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When you write as much as I do, sometimes you want to branch out, to try some different things, and generally see if you can do something you haven't done in the past. Or, you want to do something that doesn't quite fit in the rest of the body of work. And so, KayDee Sommers was born.

I've written a number of stories under that name, and it's time for them to come home and live alongside the rest of my stories. If you've never read KayDee's stories, now's your chance. If you have, these will be edited versions of the stories you read before.

I hope you enjoy them. I know I enjoyed their creation, and I am very pleased to present them to you as part of my library of writing. Happy reading!

And if you want more of Brittany's adventures, drop me a line at lykabloom@gmail.com!


1. THE CANDY SHOP

Flirt looked down at her slender leg and wiggled her toes. No matter how she tried, she could not make these horrid shoes stay on her dainty feet. As a fairy, it was tough to keep anything at all on glorious bare feet, but these so-called high heels scrunched toes up together in a way that made Flirt's tootsies scream out in pain. She was seated on the countertop when Flan entered from the back, boxes piled too high to see the other faerie's face. Flirt watched her weave on her own unsteady feet as the pile of boxes swayed in her arms, threatening to spill over. Remarkably, she deposited the tower on the counter beside Flirt and brushed her hands dramatically to signal she was done.

"Why don't we just use our wands?" Flirt pouted. She'd been complaining all day as the opening drew near and the pair of lithe women were forced to un-box the inventory.

The store itself was bathed in white. White shelves, white counters, white doors, white countertops. Even the apron Flirt wore around her waist was white. The color was supplied by the candy. Now that the bins were filled and the shelves were lined, every color of the rainbow was on display, muting the blinding white with pastels and deep reds and blacks. Everywhere the eye turned, something marvelously colorful was being offered for purchase. And that was just the packaging!

The taste, oh heavens the taste! Faerie-made confections were the envy of the immortal world, despite the trickster nature of the confectioners. Brownies and imps and incubi and wisps, they all lined up for the faeries' sweets when the great galas were held, even if that meant some of the partakers would find themselves behaving a bit oddly.

Make no mistake, faerie candy was delicious and very, very dangerous in the wrong hands. There was magic in their work, you see, and that magic could create all sorts of wonderful changes in the soul who chose to consume the delicious treats. Sometimes these changes could be as infinitesimal as the change of a lady's nail color or as enormous as becoming someone, or something, entirely different than what the taster started. It all depended on the person, as all magic truly does.

Flirt and Flan made great pains that this shop would be different.

"It is time we consorted with the mortals," Flan announced at the last great meeting of the spirit tribes.

"I already do," purred Lyla, a succubus. The bulge of her futa sex was obvious as she shifted in her seat and regarded the slight faerie.

"Not like that," Flan corrected. "While we have taken a lot of pains to ensure that humans never proved our existence, their world continues to grow and ours keeps shrinking."

There were nods around the table. This had been a matter of some discussion for decades now. The matter of what was to be done about the humans was as much a part of normal small talk as the weather or the effects of the moon on magical rituals. Humans, at first a curiosity to the magical tribes, had proliferated to consume most all of the ground and some of the sea, too. They built towers that belched filth into the sky and poured poisons into the sea. Both the natural and magical creatures suffered, and no tribe had a clue what to do about them.

"Are you proposing some kind of peace treaty?" Old Granddad asked, a tree spirit of great age and wisdom.

"No, no, no," Flan said, shaking her head and sending her bouncy red hair swishing. She was, like all faeries, cute to the point of distraction. As such, she had to pound her delicate fist on the meeting table to make everyone sit up a little straighter. "We need to live among them for a time. And maybe then we'll know what we can do to stop them from destroying us."

"What do you propose?" asked Linsleaf, a brownie who hovered over the chair. Brownies were barely eight inches tall, and the brownie's wings beat like those of a hummingbird to keep the creature floating above the chair she was assigned.

"Flirt and I will get jobs. And we will live among them for a few months. See what it is that makes people so all-fired eager to destroy our home! And then we will know how to stop them."

There were murmurings and the stroking of beards while the immortals all convened to decide. Finally it was agreed that Flirt and Flan would have their time among the humans, so long as they promised never to employ magic in the so-called real world.

And so, Flan stood before the last pile of boxes left to display before the grand opening. Flirt held one of her detestable heels in hand, turning it over and examining it.

"Are you sure feet are supposed to go in here?"

"Yes, Flirt," Flan sighed. "I don't know why they do it, either, but all the women wear them. And we don't want to look strange do we?"

"No," Flirt agreed, and crammed her foot back into the shoe. She wobbled on them for a moment and almost fell, her quartet of membranous wings ripping the back of her blouse to keep her upright, beating the air with a whispering rush of air.

"Put those away!" Flan ordered.

Flirt fell back to earth as her wings folded against her back, fluttering the ragged tears in the blouse she wore. She still hated human clothes and the way they confined the body so.

Flan looked stern, her rosy cheeks now even redder with frustration. "If we are found out, we're going to have to explain to the rest of the council how you couldn't keep your wings put away. While the humans lose their minds about the existence of real magic, you'll be flitting around in your faerie clothes or nothing at all! Is that what you want?"

"Better than this," Flirt grumbled, tugging down the skirt that kept creeping up her pretty legs.

"Why don't you leave the rest of this to me," Flan relented. "You find an outfit for tomorrow and maybe get some practice with the shoes."

"Yay!" the faerie exclaimed and rushed to the storeroom where her human accessories were kept, off to practice human behavior before she left the shop for the night. Flan noted that her heels were left in her wake, askew on the floor near the counter.

2. CIRCE

The city at night made Flirt feel more at home. There was something about the lights on their arcing poles and the lack of traffic that gave the landscape a peaceful aura. When the big moon was out and the world wasn't filled with the growling sounds of car engines, it could be kind of nice, like tonight. She hadn't bothered with shoes, and she hated the way her skirt still felt like it was binding her at the knees. The reason, she thought, that so many human women wear such ridiculous shoes is that their skirts keep them from walking with long strides to begin with. With her naturally short stature, a touch over five feet, and graceful, thin build she looked like a dancer. She moved freely along the riverside, twirling as she passed through the cones of light cast by the street lamps.

She found one other place in the mortal world she enjoyed, a place called a bar, where humans drank stuff that was like nectar back home. The more they drank, the freer they felt and acted. It reminded Flirt of the wonderful festivals in the meadows, when fae would gather and sip intoxicating nectar and dance and play all night long until the sun rose and caught them. This playing often left them tangled and sweating together. That was Flirt's absolute favorite kind of fun – the kind that ended with someone or something between her legs, making Flirt sing with delight. She found that most of the human men seemed innately drawn to her, but it was a cute human woman Flirt enjoyed. They were always so shy and reserved until you gave them the smallest hint of sexual freedom.

Where Flan liked her plans and checklists and studies, Flirt preferred a more direct study of humans. Opening the door to The Sand Trap gave her a wide, loud laboratory to perform experiments of her own. As soon as she entered, four men stared as Flirt made her way to the bar, the light sweater she wore hiding the tattered remains of her shredded top. Her feet felt the grit and the dirt on the floor and she sat carefully on a swiveling, high-backed stool that allowed her dirty soles to dangle above the floor.

"Hey Carol," the bartender said in greeting. He was a thick, older human with little hair and no visible neck thanks to the swell of flesh below his chin. "Usual?"

"Yes please!"

Carol was her nom de human, something she heard on television in the small apartment she and Flan shared. Flirt bounced her fingertips together while she waited excitedly for Clint the bartender to bring her the drink she liked. He called it a Blue Hawaiian, and it was colorful and sugary like candy and made Flirt feel ever so friendly. She wrapped her lips around the straw sticking out of the blue potion and pursed them. She had a naturally small mouth, and sucking the drink reminded her of how much she liked sucking other things, too. By the time she drained her first Blue Hawaiian of the night, Flirt's tendency toward arousal was a full-fledged fire she was sitting on, and she was eager for another drink and a human to help her satisfy these delicious urges.

She noted the eyes of several men sitting at the bar on her and gave each a soft smile and nod of attention. In return, she knew she wouldn't be paying for another drink the rest of the night. With her long, glowing red hair and delicate features, she struck every man in the room as one of the most naturally beautiful women they'd ever seen. The women who saw her labeled her the same or harbored a deep and poisonous envy for her.

Except one. Flirt hadn't noticed her at first, sitting all alone at one of the booths built into the back wall of the pub. Her legs were crossed beneath the table and she slowly stirred a martini with a pair of speared olives. Her hair was like black silk, carefully arranged in a neat and fashionable style, though it looked to Flirt like her hair might fall to her knees if it were loose. The outfit looked like one of the business suits Flirt saw on the men, but black and with a skirt instead of pants. The strange woman wore dark-rimmed classes that rested on a sharp nose. She had the stern features of a matron and the body and cool beauty of an ice princess. Flirt wanted her instantly.

With her ankles hooked together and legs swinging, Flirt turned her attention fully to the dark-haired vixen in the booth. While Flirt understood that they were not to use magic in the mortal realm, if nobody saw, would it really be any harm? And faeries were very good at subtle magic, as their candy suggested. So, having talked herself into one eensie use of her powers, Flirt allowed her faerie pheromones to seep from her skin like a mist of lust around her. With a purse of her lips and a blow, the scent gathered into a pocket of arousal and wound in an invisible stream around the heads of men and women talking and drinking, finally curling around the ice princess alone at the booth.

The ice princess looked up, as if she had just recalled something important. Her head turned, confused, until her gaze settled on Flirt spinning in small half-circles at the bar, her lips planted on the straw as she took another long swallow of the sugary drink. She stared at Flirt and the faerie giggled around the straw in her mouth as the dusky, seductive woman sitting alone waved her over. Flirt bounced off her stool and, sipping the remains of her drink, navigated through the crowd until she was standing at the edge of the woman's booth.

"Have a seat," the stranger offered, gesturing across the table.

Flirt slid into the booth and gave the woman her best, coquettish smile. With her reduced size and slim build, Flirt wiggled with a bountiful energy. She hunched her shoulders and grinned across the table. The stranger gave her a pleasant, enigmatic expression that made Flirt feel a hint of concern. Most women would have been practically crawling under the table to get a whiff of Flirt's immortal snatch.

"What is such a cute little fae doing in a place like this?"

Flirt's eyes popped wide and the straw froze in her mouth. The woman knew she was fae! More, she was clearly immune to Flirt's natural pheromones. Flirt scoured her mental index for creatures that fit both bills, especially those who were beautiful women. Flirt started to ease herself out of the booth, the hint of panic now a full-blown wildfire of fear in her belly.

"Wish I could stay, I really do, but I need to get back..."

"Get back where, little faerie?" the woman asked. Her hand reached out and she ran a finger down Flirt's forearm, down to her palm where the woman's finger traced small circles. "Sit."

Flirt did. She liked the way she felt when the woman touched her. It was like drinking Elysian nectar straight from the vine and that sunlight feeling that came with it exploding through your body. Like then, Flirt's limbs were heavy and she only wanted to sink deeper in this relaxing fog.

"Good girl. What is your name, faerie?"

"Flirt," she replied. She was swaying gently side to side in the booth to some unheard rhythm.

"I am Circe. You know me?"

"The witch," Flirt giggled.

"That's right. And what I want to know is what a faerie is doing on the mortal plane. In a bar. And trying to pick me up."

Flirt giggled anew. Her eyes were heavy-lidded and the grin plastered on her face suggested she was lost in her intoxication. Besides the happy tingles that floated through her, Flirt's pussy was flush and wet. She hoped the witch would want to screw later. Flirt loved screwing.

"Me and Flan are opening a store."

"A store? A business? To what end?"

Circe was leaning toward the bedazzled faerie with greater interest. The fae were frustratingly airy creatures, she reminded herself.

"The council wants to observe humans. We wanted to know if we could live together."

Circe scowled. That was ever the problem with the immortals. All of them were desperate to find some way that their world could sit easily alongside the mortal realm. Circe knew this was impossible. She heard rumblings of something on the horizon, something coming. And the fool members of the council would still be conducting their social experiments while the darkness consumed the world. Not all the immortals were so ready to suffer extinction.

"You say there's another? I want you to show me."

"Great! When do you want to go?"

"Soon, my sweet faerie. First, I want to show you my home. Would you like to come with me, Flirt? I think you might like being part of my menagerie."

"Oh yes, please!" Flirt enthused.

Circe nodded. Faeries were so uncomplicated.

3. BACKSEAT FUN

Her car was driven by one of her more subtle creations, a hybrid of human woman and mouse that appealed to Circe's sensibility. The resulting combination had subtle physical characteristics to differentiate her from a pure human. She had overlarge ears and a pronounced pair of front incisors, a skittish and docile quality that made for an excellent servant. And, of course, a propensity for cheese. Now the pretty mouse girl in a chauffeur's uniform sat with her eyes straight ahead while Flirt explored the back of the limousine. The faerie was boundless energy, opening and then closing the small bar built into the rear seats, turning on and off the television screen mounted to the upper right of the divider separating driver from passengers. The seats wrapped around the interior and Flirt was scurrying over the tan leather and bouncing on it, testing the springs.

Circe watched the faerie exploring the luxurious car as long as her patience allowed and her amusement lasted.

"Flirt," Circe said, interrupting the faerie from her current obsession with a bowl of M & Ms fixed to the serving tray nearby, "you know you are free to let your fae flag fly, so to speak. You don't have to concern yourself with those stuffy human clothes."

"Oh yay!" Flirt cheered, lifting her arms over her head. "Human clothes are the worst!"

Circe examined the fae as she fumbled the sweater over her head, revealing the soft white blouse beneath. This, too, Flirt pawed at until the buttons began to open and Flirt was wriggling out of the half-unbuttoned top. The witch admired all manner of supernatural creatures. Next to the succubi, she enjoyed the fae most of all. While not nearly as voluptuous as the succubi were, faeries had whimsical, silly natures that made them ideal pets. Their lack of seriousness made them easy to trick and manipulate.

This one was now topless, showing off her pert breasts while she untangled her legs from the black skirt she'd been wearing. With that tossed aside, Flirt took one last tumble off the rear seat and her panties were gone, too. The now-naked faerie rolled onto her knees, effectively kneeling at Circe's feet. The position pleased Circe.

"Such a pretty thing you are, Flirt."

"You are sooo beautiful, too," Flirt sang. "You want to have fun, Miss Witch?"

Flirt intended to entice Circe with her slow gyrations, the way her hands lifted and cupped her small breasts. Circe was indeed enticed, but not by such a simple offer. She would have Flirt for her pleasure, yes. But she would claim her soul, too. There was nothing quite so diabolical as a corrupted faerie. In fact, once their souls had been tainted by darkness, they would slip into a new state of being, and one that Circe had little opportunity to witness for herself.

"I do, Flirt. Why don't you start here?"

Circe spread her legs, drawing the business skirt up her legs. The journey revealed garters clipped to her stocking tops, and Flirt could make out the satiny shimmer of Circe's underwear. The naked faerie crawled toward Circe on her hands and knees, and Circe decided on some changes to the faerie once the partner was ensnared, too. For now, Circe could only offer Flirt a taste of her sex, and the fae was eager to please.

With her pixie-ish hairstyle and slim form, Circe admired the subtle musculature of the faeries back as her wings pulsed with her movements. When she settled on her knees before Circe, the witch reached out and pet the faerie's cheek. The immortal closed her eyes, leaning her head into Circe's palm. Such was the nuance of submission, Circe thought. With that gesture, that docile affection, Flirt opened her thoughts to Circe. The witch moved through the faerie's mind at the speed of thought, finding memories of playful games with her kind, teasing lovemaking with all manner of creatures, but all driven by the principles of light and good. Her mischief was toothless. Until now.

Circe could burrow to the roots of Flirt's innermost thoughts, and it was here that she twisted Flirt's mind, warping it into something evilly cruel and delighted by the suffering of mortals. While Circe plucked apart the faerie's mind, the witch lifted her hips, removing her panties to reveal the black-furred pussy beneath. Flirt moaned at the sight of Circe's slit. The faerie's hand moved between her slender legs and teased Flirt's hot folds, finding her fingers wet with her own lust. With each caress of her sex, these new desires implanted by Circe took hold and became a part of Flirt's essence.

With all magical creatures, their souls cannot be hidden. Where before Flirt had been a giggling and airy blonde fae, the corruption that coursed through her made her skin grow dusky and her eyes become as black and shiny as oil slicks. Even her blonde bob darkened, so that one half was purely black, while the other half turned a pale white. The transformation of the fae was accompanied by an abandon. Flirt drove her face into Circe's pussy and drank deep of the witch's juices.

The sticky wetness of Circe's pussy grew with the realization that Flirt had truly succumbed and was now another puppet of the witch's, a willing slave to her thirst for power. Circe gripped the back of the faerie's head and rode her mouth, grinding hard against the small pout of the fae, coating her face with Circe's scent. It was an animal act, and one Circe rarely allowed herself. She believed that so much of the world pretended to humanity on their two legs, but deep down they were all animals. Circe conducted herself like an evolved being, like an entity that deserved to rule. Here in the backseat of the limousine, however, with the dark faerie's tongue slithering into her canal and sucking the sweet cluster of nerves beneath her hood, Circe cried out. She gave herself over to the joys of seeing the faerie perverted, of having this once-innocent creature now beg to be the pussy slave of the witch.

Not that Flirt could do much begging with her mouth closed on Circe's pussy and her lips offering the witch's own nether lips a passionate kiss. Circe held the fae's head in place while her body tensed with a growing climax. Flirt noticed the tension in the witch and redoubled her efforts, coaxing the orgasm from Circe with a fae's impressive skill.

When she came, Circe threw back her head and bellowed, a throat-ripping scream of release that was as rare as it was powerful. The climax was given voice, and those that heard the sound of it felt a wave of intense arousal pass through them. Flirt was driven back on her cute ass where she sat down hard, her knees splayed apart, showing off her own juicy snatch. Circe settled into the luxury of the leather seat and slid her panties up her stockinged legs and adjusted her skirt until she was once again sitting primly in the limousine, hands folded at her knees. Only the red of her cheeks and the glow around her hinted at the satisfaction the witch felt.

Flirt recovered, returning to her knees and rubbing her cheek against Circe's leg, cowering at the floor in the presence of her superior. She was a fawning toy of the witch now, and Circe amused herself by attending Flirt's needy pussy with a pair of fingers, teasing along her folds but never venturing into the faerie-slut's flooded pussy. It must have been maddening, but Flirt only cooed and whimpered, licking Circe's heel like a dog.

"Good girl," the witch grinned. "Good slave."

4. OPENING DAY

There was something off about Flirt. Flan watched the faerie bustling around the shop as they prepared to open the doors for the first time, ensuring scoops were in each open bin of loose candy and that the ribbons were tied just right on the gift boxes. As she worked, Flirt sang a happy little song to herself. She'd even managed to squeeze her feet into heels, a pair that were even taller than Flan's! Everything she said and did was just right, and that's what made Flan so nervous. Flirt liked chaos. She liked disruption. Why she was actually helping Flan was anyone's guess. She hadn't explained her hair, either, why she'd decided to sculpt it into long pigtails of black and white that cascaded from either side of Flirt's head like a monochromatic waterfall, washing over her shoulders.

"What is it, silly?" Flirt asked after catching Flan's stare.

"Nothing. Sorry. But when did you get so good at imitating humans? You even got the clothes right!"

'Right' was perhaps an understatement. Flirt had a pink-and-white maids' uniform, complete with ruffles and bows and snow-white stockings that came up to her slim thighs. She easily bounced between the aisles in the white heels with the tall spikes, and she had a smiling, happy demeanor that Flan couldn't complain about, even if it wasn't the Flirt she knew.

"I want today to go great!" she exclaimed, clutching her hands to her breast. "If we can give all our customers the best candy, we'll be the most successful store in town!"

The enthusiasm was infectious, if surprising. Flan joined in, eager to capitalize on Flirt's helpfulness.

"We can do it, Flirt! Faerie power!"

"Faerie power!" Flirt responded and rushed to her fellow fae to give Flan a tight hug. When she released the faerie, Flirt gave her companion an unexpected kiss, and right on the lips! Flan's eyes went wide, but Flirt was already scampering off to another of the candy bins. It wasn't unusual for faeries to kiss each other, but the grip on Flan's ass when Flirt kissed suggested that was more than a friendly gesture.

"Almost time!" Flan noted as the clock ticked ever closer to eight in the morning. It was the perfect time of day for faeries, who loved the morning sunlight. The storefront faced the east and the sun was shining brightly through the window. Flan was holding her arms to her sides, soaking up the warm rays when the light went out. Flirt was drawing the blinds so that the light of the shop came from only the buzzing flourescents overhead.

"Hey!" Flan pouted. "Why'd you do that?"

"Humans aren't faeries, silly Flan, they don't like bright sunlight like we do. Try this, I made them last night!"

"Oh," Flan said. She was still puzzling over the faerie's late night baking when she felt the chocolate push past her lips and settle on her tongue. It was rich and delicious and the chocolate melted easily, coating her mouth. She swallowed and licked, but found the chocolate's taste doggedly remaining. "It's good."

"There's more on the counter whenever you want more," Flirt said with a wink.

The faerie placed a candy dish beside the cash register, piled high with chocolate bonbons decorated with little pink dots. Flan giggled to herself. Her first thought had been that they look like nipples, which made the bonbons like boobs. Edible boobs. She laughed again and popped another candy in her mouth while Flirt secured the rest of the blinds. Sometimes Flirt could be pretty smart after all. Flan hardly noticed she had grabbed another pair of bonbons for the trip to the front door, where she turned over the CLOSED sign to OPEN and unlocked the door.

"We're open!" Flirt exclaimed.

She had a rare gift for stating the obvious, Flan mused, licking her fingertips clean before nabbing another bonbon from the dish. She didn't want to eat up all their inventory, but it wasn't like faeries had to worry about excess weight. Even if human food did effect them, a faerie's metabolism was too high to be affected by a few candies. If that were so, Flan thought, why did they taste so good?

"You are gobbling those up," Flirt said, slinking toward Flan. In her kawaii outfit and newly long hair, she looked rather fetching to Flan.

"They're yummy," she managed before Flan deposited another on her tongue. This one practically melted in her palm and Flan was hard at work sucking her fingers clean. Now that she had the chocolate off, she left her digits in her mouth a moment longer than she needed. It was kind of fun to suck, Flan thought, and then giggled merrily at the absurdity of the notion. Faeries liked sex, sure, but they weren't so possessed by it like those poor succubi or something. Still, Flan kept her index finger in her mouth and ran her tongue around the circumference of it.

"You should sit down, Flan. You look all flustered," Flirt advised, taking Flan by the arm. She led the faerie to a seat by the counter. She whimpered and reached with her free hand for the tray of bonbons, helpless as a child in her grasping of it. "More?" Flirt asked in mock surprise. "I'll get you the whole thing!"

Flirt placed the dish in Flan's lap, delighted by her partner's newfound obsession. The spell had worked and every piece of candy in the shop was charmed, now. Circe had done just as she asked. She was so beautiful and wonderful, Flirt thought, even as the witch appeared at the door. Circe rapped lightly before pushing the front door open, the first official customer.

"Goddess Circe!" Flirt cried happily and sank immediately to her knees before the sorceress.

"Not now," Circe chided. "Up on your feet. Very good. And your friend?"

"Over there."

Flirt pointed to the faerie sitting in a tall chair by the door to the stockroom, her gaze pointed straight, but her eyes saw little. Her hands were mechanically moving from the bowl to her mouth, then a pause for Flan to suck her fingers until they were clean, and then a bit longer than that. She had taken to sucking two fingers at a time, and that made the chocolates taste even better!

"Very good." Circe strode to the spot where Flan was seated, waving a black-gloved hand before the faerie's eyes. Flan blinked and slowly lifted her head to Circe. Her eyes were unfocused and dim. "Enjoying your snack, fae?"

Flan nodded slowly with a wide, dumb smile plastered on her face. Her attention focused some, and she frowned with that same grin frozen in place.

"You're not human." Her voice was lazy and interrupted by fits of cheery giggles. "I think you're not supposed to be here."

Circe plucked a bonbon from the rapidly emptying dish and forced it into Flan's mouth, who closed her eyes as the soporific sweets melted on her tongue and flowed thickly down her throat. Circe rested her fingers there on the flat of the fae's tongue. Flan closed her lips and sucked, eyes closing again as she suckled like a child at Circe's fingers.

"I belong wherever I am, little faerie. Your friend is now my thrall, my willing slave. Aren't you Flirt?"

The corrupted faerie dropped again to her knees, folding her hands together as she gazed up at Circe, enraptured. "Yes, Goddess Circe! Flirt is your happy servant!"

"See?" Circe said without a glance back to the fawning immortal. "Sadly, your fate is different. You wanted to exist among the humans, and so you shall. At least, the humans I snare in this delicious trap you helped create for me."

Flan's eyes opened some, and one might even detect a note of alarm in that expression, but the influence of the bonbons was too great. She could not wrest herself from the simple act of suckling the witch's extended fingers. She had been worried about something, but it didn't matter. In fact, nothing mattered much to Flan as long as she could keep sucking the witch's fingers. She liked sucking. Almost as much as the other thing, the rhyming word. This made Flan giggle around the fingers in her mouth, but she went on sucking after the fit passed. She felt so happy and free and wonderful. She wondered why she'd never realized before how silly she had been to be so uptight and worrying. It was so much easier to suck and... yes, fuck... and do all the things that felt good.

The faerie moaned a little and Circe saw the chocolates beginning their transformative work. Already, the fae's mind had been melted by Circe's magic into a puddle of happy confusion, and now she would sculpt the faerie into something for her own amusement. Some of the work was done already, the spell on the bonbons having been unique to the faerie. Her wings were already withering beneath the purple top she wore, until they were dry and papery and flaked away like sunburned skin. Her slight build was growing, her legs extending along with her arms and torso, until she stood a shade over five-six. Her thighs filled out and her ass swelled into a round, tempting apple shape. The skirt she wore, once loose, now tightened around her hips and rose with her growing legs until it showed off a generous amount of the faerie's skin. That skin, once fair and glowing, now took on a tan complexion. The hair that had been almost white, so pale was it, now darkened into a honey blonde that spilled onto Flan's shoulders and down her back. The final shift in her appearance was a final enhancement to the fae's shape, this time at her chest. The small, pink-tipped breasts inflated to full and heavy D-cups that pushed the purple top out. What had been a hint of cleavage in her previous shape now became a shelf of flesh threatening to spill out the top of Flan's shirt.

"Who doesn't love a former fae-turned-slut?" Circe mused, and Flirt tittered behind her.

"Take your friend to the back room, Flirt dear, and make sure she has some of the rainbow-colored candies to take with her. That will drain the last of her thoughts away and make sure she's a bubbly little slut for our customers."

"Yes, Goddess Circe!" Flirt exclaimed and rose to her feet, her pendulum ass swinging in her towering heels. It gave her a slinky, sexy walk she liked, especially when she knew Circe's eyes were on her. Flirt took the empty bowl from Flan's lap. She didn't notice, too preoccupied with the fingers in her mouth and the one that was burrowing between her legs as the enhanced faerie squirmed in her chair. Flirt left her to reach one of the candy bins, where Flirt scooped a mound of rainbow-colored candies into the chocolate-streaked bowl. Whistling a tune, she returned to her former partner.

"Flan," she sang, "Want some more candy?"

The bimbo faerie nodded.

"You have to come with me, then."

Flirt led Flan like the pied piper, holding the bowl of candy out of the taller girl's reach until they were in the stockroom. There, Flirt planted Flan in another chair where she could eat candy and plunge her fingers into her snatch until Circe came to collect her. Flirt looked at the busty blonde girl that replaced her old fae friend, and found she couldn't leave the poor thing alone like that. She did deserve to be happy.

Flirt lifted the purple top, fighting Flan to keep her hands out of her mouth or the candy bowl until the shirt was freed. Her former breasts size did not necessitate a bra, so now her big tits were bared on her chest. Flirt put her hands on them, squeezed and tested, cupped and played until Flan was vigorously rubbing her pussy beneath her dampening panties. The girl's new breasts were wonderfully soft and Flirt traced them to their dark tips and gave the bimbo a tweak. Flan only moaned louder, staring open-mouthed at Flirt. The corrupted faerie released Flan's admirable tits and guided the slut's attention back to the candy bowl.

"Eat up, Flan, and Goddess Circe will take good care of you!"

Flan might have heard, or at least she was eating the candies now. Whatever had been the decisive faerie was gone, though, and what remained was something dim-witted and highly sexual. The kind Flirt liked.

She bounced out of the stockroom, pleased with herself and more than a little horny after the brief play with Flan. She stopped in her tracks when she saw the dozen or more people shuffling through the aisles. Circe moved among them like the queen of the realm rubbing elbows with the peasants. She was friendly and smiling, but beneath the veneer was something darker and seductively cruel. Flirt met the witch's gaze and felt her heart rise in her chest. She knew that she had fallen under Circe's sway, but that made the love she felt for the woman no less real. The mere glance given to her by the powerful sorceress made her cheeks redden and her pussy dampen.

She was helping the customers, something she knew to do instinctively, guiding each one to a specific candy. She knew what the effects would be. Flirt helped her witch goddess both conceive and enchant the candies, and now these poor humans would become new toys for Circe.

Circe found a young man sifting through the "healthier" offerings of the witch's stolen store. Plastic see-through bins filled with whole grains and granola and quinoa and more. The young man had taken a sample of the oats, and now stood before the bins dumbly, refilling his open palm when he devoured each handful. He was a handsome boy, no doubt from the local college. His thatch of brown hair was shaggy and stylishly unkempt, his face smooth, as were his muscled arms. He had the lean and well-built body of a swimmer or a runner, and even Flirt could see that he was handsome for a human.

The witch ran her hand over his chest, the two of them unconscious of the embarrassed glances some of the other patrons gave. The boy himself was too lost in his own haze to notice much, even when Circe reached beneath the waist of his faded denim jeans and cupped his swelling sex. He grunted, shifted on his feet, and kept right on chewing the oats. Circe whispered something in his ear, bending up to caress his lobe with her lips as she chanted words of unknown origin, words passed down like folk tales among certain creatures.

The boys body lilted heavily one side and then the other, and he was suddenly a foot shorter. He looked up in surprise, now smaller than Circe, and let out an inquisitive gasp. Then his legs bent wildly, as if his knees had been turned around and he bent the wrong way. He back up, imbalanced and shocked, and the boy came out of his shoes. His feet were gone, replaced by narrow hooves. A pair of white crew socks still clung to thin, hairy legs that poked out of the sagging jeans before these slid down, pantsed by gravity. Hair sprouted at his chin and on his arms and chest and his skin darkened beneath, turning into a color best worn by lifelong sailors who spent a life shirtless beneath the sun. His torso shrank, too, until the once-tall young man stood only four and a half feet high with thin, hairy legs ending in hooves and a hoary coating of coarse hair. His face grew pinched and leering along with the tufts of hair that adorned his chin and cheeks.

He was, Flirt knew, a faun, a randy half-goat that had freed itself of the last remnant of its human clothes, a great and thick cock swinging between his legs, a stumpy pair of horns protruding from his forehead. Circe coddled him before patting his firm bare ass to send him on his way through the store, sniffing at the men and, especially, the women, who were all too lost in their own dreamlike states to pay much mind to the faun.

Flirt had a project of her own, a pretty little human woman who had been on her way to work when she passed by the shop. Her purse had fallen from her shoulder and now sat on its side at her feet. Her hair was light and straight, bound up in a ponytail that Flirt was loosening. The woman's mane of hair now flowed freely and made her look feral. Flirt was feeding marshmallows into the girl's mouth, notably bunny-shaped marshmallows. Already, Flirt noted how her grey striped business skirt was clinging to her expanding hips and threatening to split the zipper holding it in place. Likewise, the woman's top was being pushed outward by the expansion of the business lady's tits, now high and full where they had been barely noticeable before.

"It's so much better for bunny to be free," Flirt encouraged, unbuttoning the woman's top. The woman's hands plucked at the air, making motions like she might be unbuttoning some unseen article of clothing, her nose wrinkling as if possessed by some eternal itch.

The faun scurried by, pausing to rip free the woman's skirt and bury his face in the white cotton panties covering her sex, stained at her cleft with her growing arousal. The faun inhaled deeply, sighed and gave the front of the woman's panties a lick before Flirt shooed him away and he turned his attention to another woman who had found herself entranced by the gummi bears. Flirt wanted to see this one through to the end so she could show Circe how valuable Flirt was and not just another pet, like this girl who had begun to sprout ears, and not the cute little fleshy half-circles at the side of her head. No, these were great big long floppy ears that rose from the woman's crown until they were eighteen inches of furry cuteness drooping slightly over her face. Her lean body filled out until she was a pudgy thing, with great overflowing breasts and a wide, inviting ass. Flirt helped the bunny girl out of her human clothes as her feet spread and thickened and a light down of white fur coated her arms and legs and left a bare patch at her belly and between her legs. Her nose upturned and her front teeth grew large and prominent. While still largely normal-looking, the ears, fur and the tight little tuft of a tail over her round ass made no mistake that she was not quite human any longer.

With a happy titter, the bunny girl bounced off, not quite hopping, but with a lope to her gait that suggested something far more animal. Flirt watched her sniff some of the other patrons who were undergoing transformations of their own. One had become a translucent girl with oozing curves that left small, sticky puddles in her wake. Another man sprouted giant horns and turned a dark hue and long, swinging tail that painted him as something of a minotaur, while another girl grew scales and a long, inviting tongue, a ridge of bony spikes splitting the red sweater she wore as her mouth grew wide and lizard-like.

On her way to Circe, Flirt side-stepped a rutting pair of squirrel-people, one male and one female, who had been altered by the honey nut clusters in one of the bins. Another woman had burst from her top and now fed two other patrons from huge spotted breasts after digging into the milk chocolate and finding how soothing the word 'moo' could be in her mouth. The sorceress was managing the final transformation of an older woman who had made her way to the organic treats. She had found a new youth in the transformative effects of the plant-based candy, sprouting small blossoms from vines that wound around her skin, originating from somewhere inside her. Her hair, once grey, turned very dark and fell in long curls around her, decorated by wisps of baby's breath entangled in her ebony locks. Her skin was faintly green, her lips pale and supple and Flirt found herself immediately taken by the notion of kissing her. Before she could act on the impulse, Circe laid a hand on the dark faerie's shoulder, shaking her head.

"No, no, my pet. She is lovely, yes, and she gives off pheromones irresistible to most. But careful, she bites..."

The plant woman grinned, and Flirt saw the hard, sharp teeth that filled the human Venus flytrap's mouth.

"Almost time for day's end, Flirt. We have collected quite a few pets for our collection. But, I think I have room for one more."

Flirt looked behind her before the understanding crept over her that the witch meant her.

"Oh no, Goddess Circe! Flirt is a good girl! Flirt only wants to help you! Please don't change Flirt!"

"Shh," Circe soothed, taken the small faerie in her arms. Flirt's body felt swallowed by the larger shape of the witch, but the warmth and nearness of the object of Flirt's worship was more soothing than any words could be. By the time the embrace slackened, Flirt could barely recall what she had been upset over. And then Circe was whispering to her, words she couldn't quite understand, but she knew they were meant for her.

The witch admired the faerie's lithe form as it started to twist, her final spell for the day working its magic on her pet. The faerie's eyes turned emerald and dark slits appeared vertically in their centers. A pair of black-furred ears sprouted on her head, cute dark triangles poking up through her hair. Whiskers extended from her cheeks and a long, slinky tail pushed out from beneath her frilled skirt and lazily swing behind her. Her fingernails lengthened into pointed claws and the tip of her nose darkened and split. While still largely the same, she embodied the catgirls of Circe's delighted imaginings.

"Please don't change Flirt nya!" the catgirl cried, unaware she had ever been anything more than Circe's pet kitten.

"I would never, kitten. Now help me gather our pets and get them home. Tomorrow will be a new day and we can grow our army more. If a war is coming, little kitten, we shall be prepared for it."

"Yes, Mistress nya!"

With a simple rotation of her wrist and a crooked finger, Circe carved a door into the very fabric of human reality, a portal that looked out onto a verdant land beyond. The interior of the shop was lit by an unearthly golden light spilling from the floating oval, the edges wavering like a poorly animated circle.

With the door to her realm opened, Circe had but to point and the human-animal hybrids created by her sorcery and the treachery of Flirt marched, crawled and hopped toward the land beyond the portal. Circe waited until the last of them, the lizard girl now crawling with a twisting motion, pulled herself through the doorway into Circe's realm and then paused to listen. She grumbled on hearing the sound, but there was a hint of a cool smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Circe found Flan in the storeroom still, bent over a wood-and-metal desk. The candy dish she'd been left with spilled out of her lap at some point and now lay in pieces around the chair where she sat. When no one was looking, the faun found her. Flan's big tits were pressed into her chest as she leaned over the desktop and the faun fucked her from behind, his thick, dark member plunging into the former faerie, who cooed with each wet smack of his thighs against her smooth flesh. While Flan did not bear the inhuman marks of an animal-laced spell, she had blossomed into a perfect fucktoy, round features and soft flesh with bountiful breasts and long, hard nipples made for tugging and sucking. She would make a fine farmhand for Circe, and a playmate for Flirt when the kitten was feeling neglected.

"Come, faun!" Circe cried, startling the faun. The goatman released a gruff chuckle and gave the bimbo faerie one more hard pump, laughing as he pulled his impressive member from the former faerie's slit to deposit his eruption of cum onto Flan's back and wriggling ass. She giggled with surprise when the hot cum splattered on her bare skin, rising from the desk only when Circe forcibly pulled the faun off the box he balanced on to reach an appropriate height for his libidinous pursuits.

The faerie pranced after him, cum sliding down her spine, ass, and the backs of her thighs, unnoticed by the bimbo as she chased the faun through the portal for more of his sultry attentions.

"Go on," Circe said with a nod to Flirt who sat crouched beside her, looking up at Circe with utter devotion. "Time for you, too, kitty."

"Nya!" the catgirl mewed and leaped through the door, her body extended to its long and lovely limits as her tail trailed behind her.

Circe cast a look back to the candy shop where her new army would be assembled. Now, they were a loose collection of pleasure-hungry animals. In time, they would make up a devoted army of willing slaves for her to take her rightful place among the immortals. Yes, a war was certainly coming, and Circe had no intention of allowing the Light and Dark to leave her out of the discussion when this mortal realm was carved up. She could rule as Queen as easily as they.

She turned the OPEN sign to CLOSED and turned out the lights, only a few spotlights shining down on the darkened room. Satisfied with the day's work, Circe stepped through the portal into her own kingdom where she could be worshiped until she returned for more human material for her experiments. It would be, she decided, a fine time.
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Futa Academy 1: How to Make a Succubus: Shy Brittany goes unnoticed through her day, at least until she ducks into her favorite lunchtime sport to admire her crush, Alan. Awaiting her, however, is a beautiful succubus who has her way with Alan and is looking for dessert!

Futa Academy 2: Invasion of the Sorority Bee Girls: For Brittany, life as a futa succubus is full of surprises. Left with little idea of how to lead her new life, Brittany attempts to be the same college girl she always was. The need to feed on the desire of others, though, will lead her to the Beta Sigma Xi sorority, where the college girls are beautiful and very odd. What she discovers will open up a world of possibilities, if she can escape the clutches of the sorority Queen with her mind and body intact!

Futa Academy 3: The Devil and the Futa: After escaping the clutches of Queen Mona and her bee girls, Brittany is summoned to appear before Abaddon, the evil ruler of the underworld, where she expects to be made his concubine. In her search for a way to escape her fate, Brittany finds T.S., the sexy occultist with a possible way out for Brittany. If Brittany can resist making T.S. another victim of her dark desires.

And you can find much more at www.LykaBloom.com!
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