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Angela is sweet and innocent, a trait that burns Carla to her very core. Carla will force the innocence from the girl, transform her into something filled with darkness. But will Carla be ready for the demon that Angela will become?

Demon Girl is a transformation and corruption story from innocent female to sexy demon. Explicit scenes of female solo and after transformation of MF and FF. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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CARLA STARED OVER THE top of her cubicle wall at Angela. By the gods how she hated that girl. She could feel the heat rising in her neck as she watched Angela speak softly with the sexy IT manager. Angela had her back turned to her so she couldn’t hear what she was saying, but from the look on the man’s face, he was enjoying every moment of their interaction. She could see Angela’s blushed cheeks as the man dipped down closer to her, looking over the top of her shoulder and the computer in front of her.

Carla was pissed. Smite her and a thousand suns pissed. Angela had only been at the company four months and yet everyone tried their hardest to make sure she fit right in. It was her goody two-shoes smile and her prim way of dressing. Carla knew her dark liner and her face that perpetually looked like she was pissed off didn’t do her any favors, but she shouldn’t have to conform to everyone else’s standards to get ahead in life. Her ears heated with anger as Jeremy walked away from Angela. 

Angela sat back down into her desk chair, giving it a little spin before wheeling herself up to her computer. Her head snapped toward Carla, sensing that she was being watched. Carla cringed, expecting Angela to have harsh words for her, but instead, Angela beamed at her, her eyes lighting up in happiness. Carla grumbled and plopped herself back down into her chair without a word. She readjusted her breasts; they’d tried to slide out the bottom of her bra when she landed with such force onto her desk chair. She grumbled again, pressing her full breasts back into place. She’d just tugged her tight sweater into place when Angela’s head popped over the top of her cubicle divider.

“Hey!” she chirped excitedly. “Did you need to speak to me about something?”

She rested her arms across the divider, her chin barely reaching the top. Angela was short but curvy, the perfect pint-size to be considered perfectly adorable. Even the freckles across her cheeks helped add to that illusion. 

“Carla?” Angela questioned when Carla stared dully at her and had yet to answer. “I saw you watching me. Were you waiting to speak with me about a computer issue?”

The softly scented perfume that Angela was wearing tickled Carla’s senses. She tried to stay her breath; she didn’t need to fall for any trickery from the new girl. Her pulse thudded in her neck and she tipped her head down, allowing her long dark hair to fall across her face. 

“I’m fine,” she mumbled. “I figured it out.”

“Oh. Okay!” Angela chirped. “Well, come get me if you need me.” 

Carla was left with the soft scent of her perfume, the scent enticing and alluring even as Carla tried to wipe her presence from her mind.

She knew her work suffered that day. Pain seared into her brain every time she heard the soft giggle of Angela’s voice. Her innocence seemed to pulsate off her with the way she patiently managed everyone’s computer problems that were menial and downright stupid if you asked Carla. Her legs twitched as she listened to her repeat the same instructions for the third time to Martin, the man who shouldn’t even be allowed near a computer. Carla wanted to burst from her seat, screaming at the man for being such an insufferable moron. And she wanted to scream at Angela for her sweet patience. Shake him! her mind screamed. Shake him and then maybe he’ll bother to understand. 

Rage like an oncoming storm surged through Carla’s body. She wanted to destroy Angela’s innocence—corrupt her—force her mind into the darkness. And then an idea came to her, an idea so dark it clouded the air around her. Carla could do something about it. She would do something about it. And Angela would be innocent no more. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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CARLA STARED DOWN AT the stones in her hand. The azure labradorite swirled with a sparkling glare off the green malachite. Holding such vessels of magic in her hand always made her feel small in such a vast and powerful world. She held the bottle of cubeb berries in her left hand. The amber bottle obscured its contents, but she knew once opened, she’d release their warm, peppery smell. Rage swirled in her chest at the same time that desire tingled her cunt. Power coursed through her body, the magical stones in her hands swirling with the power they were about to unleash. 

Control. 

Bending those to her will. 

Carla’s skin tingled in excitement and her nipples twisted beneath her lace bra. The anticipation of what to come seemed to light all her senses afire. She set the bottle on the side table, running her free hand down her stomach and across the warm folds of her center. Her pussy throbbed with desire, the damned woman seeming to seep into her thoughts even as she decided her fate. 

Carla moved quickly, her hands shaking as she dropped the stones into her small metal cauldron. They tinged off the side, their sound echoing throughout her small attic space. Without another thought, she pulled the corked lid free from the amber bottle and upended the cubeb berries into the cauldron. They released their sweet, pungent scent, and as the power and magic swirled around her, Carla’s pussy throbbed. Her fingers went down the front of her skirt and slid between her wet folds. She leaned into the counter, her body aching with a fiery need. Her mouth moved with the chanting of the spell, but no words were heard past her lips. The bowl swirled with sparkling light, a glittering tornado spinning around the stones. Then her voice rose, her chanting becoming more fervent. Her fingers moved against the lips of her pussy, the moisture sliding her slick fingers deep inside her warm center. She stroked herself as she chanted, the desire within her building like the approach of a wave against the shore. With another stroke against her wet center, she screamed out in ecstasy, the final words of the chant falling from her lips. Her mouth hung open, her pussy throbbing as she lay spent over the countertop. 

“I curse you, Angela, with the devil’s tongue.” The words fell off her lips, soft and delicate, the harshness of her hatred muted by her yearning desire. “I curse you,” she spoke again, her fingers dripping with the warm juices of her spent cunt. 
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CHAPTER THREE
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ANGELA SAT UP WITH a start. Blood pounded in her ears as she tried to listen for any sounds in her apartment. A voice had awoken her—she was sure of it—but as she sat silently on her bed, she heard nothing. Must have been a dream, she decided, but that didn’t help the nervous slamming of her heart. She ran her hands through her soft, strawberry hair, curious that it already felt time for a trim. She swung her legs over the side of the bed, her pale skin glowing in the soft light of the moon that trickled through her blinds. Soft snowflakes fell down through the moon’s glare, sending dappled rivers of light across her room. Her feet chilled as they met with the hard floor, and she slid sideways, reaching her toes out toward her soft white slippers. Her movements felt lithe and graceful, and Angela wondered when her body had felt so alive and fluid in the darkness of the night. She leaned forward, her full breasts resting on her thighs. She reached for her toes, her fingers easily reaching for the ground. Her body felt fresh and new. She turned her fingers over, marveling at how long and sculpted her nails appeared in the glow of the moonlight. She had started new vitamins last week, but could they have proven such drastic results? 

She slipped from her bed, padding softly down the hall in her slippered feet, making her way to the bathroom. She flicked on the light and squinted in the brightness. She blinked at herself in the mirror. “It has to be the vitamins,” she told herself as she examined how soft and supple her skin appeared. She twisted her head to the side, wondering why her cheekbones appeared so sculpted in the light. Her fingers trailed down her face, then back up to her eyes. She pressed her eyelids apart, curious as to why her pupils appeared to have a golden orb surrounding them. She stepped back from the mirror, shaking her head at her silliness. “It’s the middle of the night, stupid. Nothing makes sense now.”

Angela made her way to the toilet, pulling down her panties and sitting down. She noted that her bottom ached at the base of her tailbone, but she didn’t think much of it. She felt a soft tingling warmth as she patted the paper against her cunt, and by the time she’d put her panties back into place, she felt a raging fire of desire between her thighs. Angela quickly hurried back into her room, each step seeming to send electric currents of desire straight into her pussy. 

“What the fuck?” she murmured under her breath. She pulled the covers back over the top of her, her body now squirming with desire. She squeezed her eyes closed, determined to overrule the rush of urgency coursing through her body. She imagined she felt the flick of a tongue against her clit, and her hips rose off the bed in response. She squeezed her eyes tighter. Surely she could control the reactions of her own body. She flopped over onto her stomach, her body pressing her breasts into the soft mattress. She bit into her pillow as flickering flames seemed to flash across her vision. 

Voices started in her head—a soft chanting of words that she did not know the meaning of. 

Angela groaned, suddenly realizing that her hips were stroking lustfully against the bedsheets. “Stop,” she said into the empty room. But she continued to stroke her hips, jamming a pillow between her legs as the heat and urgency in her core became almost too much to bear. “No…” She stroked harder, her pussy seeming to weep into her panties as her nipples twisted into hard buds and a flame of heat lit through her abdomen. 

“Oohh-ooh,” she moaned. Angela gave into the feral desire of her body. She shoved her hand down between her legs, dipping her fingers deep into her wet pussy. She stroked wildly, her body writhing maniacally on the bed. She came hard, her voice deep and guttural to her ears. Tears spilled from her eyes, her body no longer feeling like her own. Even as she slid her fingers back inside her pussy, Angela’s mind was trying to escape. 
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CHAPTER FOUR
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CARLA SAT SLUMPED OVER her desk, but suddenly a scent reached her and she snapped to attention. She sat up straight, her nose tipped upward. She heard the murmurs, and then the harsh tapping of heels against the linoleum floor. She scented her. Even beyond her vision, Carla knew who had just entered the building. She stood slowly, smoothing her hands down the front of her skirt, pressing the hem to her knees. Her nipples twisted with desire, the sensitive buds seeming to light with life upon scent alone. Carla tried to capture sight of the woman, but she was surrounded as she moved through the room. Heat rose in her cheeks, knowing what was just beyond the crowd of onlookers. And then they parted, and she stood there on her own. Magnificent in her transformation, her amber eyes were locked straight on Carla’s. Carla could feel her pussy tingle from just her gaze, her demon eyes seeming to seek out her very thoughts. 

“Good morning, Carla,” she purred. 

Carla opened her mouth to speak but no words were formed. She ran her tongue over her lips, trying to moisten her skin. A heavy breath of air left her lungs, yet no words were brought forth. 

“It seems as if you’ve been expecting me,” Angela said.

Angela moved so swiftly to her side that it appeared as if she glided across the floor. Her spiked heels now brought her to eye level with Carla, and her eyes penetrated hers so deeply she was afraid to look away. 

“Hhhiii,” Carla breathed out. She gripped at the hem of her skirt, her body telling her to rip it over her thighs and bend over, while her mind tried to control her perverse actions. Sex seemed to ooze off Angela like a palpable being trying to wrap Carla in its embrace. Her knuckles went white she tried so hard to resist pulling her clothes from her body. 

Without another word, Angela sauntered away from her, her full hips swaying in her tight black skirt. Carla noticed a small bulge at the top of her skirt, the nub seeming to pulse beneath her tight clothing. Her pussy throbbed even harder, and she sunk quickly down into her office chair. I should have stayed home today, she thought. She squeezed her thighs together, her knees grating together under the pressure. She shook her head, her dark hair falling around her face. She pressed her body tight against her desk, determined to get through the workday and ignore the sensations coursing through her body.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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ANGELA SQUIRMED IN her seat. Her tailbone ached and her pussy seemed to weep with moisture. She’d seen the way her coworkers had looked at her this morning, how they’d flocked to her when she’d entered the building. She knew the changes she felt in herself were more than her imagination. She’d spent most of the night trying to satisfy an aching desire within her core that never seemed to be satiated. Her eyes flickered around the room; she sensed their eyes on her. Her nose twitched, smelling them. The musky scent of the men mixed with the sweet, delicate scent of the women. Angela’s chest swirled with a lustful need. 

She wanted them all. 

She bolted to her feet. Her chair pushed back, bouncing into the divider behind her. “Angela?” asked Brent from behind her. “Are you okay?” The older man seemed concerned with her behavior, but she could scent the other thoughts on his mind. And then she wondered what he looked like while fucking his wife. Her cheeks heated with a burning flame and she hurried down the hallway and toward the staff bathroom. Her heels clicked loudly on the polished floor, each step echoing her departure out behind her. 

She hurried into the bathroom, pushing open the stall doors and then hurrying back to lock the main door behind her. She was alone. Angela gripped onto the nearest sink, her amber eyes glowing against the harsh light. The bright ring in her eyes seemed to have spread even wider since she left the house this morning. Her breasts heaved as she panted out heavy breaths. 

She was different. 

All of her was different. 

She couldn’t stop the thoughts swirling around inside her head. Her mind was filled with darkness. Deep, wicked thoughts. Bursting flames. And writhing, naked bodies. She squeezed her eyes tight, the images swirling through her mind so depraved and filthy that she wondered where her mind had captured them from. Her pussy throbbed so hard it ached. All the writhing bodies should have disgusted her, but instead, it lit a fire within her that she never knew was there. 

A rap on the door. 

Angela squeezed her eyes tighter. Go away.

The knock sounded louder, and then someone tried pulling open the locked door. It rattled relentlessly on its hinges.

“Go away!” Angela’s voice rang out deep and dark. She pressed her hands to her lips, surprised at the malevolent sound that had erupted from her throat. 

“Go away,” she sobbed, but she sensed whoever had been outside the door had already departed. The moisture between her legs increased as she wept, the warm slickness begging her to consume—consume what she didn’t yet know. But like an unsatiated appetite, Angela’s body begged to be filled. Fiery flames seemed to leap from her eyes as she opened them. She stared at her reflection in the mirror, no longer recognizing the meek and mild woman she once was. She felt powerful, not only in her body, but in her mind. 

She felt ready to conquer them all. 
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CHAPTER SIX
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AS DARKNESS BEGAN TO fall outside the office windows. the remaining staff slowly left the building, the cold winter night slowing their desire to exit the warmth of the building. The main overhead lights flickered off, and for a moment there was absolute darkness save for the amber glow emanating from Angela’s eyes. She turned her head, catching Carla watching her from the corner. The woman cowered at the sight of her glowing eyes, but instead of fear, Angela saw awe upon her face. 

Her boss had asked Angela to stay late due to a computer problem, and as the generator lights flickered on, Angela rose from her seat. Rising to her full height, a thick, muscular tail unfurled from beneath her suitcoat. She’d been trying to hide its growth, but now, she was ready to be seen. 

Angela moved toward the glass doors of her boss’s office. Angela was drawn to him and his carnal scent. Her mind tried to resist, but her new body overruled her. Her limbs had become more muscular as the day passed, her short skirt becoming even shorter as it rode up to accommodate her powerful thighs. Her tail swayed behind her, the thick phallus acting as another appendage. It floated up next to Angela, and she lovingly ran her fingers down the slick skin. A purr seemed to leave her lips, the bud of the tail swollen and sensitive to the touch. 

She rapped her fingers upon her boss’s glass door, the sound crisp and sharp on the silent floor. The darkness inside of her rose. Like new blood coursing through her veins, she felt renewed, energized. Yet hungry. Something in her mind flickered. The old Angela, trying to get through to her changed form. Her mind was desperate, unable to control her actions, yet knowing what she was about to do. 

A smile lit her devilish lips as she caught sight of Jeremy sitting behind his desk. His tie was loosened, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar, showing off the strong lines of the base of his neck. A soft rumbled left Angela’s lips, and her boss’s eyes flew to her face. In the dim light of the office, her eyes glowed. And when Jeremy sensed her true form, fear entered his eyes. 

“Angela?” he questioned confusedly. 

“Yes?” she purred. The wetness between her legs warmed her core, the aching desire within her growing as she drew closer to him. Over the scent of his cologne, Angela scented his fear. But even more than that, she smelled his yearning. His eyes drew down to her chest, to her swollen breasts that begged to be let free from their confines. 

“You’re—you’re different…”

His eyes were locked onto her swollen breasts, and her nipples twisted as she sensed he fucked her titties in his mind. 

No…

Angela could hear the voice inside her head. Someone. Somewhere. Deep inside of her, resisted what was about to come. Like a lycan resisting its change into a wolf, somewhere inside the demoness, the old Angela resisted. 

As if to prove the demoness was the one in control now, her hand slid down her front, flicking the button of her blouse free from her shirt, and revealing the heaving cleavage of her swollen breasts. 

“It seems…” Angela said slowly, deliberately, “that I need to feed.”

Her boss stood quickly, scuttling back from her even as his cock throbbed beneath his trousers.

Her tail flicked upward, writhing next to her like a cobra eyeing its prey. Her boss’s eyes flickered from her face to her tail, and then back again. He pressed himself against the wall, his chest heaving with breath. Angela moved to him. Her bright eyes glowed against the skin of his face, and in the time the lights flickered off and then relit, she was upon him. Her warm fingers slid up his taut abdomen. As their skin connected, her body seemed to heat, fire and desire bubbling up from within her. She needed to take him like she needed food to live. Without his essence, she would die. 

“Angela, I—” Her tail slid up his front, popping buttons off his shirt as it made its way to his throat. He moaned as her hands slid over his erection, squeezing his bulge beneath his pants. His heart hammered with a heavy pulse, the rhythm of his heart sending shockwaves of pleasure through her sensitive tail. She pulled her plump lip between her teeth, biting it until it pained. 

The pain made her feel alive. 

For the first time, she felt powerful, in control. No longer the shrinking violet. No longer the girl who smiled sweetly and got ignored. She had her boss’s attention now. And she also had his cock gripped in her hand. She steered him away from the wall, leading him by his cock. She pushed backward and he flopped down on top of his desk. 

“Tell me,” she purred, “tell me you want me.”

His body trembled in awe over her power. She knew he could not resist her. 

She pressed her lips against his own, her warm breath sucking the cool air from his lungs. He gasped as his life started to leave him, and then, Angela pulled away from him and allowed him to suck in a fresh breath of air. 

“Do I have your attention now?” she asked him. 

He nodded his head dumbly, his eyes never leaving her own. He reached for her, but the tips of his fingers singed as he touched her skin. “I’m yours,” he said, his eyes widening in awe and reverence over her power. “Do with me what you will.”

Angela reached for him, yet at that moment the voice inside of her pushed forward, trying to resist. I am not the darkness. But as her pussy wept with a heated desire, her fingers slid up her thighs, lifting her skirt, and exposing her throbbing pussy. The mounds of her cunt were full and swollen, her desire evident as she slid her fingers inside her panties. Jeremy stared down at her throbbing cunt, his own sex throbbing as he watched her pleasure herself. A burst of fire lit through her abdomen and Angela let out a deep, guttural groan as she pinched her clit between her fingers. She allowed her boss to watch her cum, slapping his hands away as he tried to touch her. 

“No,” she chastised. “It’s not your turn yet.”

Angela heard a creak come from the hall, and for a moment, she froze, wondering if they weren’t the only ones left in the building. The lights flickered then, the generator seeming to fight for power within the heavy gusts of wind outside. She turned back to her boss, a wicked grin on her lips. 

“So…” she purred. “Do I fuck you, or do I let you fuck me?”

Her eyes slid downward, her lip curling as she discovered him stroking his cock overtop of his pants. His need for her was building by the moment, his body trembling beneath her watchful gaze. 

“Would you like to put your cock inside of me?” she asked. 

“Please,” he begged. “Please.”

Angela slowly moved to his desk, bending over so that her ass was in the air and her swollen breasts rested upon the flat surface. “Fuck me before I change my mind,” she told him. 

He jumped down off his desk, unzipping and dropping his pants to his knees as he moved. He pushed her thick tail upward, his hands stroking against the thick shaft as he held it aside. The soft folds of her center were now exposed to him, and he gripped his cock, pushing it roughly into her wet folds. 

“Harder,” she growled when he hadn’t yet penetrated her. With one heavy push, his fat cock spread the lips of her pussy and entered her core. He collapsed down onto her back with a heavy moan when her pussy clamped down on his swollen cock. He gripped onto the base of her tail—the sensation was what she’d imagined it to be like to have a cock of her own. She hummed with pleasure as he stroked her tail while slamming his cock in and out of her. His hips slapped into her ass, the sound echoing through the office. He continued to pleasure her as visions of draining him of his life and filling herself with power swirled through her mind.

Bodies in flames, writhing in pleasure. Massive orgies. Gasps of pleasure. The visions swam through her mind, corrupting the innocence that she once held on to. Her body vibrated with pleasure as her boss continued to fuck her from behind. He stroked her thick tail, the long phallus like another clit, overly sensitive and erotic as he slammed into her one last time, his thick warm juices filling her core. As his life force entered her, a swirling heat entered her abdomen, and she came hard on his cock, her voice loud and full of malevolence as she screamed out in pleasure. While she should have been sated, her body begged for more. The man behind her was spent. Spent from his sex juices spewing into her body and spent from the life force she drained from him. His cock slid from her center, pulling hot semen from her center and sending it dripping down her thighs. 

Her body throbbed. 

She needed more. 

Like getting the taste of a forbidden fruit, she was desperate for more. The man collapsed down into his desk chair, his cock flaccid and his face pale. His lips were curled into a perverse smile. Angela trailed a sharp nail up the side of his cheek before she walked from the room. 

Her eyes flickered to the other side of the room as she entered the main area of the floor. A small flash of movement had caught her eye, but now there was nothing. She tipped her nose upward. The scent of fear. The scent of a moist cunt. The sensations swirled around her.  

“Come out. Come out. Wherever you are.” Her voice was husky with the aftermath of sex, thick and melodic. 

As if she responded automatically to her calling, Carla stood from behind the divider. 

“Carla,” she purred. “I thought I smelled you.”

“Ahn— Angela,” she stammered. Her eyes caught sight of the tail that slid out from behind Angela’s back. Her eyes widened in fear. 

“Was it you?” Angela asked. 

“I’m—” All words caught in Carla’s throat, her hand gliding up her neck like she physically felt her voice caught within. Her breasts heaved on her chest, her breath coming out so heavily that Angela could hear her breathing from across the room. 

Angela’s lip curled. “I thought so.”

She moved across the room, and as if a moth to a flame, Carla moved out from behind the cubicle divider, coming to meet Angela in the middle of the room. 

“I’m sorry,” she gasped, as Angela’s lithe fingers wrapped her throat. 

“Aww, that’s so sweet. But it’s not enough.”

Her tongue ran across the line of Carla’s jaw, the warm muscle now hard and pointed. Carla’s body trembled beneath her touch. Angela could smell her desire. Even in her fear, she was desperate for Angela to touch her. 

“I think you should be punished,” Angela said. Carla’s pulse quickened in her neck and Angela reached forward, enjoying the frantic rhythm of her pulse. “Why?” Angela asked. “Why do you hate me so?”

Tears dripped from the corners of Carla’s eyes, the fear of her moment of reckoning streaking her pale cheeks a vivid red. 

“You hold the powers to transform?” Angela asked this as a question, but she knew, she knew what powers Carla held.

Carla nodded her head, her thick black liner now streaking down the sides of her face. 

“Good,” said Angela. Her voice was deep and husky, sending another wave of desire coursing through Carla’s body. Her nipples were hard buds, their form pushing out from her tight sweater. And Angela could smell her cunt, the sweet smell of her desire. “You will make an excellent addition to my legion. We will have the power to rule them all.”

Carla melted down against Angela’s chest, her body trembling as Angela wrapped her arms around her back. Angela teased Carla’s tight sweater upward until she revealed the girl’s heaving breasts. “Delicious,” she purred, licking her lips. Her head dipped down, biting softly into the light fabric of her bra, teasing at her pert nipple. Carla gasped when Angela caught her nipple between her teeth. Her legs trembled as Angela continued to tease the bud in her mouth. 

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Take me. Punish me. Take me for one of your own.”

Angela effortlessly scooped the girl from the floor. Angela pressed her face down in between her breasts as Carla wrapped her legs around her back. Carla’s head dropped back, pushing her breasts forward, tighter against Angela’s face. Angela’s slick tongue slid out from between her lips, the warm muscle sliding against Carla’s cool skin, dipping down into her cleavage. She moaned, writhing against Angela’s body as she pulled the cups of her bra down, her heavy breasts falling free, exposed to the cool air of the room. Her nipples were hard and pointed, and Angela immediately sucked one between her full lips. Carla stroked against her in unbridled lustfulness, her pussy wet and dripping with desire. Angela slid a hand up the girl’s skirt, sliding a finger beneath her panties, and teasing at her wet center. With her nipple still in her mouth, she teased Carla to orgasm, her fingers flickering across the girl’s sensitive clit as she screamed out in ecstasy. 

“Punish me more,” she begged through panted breaths. “Please. Punish me more.”

Angela moved to the closest desk, sweeping the computer and all papers aside. She dropped Carla down on her naked bottom. She eyed the girl carefully. Something inside her told her it was wrong, that there was still the good girl inside. But then her eyes slid down to the girl’s naked breasts, her nipples pink and moist from Angela’s sucking. She pushed the girl backward, sending her flat on her back against the desk. Her legs fell open, revealing her soft, pink center. Her pussy was moist, bright pink with the blood plumping her mounds with heated desire. 

Carla’s hand slid down between her legs, her fingers rubbing and teasing against the plump folds of her pussy. She ground against her hand lustfully, her desire for Angela left unsated. “Please,” she begged again. “Fuck me. Make me a part of your legion. I want to feel the demon power that you possess.”

“As you wish.” 

Angela’s tail curled up from behind her, the plump, sensitive end hooked and pulsing. Carla gripped onto her breasts, squeezing them together, pinching her nipples until they burst with color. Her thighs spread wider, her knees falling open wide, revealing her lustful center. “Please,” she begged again. 

Angela moved in between her legs, and Carla gripped her thighs, spreading them wide to accommodate her. Her body trembled in anticipation. She would fill Carla, and then her powers would grow. 

Her tail slipped up her body, lovingly caressing her arm before it slid forward, gliding across Carla’s soft stomach. Carla’s head fell back, her back arching as the tail slid across her breasts. It swirled over the hard buds of Carla’s nipples and Angela moaned as the tender nubs teased across the sensitive head of her tail. 

Angela slid her hand down in between her legs, her skirt still hiked high after letting her boss fuck her. For a moment she wondered if he was recovering in the office, but then all her thoughts were back on Carla and the life force she was about to give to her. Slowly Angela teased down Carla’s body. She squirmed upon the desk, desperate to be taken by the demon within Angela. 

The curved hook of her tail teased against Carla’s clit, causing a gasp to fall from the girl’s lips. She stroked the sensitive bud as her hand teased her own clit. She continued to pleasure both of them until she couldn’t stand it any longer. With a slow pressure, she stretched Carla’s cunt around the swollen head of her tail, pushing against her tight folds until they gave way and she entered her. Angela stroked at her own pussy wildly, her body quickly cumming as she simultaneously fucked Carla. With a piercing scream, Carla came on her tail, her pussy clamping onto the muscular phallus. Angela came again with the pressure of Carla’s cunt on her tail, the phallus as sensitive as a cock as she continued to stroke in and out of her. The heavy hook of the end pressed heavily inside of Carla’s pussy, stretching her center around the thick shaft. Thick, heavy juices slid from Carla’s pussy, slickening Angela’s phallus even more. She pressed into her, seeding deeper inside the desperate woman. With each penetrating stroke, she felt the power within her grow. She felt the flames of hell and the wickedness of those who had come before her. She would seed Carla. Punish her for her betrayal. And transform her into one of hell’s demons. 

She thrust in her again and the heavy wave of a pending orgasm rose within her. She pressed her body forward, her clit rubbing against the writhing phallus of her tail. She stroked wildly, the power within her sending fiery lights flashing from her eyes, their glare causing Carla to close her eyes against their magnificence. As Angela stroked against the slick phallus, Carla screamed out again, and as her cunt clamped onto Angela’s tail, another orgasm slammed through Angela’s body, sending her head backward, and shockwaves of pleasure coursed through her. The women pulsated as if one being, rhythmic pulsations of pleasure continuing to ripple through their bodies. 

And then finally, after time had passed, the essence of life dimmed in Carla’s body, and she went still. Angela slid her slick phallus from Carla’s body, unwilling to completely drain the woman into oblivion. She’d been punished well enough. As the color drained from Carla’s face, Angela pulled the girl’s sweater back down over her full breasts and tugged her skirt down around her hips. Juices wept from the girl’s spent pussy, but Angela couldn’t find her discarded panties. She wiggled her own skirt down her hips and pushed her hair back from her face. Her full red lips curled into a devilish smile as she effortlessly grabbed the unconscious girl from the table and cradled her in her arms. 

Angela knew when the girl woke, she’d start to gain her new powers. Angela wanted to keep a close watch over her. She felt something akin to a soft affection for the one who had changed her, and she didn’t plan on leaving her out of her sight.

Angela carried Carla down the hall, and out through the front door and into the blustery night. Strong winds and thick balls of snow fell around them, but Angela didn’t feel the cold. Darkness surrounded them, but as a solitary car made its way slowly down the road, Angela dipped her head down, hiding her glowing eyes. She turned right, heading up the sidewalk toward her home. The girl trembled in her arms, and she pulled her to her chest, the warmth of her body protecting her from the cold. Soon she would change. Angela’s power would consume her. And they would rule together as one.
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*PREVIEW* MIND MELD
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BYRON’S LIFE HAS ALWAYS been filled with a side of weird, especially with his father being a scientist. But when he discovers that his father is testing a mind-meld experiment, he finds himself stuck right in the middle of it, when his best friend, Alison, begs him to meld his mind with hers so he can help her out on her first date with the hunky football captain. As their minds become one, Byron feels like he’s losing control inside his sexy friend’s body. And then with one look at the muscled, naked jock standing before them, he may never leave Alison’s body again. 

Mind-Meld is a body possession story with a male-mind into female-body transformation. As he’s mind-melded in Alison’s body, there is M/F explicit play. Mature audiences only.  
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CHAPTER ONE
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“I’M GOING TO DIE,” sobbed Alison. “I’m literally going to die.” Her breath heaved in her chest, her body trembling from nerves. 

Byron ran his hand up and down the inconsolable girl’s back, trying to stave off a complete meltdown. “This is a good thing,” he soothed. “Remember, you wanted to move on from that asshole Kensley and start dating again?”

She tipped her head upward, her eyes glistening with tears. “I didn’t think it’d be the football captain that asked me out though!” Her voice squealed out and she blinked her lashes rapidly, trying to quell the rising fervor of her emotions. “I can’t do it,” she said. “I’ve only had one boyfriend, ever.”

“One sucky boyfriend,” Byron grumbled under his breath. 

“I don’t know what to do. I have no idea what to do!”

“He’s just a guy, Ali. A normal guy that isn’t any different from me. And you’re with me every day.”

“That’s different,” Alison whined. “I’ve known you since I was seven. You’re practically my twin. I know everything about you. Just like you know everything about me. That’s it!” she suddenly exclaimed. “You need to get to know Josh. Infiltrate the football team.”

Byron blinked his eyes open wide, wondering if his best friend had finally lost her mind. As much as he’d love to be forced to spend time with a bunch of sexy football players, he didn’t think that was the best option for making sure Alison’s date went well. Hell, if Alison wasn’t careful, he’d steal Josh for himself. Not that he’d do that to her, but he was the sexiest guy he’d ever seen in real life. Byron had never been with a guy before, but somewhere around the start of senior year, he’d felt a tingle or two inside of him when somebody tall and muscular walked by. He thought it was just hormones causing him to not think straight, but from the way his cock now tingled after talking about Josh Renbright, he was worried it was more than that. 

“Well?” questioned Alison. “Will you do that for me?”

“Ali, honey, you know I’d do anything for you, but I don’t think playing BFF to Josh is going to make your date go any better.”

“You’re right.” Alison dropped her head down into her hands, her blonde hair falling over her face. “It’s hopeless. It wouldn’t matter how much you learned about him; once I saw him in person, I’d forget everything and act like a complete fool.” She sighed dramatically and Byron patted her on her head. He wanted to argue with her that she’d do just fine, but he had witnessed her abysmal performance in their elementary school play. She’d forgotten every single one of her lines that they’d studied all month. She cried right in front of the entire audience and even though she’d only been eight, the memory still sat at the forefront of her mind. Byron wished he could erase it for her. The last thing he wanted her to have was another experience like that. He could tell from the panic on her face that she’d cancel her date with Josh before the week was up. She wouldn’t risk making a fool of herself. 

“We’ll think of something,” Josh soothed, as he ran his hand in circles upon her back. “Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of everything.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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BYRON WOKE WITH A START. He lay motionless in his bed, wondering if he’d been woken from a sound in the house or from something in his dream. He’d been dreaming about Alison and the second grade. They both stood on stage—the bright spotlight blasting into their eyes—and the entire audience laughed at them. Even his own sister pointed and laughed, something he knew she’d never do in real life.

A boom echoed through the house. Byron sat upright, the sound no longer striking fear in his chest now that he was awake. He knew it was a percussion from his father’s nuclear diatron machine. He’d been obsessed with his new experiment all week. And actually, Byron couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen his father this week. 

He slid out of bed, slipping on a pair of shorts and heading down to the kitchen. He stared at the clock on the microwave, realizing that somehow he’d slept until eleven o’clock. He’d stayed up way too late consoling Alison last night. Before he finally left, he instructed her to not make any rash decisions about her date with Josh, and to give him the weekend to try to come up with a plan. 

Byron slipped out the kitchen door, two plates piled high with sandwiches and chips. With his dad focused on his newest project in the lab, he couldn’t be sure that he’d even bothered to come inside to eat. 

Byron knocked quietly on the shed door. He didn’t receive a response, so he knocked louder. He grumbled, quite certain his father was just too caught up in his work to hear him knocking. Carefully stacking one plate upon the other, Byron shuffled his way into his father’s lab. 

“Quick!” He heard his father’s voice but didn’t see him. “Shut the door or I’ll try to escape!”

Byron had no idea what his father was talking about, but he quickly pulled the door to the shed closed. “Dad?” he asked, calling out into the small space. 

An orange tabby cat jumped up onto the countertop, startling Byron and almost causing him to drop the plates of food. 

“Shoo,” Byron admonished as the cat tried to get a taste of the tuna fish sandwich he’d made for his father. 

“No, it’s me,” the cat said. 

Byron pinched his lips between his teeth, determined not to squeal, but even behind his closed mouth, a high-pitched wail left his throat. 

The cat sat down on the counter, silently observing Byron. Then his eyes turned toward the sandwiches, his tail swishing back and forth. Byron slowly pushed one of the plates toward the cat, and it leaped forward, voraciously devouring its meal. 

“Thank you,” it mumbled in his father’s voice. Half the sandwich was already gone, and now the cat swatted at the other half, knocking the bread aside, and devouring the meaty insides. “I haven’t eaten in three days,” he said between mouthfuls. “Couldn’t figure out how to work the doorknob with my paws.”

Byron’s body seemed to tremble with some sort of electrical sensation coming from the nuclear diatron machine. It was oddly pleasant. “I know I may regret asking this,” Byron said, “by why is it that you’re a cat?”

Byron reached toward the orange tabby and its ears twitched, before hissing and swatting at his hands. One of its claws caught Byron’s skin, and he pulled his hand back, bleeding.

“You’re going to want to wash that well,” his father the cat said. 

“You shouldn’t have scratched me then!” exclaimed Byron.

“That wasn’t me. That was the cat.”

Byron set his plate down on the countertop, slouching down onto a stool. He rubbed his hands across his forehead, trying to make sense of anything coming out of the cat’s mouth. 

“Ah,” his father said, noticing his confusion. “I’m not fully cat, and I’m not fully me. We’re mind-melded if you will.” He chuckled to himself, the sight odd as the orange tabby opened its mouth in laughter. “Cats are quite an unpredictable species.”

The cat shifted on the countertop and stretched its back leg up to scratch at his ear. Byron waited in silence, wondering if it was his father who had an itch or the cat. And then the cat began bathing itself, completely ignoring Byron’s presence. Byron turned from the cat as it decided to wash its nether regions, feeling as if he’d never quite look at his father the same again. While the cat continued to bathe, Byron nibbled on his sandwich, assuming that at some point, his father would resume their conversation. 

“Ah, yes,” his father said, spitting a chunk of fur from his lips. “My feline counterpart seems quite obsessed with the act of bathing.” His father flicked his tongue in disgust. “Quite an odd pastime.” 

“Dad,” Byron huffed out. “Could you please tell me why it is that you’re inside a cat?” Byron looked around the room, uncertain. “And where’s your body? Is it… gone?” His heart suddenly thudded in his chest, not at the thought that his dad had melded his mind with a cat, but that there was a possibility his father would forever be a cat and never return to his human body.

“In the closet.”

“Huh?” Byron asked. 

“My body. It’s in the closet,” said the cat.

Byron stood slowly, fear coursing through his body as he walked toward the small closet in the corner of the room. 

“Careful,” the cat called out as Byron’s hand rested upon the handle.

Byron slowly opened the door. And there, face slacken, propped up in the corner, was his father’s body. “Shit,” Byron muttered. It was horribly weird seeing his father’s body so lifeless. If he’d come across his body before hearing his father’s voice come from the cat, he’d have thought his father was dead. He slowly reached forward, but then decided touching his father’s lifeless body would be too creepy to handle.

Byron turned to his cat-dad. “Do I need to do anything to keep it viable? Like water it or some shit?”

The cat shook his head, then took a moment to scratch at its ear. Byron thought that maybe he’d need to check to make sure he didn’t have fleas. He squeezed his eyes shut, then opened them. Nope, his father was still a cat. He sighed heavily. “I wish you’d have told me you were going to do this, Dad. I could have come in here and found your body and thought that you’d died.” 

“I’m planning on reusing that body,” his father said. “Please don’t dispose of it.”

“I’m—” Byron shook his head. “I won’t, Dad.” Byron wrinkled his nose as he looked around his father’s lab. “Do you need anything? How long are you planning on being a cat?”

“Just for the week,” his father said. “Could you get me some cat stuff at the store?”

“Yeah,” Byron said. “I’ll go get you some stuff.”

His cat-dad suddenly flopped over, scratching wildly at his neck. “I think I have fleas.”

“Yeah,” Byron said, morosely. “I’ll get you something for that too.”

Byron collected the empty plates, careful to pull the door tight behind him so that his father didn’t escape the shed. “My life is so fucked up,” he muttered to himself as he reentered the house. He’d been hoping to talk to his dad about what he could do to help Alison. His father was always so logical, and while Alison was all emotion, it was nice to have an outside opinion on things. He didn’t figure the cat would have any logical love advice though. 

After showering and readying for the day, he would call up Alison, figuring a trip to the pet store would distract her mind from her worries, at least for a little bit. 
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Purchase Mind Meld HERE:   https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09Z8J9PCS
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FIND ALL OF RAVEN RENGUARD’S transformation stories on her Amazon Author Page. Follow to be updated every time there’s a new release. 

https://www.amazon.com/author/raven_renguard
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