

Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

Book Three

Keary Hayes





Copyright © 2022 Keary Hayes

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Background Image Licence Shutterstock inc.

Cover by Keary Hayes

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

To stay up to date with news and gossip on new books, as well as general chatter, follow me on twitter or Instagram - @Keary_Writes!


Contents

Title Page

Dedication

CURSED by PRETTY PINK PANTIES

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

A Thank You From Keary

Also By Keary Hayes…

About the Author


Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


CURSED by PRETTY PINK PANTIES

Part Three

Having been cursed by a pair of pretty pink panties, Natalie has forgone her old self as Nate, and has seen her life has change dramatically. Sent spiralling on an adventure that has seen her slowly become prettier, softer, sexier, and more feminine, Natalie has discovered delights and joys that she had never though possible.

Under the influence of the mysterious and powerful Morgan, Natalie has come to realize the pleasure and power that she can have just by serving as her mistress’s familiar. Giving herself over, surrendering to the bliss of being Natalie, she begins to learn of her true potential as a brazen, sexy, seductive creature of lust and magick.

As her body continues to change, Natalie learns just who, and what she is. As she masters the arts of Morgan’s magkicks, she begins to blossom, becoming her true self, and she is taken on one final lesson, to master her powers, and to feed her need for lust and sex. Her old life is over, but her new life, her true life, has just begun, and Natalie realises that the spell cast on her by those pretty pink panties was not a curse, but a blessing...


One

A warmth lay coiled in Natalie’s belly, a knot of pleasure and power that stirred as she woke, loosening and tightening in time with her breath. She stirred, shifting, and lay for a moment with her eyes closed, savouring the feeling of deep joy and satisfaction that was centred just above her crotch, her mind fuzzy and full of strange, soft, whispered thoughts.

She murmured, bringing her hands to her belly, and she shifted, squirming, her sheets so soft against her sensitive, smooth body. Her skin was… hot, and there was a tingle, like electricity, that ran through her as her fingers ran over the skin just above her crotch. Her mind stirred and memory rose up through the veil of sleep and dreams.

The brand, the mark her Mistress, Morgan, had given her. It was… it was real?

Natalie opened her eyes and kicked off the sheets, looked down. She was alone in bed but… it was still there, just as it had been when Morgan had put it there, just as it had been when Morgan had… claimed her, fucked her, bred her.

Natalie blushed. She had thought it all an impossible dream, too perfect and joyous to be real, but the evidence was in front of her, the brand, her tattoo, searing into her flesh just above her crotch, just above her pretty pink panties, her cursed panties, marking her as Morgan’s familiar, her pet. Natalie smiled and a deep sense of joy and happiness spread through her.

She was owned now, had been fully and utterly claimed by her Mistress. Morgan had fucked her in her tight, virgin ass, had bred her, cum in her, and had branded her as part of the ritual to both bind her to her, and to unleash her true power and potential. There was no going back to her old life now, not even if she wanted to, and Natalie definitely did not want to.

As Natalie giggled, remembering how it had felt to have Morgan’s fat, thick, beautiful cock inside her, thrusting deep, hard, cumming inside her as she came, binding the pair together in a euphoric, magickal ritual, she wiggled, relishing the way the sheets felt against her long, smooth legs, against her round, smooth ass, her whole body so much more sensitive now. She was so much prettier, sexier, and she felt good.

Natalie’s hands roamed over her body, caressing, teasing. One snaked up, to her chest, cupping her tits, her breasts fuller and heavier, nipples fatter, hard, pinching. Her mind wandered back to Morgan’s cock, how it had felt, stretching her tight, virgin hole, fucking in deep, pumping her full of cum. Her other hand wandered down, slipping over her thighs, sneaking beneath the silky, soft fabric of her panties, easing past her cute little cock and down between her legs, to her tight, aching, wet hole. Her fingertip teased over her entrance and Natalie spread her legs wider, moaning, working her hips. She had nowhere to be, it was Sunday, and she felt so good...
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“Someone looks like they’re having a nice morning.” Morgan said.

The voice came from the side, from the bedroom door, and Natalie almost jumped, startled, blushing. She was naked, had been caught relishing her new body, her new brand, remembering the pleasure of the night before. How must that have looked to her Mistress? There was a rush of embarrassment but, more than that, a thrill that Morgan had seen her.

Perhaps she had been watching her, enjoying her familiar’s body, enjoying an early morning show. Natalie liked the idea that her Mistress found her sexy, desirable, and her blush deepened as her mind drifted to that fat, thick cock, Morgan’s cock, how it had felt. Would seeing her, naked, squirming in the bed that they had fucked in last night turn Morgan on? Natalie hoped so.

Natalie turned to face her Mistress and smiled, still blushing, her chest warm and tight. She rolled over to face her and tried to strike a sexy pose but was clumsy, still unused to her changing body, her new curves, her slimmer frame, her shorter height, but Morgan did not seem to notice, or did not mind.

Morgan smiled as she looked down at her familiar and held up two mugs, wafts of steam rising from each. She was naked, and looked just as stunning as Natalie remembered, tall and pale with long red curls cascading around her shoulders, her heavy, full, pert tits bared, nipples hard, her wide hips and long, toned legs. Just seeing Morgan like that was turning Natalie on and she felt her cute little dick twitch and her hole, her no longer virgin hole, clench.

“I have coffee. I thought someone might need a little something to help wake them up after last night.” Morgan said.

She was grinning, a sexy, devilish smile full of mischievous and affection. Morgan shifted to sit up, aware of the extra weight on her chest, her reduced height. She would need to get a good look at herself next time she was in front of a mirror, see just how she’d changed.

“Thank you Mistress.” Natalie said. “I… I am quite fuzzy-headed. I suppose you wore me out yesterday.”

Natalie blushed as she fluttered her eyelashes, nibbling on her bottom lip. Morgan winked and moved across the room towards the bed. Her hips rolled, ass wiggling, a sexy, provocative, sensual gait, and Natalie’s eyes roamed down over her curved frame to her crotch, only…

“If you’re looking for my cock I’m afraid I put it away after I was done ritually claiming you last night.” Morgan said.

Natalie frowned, puzzled, looked back up to Morgan’s face.

“I can see you’re confused.” Morgan said. “Why don’t you take this and I can perhaps explain a little better, plus… it does sort of segue nicely into my plans for you today.”

Morgan held out one mug. Natalie smiled, reached out, and took it in both hands—the mug felt strangely large and heavy and Natalie realised her hands were smaller, slimmer, and her arms thinner and weaker. How else had she changed overnight?

Morgan moved, graceful as ever, ethereal, her bright green eyes almost glowing, and she sat on the side of the bed, sipped her coffee. Natalie cradled her cup, let it warm her hands, and lifted it slowly to her lips to drink. The coffee was… delicious.

“So, how best to explain this simply.” Morgan said.

There was a quiet moment as Morgan thought. Natalie watched her, mesmerized, a warmth from more than coffee filling her, the knot of pleasure and joy behind her brand throbbing in time with the beat of her heart, a comfort at being so close to her Mistress.

“It’s more a matter of perception I suppose, rather than an actual change, though there is very real change involved, as I’m sure you felt as I was fucking that tight, pretty ass of yours last night, filling you with my cum…”

Natalie blushed a deep crimson, the knot in her belly tightening. She had felt it, had felt it throb and pulse, thick and warm and sticky, had felt it thrust, hard and deep, had felt the hard heat of it, so she knew it was no illusion, that her Mistress’s cock had been very real.

“So… you just sometimes have a cock?” Natalie asked, curious, her voice soft.

Morgan nodded, smiling. Her eyes were kind and full of wisdom and power. Natalie wondered just how much she had to learn to be the best familiar she could be.

“In a way, yes. It is always a part of me though, in another way. The magick you wield, that I wield, it is complex, and bound by rules. One of those is that you may never take a false form. So, for me, I can only have that beautiful cock that you enjoyed so much last night because it is truly part of me, in just the same way my delicious, wet cunt is part of me, the same way my tits are part of me. It is the reason you have been changing. As your magick has emerged you have begun to take your true form…”

Natalie considered Morgan’s words. There was so much to learn, but it all sounded so remarkable, so wonderful.

“So… will I be able to change, like you did?” Natalie asked.

Morgan nodded, grinning.

“You will, though not in quite the same way I can. Just as I cannot change in the way you will be able to. As I said, the changes you can summon, and the forms you can take, must always be true to you. So, while I can summon a fat, thick, throbbing cock to fuck you with, I’m quite confident that you won’t ever be able to manage anything that… large, because it is untrue to who you are.”

Natalie blushed, a sense of shame and humiliation at Morgan’s words, but she also knew they were true, could feel the truth in them. A large cock would be wrong for her, would feel unnatural now, and just imagining it made her body clench with something close to nausea. She could take any form she wanted but… it had to be true.

“Now, while I can have a cock, I can never appear as anything less than beautiful. I am, at my core, feminine, a goddess, a Witch, and I can never appear as anything close to masculine. I can change my hair, my face, even my body, but I’ll never be petite or cute, never appear elfin or innocent. I am a Woman, a Queen, powerful and regal, and my forms will always reflect that.”

Natalie nodded. Her head was spinning with all the new information, what it meant, and her heart was beating hard and fast and she felt a sense of excitement rising in her. She too would have magick like this… she too would be able to change herself, become other versions of her true self but… who was she? What was her true self?

“Whereas you Natalie…” Morgan smiled. “You are… smaller, cuter, prettier, less regal and powerful, less commanding, but no less beautiful. When I chose you, when you chose the panties I left for you, I knew only of your potential. I did not know what your true form would be. Now though, while I still do not know for certain, I have a much better idea.”

Natalie’s head was buzzing. She knew she had been changing, but that the changes had come from within, that they reflected her truth, sent a thrill of anxiety and joy through her. Who was she becoming? How would she look? Would she be… pretty?

“What am I… who...” Natalie stumbled over her words, too giddy to think clearly.

“Who are you becoming?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded, smiling. That her Mistress knew her, understood her, made her feel safe and at ease.

“Well, it's impossible to know for sure until you settle into your final form, and that will take some time, but… it’s clear you’re trending towards the cuter end of the spectrum. You are already quite at ease submitting to me, so I would predict that you are more pixie in nature, whereas I am more Amazonian. Consider yourself the nymph to my Goddess.”

Morgan was smiling. Her words made Natalie blush.

“You will of course change over the duration of your now very long life, shifting, your form adjusting as your truth adjusts, and this will also affect the forms you can assume, but there is always a core for everyone that is immutable, and that core… that is whom you are becoming now.”

Natalie squirmed, looking up at her Mistress. She was becoming her true self. There was something thrilling and exposing about having that revealed to not only herself, but also to her Mistress.

“And I must say, that the who you are becoming is quite stunning. You are beautiful Natalie, and sexy. Your body is cute, and feminine, charming, sensual. You arouse me, and others, you are playful, and adorable, and, most importantly, obedient.”

Natalie blushed.

“In fact, you are turning out even better than I had dared hope.”

Natalie giggled, biting on her bottom lip. She felt giddy from the praise, unable to process it easily.

Natalie shifted and looked down at herself. This was who she was, this was her truth, who she would be for the rest of her life. Her hips were wide, waist trim. She was short, with soft, smooth skin, her breasts growing larger, yet… she still had her cock. She puzzled at that for a moment then realised she liked it. She liked it as it was now, small, cute, feminine. She liked how it never got hard any more, like how pretty it was. Perhaps she would be able to change, but that her truth was having a small, cute, girl-cock between her legs made her… happy.

“Now, you have your coffee, and we’ve had our little chat, I think it's time we began our day.” Morgan said.

Natalie looked up, looked to her Mistress. She smiled, nodded.

“Is there… is there anything you need me to do Mistress?” Natalie asked.

Morgan smiled.

“Just listen, and learn.” Morgan said. “Because this morning I’m going to be teaching you how to use your magick.”


Two

Natalie stood, naked except for her pretty pink panties, in front of the large dress mirror in her bedroom. Morgan stood just behind her, utterly naked, and the image of the pair of them together sent a thrill of joy and pleasure through Natalie, and she could not stop herself from smiling.

She had changed further overnight, and now, seeing herself in the mirror, she could see just how much, just how sexy and feminine and womanly she had become. She was definitely shorter now, the world larger now that she was standing up, Morgan looming over her, but it felt nice in a way, being cute, small, a sexy little pixie as her Mistress had described her. She was curvier too, with wide hips, a prominent thigh gap even when she stood with her feet together, even despite the fact that her thighs were plumper now, smooth and soft and thick.

Her ass too was larger, rounder, fuller, a pert sexy bubble butt that made it look as though she were a regular gym-bunny, but still with a pleasant softness and jiggle. Walking now was fun, her hips and ass making her sway with each step, a sexy swagger and jiggle that felt nice, brazen and provocative, making her cute little dick tingle. She couldn’t wait to try on some of her new clothes, see how her ass looked in her tight jeans, her short skirts, her tiny booty shorts.

As she shifted, looking at herself, grinning, cheeks aching from smiling so much, she couldn’t help but appreciate her slimmer waist, how that only emphasised the swell of her hips and ass and legs, a definite hourglass figure now. Her chest had blossomed overnight too, her tits now obvious and large, with fat, thick, perky, sensitive nipples. Were they going to continue to grow? How big were her tits going to get? Why was she excited?

And… her tits were made to only seem larger thanks to her narrower shoulders, her slimmer arms, her body shrunk in as many places as it had grown, the combined effect only serving to make her prettier, cuter, sexier, more of a playful, wanton, pixie, less of the… person she had been before, and she was happy.

She could not stop smiling, and her smile was… radiant. Her face too had changed, jaw more refined, nose thinner, higher more prominent cheekbones. Her eyes seemed larger, brighter, bluer, with thicker lashes, and thinner brows. Her hair was longer, blonder, falling in loose waves around her shoulders. Finally, her lips too were changed, become plump and pouty, ripe, succulent. Her reflection was someone new, someone different, someone better. Yet… this woman in the mirror was her, the true her, and she was glad to finally meet her.

“Now, are you ready?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded, smiling back at her Mistress in the mirror, the Witch tall and regal, powerful, her body womanly, curvy, but more refined, graceful, a poise that spoke of command and authority. Together they were so different, yet so alike. They made such a pretty pair, both so sexy, contrasting, one tall and powerful, a regal Queen, a Witch, with strong curves, long red curls, while the other was smaller, a cute pixie with jiggly curves and thick legs, pouty lips, long bright blonde hair. Seeing herself like this, with her Mistress, made Natalie crave more of what they had done last night. Made her want to fall to her knees to worship her Mistress’s cunt, her cock, to spread her legs, to bend over, to get fucked, and have her hole pumped full of cum.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” Natalie said, her voice soft, feminine, husky.

“Now, the first thing you need to always remember, is that you may only hold one form without expending energy. This is your core form. It is the neutral state. It is the state I am in now, since this is my truth, and it is as you are now, or as you are becoming. It is the purest, most honest version of yourself. If you have taken any other form and you run dry then it is to this form you will revert. Is that understood?”

Natalie nodded.

“I need energy to do… to do magick, right? And I get that from…” Natalie paused, blushed.

Morgan chuckled.

“You get that from desire, from lust and pleasure. You will need to feed to keep your levels of energy topped up. Like you did yesterday with those two virile young men.”

Natalie’s blush deepened.

“Your magic is sex magic. Others wield power from blood, or pain, or even strong negative emotions. We though… we feed on something beautiful. We provoke desire, lust, pleasure. We give of our bodies and ourselves, and in return, we gift joy and delight. Learning how to feed little and often, from a sly wink at a handsome older gentleman, from wiggling your ass as you pass a group of young men, from flirting with the pretty woman in the coffee shop, is important, but you can also feed from more… gratuitous acts, like yesterday. Cumming, and cum, are excellent sources of nourishment, so if you need to feed, you can also take a moment to make someone’s, or several someone’s, day a little brighter.”

Natalie felt her heart racing, her cheeks hot. Her hole clenched, wet and aching, and her cute little dick twitched.

“It… it doesn’t hurt them, does it?” Natalie asked.

Morgan shook her head.

“No. It is… the energy released from that kind of desire, that kind of pleasure, always exists, it just normally dissipates and goes to waste. You simply harvest it, so that it doesn’t fade off into the ether. You gather energy for your magicks, and mine. As my familiar one of your duties will be to supply me with the power I need to work my spells.”

Natalie smiled. It sounded almost blissful the way Morgan described it, and she could not deny that she had enjoyed feeding during the previous day, giving blowjobs to two handsome young strangers in the back of their car, swallowing their cum. It had felt hot and satisfying in a way she had not felt before.

“However, it is worth noting that your presence, your skills, your magick, will provoke more lust than usual, will incite more passion and pleasure. It is a gift you offer the world, bringing joy and delight, and, in exchange, they expend a little more energy than normal. Your feeding might leave them feeling tired for a day or two, but it will be no more than that, and in return, they get to experience the joy and the pleasure that only you, or I, can bring.”

“So… they enjoy it?” Natalie asked.

“Did those boys yesterday enjoy your hot, wet, tight mouth?” Morgan replied.

Natalie blushed. They had enjoyed it, and… so had she. She nodded.

“Well then, you have your answer. Now, given you understand the source of your power, I think it's time we begin. I will demonstrate first, and explain, then… you will show me what you can do.”

Natalie smiled. Her chest felt tight and she felt giddy, excited. She was going to learn magick, was going to learn to change her body, her form, learn how to be the many different, sexy versions of herself, and… she could barely contain her joy.
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“So, do you understand now?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded. Her head felt crowded with new information, new ideas and knowledge, but… it all made sense in a strangely perfect manner. The way Morgan had explained the process of changing, shifting, had seemed almost incomprehensible at first but then, slowly, it had begun to feel almost… natural, as though the knowledge had always been a part of her and learning it was simply a case of awakening it.

Seeing it first hand too had helped, Morgan showing off several subtle changes, demonstrating the rules and laws of the magick, the limitations and constraints, how any change or shift must always hold to the truth of a person. Natalie had known what to expect but still, seeing it up close and in person for the first time, it had been… breathtaking.

Morgan had changed her hair, making it short and black, growing it longer, shifting it to a flaxen brown, had made it curlier, redder, had made it a deep copper hue that fell in rolling waves, but she explained that blonde was beyond her, as were brighter colours or pastel hues. She had changed her face, making it sterner, or softer, so that at times she seemed almost like different people, but she remained dazzlingly beautiful, never handsome, never masculine, and her eyes were always bright, brilliant green, the same knowing, wise, authoritative depth to them.

She had changed her body, making herself just slightly shorter, had made herself taller until she was almost gigantic, easily the tallest person Natalie had ever seen, but she could not come even close to Natalie’s petite stature—her true form was tall, powerful, regal. Morgan changed her breasts, her waist, her ass, making them smaller, larger, though never by too much, her body always toned, and trim, curvy but natural, a woman in her prime, always in proportion. She grew a cock, larger and smaller, but never as small or as cute as Natalie’s cock, always large and beautiful, thick and heavy.

The largest range of change came from her skin, her body changing colour, her skin paler, or darker, and at times even taking on a dark red or light blue hue. There was something mystical and alien about it that stirred a lust in Natalie, and she remembered her dream, Morgan, her body blue, looking mythical and sexy, talking to her through her mind.

“And you think you’re ready to try?” Morgan asked.

“Yes… I… I think so.” Natalie said.

Morgan stood next to Natalie, both of them still naked, staring at her in the mirror. Next to her Mistress, returned now to her true form, red curls, curves, pale freckled skin, she felt safe and nurtured. She knew she could do this, was excited to find out what her limits were.

“Now, your panties will shift with you, since they are imbued with magic like yours, so if you focus you will be able to shift those too, but other clothes… they will remain as they ever were, even while you change. It is important to remember that.”

Natalie nodded.

“I… I will.” She said.

“Good. Take a deep breath to start, and focus on your aim. Fix your destination in mind, whom you want to become, how you want to change. The clarity of that image, that focus, is important in manifesting your new self, but, as ever, let it come from within. Let your truth guide you.”

Natalie took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She understood the process, knew how it worked, now… she just needed to put all that into practice. And she had just the idea in mind to guide her first shift.
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The sensation at first was like pins and needles, a prickling under her skin and across her soul, an effervescent fizzing, but as it progressed, cascading from her head through her body, it began to feel natural, almost… pleasant. The tingling expanded, filling Natalie until she felt almost as though she was going to ignite, her body and mind hot. She stared at her reflection but nothing had changed and then it happened, all at once, quickly…

Her hair shifted, growing longer, waist length, becoming bright, intense, platinum blonde, straight and glossy. She giggled, blushing. She had done it, she had changed the way she looked, had used magick.

“Wonderful! Some find it takes them a while to get the hang of using their abilities, but… like so much about you, you’ve taken to it quite naturally.” Morgan said. “Now, why don’t you try seeing where your limits are. Stretch yourself so to speak. Knowing just how you can change and adapt to a situation is very, very important.”

Natalie nodded, blushing, grinning from the praise. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, focussed, and shifted again.

Her hair became shorter, darker, a rich chestnut brown. She concentrated and her face changed, lips becoming thinner, then fatter, a full bee-stung pout. Her hair changed again, becoming a cute pixie cut, the brown lightening to become pale pink.

“Pink? Impressive. Not many would have pink hair as part of their true self. But then… those panties did take the form most pleasing to you so I suppose I shouldn’t be too surprised.” Morgan said.

Natalie smiled, blushing, bit her bottom lip. She stared at her reflection, her hair becoming an even brighter pink, face becoming almost elfin, an ageless ethereal beauty, nymph-like. Her body shifted too, boobs becoming larger, hips wider, waist narrower, and she shrank, becoming shorter.

It felt… amazing. The act of changing, revealing the various versions of her true self liberating after being trapped in a body that was wrong for her entire life.

Natalie watched her reflection as she tried another change, growing taller, slimmer, her breasts shrinking, hips and butt becoming trim, narrow, a girlish figure that was slender, sensual and sexy but less buxom and curvaceous. Her hair became just a little longer, a grown-out pixie cut with a long fringe, and the colour became an intense, bubblegum pink.

Her cock twitched, becoming smaller, dainty and cute, then grew back to her normal, tiny size, but grew no larger, her truth limiting her dick to something cute and feminine. The changes in her body stopped, even as she willed it to shift, and she realised she had found a limit to her ability. She could grow no taller, slim her body down no further. She was still short, still petite, much shorter than she had been when this had all started, but she was a few inches taller than she had been when she had woken up, and her curves were… still very obvious, her body slender but with a waspish trimness, slim waist, hips and ass, subtle tits, her reduced curves still ample but more in keeping with her elfin face, nymphish look. Natalie smiled, fluttered her eyes lashes. She felt… almost as though she were flying, soaring.

“Very charming. I did have suspicions you were becoming more of the pixie, and this just seems to confirm it. I think you’ll discover quite a few men and women find the more subtle curves and elfin look quite alluring, feminine and womanly, but with an otherworldly grace and beauty. Ageless almost.”

Natalie bit her bottom lip. Her head was spinning. She focussed and her hair shifted again, becoming longer, darker, black, glossy. Her eyes became a paler blue, and her skin became so pale it was almost white.

“Pink and black… you are more complex than you seem.” Morgan said, teasing her familiar. “Now, why don’t you try make-up. You should be able to manage that given how quickly you’re taking to this.”

Natalie nodded. She concentrated on a look that would match her hair, her pale skin. Her tits swelled, reverting to their normal, larger size, her hips widening, ass filling out. Her eyes became larger, lips plump, and her lashes became long and thick, dark black.

As she saw the changes she became more confident, and the shift accelerated. Her eyes became outlined with thick black, making them seem larger, brighter, small cute flicks at the outer corners, and her lids shifted to dusky pink, black tones on the inner edge, like heavy, slutty eyeshadow.

Her lips turned slowly black, wet and glossy, and her nails followed, becoming black, longer, her whole look becoming gothic and dark, perfect for a Witch’s familiar. Morgan smiled, appreciating Natalie’s ability, her new look.

“Well… I have you say you have quite the range, and you’ve got a real attention to detail. The nails are a lovely touch.”

Natalie blushed, smiling.

“Thank you Mistress.” She whispered.

Morgan moved to stand in front of Natalie, blocking her view of the mirror, her reflection, and looked down at her. She loomed, tall, proud, powerful, her nakedness making Natalie squirm, her cute little dick twitching.

“Now, how about you take some time to practice while I sort out something for you to wear, but keep that look in mind. I like it, and I’ll want you to assume it later, when we go out.

Natalie’s eyes widened. Morgan just grinned.

“You didn’t think you’d stay in all day, did you? After all the work I put in last night, and after all your practise today, we’ll both need to feed, and to do that, we need people. We need lust.”

Natalie’s blush deepened. She could only imagine what Morgan had in mind, and already she was excited.


Three

After a day of practising, changing her form, learning the limits of her ability, the truth of herself that defined how she could shift and alter her appearance, Natalie was exhausted, and ravenous. Morgan had given her some tips to make the change more efficient, more subtle, so that she could use her new ability in public without drawing too much attention, and she had discovered several new looks that she very much enjoyed, and that she couldn’t wait to try out in public, but for now though she had returned to her Witch’s familiar look, black hair, dark make-up, black nails, and she had been told to get dressed.

The outfit was black, and slinky, a dress, black fishnets, black chunky boots. All of it would match perfectly to the style of her current appearance.

Natalie slipped the dress on first. Her panties shifted to become black, matching her look, shrinking to become lacy and revealing, her dick shrunk down to fit neatly in the tiny scrap of material.

The dress was tight, but with enough stretch to fit easily over her tits, hugging and lifting them, low cut to reveal her ample cleavage, with tiny sleeves to show off her long, slender arms. The waist was trim, and cinched, making her seem almost hour-glass as the skirts fell around her wide hips and full ass, the hem high so that her long legs were left on display. The dress was short, very short, so that any sudden movement, any bending or dancing, would flash Natalie’s ass, her panties, and that thought made her feel hot and flustered, excited, the idea of provoking all that lust making her even hungrier.

She slipped on her fishnets next, then her shoes, the heels of her boots making her stand in a way that made her ass stick out and her breasts jut forwards. Strutting in them, wiggling her ass, swaying her hips, would be sure to draw attention, and all that desire would be delicious.

Finally, she slipped on the finishing touch, a dark black choker that Morgan had given her, black lace that fastened with a silver metal catch, a small silver moon hanging from the front.

Dressed, Natalie turned to look in the mirror to check she was ready, and when she was herself she froze. She smiled, unable to contain the joy she felt.

She was dazzling, beautiful, sexy and provocative, a dark gothic familiar ready to head out with her Mistress, ready to learn what the rest of her life was going to be like. It all felt unreal still, almost like a dream, except… she knew, felt, the reality of it. It was more real than her previous life, the difference between then and now stark. Before she had been drudging through a dream, a dreary fugue state, but now… now she was finally, fully, totally alive, and she was happy. She couldn’t wait to learn what else Morgan would teach her, to see where life together would lead. But first… she was excited to see where her Mistress was taking her to feed.
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It was a short drive to the destination, and the day was late, a quiet Sunday afternoon with scant traffic, though Natalie was restless, a sense of nervous excitement and anticipation. Yet, it was more than just that. She had been practising her magick all day, using the reserves of her energy, and that had left her drained. She hadn’t fed since those two men yesterday, sucking their cocks, feeding off their cum, their pleasure, their desire, and now she was starving, craving more, craving desire and lust and joy.

Morgan had told her they would both be able to feed, but… would it be enough? Just what was her Mistress’s plan? As the car pulled off the main road Natalie looked up and out the window, and she smiled, she could already feel it, the aura emanating from the place, and she knew that it would be more than enough.

The car eased into a vacant spot in the crowded parking lot and, ahead, there was a large concrete structure, blacked-out windows. There was one entrance, two doors, open wide, with a pair of burly men dressed in black suits guarding it. Despite how busy the car-park was there was no line, no crowd, no sign of anyone outside the building. As Morgan opened the door a chill evening breeze blew in, carrying with it thrumming base, the sound of heavy, deep music, the rhythm sensual. A club?

Natalie smiled. A club meant people, dancing, a chance to show off her new body, to make people notice her, to provoke their desire and their lust. She would get to wiggle her hips and ass, make her skirt swirl, flash her panties. She would get to tease people with her curves.

All that attention, all that desire, it would fill her with such succulent energy, and… maybe she’d be allowed more. If her Mistress gave her permission, she might be able to feed more fully. The thought made her whole body throb with anticipation.

“Ready?” Morgan asked.

Natalie nodded. She slipped out of the car and joined Morgan.

“Just stick close to me to start. Depending on how it is, how you seem to adjust, I may let you off your leash once we’re settled in, after all, we both need to feed if we’re to keep our strength up.”

Natalie felt her heart skip. The idea of being unleashed in a busy club, embracing her new body, her new abilities, her new appetites, her new desires and new lusts, fully embracing the new her, made her almost breathless.

As they walked Morgan took the lead, walking just slightly ahead, and Natalie found it only natural to walk behind her, at her heels, the obedient familiar following after her Mistress. It was comforting, knowing she was owned, that no matter what she would always be owned, and that she had a place.

As they neared the doors Natalie realised suddenly that she had no pockets, no phone, no keys, no wallet or purse. She had no money, no cards, and no identification, and even if she’d had it on her it… would not have been suitable. That card, the photo, the name, it was someone else. She was someone new.

Still, she knew how she looked, youthful, sexy, but… there was a good chance they might ask to see her card, to check her age, to make sure she could be allowed in. What would she do then?

If Morgan had even considered that risk she made no sign. She instead walked ahead, head held high, tall and proud, and made a direct line for the doors. Natalie followed, had little other choice. She felt her heart racing as the two men on the doors looked at Morgan, at her, a subtle flicker at the corners of their mouths, smiling as they looked her up and down and a nod to her Mistress, and then… she felt it.

Even as professional as they were they could not hide their desire from Natalie. It was like a wave washing over her, warm and invigorating, their gazes lingering on her legs, hips, ass, tits, face, and she put an extra wiggle in her walk to squeeze out more.

As Morgan approached the two men nodded at her, a knowing smile, and they each moved out of her way. Natalie could feel her poise, her confidence and certainty, a powerful ship grinding ice beneath her prow.

“The young lady is with me. She’ll be a regular guest of mine from now on.” Morgan said.

The men nodded, said nothing, and Morgan slipped through the doors. Natalie felt a swell of relief and followed in her Mistress’s wake, slipping between the men on the doors and into the club—behind her she felt their eyes follow her, tracking her, their attention focussed on her ass, her legs, and she gave an extra wiggle, delighting in the hot pulse of desire they both felt for her.

It was delicious, but it was not sufficient, barely an appetiser, just enough to make her really hungry.
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The club was busy, especially given it was the early evening on a Sunday, but there was enough room to move about easily, the dance floor the only crowded part of the building. The bar, the booths, the sofas, and the surrounding floor spaces were all bustling, but the people and groups scattered about were not packed in as tight as they were on the dance floor.

Morgan stopped just inside the dark interior and looked about, a lion surveying the savannah, and Natalie stood beside her, taking the whole scene in. It was… like another world almost.

Natalie had been to clubs before, and bars, in her previous life, before she had discovered who she really was, but none of them had been like this. None of them had been as vibrant and alive, as exciting, as thrilling.

The crowd was young, and energetic, attractive, dressed in eclectic, elegant, chic fashion as they danced and talked and flirted. All of them looked so vital, full of energy, and Natalie could almost taste the current of lust, desire, and sexual tension in the close air.

“I come here often enough. It’s my favourite pace in the city to just relax and enjoy myself and soak up a little… meal.” Morgan said. “It’s always busy, and the people that come here are all just so eager to enjoy themselves that there is always a surplus of energy around. Plus, they’re all so open-minded. It’s so refreshing and delightful.”

Natalie looked around and she saw what Morgan meant. The club was bustling with young, beautiful people—men and women, dressed in revealing fashions, dancing to the thrumming beat of the bass, the music a heady electronic chaos that made her want to wiggle and bounce, made her want to press her body to Morgan and grind. They all looked so happy, grinning, laughing, talking, and their eyes were bright but glazed, though few if any of them seemed to be drinking, or even looked drunk.

If they were intoxicated it was on something other than alcohol, perhaps desire, lust, the freedom to just be themselves around others that accepted them and cherished them for that. As Natalie watched the lights flickered, pulsing in time with the music, flashes of strobe, laser effects, the air alive with a dazzling array of colours, the brightness lifting and falling as the music drummed on. It was so vibrant and alive, so much energy, so much freedom and joy and… she was part of it now, was here to relish it, to feed.

“I… I never ever knew this place existed.” She whispered.

Natalie felt a pang of regret. She had lived so long as a lie, her life lived in a fog, barely felt, everything numbed and painful. It was all so much brighter now, so much happier. For the first time, she was looking forward to the future, to what lay ahead for her. For the first time in her life, Natalie was looking towards the unknown with hope, with optimism.

“It’s quite well hidden since it can get a little… unorthodox at times, but I know people, and have ways of finding such places. As you grow into your abilities and your new self you’ll find you’re drawn to such places, to such people. You’ll relish the company of those who push boundaries, who relish in the sensual, those with open hearts and minds, since they give the most abundant and most delicious energy for you to feed on.”

Natalie nodded, listening. It made sense. she could already feel the energy of the place, the vivid pleasure, the joy, and it was all so… sweet, her cute little dick twitching, her body craving more. That her new appetites would draw her to such places would make feeding easier.

“You’ll find conservative, stoic people far harder to be around now, but… I think you’ll find that genuinely rigid people are few and far between. Most are just constrained by what they think people expect of them. You, my darling little familiar, will discover you have quite the knack for helping people shed the shackles of their inhibitions.”

Natalie blushed. Her head was spinning. It sounded so devious and wonderful, and also… strangely poetic. She had been chained for so long. That she would be able to help others liberate themselves from their chains made her feel… warm, and happy.

“Now, I want you to go and… immerse yourself. We’ll not be leaving for a few hours, so you have plenty of time to enjoy yourself. One thing though… I want you to try something for me.” Morgan said.

Natalie turned to face her Mistress. She waited, wide eyes, for instruction.

“I want you to try reading someone. Pick someone you’re attracted to, or several someones if you’re feeling particularly hungry, and read them. Skim their desires, their needs, and then… use that. Shift, use your new talents to provoke even more lust from them. You will be feeding, yes, but in return, there is no reason we cannot gift them a little fantasy experience. Plus, you’ll find that giving a little of their secret desire only sweetens the energy they give over.”

Natalie blushed. Her head was spinning. She was going to finally get a chance to spread her wings, figuratively—her mind wandered and she wondered if she might ever get to do just that literally. She was going to seduce, feed, and she was going to use her magick to do it, learning exactly what it was someone desired and then… becoming that.

“Yes, Mistress.” Natalie said.

“And don’t worry. I’ll be about, so if you do get into any trouble, which I very much doubt, given you are more than capable of taking care of yourself now, I’ll come swoop in to save you.”

Natalie smiled, reassured. She turned and looked back over the crowd, relishing the knowledge that she was Natalie now, a nymph of lust, a familiar to a powerful Witch, a… a succubus. She giggled.

“Now, off you go, and feed. You’re going to need plenty of fuel for everything that I have in store for you.” Morgan said

Natalie did as she was told. She moved off, nervous at first, faltering steps like a newborn fawn, but, as she went, she felt the attention of the room shift, people noticing her. Men and women glanced at her and saw her, saw Natalie as she truly was, her current truth, the dark gothy princess, a creature of magick and desire, pleasure and lust.

She felt their desire grow, and she became more confident, her hips rolling, ass wiggling, tits bouncing. The energy filled her, thrilled her, and she couldn’t help but smile.

**I always knew we’d be perfect for each other.** The voice whispered.

Natalie’s smile spread. She was happy, and thankful. None of this would have been possible without Morgan, and without her cursed pretty pink panties—only, right now they were sexy black panties. She was going to have to adjust to her new, fluid existence, but she was very much looking forward to that adjustment.
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Natalie savoured the moment of it, her debut in the world as the new her, her new body, her new soul, her new powers, her new hunger. It felt liberating, like soaring. She moved through the room like a fish through water, navigating the currents of lust, desire, excitement, and anticipation on instinct. Her body thrummed with more than the visceral base of the music, and the lights made her seem almost ethereal, a shimmering otherworldly beauty.

She drew attention to her, men and women stopping to stare as she passed, her long, fishnet-clad legs, her wide hips, her pert ass. As she moved she swayed in time with the music, the hem of her dress swishing, lifting, flashing her plump, smooth thighs, her round ass, her sexy black panties—as she felt the warm air caress her she focussed and the panties shifted, shimmering, becoming glittery, catching the light to draw extra attention to her.

She fed off the scraps of energy, small appetisers that only made her hungrier for the main course. She needed to find someone, or several someones, so that she could properly, and fully, feed.

She circled the building twice, scanning faces, looking over men and women, couples, groups, trying to find just the right morsel, tasting the various energies of each person. She strutted across the dance floor, wiggling in time with the music, and had more than a few people approach her, ask her to dance, trying to engage with her, to attract her attention, but none of them were right.

There was a scent in the air, one that made her body throb and she followed it. When she found the source, she knew, she would have found her meal.

Finally, she found it, found them, chatting in a booth in the corner. It was a man and a woman, young, both of them beautiful, handsome. The woman wore ripped denim dungarees, a cropped striped t-shirt beneath, stretched over her large breasts, heavy army boots. Her hair was short, bright blonde, and her face had several piercings, her arms tattooed. The man was dressed in a suit, pinstripes, vintage, with a black t-shirt for a band Natalie didn’t recognise beneath, black boots with a square toes and chunky heels, his hair long and black, loose curls, a short beard.

They were an odd pair, though not the oddest Natalie had seen, and they were clearly engrossed with each other, faces close, talking, hands-on each others’ bodies as they talked quietly. Natalie could smell their desire for each other, could sense their openness, their willingness to embrace adventure, to explore new opportunities. And Natalie was going to offer them just such a new opportunity.

She paused for a moment, watching them, reading them. She could feel what they wanted from each other, what they wanted from others. She could feel the desires they had shared, the ones they had not. She could sense the lusts that they had not admitted to even themselves, and she smiled. She would gift them something special, something of herself, something they craved, needed, and in return, they would feed her.

Natalie stepped back into the shadows, allowed herself to blend into the noise and chaos, becoming unnoticed so that people would not see what she was about to do. She let her magick take hold, and shifted.

Her hair became shorter, a chunky bob with a heavy fringe, the colour lightening to a candyfloss pink. Her skin became darker, tanned, and her make-up became bright, glittering, pinks and golds and reds, her lips full, wet, glossy. Her breasts became smaller, hips narrower, her ass peachy—a slim elfin figure—and her panties became a subtle pink to match her hair, a triangle of fabric cut out of the back making them ass-less, leaving her hole exposed.

Natalie giggled. She felt a thrill, knowing that, as she was now, she was both a version of her and the mutual desire of the other two people in the booth. She was their desire made flesh, and in return for gifting them pleasure, she would get to feast.

Adding the finishing touches to her new look, her skin shifting, tattoos forming across her body, a snake up her back, a demon girl on her left arm, a slutty nun on her right, a series of runes across her fingers, she stepped off. She was still the same person, still Natalie, but she was now a different version of herself, she was a different truth, and the fact that she could now embrace all of her truths, made her happier than she could express.


Four

“Hi.” Natalie said, her voice soft, playful. “Do you… do you mind if I sit? I could do with taking a break.”

Her heart was racing. Before she would never have done anything like this, would never have approached someone she didn’t know, let alone a couple who were clearly engrossed with each other, but now… now not only was she more confident, more brazen and playful, more sensual, she was also able to feel how others felt, and she could tell just how playful this couple were.

The pair turned to look at her, their expressions impassive, but when they both saw her their faces lit up, and Natalie felt the swell of the desire, their lust, their longing for her. She had got it perfect, and she knew this was going to be fun.

“I just… I need a breather and you looked… I just thought you looked… friendly.”

Natalie added an emphasis to the last word, looking between the two of them, her eyes roaming the girl's body, her full tits stretching the cloth of her cropped t-shirt, the boy’s dazzling eyes and his scruffy hair. They were only a little younger than Natalie, and they were both so adorable, their mix of innocence and confidence, their easy sensuality, their flirtatious glances, the way they both looked at her, grinning, eyeing her with obvious desire.

“Err… yeah, sure, you can sit if you want.” The girl said. “I’m Emily.”

Emily shifted to the side to make room for Natalie, and she moved to sit on the sofa in the space Emily offered, positioning herself between the two of them. As she settled into the seat she wiggled, her shoulders back, chest out, looking the two of them in the eye as she bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes.

“Thanks. I just get so overwhelmed at places like this and… well… you looked so cute I just wanted to come over and say hi.” Natalie said.

“I’m Trey.” The boy said.

He smiled.

“And I’m Natalie. Very charmed to meet you.” She said. “To meet both of you.”

Already Natalie could feel their rising lust, a wash of energy and pleasure. It was delicious, but it wasn’t enough. Still, she could tell that there was more, lots more, and she was very willing to give of herself to earn it.

The three fell into easy conversation, talking about how often they came to the club, Natalie confessing she was a virgin, framing the word in a way that made both Trey and Emily glance at each other, but that she was very eager to try new things as part of finally discovering her adventurous side.

Trey and Emily talked about themselves, that they came to the club quite often, enjoying the atmosphere and the crowd, but that it was only ever the two of them. They’d moved to the city after college, as a couple, and had yet to make any real friends or meet anyone they really connected with.

Natalie chuckled, saying that she understood, that sometimes it could be hard to meet people you could really connect with. Her words were laden with charm and desire, her body squirming, staring deeply into Emily’s eyes or into Trey’s, smiling, pressing her legs against them, letting her upper arms, her hands brush against them.

Emily moved closer, lowering her voice, and Natalie felt the heat of her body, the swell of her tits, pressing against her arm. Trey sat still, a solid wall of muscle that Natalie was pressing into, willingly, as Emily shifted.

She felt trapped yet free at the same time, relishing her place between the two young, attractive people. They wanted her, and as they slowly drew closer Natalie made it clear she wanted them, her body wiggling, pressing into them both, sly looks, her voice laden with desire and longing.

The three flirted, subtly at first, coy, timid, but it became bolder, more brazen, and Natalie relished how it felt, confident, sensual, sexual, a nymph enticing out the fantasies of the pretty couple, a succubus offering them pleasure and joy. She complimented them, and basked in their compliments, returned their looks, their touches, a sense of joy blossoming as both Emily and Trey become more comfortable with her, more bold and brazen.

When Emily put her hand on Natalie’s thigh Natalie pushed back, spreading her legs slightly, making it clear she wanted the touch. When Trey brushed a finger along her upper arm and over her shoulder Natalie shivered and sighed, pushing her chest out.

She touched them back, her fingers teasing along the bare, smooth skin of Emily’s exposed waist, her hand teasing over Trey’s thigh, squeezing, and she felt the waves of their lust and desire intensify, swelling. She could see the thickness of Trey’s cock growing hard in his trousers.

Natalie giggled, squirming, a warmth and hunger growing inside her, excited, eager, and she felt the nervous uncertainty in the couple. They wanted her, ached for her, but it was as though they were chained, as though their desire was contained, imprisoned. Natalie smiled, aware that she could set them free, that she could gift them their fantasy, gift them pleasure and liberation from their inhibitions, and in exchange she would get to feed off the delicious ambrosia of their lust. It was a fair exchange in her mind, and one they would all enjoy making. She just needed to tip them, to push them over the final hurdle, break that last lock that was keeping them chained, that was keeping them from giving in.

She could almost see it, the constraint they had placed on their own desires, their own pleasures. They wanted her, both wanted her, together, just as she wanted them, but in their mind it was wrong. Once she would have thought the same, but she knew better now. They were all adults, they all wanted it, and there was nothing wrong with it. It was just… fun.

“So… I was wondering…”

Natalie looked between the two, looking Trey and Emily in the eye, grinning, a cat playing with a pair of mice. She could see how much they each wanted her, the nervous anticipation in their expressions, the hope, the fear. They were almost vibrating with need but neither seemed able to properly voice it or to take that first step, fretful of what the other might think, of making a mistake. Natalie though was free, free to act, free to pounce, free to take what she wanted, needed, and she wanted and needed both of them, together.

“… is there somewhere here we could go to get a little more… privacy? I was really, really hoping I could get to know you better.”

Trey stiffened, pale, eyes wide. Natalie ran her hand up his thigh, higher, squeezing, her fingers just barely grazing his hard cock, feeling it throb. He froze, in panic, aching for her, but afraid, chained by the behaviours conservative society had taught him. Natalie though would set him free. She turned to Emily and saw her nod, a slow, uncertain movement of her head, biting her bottom lip, eyeing Natalie with obvious lust, desire, need. The waves of energy that radiated off her were nectar, and Natalie feasted on them.

“There’s… there’s some large toilets in the back. I think… they’re always clean, and… I’ve always suspected they were meant to be used for… more than… that people used them for…” Emily’s voice was shaking.

“If you’re both comfortable with that I’d love for you to show me.” Natalie said.

Emily glanced at Trey, their look communicating more than Natalie could decipher, and Trey nodded. Emily grinned. Natalie felt the energy rise, and she basked in it, heady, almost drunk, her cute little dick throbbing, her hole clenching, wet, hot, aching.

Before Natalie could react Emily moved, shifting forwards, her face closer, and… her lips met Natalie’s, and the two girls kissed, deeply, passionately. Natalie was surprised for a moment and then kissed back, hungry, wanton, and she moaned as Emily bit at her bottom lip, hands on her thighs, waist, Emily’s, Trey’s, exploring her curves, her new smooth, sensitive, womanly body.

Natalie wiggled, relishing the sensations, and kissed back, softly at first, then harder, meeting Emily’s passion, lips wet, soft, plump. Emily’s lips parted, and her tongue slipped out, teasing along Natalie’s bottom lip and Natalie opened her mouth, allowing Emily’s tongue entry, their tongues meeting in a hot, wet exploration.

Natalie had kissed girls before, in her previous life, but it had never been like this. They had never kissed her with such intensity, and she had never felt this kind of pleasure. Her lips now were so much fuller, more sensitive, and Emily kissed her with such hunger and passion that it was almost too much, the energy and desire and lust almost overwhelming.

Hands groped up Natalie’s thighs, over her waist, a hand entangling in her hair, pulling gently, and she gasped as she felt lips on her neck, kissing her, nibbling on her smooth, sensitive skin, Trey biting her softly. She moaned into Emily kiss, her hands squeezing Emily’s upper thigh, her other hand brushing over the bulge of Trey’s large, hard cock. She could feel how much they both wanted her, and she couldn’t wait to get them somewhere more private, but the kiss… the kiss was too hot, too addictive, and she couldn’t stop herself from demanding more, kissing Emily harder.

Finally, it was Emily who broke the kiss, pulling back, breathing hard, cheeks pink, to look Natalie in the eye. She smiled, a nervous look or excitement.

“Shall I lead then?” Emily said.

Natalie’s head was spinning and she was lost for words. Slowly she nodded, her heart racing. She couldn’t wait to experience both of them.
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Emily led Natalie through the bustling crowd of the club, Emily holding one of her hands while Trey held the other, the three a linked chain as Emily dragged the other two behind her as she navigated her way to the back of the club. On the far wall, there were four doors, black, barely visible from a distance, two of them shut, with red lights on above them signalling them as occupied. The other two were ajar, with green lights above.

“In here. I’ve always been curious about seeing these rooms but I’ve been too nervous.” Emily said. “Now though… now I have a good reason to try them out.”

She glanced back over her shoulder at Natalie and smiled, fluttering her eyelashes. Natalie felt Emily squeeze her hand, and she felt a surge of desire.

She had never felt this good in her previous life, this desired, this wanted. As Natalie though… people wanted her, wanted to touch her, feel her, have her touch them. They wanted to kiss her, fondle her, caress her, fuck her and it felt… amazing.

Now quick, inside.” Emily said.

She dragged Natalie and Trey to the closest open door and Trey turned to lock the door behind them as Natalie looked around, her eyes wide. It was… calling it a simple toilet was a vast understatement. Though it was true, there was a toilet in the room, and a sink, there was so much more.

One whole wall was taken up with mirrors, the reflections crystal clear, so it was as though Natalie were staring into a twin universe, seeing identical versions of herself, Trey, and Emily, in an identical room. In one corner was a table, a lamp in one corner, and next to it was an armchair. On the wall opposite was a large sofa, plush, vinyl, glossy and slick.

The room was so large it was almost the same size as Natalie's sitting-room or bedroom, and it was clear it had been designed to be used as more than just a toilet. Natalie grinned, flushing. Sure it might be clean and smell fresh, but it was still a toilet in a club, and she was going to play with a sexy young couple in the bathroom of a club. She had never done anything quite so adventurous and dirty before, but she was enjoying being wild and naughty.

She turned to face Trey, aware she had been giving all her attention to Emily. She moved closer, pressing herself to him, looking up at him. She grinned, fluttered her eyelashes, and bit her bottom lip.

“You can kiss me now.” Natalie said. “And don’t be gentle, because I don’t break easily.”

Trey looked almost shocked at how brazen Natalie was being, and she felt a thrill run through her, relishing in her new daring personality. She wanted him, wanted him and Emily, wanted them both, and she was not going to be shy about letting them know. She was not going to be ashamed of what a slut she was becoming.

As Natalie pressed her body harder into Trey she felt him stiffen. He did not need to be invited twice.

Trey wrapped his arms around Natalie, his hands landing on her ass, and he kissed her, hard, his kiss more intense and demanding than Emily’s, deeper, hungrier. Natalie felt Trey’s grip on her ass tighten, squeezing, almost painful, and she surrendered herself to his kiss as she was lifted up by his grip on her ass.

Natalie moaned, teeth biting, Trey’s tongue pressing into her mouth, and she felt Emily press against her back, her tits pressing into her shoulders, the heat of her body as her soft hands roamed up her sides to her tits, squeezing, lips on the back of her neck.

“You know, we’ve talked about this, about… having another woman together… but we’ve never done it. We’ve never been brave enough, not until… well… there’s just something special about you.” Emily said, breathy, words spoken through kisses.

Natalie smiled as she was sandwiched between the hot, young, sexy couple. Her head was spinning, her heart racing, and she was drunk on the dense atmosphere of desire, drinking deep the energy that the hot couple were radiating.

Natalie broke the kiss, looked at Trey, looked over her shoulder at Emily. She grinned.

“This is my first time with a couple like you too, but… I think I can still make this memorable for you.” Natalie said. “If you’ll let me.”


Five

Trey and Emily put up no resistance as Natalie squirmed free, manoeuvring to step away from them, and she put a hand on the chest of each of them, pushing them gently towards the sofa. They stepped backwards, allowing her to take control, and she felt a swell of power rising, on instinct, encouraging their lust, their desire.

She already knew that her current form was best suited to their mutual desire, and that, combined with her aura of brazen sexuality, had the pair of them almost completely under her control. She was radiant, beautiful, sensual, and she was going to gift them everything they wanted, the pleasure of her body, all so she could feed.

As Emily and Trey stepped backwards the backs of their legs collided with the sofa and they half fell, half sat, heavily, and Natalie stood for a moment, looming over them despite the fact she was shorter than both of them.

“Think the two of you are going to be able to handle little me?” She said, teasing.

Emily and Trey both blushed. They were sat close, side by side, and Natalie could see how much they both wanted her, how turned on they both were. She could see the hard swell of Trey’s cock, could practically smell the musk of Emily’s cunt. She watched as they caressed each other even without thinking, so comfortable with each other, so close and intimate, and the fact that she was going to be allowed to be part of that, even briefly, made her feel… privileged. Her life as Natalie was so much more fun.

The pair nodded, and Natalie grinned. She shifted, swaying, dancing to the soft music that reverberated through the closed door, and stepped towards them, wiggling her hips and ass, her cute little dick tingling at the thought of all she was about to do, all the pleasure she was about to feast on.

As she stepped closer she sank to her knees, lower, so that she had to look up at them both, and she crawled across the floor to kneel at Trey’s feet, between his knees. She glanced to Emily and was pleased to see the look of excitement on her face, the thrill. Natalie felt so dirty and free and she never wanted this moment to end. As she looked back to Trey she reached out with both hands and rested one on either thigh, pushing them apart so she could shift forwards.

“You want me, don’t you?” She asked, voice soft, flirtatious.

Trey nodded.

“You both want me? Want to touch me, play with me, pleasure me. You want me to pleasure you, don’t you? You want to use me, both of you, at the same time.”

Trey nodded. Emily nodded. Natalie smiled. That was all she needed.

She moved, slowly, gracefully, seductive, and ran her hands up Trey’s thighs. She ran them higher, up to his waist, his belt, and tugged it, pulling it open, pulling his trousers open, pulling them down, pulling his underwear down.

Natalie felt Trey trembling, tense, excited, and could feel Emily’s eyes on her. She felt a hand on her back, running up to tangle fingers in her hair—Emily’s hand—and she saw Emily lean over to kiss Trey, the pair kissing deeply, passionately, as Natalie tugged down Trey’s trousers. The cloth caught for a moment, snagging on the thick, throbbing girth of Trey’s cock, but Natalie was too hungry to be denied. She pulled harder, and his trousers, his underwear, came free, his cock popped free, and the thick, hard, massive length of his beautiful prick almost slapped her in the face.

Natalie grinned, and reached out to grasp it, stroked it. Trey moaned, a hot throb of his cock, and the noise of his pleasured gasp was muffled by Emily’s lips on his. Emily’s grip in Natalie’s hair tightened and she pressed down on the back of Natalie’s head, urging her towards Trey’s cock.

Natalie, though, needed no urging. She was already salivating at the sight of it, hungry for it. She shifted forward, parted her lips slightly, and lowered her head, extending her tongue.

She lapped, slowly, teasingly, at the head of Trey’s cock, the tip of her tongue running along the slit of his prick, spit drooling from her mouth as her hand stroked. Trey moaned, deeply, into Emily’s kiss, and his hips thrust up as Emily pressed Natalie’s head down. The fat head of his cock pressed at Natalie’s pursed lips, forcing her mouth wider, and she allowed him to press deeper, his cock fucking into her mouth, the girth slipping deep, her lips tight, wet, hot, a tingle running up her spine as she began to suck.

Trey’s moan became deep, making his cock vibrate in Natalie’s mouth, and she lowered herself down, wetting his cock with her spit as she sucked, hard. She worked up and down, tongue teasing, Emily’s fingers gripping her hair.

The couple continued to kiss above Natalie, deeply, passionately, and she could feel their desire rising, Trey’s cock throbbing. Trey’s hands began to fondle Emily, her waist, her tits, and Emily began to work Natalie’s head up and down, making her suck Trey’s cock faster, harder, taking it deeper and deeper.

The head pressed at the back of her throat and Natalie paused for a moment. Emily broke the kiss and looked down, pressed harder on the back of Natalie’s head.

“Too much for you?” Emily said teasing.

Natalie giggled internally. There was no such thing as too much for her, not now, not with whom she had become.

Natalie opened her throat and swallowed, allowing Trey’s cock to sink deep, entering her tight, wet throat, deep-throating it, the walls of her throat clenching as though to milk his prick. She felt Trey thrust, on instinct, wanting to bury the whole of his cock in her mouth and throat, and she let him, his entire length sinking deep into her tight, wet throat.

“Fuck… I… shit…” Trey was gasping, incoherent, drunk on bliss.

“Did she just take all of it?” Emily said.

Natalie could hear the disbelief in her voice, was proud to have shocked them both with her ability. Slowly she worked her throat and mouth off Trey’s prick, sucking, teasing with her tongue, and the head left her lips with an audible pop.

She looked up at Emily, grinning, Trey’s cock throbbing, hard, glistening wetly with Natalie’s spit. She licked her lips and giggled.

“You should see what else I can do with my mouth.” Natalie said.

Emily paled, then giggled, blushing.

“Is that an offer?” Emily said.

Natalie nodded.

“An offer, an invitation, a request. Whatever it tasks for you to let me put my tongue between your legs and taste you.” Natalie said.

Emily squirmed. She shifted, working her hips forward so she sat on the edge of the sofa. Slowly she released her grip on Natalie’s hair and she began to unbutton her trousers.

“Well… what are you waiting for. Crawl over here and show me what that sexy mouth of yours can do for my hot, wet, cunt.” Emily said.

Natalie shuddered, the bliss of Emily’s words, the taste of her desire, her lust. She shifted, crawled over the floor to kneel between Emily’s thighs, and she waited, patiently, and Emily stripped herself ready to offer up her cunt for worship.
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Trey did not remain still. He rose to his feet and moved to kneel behind and to the side of Natalie. Emily tugged off her trousers, her panties, and Natalie felt her heart skip as Emily’s wet, bald pussy was finally bared, the swollen lips parted to display the flush, slippery, inflamed folds. The scent of it was intoxicating, and Natalie felt her cute little dick twitch, her mouth wet, tongue eager.

“Well? Is Trey the only one who gets to experience the joy of that pretty slut mouth?” Emily asked, voice coy.

Natalie smiled, fluttered her eyelashes. She could feel how much Emily wanted her, needed her, and she held that moment, basking in the joy of just being her. She loved her new life, all the pleasure, the freedom, the joy, feeling sexy and bold and brazen, a nymph serving her Witch Mistress. She wanted more.

Slowly, without speaking, grinning, she shifted forwards, lowering her face to between Emily’s thighs. Emily gasped, pushing her hips forward, eager, but Natalie wanted to tease her, wanted to let her need and hunger build, wanted to savour it.

Her lips pressed to Emily’s bare thigh and kissed. Emily moaned, and Natalie kissed and licked, slowly, upwards, nearing the blazing heat of her cunt.

“Fuck… that’s… so good…”

Emily moaned as Natalie grazed her lips and tongue over her slick pussy, licking, kissing, her hips thrusting, desperate for more, craving more. Natalie teased, slowly, then, suddenly, ravenous, obliged.

Natalie buried her face in the wet, hot folds of Emily’s pussy, licking, lapping, kissing. She worked her tongue up and down, licking over her clit, pushing the tip of her tongue into her tight hole, the thick, slippery muscle working deep. Natalie worked her tongue in, deeper, fucking Emily’s tight, wet hole with it, burying it deep, tasting the core of her sweet musk. Emily moaned, gasping, thrust her hips down to take more of Natalie’s tongue inside her.

Natalie slipped her tongue out and ran it up, through Emily’s slick folds, to her hard, throbbing clit, circling it, teasing, lapping. Emily’s body quivered, wracked by pleasure, and her voice was hoarse moans of delight.

“Shit… fuck… that’s so good… don’t stop.” Emily whimpered.

Natalie had no intention of stopping. She wanted more. She wanted to taste Emily’s climax, wanted to bathe in the joy of her cumming.

As she worked her tongue over and around Emily’s clit Natalie lifted one hand to tease her fingertips over the slippery, hot folds of her cunt, the tips just barely pressing at the entrance. Emily moaned, gasped, working her hips, her body craving Natalie’s touch. Behind Natalie Trey moved, shifting to kneel between her legs. His hands roamed up her thighs to her ass, lifting the hem of her dress to expose her panties, the back cut out to reveal her crack, her hole. His fingers squeezed her soft, pert flesh, hard, making her gasp, cheeks pink, a flush of giddy excitement.

There was no plug today. Her Mistress had already claimed her, the burning hot brand of power just above her crotch a sign of that she was owned—the heart, drawn of two symmetrical curling lines, throbbed, the twin curves that spiralled out, aching, almost as though the heart were her womb, and the lines led up to her ovaries on either side, craving sex, her body now distinctly feminine, sexual, and she was 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 craved fuel. And she knew what fuel it craved.

Natalie pulled her lips from Emily’s pussy and lifted her head, looked back over her shoulder, saw Trey staring at her ass, groping it, molesting it. She wiggled her hips, delighting in how his eyes grew wide. She saw his cock throb, clearly excited.

“You know, my ass is not just for staring at. You can do more than just squeeze it.” Natalie said, a coy, sultry whisper. “In fact, I’d be disappointed if you didn’t fuck it, hard.”

Trey looked up from Natalie’s ass, glanced at Emily. Emily smiled.

“Do it. Fuck her, fuck her like she wants, fuck her while she eats my cunt, just… so long as she doesn’t stop working that amazing tongue in my pussy. Fuck her, hard, and cum in her, but… she has to make me cum too.” Emily said.

Trey grinned. He looked back to Natalie.

“Is that… is that okay with you?” Trey asked.

Natalie smiled. His shyness, his nervousness, his arousal, all of it was so delicious. She was brazen and lustful, corrupting the pair of them, gifting them this shared fantasy, and in exchange, they would feed her with their pleasure, their climaxes, their lust. It was… perfect, and it was her life now. She could not have been happier.

“Sounds like heaven to me.” Natalie purred.

She winked at Trey.

“Just... cum inside me. I want to feel you cum deep inside me.”

Before Trey could speak, before he could react, Natalie turned back to Emily, her attention focussed on her wet, bald cunt. Without hesitating, she buried her face in the slick folds, the heady musk, and she began to lick. Emily bucked, thrusting her hips up, grinding her pussy into Natalie’s face, hot, wet, Natalie’s tongue lapping at her clit.

Natalie’s fingers, which had lingered at Emily’s tight entrance, pressed, slipping deeper. Emily reached out and gripped Natalie’s hair, tight.

“Yes.” Emily gasped.

Natalie’s fingers slipped deeper, the walls of Emily’s cunt squeezing down, hot, wet, almost scaling, and Natalie licked, circling her clit with her tongue. Behind Natalie Trey shifted, one hand moving in, fingers slipping along her crack, her tight hole wet, aching, eager to be filled, fucked, her body transformed, made for pleasure, sex, built around her truth so that her ass was now practically designed for cock, growing wet as Natalie became turned on, stretching willingly, eagerly, so much more sensitive.

Trey’s fingers traced along Natalie’s crack, tracing over her hole, teasing, circling. Natalie moaned, throbs and sparks of delight, and she licked harder, the waves of Trey’s lust, the wash of Emily’s pleasure, all of it feeding her, her brand pulsing hot, magick washing over her. She felt her body shimmering, almost radiant, her mind and soul and body becoming aligned as she became whom she was always meant to be.

Fingers pressed, teasing Natalie’s hole open, slipping just barely in. Her hole was wet and slick, and it stretched, eager to be fucked. As she licked at Emily’s clit, her fingers pushing deeper into her pussy, fucking in and out, and Natalie felt a second fingertip press at her ass, widening her entrance.

As she licked, fucking her fingers into Emily’s cunt, Emily’s grip in her hair tightening, pressing Natalie’s face down as she worked her hips, fucking Natalie’s face with force. Natalie moaned, full of joy and pleasure, the fingers in her ass working deeper, lubricating her entrance, stretching her, fucking in and out.

The many sensations, the dual lust and desire of Trey and Emily, was all too much. She was drunk, fuck-dumb, and the only thought she had was ‘more’.

Behind her Trey pulled his fingers out, leaving her hole empty. Natalie pined, desperate. She managed to pull her lips off Emily’s cunt for only a moment.

“More, please… more… I need you to fill me, fuck me… I need you to…”

Emily, ravenous for the pleasure of Natalie’s tongue, forced Natalie’s head back down, forced her face back into her pussy, Natalie’s tongue again instinctively returning to Emily’s clit as her fingers teased inside her slick cunt.

Trey, grinning, did not need more encouragement.
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As Natalie worked her tongue and fingers Trey shifted forwards. He gripped his fat, hard cock and ran it along Natalie’s crack, her skirt lifted up around her waist, her panties cut out around the ass to leave her exposed, a slut waiting to be bred. As the head of his prick ran over her entrance Natalie shivered, bolts of pleasure running up her spine.

Her ass was so much more sensitive now, round, smooth, fat, and her hole was always aching to be filled, fucked. She spread her legs, licking, fucking her fingers into Emily’s cunt, and arched her back to lift her ass up, offering her hole to the fat cock. Trey pressed his hips forward.

The head of his cock pressed, firmly, forcing Natalie’s hole wide. She pressed back, her hole stretching, and she felt it just barely entering her.

Her tongue worked, fingers fucking in Emily’s hole, and she spread her legs wider, pressing back. Trey’s cock pressed, firm, hard, insistent, and there was a moment of pressure and then, suddenly, perfectly, she felt her hole open, and the head of Trey’s fat, hard cock popped past her outer ring and slipped deep. Natalie shuddered, and her whole body pulsed with delight.

“Fuck… you’re so wet and tight.” Trey said.

His words were a hot, filthy compliment. His cock was in her ass and she was tight, wet, and he was going to fuck her in the toilet of a club while she licked his girlfriend’s cunt and make her cum, Natalie was going to make his girlfriend cum while he bred her ass.

Natalie moaned, licking, fucking her fingers deeper into Emily’s wet pussy, and pressed her hips back, working her ass down onto Trey’s fat cock, the pleasure hot, addictive. Trey fucked forward, sinking his cock deeper, the head teasing over Natalie’s sensitive inner walls. He pulled back, cock sliding out, the head tugging at Natalie’s entrance, teasing her, making her whimper into Emily’s cunt. Natalie wiggled her hips, savouring the sensation of a fat cock in her ass.

Her body was thrumming with pleasure, joy, bathing in the hot energy, feeding. It felt so good it drove thought from her head. There was only cock, cunt, sex, joy. She was a nymph, a succubus, a creature of magic and pleasure.

Trey fucked forward, hard, suddenly, slamming his cock into Natalie, knocking the breath from her. She licked, fucked her fingers deep into Emily’s cunt. Emily bucked her hips, grinding down, chasing the pleasure of Natalie’s tongue and fingers. Trey fucked hard, thrusting in and out, his cock sinking deep, pulling back, the head teasing over Natalie’s slick inner walls. Natalie ground her hips, thrusting back, riding the fat, perfect, hard cock, her hole squeezing, clenching, milking Trey of his pleasure, chasing the joy that fluttered in her belly.

The three fell into a rhythm, Trey fucking Natalie as she thrust back, grinding her hips, his thrusts forcing her head down into Emily’s wet pussy, forcing her fingers deeper, and Emily thrust up, pressing her cunt hard into Natalie’s face. Natalie was trapped between the pair, their toy, the object of their deepest fantasies, and she loved it.

The cock in her ass fucked in and out, faster, harder, pounding her, and her cute little dick throbbed in her panties, drooling precum. Her tongue lapped at Emily’s juices, her head full of the perfume of her musk, rich and dense, her chin wet with spit and pussy juice. She could feel the rising well of pleasure, the potency of it overwhelming.

Is this what her life would be like now? All this pleasure, this joy, gifting people experiences from their deepest fantasies, filling the world with joy and lust and delight?

The idea of it made her heart swell. She would need to feed, need to fuel her magick, but in exchange, she would offer this, would offer her body, heart, soul, would grant pleasure, fulfil dreams, would make the world a brighter place.

The rutting grew more fevered, the fucking harder, more intense, more passionate. Natalie felt alive as she never had before, her legs spread, ass full of hard cock, face buried in a wet cunt, and she fed on the energy that the sexy young couple gave freely. Her body coursed with power, magick, and she felt it surge through her.

In return she licked harder, more tenderly, fingers working the spot of pleasure inside Emily’s hole, teasing over her g-spot even as Trey’s cock teased over the spot of pleasure inside her ass. Trey fucked her, hard, deep, passionately, and Natalie spread her legs, working her hips and ass to maximise both of their pleasure. She lapped at Emily’s cunt, fucking her with her fingers in time with Trey fucking her ass, as though she were merely as an accessory to the couple’s fucking, a toy to amplify their mutual pleasure, and… she found her head growing giddy with that thought.

She was a toy, made for pleasure, to be used, fucked, played with. She embraced that idea gladly. She was a fuck-toy, and she was having so much fun it made her head spin.

As Natalie spread her legs wider, as wide as they would go, she lifted her ass up, worked her tongue and fingers. Her cute little dick throbbed, hard, and she could feel the rising pleasure in both Emily and Trey—Emily’s cunt clenching down on her fingers, hard, and Trey’s cock throbbing in her ass. She could feel her pleasure rising, her belly fluttering, the knot of joy inside her ass unravelling. She was close. They were all close.

“Fuck… you feel so good.” Trey moaned.

His hands slipped up to Natalie’s ass, squeezing, slipped around to her hips, gripping her tightly as he slammed into her, hard, fucking her like the good slut she was. Natalie thrust back, loving how he used her, bred her, aching to feel his spunk inside her slick hole. She licked, fast, gentle, hard, teasing, reading the motions of Emily’s body to please her, fingers deep, pressing on the button of her bliss inside her tight cunt.

“She really is… so… fucking… good…” Emily moaned.

She smiled despite her face pressed into Emily’s pussy. Their compliments were heady and left her feeling as though she were floating. She wanted to make them both cum, wanted to make them both cum at the same time.

Natalie licked, fucked her fingers, worked her hips, her hole. She felt Trey’s cock throb, swelling, felt Emily’s hole tighten. They were both so close and… so was she.

“Fuck… this is… this is so hot.” Trey moaned.

Before Natalie would never have dared to do something like this, have a threesome in a club toilet, serve on her knees with her mouth and ass, but she was someone new now, someone better, and she was loving how free and brazen she had become, how dirty and naughty, how sexy. She was a nymph, a vixen, a succubus, and she was going to make the hot young couple cum and she was going to feed.

“I can’t… I’m so close… I want to see you fuck her, cum in her as I cum. Please. Fuck her hard and breed her like the slut she is.” Emily said.

Her words make Trey fuck harder, their shared fantasy a reality now thanks to Natalie. Trey slammed his hips forward as Natalie fucked her fingers deep and she felt his cock swell, throbbing hard.

“Fuck!” Trey roared.

His cock grew massive, then, suddenly, wonderfully, he was cumming, cumming hard inside Natalie’s ass. The sensation was pure bliss and Natalie felt her body shudder.

Watching Trey, seeing his pleasure, seeing him breeding Natalie, cumming in her tight ass, was enough to drive Emily over the edge. As Natalie lapped at her cunt, fingers teasing inside her, she clenched down, grinding her hips, and she came, hard, cumming over Natalie’s face.

“Fuck… gods yes!” Emily moaned.

Natalie felt it, the pair cumming at once, the joy and the bliss and she fed, bathing in their release, the knot in her belly unravelling, her brand burning as her cute little dick throbbed, hard, drooling, her whole body wracked by the most intense orgasm she had ever felt. She was built for this now, built for pleasure, her body made for it, and every nerve in her burned with the joy of release.

The three basked in their shared climax and pleasure for a moment, then Emily giggled, joined shortly after by Trey. Natalie lifted her head, wiggling her hips to feel the hot, thick, sticky cum inside her ass as Trey’s cock softened.

“That was… wow… I’ve never done anything like that before but… I wouldn’t mind doing it again.” Emily said.

Natalie smiled, blushing, fluttered her eyelashes.

“Same.” Trey said, breathing hard.

His hands stroked over Natalie’s ass, soft, tender. His cock slipped slowly out of her well-fucked hole and she felt a drop of his cum leak out as she clenched her hole tight to savour the feeling of it inside her.

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” Natalie said. “But you should both know that I had a lot of fun with you both.”

The pair smiled, each of them flattered by Natalie’s words, her coy look. She was pure desire and lust and sex condensed into a physical form.

“You think… you think we could meet again? Do this… do this again?” Emily asked.

Natalie grinned. She was sated now, but would need to feed again, and the experience had been amazing.

“I think we can do that.” Natalie said. “In fact, I think I’ll be looking forward to it.”

Natalie knew from the way Trey and Emily looked at her, the way they looked at each other, that she would not have to wait long.


Six

Natalie was sated after her tryst with the hot, sexy young couple, Trey and Emily gifting her enough energy to satisfy her hunger, but still, she enjoyed basking in the glow of the club after her first threesome with a man and a woman—she wondered if sucking the cocks of the two men the day before counted as a threesome briefly, then decided it didn’t, and that it had just been her sucking one cock, then another. Just the memory of it, replaying in the back of her mind, being on her knees as Trey fucked her ass with his fat cock, her face buried in Emily’s cunt, made her cute little dick throb again. Walking around the club, looking over the patrons, dancing, laughing, chatting, having men and women approach her to talk to her, flirt with her, it was all so much fun.

Her life before had never been this much fun, not even on her best days—which were very few and far between—now though, everything was different. She had barely begun her life as Natalie and already she was living a wild, brazen, erotic adventure. She’d had a threesome, had gifted a young couple their wildest fantasy, and had been given their number, both of them eager for her to call them so they could do it again, and more, both of them eager for her attention.

Natalie smiled. She knew she would call them again, would spend more time with them—their energy had been delicious, and the experience had been a lot of fun. She looked forward to doing it again, to fulfilling more of their fantasies, and being fed in repayment. But… there was more out there than just the hot, sexy young couple and she wanted to experience all of it, knew now that the whole world lay at her feet, ready for her to sample the pleasures it offered.

As she walked circuits around the club she caught sight of Morgan several times, her Mistress shifting to new forms each time, different versions of her truth, but each time Natalie recognised her, knew it was her in the same way she recognised her own hands. They were forever linked, connected, Natalie bound to Morgan as her familiar, and the thought sent a thrill up Natalie’s spin, a tingle of joy.

Each time Natalie saw Morgan, flirting with a group of young men, charming a group of girls, or beguiling a cute couple, all of them clearly enamoured with the tall, Amazonian goddess, Natalie felt a pang of something. At first, she wondered if it was jealousy or envy, but soon she realised it was something brighter, a swell of joy at seeing how much fun her Mistress was having, happiness and contentment knowing that her Mistress was the most beautiful, powerful person in the room, that she was enjoying herself, basking in the arousal and the desire, teasing, pleasuring, feeding, and that out of all of the people in the room, all of the people in the city, all of the people in the world she had chosen Natalie as her familiar.

Each time the pair passed they noticed each other, sensing each other’s presence, glancing at each other smiling, but they both remained apart, charming the room as a pair, both feeding and seducing, relishing in the attention they were receiving, and it felt like they were a pair of lionesses, hunting prey. Natalie could not stop smiling.

Men offered her drinks, phone numbers, asked her to dance. Women engaged her in conversation, standing close, their body language making it clear what they wanted from her. Couples flirted with her, groups encircled her. Natalie loved the attention, and the energy coursed through her, filling her, making her almost glow.

She used the opportunity to practise her new abilities, shifting again and again as she read the desires and fantasies of those in the club, each time her new appearance based on her central truth, but each one different, exciting, new, and the idea that she could be so many different people, that she no longer needed to live her life as a single, boring, drab person, but could be all the sexy, pretty, exciting people she’d always wanted to be, made her thrum with happiness.

Natalie danced, laughed, chatted, strutted, jiggled and wiggled, and she felt like a perfect nymph, a demoness, a succubus, an ethereal being of pure desire and joy, and knowing that this was the first day in the rest of her life made her happier than she could ever express. She grew tired, physically, but the energy of the people around her sustained her, and her mind was alert, sharp, focussed. By the time the club was beginning to wind down, the crowd dissipating, all of them exhausted by dancing, all of them happy but a little drained, Natalie knew that she could not continue for much longer. Her body was weary, and the effort of seducing, teasing, shifting had drained her despite the constant thrum of energy around her. She needed sleep. Lots of sleep.
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“You look happy.” Morgan said, her voice suddenly close.

Natalie, leant against a wall in a dark corner, taking a moment to catch her breath, almost jumped, started. She turned to see her Mistress stood close, grinning, radiant, suddenly there as though she had just appeared.

Natalie did not question Morgan’s mysterious appearance though, was just glad to have her Mistress close, and she shifted to move closer, pressing her body into the Witch’s, her small body pressing into the taller woman, her Mistress firm and soft in the perfect way, her curves, her warmth, her height and power a shelter in which Natalie could rest, safe.

“You look radiant too. It seems you fed well, and had fun. Am I right?”

Natalie murmured, a quiet noise and nuzzled into her Mistress, suddenly exhausted. Had she ever been this tired before?

Morgan rested one hand on Natalie’s head, stroking her hair, a tingle running down her neck and along her spine. She felt a warmth flow over her, filling her, and she settled.

“So much energy! You did feed well. I knew you were special when I found you but… well, you always have a way of exceeding my expectations. Well done!” Morgan said.

The praise made Natalie feel a flutter of happiness.

“Thank you, Mistress.” She whispered, pressing into the warmth of Morgan.

“And my, what have you been up to. So much teasing and flirting and… oh, well that does seem fun. Your first threesome, such a naughty, dirty little slut.”

Morgan was reading Natalie, their connection allowing her to know everything there was to know about her. Natalie could hide nothing from her Mistress, and she felt… a knot of joy blossom inside her at the thought.

“You will have to see them again! They seem so cute, and like a lot much fun!” Morgan said.

Natalie almost purred, relishing the guidance and safety of her Mistress. Morgan wrapped her arms around her familiar, hugging her tightly.

“But it seems I’m not the only one who’s tired. It seems you’ve over-exerted yourself. You’ve fed well but you’ve strained yourself with all that reading and shifting. It’s been excellent practise, and you’ve done so well, but… I think you need to get to bed.

Bed… Natalie just wanted to curl up and sleep. She nodded, moaned her agreement.

“You just come with me. The night’s almost over and, well, its almost morning anyway. You did wonderfully though, so much practise, so well fed, and you’ve once again performed even better than I expected. You and I are going to make a wonderful team Natalie.”

Around the pair the club was emptying, people heading home, exhausted. Morgan wrapped her arms around Natalie and helped her out into the cool night air.

It was dark, the sky full of stars, and behind them, in the brick building they had left, the bass still thrummed while the sun was only just beginning to rise on the eastern horizon. Morgan led Natalie to her car, loaded her into the passenger seat, and together they drove home, a content, lazy, sated silence. Would every day be this much fun? Natalie hoped so.
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Natalie woke in her bed, in her flat, alone. Muted sunlight was cast in through the closed curtains, a single shaft stabbing across the gloom through a gap where the curtains had not been fully drawn. Her Mistress must have brought her home and put her to bed, as the last thing she could remember was falling asleep in the car on the drive home.

She smiled, a small murmur of pleasure as she squirmed in bed. Even sleeping now was so much more, the act of waking up and kicking her legs between the sheets, her smooth, soft body tingling as it rubbed against the cotton. Everything was more fun, more sensual now, and she smiled, a warm flush, allowing herself to wake slowly.

It was Monday, and she knew she should have been at work, but… one day wouldn’t hurt, and she would need to deal with people who knew her as she had been before, before she got her panties, before she had embraced her truth, before she had become Morgan’s familiar.

She glanced at her phone to check the time and saw she had several missed calls, all from her boss Mr Kusk. He was obviously wondering where she was, and why she wasn’t at work. That was a problem for later though, first, she wanted to shower and have some coffee, some food. She felt well-rested and eager to explore the day, see what new adventures awaited her.

Natalie rose and made her way to the bathroom, set the shower running, and waited a moment for the water to heat, steam filling the room, before stepping under the flow of hot water. It felt amazing, and she basked in the heat and the wet and the steam, her hands roaming her soft, smooth, curvy body as water cascaded over her. She closed her eyes and relished the moment, feeling with her hands just how her body had changed overnight.

She was so curvy now, slim and slight, a petite little nymph with tits, hips, ass, long legs, long hair, and she shivered as her hands teased over her large, fat, hard nipples, shudders of pleasure. Her hands ran lower, down over her taut belly, to her cute little dick. It was soft, and so small now, cute and pretty, feminine, her dick and balls diminished to that they were easy to hide in even the smallest, tightest items of clothes, but it was so sensitive. Her hands caressed it, teasing, and it throbbed but did not grow hard, instead just twitching, oozing precum as she lazed under the flow of hot water.

Her hands slipped lower, between her legs, to her ass, one slipping around to squeeze her butt, the other teasing fingertips along her crack, teasing over her hole. She felt good, a hot ache, a desire for pleasure, but she wanted to savour that feeling, the desire, the slow-burning ache in her belly, wanted to nurse that hot coal of arousal, so she pulled her hands away and set to washing, using a moistening soap that smelt of flowers and musk to clean her body.

Natalie rinsed herself off then shut off the water, stepped out, and patted herself dry, applying another moisturiser to her entire body, her body tingling as her soft hands caressed her smooth curves. She felt so good, and she could not stop smiling.

As she finished she stopped to check herself in the mirror, to see just how her body had changed overnight, whom she was becoming, and as she looked over her new form, she could not help but grin. She was beautiful.

The changes were more subtle now, her body already feminine, curvy, slight and small, but they were there and combined they just made her more stunning. She giggled as she shifted, turning and posing to examine herself from all angles.

Her butt was peachy and pert, round, fat, and her hips were wide—the kind of hips she knew men referred to as child-bearing hips, perfect for grabbing onto as she was fucked, perfect for breeding, and the thought of being pounded, hard, being bred, made her cute little dick twitch. Even if she stood with her feet together now she was left with an obvious and wide thigh-gap, despite her thick, plump, soft thighs. She rose up on her toes to look over her legs and ass, her long legs so sexy and smooth, not a trace of flaw or hair.

Her waist was thinner too, trim, belly flat, her chest narrow so that her tits, already large, heavy, with full, fat, perky nipples, seemed even larger, eye-catching, only adding to the hour-glass shape of her new figure. Her shoulders were trimmer, arms skinny, with dainty hands. She was a perfect woman, the kind of woman Natalie had always secretly dreamed of being, and now… now that dream had come true.

She smiled, and her face was stunning, beautiful, radiant with the joy and euphoria that buzzed through her. Her lips were plump, almost bee-stung, with a small, slim nose, defined cheekbones, a fine jaw, large dazzling eyes with thick dark lashes. She focussed and her face shimmered, shifting so that she had the appearance of just the barest hint of make-up, dusky pink eyelids, dark eyeliner, pink lips, blush. She shook her hair and it fell in long, bright blonde curls around her shoulders, not even needing to be styled.

Without thinking she bent and slipped on her panties, her pretty, pink cursed panties. Only… it wasn’t a curse. It was a blessing, and as she pulled them up she felt a tide of joy envelop her, the panties shimmering, shrinking, becoming a tiny thong, bright glittery pink, fitting perfectly over her tiny little dick, giving her a flat, feminine figure with just the barest bulge, the thin string of fabric nestling tidily in the crack of her fat ass to leave her ass cheeks exposed, her thighs and hips exposed. She looked… perfect.

**Do you like the new you?** The voice whispered.

Natalie nodded, smiling, giddy with joy, buzzing. She did. She really, really did.

**Good. Because this is you, the real you. This is who you’ve always been, only now you are on the outside as you have always been on the inside. You are, finally, complete.** The voice whispered.

Natalie stalled. This was… this was really her? The real her. Her transformation was complete?

She smiled. It was… she was… perfect.

She was beautiful, sexy, slim, a small pretty nymph, a sexy succubus. Her brand throbbed on her crotch, the sign that tied her to her Mistress, and she felt as though she might burst from the giddy rush of emotions. She knew that she could shift, change her form around her central core, so long as it was always true to who she was, but this was her base, who she would be when she was tired, or drained, or just relaxed. This was the very purest version of her—a slim, small, perky blonde, with a fat ass, big tits, long legs, wide hips, a sexy young woman with the prettiest dick Natalie had ever seen.

“Thank you.” Natalie whispered.

She felt a swell of warmth flow through her. The panties tightened briefly, almost… a hug?

**You are very welcome Natalie, but I merely opened the door for you. I gave you the tools and the power to begin your journey. You made these changes, you took the steps. The person you see now, who you are, it's all you, just… the real you.** The voice whispered.

Natalie nodded, eyes suddenly misty.

“Are you going to… are you going to leave now?” She asked.

The thought of losing her panties, after all they’d been through together, despite the short time, actually made her sad. They were a part of her in a way.

There was a soft chuckle, affectionate, reassuring.

**We are a part of you, Natalie. This voice, it's still you. It has always been you. The initial power to take your first steps was a gift, a test, but it was always you who worked the magick, it was always you directing your changes. This has always been within you. I have always been within you, you just needed a little push to begin.** The voice whispered.

Natalie stared at herself, her reflection, the new her, the real her. It had always been her. Somehow it all made sense. The panties, the voice, it was just Morgan’s way of opening the door for her, but it had been Natalie that had stepped through it.

“Then…”

**We will always be together Natalie. We are the same. Only now… now you will finally listen to me, to yourself. No more hiding what you want, who you are. Now more running from the truth. You are free, finally, free to be happy, to be the dirty, sexy, powerful slut you were always meant to be. You are going to bring a lot of joy to the world Natalie, and you are going to have a lot of fun doing it.** The voice whispered.

Natalie giggled. She knew it was true. She was free, finally, free to be herself, to be happy, to have fun. There were so many adventures ahead of her, and as she looked at herself in the mirror, in just her pretty pink panties, her pretty pink thong, she knew that this was only the beginning.

She stared at herself, almost mesmerized by her sensual beauty. It was a dream come true.

She should get dressed, start her day, fetch coffee, but she wanted to take time to remember this moment, the moment she finally accepted herself, realised who she was, realised just how wonderful and special and remarkable she was. Just a little longer…

Except... a sudden, loud, insistent knocking on the door demanded her attention.


Seven

Natalie grabbed a towel and hurried to the front door. The knocking came again, hard, almost urgent, but not aggressive and she wondered if it was Morgan. Perhaps she had gone out early to get breakfast, coffee, and had left Natalie in bed to rest. The thought made her smile, and as Natalie wrapped the towel around her chest—the gesture so uniquely feminine, womanly, the towel covering her tits, belly, ass, dick, but pulled up to leave her thick, long legs on display, she reached out to open the door, not even bothering to secure the chain or peer through the peep-hole to see who was knocking.

She pulled the door wide, and froze. Mr Kusk stood on the other side of the door, hand raised ready to knock again and he stared at Natalie, half-naked, covered in just her towel.

“Err… hi?” Mr Kusk managed to mutter.

Mr Kusk was even taller than Natalie remembered, though she realised quickly that it was her that had changed, that she’d become smaller. He was just as handsome, the mature features, stern but kindly eyes, the dash of grey. He seemed almost to loom, so broad and tall now that she was so petite, his well-toned muscles, thick arms and broad chest, his large hands, and Natalie felt a fluttering in her belly. She was so vulnerable in just her towel.

Mr Kusk just stammered, his eyes wide, face flush, and he was clearly straining to keep his eyes on Natalie’s face. Natalie blushed, and she could feel the desire rising in her boss as he tried not to look over her towel-clad body.

“Mr Kusk… I… sorry I didn’t make it this morning. I wasn’t feeling that well and I overslept and I…”

Natalie stalled as she saw Mr Kusk’s eyes go wider as recognition dawned. She was different now, but there was still a resemblance in her face to her past self, her new form based around the truth of who she was, who she had always been, so that she was not completely and utterly changed, and that, along with what she had said, had clearly led Mr Kusk, her boss, to recognise her.

“Na…”

“Natalie.” Natalie said, quickly, interrupting Mr Kusk before he could finish the word he was about to say, the name that Natalie did not want to hear.

Mr Kusk smiled, nodded.

“Natalie.” He blushed. “I didn’t recognise you. You look… you look so…”

Clearly his mind was reeling from what he was seeing. The change in her was nothing less than miraculous. How could she explain it?

Natalie smiled, the desire and lust rising in her boss making her hot, her body tingling. She squirmed, wiggling in just her towel shaking her tits, hips, ass. She stepped back and held the door open.

“I think perhaps it’s best if you came in. I can… I can try to explain.” Natalie said.

Mr Kusk nodded, meekly. He stepped in through the door, his resolve crumbling as he glanced at Natalie’s legs, her round ass barely covered by her towel, the large swell of her tits, her barely covered cleavage.

Natalie’s cute little dick throbbed as she felt his desire rise, the nectar of his lust filling the air. She was hungry. As she closed the door she remembered how it had felt kneeling in front of Mr Kusk that first time, taking his cock in her mouth, sucking it. She hadn’t fully accepted herself as Natalie then, had only barely begun her change, her transformation, but still, it had felt good, sucking his cock in his office, finally giving in to her true desires, sucking his cock, making him cum, swallowing. How would it feel now? Natalie giggled again, the thought exciting her.

“I can make some coffee.” Natalie said. “Why don’t you sit.”

Natalie stepped past her boss and walked through to the kitchen, Mr Kusk following behind. Natalie could feel his gaze on her ass, and she put just a little extra wiggle in her step, shaking her hips and butt. She knew she was going to have to work extra hard to explain everything to him, but something about that thought just made her smile.
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“Here.” Natalie said, putting a large mug of strong black coffee down in front of her boss.

She took a seat on the side of the table opposite him, her mug cradled in both hands. He watched her, carefully, enthralled by her, by the way she looked, the way she moved, by the miraculous change in her, and she could feel his desire for her, a knot in her belly unravelling slowly. She took a long, slow sip of her coffee and smiled as an idea formed.

**He is already enamoured of you.** The voice whispered. **It won’t be too hard to convince him. Just keep the details vague, and charm him. He’s already almost putty in your hands.”

Natalie let her mind tick. Morgan wanted her to grow into her power, to practise her abilities. She could feel the magick in her rise. It would be easy to add just a little glamour to Mr Kusk’s already appreciable desire for her. She could always use a close friend with the kind of influence he had.

She was not ready yet to completely abandon her old life, so the idea of having someone like her boss to help her fit back into work and her old habits so she could ease into her new life slowly made sense. It would make her life a lot easier if he was on her side, and she would definitely make it worth his while.

“So… you can probably see I’ve been going through some… changes.” Natalie said.

Mr Kusk nodded. He took a deep drink of his coffee.

Natalie was still just in her towel and he was struggling to keep his eyes on her face, especially with how Natalie was sitting, baring her body to him, wiggling and posing in a way to deliberately arouse him. She wanted him distracted and horny, and her plan was working.

“Well, to clarify, I’m Natalie now. I always have been Natalie, just… I hadn’t quite realised it. Now though, now I know who I am, and, well… the person you see now is the real me. Does that make sense?”

Mr Kusk nodded, slowly, smiling. Natalie felt a swell in her chest. This was the first time she’d introduced the real her to someone who had known her before she’d blossomed into the woman she now was, before she’d become Morgan’s familiar. She liked Mr Kusk, as a boss he’d always been firm but fair, a little cold and stand-offish, formal, but in a proper way, as opposed to the tyrannical way. He was handsome too, a silver-fox, or so the women in the office had said, toned and tall, broad, masculine and mature in a way that had almost intimidated Natalie before, but now she found him… charming.

He was older than her by quite a few years, perhaps even old enough to be her father, and that thought just sent a naughty thrill through her. She smiled. Having her handsome, muscular, mature, older boss on her side would be nice, would make her return to work—and she found she wanted to return to work, that she wanted the slice of normality, at least for now, to help ease her into her new life—easier, and there were other benefits.

She could already feel his lust for her, his desire, and it was different to the youthful exuberance of the men she seduced at the shopping mall, different to the chaotic joy of the sexy couple at the club. His was more… reserved, less scorching, but deeper, like a complex wine. She had sampled it before, but only briefly, and she had not yet fully come to understand who she really was, yet still it had been a lot of fun.

How much fun would it be to sample now? Natalie giggled.

“I… I understand. The important thing is that you’re happy. I just… after last week, in my office, and then you not coming in today I was worried. I’ve always thought you were a hard-worker Natalie, and a good person, but you always seemed a little… reserved, and I did wonder about you, why you never seemed very… very happy. I think it makes sense now. So… I suppose as long as you are okay, that you are happy, then I shan’t worry. Now, I suppose I should apologise for intruding, and let you go about your day. Will you be in tomorrow?” Mr Kusk asked.

Natalie grinned. Her boss looked almost nervous, fidgeting in his chair as he tried not to look at Natalie’s body, clad in just her towel, her legs, her arms, he cleavage. He kept his attention fixed on her face but she could see it was a strain, and she could also see the large, thick bulge in his trousers. She remembered well just how handsome and large his cock was.

“I will… if you’ll still have me.” Natalie said, her voice becoming a soft purr.

She smiled, fluttered her eyelashes, and shifted in her seat. She parted her legs slightly, her thighs opening to offer a glimpse of the tiny, pretty pink thong she wore. Mr Kusk’s jaw tensed from the strain of not looking.

“Though I do wonder how other people might react to my… changes.” Natalie grinned.

Mr Kusk coughed, lightly, trying to clear his throat. He smiled, a strained expression. Natalie could taste his desire for her and she was very much enjoying teasing him.

“I… I will have a word with HR and those who work with you directly, if you’d like. I can let them know what to expect, that you are Natalie now, and… if you have any problems you can always come and talk to me. I… I would like it if you considered me a friend Natalie, after… after what happened, I think that is the least I can do for you.”

Natalie shifted again, letting her towel drop slightly, showing off more of her tits, her large chest, and for just a moment Mr Kusk’s gaze dropped, eyes going wide as he took in the splendour of her body. His resolve was crumbling. She had him.

“That would be lovely! I… there must be something I can do to thank you?”

Mr Kusk blushed. It was clear his mind was returning to Natalie’s previous thank you, her lips wrapping around his cock as she sucked, licked, made him cum with her mouth, swallowed.

“There… there really is no need Natalie. It is just what any decent person would do for another. Now, I really should be heading back to the office. I’ll leave you to enjoy your day and…”

As Mr Kusk moved as though to stand Natalie reached out. She put her hand on his and he froze, stiffened.

“I have a better idea.” Natalie said, grinning. “Why don’t you stay, and we can discuss how you see my future with you.”

Natalie’s head was spinning, power, eroticism, lust, desire. There was so much she wanted from life now, and though she wanted to return to work, she knew that just sitting at a desk staring at a screen would be no fun, and would be a poor use of her talents. Especially when there was so much she was good at.

“I… I really shouldn’t… I’m your boss and I’d not want you to think I was pressuring you or…”

“What if I’m pressuring you? What is this is what I want? Are you really going to say no to a pretty little fuck-doll like me?” Natalie said.

Natalie shifted, letting the towel drop open, falling in folds around her waist as she rose to stand and move around the table to stand in front of him, naked now except for her pretty, tiny, sexy pink thong. She felt powerful and sexy, wanton, pretty, beautiful, and the way Mr Kusk stared at her, the thick, hard bulge in his trousers, she knew he would not be able to say no her.

“Natalie I…”

“Just answer me. One simple question. Do you want to fuck me?”

Natalie wiggled, grinning, her tits bouncing, ass jiggling. Mr Kusk froze. Natalie could not believe how daring and slutty she was being, how much fun it was. She could not stop smiling.

Mr Kusk nodded, slowly.

“Yes, but…”

“No buts. You want to fuck me, so fuck me, use me, let me thank you for being so sweet and caring, let me thank you with my body, and afterwards, maybe you can think about a promotion for me, something to better suit my… talents?”

Mr Kusk nodded again.

Natalie moved, slowly, seductively, and dropped to her knees in front of him. She lowered her hands to his knees and, gently, ran her hands up his thighs to his belt. She looked up at him and her belly fluttered with excitement. This was going to be a lot of fun.

“Now, how about we start that thank you the same way we did last time.”

“Natalie I… I… I shouldn’t”

Mr Kusk’s resolve, his will to resist, was crumbling. She was too sexy, too pretty, too hot to resist.

Natalie’s hands tugged idly at his belt, undoing it slowly, the heel of her palm caressing the hardness of his cock, teasing him.

“Just say yes boss… and I’ll be a very good girl for you.”

Natalie giggled. As her hand moved over his cock, harder, a gentle squeeze, Mr Kusk moaned, thrusting his hips.

“Yes… fuck… yes… please…” He whimpered.

Natalie smiled.

“Anything you want Sir. I’m your pretty little fuck-doll until you’re satisfied.”


Eight

Natalie pulled Mr Kusk’s belt open, tugged at his trousers, pulling them down, the cloth of his underwear snagging briefly on the rigid mast of his fat prick. She was not to be denied though, she was ravenous, and she freed his thick, long, beautiful cock with only a little effort.

It was just as perfect as she remembered, throbbing, the slit glistening with precum, and she shuddered in bliss as she relished the effect she had on him, the effect she had on people. She was sexy, and people wanted her, and she loved it.

One hand closed around the girth of his cock, stroking, teasing up and down, and Natalie looked up at her boss, licked her lips, a subtle shift to make them fatter, plumper, pinker, glossy wet fuck-me lips. She felt the swell of Mr Kusk’s desire and it was delicious.

“Don’t hold back now. I want you to know just how grateful I can be.” Natalie said.

She kept her eyes looking up, gazing into Mr Kusk’s eyes, and leaned forward, licking her lips, opening her mouth, just barely extending her tongue. She slipped her hand down to the base of her boss’s fat cock and aimed the head at her mouth, her tight, wet, hot lips.  Natalie poked her tongue out further and licked the tip, licked down, lapping, wet.

Mr Kusk moaned, thrust his hips forward, body shivering, bolts of bliss. Natalie fed on the waves of pleasure and lust and desire coming off of him, all of it delicious. She was giddy with the thrill and the power and the naughtiness.

“Fuck you are so… so sexy… I just… I can never say no to you.” Mr Kusk said.

Natalie fluttered her eyelashes, grinning, licked back up to the lip, leaving a trail of saliva to wet her hand, lubricating her palm to better stroke the fat prick. She looked into Mr Kusk’s eyes and put her pursed lips to the tip of his cock, pressed, letting the tip of his fat prick penetrate her mouth.

She loved the power, the thrill, knowing how much he wanted her, the joy of feeling brazen, pretty, sexy, wanton, and at the same time knowing that no matter what she did she was owned, cherished, by Morgan, her Mistress. Her brand thrummed with heat at the thought of the powerful Witch.

Natalie would always belong to her, her familiar, and that only made her happier, the bliss of knowing she would always have a place in the world, that no matter what she did she would always be owned by the beautiful, sexy, mysterious woman. With other people, she was a creature of lust and power, a nymph, a succubus, a seductress, but there was always one place in the world where she would be small, secure, submissive, safe.

With Mr Kusk, and others, she was the one in charge, granting fantasies and pleasure in exchange for power, but with Morgan… with Morgan, she was the pet, the object, the toy, and Natalie felt a spark of euphoria at realising she was, finally, truly happy. She sucked, hard, at the tip of her boss’s cock, teasing him, and she sated herself on his pleasure.

“Natalie… I… fuck…” Mr Kusk moaned.

He thrust, lifting one hand to the back of Natalie’s head, gripping her blonde curls. He pressed his cock forward, thrusting it deep into her mouth, and Natalie let him fuck his perfect prick between her plump, wet, sensitive lips. She moaned, relishing the sensation, the thrill of being used, having her mouth fucked.

Her tongue circled, teasing, and she began to move her head up and down, slowly, sucking gently, teasing. Mr Kusk worked his hips in time with her ministrations, her hand stroking, and the tang of his precum on her tongue was a heady nectar that she swallowed greedily.

“Shit… you are so perfect… I… I think we can definitely work out a new position for you at work…” Mr Kusk moaned.

That was what Natalie wanted. The idea of being paid to have fun, to feed, thrilled her. She would be the sexy secretary, the kinky PA, the dirty slut from client relations—all of it just sounded like fun.

Natalie sucked harder, working her head up and down, sucking, lapping, teasing, stroking, and she loved how her boss fucked his hips, pressing his cock deeper, using her mouth, fucking his fat prick between her plump lips. She could feel his rising pleasure, his desire, and she wanted more. His cock throbbed, oozing precum, and Natalie went deep, letting the head of her boss’s cock press at the back of her throat.

Her throat opened on instinct, her body built for this now. She was a creature of sex, desire, pleasure, lust, and she swallowed the fat cock with ease, taking all of it, the muscles of her throat squeezing around Mr Kusk’s cock, milking it as he fucked deep, his balls pressed to Natalie’s chin.

She held him deep, choking herself. She couldn't breathe but that did not matter, only the pleasure mattered, and she bathed in her boss’s delight as she swallowed his entire, massive prick, letting it sit in her throat, milking it, clenching, wet, tight, hot.

“Shit… I… I’m close…” Mr Kusk said.

His cock throbbed, swelling. Natalie moved, fast, slipping her throat up, off, the head of his cock leaving the tight suction of her lips with an audible pop.

His cock twitched, but she had left him just on the edge of the precipice, close to cumming, but not quite taking him far enough. She had other plans for him.

“Not yet.”  Natalie said. “I want to thank you properly. Now, why don’t you take your clothes off and get comfortable.”

Mr Kusk nodded, mute, drunk on pleasure, mind clouded by desire. Natalie rose to her feet and watched as Mr Kusk stripped off, slipping off his shoes, trousers, shirt. He was every inch as toned as she had thought, layers of muscle taught over his body, the scruff of masculine body hair, the slight layers of fat that made him just a little soft. That was the kind of Daddy body she could enjoy.

As he finished she lifted her hands to the waist of her panties, slipped them down, stepped out of them, and she saw Mr Kusk watching her, eyeing her with obvious lust. She wiggled her hips and ass, her cute little pretty dick bouncing, her fat ass jiggling, her large tits bouncing, and she felt the swell of Mr Kusk’s hunger for her.

“Now remember, you don’t need to go easy. I won’t break.” Natalie said.

Mr Kusk’s reaction, his lecherous grin, the twitch of his fat, massive prick, thrilled her. Eager, Natalie stepped to the side and jumped back up to sit on the table, perched on the edge. She spread her legs wide, leaning back onto her elbows, arching her back, her ass, her crack, her hole on display.

She could feel it twitch, wet, hot, gaping slightly, her whole body changed to better suit her new purpose, her truth. She was a fuck-doll, a toy to be played with, a nymph, a succubus, a filthy slut, and she needed to be fucked.

Mr Kusk smiled, rose to his feet, and moved to stand between Natalie’s spread legs. His cock was hard, oozing precum, wet with her spit, throbbing. His gaze roamed her soft, smooth body, her curves, and he ran his hands up her legs, over her calves, thighs, over her waist, to her hips, stepping forward.

He paused for a moment, looking into Natalie’s eyes. She smiled, beguiling, brazen.

“Fuck me.” She whispered. “Hard.”

Mr Kusk did not need to be told twice.
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Mr Kusk stepped forward, his grip on Natalie’s waist tight, firm, and the head of his cock ran along her crack, teasing over her wet, gaping entrance. He thrust, gently, teasing, and the tip pressed in for just a moment before slipping away, and Natalie moaned in bliss and frustration. She wanted his prick inside her, needed it inside her.

She worked her hips, trying to capture his cock in her ass, but Mr Kusk grinned and savoured his moment, shifting again, the tip of his prick teasing at her entrance, making Natalie whimper. The pair became locked in battle, Natalie desperate to feel herself stuffed full of cock, Mr Kusk wanting to extend the moment of teasing.

They fought with wiggled hips, thrusts, Natalie wrapping her legs around her boss’s waist, pulling him close, Mr Kusk resisting with his grip on Natalie’s waist, reaching around to grope her ass, making her squirm with the firmness of his grip. It was a war of pleasure and flirtations, but there was only ever going to be one winner.

Though Mr Kusk was older, stronger, more experienced, Natalie’s body was built for sex. She was a creature of lust and pleasure now. This was her domain, her power, and she needed to be fucked. She shifted her hips, gripping her boss tight with her firm, smooth legs, and she pulled him in close just as he teased the head of his fat prick over the entrance to her wet hole.

The tip entered her, just barely inside, and Natalie ground down, arching her back, pressing, working her hips. Mr Kusk tried to resist, but his will was weak. Her hole felt too good for him to be able to struggle for long and Natalie sank herself down onto the fat, hot hardness of his cock.

The tip slipped deeper, stretching at her opening, and the pressure built. This was the moment she relished. The cock stretched her, her hole wet, dripping, aching, and then, suddenly, joyfully, wonderfully, the head popped past her outer ring, slipping deep, her boss’s cock inside her, captured in one smooth efficient movement as though she were a predator built for this, her body acting on instinct to capture the prey she hunted—cock.

“Fuck that’s…” Mr Kusk moaned, too drunk on pleasure to be able to form coherent sentences.

Natalie ground down, pressing harder, taking him deeper, feeling his cock throb hard inside her, her slick, sensitive inner walls clamping down hard on the hot, throbbing girth inside her. Mr Kusk thrust, pressing his cock deeper, pushing every last inch of his magnificent prick inside her, and Natalie’s cute little pretty dick twitched as his cock pressed hard on the knot of pleasure inside her ass.

She worked herself down, squeezing, grinding, and her cute little dick oozed a trickle of precum as she shuddered with the bliss of several small orgasms. It felt so good. Sex was so much better now, her whole body built for pleasure, built to serve, to be fucked, her truth finally revealed, and she wanted more.

“Harder…” Natalie whispered.

She stared up into her boss’s eyes and grinned. She could see the barely constrained beast in him, his desire to fuck her, claim her, and she wanted him to unleash it, to pound her, hard, to fuck her like the slut she wanted to be. She was going to feed on him, on his lust, pleasure, desire, and she was going to make his fantasies come true in exchange—and they were both going to have a lot of fun.

Mr Kusk pulled back, pulling his cock out of Natalie’s tight, wet hole, slipping it out until just the head was inside her, tugging at her entrance. He held it there for a moment and Natalie clenched, wiggling her hips and ass, tempting him, her tits jiggling.

Mr Kusk grinned, an almost evil smile, and his grip on her hips tightened. He slammed forward, hard, Natalie’s breath knocked from her lungs in a pleasured sign, and he filled her, balls slapping against her ass.

“Yes! More!” Natalie moaned.

Mr Kusk obliged her. He pulled back, thrust deep, hard, fast, gripping Natalie’s hips as she wrapped her legs tighter, her thighs giving her leverage to grind her hips, riding his fat prick as he thrust deep, the pair rutting like animals.

Mr Kusk ran his hand up, groping her soft body, palms running over her fat tits, fingers pinching her nipples, and Natalie gasped, riding up and down on his perfect cock as he fucked her, pounded her. It felt so good, her hole wet and tight, clenching, her sensitive slick inner walls fluttering, the fat head of his cock rubbing over and over against the knot of her pleasure inside her, making her cute little pretty dick twitch.

“Yes… fuck me…” Natalie moaned.

Mr Kusk growled, low, his fingers clawing at her body, slamming his fat prick deep, claiming Natalie as his slut. Whatever new position he found for her at work, she knew it was going to be more interesting than her last.

He worked his cock in and out, thrusting, fast, hard, her hole tight, clenching, milking, and the pair fucked, hard, each using the other for their pleasure and satisfaction. Natalie fed on the lust, the desire, the joy, her hole hot, wet, tight, her belly fluttering as the knot of bliss inside her ass was teased over and over and over with each thrust. Mr Kusk slammed his cock in hard, deep, gripping Natalie’s wide hips tight, her hips grinding as she rode his cock, her fat tits jiggling, ass wiggling, body slim and smooth and lithe, a perfect sexy nymph—he could not get enough of her, wanted to breed her, fuck her, claim her.

Natalie could sense it, his desire for her, his need, and she could use it, would reward it, but she knew deep down, at her core, that she belonged to someone else, Morgan, her Mistress, the Witch who had blessed her with her new life, her truth. Natalie’s brand pulsed, hot, filled with energy, and she felt her boss’s cock swelling, throbbing, hard, inside her tight, wet, fuck-hole.

He was close, but so was she. She wanted release, pleasure, the thrill of his cock cumming inside her ass, she wanted to feed. She ground her hips, working her ass, her hole, her whole body, chasing the pleasure, urging Mr Kusk to cum, to fill her, to feed her.

“Fuck… you feel so fucking good.” He moaned, hoarse with pleasure.

Natalie grinned. She was better than just good. She was lust and desire and pleasure made flesh.

“Cum for me. Cum in me. Use me, fuck me, breed me. Cum inside my tight little ass and show me how you treat a dirty, sexy, hot little slut.” Natalie whispered.

Her words were the last little nudge Mr Kusk needed. He roared, fingers gripping Natalie’s hips tight, thrusting deep, hard, his cock expanding, swelling, throbbing, and he came, hard, cumming deep within Natalie’s tight ass.

Natalie shuddered, the feeling of the fat, perfect cock inside her throbbing, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside her, filling her with hot, thick, sticky cum, was all she needed. She moaned, husky, drunk on bliss, and came, hard, her whole body quivering, her cute little pretty dick twitching as it drooled a limp stream of watery cum, her entire body wracked with pleasure, legs shaking as they wrapped tight around her boss’s waist, orgasm after orgasm cascading over her.

Cumming like this, while being fucked, as Natalie, like a slut, felt so much better than anything she had felt before. It was more intense, more pleasure, and it was… right. It was her truth.

“Fuck… yes…” Mr Kusk moaned.

He pressed his cock deep, cumming, holding it deep inside Natalie’s ass as he pumped her full of his cum, painting the walls of her ass with his spunk. His cock throbbed, his orgasm intense, groaning as he pulled Natalie’s small, slim, sexy body into him, her hips grinding as she came, hard, only intensifying his climax.

The pleasure fed her, filled her, cum and joy and lust. This was what she was made for.

The pair came together, hard, intense, moaning, breathy and sweaty. As Mr Kusk’s orgasm subsided Natalie shook, still quaking in the aftershocks of her multiple orgasms. Getting fucked like this was way more fun she realised.

“I… that was amazing.” Mr Kusk whispered.

His cock was still inside Natalie’s ass, softening slowly, his sticky seed a pleasant coal of warmth. She clenched her ass tight, squeezing the last drops of pleasure from their tryst, eager to keep every last drop of cum inside her.

“Thank you…” Natalie said, smiling, fluttering her eyelashes. “You were pretty hot too. I might even be tempted to come back for more, once you’re recovered.”

Mr Kusk smiled, a subtle blush to his cheeks. Natalie felt a swell of something and she realised that what he felt for her was more than just lust, just raw desire. She shivered, tingling, a pleasant heat in her cheek as she sensed his affection for her.

“I’d like that.”

“You should know though that, while I’m very happy to spend time with you, I belong to someone else. She’s not possessive, and she won’t object to… us, but I’ll never be yours. You can probably meet her if you’d like. I think you’d like her.”

Mr Kusk stared at Natalie for a moment. He nodded.

“I can live with that. So long as I get to keep fucking that tight little ass of yours.”

Natalie giggled. She wiggled her hips.

“Keep fucking me like that and that can be arranged.”

She felt free, liberated from the chains of her past self, fully committed to her new, brighter, happier life. She was a nymph, a succubus, and her life was going to be a whole lot more interesting now.

“And I was thinking… about a new role for you.” Mr Kusk said.

Natalie raised one eyebrow, smiling, smug. His slowly softening cock still felt so good in her ass and she wondered how long it would be before he was recovered enough to fuck her again. She was sated, for now, but still… another round of hard fucking would be nice before he left. Maybe with her bent over the table this time?

“I am in need of an… executive assistant.” Mr Kusk said.

“And I supposed that’d mean working much more closely with you?” Natalie asked, teasing.

Mr Kusk smiled, nodded.

“Indeed, but also… since you are such a talented slut, I thought… you might like to help me with a few of our more important, and exclusive clients. Assist me in entertaining them and keeping them satisfied?”

Natalie blushed.

“You want me to be your slut? Your whore? Fuck them too to keep them content? You want me to whore myself out in your office, or hotel rooms? Fuck them like a nasty little slutty secretary so they stay with the company? Fuck them two or three or even more at a time like a nasty fuck-doll?”

The brazenness of her words thrilled Natalie. Mr Kusk stammered.

“I… I err… I just meant you and I could still… but… I just meant maybe flirt a little, not… I…”

Natalie beamed.

“Don’t worry, I’ll do it. Hell, it’ll be far more interesting than sitting in that dull old cubicle day after day.”

Natalie giggled, wiggling her hips as Mr Kusk’s cock slipped out of her well-fucked hole. She clenched down, capturing his cum before it could leak out, relishing the feel of it inside her.

“You… you want to…”

Natalie nodded.

“Consider it part of my new job description. Executive slut.”

Natalie was already looking forward to it. All those boring boardroom meetings would be a lot more fun now, hours on her back, on her knees, legs spread, getting fucked, sucking cock, eating cunt, instead of listening to presentations or taking notes. She could have fun, get paid, and feed at the same time. It was… the perfect start to her new life.

“Then I guess…”

“I can start tomorrow.” Natalie said, grinning. “And we can negotiate my salary tomorrow, in your office. I have a feeling it's going to be a very intense and rough negotiation though, so try to get lots of sleep tonight.

Mr Kusk laughed, softly, nodded.

“I’ll look forward to it.” He said.

Natalie took a deep breath and sighed, her ass full of cum, her hunger sated, for now. She would have to talk to Morgan about her plan for her new employment, about their future together, but for the first time she was not worried about the unknown, uncertain future that lay ahead of her. Whatever it brought she would be safe and cherished as Morgan’s familiar, and she would face it with confidence and joy, because she had finally, totally, utterly embraced her truth.

She was Natalie, a slut, a nymph, a succubus, and there was power and joy and pleasure in just being true to who she was.

THE END


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…


Blackmailed by Brats

Part One
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


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.


Femboy Reform School

The COMPLETE Six Part 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.


A Paladin Falls

Empathy's Curse, the COMPLETE Three Part Series
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed. Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them.

Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change. Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful.

Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world… Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!


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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