, this morning, it was all undeniable.

She was slowly, irresistibly, becoming beautiful. Her lips were fuller, plump, with big, bright blue eyes. There was no hint of stubble, her face as smooth as the rest of her body, skin flawless, and her hair was definitely growing longer, lighter, streaks of almost blonde in it, thicker, with subtle waves forming, almost curly. People were definitely going to begin noticing the changes. What were they going to say? How was Natalie going to explain it all? How was she going to tell people about the new her?

Natalie giggled, blushing. That was a problem for another time though. For now, she was concerned mostly with how long it would be before her transformation was complete. What would she look like then?

She could not help but smile as she thought about it, about the changes that were to come, what it would mean, the adventures to come. She licked her lips as she remembered how her boss head reacted to her mouth. She wanted more of that pleasure, the thrill of power and submission, the feeling of control and surrender, the way he had looked at her while she was on her knees, sucking his cock.

As her body changed, developed, she knew she would be able to experience more and a tingle ran up her spine, a shiver that made her feel warm and hot, an aching hunger and need within her. Just thinking about how to satisfy that hunger made Natalie blush.

Deciding to distract herself, Natalie slipped off towards the bathroom, deciding a cool shower was the best way to begin the day. After that, she could decide what she needed to do.

#

The shower was a blessing, hot and soapy, the water and the scent of the soap erasing the last traces of sleep and fatigue, easing the aches in Natalie’s body. She took her time, savouring the feel of slippery hands on her new body, examining every new curve, the subtle swell of her ass, her round hips, plump thighs.

Her body was definitely softer, muscle giving way to fat, becoming smooth and sexy to touch. Her chest too was changing, nipples larger, a slight bulge forming beneath each. Was she… was she growing tits? And why did that thought excite her?

As Natalie washed she could not help but squeeze and fondle her new body, savouring the increased sensitivity, the smooth skin, the softness. She pinched her nipples, squeezing her tiny little tits, and wondered how big they would get. Why did the idea of having big, fat tits thrill her?

Just thinking of wearing tight clothes, having men and women staring at her, lusting after her, made her blush. She wanted a mouth on her nipples, wanted to feel a cock between fat tits, wanted to feel her smooth skin bathed in hot cum. Her mind wandered, erotic fantasies only fuelled by her hunger, her need… for what? What was she so ravenous for?

As her cock hardened her hand slipped over her body. Even her cock was changing, becoming smaller, slimmer, ball shrinking. She had never been large in that department, but now… now she was definitely small, tiny, and that only made her happy. She liked her cute little dick better this way. It was so much less of a distracted so that now she could focus on the things that were important to a slutty girl like her.

As one hand squeezed her chest, her tiny little tit, pinching her hard nipple, the other slipped around, roamed down to her ass, and fingers teased along her crack, playing around her slippery, tight hole, a fluttering in her belly. A single finger pressed, easing just slightly in, and Natalie bit on her bottom lip, moaning, squirming, wiggling her hips, pressing back to feel her finger slip deeper.

It felt so good, so right, and the memory of playing with her tight, virgin fuck-hole last night remained bright and intense, the desire for more of that hot pleasure corrupting her. Her finger pressed in, deeper, teasing, and Natalie worked her hips to fuck back, fingering herself.

Her hole felt… different. Tighter, yet more pliable, more flexible, an emptiness as she took her fingers deep with ease. She pressed a second finger to her entrance to test it and her hole opened, hungry, and her finger slipped in easily, two fingers fucking her tight, hot hole now.

There was no pain, no resistance, just tight, hot pleasure. Her hole was being transformed too, becoming a perfect fuck-hole, so much more sensitive and eager, able to take her fingers with ease, and just thinking about taking something larger made Natalie hot, her hole clenching, hard, a knot of pleasure in her belly and… was her hole getting wet?

She worked her hips back, fingers deeper and… yes, there it was, the unmistakable feeling of hot, slippery wetness. Her hole was wet now—wet and tight and hot, eager to be fucked. What was happening to her?

**You like your new gifts?** The voice whispered.

Natalie moaned, whimpering in need and pleasure. She wanted to cum, wanted to cum badly, wanted to feel her hole tighten around her fingers as her whole body lit up with pleasure. She nodded. She really, really liked her new gifts.

“Yes… it's so good… fuck…” She moaned.

She fucked her fingers in and out of her tight, slippery fuck hole, her entrance stretching, eager to be filled, wet and hot and gushing, the perfect tight virgin fuck-hole. She wanted to feel more.

**Good… because there are even more to come. But for now, you should stop.** The voice whispered. **Stop now because that pleasure is hollow. You cannot feed like that. You need more than just your own fingers, your own pleasure, to sustain you. You need to save your energy… save it until you find a way to truly sate yourself.**

Natalie ached for it, wanted to fuck herself, wanted to cum, but she could feel the truth of the words. Even after last night she had felt it, after cumming as she fingered her hole. It felt good, but it had not been enough to truly satisfy herself. She needed more.

Slowly, reluctantly, pining for the pleasure and the thrill, Natalie slipped her fingers out of her tight hole and sighed. The fire, the hunger, the need inside her burned brighter than ever.

**Good girl.** The voice whispered. **Now, finish up. You have a busy day ahead of you.**

Natalie smiled. She could feel the changes corrupting her, remaking her, and she was only too eager to embrace them. She couldn’t wait to find out what came next.

#

Natalie stood in front of her wardrobe, naked and bewildered. There was… there was nothing to wear. She’d had this problem the day before with her work trousers, and had been forced to rush out to buy a pair of women’s trousers for the first time before work—a whole adventure that had led to her sucking cock for the first time, an experience she had very much enjoyed—but now it was just… worse.

With the further changes she had gone through even more of her clothes no longer fit, and those that did… well, she refused to wear them. They were boring, dreary, ugly, and so utterly masculine. She never wanted to be forced to wear clothes like that again, and now she was finally free, finally Natalie, she would never willingly put on her old costume, pretend to be that old version of herself again.

**You need new clothes, don’t you?** The voice whispered.

Natalie nodded. She needed new clothes. She needed pretty, sexy, hot clothes to wear, feminine things to suit her new body, the new her.

**You need to go shopping, don’t you? Buy lots of pretty things to wear.** The voice whispered.

Natalie nodded again. She needed to go shopping, buy pretty things to wear.

**Then answer the door.** The voice said.

Natalie frowned. She was still naked but… she knew she should answer the door.

Not hesitating, certain that the voice would never lie to her or lead her wrong, she turned and walked to the front door and… opened it.

“Hello Natalie. I’ve been waiting for a whole… oh, about ten seconds. I was beginning to think perhaps something had happened to my familiar.” Morgan said, smiling.

Morgan. Natalie blinked. She had called her Natalie without even being told about her name change, had called her familiar. Then… it really wasn’t a dream. Natalie smiled, blushing.

“May I come in?” Morgan asked, grinning, staring down at Natalie, her nakedness. “I mean, I’d hate for you to catch a chill.”

Natalie remember suddenly that she was utterly naked, her smooth body on show, her cute little cock bared, and her blush deepened. She stepped aside and invited Morgan in with a gesture, too flustered to speak. The voice, Morgan waiting at her door, the fact that the dream was real… it was all too much, too exciting, and she could not stop smiling.

Morgan stepped through the door and closed it behind her. She stood tall, in heeled boots, a long black skirt with a loose black top that hung off one shoulder, revealing her neck, her collar bones, her perfect pale flesh. Even the loose folds of her outfit could not hide her perfect, womanly curves, how sexy she was.

Natalie felt a swell of pride and lust, glad that it was all true, that Morgan had chosen her to be her familiar, had chosen her to receive the gift of the cursed pink panties. She wondered what it all meant, what serving Morgan, a witch, would mean, how Morgan might change her, train her, what she might be required to do in service of her, and she wondered, longingly, if she might ever see that perfect body naked, might…

“Natalie?” Morgan said, waving her hand in front of Natalie's face.

Natalie snapped out of her daydream and giggled. Her mind had wandered. Morgan had been talking to her but she hadn’t heard.

“Sorry.” Natalie said, cheeks burning.

Morgan laughed, shaking her head.

“Silly girl. I just hope you’re not always such a ditzy airhead who’s so easily distracted, or we’re never going to get anything productive done.” Morgan smiled, reassuring, friendly. “I was saying that you look lovely this morning. I wasn't expecting to see quite so much of you, but… well, I like what I see and I can’t wait to see exactly what final form you choose. However, you can’t exactly go around like that every day, at least not until you learn a few basic glamours to at least seem dressed. So… I thought you’d be just about hitting the point where all your old clothes were not longer… suitable. Am I right?”

Natalie nodded, still blushing. The compliment had made her squirm, her hole wet and throbbing, hungry, and her cute little dick twitched.

Morgan’s words though had her head spinning… ‘what final form you chose’… what did that mean? She was glad though that her changes, her transformations, pleased her Mistress. And the fact that she had known how Natalie was feeling, had pre-empted it with a visit, made her feel nurtured, and… safe, almost owned, in a way that left her warm and almost breathless. She really had become Morgan’s familiar.

“I… yes Mistress.” Natalie said, her voice soft, quiet, coy, feminine. “And thank you for your compliments.”

Morgan smiled.

“I meant them. You look beautiful, and when you’ve finished your changes you’re only going to be even more ravishing. But for now… I think it’s time we got you something suitable to wear. A shopping trip, the two of us, just a witch and her sexy little familiar?”

Natalie nodded, smiling. The idea filled her with joy.

“However… we have one little problem.” Morgan said.

Natalie paled. Morgan smiled, glanced down.

Natalie blushed. Morgan giggled.

“We can’t have you going out like that now, can we? So… do us both a favour… go put this on. I’ll wait here.”

Morgan lifted a hand and held out a large, black paper bag with ribbon handles, expensive looking. Had she been holding that when she came in? Natalie didn’t remember seeing it. Where had it come from?

Natalie reached out and took it, eager to see what it was. Morgan gestured with her hand, encouraging Natalie off towards her bedroom.

“Now hurry. This lady does not like to be kept waiting.” Morgan said.

Natalie smiled, performed a small bow that became something like a clumsy curtsy. Flustered, excited, embarrassed, she turned and dashed off towards the bedroom, eager to get ready for her day of shopping with her Mistress. Just what was a witch’s familiar expected to wear?


Two

Laid out on the bed the outfit was almost intimidating, and Natalie was not sure she was brave enough. But… she couldn’t go out naked, and she needed new clothes. At some point, she needed to be bold, to embrace the new her, and why not now, with the support of her Mistress?

The clothes were simple enough in principle, black jeans, tight and stretchy, and a white t-shirt—though the material of the t-shirt was thinner than what she was used to, the sleeves shorter and the neck cut very wide, the hem higher. There was underwear too, a pink bra to go with her pretty pink panties, and a pair of pantihose to wear under her jeans. The final touches were the black leather jacket, cute and punky, in a very feminine cut, and a pair of black leather boots, with sexy little heels. The whole outfit was undeniable sexy, pretty, and very, very feminine.

Natalie pulled the bra on first, slipping it around her waist and fastening in the front before spinning it around, slipping it up and over her arms. It was snug but fit her perfectly, cupping her small tits, with just a little padding to lift and give her more womanly curves. She took a moment to look at herself and she almost didn’t recognise the girl she saw. The pink underwear was skimpy, tight, and with her transformed figure, she looked… undeniably sexy.

She shimmied, wiggling her hips and ass, grinning. Were her panties even smaller? They had been able to easily cup her whole ass when she had first put them on, almost large girly panties, and though her ass and hips had grown, becoming far more feminine, the panties now were… so much smaller. They definitely did not cup her whole ass, but more than that, they seemed higher cut, showing off more thigh, more hip, more ass, and Natalie liked how they looked. They were her panties, and she no longer minded really that she couldn’t take them off. Even if she could have… why would she?

They were changing her, making her better, and she looked so hot in them. They were so skimpy now, matching perfectly with the pink bra, and she could not help but smile. Were they going to get even smaller as she continued to change? The thought made her giggle.

Natalie picked up the pantihose next, bundling them up before slipping one foot in, partially unrolling the stocking leg up over her thigh. The fabric was smooth and silky, sensual, hugging her smooth, soft calf, a shiver running up her spine. Her cute little dick throbbed, and her hole moistened, a hot, aroused fluttering in her belly.

She repeated the move, slipping her second leg in, then pulled them properly up, over her thighs, hips, ass, the pantihose snug, soft, silky, making her legs seem longer, fuller, her butt rounder, hips wider. She looked sexy in them, felt sexy in them, soft and smooth and silky, the way her thighs rubbed together sending tingles up her spine.

Trying not to keep Morgan waiting too long Natalie slipped the jeans on next, the denim stretchy and tight, slipping up easily over her pantihose, the waist and butt cut to lift and shape her body, giving her curves an extra boost. As she wiggled she could not help but admire the subtle jiggle in her pert little butt.

She next slipped on the t-shirt, the cut shorter and more trim than her usual t-shirts, feminine, the material softer, and she could not help but admire how it fit her, the swell of her small tits in her bra, her trim waist, the high sleeves showing off her thin arms and the wide neck showing off her sexy shoulders and just a hint of her bra straps.

Finally she pulled on the boots, the sexy heels, zipping them up the side, standing for a moment, turning to look at herself. The heels were chunky, and not too difficult to move or walk or stand in, but the way they made her legs and ass shift, made her stand up straighter, it did… amazing things for her figure. Her legs were long and trim, toned, her ass fat and pert, round, and her hips wide. Even her tits seemed a little larger as she stood tall, her shoulders back. She smiled, blushing, and giggled. She looked, and felt, amazing.

Her reflection, in the outfit Morgan had given her, was… amazing. She smiled, cheeks aching, and felt her heart swell with joy. She blinked. Was this really her?

She moved, swaying her hips, and her reflection copied every tiny gesture. It really was her. She was… she was beautiful, and she had to take a deep breath to keep from crying. Her belly was fluttering, a tightness in her cute little cock, her hole slippery and wet, her whole body aching, suffused with joy and arousal.

Aware that she had kept Morgan waiting long enough, she grabbed her little leather jacket and headed out. It was going to be her first time out as Natalie, dressed as the new her, but having seen how good she looked, she felt confident and ready to face anything. And… if things didn’t go smoothly for any reason, she knew she’d have her Mistress with her, ready and willing to protect her pretty little familiar.

#

Morgan was waiting, still smiling, and as Natalie emerged from her bedroom Morgan's smile spread. She looked Natalie up and down, nodding, clearly happy with how her familiar looked. Natalie stopped, blushing, and, on a whim, turned, her arms out, showing off her outfit, and her body, for her Mistress.

“You took a little longer than I was hoping, but I think the wait was worth it, so I forgive you. You look lovely.” Morgan said. “The outfit suits you.”

Natalie blushed, giggled. The compliment, coming from her Mistress, the woman, the witch, who owned her, meant more than words could easily express.

“Thank you.”

Morgan dipped her head.

“Now, shall we away? There are so many more outfits for you to try on… and I really can’t wait to dress my pretty little toy up.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. The way Morgan spoke to her, playful, teasing, but also… reminding her that she owned her now, that Natalie had bound herself to her, that they were linked, that there were only more changes, more transformations to come… it excited her, made her feel warm, sexy, wanted, captured.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I’d like that too.” Natalie said.

Morgan grinned, and without speaking, turned to the door and opened it. She held it open and waited for Natalie.

“Oh, and don’t worry about your phone or money, or even your keys. I’ll look after you.” Morgan said.

Natalie blinked, paled, a tightness in her belly, heart skipping. If she went out without cash or cards, phone, keys, she’d feel… vulnerable, almost naked, completely reliant on Morgan. But… the thought excited her in an odd fashion—she would have to trust that her Mistress would care and look after her pretty little familiar.

“Plus… I mean… I’m assuming you have some sort of boring old wallet still?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded. She still had the same wallet she’d had since she was a teenager, but now even thinking about taking it out with her seemed wrong.

“Well… for a start that’s not suitable for a girl like you. You need a cute purse or just a simple pretty cardholder. Something feminine to suit the new you.” Morgan said.

Natalie nodded.

“And maybe you haven’t noticed… but you’ll need a bag too… you’ll be suffering from a perpetual shortage of pockets now.”

Natalie frowned, then checked her jeans. She was used to large pockets where she could keep everything she needed, but now… the pockets were sewn shut, nothing more than details on the jeans purely for show. She giggled. The distinctly feminine problem was almost… reassuring.

“Pockets like that help keep the shape and form of your clothes, so they fit you better, give you a more… alluring shape… but it can be a pain. Until you learn some basic magic, storage in pocket dimensions, summonings, that sort of thing, a pretty handbag or satchel should suffice. Somewhere to store your make-up, hair ties, phone, purse, keys, lip balm, tissues, perfume, that sort of thing.”

Natalie only nodded, blushing. Her head was spinning. Not only was she changing, becoming more feminine, her whole life shifting into the spectrum of womanhood, but Morgan was talking about… magic. Would she learn magic?

“Now… out, and downstairs. We have a busy day ahead of us!” Morgan said.

Natalie did as she was told. She stepped out of her flat, no keys, wallet, cash, cards, phone, completely reliant on Morgan. Morgan followed, pulled the door shut behind her, and the two headed out together.

#

The shops were busy by the time they arrived, Morgan pulling her small car into the parking lot of the shopping complex, and Natalie felt a tremble of fear. Was she really ready for this? What would people say, do? Would they stare? Would they know?

Morgan put the parking brake on and shut the engine off. She opened her door and slipped out of her seat without even looking back. Natalie was expected to follow. Taking a deep breath she opened her passenger door and… climbed out of the car. There was no going back now. She was out, with Morgan, her Mistress, until her Mistress was done with her.

“Come on. I think coffee first, then some window shopping to get an idea of what styles will suit you, and what you like.” Morgan said.

She walked off, heading towards the busier streets, out of the parking lot. Natalie hurried behind her, her heels clicking on the floor.

As they walked Natalie kept her head down, timid, unsure. Her heels were sharp, loud clicks on the floor, Morgan walking ahead, tall and proud and powerful, Natalie following in her wake, her pretty little familiar but… as much as she felt protected, nurtured, she felt at the same time exposed, very aware of those around her, her heart thumping.

As she walked she began to relax. The streets were busy, bustling, crowded, but… nothing happened. It was almost anticlimactic… no one turned, no one stared, and, beyond the glances of a few men who noticed her in a way that was flattering, making her feel hot and sexy and pretty as they looked her up and down, no one even glanced at her twice. As they walked Natalie became more confident, lifting her head, walking taller, back straight.

She smiled, feeling good, a blossoming joy in her belly. It felt nice, right, to be out, dressed as she was, her true self, her better self, becoming who she had always been meant to be. As she followed after Morgan she put a subtle sway in her hips and ass, a natural wiggle that felt fitting, and her cheeks blushed. A tingle ran up her spine, heart skipping. They hadn’t even begun their day, hadn’t even got coffee yet, and already she was having fun, feeling more confident, brave and bold and pretty.

As they stopped at the coffee shop Morgan asked Natalie for her preference, then went up to place their order and pay. Natalie stood to the side, watching people, and it felt… liberating, being herself, the new her, around so many people, with all of them just… accepting her.

She smiled, and as an older man came into the shop, tall and broad, well-muscled, with dark hair flecked with grey, a short well-kept beard, she couldn’t help but notice the way he noticed her. He smiled as their eyes met, looked her up and down in a very deliberate manner, then… winked.

Was he… was he flirting with her? Natalie blushed, giggled, looked away, but it felt good. Her belly fluttered, and without thinking she shifted, a subtle wiggle, her body moving almost on its own, alluring, charming, as though drawing the man in. She was still so hungry, but for more than just food, a need in her. Her belly fluttered and her hole clenched, wet and aching, a sudden bright memory from the day before rising to the surface of her mind.

She looked back and the man was still staring at her, smiling. He looked a little like her boss, and she wondered what his cock was like. What would it be like to just seduce an older man, bending him to her feminine will, her beauty and sexuality mesmerizing him, arousing him, letting him feel her body, getting him hard?

What would it be like to lure him into a bathroom, kneel in front of him, undo his trousers, take his cock out, and stroke it? How would it feel in her hands? What would it feel in her mouth? The thought of making him cum, swallowing, feeding, sent a thrill up Natalie’s spine. She was ravenous, aching, longing to be full. Her hole was slick and hot, aching. How would it feel to take it further, to bend over and press the head of his cock to her tight fuck-hole, to…

“Coffee…” Morgan said, holding out a cup.

Natalie blushed a deep pink. She turned away from the random man, looked back to Morgan, and reached out to take her coffee. Just what had come over her?

“And don’t for a second think I don’t know exactly what you’re thinking about you naughty little slut.”

Natalie stared at Morgan and blinked, pale. The way Morgan was looking at her, grinning, the way she spoke, a soft knowing whisperer, Natalie knew Morgan was telling the truth. She knew exactly what Natalie had been thinking about. Natalie's blush deepened.

“Aww… don’t worry. I’m actually quite proud. You’re coming along so well! I was worried you might struggle with all your… changes, but you’re talking all in your stride. You’re doing wonderfully!” Morgan said.

Natalie bit her bottom lip, smiled. She fluttered her eyelashes, taking her coffee, sipping. She looked up at her Mistress.

“Thank you.” She whispered.

Morgan grinned.

“You’re very welcome.” She said. “Now… shall we shop? Or do you need to feed?”

Natalie felt her belly flutter. That word… what was it she was feeling, craving?

“I… shopping sounds good.” She said.

Still… she could not deny how hungry she was.

#

Natalie walked beside Morgan as they both sipped their coffees, glancing in windows, looking over all the clothes on offer, the outfits, the accessories, the jewellery, the make-up, the beauty products, shoes, underwear. It was all so much more exciting and enticing than she was used to.

Before she had been forced to shop from the men’s section, choosing clothes that were dreary and boring, plain, clothes that never filled her with joy. Now though… it was all different. There was so much more to choose from, so many more colours, styles, garments, fabrics, and all of them filled her with a bright, intense happiness. Morgan stopped at intervals and pointed out specific outfits, stating what she thought of them, how they might suit Natalie's new shape, how others might suit more… womanly, curvaceous figures. Natalie listened, taking a mental note of all of it—it was all so useful, and she could only hope that she would get to use the information soon, the idea of growing curves, ass fatter, hips wider, tits larger, waist thinner, making her grin. 

As they walked Natalie become more comfortable, confident, her wiggle more exaggerated, her heels clicking in a comforting, feminine manner as she walked. The way her ass moved with each step, snug and lifted in her tight jeans, her silky pantihose on, dressed in pretty pink panties, made her grin.

Once they’d finished their coffees Morgan led them to a large department store, and headed straight to the back, to the women’s fashion section. From the way Morgan walked, quickly and with purpose, just expecting Natalie to follow behind her, it was clear she knew where she was going, and that she had something specific in mind.

Natalie glanced around, at the other women shopping, browsing the clothes and garments on offer, and she felt an odd thrill at how normal and right it felt. The exciting array of things displayed made her grin.

“How about something like this?” Morgan said.

Natalie turned and saw Morgan holding up a pair of black hotpants, made from a shiny material, tight-fitting and tiny. Just looking at them made her blush. She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

“They’re… they’re nice.” Natalie said, her voice a soft whisper.

The hotpants were so skimpy and sexy. What would she look like in them? Thinking of wearing them, being seen in them, made her squirm.

“Good. We’ll get them then. I think they’ll look just perfect on you and I was hoping you like them. Next a top and a few… accessories.” Morgan said.

She moved away from the rack and headed further into the shop. She explored the racks of clothes leaving Natalie to follow, looking over the various items. There were so many and she wanted to try all of them on, wanted to explore the different cuts, the different materials, the different styles, discover what kind of woman she really was.

“This should do. What do you think?” Morgan said.

Natalie turned and saw Morgan holding up a small vest-top, black, with thin straps, cut short, with a design on the front—a small cartoon skull, winking, the design both flirty and punk, goth, sexy, but cute too. She loved it, and she could not contain her smile, her excited nod.

“Good. It’s good to know we’re on the same page about your style. And the nice thing about these items is they’ll still fit you as you… grow, since they have quite a lot of stretch in them.”

Morgan was grinning. Natalie blushed, a swell of joy at the thought of her body growing, stretching out the tight, skimpy, sexy clothes.

“There might come a time when you need something a little roomier, and I wouldn’t be surprised, but… we can deal with that when the time comes. For now, we’ll work with what you’ve got, and leave what you might become for the future versions of ourselves to worry about. Now… a few more tops, and then onto the extras.”

Morgan walked off again, not waiting for Natalie. She roamed the racks, picking out items, showing Natalie, asking her opinion, before laying them over one arm.

She picked out a short black and pink and red plaid skirt, pleated, and a pair of ripped, stretchy denim shorts. She chose a long-sleeved jumper, red and black stripes, that was short cut and of a thin material that would be loose, but also hug Natalie’s blossoming curves. She picked up more vests, a few t-shirts, and a cute little black blouse with a pattern of white skulls and kittens and flowers and moons on.

Natalie loved all of the things Morgan chose and was beginning to see the style she was going for—dark and bright, a cute edginess, something fitting for a witch’s familiar. Natalie couldn’t wait to try them all on.

Once Morgan had picked a selection of tops and bottoms, t-shirts and shorts, jumpers and skirts, blouses, skinny leggings, she moved off towards the underwear section. Natalie followed, flustered, excited by all the items her Mistress had chosen for her.

As they stepped into the underwear section Natalie couldn’t help but look around, suddenly enthralled by the vast array of underwear on display, the many panties, bras, stockings, suspenders, camisoles, slips, waspies, pantihose, corsets, even just the socks, long, knee-length, thigh length, stripes, cute patterns like hearts or rainbows, some even decorated with little ribbons or lace. It was all too much, so many wonderful things to choose from, and Natalie wondered if she’d ever be able to wear anything other than the pink panties again.

**Why would you want to?** The voice whispered. **We can be anything you need, anything you want, and can offer you so much. If you want a specific look… well… perhaps that can be arranged.**

Natalie giggled to herself, and Morgan glanced back over her shoulder, grinning, catching Natalie's eye in a way that suggested she knew exactly what the voice had said. Could they really change? If she wanted to be in sexy black, or sultry red, even virginal white… could they…

**Of course we can. Pink is just our preference, your preference. We chose pink to attract your attention, and… it worked, didn’t it?**

Natalie blushed. It had worked. There was just something about pink that made her feel… pretty, feminine, and she knew that pink had been the perfect colour to draw her to the panties.

“These I think. And these. And… these.” Morgan said.

Morgan turned to face Natalie with several items in hand, a pair of long socks, black and white horizontal striped, a pair of black sheer stockings with a seam running up the back, frilly tops, and a pair of fishnet pantyhose. Natalie stared at them and her heart skipped. She was going to get to wear them?

“You like?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded, mouth suddenly dry. She did. She really did.

“Good. I think that should be enough, for now. Now, how about you go try them on, so I can see how my familiar looks?”

Morgan’s smile was flirtatious, and that word, familiar, sent a thrill up Natalie’s spine. She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” She whispered, mostly hoping no one would overhear—though a small part of her was thrilled at the idea someone had.


Three

Natalie tried on the skirts, jumpers, leggings, the fishnets, the stockings, and loved how they all felt, the way they made her look, how sexy she was as she stared at herself in the changing room mirror. Each time she finished dressing in a complete outfit handed to her by Morgan she would pull the curtain back and step out to show her Mistress, performing a small walk, strutting, swaying her ass and hips as she showed off.

Outside of the changing room, Natalie could not help but be aware of the people around, the shop growing busier, and there were more women, more men, out shopping. Several times she noticed people staring, watching her, mostly men, but a few women. At first, she was embarrassed, self-conscious, but when she realised how they were looking at her—looks of envy, lust, admiration, appreciating her beauty, and she grew more confident, more brazen, strutting with an extra sway in her step.

“Does my girl like showing off?” Morgan asked Natalie.

Natalie blushed, nodded. She did. She really did. Walking up and down in her tiny skirt, in fishnets and her heeled boots, a cute little white blouse on, unbuttoned to show off her throat and collar bones, it left her excited and tingling, her cute little dick throbbing in her panties, hole aching, slippery, wet, hot, tight.

As she strutted she noticed a man in his late twenties, perhaps early thirties, staring at her, watching her with obvious lust and desire. She smiled, and put an extra sway in her step, spinning slightly as she turned so her skirt flared out, flashing her legs, ass, panties. The man blushed and Natalie felt a thrill of power, the way she enchanted him, her body, her face, drawing him to her. He wanted her. How easy would it be to lure him into the changing room, tease him, get him hard?

What would it feel like to get his cock out, fall to her knees, wrap her lips around it and taste it, suck it? How good would it feel to make him cum, swallowing it? Her hole clenched. How good would it feel to press her face to the wall, spread her legs, lift her skirt and drop her panties, feel his cock slip along her crack? How would it feel to have his cock press at her wet, aching, virgin hole, to press in, to enter her, fuck her, cum inside her?

Natalie stared back at the man, a subtle energy in the air, and his eyes seemed almost glazed as he took a single step towards her. Natalie smiled, licked her lips, wiggling her hips and ass, an open invitation. She was ravenous… she needed to feed, needed…

A woman stepped in close behind the man and pushed him gently on the shoulder, then began talking to him, loudly, glaring at Natalie. The man turned away, reluctantly, breaking the spell, and the woman almost dragged him away. Natalie could feel the disappointment as a pang of almost physical hunger. That woman… his girlfriend… had… taken what belonged to Natalie.

She giggled, a giddy rush of emotion as she began to realise her power, how hot, how sexy, how pretty, how desirable she was. She wanted to… wanted to…

“I’m impressed,” Morgan said.

Natalie snapped out of her daydream and turned to face her Mistress, blushing pink as she realised what had happened, what she had been thinking. Would she really have lured that man into the changing room? Would she really have sucked his cock, swallowed, let him…

“You’re progressing faster than I ever even dared hope. I think perhaps it's time we added a little… extra training to our day out.” Morgan smiled.

Natalie giggled, nervous at the implication. What would the extra training be?

“Now, go put the final outfit on and then we can go pay. And don’t worry, these are my treat for my special girl…”

Morgan winked, and the way she looked at Natalie, the way she spoke to her, made her tingle in the most perfect way, reminding her who she belonged to, who owned her. She was Morgan’s familiar, the witch’s pet.

Morgan held out another outfit, short tiny black denim booty shorts, a short black t-shirt with a white skull design surrounded by flowers, long black and white striped socks. Natalie grinned, buzzing at the thought of trying it on, and took the clothes. She turned and headed off to the dressing room to get changed.

#

The shorts were elasticated and very tight, with enough stretch that they would fit Natalie even if her ass were to get larger, hips wider, cut high to show off lots of leg and even a little bit of ass, lifting her butt to make it seem even perkier, rounder, fuller. With the t-shirt on, cut with a very wide neck, tiny sleeves to show off her long thin arms, a high hem to show off a little belly and even a glimpse of her belly button as she moved, she looked cute, sexy, and gothy.

She pulled on the long striped socks, tugging them up her long, smooth, soft legs, one after the other, then slipped her heeled boots back on. She turned to the mirror to see how she looked and… giggled.

She looked so hot, so sexy, slutty, brazen. The socks were long, coming to her upper thighs, and there was a large gap of bare flesh between the tops of the socks and the legs of the shorts, almost inviting, so smooth and soft and plump, her thighs thicker now, with just the barest gap between them when she stood with her feet together.

Natalie wiggled her hips and ass, watching her reflection, and she loved how the shorts showed her butt off, emphasising what she was fast coming to consider her best feature, round and plump and fat, inviting, almost jiggly. What would it look like if it grew larger, fatter, rounder? Just imagining it excited her—a fat juicy bubble butt perfect for fucking.

The t-shirt too was perfect, loose, with a wide neck and short sleeves, showing off her arms, neck, shoulders, bra straps, collarbones, but fitted enough that the subtle swell of her tits and padded bra was visible, showing off her smooth trim belly and waist, flashing her belly button as she shimmied. In her heels, the way she was standing, she looked like a hot girl, beautiful, and Natalie felt as though she was finally seeing the true her, the self she was always meant to be.

She spun, giggling, loving how she looked. The curtain behind her twitched, was pulled aside, and Morgan ducked in, letting the curtain fall closed behind her.

Natalie paused, looked in the mirror to stare into Morgan’s eyes as she stood behind her. Morgan smiled.

“You look lovely. I think that might be the best outfit yet.” Morgan said. “It really suits the new you. I look forward to seeing you grow into it.”

Natalie blushed. She giggled, excited by the prospect of growing into her outfit.

“In fact… I think you should wear this home. I’ll pay for it on the way out, but it’ll be nice for you to wear something new out and about.” Morgan said.

Wear this home, that meant… Natalie was supposed to leave the changing room dressed like this? She stared at herself in the mirror. It was by far the most revealing outfit, sexy, slutty, brazen, showing off her new body, her blossoming curves, and people were definitely going to stare.

That thought though… excited her. Natalie wanted them to stare, wanted them to see her, lust after her. In this outfit men, and maybe even women, were sure to desire her. Was she really ready though? Was she brave enough?

“Which means…” Morgan said. “… you won’t need these, will you?”

Morgan reached out and grabbed Natalie’s other clothes, the clothes she had worn this morning as they had travelled to the shops, bundling them into her arms. It was clearly a rhetorical question… the answer was obviously no.

“I… no, Mistress.” Natalie whispered, blushing, grinning.

Morgan hid the clothes away, leaving Natalie with no choice but to wear her new shorts, long socks, tiny t-shirt. She felt flustered but exhilarated.

“Now… just one last detail.” Morgan said. “Face the wall Natalie, eyes closed, legs spread.”

Natalie froze, a nervous giggle, heart thumping. What was her Mistress going to do? Eager to find out, she did as she was told.

#

Natalie lay her face on the smooth, cool surface of the mirror, breathing deep, slowly. She spread her legs wide, closed her eyes. She felt Morgan step in behind her, pressing into her, her body pressing her against the wall.

Natalie moaned, whimpered, pressed back, and hands roamed over her shoulders, down her upper arms, to her waist, then down to her ass, cupping, squeezing, hard. Natalie gasped out loud, breathing faster, heart racing, cute little dick throbbing, hole wet and hot and tight.

“Don’t think I don’t know what you’ve been thinking about, what you’ve been fantasising about.” Morgan said. “Such a dirty slut.”

Natalie smiled. She was a dirty slut and she felt giddy, belly fluttering. A hand roamed in, finger teasing along the crack of her ass, pressing into the fabric of her shorts. A finger pressed at her hole, pressing through the cloth of her panties and her shorts, pressing at the wet, slippery, eager opening of Natalie tight, virgin fuck-hole.

“Fuck…” Natalie moaned.

“You’re a nasty little slut at heart, aren’t you Natalie? A nasty, eager, brazen slut.”

Natalie nodded, pressing her ass back, wanting to feel more. Her body was alive, thrumming with need and desire. Morgan pressed her finger harder, squeezed Natalie’s ass harder, making her gasp.

“In fact… I think you’re such an eager slut that I’ll need to take precautions, to protect my property.” Morgan said. “So you don’t get over-excited and act before I’ve properly claimed you.”

Natalie’s head was buzzing. Her hole throbbed. What did her Mistress mean?

She pressed back, spreading her legs wider, arching her back, wanting to feel more and then… something hard pressed against her bare skin, inside her shorts, inside her panties pressing at her tight, wet, slippery, eager virgin hole.

“Just relax…” Morgan said, a quiet whisper.

Natalie moaned, the pressure growing. Something was forming inside her panties, a warm tingle of magic, something pressing into her, easing her open, forcing her tight hole wide. It felt… good, a bright joy blossoming. Natalie ground her hips and her hole clenched, the pressure growing until, suddenly, wonderfully, whatever it was slipped past her outer ring, slipped deep, filling her.

Her hole clenched around it, burying it deep inside her tight, wet ass, filling her, a small lingering pressure at her entrance, plugging her. Morgan’s hand withdrew and Natalie was left very full, aching, a gentle pressure teasing the hot knot of bliss that was forming in her belly.

“There, now you’re all plugged up, your pretty little fuck-hole sealed shut for the time being. That pretty little virgin hole belongs to me, and I’m going to choose when you’re to be broken in.” Morgan said. “No running off and letting men just use your hole until I’ve properly claimed you in fitting ceremony.”

Natalie whimpered. Would she really have let some man… and she giggled as she realised the answer. As hungry, desperate, and achingly horny as she was, she definitely would have let some random man fuck her tight ass given the opportunity.

“Just because you’re coming along quicker than I planned, doesn’t mean you get to advance to that pleasure until I decide you’re ready. Understand?” Morgan said.

Natalie nodded. She wiggled

“Yes… yes, Mistress.” Natalie whispered. “Thank you.”

It felt good, a hot buzzing inside her tight hole, and the sense of ownership, knowing her hole had been sealed, that it belonged to Morgan, that she had to wait for her to decide when was right for Natalie to be fucked for the first time, left her giddy. She wiggled, delighting in how the plug shifted inside her tight hole, teasing her, making her cute little pretty dick throb. She ached to feel more, could barely wait for that moment when Morgan would…

“Now, come along Natalie. I have to pay, and there are more adventures ahead of us today. No time to be wasting in here while you enjoy yourself like a deviant little slut.” Morgan said.

Natalie shook her head realising she had fallen into a daydream, relishing the sensation of her new toy, filling her, preventing her from enjoying cock in her tight, slippery fuck-hole, saving her virginity, her first time, for Morgan. Natalie took a deep breath, managed to calm herself just enough to put her legs together and stand up, dizzy, legs weak, belly fluttering with the thrill of the plug in her ass. She was going to have to stay like this, plugged, for she knew not how long… the thought sent a naughty buzz through her. She was going to be a squirmy, distracted, wet, horny mess… and she giggled.

“Coming?” Morgan asked, pulling back the curtain.

Would people be able to tell? Would they know what a naughty slut she was, that Morgan had plugged her until her Mistress was ready to claim her? What did that even mean?

Natalie giggled again, blushing. She didn’t know… but she couldn’t wait to find out.

#

Natalie left the dressing room in her hotpants and long socks, her skimpy t-shirt, her boots, and followed behind Morgan to the front of the store. She was very aware of how little she was wearing, how provocative it was, her dark, edgy outfit drawing attention, fitting her slim feminine body, hugging her blossoming curves, showing off her long legs in the striped socks, her ass and hips in the tiny, tight shorts, her heeled boots clicking.

Natalie couldn’t help but put an extra wiggle in her step, wanting people to notice her, her body moving on its own, her natural gait changing to better suit her new sexier, more womanly body. She was rewarded for her wiggle, the plug inside her ass pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside her slippery, tight, virgin hole, making her cheeks flush, her heart racing. It felt hot, and she put an extra emphasis into her walk, strutting, shoulders back, brazen and wanton.

More than one man was dragged off by his wife or girlfriend as the two women passed. Some stopped, frozen in place, to stare at the tall, beautiful red-headed witch and her short, sexy, blonde familiar, mesmerized by their beauty and sexuality, dazed, not sure quite what power drew them to the pair. Most eyes were on Natalie, focussed on her, her legs, ass, face, her slim waist, each man drawn to her, and she felt… hungry, aching to satisfy some new craving and itch that was only made worse by the plug inside her ass.

“They like you.” Morgan said, not looking back.

Natalie blushed, giggled, but did not speak. She had noticed the attention and… liked it.

“I knew you’d do well, that you’d make an excellent familiar, but… this? Let’s just say that you are far exceeding even my wildest expectations, Natalie. I’m very proud of you, of how well you’re doing, and I’m very excited to see just how you blossom.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. She smiled, the praise a warm caress that left her giddy. She was glad to please her Mistress, was happy knowing she was exceeding expectations, but… who was she blossoming into, what was she becoming, just what did her Mistress have in mind for her? Her head spun as she imagined all the wild possibilities. She felt alive, giddy, sexy, and the thought of transforming further, becoming sexier, becoming her Mistress’s perfect familiar made her glow with an inner radiance, a light of bright joy.

Morgan paid for the clothes at the cashier desk, including the ones Natalie was wearing, and the pair headed out of the store, and Morgan stopped just outside the door. She turned to face Natalie and the twinkle in her eye spoke of mischief and fun. Natalie squirmed.

“So, I noticed you in the store Natalie, all wiggly and on edge. You seem in need of a little… something. Am I right?” Morgan asked.

Natalie bit her bottom lip, blush intensifying. She didn’t want to admit it to herself, let alone to her Mistress but it was becoming almost impossible to deny, and she did not want to lie to Her. Natalie nodded, smiling.

“I… I… yes Mistress.” Natalie said, voice soft, feminine. “I… I can’t help it. My mind keeps drifting off, thinking about… things, dirty things. And… the way men keep looking at me, it just makes it worse.”

Morgan laughed, a kindly chuckle. Her smile was knowing, guileful, sweet.

“I understand. Perfectly. And it can’t be helped… it’s just the way you were made.”

Morgan chuckled. Natalie blushed, understanding the implication.

“However, I appreciate your situation, and I understand you need time to learn about your new condition, that you need time to explore your growing desires and needs. As my familiar it is important you learn to control and harness your powers. I want you to grow, to learn, to fully blossom into the beautiful being you were always meant to be. I do not intend to limit your power or your beauty but seek instead to nourish you, to help you transform into something truly special. Do you understand?” Morgan said.

Natalie nodded, smiling. The words were kind, affectionate, sincere.

“Good.” Morgan said. “Now, to that end… I think it is time you learnt to rely on yourself, to rely on your own power, your own beauty. In the many, many years to come, we will not always be together, and so you must learn how to work your own brand of magic, as well as learning how to survive and flourish. It is also important you gain an understanding of your new desires and appetites, so… I will now be going home, alone, and I will be leaving you here.”

Natalie’s eyes went wide. She had no wallet, no phone, no keys… nothing. If she were left alone how would she get home? She opened her mouth to protest but Morgan just held her hand up, silencing Natalie, stilling her fear and anxiety.

“You’ll be safe. Trust me, and trust yourself. You are wise and powerful, and growing more so with each moment. I want you to explore your new womanhood. I’ll be waiting for you at your apartment… and I’ll be waiting with much anticipation.”

Morgan’s smile, her grin, filled Natalie with a tingle of joy. Just what would Morgan be anticipating?

“I… yes Mistress.” Natalie said.

She was nervous, almost scared, but she trusted her Mistress. There was also curiosity, a tingling sense of excitement at being let free, being given permission to explore her new power, her new body, her new appetites. She trusted Morgan, and wanted to explore just what being her familiar would mean. Who was she becoming?

“Now… go, have fun, and don’t keep me waiting too long. I’m quite impatient for what comes next.” Morgan said, winking.

Natalie blushed, a rush of many emotions. She nodded, and as Morgan stood there, Natalie turned and walked off, heading off into the bustling Saturday crowds of shoppers, men, women, groups of friends, couples, not looking back, instead watching the people around her.

She felt, for the first time, the fullness of what was happening, who she was transforming into, someone new and unique and wonderful, and she felt joy as she understood the opportunity she was being given. She was different, but in that difference there was power, and joy, and pleasure.

As Natalie headed off into the crowds, ready to explore her power, her appetite, her new, improved self, she felt a thrill, and she put an extra sway in her step. She would find a way home eventually, of that she was certain now, but before that, there was the chance to enjoy herself, the chance to feed.


Four

The two young men, in their early twenties, had watched Natalie as she passed and she could not help but feel their attention, an almost physical force, their gaze provoking a need in her, a tingle in the back of her skull. She put an extra wiggle into her step, swaying her hips, butt, and she could feel the pair of them staring at her ass in her tight, tiny shorts, their focus, their lust and desire, a fire inside her growing hot, fed and fuelled by their attention.

One of them was taller, more muscular, with dark hair, clean-shaven, deep brown eyes. The other was shorter, trim, with longer mousey brown hair, blue eyes and a scruffy beard that suited him. Both of them were dressed simply, jeans and t-shirt, boots, just two friends spending the day together. Natalie smiled, stopped, licked her lips as she glanced at the reflection of them behind her in a shop window, their eyes glued to her legs and ass.

The knot of need in her expanded, a hunger, ravenous, and she stopped, turned to face them, standing in a pose that was sexy and provocative, brazen, posing and wiggling without even thinking about it, her movements natural, and the effect they had on the two young men was obvious in the way they became flustered and embarrassed. They looked away, blushing suddenly, and Natalie felt powerful and hot. She stepped off, walked towards them, strutting, heels clicking, shaking her ass, provocative and wanton, and she smiled as their eyes went wide and they looked away—clearly neither of them were ladies men’, but they were both cute enough, endearing and timid and shy, the flustered awkwardness bringing out her inner predator.

“Hi.” Natalie said.

The two young men blinked, stared at her, stammering.

“I… err… hi.” The one with dark hair said.

“I’m Natalie.”

Natalie put out her hand. The young man with dark hair stared at it for a moment, gripping it gently. Natalie let him hold her hand, shake it, but did not grip back, hand and arm almost limp, her gestures natural and feminine.

The physical contact sent a thrill along her spine, and she could almost see his lust, his arousal, the way he was responding to her body, and she could almost feel her stomach growl, hungry for… something. She smiled, fluttered her eyelashes, a slight pout.

“Jacob.” The dark-haired young man said.

He released Natalie's hand, his eyes almost glazed, and Natalie offered her hand to Jacob’s friend. The mousey blonde took Natalie's hand, shaking it. She could see his lust too, his desire for her, and it fed her, empowering her, allowing her to draw the two young men closer to her, binding them to her will with her beauty, her body, her pretty face. She felt their desire as an almost physical force, an aura emanating from them both, a sweet scent that made her hungry.

“Ian.” The mousey blonde said.

Natalie smiled at them. She watched them, reading their expression, the way they struggled to keep their eyes on her face, off of her legs and hips and ass. She was enjoying their attention.

She had been given an opportunity to explore her power, her new body, her new self. She was hungry for… something, and she ached, a deep longing and desire with her, ravenous. She needed to find a way to get home to where Morgan, her Mistress, was waiting for her.

As she looked down at the two young men, both of them staring at her, eyes wide, nervous and flustered, cute, almost innocent, Natalie began to form a plan. They weren’t unattractive, and they were young, full of energy and vigour, and they clearly wanted her. Perhaps she could satisfy all her needs quite easily...

“Well Jacob, Ian, I couldn’t help but notice you watching me and… well… I was wondering if you two handsome young men could help out a pretty damsel in distress.”

Natalie grinned. She watched their eyes go wide, cheeks blushing. They were so cute and awkward and clumsy, but they were so delicious.

“We… err… yeah, sorry about that. We just… you’re just really pretty, but yeah… we’d be happy to help you out. What do you need?” Jacob said.

Natalie felt a warmth spread through her at the way he talked to her, clearly enamoured with her beauty, drawn to her. He thought her pretty—Natalie grinned. How would the pair react if she were to… she giggled. She couldn’t wait to find out.

“Well, I appear to have lost my friends, and they have my purse with my keys and phone in, so I’ve been stranded, all alone, helpless.” Natalie said—she put a deliberate note in her voice, soft and innocent, her tone luring the two young men, seducing them.

“So… I need help getting back home. You wouldn’t happen to have a car, would you? I mean… I really need a lift, and I’d be very, very grateful.” Natalie said, her voice like milk and honey, sweet and soothing.

Jacob and Ian sat frozen for a moment, then nodded, slowly, eyes glued on her. They were completely under her spell. She could get everything she needed from them… and there were two of them. Just the thought made her giggle, a rush of energy and desire at the thought of how she might thank them for helping her out.

“I… yeah. I have a truck parked not far from here.” Ian said.

“That’s perfect.” Natalie said. “Now, why don’t you two lead the way.”

The two young men nodded and rose, slowly, to their feet, enthralled by Natalie’s sexuality and beauty. Natalie felt powerful and feminine and joyful, and she couldn’t wait to explore more of the gifts her transformation had blessed her with.

#

Ian led Natalie to his truck, a relatively new four-wheeler, black, a little too flashy for her tastes but the interior was at least clean and fresh smelling. She stopped to the side and waited as he unlocked it, stood waiting until the young men took the hint and Jacob moved to open her door for her.

**Good girl.** The voice whispered. **You’re learning how to control them. It’s fun, isn’t it? And it comes so easily to one as beautiful as you.**

Natalie smiled at the compliment, and thanked Jacob for opening the door for her. There was a warm buzzing at the back of her skull, a dull pleasure, a hunger, a power radiating out. As Natalie climbed up into the car Jacob watched her with a slightly befuddled smile, as though dumb in her presence.

Natalie slipped into the seat, Ian climbing into the driver seat in the front, and she looked back to Jacob, sliding along to the far side, making room for him. He was young, and not unattractive, his dark eyes and heavy features masculine, body rugged. She could feel his attention, his lust, his desire, a warmth, a power, and she wanted to taste it.

Natalie patted the seat next to her, smiling, fluttering her eyelashes as she gave a subtle wiggle in her seat. Jacob stared at her, just… grinning, eyes roaming her body.

“You not want to slip in next to me?” Natalie asked. “A pretty girl could get lonely back here all by herself.”

Jacob smiled, cheeks blushing, eyes wide. Ian looked back over his shoulder to his friend, and the pair shared an odd, nervous laugh. Jacob looked back to Natalie and nodded.

He climbed up into the back of the truck beside her and pulled the door closed. He sat pressed against the door, keeping a deliberate distance between him and Natalie, nervous, glancing at her only briefly as she watched him, grinning.

The engine started and Ian slipped the truck into reverse, pulled out of his parking spot, and then drove off towards the exit of the car park. Natalie felt a fluttering in her belly, excitement, nerves. She felt… a need, deep in the core of her soul, and could feel the nourishment around her, the raw energy contained in the pair of young men.

She shifted, and squirmed, moving closer to Jacob. She bit her bottom lip, watching him, and something inside her shifted, unlocked, and a warm, deep, intense, raw sexuality began to seep from her, filling the car, an intoxicating aura of brazen lust. Her ass clenched down around the plug inside her, her hole wet, aching.

She stared at Jacob, his strong, young, virile body. She could feel how badly he wanted her, and he had something she wanted in turn, something she needed. Was she really going to seduce him?

The thought of making him hard, arousing him, making him moan, making him yearn for her touch, her body, of pleasuring him, making him cum, made her body hot, her cute little dick throbbing. If not for her plug would she really… Natalie smiled, giggled. She knew the answer immediately. Yes...

Still though, even if the presence of the plug left her frustrated, aching for more, she was almost… glad for it, glad for what it meant. Morgan had laid claim to that hole, her virginity, sealing it so that Natalie would remain pure and chaste until her Mistress was willing to fully claim her. Though she couldn’t satisfy that desire, satisfy that deep craving to have her ass filled, fucked, she liked that her Mistress had shown her ownership in such a real, physical sense.

Natalie grinned, remembering Morgan’s words. She might not be able to lose her anal virginity, to get fucked like she so desperately wanted, but she had been told to enjoy herself, to explore her new body, her new needs and desires, her new powers, and she had other ways to enjoy herself.

**Just look at him. Completely under your spell. You are beautiful and powerful. Feel it. Relish in it. Embrace the gifts we offer. Embrace the transformations you have gone through, embrace the transformations to come.** The voice whispered.

Natalie shivered, a rush of delight. She stared at Jacob as Ian pulled the truck out into traffic, heading in roughly the direction of her home—she had other ideas though.

“There’s a park on the way, with a quiet little place to park out of the way. It's on the way. Why don’t you pull in and we can take a little time to get to know each other better.” Natalie said.

What was she doing? What was she saying? What was she suggesting?

The two young men paled, Ian glancing back at Jacob in the rear-view mirror. Natalie could smell their fear, their desire, their lust, and it was driving her wild.

She felt brave, powerful, wanton, and the way the pair of them were looking at each other, glancing at her, their nervousness, their lust, their arousal, it was only making her more aroused. She licked her bottom lip and shifted closer towards Jacob.

He squirmed, pressing his body against the door as though trying to escape, but there was no escape. The car was moving, the door was shut. They were both trapped, with her, and she was not willing to let them go until she was finished with them.

She turned to lock eyes with Ian in the rear-view mirror and smiled. She felt a thrill, a power, a heat, rise through her, like smoke flowing from her to Ian, wrapping around him, binding him to her, his lust a tool that gave her power over him. She was beautiful, sexy, and he wanted her… she could use that.

“Next left Ian. Find the quiet space towards the back of the park. We can spend a little time together.” Natalie said.

She saw Ian and Jacob squirming, could feel their lust rising, their cocks growing hard, the car full of her power, her raw sexuality. She smiled. This was going to be easy… and fun.

#

Ian put the car into park and then sat still, the car suddenly quiet. They were parked at the back of the park surrounded by a cluster of dense trees, the noise of traffic a distant rumble.

The two young men just sat, sly glances at Natalie, and she let the silence hang for a moment, like impending doom, or the promise of something… wonderful. She smiled, a fluttering in her belly, a deep aching, desperate longing, a hunger.

**Just a little gentle push and they’ll be all yours. They want you, and you can have them. Just a gentle nudge and you can satisfy that need.** The voice whispered. **Just a little push and they’ll be all yours, and you can feed.**

They already wanted her. Natalie could feel it, their lust, their arousal, their cocks hard, they were just nervous, unsure what to do in the presence of such a beautiful woman, confident and brazen in her sexuality. They were timid, shy… but Natalie could fix that, and then…

“Why don’t you come back here Ian. I can sit in the middle and the two of you can sit on either side. There’s plenty of room for all three of us back here.” Natalie said.

To demonstrate her point she shifted along to sit closer to Jacob, leaving space for Ian. Slowly, as though in a fugue state, dreamy, Ian nodded. He opened the car door and stepped out, closed it behind him, then moved around to open the passenger door. He climbed in next to Natalie, and shut the door, sealing them in.

They were both strong, young, virile, horny. If they tried they could overpower Natalie, ravage her—what would that feel like? Natalie smiled. That might be fun, later, but for now… for now, she wanted to be in charge, to take what she wanted from them, to explore her power, to feed.

“Come closer. I don’t bite… hard.” Natalie said—her voice was soft and sweet, like song, and it lured the two young men towards her.

Slowly they both turned to face her, staring at her, enamoured of her beauty, and, given her permission, her request, moved closer. She felt a tingle run along her spine, the atmosphere in the car saturated with lust.

It was so naughty, so dirty. She had picked up two random men and lured them to a secluded spot in a park, in public, and now… she giggled.

**You have them. Now… what are you going to do with them you naughty little slut.** She could almost hear the smile in the voice.

Natalie knew exactly what she was going to do. She reached out with both hands, one in either direction, and she placed one hand on Jacob’s thigh, one on Ian’s, a gentle squeeze. They both shifted, moving closer, tense.

“You know… you can touch me too.” Natalie said. “After all, I need to thank you for saving a pretty girl in distress.”

Natalie looked at Jacob, then at Ian. They both stared at her, frozen. She smiled, fluttered her eyelashes, belly fluttering, ravenous, then… pounced.

#

Natalie leaned in towards Ian and, before he could react, she kissed him, kissed him hard and deep. She felt the heat in him rise, and she squeezed his thigh harder, her lips pressed to his. His nervousness faded, eroded by her brazen sexuality, her confidence, and Natalie moaned in delight as he kissed her back, kissed her deeply, passionately, hungry for her.

Natalie’s lips parted, and her tongue extended, drawing out Ian’s desire. She felt hands on her body, on her waist, thighs, arms. The kiss had broken the spell of uncertainty and they were both touching her now, Ian and Jacob caressing her. She could feel the power emanating from them, their desire, their lust, and it fuelled the fire in her, hot, bright, brilliant, and joyful.

Her hands roamed up, creeping up the thighs of the two young men, and her hole clenched around her plug, hot, wet, tight. If not for that she knew she would not have been able to resist the desire to have one of them bend her over, place their hard cock at her entrance and… Morgan had claimed that honour though, would claim Natalie when the time was right. For now, she had to make do with other methods to gain satisfaction.

As hands roamed her body Natalie squirmed, wiggling, fingers squeezing her thighs, ass, teasing up to her small tits, pinching gently, and she loved it, the feeling of two men craving her, their desire for her only feeding her, their desire granting her power and pleasure in equal measure.

As her hands crept up she felt the hard swell of their cocks, massive and engorged, their thick, rigid length a testament to how hot and sexy she was. She squeezed, fingers wrapping around their girth, stroked.

Jacob moaned, Ian kissed Natalie deeply, and the pair both thrust into her grip. Natalie smiled, flustered, aching, and broke the kiss, looked again between them. She fluttered her eyelashes, biting her bottom lip, and felt… alive, invigorated. What was happening to her? Who was she becoming? She didn’t know, but she knew she wanted to find out.

“Now, who wants me to thank them first?” Natalie asked.

The pair froze, looked from Natalie to each other, and then, almost as one, they began hurriedly to undo their jeans. Natalie smiled and watched as they rushed to get their cocks out for her, eager for her to thank them. Her belly fluttered. She was ready to feast.

#

Their cocks were different, Jacob’s longer but Ian’s thicker, but they were both perfect. Natalie grasped one in each hand and began to stroke. She giggled, relishing the thrill of what she was doing.

“Say please.” Natalie said.

She looked between the two young men, both of them in her thrall, their lust and desire feeding her, filling her with power. They thrust into her grip, moaning.

“Please…” Jacob muttered.

He spoke first, was clearly the most desperate, the most willing to give in, and for that, Natalie thought, he deserved a reward. With her hands still wrapped around each cock, teasing, stroking, Natalie shifted, leaning over towards Jacob, lowering her head toward his lap.

Hands roamed her body, caressing her, their touches a delight, groping, fondling, their lust for her fuelling her. Natalie opened her mouth as her lips neared the fat head of Jacob’s prick and, in one smooth, easy, natural motion, she took it deep into her mouth, wrapping the lips tight, sucking, tongue swirling.

She lowered her head, taking the cock deeper, sucking, mouth hot and wet and tight, Jacob’s cock swelling, warm, skin soft, the reek of masculine musk. Fingers entangled in her hair and she felt sexy, slutty, brazen, dressed in her hotpants, long socks, a sexy witch’s familiar, feasting on the lust of the two young men.

Jacob thrust, hips rutting his cock deeper into Natalie’s mouth, and she felt the head press at the back of her throat. Her lips tingled, buzzing with pleasure and her other hand stroked Ian’s cock, the two dicks so hard for her, and her throat opened, swallowed Jacob’s cock easily.

Her body was changing, transforming, becoming better suited to her new life, her new purpose. As Jacob’s cock thrust into her throat Natalie thrummed with a hot bliss as she realised the truth… she was becoming a true slut, body built for pleasure, lust, made to provoke desire and to feed off arousal. Her hole was wet now, aching, pliable, made to be fucked, a tight virgin fuck-hole, and her mouth was no different.

Her lips were fat, sensitive, wet, and her throat stretched easily as she deep-throated Jacob’s cock, a bliss running through her, addictive, hot, a knot of joy in her belly. She worked her mouth up and down, delighting in the way he fucked her throat, cock thrusting in and out, swallowing, lips tight, his cock wet with saliva, her tongue lapping.

Her fingers were tight around Ian’s cock, stroking, a tingle running up her arm, through her lips, the sensation of a fat cock fucking in and out of her tight throat making her giddy.

**Embrace who you are.** The voice whispered.

Natalie did as she was told. She was Natalie, the witch’s familiar, sexy, wanton, powerful. She had both of the young men in her power, and she was ready to satisfy her desires, her needs, and the joy, the power, the thrill of what she was doing, who she was becoming, filled her with a bright, overwhelming euphoria.

Jacob thrust, deep, hard, and Natalie sucked, head bobbing up and down. She could feel his cock throbbing hard in her throat, the taste of his precum on her tongue, a tingle filling her, fuelling her, the power of his lust and desire running through her like molten steel. She fed, delighting in how it felt, the pleasure she was giving, the pleasure she was experiencing, the joy of giving herself over to the changes that were happening, embracing who and what she was transforming into.

“Fuck… my god that’s so good…” Jacob moaned, thrusting hard, deep, fast.

Natalie could feel the throb of Ian’s cock in her other hand. She was in a car with two men she didn’t know, dressed in skimpy hotpants, long stripey socks, a tiny t-shirt, heeled boots, her body smooth and soft, her fingers wrapped around two cocks. Hands were caressing her body, sensitive, sexy, feminine. She was pretty, in sexy pink underwear. She was someone new, someone better, and she was happy.

Just a few days ago this would have seemed impossible, and Natalie would never have even imagined she would ever do something like this, but just a few days ago Natalie had been miserable. Now though… now she was happy, she was Natalie, a sexy, brazen woman, powerful, and men wanted her.

She had two men, two strangers, hard, in a car, in public, their cocks out, stroking one while she sucked the other. She was going to make them cum, was going to feed…

Natalie sucked harder, taking Jacob’s cock deep, sucking, lapping with her tongue, and his fingers gripped her hair hard as he thrust deep, Natalie taking all of it with ease, relishing how good it felt, her fuck-hole wet, lips buzzing, the joy of having her throat fucked.

“I’m close… fuck… your mouth is so good… I…”

Natalie felt Jacob’s cock swelling, growing harder, fatter, and she sucked hard, taking it deep into her tight throat, swallowing it, milking it, nose pressed to his groin. The knot of joy in her belly grew tight, bliss, and she moaned as she felt his prick throb, cumming, cumming hard down her throat, the salty, hot, sticky liquid spurting down her throat.

Her whole body lit up, pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt, a deep satisfaction at her core. This was what she needed—cum, lust, desire, pleasure—and she drank deep, swallowing it all, making sure not to waste a drop. Hands stroked her back, and her free hand was still stroking Ian’s hard cock, his hands groping her round ass. She was not finished yet. Natalie hummed with pleasure, need, and pulled her lips from Jacob’s cock with a loud, wet, pop.

#

Natalie turned to Ian, grinning, lips wet, and she licked them, capturing the last traces of Jacob’s cum, relishing the hot joy that spread through her as she swallowed. Ian was staring at her with obvious lust and desire, and she wiggled, showing off her hot body as he touched her, stroking his cock, hand moving slowly up and down his thick shaft.

“Your turn…” Natalie said, voice husky with lust and need.

She moved gracefully, swiftly, like a starving lion after a wounded gazelle. She needed to make Ian cum, need to feel that hot throbbing pulse of pleasure, needed to relish the bliss and energy and joy—it was who she was now, who she wanted to be, and she embraced it, all of it.

Natalie stroked, leaned forward, towards Ian, and lowered her head down towards his lap, his hard, throbbing, thick cock. Her lips, wet, hot, swollen, tingling with pleasure, opened, and she kissed the tip gently, wet and teasing, tongue lapping over the crown, the slit.

Ian moaned, gasping with pleasure and delight, and Natalie’s hand worked slowly up and down, milking his pleasure, feeding on his lust and desire, the knot of hot, warm pleasure in her gut making her feel bold and adventurous. She pressed her mouth down, lips pursed, tight, wet, and felt the thickness of Ian’s cock force her jaw wider, forcing its way into her mouth, forcing her lips wide as they wrapped tight around his cock. She pressed on, lowering her head, licking, letting her hot spit pool around his girth, lapping, sucking, her mouth taking more of his fat prick inside.

Ian thrust his hips, gently, and his cock slipped deeper, the head pressing at the back of Natalie’s throat but not penetrating it. It was shorter than Jacob’s, but thicker, her jaw already aching—what would it feel like to take something that thick in her throat, or in her ass, her tight fuck-hole stretched wide?

She moaned in delight just imagining it. If not for the plug she could have sucked Jacob’s cock deep while Ian bent her over, and…

Fingers gripped her hair, hard, and Ian fucked deep into her mouth, slamming her back to the reality of what she was doing, forcing her to focus on the cock in her mouth. She whimpered in delight, the waves of need, lust, desire, pleasure emanating from Ian imbuing her with a warm, intense power. It filled her body, her mind, fuelling her transformation, her change, addictive, an intense joy as she bathed in the warmth of it.

This was what she had needed, craved, been starving for. It wasn’t cum, though that was pleasant enough, the warm, thick stickiness feeding her, pleasuring her as she was pumped full, swallowing, it was pleasure, lust, and desire. Her power came from the arousal and the desire she could provoke in others, the lust they felt for her, and in return that fed her, powered her—giving in to her desires was not only fun, but it was also satisfying in a way Natalie had never been satisfied before.

The energy, pure and hot and intense, filled her, and she wanted more. She sucked harder, deeper, licking, lips wrapped tight, wet, tongue lapping. Ian gripped her hair, thrusting into her mouth, fucking her mouth hard, deep, fast.

“Fuck… god that’s good. Fuck!” Ian moaned—his voice was hoarse from desire, lust, pleasure.

Natalie could feel it, sense it in him, rising like a tide. It had never felt like this before. Her body was alive with so many new sensations, new emotions—she could almost feel Ian’s pleasure, her mouth and lips buzzing with delight, radiating out through her.

**Another gift** The voice said. **What better way to reward you than allowing you to experience the pleasure you grant to others?**

So… this was what Ian was feeling, a glimpse of the pleasure Natalie’s mouth was granting him? She could now experience not only her own pleasure but other’s too? She giggled, whimpering in need and desire, her mouth hot, throbbing… it was addictive, and she was already craving more.

“God… I’m going to cum… you’re going to make me cum!” Ian moaned.

Natalie already knew. She could sense it rising in him, the way his cock was swelling, throbbing, the pleasure she was experiencing expanding, her wet hole clenching tight on her plug, her cute little cock throbbing in her pink panties. She wanted it, wanted all of it, wanted to taste it, swallow it, feed on it.

“Yes! Gods yes!” Ian roared, thrusting deep, hard, gripping Natalie’s hair.

Natalie felt the head of his cock press at the back of her throat, felt it throb, and then, wonderfully, felt it cumming. Ian came in her mouth, down her throat, hot and salty, a sweet-bitter tang that sent a shiver of pleasure along her spine, feeding the knot of delight in her belly, almost enough to make her cum in turn, but not quite… she pined, aching for release.

Natalie swallowed, happily, eagerly, milking Ian of cum, pleasure, tasting it, sucking, lapping. She felt a bright, intense heat blossoming inside her, filling her, and she felt sated, a hot core of power that thrummed with vibrant delight. She was changing, transforming, becoming someone, something, new… something wonderful.

Natalie kept swallowing until she had tasted the last drops of Ian’s cum, pleasure, his body quivering, sensitive to the ministrations of her plump, wet lips, her tongue, and she sucked hard as she eased her mouth off his cock, lips tight, an audible pop as it slipped free, and Natalie looked at him, smirking, licking her lips. She wiggled, feeling smug and satisfied, but still horny.

“That was… wow… I’ve never done anything like that.” Ian said.

The two young men were both stunned, quiet, wide eyes, enamoured with Natalie. She giggled, looked between them, winked.

“Well, I’m glad you decided to help a pretty girl out then. Now… you did promise me a lift home…” Natalie said, grinning.

She had seduced two strangers, two shy young men, had sucked their cocks in the back of a car, one after the other. It was her, not them. She had been in charge, had wanted it, wanted more.

**You shall have more.** The voice whispered.


Five

Natalie arrived home without much further delay, Ian driving her home willingly, happy to follow through on his offer to help a pretty girl in distress. The drive was quiet, with an edge of sexual tension that Natalie did her best to draw out—she delighted in the undercurrent of desire that lingered even after she had made both Jacob and Ian cum. As they arrived outside her building she moved quickly, easing out of her seat to give both young men a kiss, long, lingering, wet, on their lips. They looked startled but melted into her.

“Maybe I’ll see you boys again sometime.” Natalie said. “And thank you again, for everything.”

Natalie grinned, fluttering her eyelashes, licking her lips. Jacob and Ian squirmed, flustered. They said their farewells, muttering, embarrassed, barely able to keep their eyes off her body, face, lips, and Natalie took one last deep breath, savouring the lingering atmosphere of lust, sex, desire, before slipping out of the car.

She stood on the pavement and waved as Ian and Jacob drove off, the pair glancing back at her as they left, and she could feel the pang of almost regret they had as they left her behind. Even after she had made them both cum they had wanted more of her, wanted all of her, wanted to see more of her, experience more of the pleasure she offered, but… she had other obligations to see to.

Morgan, her Mistress, was waiting for her.

#

There was music and the scent of food as Natalie knocked on her front door. She laughed at the oddity of it—this was her flat, her front door, and yet she had to knock, had no other way to get in than to hope Morgan was inside, waiting for her.

At the sound of footsteps, Natalie stiffened, checking her appearance. The door opened and Morgan stood grinning, looking radiant, long red curls flowing behind her, dressed in a long black gown, her skin pale, her deep green eyes almost glowing. Natalie almost baulked at the sight of her, biting her bottom lip, a rising swell of desire as she looked at her beautiful, powerful Mistress.

“I was beginning to think you might need a little help finding your way back.” Morgan said, smiling.

She stood in the doorway to Natalie’s flat, blocking the entryway, grinning. She stood tall, proud, powerful, and looked Natalie up and down, an odd glimmer in her eye. She tilted her head to the side, inhaled deeply.

“But… I can see I needn’t have worried. You found your way back, didn’t you?”

Natalie could sense the edge to the question, the hint of mischief. Morgan was looking at her as though reading an open book.

“You managed to find someone… or several someones... to help you?”

Natalie nodded.

“Mmm, I can tell. You are… changed. It suits you though. You truly are blossoming at a remarkable rate. It pleases me. Now, come in, I have dinner almost ready, and after that, there are… things we need to attend to.”

Morgan stepped to the side and gestured for Natalie to enter. It all seemed so odd yet so natural, the way Morgan has assumed authority even over Natalie's flat. With Ian and Jacob, Natalie had been the one in charge, the one with power, seducing them, taking what she wanted from them, but with Morgan, her Mistress, everything was different—Natalie belonged to her, existed to please and serve her. She was the witch’s familiar, and the thought filled her with joy.

Natalie stepped in, and Morgan moved to close the door behind her, the click of the lock was a sharp sound signalling that they were alone, sealed in together. Natalie shivered. With Ian and Jacob she had been confident, but with Morgan… with Morgan, she couldn’t help but feel nervous.

“Through to the dining room please Natalie. I know you’ve eaten already but I think you could do with something a little more substantial.”

Natalie looked over her shoulder, saw Morgan staring at her, smirking. Natalie blushed and looked away, embarrassed. How did Morgan know?

“Oh please Natalie, it’s obvious. I can practically smell it on you, the cum, and just looking at you I can see the change in you.” Morgan said. “Plus… well, you’re mine. You’re my pet, my familiar, what kind of witch would I be if I couldn’t sense you.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. If Morgan could sense her, did that mean she knew exactly what she had done? The thought thrilled her, a sense of shame and humiliation, hot, burning, arousing her. And… what did she mean when she said she could see the change in her?”

As Natalie headed towards the dining room and kitchen area she passed the floor-length mirror hung in her hall. Curious, she paused, glanced at her reflection.

Natalie froze. Was that really her?

She had changed again, her transformation progressing further. Her eyes went wide and she giggled, unable to contain the rising swell of joy in her heart. Morgan stepped in beside her, looming over her, grinning.

“So you finally noticed.” Morgan said.

Natalie could only nod. How had she not realised, not felt it?

She was a little shorter now, and thinner around the waist and shoulders, slim and petite, but her hips and her ass were wider, rounder. She had breeding hips, and a plump, pert bubble butt perfect for fucking—just looking at her long, plump, thick legs, her wide hips, round ass, made her fuck-hole clench on the thick plug inside her, her hole wet, aching.

Her chest too looked larger, the small swell of her tits expanding into barely a handful, but still, they were obvious now, her tits causing her t-shirt to swell around her chest, hanging in a distinctly feminine, womanly, sexy manner—with her narrower waist and shoulders she had an almost hourglass figure, and she smiled, flustered, the woman she saw in the mirror so brazen and seductive. How else might she change? What other transformations would her body go through?

It was not just her body though. Her face too had changed. Her hair was longer, blonder, curlier, and her skin was pale and flawless, almost porcelain. Her eyes were larger, bright and stunning in their intensity, lashes longer, thicker, darker, an outline that was dark as though she were wearing immaculate make-up, heavy and sultry, adding to her sex appeal, hints of black and pink on the lids. It was her lips though that had undergone the most stark and obvious change.

They were a deep pink, wet and glossy, and fat, plump, almost bee-stung, the kind of lips Natalie had seen on surgically enhanced porn stars only… hers were all natural, if you considered magic transformation natural. She giggled, pouted, and the expression looked like the perfect invitation for a wet, sloppy, amazing blowjob. She felt her cute little dick throb and her ass clench around her plug. She just needed to look at someone now and lick her lips or bite her bottom lip to make them thick of oral sex.

She licked her lips, savouring the lingering taste of cum, and she was a rewarded by a potent shiver of pleasure. Her lips were more sensitive now too, a source of intense delight, a brilliant addictive pleasure at even the slightest touch, and just thinking about sucking cock was making her salivate, her throat aching to be stretched, filled, fucked.

“You like your changes, Natalie?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded, too happy and giddy to be able to put her emotions into words. She really, really did.

“I do too, and I’m very excited to see what final form you’ll choose…”

Natalie turned to face her Mistress, frowning. What did she mean? Morgan grinned.

“You don’t get it yet, do you?” Morgan asked, smiling. “All these changes Natalie, everything you’re going through, it's all you. When you took my gift, those panties, it was just me opening the door for you, just as when you agreed to serve me it was your choice, though perhaps I gave you a little encouragement, but on the whole, all this… its all you. All these changes are directed by you, by what you desire to be, by what you crave, by the things you do, by the pleasure you yearn for. The final form you take is up to you, but given how you’ve changed so far I think I have an idea just where you might be headed.”

“Where?” Natalie managed to say.

She was curious about what was happening to her, what she might be like once her transformation was complete. Morgan smiled, chuckled.

“No spoilers Natalie. Now, dinner first, then onto more important business.” She said.

#

The pair ate, a delicious meal of pasta and sauce, salad, steamed vegetables, fresh bread, wine—all of it was amazing, and it was perhaps the most perfect meal Natalie had ever eaten—and Morgan watched Natalie carefully as she cleared her plate, helping herself to several servings of each dish. Morgan smiled, a sly look in her eyes, eating little, regarding Natalie with more hunger than she regarded the food.

Natalie squirmed, fidgeting. She was still so horny after her adventure with Ian and Jacob, the memory of their cocks in her mouth, the taste of their cum, the pleasure of it all still bright. She had enjoyed it, but… she had not cum. Her hole was wet, aching, plugged, clenching at intervals on its thickness, causing it to shift inside her, teasing her sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside her, and her cute little dick twitched, aching. She was on edge, pressing her smooth thighs together, and the way her Mistress was looking at her, eyeing her, only made it worse.

“That’s quite the appetite for someone who’s eaten already.” Morgan said, grinning.

Natalie blushed, pink, and giggled. She bit her bottom lip and fluttered her eyelashes. She felt so small and meek around her Mistress, the awareness that she had offered herself to Morgan, given herself over, agreeing to become her familiar, embracing the changes and the transformation to come, only making her more aware of the power dynamic that existed between them.

With other people, she felt confident, brazen, powerful, able to seduce and take what she wanted, needed, but with Morgan, her Mistress, it was different. Morgan was in charge, owned her, and Natalie… liked that feeling of powerlessness. She liked feeling that Morgan owned her.

“I am joking Natalie, teasing you. You know that, don’t you? I’m quite proud of you after today. You are truly embracing your new powers and your new form. I think you’re going to prove to be an exceptional familiar once you finish your metamorphosis.”

Natalie’s blush deepened and she smiled. The praise felt like warm summer sun and she basked in it.

“Plus, as I’m sure you’re beginning to realise, you now have more than one appetite that needs satisfying.” Morgan said.

Natalie frowned. She considered Morgan’s words for a moment—she had felt ravenous this morning, but her adventure had quelled it, that need, that gnawing hunger, but at the same time she had still felt hungry, though in a different, more conventional sense. It really was as if she had more than one appetite.

“I’m not sure… what do you mean?” Natalie asked, voice soft, feminine.

She was curious, fascinated by the idea of what was happening to her, and wanted to know more, about the changes she was undergoing, what it meant for her body, her life, her future. Who was she becoming?

“Well… when you woke up this morning, how did you feel?” Morgan asked.

Natalie thought for a moment, considering the question carefully, recalling how horny she had been, how hungry, a gnawing ache and need for something that she couldn’t quite describe. In the shops, while she had been browsing with Morgan, she had felt it too, a need, a craving, and the way men had looked at me had only made it worse, but it wasn’t quite like hunger, though it was almost the same.

Their lust, their desire, it had drawn her to them, and her mind had wandered, picturing cocks, cum, sex, debauchery, and if not for the plug her Mistress had bound Natalie with, claiming her fuck-hole for herself, then she knew that she would have been unable to resist giving in to her new desires, her new cravings for lust and sex, cum, cock. Natalie would have been unable to resist getting her tight, wet, virgin hole fucked.

“I… I was… almost empty? It was like I needed something, but… it wasn’t food, and then when we were out, when people stared at me, it only made it worse, and I could almost feel their… their lust… and it… it made my head fuzzy… if that makes sense?”

Morgan nodded, smiling.

“In a sense you were empty. The changes you are undergoing, the transformations and alterations, they all require energy. You had a small store, and I gifted you a little more, but as you continue to blossom into your new self you’ll need more… and that left you, in a sense, hungry. When you saw those men staring at you, lusting after you, it was like putting a meal in front of a starving person, so it was only natural that your appetite was engaged… your reaction was unavoidable, like a hungry bitch salivating over a prime steak.”

Natalie giggled, blushing. She remembered how she had reacted to being in the car with Ian and Jacob, as they had grown excited at her attention, her teasing, how it had made her feel. Her hole had been practically dripping she had been so turned on, and she had drooled all over their cocks as she sucked them deep, so in a sense, she had been a salivating bitch...

“So… I need to feed off of people? Like… a vampire?” Natalie asked.

Morgan took a deep breath, sighed.

“In a sense, but it is not the same. You’re thinking of the myth of blood drinkers, draining vitality. What you do is different. You encourage lust and pleasure, and it is that energy that recharges you. Though there is some cost to those you gather the energy from, it is a fairer exchange since you give of yourself in return, and it is in no way harmful. You can never take from anyone more than they are willing or able to give. Simply, you encourage them to release energy, sexual in nature, and you may feed on that. The more they release, the more you may gather… and as you’ve learnt, there are numerous fun ways to encourage people to offer up their energy.”

Natalie blinked. She licked her lips, recalling the taste of Jacob’s and Ian’s seed.

“Do you mean cum? Do I… do I feed on cum?” Natalie asked.

She blushed a deeper pink. The thought that she would need to feed on cum, would need to it to survive now, left her heart racing, a subtle thrill—what was happening to her? Morgan chuckled.

“No, not cum, or at least not exclusively cum. Cum, and the associated orgasms, will be a source of potent energy, but you can feed on men and women, and you may feed without even touching another. If you are only peckish, you can simply flirt with a cashier, or pose provocatively in front of a group of young men. You’ll find as you grow into your new form that your powers and abilities become more refined, more efficient, more potent You’ll be able to feed easily, and constantly, just by wearing something sexy and walking with a little extra wiggle… and when you need a more substantial meal, you’ll be able to seduce and pleasure anyone who shows an interest in you. It’s fun, for them and you, and the surplus energy you gather… well, I can assure you I’ll put it all to good use.”

“Then… do I still need to eat? Eat normally that is?” Natalie asked.

Morgan nodded again.

“As I said, you now have more than one appetite. You need to gather energy to fuel your magics… the transformation you are undergoing to start, but later for the small spells and tricks you will learn, to keep your body and mind healthy… that is where lust, desire, and sex come in, but you also need to eat food and drink water. You are not suddenly so alien that you can go without. Plus… a nice meal and a little wine shared with good company, it is one of life’s little pleasures.”

Morgan smiled, and Natalie looked happy. Clearly Morgan had been talking about their meal, and Natalie felt flattered that her Mistress considered her good company.

“So… I just… I need to eat as I normally would, and on top of that I need to…” Natalie giggled.

Morgan nodded, grinning.

“You’ll need to have fun. A burden I know, seducing men and women, gifting them pleasure, sucking, fucking, gathering all that wild sexual energy. The need will lessen once your transformation is over, unless you expend large amounts of energy on spells or charms, but I think you’ll find that good sex is like good food… one of life’s little pleasures.”

Natalie nodded. Just thinking about it was exciting her, the idea that she would be able to feed on lust, pleasure, desire… she had felt it all day without really understanding it, but now, in context, the day's events, the way she had been feeling, it all made sense. She didn’t know what she was becoming, but she felt as though she were gaining a better understanding of just what her new life was going to be like, and she was excited by all the things that lay ahead for her, all the adventures and fun to come.

“Now, if you are finished…” Morgan said, nodding at Natalie's clean plate. “… I suggest we leave the cleaning until tomorrow. Right now I have other plans for you, and for us.”

Morgan shifted, pushing her chair out from the table. She looked down at Natalie, her smile full of mischief and cunning.

“I think it’s time I laid proper claim to my pretty slut familiar.” Morgan said.


Six

Morgan led Natalie to the bedroom, striding, tall, confident, dressed in an elegant black gown, her red hair flowing like flames that threatened to consume Natalie. Even had Natalie wanted to resist, to refuse, she would not have been able—but she did not want to… she wanted to obey, wanted to submit, wanted to offer herself up to her Mistress in any way She required.

“You head in first young lady.” Morgan said, stopping by the door, gesturing in.

Natalie nodded, biting her bottom lip, nervous. She kept her head down and walked past Morgan, into the room. The scent of burning sweet woods and herbs filled the air, heady and dense, a fog that crowded Natalie’s head, dulling her thoughts, making her heart race. The room was warm, with flickering candles, the light dancing across the ceiling.

Natalie paused just inside the room and looked around—it was her room, but… different. The bed was covered with black sheets, red pillows and throws, the floor and dresser covered with many, many black candles, the small flames fluttering. A large bowl smouldered on the side, coals burning with sticks of fatwood and bunches of herbs smoking, filling the air with a dense incense. What was all this for?

Behind her, the door clicked shut, and Natalie turned to see Morgan standing behind her, barring the exit. The room was dark, the curtains drawn, a deeper gloom than Natalie was used to—no light passing through her thin curtains, as though some veil was thrown over the space—the only light coming from the many candles.

Morgan loomed, tall, taller than she usually seemed, her eyes bright in the darkness, hair fluttering though Natalie felt no breeze. Her skin was pale, flawless, and Natalie felt a shiver run up her spine.

She fluttered her eyelashes, biting her bottom lip, nervous, but… there was something potent in the air, a subtle tingle of energy that was making her skin prickle, a buzzing in her belly, a tight excitement, a fluttering—anxiety, anticipation, fear, joy—her fuck-hole wet, clenching hard on her plug, her cute little dick throbbing. She was horny, and the atmosphere in the room, the flickering light, the scent of incense, the way Morgan was looking at her, staring at her, was only making the feeling worse.

“What… what is all this?” Natalie managed to ask, her voice soft, nervous, feminine.

Morgan grinned. She moved towards Natalie, eyeing her, looking her up and down, the way a wolf eyes a wounded fawn. Natalie shivered.

“This, Natalie, is where we seal our bargain. You said you would give yourself to me, that you would serve me. This, now, is where that deal becomes real, binding, and permanent. This is where I claim my familiar.”

Her voice was slow, quiet, but reverberated, resonating, filling the room, full of power and promises of pleasure. Natalie could feel her heart thundering in her chest. She had already agreed to serve, to bind herself to her mistress, but that word, the way Morgan said it… permanent, claim… it made her feel small and weak and vulnerable. Why did she enjoy that feeling?

“Now… are you ready to offer yourself to me in person, in ritual, to bind yourself to me?” Morgan asked.

Natalie froze for a moment, head spinning. Slowly she nodded, eyes wide.

“Yes, Mistress.” She said.

Morgan grinned, her eyes bright. The air shimmered, the flames of the candles flickering as something shifted.

“Good girl.” Morgan said. “Now, strip, and lie on the bed so we can begin, but… leave the socks on. They’re cute.”

Natalie smiled. That word, cute, made her blush. She nodded again.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” She said.
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Natalie slipped out of her t-shirt, her bra, baring her chest, her newly blossomed tits, her nipples larger, stiff and perky—as she undressed her hands brushed over them and she whimpered, a bright bolt of pleasure as she discovered how sensitive they were. Morgan watched her, almost a force of nature, like a winter gale and the summer sun all at once.

Natalie slipped her heeled boots off next, then her shorts, then finally her panties, slipping the tiny pink scrap of fabric down her long, smooth legs. She squirmed, wiggling her hips, jiggling her ass, enjoying the way Morgan eyed her with lust and possessiveness. She belonged to the powerful witch, and it felt good to submit to her, to offer herself up to her Mistress.

Dropping her clothes to the floor Natalie stood, in just her thigh-length socks, and she struck a post, standing sexily, alluring, butt out, shoulders back, tits perky, nipples stiff, her cute little smooth dick throbbing between her plump thighs. As she caught sight of herself in the mirror behind Morgan she giggled.

She looked… hot. She had changed so much, had become someone new, better, sexy and pretty, feminine, with wife breeding hips, a fat ass, small tits, slim waist. Her hair had grown longer, face prettier, her cock small now, dainty, undeniably cute, and that only made her smile. She liked being Natalie, and the girl, the familiar, she saw in the mirror filled her with euphoria.

“Such a pretty girl. I cannot wait to admire you when you reach your full potential. You’re going to be stunning. No one will be able to resist you and you and I are going to have so much fun together.” Morgan said, smiling. “But for now… we have a rather special ritual to conduct, and I want to savour it. I only get to claim you fully as my familiar once after all.”

Natalie giggled. She shifted, moving subtly, teasing her Mistress. The movement came naturally, an easy, sexual grace, as though new instincts were being awoken within her. Morgan watched, smiling, appreciating her beauty.

“So provocative and brazen. You really are blossoming at such an impressive rate… you are such a gifted little slut. Now, onto the bed with you, so I can begin.”

Natalie blushed at Morgan’s words, a tide of shame and excitement—why did being called a slut excite her? She stepped back, moving slowly, deliberately, wiggling her hips, keeping her eyes on Morgan, until the back of her legs met the foot of her bed. Grinning, not taking her gaze off her Mistress, she climbed up and crawled back to lie down, propped up on her elbows, thighs pressed together.

Morgan smiled, moved forward, moved to stand over Natalie. She looked down and surveyed her property.

“Now, are you ready?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded. Her belly fluttered. She was terrified, but she had never wanted anything more than she wanted this—to submit to her Mistress, to give herself over, to be claimed.

“Yes, Mistress.” Natalie said.

Morgan looked down at her familiar and grinned. She paused for a moment, and in the silence the incense seemed heady, making Natalie giddy, dizzy, a tingle running through her body, the light flickering on the ceiling, the atmosphere dense with tension and energy, a current crackling, the promise of change, power, magic.

“Then say it. Say it in your words. Promise yourself to me, so that we might begin.” Morgan said.

Natalie took a deep breath. Her head was spinning, but as she opened her mouth to speak the words came easily, willingly, leaping from her plump, wet, cock-sucking lips.

“Mistress, please, accept me. I am yours to own, to claim, to use as you see fit. I would serve you willingly, gladly, eagerly, your familiar, if only you would have me. All that I am, all that I could be, I offer to you, in service, that you would let me be near you, and worship you.”

“You accept the terms?” Morgan said. “You accept the changes that will come, and agree to obey me in all things?”

Natalie nodded.

“Willingly and happily. Through you, I will become who I was meant to be. You offer me more than I could ever thank you for. Obedience is the least I can give in return.”

Morgan smiled. She moved to lean over Natalie, her gaze roaming the smooth, flawless, naked body. She lifted her hands and they hovered over the perfect flesh, and Natalie felt a tingle run up her spine, a heat across her skin, covering her, creeping inwards, coating her whole body as it honed in on her core, the section of smooth belly just between her bellybutton and her cute little cock. The heat grew, becoming searing, almost painful, then, suddenly, ended.

Natalie looked down but her skin was unmarked, pale, flawless. What was that?

“It is done.” Morgan said.

Natalie frowned. Nothing had changed, had it?

“Now, there is just the matter of the final part of the ritual, to seal our contract.” Morgan said.

Natalie shivered. The way Morgan said seal made her belly flutter, a wet, hot ache inside her tight, virgin fuck-hole. She giggled, nervous and excited.

“Yes, Mistress.” Natalie said.

Morgan stood for a moment, looking down, smiling.

“Spread your legs Natalie, and we will begin.”

Natalie, eager, did as she was told.

#

Natalie spread her legs, slowly, opening them wide, sitting propped up on her elbows so she could face her Mistress. She felt hot, sexy, aching. She bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes, feeling the latent power build within her, her body tingling, the subtle changes, magics, helping her blossom into someone new, someone beautiful and sexy and fun.

Morgan moved to stand between Natalie’s legs and stood for a moment, then reached back to behind her, unzipping her dress. She smiled down at her familiar, her property. Slowly she shifted her shoulders, let the dress slide down her arms, her chest.

Her body was perfection, pale skin, freckles, her eyes bright, red curls falling around her shoulders. The dress fell lower, exposing her collarbone, her chest. Her breasts were large and sat full and proud, a skimpy black lace bra, thin straps over her shoulders, the material cut to just barely expose her pink nipples, her freckles covering the whole of her body.

Natalie couldn’t take her eyes off Morgan’s body, her gaze an act of love and worship, and she could almost feel Morgan feeding off her desire, in the same way that Natalie had fed earlier, and she gave willingly, eagerly, wanting her Mistress to know the depths of her devotion. Morgan shimmied, wiggling her waist and hips, and the dress slipped lower.

Her tits were fully exposed, clad in just the thin lace of her bra, and her belly, waist, hips were exposed, pale, freckled, and the waist of her panties, the swell of her ass. She was stunning.

The dress fell lower, and Morgan held it for just a moment, beautiful, radiant, before releasing her grip on it, letting it slide suddenly over her legs, dropping to the floor. Natalie stared, wide-eyed, her cute little dick throbbing, hard, hole clenching on the plug in her slippery, wet, tight, virgin ass. She was beautiful, and she owned Natalie, was going to claim her.

Morgan was dressed in a black suspender belt, matching her bra, lace, with long, black, seamed stockings on her smooth full legs, her feet clad in black high heels. Her ass was perky, round, with a trim waist, stomach taut and smooth, a bare window of thigh flesh on show between her suspender belt and her lacy stocking tops. She was not wearing panties, and from between her legs hung the most perfect, beautiful cock Natalie had ever seen, the thick length throbbing in time with Morgan’s slow, steady heartbeat, swelling, hardening.

“You’re… wow…” Natalie whispered.

Morgan smiled. There was a slight blush to her cheeks. She wiggled her hips, her hardening cock swaying, Natalie’s gaze following it. Her mouth watered.

“I’m glad you like it. You’re going to be seeing a lot more of me like this as we work together.”

Morgan’s smile made it clear exactly what she meant by work. Natalie blushed, biting her bottom lip, squirming, aching, desperate.

She wanted to feel her Mistress, to worship her, to feel that perfect cock in her hands, between her lips, in her throat, to taste her cum, to feel it in her…

“Focus Natalie.” Morgan said. “This ritual has purpose. Afterwards, we can just enjoy each other, but right now, we are to forge our contract. This is how I claim you.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. She nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry… what… what should I do?”

Morgan’s smile spread.

“Slip your plug out. You will be able to now, and I want you to do it as I watch. Offer yourself to me, all of yourself. And then… well… I’m sure you can imagine what comes next.”

Natalie could, and as she thought of it she felt her body flush warm, a fluttering in her belly. She could barely wait. With trembling hands she slipped her fingers down to between her legs, roaming down, slipping along her wet crack, to her aching, dripping fuck-hole. Natalie did as she was told, gripped the head of her plug and, gently, began to slip it out of her tight, slippery, virgin hole so that her Mistress could claim her.


Seven

The plug stretched Natalie’s hole, teasing it open, the slippery, gaping, virgin fuck-hole eased wider, the pressure growing. She whimpered, delight and pleasure shuddering up her spine as she felt herself opening in preparation for her Mistress.

She kept her eyes on Morgan, watching her Mistress’s face, gaze roaming Natalie’s sexy body, Morgan’s cock swelling, growing harder, fatter, longer, throbbing as Natalie prepared herself for the ritual. Natalie wiggled her hips, her fuck-hole practically dripping, her body alive with anticipation, eager for the ritual to come, the claiming. Was Morgan really going to fuck her with that perfect, smooth, fat, massive cock?

The pressure built, opening her wider, and then, suddenly, the plug slipped out, the widest part slipping out of her entrance and the rest following quickly. Natalie was left feeling empty, aching to be full, her hole gaping wide in invitation.

“Such a good girl. Look at you, your tight little virgin fuck-hole so well trained for me. You’re dripping you’re so excited for my cock, aren’t you?” Morgan said.

Natalie blushed, biting her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes. She nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I want you inside me. My hole is just aching for you. I… I want you to claim me.”

Morgan smiled, her gaze darting between Natalie’s stretched, inviting, slippery fuck-hole and her beautiful face. Her cock was massive, swollen and hard, throbbing, thick and long. Would it even fit? Natalie giggled as she realised she was just about to find out.

“Well, I suppose it would be rude of me to keep my pretty little familiar waiting.” Morgan said.

She smiled and stepped forwards. With one hand she reached down to stroke her perfect cock, and with the other, she stroked up Natalie’s smooth, soft, plump thigh. Natalie shivered, the touch a delight, tingling, her cute little cock soft but throbbing, a bead of precum as her wet, gaping, virgin fuck-hole dripped, wet and eager to be filled. She wanted this, more than she had ever wanted anything.

She wanted her Mistress to fuck her, claim her, wanted to give herself over to the beautiful, powerful witch who had already given her so much. Who was she becoming? What would her new life be like? She giggled, squirming under Morgan gentle touch, tingling. She didn’t know the answers, but she was eager to find out.

As Morgan moved forward she stroked up, fingers teasing over thighs, hips, belly. She climbed up onto the bed kneeling between Natalie’s thighs, and Natalie looked down to see the fat length of her Mistress’s prick hanging, threatening, a promise of pleasure, the prominent head pointing at her gaping, dripping fuck-hole. She wiggled her hips, teasing her Mistress with her movements, excited to see the way her cock twitched.

“Easy now. Go slow. We should enjoy this, savour it. The first time of many. Now, let the magic flow. Give yourself to me, let me claim my pretty little familiar.” Morgan said.

Natalie nodded, biting her bottom lip, trying to contain her eagerness. This was it, the first time of many to come… she would savour it, remember every perfect moment. Some deep, instinctual part of her understood that this would change everything.

Morgan shifted further up the bed, crawling, the head of her cock nestled in the crack of Natalie's pert, round ass. Natalie shivered, and Morgan moved her hands to either side of Natalie, looming over her, her tits swaying, her breath a warm breeze over Natalie’s face.

Natalie looked up, stared into her Mistress’s eyes, and was almost lost in the depths of kindness, understanding, wisdom. She belonged to this perfect, beautiful woman now, mind, body, and soul, and she could not have been happier. Natalie waited, and Morgan watched her for just a moment, the swell of her blossoming chest, the way she wiggled beneath her, and then, slowly, lowered her face to Natalie’s

Natalie froze, frightened of breaking the spell that was forming around them, the air charged with lust, desire, affection. Morgan moved closer, her eyes staring deep into Natalie’s soul. Their lips met, and they kissed, deeply. The kiss was unlike anything Natalie had felt before, like pure electricity and lust and joy flowing through her, the kiss demanding, seeking more from her, and she gave herself up to it willingly.

Morgan kissed harder, lips parting, biting gently at Natalie’s bottom lip, her tongue slipping between Natalie’s lips, seeking her tongue, tasting her lust, her need. The kiss became passionate, and Morgan lowered her body to press herself against her pretty little familiar.

Hands roamed Natalie’s body, fingers teasing up over her sides, over her chest, cupping her newly grown tits, squeezing, pinching her nipples. Natalie moaned, pressed her body up into Morgan’s grip. It felt good, more pleasure than she had ever felt before, and she wanted still more.

Natalie shivered, a bolt of bright bliss as Morgan worked her hips, kissing her, fondling her. The prominent head of her perfect cock slipped along Natalie’s wet, slippery crack, pressed at her gaping entrance, barely entering her, and Natalie worked her hips, a deep instinct rising in her, trying to capture that wonderful prick, wanting to feel it inside her tight, virgin fuck-hole.

Morgan worked her hips, her cock sinking a little deeper, making Natalie moan, bliss, then withdrew, and her cock slipped away. Natalie pined, aching for it, and Morgan smiled, breaking the kiss, lifting herself up so that she could look down at her beautiful familiar.

“You want it? You want me? Want me to claim you?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded, almost breathless. She needed it.

“Please Mistress. Please… I… I am yours. Always. Claim me.” Natalie said.

Morgan’s smile widened. Her hips worked and her cock slipped along Natalie’s crack again, the head pressing against her entrance, her tight, wet, virgin fuck-hole, resting there, a threat and a promise, the tip just barely entering.

“You will serve me?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded.

“Yes.”

“You will belong to me? Every part of you?”

“Yes.” Natalie whispered.

She tried to move her hips, to feel more of Morgan’s cock inside of her, but Morgan read her movements and kept just the barest hint of the tip nestled inside her entrance. Natalie was desperate, her body burning, her heart racing. She needed to be fucked, claimed by her Mistress.

“You will embrace your true self? And learn what I will teach? You will become the best version of yourself to better devote yourself to me and all I do?”

Natalie nodded. She would. She wanted it, all of it. She wanted the changes and transformations that were to come, wanted to learn the magics Morgan would share, wanted to embrace her true self. She wanted to be the beautiful, sexy, powerful witch’s familiar.

“Yes… please Mistress… yes…” Natalie whispered, voice sexy, desperate.

Morgan looked down at the beautiful young woman beneath her, full of so much promise and potential, and she smiled.

“Then I claim you…” She said. “… as mine.”

Morgan thrust. The head of her cock pressed hard at Natalie’s entrance, a moment of tension, pleasure and pain as her slippery fuck-hole was split wide, stretched, opening for Morgan’s massive cock. The head eased in and then, suddenly, wonderfully, it slipped past her outer ring, slipped deep, filling her in one swift, powerful movement.

Morgan was inside her, her cock buried inside Natalie’s ass. She was… she was no longer a virgin. Her hole was full of cock, stretched wide. She had been claimed, and she could not have been happier.
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Natalie worked her hips, eager to feel more, clenching around the thick, fat cock inside her tight, slippery, wet fuck-hole. She could feel Morgan’s prick throbbing, swelling, deep and hard inside her. It was heaven, bliss, beyond simple words or emotions, and as Morgan held herself above Natalie, looking down at her pretty little familiar, Natalie squirmed, delighting in how the cock felt in her ass.

The knot of pleasure inside her belly tightened, her inner wall so sensitive now, each throb of Morgan’s cock causing ripples of pleasure to radiate through her. She wanted more, wanted all of it. A heat rose in her, centred on the flesh between her belly button and her cute little cock.

“Such a beautiful little slut. I’m going to enjoy working with you, teaching you, my pretty little pet.” Morgan said.

Natalie giggled. She squirmed, delighting in how the fat cock filled her fuck-hole, throbbing, clenching on it, milking it. She looked down, wanting to see how her body was connected to her Mistress’s, and she saw it… on her belly, on the smooth skin between her belly button and her cute little cock—so pretty and tiny, soft, feminine—there was a mark, faint, but… glowing.

It was a heart, drawn of two symmetrical curling lines, with a mark she did not recognise in the centre. Around it more curved, curling lines, spiralling out, decorating the faintly glowing heart, flowing up, almost as though the heart were her womb, and the lines curled up to her ovaries on either side, distinctly feminine, sexual, marking her as an object eager to be bred. Natalie giggled, her head fuzzy. She could feel the power of it, emanating from it, filling her, an engine of change that would only accelerate her transformation, a sigil that bound her forever to her Mistress.

Morgan eased her hips back slipping her cock barely out of Natalie's hole, before thrusting back in, making her gasp. The brand on her crotch brightened, becoming more solid, more real, searing her body, her soul.

“You like it?” Morgan asked.

Natalie looked up, smiled, giggling, nodded.

“I… I love it.” Natalie said.

Morgan beamed.

“It is my own design. No one else will ever wear it. It is for you alone, marking you as mine, linking you to me forever. You are mine now, and this ritual will only confirm that. With each thrust that brand will deepen, brighten, becoming more real as I bind you to me, claiming you. When I am finished, when I… claim you, it will brand you and you will wear my mark with pride. A mark of my power, my ownership, a gift to you that will help you become who you were always meant to be.”

Natalie shivered. The words washed over her, the meaning clear. Natalie spread her legs wider, arching her back, offering herself up to the ritual, to her Mistress, eager to be claimed, fucked, bred. Morgan slipped her cock out, pulled back until just the thick, prominent head was inside Natalie's tight hole, then slammed forward, thrusting deep.

Natalie gasped, pleasure, delight, joy, all washing over her. She collapsed back onto the bed and let her Mistress fuck her, let the ritual claim her, the magic washing over her, the brand on her crotch throbbing with each thrust, a warm glow flourishing.

“Such a perfect little slut. My sexy little familiar, my pretty little pet.” Morgan said.

Morgan lowered herself down, kissed Natalie. She worked her hips, thrusting, fast, hard, deep, and Natalie worked her hips in time with her Mistress, grinding back up, offering her body, her soul, her tight fuck-hole up to her Mistress.

Fingers entangled in her hair, lips met hers, and Morgan kissed her again, deeply, thrusting hard, fucking her. Natalie moaned, pleasure bright, her brand searing, throbbing, marking her, binding her to her Mistress. Morgan’s perfect cock fucked in and out of her hole, teasing over the sensitive, slick inner walls, the knot of pleasure in her belly fluttering, tightening. Natalie clenched down, her body acting on newly awoken instincts, grinding her hips, her hole milking the cock, eager to be claimed, bred, to feel her Mistress complete the ritual.

Morgan pulled Natalie’s hair, making her gasp, lifting her hips as Morgan fucked deep. Her massive, perfect cock filled her, filled her hole, her slippery fuck-hole, and Natalie could feel the power flowing through her, her change accelerating, the brand searing her, the magic transforming her into someone beautiful, sexy, powerful. She gave herself up, offered herself to her Mistress, grinding down on the beautiful, fat, thick, throbbing cock inside her.

“Yes my toy, my pet… give yourself to me, feel the pleasure I can offer you, the power I can gift you, become mine.” Morgan said.

Natalie was beyond words, beyond thought. There was only pleasure, bliss, her body shifting, the brand marking her as Morgan worked the ritual, fucking deep, hard, fast. Natalie moaned in surrender, spreading her legs, working her hips.

Natalie’s cute little cock jiggled as she rode the thick cock inside her, Morgan fucking deeper, harder, stretching Natalie’s slippery fuck-hole, the head teasing over the sensitive, slick walls. Natalie felt the brand burning, pleasure, pain, a giddy mix of emotions that left her breathless. She wanted it, wanted all of it and more.

“You are mine, aren’t you?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded.

“Yes, Mistress… all of me. I am yours.”

The magic washed over her, Morgan fucking her, filling her, that perfect, thick prick filling her, fucking in and out of her tight fuck-hole, wet, stretched wide, the pleasure beyond anything she had felt before. Her brand throbbed.

“You belong to me.” Morgan said.

Natalie nodded. Morgan slammed her hips forward, cock deep, throbbing, harder, thicker, longer, stretching Natalie, filling her as her hole clenched down, milking it, milking the pleasure from it, the knot in her belly tight, her cute little dick soft and limp, throbbing with delight.

“Give yourself to me… give your all to me…” Morgan said.

Natalie did as she was told. She opened herself up, her body, her soul, allowed Morgan to claim her. She spread her legs, arched her back, and lifted her hips and ass up, letting Morgan fuck her deeper, harder, filling her, claiming her.

“Yes… oh goddess… yes…” Natalie whimpered.

Morgan’s cock swelled, throbbing hard, and she pulled back, the head tugging at Natalie’s entrance, then thrust in hard, deep, filling her, cock engorging. The brand pulsed, hot, searing, bliss.

Morgan pulled Natalie’s hair hard and groaned, a cry of pleasure, lust, delight, release. Her cock throbbed and then, suddenly, she was cumming, cumming inside Natalie’s tight, slippery ass, filling her with her hot, thick, sticky cum.

The brand pulsed, glowing, then burnt, searing Natalie’s perfect flesh, sealing the contract between witch and familiar. It pulsed, hot, reacting to the cum coating the inner walls of her tight fuck-hole, bolts of bright pleasure, power, changing her body, her mind, binding her to her Mistress.

“Yes… fuck… you are perfect.” Morgan said.

The words sent a thrill through Natalie. Combined with the bliss from her brand, the way her ass felt being fucked, the sensation of her Mistress’s thick, perfect cock filling her with cum, the intense throbbing, the warmth of her seed spreading through her as it bathed her insides, it was all too much. As Morgan came inside Natalie’s tight ass Natalie squirmed, and the knot of pleasure in her belly unravelled.

Natalie clenched down hard on the cock inside her, grinding her hips, milking it for every drop of pleasure and cum, and then… she came, cumming hard, her whole body wracked with intense pleasure. Her cute little dick throbbed, drooling a thin trickle of cum over her belly as Morgan flooded her ass with thick ropes of hot cum—for Natalie her climax was so much more, her whole body thrumming with release, pleasure, an intense full body orgasm so powerful that she barely felt her little dick oozing its limp dribble of cum.

Morgan relaxed slightly, gradually releasing her grip on Natalie’s hair, and she looked down at her pretty little pet. She smiled, her cock still throbbing, cumming, softening only slowly as her climax subsided, as their shared climax subsided.

“You came too… how perfect. You really are such a precious girl.” Morgan said.

Natalie blushed as Morgan leaned down to kiss her gently on the lips. Natalie squirmed, pleasure buzzing through her body as she wiggled, delighting in the warm stickiness in her ass, savouring the feel of her Mistress’s cock as it softened slowly.

She was no longer a virgin. She had given herself over to her Mistress, had let the powerful witch claim her in more ways than one. She was branded, the mark on her crotch like a tattoo now the ritual was done, but she could still feel the magic of it, its power—she buzzed with newfound pleasure, need, desire, knowing that she was slowly becoming who she was always meant to be, and she was already thinking about the next time she could enjoy Morgan’s perfect cock.

Would she be allowed to suck it? Let it fuck her mouth and throat? Would she be allowed to swallow all that delicious cum? Would she be bent over and fucked in her tight ass? Or made to kneel on all fours?

Natalie giggled, already eager for what came next, even as exhausted as she was. She was Morgan’s familiar. She was her slut. She could not have been happier.

“Thank you Mistress.” Natalie said.

Morgan smiled.

“You are welcome beautiful.” Morgan said, gently stroking Natalie’s head, kissing her on her forehead.

“Now… you need sleep. I can already see how tired you are, and you need to rest, as do I. That ritual took a lot out of both of us, and you still have many changes to undergo before your transformation is complete, and I cannot wait to see how you turn out.”

Natalie giggled. She could feel Morgan’s cock softening, slipping slowly out of her ass, and she clenched to keep as much of her cum inside her as she could, savouring the sticky warmth of it.

Natalie could already feel it, the fatigue. The ritual had demanded so much from her, from both of them, and she could feel the magic of her brand flowing through her, accelerating her change. She would sleep soon, and wake as someone new.

“I… will you… will you sleep with me Mistress?” Natalie asked, voice soft, alluring, charming.

Morgan smiled. She nodded.

“Tonight, and many more in the future. Sleep Natalie, and tomorrow wake so we can truly begin. You are mine now, and nothing will ever change that.”

There was a tingle of fear, anxiety, but, more than that, comfort, excitement, pleasure at Morgan’s words. Natalie had found her place. She belonged now, and there was still so much ahead for her. As she drifted off to sleep, Morgan slipping her cock from Natalie’s tight, well fucked hole, Natalie shivered. Tomorrow was a new day. She was branded now, bound to the witch, her Mistress. She could barely wait to discover who she was to become, and to experience all that lay ahead for her.

TO BE CONTINUED...


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door .


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


Femboy Reform School

Part One of the Complete Series!
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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