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Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers
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EMPATHY’S CURSE I: A PALADIN FALLS
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!




One
Maroc strode down the final passage to the demon lord’s chambers, bold and confident. There was only one door now between him and his mighty foe, and he was sure that their death would earn him his goddess’s favour.
He pulled his log, his mystical artefact of class and quest information, out from his pouch and glanced at it. Maroc, male paladin, level fifty-six. He grinned. He was the mightiest of the goddess’s chosen, a paladin without equal, his list of skills and traits immense. On his list of assigned tasks there was only one, Slay the demon lord Azine. Maroc slipped his log back into his pouch, still smiling, and continued on towards the final door.
It had been an arduous journey, and the castle has been full of a multitude of foul beasts and demons, many small and worthless, but more than a few providing a fair challenge to his might. Maroc was exhausted but resolved, his shining blade still glowing with mystical fire, his armour, though smeared with the blood of his fallen foes, still gleaming—plates of engraved metal strapped over his tall, muscular frame. He wore no helm, his flaxen hair free, falling to his chin to frame his handsome face, his strong jaw, chiselled features, his stern brow and bright green eyes.
Maroc laughed, quietly, eager and glad. The demon lord Azine, finally, was trapped. Slaying them would deal a mighty blow to the mongrel races, the demons and beasts that had plagued the land for centuries, held at bay only by the might of the goddess’s paladins, the chosen warriors tasked with slaying the accursed creatures in Her name.
The mongrel races were fewer now, harried and desperate, cruel and cunning, and it was in large part due to Maroc’s wit and strength, his resolve to see the goddess’s will carried out, the lands cleansed with blood to ensure that humans could live in peace, undisturbed by the foul brutalities of the vile creatures. With the demon lord Azine dealt with, the last stronghold of the mongrel races would be broken, and it would be simply a matter of picking off the last few survivors before the lands were free. Surely the goddess would bless him for this, as she had blessed him before for his victories. He was Her chosen, pure of heart and body, devoted to Her, Her mighty paladin.
Maroc set his resolve. He thought of all he had sacrificed, a life devoted to war and death in Her name, all he had done, the countless thousands he had slain, and he knew that he would not now be beaten. There had been no time for love or laughter, no time for frivolous pleasures or friends. His path was clear, as it had always been. His life was devoted to the cause, to cleanse the lands, to purify them, to bring peace and harmony in the goddess’s name. There was no room for doubt, failure was impossible.
He tightened his grip on his sword, the goddess’s blade, mighty and imbued with holy magics, and rose up to his full height, tall amongst even the tallest of men, his muscular arms taught, barrel chest thundering with the steady drumming of his heart. Maroc lifted his foot, his armoured boot, and kicked hard at the door, shattering it from its hinges. He marched confidently into the demon lord Azine’s chambers for the final confrontation.
 

“Ah, you’ve arrived, finally. I was beginning to think you’d never show.”
The voice was soft and sweet, calm and sure, no trace of the fear or terror Maroc was used to hearing. Maroc was not about to let some cheap trick or deception keep him from his victory, however, nor was he about to let the demon lord Azine talk their way out of their long-overdue death.
“I know you are here Azine. Your guards confessed all before I put them out of their misery. You are trapped, with nowhere to run. If you surrender now I will make your death quick and painless. The goddess is not without mercy.”
Maroc’s voice boomed, reverberating around the small chambers, brash and confident. He smiled as he looked around, searching for sign of the legendary demon lord.
Azine. For centuries the name had inspired terror. A powerful and cunning opponent to the goddess’s will, they were feared and adored by the mongrel races, and though numerous paladins had sought them out, none had returned. They were a mystery, even now, with the mongrel races almost driven to extinction, their powers and form unknown. This did not trouble Maroc. He would overcome any foe, in the goddess’s name.
“You are every bit as fearsome and impressive as I have heard. That bitch always did know how to choose a champion though, but still, I think you might be her finest yet. No wonder my people have suffered so.”
Azine’s voice was silk and honey, a quiet whisper that seemed to come from all directions at once. Maroc stood with his back to the door, barely inside the chambers, and searched for sign of its source. He had expected a torture chamber, or a magical workshop, perhaps even a throne of human skulls, but instead he was faced with… what looked to be a lady’s bed chambers—just the thought made Maroc blush.
There was a simple table, laden with books and trinkets, artefacts of power, and a large sofa, but it was the bed that drew Maroc’s eye, massive and plush, dark red sheets and curtains, satin and velvet and silk, numerous pillows and cushions. Around it many candles flickered, red wax, the scent of musk and exotic blossoms filling the room, stirring and enticing. Clearly Azine was a demon unlike any Maroc had faced before
“Why don’t you come closer so I can take a look at you, see just what a handsome man my would-be executioner is.” Azine whispered.
“Just show yourself. Hiding will do you no good. Your tricks serve only to annoy me.” Maroc said.
There was laughter, a soft, charming chuckle. The candle flames flickered and the curtains around the bed billowed, though there was no breeze.
“As you wish, champion.”
The sheets on the bed stirred. A figure emerged, far smaller than the other demon lords Maroc had faced, shorter and thinner. Azine slipped out from the covers and stepped out from the curtains and Maroc froze, suddenly pale, heart racing.
“Is something wrong, champion.” Azine said—voice soft, sweet, charming, confident.
Azine smiled, stood brazen in front of Maroc, a demoness. She stood dressed in a thin black slip that clung to her body, her full-figured curves—the swell of her breasts, her narrow waspish waist, her wide hips. She was barefoot, yet still, she was only slightly shorter than Maroc. Her slip was short, exposing her long legs, a scant glimpse of the round fullness of her ass, and low cut, the front dipping down to her taut belly, flashing her impressive cleavage, the pert tear-drops of her breasts.
Maroc had expected some hulking beast-man, all fury and might, or perhaps a mighty sorcerer, like the other demon lords he had faced. This though, this… woman, this demoness, this demon queen, was new. He shook his head.
“You are Azine?” Maroc said.
Azine smiled, nodded. She was beautiful, her face heart-shaped with long black hair, full lips and sharp cheeks, on her forehead two large horns—Maroc did not doubt it was her but still he struggled. She had the dark skin of her kind, a deep red that was almost black, with shining red eyes, black nails that were almost like claws. Behind her, poking out from her slip, her pointed tail swayed, almost mesmerizing, its movements lazy, calm and confident.
“I am the demon queen of legend, yes. You were perhaps expecting some monstrous brute?”
Azine’s voice was like a song, charming and soothing. Hearing her confirm her identity was all Maroc needed. She might be a beautiful, perhaps even charming woman, but she was still a demon, a demoness, a mighty champion of the mongrel races. It was Maroc’s duty to slay her.
“I was, but it matters not what form you take. I will still strike you down. For the goddess!”
Before Azine could react Maroc stepped forward, raising his sword, ready to strike the killing blow. He closed the distance between them, his grip on the hilt tight and… he froze.
A trap. Flustered by the appearance of a beautiful woman where he had expected a monster he had made a foolish, novice mistake, and now he would pay for it.
Azine laughed, the sound pretty, dazzling, alluring. She shook her head, stepped towards Maroc who was now fixed in place, a living statue. As Azine moved her hips swayed, her breasts bouncing, ass wiggling. Her scent was a rich musk that made Maroc’s head spin.
“I think not, champion. In fact, I think perhaps we should talk. I have a little surprise in store for you. One I think we might both enjoy.”
Azine leaned in, close, pressing her breast against Maroc’s arm, soft and warm. She pressed her pillowy lips to his, sweet and full and wet, and kissed him.
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“Wake up champion. We have a lot to do and I really, really want to begin.”
The voice called to Maroc, rousing him from slumber, pleasant dreams that he could not remember, his body warm, a pleasant buzz. He moved as though to roll over and found he could not. Maroc struggled but was held in place, upright, his wrists and ankles bound. He woke with a start, a rush of panic as he remembered where he was, what had happened.
“Easy now, I don’t want you hurting yourself.” Azine’s voice was soothing, calming.
Maroc found himself ceasing his struggle against his will. He opened his eyes and saw Azine stood in front of him, smiling. She was dressed now, a long elegant black gown that hugged her ample curves, low cut to expose ample red flesh, her large, round breasts, with two long slits on either side of the skirt to expose her long, curvy legs. She was in heels now, black to match her dress, and she stood taller than Maroc. She strutted around Maroc, grinning at her captive, her hips rolling, ass wiggling, behind her tail swayed from side to side, her red eyes gleaming with mischief and delight. The scent of her stirred something in Maroc, so that even her horns and pointed tail seemed… attractive.
“Either release me or kill me demon, but know others will come for you. You will never win. We have the goddess on our side and you and your mongrel allies will all vanish from the face of this land.”
Azine stopped, stood in front of Maroc. Her smile wilted and she looked for a moment almost sad. She shook her head.
“Always killing with you champions, always war and conquest and death. And that word… mongrel. You say it with such venom and hate.” Azine said.
Maroc glared at his enemy. He tested his bonds but they did not shift, crafted of metal and magic, he knew that even with his strength he could not break them. He was at least still in his armour, so he was not completely defenceless or at Azine’s mercy, the seals binding it to him too powerful to be easily overcome, and he saw across the room his holy sword. If only…
“You know, once, many, many years ago, this land was peaceful and happy.” Azine said. “Does that surprise you?”
Maroc laughed, mocking.
“Perhaps before your kind came it was, but there can be no peace as long as you taint this fair land.”
Azine sighed, shook her head. She looked almost disappointed, almost hurt, but still, she was undeniably beautiful, her features radiant, her body brazen, the aura around her one of power and confidence and command yet, still, full of charm and grace.
“No. Not before my kind as you put it. Once we all lived in peace. There were no mongrel races then. No hate, no war. It was a different way of life, of course, but there was peace.”
“You lie. There can be no peace as long as your kind harass us, but the goddess gives us strength. We will defeat you. All of you.”
Azine took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh. She shook her head again, her smile brightening once more, radiant and dazzling. She stared at Maroc for a moment and something in her expression made him nervous in a way he was not familiar with.
“I had heard you were as bright as you were courageous and strong and virtuous, and had hoped I could talk to you, help you see the truth, but I see now that I was foolish. You are too devoted to that bitch for me to get through to you. Luckily, however, I have a backup plan.”
Maroc laughed.
“Do your worst demon. You will never break me. I am blessed by the goddess herself.” He spat.
Azine simply grinned.
“Oh, I’m not going to try to break you. I’m simply going to offer you a gift. You’ve spent so many years in the service of that bitch goddess of yours, giving yourself over to her, training, slaying so many. All that work, all that fighting, all that death. All those lives you’ve taken. I think it’s about time you took a little holiday from it all, a chance to enjoy yourself and see the truth.”
“You cannot seduce me demon. I am pure of heart and soul and body and I am devoted to the goddess.”
Azine laughed, shook her head.
“As much fun as I think that might be, I have something else in mind for you. A mighty champion like you might prove very useful indeed, and, if not, well… I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself.” Azine said.
Azine moved closer, her eyes glowing suddenly bright. The air around Maroc stirred, potent with magical energies.
“Hmmm… yes, I think I have just the thing in mind. A change of direction, a new start. A chance to learn a little Empathy.”
The last word hung in the air, seemed to sear itself into Maroc mind, his body and head hot with magic. He gritted his teeth, the sensation painful but also strangely pleasant. His body tingled.
“What… are you… doing… to… me?” Maroc asked, struggling for breath, for words.
Azine only smiled.
“No spoilers champion. Now, we don’t want you returning to your old ways, so you won’t need all that muscle. How about we give you something simple, but Adaptable.”
Again the last word hung in the air, heavy and powerful searing itself into Maroc’s mind. Azine grinned, gesturing with her hand, and Maroc felt his body shimmer, shifting, as though changing. His armour felt suddenly too big and too heavy.
“And of course we can’t leave you completely defenceless. You’ve always been able to survive on your might and skill with a blade, but now you’ll have to learn the power of diplomacy, and a little Charm.”
The final word again seemed to shimmer in the air, heavy, powerful, and it blazed in Maroc’s mind. His body shuddered, his armour bulky and cumbersome now. He did not know what was being done to him, but he knew it could not be anything good, especially given Azine’s smile.
“And now, champion, it’s time for you to sleep. You’ll need your rest. You’ve got an exciting adventure ahead, a chance to discover a whole new you.”
Azine leaned forward, close. Maroc’s body and mind pulsed with magic, hot and painful and pleasant. Azine seemed suddenly to loom over Maroc now, tall and powerful, so that he felt small and meek and weak. Her soft lips met Maroc’s and his lips tingled, suddenly sensitive, a bright pleasure, a hot ache running down his spine, and he fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.




Two
The air was warm, a gentle breeze, the boughs of trees swaying, creaking, the scent of blossoms, the drone of insects buzzing about their business. In the middle of a wooded glade, on a bed of summer grass, surrounded by flowers, a body lay in a deep sleep. As the sun rose higher, the day growing warmer, they roused, stirring from their slumber.
The figure was clad in armour, a massive sword beside them. A songbird chirped and the figure’s eyes flickered.
“Wha… where am I?” The figure’s voice was soft, quiet.
They shifted, struggling to move in the armour that was too big and too heavy for them. They sat up awkwardly, the armour clanking loudly in the quiet, and they brushed their long, flaxen hair out of their face.
“I… what… what happened?”
Memories stirred. A castle, demons and beasts, imps and goblins and foul mongrel creatures. The figure looked around the glade. They were alone, beside them a sword. They reached out, grasped it, tried to lift it but struggled, the blade too heavy to wield easily.
“There was a… a demoness.” The figure said—their voice frail and timid, confusion and uncertainty.
“She cast a spell, but then how… how did I get here?”
Words stirred in the back of their mind, just out of reach. Their body tingled, a quiet, subtle aching.
“I was supposed to kill her… did I? Is that how I got here?”
The figure shifted, raised one hand to the pouch on the side of their belt where they knew they kept their log, the mystical artefact that listed all their current quests as well as any vital information about their status. If anything could help clear their confusion it would be that.
They pulled the slip of enchanted parchment from the leather pouch and unfurled it, stared at the shimmering letters that glittered there.
Marnie, androgynous pretty boy, level one.
“That… that’s not right. Is it?” Marnie’s voice trembled, a soft feminine quality.
“My name’s not Marnie… and I’m a… a…”
Marnie searched for their name, but the only word that returned was Marnie. They looked down at their armour, their sword, recognised them as the equipment of one of the goddess’s champions, the paladins, but… they couldn’t be. It would be on their log, and they were too small, too weak. They could barely even lift the sword beside them, let alone wield it. Still, they knew it was precious, not only valuable but also treasured.
Marnie looked down to their current assigned quests, the tasks they had taken on to complete, expecting to see the status of their quest to kill the demon lord, the demoness they remembered, the full, voluptuous body, the spell… their mind growing hazy. Only there was no such quest.
The only task they had was simply listed as cursed, try to find out more about your predicament. They had been cursed, perhaps by the demoness they remembered.
“Is that how I ended up here?” Marnie asked.
They shook their head, bewildered. Searching for clues they looked further down their log, to the section that listed any spells or skills they had, hoping that perhaps they would give away something about the nature of the curse or their situation, or provide them some way of getting out of their predicament, alone, lost, with only a vague memory of their past.
There was only one skill listed, Charm, use your allure to make any intelligent creature more friendly.
“Well, at least I know some basic magic then. The curse hasn’t left me completely defenceless.”
Marnie looked further down, noticed two traits, Adaptable, your body is able to quickly acclimatise to any new activity, and, Empathetic, you have a gift for appreciating how others feel. Marnie smiled, knowing that the first was certain to be useful, that they’d be able to quickly overcome any stressful activities like climbing or running, though they were less sure about the second, not even certain what it meant, let alone understanding how it might help them.
They took a deep breath and sighed, turned to look around the glade. They realised for the first time that they were thirsty, and in the distance, there was the sound of trickling water.
Marnie laughed, quietly, bewildered but resolved. They had a task, to learn about their curse, their past, to learn more about their predicament. They struggled to their feet, clumsy in the heavy, bulky armour, and hefted up the sword, unwilling to leave such a rare and valuable weapon just lying around. They slipped their log back into their pouch and moved off with heavy steps towards the sound of water.
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Marnie stopped by the side of the small lake, next to the spring where water babbled over rocks. The scene was peaceful, almost idyllic, except for their situation. They took a deep breath, the air sweet, and sighed.
“I suppose a swim would be nice. Clean myself up before setting off.”
The water was clear, like crystal, and the sun was hot and high, the sky blue. Marnie looked around, checking that they were alone. The lake was silent, only bees and butterflies and birds, and they smiled, relaxing for the first time since they had woken up.
Marnie sighed, and put the sword down by the side of the lake, and reached up to unbuckle the straps that help their armour on, feeling the magic that held them on releasing at their touch, a strange sense of familiarity with the process, as though they had done this before. The armour was a paladin’s but… it couldn’t possibly be theirs. They were too small, too weak, and their log said nothing about paladin.
“Maybe the curse?” Marnie whispered. “Not that it matters now. Right now I need to wash and relax. I can worry about that later.”
As they unstrapped the armour the plates fell to the ground, and Marnie pulled off their undershirt and trousers, the cloth and leather too baggy and loose, several sizes too large. As they stripped off they looked over their body, a tingling sense of confusion, a subtle buzzing.
“I… this seems wrong… I was sure…”
Marnie was short and slim, their body smooth and hairless. Their legs were long, curvy, with small feet. Their hips were wider than they remembered them being, cock small and cute, butt round and smooth with a subtle wobble—as Marnie reached back to squeeze it they felt a tingle run up their spine that made them gasp.
Their waist was slim, their chest narrow and flat, with nipples that seemed too large, hardening in the breeze, tingling. Their shoulders were narrow and their arms were slim, even their hands seemed petite, graceful, and Marnie shook their head as they looked from their hands to the armoured gauntlets they had been wearing, the hilt of the massive sword.
“There’s no way they would fit me, or that I could use that, but…”
Something about the armour and sword spoke to them, memories of battles, of conflict, of victories, of death and blood. Marnie laughed. It seemed impossible now, but still, they could not shake them. They refused though to let the vague memories bother them and, finally naked, they stepped off barefoot towards the lake, aware for the first time how their hips rolled as they walked, their butt wiggling subtly, the sensation novel, as though new, and their balls tightened at the joy of it.
Marnie stopped at the side of the lake and looked down into the water. The surface was still, like a mirror, and for the first time since waking they saw their reflection and they blinked in surprise.
“Is that…”
The face staring back at them was unfamiliar, though with vague features they recognised as their own, their eyes bright green, hair flaxen. Marnie was silent for a moment, staring at their face reflected back at them, and then, suddenly, giggled.
They were undeniably pretty, and for the first time, they understood the description on their log, androgynous pretty boy. Their body was indeed androgynous, not womanly, but certainly not masculine, with a cute softness to it, subtle curves. Their face though was stunning.
Their eyes were still the same dazzling green they recognised, though they seemed bigger, wider, with longer lashes, deep black, the lids dusted with what looked like make-up, sparkly pink and black blended together, and their eyes were lined with dark black to make then seem brighter, bolder. Marnie reached up and rubbed but the colour did not smudge, remained perfect, a permanent feature.
“Interesting…” They whispered, smiling.
Marnie could not deny that the image of their face made them feel… happy, a pleasant buzz. They were almost beautiful. Their sharp cheeks and fine jaw framed by the long, flaxen curls that fell down to their shoulders, longer than they remembered, their nose fine, and their lips, full and plump, painted like their eyes, a glossy, sparkly pink.
“At least it won’t wash off.” Marnie said, giggling again.
They stared for a moment longer at their reflection, the pretty, alluring boy in the lake, before, stepping into the water, disturbing the surface, causing their reflection to vanish. They waded deep then dove under the surface, allowed the water to wash them clean, scrubbing their body with their hands, their skin so soft, sensitive, an aching tingle in their belly that seemed new. Marnie basked in the water under the sun, grinning.
“And what have we got here?”
The voice broke the quiet, coarse and rough, almost malevolent. Marnie snapped out of their reverie and looked back to the shore, a dangerous-looking man standing by their armour, holding their sword, staring at Marnie. The sight of the bandit holding the weapon stirred something in Marnie. They could not let the man take that weapon.
“This can’t possibly be yours.” The man said. “A pretty little thing like you couldn’t possibly use this armour or sword. This here is paladin gear, but I’d bet good money you’re no paladin.”
The man was tall and broad, with large hands and strong arms, dark eyes that glinted with menace. Marnie knew there was no way they would be able to best the man in a fight. They floated in the water, glad that their naked body was hidden under the surface.
“I think perhaps it’s best for both of us if I take it off your hands. Equipment like this is valuable, and I’d hate for a pretty little thing like you to get into trouble carrying it around with you. These here are dangerous parts, full of dangerous people.”
There was a sharp knife attached to the man’s belt, and he held the sword as though he were skilled enough to be deadly. Marnie felt suddenly cold, timid and small, vulnerable, their heart racing.
“Please… those… those are mine, you can’t.”
The man grinned, watching Marnie with greedy eyes. He laughed, loudly.
“Well, I don’t think a pretty thing like you is going to stop me, are you?”
Marnie knew they could not fight the man. He was too tall, too strong, obviously skilled with a sword and knife, a bandit used to living wild, full of cunning and violence. Marnie had no skills they could use… except… one. The word Charm sprang to mind. What did they have to lose?




Three
Marnie fixed their prettiest smile and fluttered their eyelashes. Their cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment and they called the word to mind—Charm.
“Please don’t take my things. Pretty please.”
Marnie’s words seemed for a moment to glitter in the air, their voice softer, more feminine and alluring, seductive, powerful.
The bandit on the side of the lake frowned for a moment, as though trying to remember something lurking in the back of their mind, then relaxed, suddenly, smiling more widely, their malicious grin becoming friendlier, their gaze greedy, admiring. Under the dirt and stubble, they were not unattractive, handsome in a certain rugged way.
“I… I suppose I could… since… since you asked so nicely.” The bandit said.
A tickle fizzed in the back of Marnie’s head, a shiver of pleasure running down their spine. The power of the Charm spell coursed through them and they knew that they needed only apply a little extra pressure to have the bandit completely under their control. The Bandit might have a horse, and they would know where the nearest settlement was. They could accompany them if need be, protect them. It wouldn’t hurt to have someone around who would do whatever Marnie asked.
Marnie moved in the water, paddled towards the shore. The Charm ability was coursing through them now, affecting their movements, the way they smiled, their eyes glittering, lashes blinking, cheeks flush with power and a subtle, keen fluttering in their belly. Marnie felt hot in a way that was unfamiliar.
They bit their bottom lip, enjoying the way the bandit stood watching them, enthralled by them, the sense of power and the thrill of being so… admired. As they neared the shore they stood up in the water, moved forward, their hips rolling, butt wiggling, one foot in front of the other, their body acting on some new instinct, buzzing with a new, powerful, pleasurable excitement, and an ache in their balls, their cute cock twitching.
“I’d be very, very grateful if you’d be nice to me. I’m all alone and I’m lost. Do you think you could help me?” Marnie said—again their voice was full of the power of their ability, Charming, alluring, seductive.
The bandit nodded, hypnotised now by Marnie, the way they moved, their pretty face, their bright green eyes, flaxen curls, full pink plump wet lips. As Marnie neared the shore the water became shallower and they emerged, wet and naked, suddenly bold, confident. They were pretty, sexy, Charming. The water fell down past their shoulders, chest, their hips swaying as they neared the bandit, ass wiggling, provocative, their ability powerful, enhanced by the allure of the beautiful face, their sexy body.
Marnie emerged from the lake, their hips and butt and legs, stepped up onto the shore, dripping, smooth and soft and naked and the bandit could not take their eyes off them. Marnie giggled at the thrill of it all, the tall, powerful, dangerous man completely under their spell now. They wiggled, embracing the sudden urge to show off, biting their bottom lips as they displayed their naked body, so smooth and soft and sexy.
“I… I’d love to help you. A little pretty thing like you… needs protecting.” The bandit said.
Marnie moved in close, acting under the influence of their new ability, aware that the Charm needed to be sealed to hold. They looked down, gaze wandering to the bandit’s crotch, the large prominent bulge there. Marnie could not help but smile, flushing brightly, hot and squirming. They had done that, they had aroused the bandit, put them under their spell. The big, strong man wanted them, thought them sexy, pretty, hot.
Marnie moved in closer, acting on impulse and instinct now, letting their new ability guide them. Their body was hot, aching, full of some new intoxicating longing. They wanted more, wanted to be admired, wanted the thrill and the power that came with Charming the big, strong, dangerous man, putting him under their spell.
Marnie looked up, grinning, blushing, biting their bottom lip, green eyes flashing, stunning and brazen, alluring, seductive. The bandit was mesmerized, enchanted, powerless now in the face of the pretty, sexy boy in front of him. Marnie moved closer, swaying, strutting, displaying their smooth, soft body, wanton and brazen, Charming. They pressed in close to the bandit, their cute little cock throbbing, belly fluttering.
“Well, I suppose I should show you how grateful I am then. Shouldn’t I?” Marnie said—their voice quiet, soft, seductive.
The bandit nodded, frozen, overcome with lust, completely under Marnie’s Charm. Marnie pressed their soft, pretty body against the bandit’s, the wall of muscle, firm and taught, powerful. The bandit dropped Marnie’s sword and moaned. Marnie reached down and ran their hand, gently, over the bulge of the bandit’s cock.
The bandit moaned in delight and Marnie whimpered at the pulse of pleasure that ran through them. The bandit thrust into Marnie’s palm and Marnie felt the pleasure in her belly, the ache in her cute little cock, swell. Empathy. Marnie grinned—they were going to enjoy this.
 
[image: ]
“Fuck… yes… gods don’t stop.” The bandit moaned.
Marnie grinned up at him, realising for the first time that the bandit was quite handsome, despite their thuggish demeanour. Marnie blushed, biting their bottom lip, squirming in delight as they wrapped their fingers around the bulge of the bandit’s cock, stroking, softly, firmly.
The bandit shuddered, and a thrill spread out from Marnie’s cock, her cute little dick growing hard. She squeezed the bandit’s massive bulge, his prick engorging, swelling, growing, throbbing. Their lips tingled, aching as they bit them, their cheeks flush pink, head spinning. The power, the thrill, the pleasure, all of it an overwhelming cocktail of sensations. They were so pretty, sexy, and the bandit was so hard for them, so completely under their spell.
“You like how I say thank you, don’t you?” Marnie said—a note of teasing in their voice.
The bandit nodded, whimpering, thrusting into Marnie’s grip. The cloth between the bandit’s cock and Marnie’s palm was stretched thin, damp with precum. Marnie’s heart was racing, thundering. They lifted their hand away from the bandit’s cock and the bandit moaned, Marnie sensing the loss, craving more, desperate for more. Marnie moved their hand to the bandit’s belt and tugged it loose, opening the bandit’s trousers, slipped their hand down.
Marnie felt the bandit’s cock, massive, throbbing, hard, flesh on flesh, skin soft and hot. They moaned as they wrapped their fingers around it, stroking, palm rubbing over the swollen head, a bright pleasure growing in their belly, their cute little cock hard and aching.
“Fuck… so… so good… yes.”
The bandit thrust into Marnie’s palm. Marnie smiled, blushing, barely able to believe what they were doing. They had never… that their first sexual encounter was with a bandit in the wilds, stroking a massive, thick, hard cock… their head was spinning, full of the power of their new ability, the new instincts and desires that came with Charming.
Their sword and armour were safe now. That was the important thing. The bandit could prove useful. Charm was proving to be an effective survival skill and, as an added bonus, was a lot of fun.
Marnie stroked faster, teasing, their hand becoming slick with the bandit’s precum. They rubbed their hand up and down his shaft, teasing the bandit, watching his face, the expression of lust and pleasure, delighting in how he squirmed, the thrill of pleasure hot and aching in their belly, growing, so good. They ran their palm over the swollen, slick head, blushing, biting their bottom lip, mouth hot and wet and empty, lips aching, tingling, sensitive.
Marnie looked down, saw the budge of the bandit’s cock in his trousers as she stroked him inside his pants. Suddenly curious, acting on impulse and instinct, Marnie shifted. They fell to their knees and, with their free hand, pulled down the bandit’s trousers.
The bandit’s cock was freed and, for the first time, Marnie saw it—massive and thick and hard, their dainty, pretty hand wrapped around it, stroking. They stroked faster, lifting their second hand up to work over the head. The knot of pleasure in Marnie’s belly swelled, hot, bright, addictive. They wanted more. The bandit thrust into Marnie’s grip, cock throbbing, pulsing, hard.
“Please… don’t stop…”
Marnie had no intention of stopping. They wanted more. Their head was fuzzy with pleasure, buzzing. Their mouth watered, cute little cock hard, aching. Their lips tingled, craving more, desperate for more.
“You promise to help me?” Marnie said, looking up into the bandit’s eyes.
The bandit nodded.
“Please… yes… anything… that’s just so… so good… by the gods!”
Marnie smiled, grinning, gnawing on their bottom lip. They looked back to the bandit’s cock, stroking it with both hands, their cute little dick so hard, their body so hot, their mouth wet and aching and empty.
Marnie moved on instinct, driven by their desire for more, craving more. They leant forward and opened their mouth, tongue poking out over their bottom lip, drooling.
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Marnie pressed their mouth to the head of the bandit’s cock and the contact sent a pulse of bright, mind-numbing pleasure through them, a bliss unlike any they had experienced before, a brilliant swell of joy that spread from their lips down through their mouth, down their spine to their cute little cock.
“Fuck! Yes… gods!” The bandit’s moans were all the encouragement Marnie needed.
Pressing their tongue to the underside of the bandit’s cock, lips wrapped tight, wet and sensitive, Marnie took more of the massive, throbbing cock into their mouth, their lips aching. They sucked, wrapping their lips tight, stroking the base of the bandit’s cock with one hand, reaching down to cup his swollen, heavy balls with the other.
The bandit raised one hand to Marnie’s head, gripped their flaxen curls tight, guiding them. Marnie took more of his cock into their mouth, sucking, working their tongue, began to bob up and down, shaft becoming slick with spit.
As they worked their lips grew hot, the pleasure growing. Their body reacted to the pleasure, to the task at hand, Adapting to Marnie’s use of her skill, her Charm. Marnie’s lips swelled slightly, becoming fuller, softer, wetter, more sensitive, so that just the act of working her mouth over the stiff, thick, hot cock made them whimper and mew. Their colour became a brighter, a more dazzling glittery pink. Their tongue became more flexible, more delicate, able to better tease and pleasure the dick in their mouth, aching with joy. Their eyes became more alluring, make-up becoming brighter, more brazen, lashes longer, their hair brightening, growing ever so slightly longer. Their hands became prettier, more sensitive and dexterous, better able to pleasure the cock in their grip, nails growing, their shade changing to match their lips, glittery pink.
Even their body changed, becoming more desirable, prettier, sexier, hips widening slightly to make their walk sexier, their waist narrowing, chest swelling to become fuller, the barest hint of breasts forming, nipples hard and aching, their butt swelling to become more eye-catching, rounder, softer.
Marnie’s head spun and they sucked harder, needing more, addicted to the pleasure coursing through them now. They worked their hands up and down the base of the slick shaft, tongue working around the crown, teasing, the taste of precum sharp but strangely pleasant.
The bandit’s grip in their hair tightened and they thrust their hips, thrusting more and more of their cock into Marnie’s tight, hot, wet, pretty mouth. Marnie’s head spun, their cute little cock aching, body hot with delight, the bandit’s pleasure, their pleasure, the gift of Empathy.
They sucked, lips locked, tongue lapping, pressed their face down, the head of the bandit’s cock pressing at the back of their throat. Marnie suppressed the urge to gag, wanting all of it, needing all of it, the throbbing, pulsing, hard, hot, massive cock. They opened their throat and took the whole of the bandit’s cock into their mouth, their throat, their new instincts, new talents, revealing themselves, and Marnie swallowed, throat massaging the bandit’s cock.
“Yes… that… don’t stop… you perfect little slut…” The bandit said.
The words were a joy. Marnie sucked, milking the cock in their mouth, their throat, lips and tongue working as they bobbed up and down, wanting it all, their Charm binding the bandit to them. Marnie’s body was hot, cute little cock aching, throbbing. The bandit thrust deep, cock swelling, pulsing, and Marnie knew they were close to cumming, wanted them to cum, wanted to experience their pleasure.
They sucked harder, milking, working their sensitive, aching lips and tongue and throat. The knot of pleasure in their belly swelled. The bandit thrust deep, hard and his cock swelled massive, pulsed, erupted, cumming down Marnie’s throat.
Marnie swallowed without thinking, the taste on her tongue sharp but sweet, addictive, pleasant, hot. They sucked hard, wanting as much as the bandit could give. As they swallowed, draining the bandit’s cock and balls, their cute little cock twitched, swelling, throbbing, and they came, cumming hard from just sucking the bandit’s massive cock, their lips and tongue and throat tingling with pleasure.
Marnie whined, sealing their lips, whimpering as their cock drooled onto the ground beneath them, swallowing the bandits thick, hot cum. The bandit grunted and Marnie sucked hard even as their orgasm subsided, wanting every last drop, the power gained from his cum, from the pleasure, potent and addictive.
Marnie grinned, hot and buzzing, pulled their lips back and off the bandit’s cock with an audible pop, the taste of cum still lingering on their tongue, cheeks flush pink in the glow of their climax. They looked up into the bandit’s eyes, more confident now, their subtly changed body sexier, prettier, plump sensitive lips, pretty eyes, curves, and they giggled, delighting in their newfound power.
“Now, how about you help me get somewhere I can trade in that armour for something that’ll fit me.” Marnie said.
The bandit wore an idiot grin, mesmerized. He nodded.
“Anything you want.” He said.




Four
Marine’s journey to the closest town was exceptionally uneventful. The bandit, who turned out to be called James, and who was less bandit, more opportunistic scavenger who relied more on his intimidating demeanour than actual violence, guided them without complaint. It took only a day’s trekking before the outer fringes of the closest settlement were visible, the early morning sun painting the lands gold.
Marnie was delighted to find that their Charm held well for the duration, without any need for additional effort, though the memory of James’s cock lingered, the feel of it throbbing in their hand and mouth, the almost pleasant taste of his cum as they swallowed. Marnie squirmed, cock twitching, body hot and flustered each time they thought about what they had done, the twinge of shame and humiliation only adding to their arousal. They were mostly relieved when they managed to reach the village without having to administer any additional Charm, and only slightly disappointed.
It did not help that though they had cum they were still unbelievably horny, and that the constant looks James gave them, admiring the way Marnie walked, only made things worse. Their unconscious wiggle and strut, which they could not seem to avoid, sent a thrill of pleasure along their spine so that they found themselves quite regularly emphasising the wiggle, swaying their hips and butt to see the way James would stare at them with obvious hunger and lust.
Marnie carried their sword, unwilling to let it out of their sight, but had James carry the bulky, heavy armour, so they were left wearing only their baggy, ill-fitting undergarments, that were less than flattering though they at least they covered a lot of flesh. Marnie might have worn the armour, despite the weight of it, but there had been a minor issue. Trying to dress again in the armour Marnie had found it was no longer too large, at least, in certain places. Around the hips and butt and thighs, the armour was now tight and constricting, where before it had been loose, as though their body had changed—a feeling they could not escape as they walked, James staring at their ass hungrily, the sway and wiggle of with each step more pronounced, the sensation not unpleasant.
Marnie tried to put that out of their mind though. They could find better fitting armour somewhere in the village they were sure, and supplies to set them up for their quest. The curse was still affecting their memory, with only traces of their life before lingering, enough for them to get by, but not enough to be useful. They needed to work out what had been done to them, and by who, before it was too late, but at least now they knew they had a powerful ability up their sleeve, even if it did mean getting a little dirty. They smiled, giggling. They didn’t mind too much, and at least it was fun.
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Marnie said goodbye to James at the village gates, much to the bandit’s disappointment, his face falling as they told him they were going on alone. Marnie felt their heart flutter a little, pleased at the way James looked at them, the lust their body provoked, the way the bandit pined for them, clearly longing for more of the pleasure Marnie had given them.
Feeling almost sorry, Marnie stepped in close, rose up on their toes, and kissed James briefly on his cheek. Marnie’s lips tingled and they blushed, their cock aching. James smiled.
“Good luck out there, and be careful. If you ever pass this way again and… err… need anything at all… please, come and find me. I’d love to… err… see you again. It’d be nice to… spend more time together.” James said.
The tall, powerful man was actually blushing. Marnie’s heart skipped at the effect they had on the rough, tough man, and they bit their bottom lip, nodding. Marnie was sure they knew what it was James wanted more of.
Marnie took her armour from James and headed into the village, turning back only briefly to wave goodbye to their guardian, and as they did they realised that James’ cock had been the first one they’d ever touched, besides their own, the first one they’d ever sucked, the first person’s cum they’d ever tasted. The thought made them flush, cheeks blushing bright pink, cock swelling at the thought, a rush of naughty pleasure, a thrill of debauchery that made something in the back of their mind tickle.
The village was small and quiet. They made their way along roads that were mostly empty, only a few shoppers or traders out. Marnie could not help but wiggle as they walked, their hips rolling, and the way the men looked at them, even in their baggy, tattered underclothes, made them smile. They tucked their hair, which seemed longer than it had this morning, a little brighter and curlier, behind their ears and set to looking for the armour-smith, finding them without too much effort, a large shop on the main street.
Marnie entered and found the shop empty except for the burly man behind the counter, a coarse black beard and strong arms, working delicately on a metal and leather helm. As Marnie made their way around the shop floor, the rolling of their hips become more exaggerated without thinking, the sway of their round, full butt a pleasant thrill, the man looked up. He looked Marnie over, eyes widening as he took in their pretty face, their lithe, petite body, and he grinned—lecherous and smug.
“And what can I help you with lass?”
Lass? The armour-smith thought Marnie was a girl… Marnie smiled, grinning. That might help. A little harmless flirting never hurt anyone and it might get them a better price for what they needed.
Marnie fluttered their eyelashes and strutted over to the counter, flushing at the way the armorsmith’s eyes roamed their sexy, pretty body. It was obvious Marnie excited him.
“Hi, I’m looking to trade this armour in for something that’d fit me a bit better.” Marnie said.
“Well then, you came to the right place. I’m Leon, and this here is my shop. I make and trade the best armour around, so I’m sure we can find you something a little more… fitting.”
The way Leon spoke the last word made Marnie shiver in a pleasant, tingling way. They smiled.
“And what was it you wanted to trade?” Leon asked.
Marnie hefted the bulky armour up onto the counter and dropped it in front of Leon. Leon’s eyes went wide.
“This is… this is paladin’s armour!”
Marnie nodded.
“I know. But it doesn’t fit me so I need something that does.” They said—Marnie kept their grin, fluttering their eyelashes, gnawing on their bottom lip.
“I can’t take this… there’s… magics… it’d be useless to me. Useless to anyone except the one it was made for. Only the paladin who owns it can even wear it, so it’s not really worth anything beyond the base value of the metal, and even then you’d need to remove the magics first.”
Marnie felt their heart fall. Leon looked almost sad to be breaking the news and then their eyes alighted on the sword they carried.
“That sword though… that’s a paladin’s blade. That I can use.”
Marnie shook their head.
“I can’t…” Marnie knew that the blade was important, though they could not say how.
“Just, please… I need armour. And this is all I have.” Marnie said—their voice was soft and alluring, sweet, feminine.
Leon shook his head. He seemed genuinely sorry, his broad, strong shoulders sagging.
“I can’t lass. This armour… it’s not worth much at all in my hands.”
“I can’t just wear this though.” Marnie said, indicating their tattered, baggy underclothes.
Leon frowned.
“There’s not really much I can do.” He said.
Marnie’s head buzzed. They saw how Leon looked at them, the hunger in their eyes. They smiled, blushing at the idea ticking in the back of their mind, their cock aching.
“How about if I added a little something extra to the trade?” Marnie said
Leon blinked. A word floated into Marnie’s mind and their body grew hot, burning with lust and arousal and hunger. Charm.
Leon smiled, almost dumb. He rose slowly to his feet and Marnie blinked, realising suddenly how enormous the man was, how much larger and more powerful he was than them.
“And just what were you thinking of?”
Marnie’s cute little cock swelled, becoming hard, and their body became hot, burning with need. Their lips tingled, tongue aching, mouth suddenly empty, wet, thirsty. Marnie moved around the counter, their body swaying, butt wiggling, one foot in front of the other.
“How about, you keep the armour, let me take everything I need, and I show you just how grateful I can be with my hot, pretty mouth?” Marnie said.
Marnie could not believe what they were doing, what they were saying, but they could not stop. Their heart raced, body pulsing with pleasure, aching. Leon looked down at Marnie as they stepped around the counter and moved in close, the man was tall and broad and powerful, looming over the pretty, sexy body that had so enthralled them. Leon nodded, slowly, eyes wide with need and lust, the bulge in his trousers massive and thick, confirming that Marnie had read the situation correctly.
Just once more wouldn’t hurt if it helped them get the armour and supplies they needed. It was fun, and no one got hurt and everyone enjoyed themselves. Marnie moved in close, pressed their pretty, sexy, petite body against Leon, a wall of muscle against Marnie’s soft feminine curves. Leon moaned.
Marnie reached down, running their hand over the thick, throbbing bulge in Leon’s tourers, flush with pleasure, aching, hungry, hot. Leon whimpered and thrust into Marnie’s palm and Marnie’s lips fizzed with pleasure.
“Well, what do you say?” Marnie asked.
Leon nodded.
“That… that sounds like an excellent idea.” He said.
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Marnie fell eagerly to their knees, hands roaming up to Leon’s belt, unbuckling it, undoing his trousers and pulling them down. As his dick popped free Marnie gasped in delight. His cock was massive, thick and long and hard, throbbing for them. They reached up and wrapped a soft, delicate hand around the thick shaft, their pink nails so pretty, and their body buzzed with pleasure as Leon moaned, thrusting.
“Yes… that’s so… your hands are exquisite.” Leon said.
Marnie smiled, working their hand up and down, lips and tongue wet and aching. They leant forward, on instinct, craving more, and pressed their lips to the prominent crown of Leon’s cock, their tongue running around, teasing.
Marnie moaned as Leon moaned, overcome with joy, the sensation of cock slipping between their plump, sensitive lips heavenly, their tongue so wet and nimble, teasing, working to make Leon harder, his shaft wet with spit. They took more, their lips sealed tight, tongue lapping, working more of Leon’s thick, hot, hard cock into their mouth, taking it deep until the head brushed at the back of their throat.
Leon thrust and his cock slipped deeper, Marnie suppressing the urge to gag as it slipped into their tight, slick throat, their throat massing Leon’s cock. Marnie’s lips buzzed, their cute little cock aching, and their body was hot. They sucked harder, more eagerly, the pleasure mounting.
As they lapped at the cock in their mouth their body shuddered, Adapting, their throat becoming more supple, more eager, taking the cock deeper, letting it slip down, Marnie’s gag reflex easier to control. Their lips grew plumper, wetter, more sensitive, softer on the cock that fucked into their mouth, Marnie’s pleasure as they sucked, letting Leon fuck their mouth, greater.
Their hips swelled, ass becoming rounder, fuller, softer, and their chest expanded, nipples larger, more sensitive, these changes more subtle, less obvious than the changes to Marnie’s lips and mouth. Even their hair changed, becoming slightly longer, brighter, curls full and lush and cute, their eyes becoming wider and brighter, lashes darker and longer so that as Marnie looked up at Leon their face was the picture of sexually provocative, cute and beautiful and alluring as they sucked his cocker hard, slipping it deeper and deeper into their tight, hot, wet throat.
“By the gods you are a natural. Such a perfect cock sucker.” Leon said.
His words made Marnie tingle, a shudder of pleasure, delight, their cute little cock shrinking slightly, becoming harder, aching.
Marnie sucker harder, wanting to taste Leon’s cum, needing it, desperate for it. Their cute little cock drooled precum even as they lapped at the thick precum oozing from Leon’s slit, lapping at it, the taste addictive. Marnie was alive with pleasure, buzzing, hot and horny as they never had been before and they wanted more.
“I’m… fuck… yes… I’m close…” Leon said.
His words urged Marnie on and they sucked hard, eager. Leon’s cock swelled, throbbing, and Marnie pushed down onto it, taking all of it, her throat opening to let Leon fuck her deep and hard, her lips and tongue buzzing with heavenly pleasure.
Leon came, his cock throbbing in Marnie’s throat and they swallowed, gladly, throat massing the thick shaft, milking more of the thick, delicious cum. The sensation drove Marnie over the edge, the pleasure too much, and they came as Leon came, filling their tattered clothes with a thin trickle of cum, an emptiness inside their ass, a longing that was unfamiliar.
Marnie waited until Leon’s orgasm was over before pulling back, swallowing all of his cum, glad for it, the warmth in their belly, and they looked up at the armour-smith. They were blushing and they licked their lips to savour the last taste of cum, their sticky load cooling in their pants. Leon was panting, his cock softening only slowly.
“So, anything I need, right?” Marnie said.
Leon grinned, nodding, looking down into Marnie’s beautiful face, their plump, pink, cock sucking lips, their stunning green eyes.
“After that, absolutely. You suck cock like no one else lass.”
Marnie giggled, blushing at the compliment. They were beginning to enjoy this new skill of theirs.
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“How do I look?” Marnie asked.
They stepped out of the changing room and spun on the spot while Leon looked them over. The armorsmith’s eyes were wide and his cheeks were pink. There was a bulge again beginning to form in his pants and Marnie giggled. It was just the reaction they’d been hoping for.
“You… wow…” Leon said.
Marnie giggled again, strutted out from the changing room and around the shop floor, their boots clicking on the ground, their hips swaying, butt wiggling, their movement exaggerated by their new armour. Leon’s face was an expression of wonder and lust and Marnie felt themselves swell with pride. They stopped just in front of the armour-smith and gave a little wiggle, watching how Leon stared at them, eyes roaming their curves.
Though Marnie had initially been reluctant, she knew now that this was the right choice. Having tried on every item of male armour in the shop they had been forced to admit that their new body just wouldn’t fit—too small and delicate in some places, too wide and curvy in others. They had after some trepidation tried on an item of woman’s leather armour, a doublet that was cut to fit a woman’s form. The fit was almost perfect and though the idea of wearing a woman’s armour made a small part of Marnie pale, it made a bolder, louder part giddy, happy. They would get to be pretty, feminine, and that felt… right.
The doublet had not been quite right, however, and Marnie had searched through the entire range of women’s armour, finding nothing that felt like it was what they needed, wanted. It was only towards the end of their hunt that they stumbled across the enchanted armour section, finding exactly the outfit they were looking for.
“That’s intended for bards and diplomats and traders mostly. Sturdy enough to offer a little protection, but not made for fighting. There’s minor enchantments that’ll make you more charismatic, but nothing that’ll help you with combat.” Leon had said.
That suited Marnie fine. With their singular skill being as effective as it was they didn’t expect to do any fighting. Anything they couldn’t talk their way out of or run from, they could always Charm their way out of, and have a little fun along with it. A small part of them rebelled, remembering how addictive the pleasure had been, how their body had already changed, fearing what might happen to them if they continued, what they might become, but a louder part, a bright, giddy, happy part, was almost enthusiastic, eager for their next chance to try out their new skill, excited for their next adventure, the pleasure it might bring, and the changes to their body, that so far had all been useful, adding to their ability to Charm, adding to their pleasure, so that they were now even beginning to look forward to the new surprise alternations.
“Just let me try it, see how it looks. I think it’s just what I’ve been looking for.” Marnie had said.
Leon had, of course, agreed, grinning. The idea of seeing Marnie in the armour certainly had its appeal, and after their negotiation he would agree to anything they said.
The ‘diplomats armour’ was leather, black with dark red detailing, reinforced in a few places but thinner in others, so that it allowed Marnie to move freely, gracefully, sensually. It fit them perfectly, perhaps a part of the charms worked into it, hugging their body, their curves, emphasising the swell of their ass, their hips, their trim waist and narrow shoulders, their subtle breasts. Marnie turned to the mirror and examined themselves, grinning, blushing at the reflection that looked back at them. If they didn’t know better they’d almost think they were a pretty, sexy girl.
The armour consisted of leather boots that came up to mid-thigh, small heels, pointed toes, laced and buckled, a black skirt that fell to just below Marnie’s round ass, exposing a window of pale, soft, bare leg between the hem and the top of the boots, leather gloves that ran up to just below the elbow, and a leather corset that hugged Marnie’s torso, cut low to leave their upper chest and their shoulders bare, the smallest hint of cleavage visible. Leon had added a cloak and panties, both black with red trim to match the armour.
“You really are quite stunning lass. Very eye-catching. I don’t know anyone that’d be able to resist you in that.” Leon said.
Marnie giggled, blushing. They wiggled their hips, skirt swaying. They looked… hot!
“Mmm… just what I was hoping. I think I’ll take it.” Marnie said.




Five
Marnie headed out equipped with their new armour, a satchel full of supplies and potions, their sword, and a map. Leon had been generous, and sad to see Marnie leave, trying more than once to tempt them to stay the night, but Marnie had been adamant about moving on, the offer difficult to turn down but they knew they had to stay focussed on their quest—find out more about their curse—rather than giving in to the allure of pleasure. There was, they hoped, more time for that in the future given that their only usable skill was still Charm.
With the village behind them, they looked ahead, to the forest that lay in front of them. Marnie had been warned that the forest wasn’t the safest place, with roaming bandits and even the rumour of some lesser mongrel races, but with their new skill they were certain they could handle it, and journeying through the forest was the only way they’d make it to the city by sun-down. And it was in the city, the once glorious realm of Nehaear, that they’d be able to find the Library.
If they wanted to learn more about their curse, the Library was the obvious place to start. Marnie pulled out their map, checking their route before slipping the roll of parchment back into the bag, and stepped off. Their new armour was light and allowed them to move freely, their hips rolling, butt willing as their heels clicked on the road. The air caressed their exposed thighs as the hem of their skirt tickled the base of their ass, their cock twitching in the panties.
Marnie grinned, blushing, giggling. The armour felt good, right, and it was a pleasure to just be out and walking in it, even if no one could see how cute they looked. They were sure soon enough they’d get the opportunity to show off.
With their cloak wrapped around their bare shoulders, they headed towards the forest, the dark under the trees dense, and they breathed deep the rich air, their small breasts heaving in their tight leather corset. They felt… good, right, happier than they could remember feeling, though they could not remember much of anything so that meant little. Heels clicking, hips rolling, round butt swaying, blonde curls radiant in the sun, Marnie headed off into adventure, certain that no matter what happened, they were going to have fun.
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The woods were darker and colder than Marnie had expected, dank and chill with a foetid breeze, the trees close on either side so that the path was difficult to navigate. Without the sun and the landmarks of the surrounding countryside to guide them it was harder to maintain a consistent direction, and as the path branched, and became less well worn, Marnie found themselves becoming turned around so that soon they were at a dead end, the path behind them faint, barely-there amid the drifts of leaves and overgrown foliage, the path ahead absent, only more trees and a steep bank slipping down to a slow running river.
“Maybe it starts up again on the other side?” Marnie said.
Their voice was soft and quiet. They stood for a moment in the gloom, warm in their skimpy leather armour despite the chill.
Marnie gnawed nervously at their bottom lip, wiggling, uneasy. They turned and headed along the bank, following the flow of the river, searching for an easy way to cross. They had not been walking long when there was the noise of rustling leaves behind them.
Marnie walked on, quicker, but the rustling followed them. Marnie hurried on. Ahead was a clearing in the trees, small but bright, with enough room that they would be able to move freely, less confined by trees, and the light would help them spot anything that might be following them.
The rustling grew louder, coming from several places at once. Marnie walked quickly, conscious now of the way their round, shapely ass was swaying—though not large, it was larger than they were used to and the sensation was both pleasant and conspicuous now they were alone, stalked. Was it another bandit? The thought sent a shiver along Marnie’s spine. They were certain they could deal with another, and the thought thrilled them, a subtle buzz, lips aching, mouth suddenly salivating, but what if there was more than one? What if the rumours of mongrel races in the woods were true? How did Charm even work under those circumstances?
Marnie’s heart was racing and they stopped in the middle of the clearing, turned back to look behind. They were surrounded by trees, apparently alone. The rustling had stopped. Marnie stood tall and proud, shoulders back, the subtle swell of their small breasts obvious.
“I know you’re there. Step out and show yourself and we can talk.” Marnie said—their voice, soft, sounded more confident than they felt.
There was a rustling from several sides and Marnie’s skin prickled as not one but three imps stepped out. They seemed obviously nervous, almost timid, uncertain despite outnumbering Marnie.
“We… we don’t want no trouble Miss. We were only following to make sure you weren’t hunting, and to see if maybe you dropped anything. We will leave you alone, just, we want to make sure you won’t follow us and won’t attack us.”
The largest of the three imps, taller than the others though still small compared to Marnie, spoke first. He was timid and wary, and Marnie understood why. On her back she still had the paladin’s sword strapped, a weapon made for slaying mongrel races and demons.
Imps, the lesser cousins of goblins, were numerous and cunning, but small and weak, relying on their greater numbers and deviousness to survive. Three of them alone against one human who could wield a sword like the one Marnie carried were no match. They weren’t to know she couldn’t wield the blade.
Marnie remained silent, watching the imps. They were small, humanoid, dressed in rags, but clean and well kept. Their eyes were large, bright yellow, with small mouths, long pointed ears. Their skin was various shades of soft green, with big hands and feet, long delicate and dexterous fingers. They each had a small mohawk of deep green hair on their heads, decorated with various ornate beads and carved bones.
“Please Miss… we won’t bother you no more. We just want to hide. If you leave us and don’t tell no one we’d be in your debt and we won’t follow you. We don’t want to harm no one. We just… we just want to hide and we’re hungry. That’s all.
“What are you hiding from?” Marnie asked.
The imps looked between themselves, fidgeting. Marnie grinned. They felt suddenly more confident.
“Other humans hunt us. They get… they get gold for our skulls. Our village was razed and we fled. We just want to hide. We don’t want to fight and don’t want to die.”
Marnie could feel the sincerity of the imps words, the fear in them, a gift of their Empathy. They shifted, biting their bottom lip as they thought. The three imps watched them, their gaze lingering over Marnie’s chest, hips, lingering on their legs and ass. Their fear was tainted by the seed of desire and Marine blushed as they felt the imps’ interest in them grow.
Marnie smiled. An idea blossoming.
“I’m assuming that you know these woods quite well then if you’ve been hiding out here?” Marnie asked.
The imps nodded.
“Well, how about, I’ll leave you in peace if you show me the fastest route out of here?”
The imps all paled. They shook their heads.
“No… we just stay here, in darker forest. It’s safer here.”
Marnie smiled, cheeks flush pink. They wiggled their hips, took a single step forward, ass swaying. The imps were, in their own peculiar way, almost cute, and they were certainly no threat. The imps could not help but take in the curves of Marnie’s body, and Marnie noticed a small but prominent bulge forming beneath their rags, smiling—their hands were not the only large appendage they had.
“Pretty please?” Marnie said, their smile Charming. “I’d be ever so grateful.”
The imps all stood still as Marnie moved towards them. They were in their thrall now, drawn to them. The imps nodded, smiling, the bulges under their rags growing larger.
“Anything for a Miss as pretty as you.” Their leader said.
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Marnie’s lips tingled, their mouth empty watering, and they shivered as they felt the imps’ arousal growing, their lust for them, their excitement as they watched the pretty “Miss” in the clearing. Marnie could not even imagine how long they had been without female company, and the idea of relieving their suffering while at the same time enjoying themselves, as well as gaining three experienced guides to lead them through the woods, made them squirm. They could not help but relish the wide-eyed lustful stares they received from the imps, all three of them clearly desiring them, and the sight of the bulges growing under the imps rags, impressive for their stature, if not impressive compared to the other cocks Marnie had pleasured, made Marnie blush, the joy of being pretty, sexy, wanted, desired, intoxicating.
Marnie walked over to the leader, the imp who had spoken first, hips rolling, ass wiggling, exaggerated sensual sexual movements. The imps could not take their eyes off them, under the spell of their body as well as their Charm. Marnie smiled, grinning, buzzing with erotic energy, their skin tingling.
“You really think I’m pretty? You’ll really help me?” Marnie asked—their voice soft, feminine, seductive, full of Charm.
The imps all nodded, mesmerized by the pretty ‘Miss’ in front of them. Marnie’s grin spread, becoming greedy, hungry, cheeks pink. Their lips were plump, gloss pink, sparkly, their eyes bright green, gold curls falling down around their pretty face. They wiggled their sexy, petite body, their subtle curves, and sank, slowly, to their knees, in front of the imps’ leader, face to face.
“Well, that’s very nice of you. How about I show you how I say thank you?”
The imps all nodded again, wide-eyed. Marnie reached out with one hand, grasped the bulge in the leader’s ragged pants. It was hot, larger than they had expected an imp’s cock to be, but still smaller than the others Marnie had encountered—but at least there was more than one.
The imp moaned as Marnie’s fingers closed around his throbbing, hard shaft, the length and girth fitting easily into their palm. Marnie stroked the imp’s cock through the cloth for a moment before tugging his ragged pants down, freeing his dick, grinning.
Marnie looked down, and their eyes widened. The imp’s dick was oozing copious amounts of precum, his balls massive, cock the same shade of green as his skin though the prominent, swollen head, much girthier than the shaft, almost flared, was a darker green. Marnie licked their lips and shifted to lean down, settling onto all fours, face close to the imp’s cock. They stroked it, slowly, and the imp thrust into their palm, soft fingers and hand.
“Miss… oh… that’s… oh…” The imp leader was breathing heavily, gasping, his voice full of lust.
Marnie thrilled at the power they had over the three imps, their cocks all straining for them. They were theirs, and they were going to enjoy themselves—their body was hot, aching, needy and desperate.
Marnie leant forward, opened their mouth, their pretty, pink, plump, sensitive lips, and extended their tongue. They took the imp leader’s cock into their mouth, lips tight, sucking, tongue lapping, and their body lit up with pleasure, almost overwhelming. It felt good!
Marnie took the whole of the imp leader’s cock into their mouth, hard and throbbing, the flared head barely brushing the back of their throat. They swallowed it easily, their throat well suited to serving cock now, their body Adapted to their new passion. Marnie’s lips tingled, sending pulses of pleasure down to their cute little cock so that it throbbed in their panties, aching. They lapped at the imp’s precum, the taste sweeter than they had been expecting, swallowing the unending stream eagerly. Marnie could not wait to see how much cum they would gift them.
On either side of Marnie, the other two imps moved closer, tentative at first, but aroused by the show they became more eager, overcome by lust for the pretty ‘Miss’. They pulled down their pants and took out their cocks, began to stroke them as they watched Marnie suck their leader’s cock.
Marnie glanced to either side, taking in the view, so many cocks, the imps’ gazes taking in their lithe, curvy, petite body, their pretty face, their round, full ass on display now as they knelt on all fours. Marnie’s cute little cock throbbed, and a knot of pleasure formed in their belly, an emptiness, and an idea rose to mind that excited them. Marnie looked to the imp to the left and wiggled their butt, displaying it.
Marnie pulled back, letting the leader’s cock slip from their lips with a pop, a shudder of joy as the slick shaft caressed their pink, sparkly, plump lips.
“Why don’t you slip in behind me. It seems a shame to just have you standing there letting that lovely cock go to waste.” Marnie’s voice was lusty and seductive.
They shuddered at what they were suggesting, a twinge of humiliation and shame at the thought of an imp claiming their anal virginity that only fed their arousal. What better opportunity though, since their cocks were smaller, and would be easier to take, and they knew that they could not stop now, even if they wanted to—and they didn’t want to.
The imp nodded, gladly complying, slipping around behind Marnie to stand between their legs, lifting their hands to caress the full, round cheeks of Marnie’s ass. Marnie moaned, the sensation a delight, and glanced back over their shoulder, grinning, blushing. Their hole felt empty and they needed to be full.
“Fuck my ass. And don’t be gentle.” Marnie said.
They could not believe what they were saying, what they were doing, but they could not deny the excitement and the pleasure they felt, the hunger. Marnie looked to the imp to the right, still stroking the leader’s slick cock, and smiled at them.
“And you come upfront. I can handle two of you with my mouth at the same time.” Marnie said.
The third imp nodded, mesmerised by the sexy ‘Miss’. The imp moved to stand beside the leader and Marnie reached out to take its cock in their free hand, stroking the two cocks now in time.
Marnie pressed back as the imp behind stroked their ass, pulling their panties to the side, exposing their crack, their hole, their entrance.
Marnie leant forward, lowered their mouth to the third imp’s cock, began to suck, bobbing up and down eagerly now, wanting more, craving more. Its precum was sweeter than the leaders, and thicker and Marnie wanted more, wanted them to cum, wanted to swallow it all.
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Marnie felt something slick and warm and hard run up their crack, pausing at their puckered entrance, pressing. They moaned, the imp’s flared head teasing them open. Marnie lifted their mouth off the one cock and shifted it to the other, the difference in size and taste apparent, the thrill of serving two cocks at once with their mouth intoxicating.
The cock head at their entrance pressed firmer and Marnie moaned, sucking hard, taking all of the leader’s cock, their throat opening, their hand wanking the other, throbbing in their grip. Marnie’s cute little dick pulsed, oozing precum.
Marnie’s hole opened, stretching, split wide, and the imp’s cock forced in, lubricated by the copious precum. Marnie shuddered, pressing back, splitting themselves wide. They wanted to be fucked, to be full, wanted their ass full of cock and cum. The pressure mounted, the imp forcing their cock in deeper, and then, suddenly, the flared head slipped past Marnie’s outer ring and slipped deep, popping in, the imp’s cock buried in their ass.
The sensation was beyond bliss and Marnie sucked hard on the leader’s cock, moaning, gasping, a knot of pleasure in their belly as the flared head rubbed over their inner walls. Marnie trust back, riding the cock, fucking back, and the imp gripped their hips tight, pulling out, thrusting in, fucking Marnie.
Marnie switched their mouth to the other cock again, alternating between the two, the lust of all three imps, their pleasure and arousal, feeding Marnie’s desire, their euphoria. The imp behind fucked hard, their cock slipping in and out of Marnie’s slick hole, stretching them, fucking them, the flared head brushing against a small bright spot of pleasure. Marnie wiggled their hips, grinding their ass, fucking back, chasing the pleasure of being fucked, of cock slipping in and out of their ass.
The imp behind thrust hard, faster, hips slapping against Marnie’s ass. Marnie’s cute little cock pulsed, aching, leaking. Marnie’s body fizzed with magic and pleasure, shifted. Their hole stretched, became slick, self-lubricating, wet, so that the imp’s cock slipped in and out easier, the pleasure more pronounced. Their entrance adjusted to being stretched, more sensitive, the pleasure at being fucked greater, became more elastic, to more easily accept cock. Their ass swelled, becoming soft, round, full, a plump sensitive ass that was made to be fucked, that was made to arouse cock.
Marnie switched their mouth between the two imp cocks, sucking both with a fever, eager for cum, stroking as they fucked back on the cock in their ass. Their chest swelled, breasts growing larger, nipples more sensitive, rubbing against the leather corset as they strained, the corset adjusting to their new voluptuous tits, their new ample cleavage. Even Marnie’s hair shifted, becoming longer, brighter.
Marnie did not care, overcome by pleasure, the thrill of cock in their mouth, the taste of the imps’ pre-cum, sucking on one cock, then another, lips plump and soft and wet, mouth tight, tongue teasing.
The imp behind squeezed Marnie’s now ample ass, slapping slightly, fucking hard, rough, thrusting in and out, flared head tugging at their entrance, rubbing against their sensitive, slick inner walls, hole stretching, ass full.
The pleasure mounted. The cock in Marnie’s hand pulsed, the one in their mouth throbbed, the cock in their ass swelled. All three were close.
Marnie sucked hard on the cock in their mouth, lips tingling. It throbbed, swelled, and their tongue lapped at the flared crown. Marnie thrust back onto the imp’s cock in their ass, flared head rubbing over the spot of Marnie’s pleasure, hole tight, clenching, milking. Marnie’s cute little cock ached, almost painful.
“Oh… Miss… yes!” The leader was close.
Marnie sucked hard, hand stroking the third cock. The leaders cock swelled and pulsed in Marnie’s mouth and came, fulling Marnie’s throat with cum as he thrust deep. Marnie swallowed eagerly, the taste and thrill addictive, the amount of cum overwhelming. The imp inside Marnie’s ass, buried deep in their hole, thrust fast, fucking hard. Marnie moaned and squeezed, ample ass wobbling as they ground their hips to chase the knot of pleasure as the cock fucked in and out, rubbing the slick, sensitive inner walls.
“Miss…. Miss..” The third imp’s cock pulsed, engorged.
Marnie swallowed and popped their mouth from the leader’s cock, wrapped their lips around the other imp’s cock just in time to receive their reward. The imp filled Marnie’s mouth with copious amounts of sweet, thick cum and Marnie swallowed eagerly.
The imp behind, cock buried in Marnie’s ass, witnessing the scene, thrust deep, hard, and their cock swelled. The imp came, hard, filling Marnie’s hole with cum, hot and thick and sticky, the sheer volume stretching Marnie, the cum oozing out, and Marnie, already on the edge, driven wild with lust and pleasure, came, their cute little cock pulsing, hard, filling their panties with a trickle of cum, their whole body racked with the most intense orgasm they had ever experienced.
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The three imps collapsed, exhausted, and Marnie knew they would have to wait for them to rouse and show them the way out of the forest. Not that they minded—it gave them a chance to recover from the overwhelming pleasure, their belly and ass both full of vast volumes of sticky imp cum, and also to explore their newly changed body.
Marnie’s breasts were larger, becoming almost prominent, nipples hard and aching constantly, eager to be touched, and their ass was round and swollen now, a cute little bubble butt. Their hair was longer and their hole seemed… testing it Marnie found their hole was now slick, with more than cum, as though ready to be fucked, to be filled with cock. The debauchery of it all made Marnie blush and grin—their cute little cock twitching.
They were pleased to find that their enchanted leather armour had adjusted to their new body, accentuating Marnie’s new womanly features, enhancing their sex appeal, and Marnie loved the way their boobs and ass wiggled and bounced now as they walked. Still, there was a subtle buzzing at the back of their head, a tickling that had persisted after their orgasm as though something…
Realising what had happened Marnie rushed to their bag, pulled out their enchanted log, the mystical document containing all the information about them. Marnie looked at the first line and grinned, blushing. The log confirmed their suspicion.
All this use of their Charm, all the things they had done, the pleasure they had experienced, the cocks they had pleasured—they had levelled up. Marnie, female Temptress, level two.
Not only had they levelled up but, they had gained a class alignment. Temptress. It fitted with the heavy use of their Charm. And then, finally, there was one other detail. They were listed now as female…
Marnie smiled. As she wiggled, squirming in the afterglow of the pounding she had received, the pleasure she had received, still full of cum, her cute little cock throbbed, as though ready for more. She supposed it made sense. She was pretty now, sexy, even beautiful. Men wanted her, desired her, thought of her as a pretty girl, and she liked that, and she definitely liked cock. The word, female, made her feel… right.
“And levelling up means new skills!” Marnie said.
She could not wait to discover what they were, and she just knew she was going to enjoy using them.
TO BE CONTINUED…




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx
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Femboy Reform School
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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.




Healslut


[image: ]


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.




Mesmerized: Thrall to the Vampire Queen
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Another Halloween, another Halloween party—more pretty girls in sexy costumes flirting with tall, muscular men, more chances for Felix to feel awkward and out of place. The party was busy and crowded, and there was no sign of the friends who had persuaded him, against his better judgement, to attend. So it was going to be just another party where Felix stood apart, on his own, never quite fitting in.
This year though, things are different. This year Felix draws the attention of a dark and mysterious woman. As soon as he notices her, sat alone in the middle of a busy party, Felix feels drawn to her. She is unlike any woman he has seen before, aloof, beautiful, with an aura of power that he finds impossible to resist. Soon enough Felix finds himself enthralled, and he is whisked into the night only to realise that Madame Caedis, ‘the Vampire Queen’ is not simply another woman in a costume, but is in fact so, so much more… and she has decided to make Felix Hers.
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, transformation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…




Confessions: Caught by my Step-Brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would…
Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.
Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.
When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?
When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever.  Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother…





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.
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