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		I know it’s a cliché by now—the evil stepmother—but let me say it anyway.

		My stepmother is a bitch.

		The minute she married my father, she started in on me, thinking that because she was the wife of a lord she could just do whatever she wanted to his son—his one and only son, might I add. So, she asks me to help the servants with their cleaning when I’m not even being paid, and she asks me to take her coat and make the table and all that when we have maids to do these things, instead.

		I know what you’re thinking... it’s not that bad. It could be worse.

		Well, it does get worse.

		Last night she laid a curse on me, turned me into a woman, and sold me to the Earl as his handmaiden.

		 

		*

		 

		I looked down at my brand-new body, my legs and feet just about obscured by the sight of my brand new large, pert breasts. I blinked back up at my stepmother, her hand still raised triumphantly in the throes of magic, and my mouth fell open.

		“What did you do?” I demanded to know. But my voice was no longer low and commanding. Instead, it was tinkly and dainty. Instinctively, I prodded inside my ears with my forefingers and cleared my throat. “What’s happened to me?” I tried again. My voice was still high-pitched and ever so slightly breathy.

		Her lips curled in a smirk. “You needed to be taught a lesson about hard work, Thomas. And the Earl was never going to take on a male servant. So, I’ve simply... changed that aspect of you.”

		“My gender?” I cried, going to fold my arms but giving up when I couldn’t quite find a comfortable spot for them to rest over my breasts. Instead, I rested them on my now hourglass waist. “You’re going to pay for this!” I didn’t sound very threatening.

		“No, I’m not. Come along, now. We’re going to be late.”

		She turned on her heel, her dark robes splaying, and she strode me to the carriage that awaited us outside. Dumbly, I followed and sat with her in the back, where she grinned, showing teeth. She presented me with a powder blue dress, slip, bustle and all. Oh, lord.

		“Quickly, please—hmm. We’ve got to give you a brand-new name, don’t you think, Thomas?”

		I shook my head grumpily.

		“Something to show everyone just how beautiful your mother thought you were when you were born; something to show all the hopes and dreams your parents had for you from the very beginning... Belle. Do you like it? It means beautiful, of course.”

		I scowled at her, but I took the dress. I didn’t know what the Earl of Woodsdale was like, but I heard horror stories that originated from his previous handmaidens—horror stories without much actual content or description—but the rumor was simple at its core—that the Earl was evil.

		I struggled with the cheap fabric and managed to tug it over my head and past my chest. I gasped in air as it squeezed my middle tight to emphasize my already curvy shape. My stepmother teased my newly long hair into a flowing shape as I scowled deeply at her.

		“You are a picture, Belle,” she said with a smile. “You go and do your parents proud.” A pause. "Oh! And... don't think about telling anyone of your curse. It won't work. I made sure of that."

		The carriage came to a clattering halt, and I almost lost my balance on my high-heeled shoes before stepping daintily out onto the gravel.

		The Earl’s mansion was a sight to behold, though that was nothing surprising. It was enormous, with turrets and towers and cascading, climbing plants that obstructed most of the stone.

		No sooner had I exited the carriage than my stepmother yelled ‘Ya!’ They were off in a cloud of dust, and I was standing in front of a not-unattractive man with carefully styled, short black hair in a fancy black and white suit.

		“You must be the Earl,” I said, struggling to hold my blue skirts up above my ankles as I weaved towards him. “I suppose I’ll be your new handmaiden for a time.”

		He shook his head, and I noticed he couldn’t seem to bring himself to look me in the face, instead opting to stare at my breasts out while he spoke. My eyes trailed downwards to note the bulge in his trousers. I couldn’t really say I blamed him. My breasts were large and shapely, just the kind of chest I would have ogled at if I could. It occurred to me then that I did not know when I would next see a female. I was the only woman now for miles as far as I knew. “I am not the Earl. I am the Earl’s manservant, Maybury. The Earl prefers not to see the daylight.”

		I balked before walking any further. “What do you mean by that? The Earl is some sort of a vampire?”

		“Ha!” Maybury said heartily. “Absolutely not. What a preposterously stupid thing to say, young lady.”

		I wondered if he would have said that to me had I still been a young man.

		“No—the Earl is not a vampire, silly child.” He stopped suddenly just through the threshold into the main hallway of the mansion, marble staircases reaching upwards to the second floor.

		Before my eyes, the most monstrous of creatures descended one step at a time. It seemed to be half man, half wolf. It stood on two legs, but its knees bent backwards, and its muzzle was pointed. It was covered in a thick, rich coat of sable fur, and its hands were long and clawed.

		"He is, however, a sort of wolf-man. Be polite."

		I expected my stomach or heart or mind to rebel and for my legs to take me to safety, but when nothing happened inside of me, I looked again at the monster that was the Earl of Woodsdale. He really wasn’t so bad. The stories were certainly correct, but as long as he treated me with basic respect, who was I to comment on what a man should or should not look like?

		He looked like it took some extra effort to speak, but he tried to all the same, forcing words through the wolfish muzzle.

		“Welcome,” he said, “I am the Earl of Woodsdale. Please, if you must scream at my appearance, do so now. I will not be offended.”

		I shook my head, my long auburn hair swishing about my shoulders and let my dress go to flow freely once again by my feet. “I do not need to scream, Earl,” I said. “I find your appearance inoffensive. I may go so far as to call it... intriguing.”

		His face twitched slightly. I wondered then if it were possible for him to smile without looking like a threatening wolf’s snarl.

		“Well. Good.” He paused and took a deep breath then drew himself up to his full, frightening height. “Now—your duties are as follows: you must cook and clean for me and be available at all times to clean and tidy. You mustn’t pout, or cry, or whine. You mustn’t sulk or complain or scream. You have had your chance for that, and you have chosen not to take it. I do hate a childish servant. If you have any questions, direct them to Maybury. Get started on the roses outside, and then assist with the laying of the table by seven.”

		I opened and closed my mouth, my cheeks turning an angry pink.

		I had forgotten the main reason for my stay was not just to parade around my brand-new gender—it was housework. Chores. Hard labor!

		As I grumpily made my way towards the grounds I caught sight of myself properly for the first time in a full length, gilded mirror.

		My short, reddish side parting had evolved into long, tumbling, auburn waves that shook around my shoulders and glinted in the light as I moved. My masculine features had become slightly daintier and pointier. My eyes, the same shade of green but now large and lined with thick, dark lashes. My lips, fuller and a lusciously pink. I felt a knot begin to twitch in my stomach as if the sight of myself was filling me with arousal. I was still a heterosexual male, after all, and before me stood the hourglass figure of a stunningly attractive, though tiny in stature, young lady.

		But instead of the familiar blood flow to my lower abdomen filling my cock and making it twitch slowly upwards, I felt a warm wetness between my legs like a soft glow. I wondered just how temporary this work placement and gender reassignment was going to be. I already missed my manhood.

		I found the garden quickly, because it was enormous. The grounds beyond the mansion alone were bigger than my own family home.

		I quickly spied the gardening tools and gloves and apron and picked up the trowel then got to work weeding underneath the red rose bush. The hot sun beat down on me, and my skin broke out with wave after wave of sweat. After the first hour had passed, the bush was starting to look a little more well-kept, but not finished. And I was exhausted. I pushed the hair off of my hot forehead and blew out a breath.

		"Slowing down there, sweetheart? Pick up the pace, I like it when you're all pink and sweaty."

		I squealed at the sudden voice from below somewhere and then cleared my throat and reminded myself that deep down I was a man and must retain some semblance of masculinity.

		"Who said that?" I asked, as gruff and no-nonsense as I could muster.

		"No, no; tighten your grip back up on me, gorgeous. Don't get lazy."

		I blinked down at my gloved hand, empty but for the old, rusty trowel.

		"The hell?" I mumbled.

		"Hey!" the trowel snapped, "that kinda language ain't befitting of a lady."

		"You can talk?" I asked it, lifting it to peer at it in the direct sunlight.

		"Hey, don't stop what you were doing before, lady. I was real close. You're gonna give me blue handle."

		"Oh my," I said.

		"Don't mind him," another voice said, old and slow. I whipped my head left and right. I could have sworn I saw the rake let out a heavy sigh. "He just hasn't had any action since the last lady-servant was sent away. He tends to think with his blade when it comes to pretty girls."

		"Look, I'm just trying to do my time here and go home before my stepmother totally brainwashes my father into thinking I'm a leech and decides to kick me out," I snapped, "I really don't have time for talking gardening equipment."

		"Well. Excuuuuse me, princess," the trowel said. "Oh no, wait, you're quite the opposite, aren't you?"

		I ruffled defensively. I was starting to feel quite faint from the heat, and I just wanted to be done to go back inside.

		"Give her a break," said the rake, his dozen tiny prongs managing to look stern. "Listen, young lady, there's a pail of clean cold water in the shed for you. You should drink it before you faint."

		"Yeah, and expect one of us to catch you," the trowel said.

		With a half shrug, I disappeared briefly into the wooden hut to drink down the promised bucket of cool water. I felt like a living creature again and wiped off my mouth.

		"She's different from the others. Maybe she can be the one," the rake was saying in a hushed tone when I returned, but he quickly shut up.

		"So, what's your story, princess?" the trowel asked as I hesitantly snatched him up again to continue.

		"I don't have a story. My father married an absolute horse of a woman, and she sent me off here to get me out of the way while she brainwashes Father." I hacked angrily into the hard soil.

		"That's more like it!" the trowel cried.

		"So, what else is that sadistic Earl going to have me do before I can leave?" I asked. "If you've known all the other girls, you must know that he drove them away with his wickedness. What's in store for me here?"

		The tools were quiet for a while, and then the rake cleared its... throat?

		"He really isn't all that bad, miss. He's just very particular. Add that to being understandably bitter about his current... countenance... and it all becomes much easier to bear."

		I paused to frown. "So, he wasn't always like this?"

		"Oh, no, no, he was once a normal Earl with a normal face, Miss, but he was cursed."

		I huffed. I know all about that! Although... maybe I could concede that his punishment had been just a little bit worse than mine... I glared down at my cumbersome breasts bouncing hither and thither as I pulled weeds out of the stubborn ground. "Why was he cursed?"

		"The story, as we've picked it up," replied the rake, "is that he once had a beautiful new bride, but she was killed by an evil sorceress so she could take her beauty. The Earl tried to get revenge, but she sent him away and cursed his face—his most treasured possession—to ensure he wouldn't leave his home again to seek her out."

		"Oh, wow. What a story," I said, as I stood and stretched out. "I wonder if it's all true. How does he break the curse?"

		"Same way all curses are broken, Miss," said the rake.

		"How's that?" I asked, suddenly very interested...

		"You've gotta fuck a trowel!" said the trowel.

		"Close," the rake cut in, "you must engage in true love's bliss."

		"Don't you mean kiss?" I asked.

		"No, the kiss won't make a dent. True magic comes from the purest and most primal of acts."

		I looked down at the trowel for clarification. The tool in my hand let out an exasperated sigh. "He's gotta get laid, princess," he said. "Only true love's touch can break a powerful curse like that."

		"Hmm," I said.

		Now, who could I convince to take me in that way? I desperately wanted my masculine features back. My strong arms and defined jaw. I was already weary of this small, weak body I'd been cursed to inhabit.

		I didn't quite have a plan, but I had a lead. Maybe soon I could be male and free once again. The idea of being dominated and taken in bed like a girl was unappealing to me as a straight man, but I would find a way to do what had to be done.

		It was time to lay the table for dinner, anyway. I bid an uncertain goodbye to my gardening tools and returned to the cool air of the mansion to prepare for the Earl's evening meal.

		I found the kitchen without much bother. I was finding it harder and harder to move and navigate simple tasks, though. My breasts and hips were bumping into corners, and under my dress, I was probably bruising like a peach. It wasn't getting any easier as the day went on. Instead, I was just finding more things to bash my new curves on.

		Finally, I managed to set the table by myself and hovered—flustered and probably close to tears from the confusion and the rush—waiting for the Earl to appear and give me the praise I deserved for several hours of hard labor.

		"What is this?"

		I looked up with a wild smile at his husky voice.

		"Your table is set, Sir," I said, with some hesitation at the look on his face.

		"It's not sir; I am an Earl. You must address me 'my Lord'. And you have all the cutlery in the wrong places. Were you some sort of a stable girl in your last position? I was promised a tenacious but willing servant girl. Are you neither?"

		I blinked in the wake of his disproportionate rage.

		"I would—I... apologies, my Lord," I relented, deflating. I thought I would perhaps get some recognition for the work I had done.

		"I was told I should punish you if you were to perform so poorly. Did you do the garden as I asked?"

		"Yes, I finished the rose bush."

		"Well? How many?"

		I swallowed, my mouth suddenly very dry. "The... the only one I could see, my Lord, I don't understand, were there more?"

		The Earl tilted his wolf's head at me and then narrowed his eyes. "Come here, Belle."

		I complied—very slowly—feet dragging and head low. As I reached him, he very roughly spun me around and bent me forward to hike my skirts up around my waist and my underwear down, revealing a pert and firm feminine behind. He made a very quiet noise low in his throat that only I would be able to hear. He drew his hand back and then forward to deliver a loud, sharp smack that rang across my skin for several seconds afterwards.

		"You put the cutlery in order of its use, do you understand?"

		"Yes!" I gasped.

		He brought his hand down again on the same spot with a second loud smack, making me pull in another sharp breath as my cheek tingled and heat flooded to the area.

		"Yes, what?"

		"My... my Lord. Yes, my Lord." My face was just as hot as my behind now, and my body all over pricked with an unfamiliar sensation—a combination of the low buzz of humiliation—I was sure I could hear Maybury laughing at the spectacle somewhere from the doorway—and a high tingling... something else entirely. I felt hot and tingly all over as I was allowed to draw myself to my full, unthreatening height again, eyes on my feet.

		My dress fell again to my ankles, and I turned around to look at the Earl, his ears partially bent back with irritation. They slowly spun forward to their normal position again, and his expression softened.

		I definitely noticed the outline of something had grown in the material of his trousers, and the thought—instead of making me uncomfortable as it surely would have a few days ago—was making me feel a warm ache between my legs. My breathing was heavy now.

		"Now, eat with me, will you? I wish to get to know you as you will be here for a while. Belle."

		I was trembling as I nodded. Part of me was frightened he would touch me again, and part of me was... frightened that he wouldn't?

		This was ridiculous! My female body was going right to my head! I drew my knees together as I sat, squeezing the aching area between my legs and trying to ignore what it was so clearly crying out for—to be filled up.

		As the chef and Maybury brought us our food and drink, I got a taste of what it must be like to be the Earl: impassionedly waited on hand and foot, no eye contact, no small talk. With half bows, they left us to it, but not before they both drank in my cleavage—still a bit dirty from the garden—with their eyes.

		"So, who was the woman who sold you to me? She seemed quite eager to be rid of you." The Earl was already trying to get to know me. I watched as his enormous hands curled around the pepper grinder and fumbled with his tiny cutlery.

		"Oh, my stepmother," I admitted. "She married my father and wanted rid of me. I assume that when I return, he will have been talked into not wanting any more to do with me."

		"Are you that terrible to be around?"

		I looked up, and he was grinning, showing teeth. I smiled back—perhaps despite myself—and helped myself to the delicious, juicy meat and the steaming vegetables on my plate.

		"She hoped I would learn about hard work while here," I said pointedly, ashamed suddenly for my lack of character when it came to housework and labor.

		"That will not be a problem," he said, "but I also wish for you to have a life outside of me while you are here. As long as you get your chores done, I expect you to explore the books in the library, ask the chefs to teach you to cook for pleasure, draw, write, and socialize with the other servants. You are not my slave, nor are you my prisoner. It won't do for you to be glum and complaining all day. But you will finish your chores. Is that clear?"

		I nodded. The Earl was not a bad man at all. I was confused by all of the wife’s tales and the rumors around about how terribly he treated his help—how he looked like a gargoyle and had a heart of stone to match.

		"What do you say?" he asked sternly.

		"Oh. Yes, my Lord. Sorry, my Lord. I will certainly do some reading while I'm here. I am especially interested in poetry, but our collection back home left much to be desired..." I found myself gabbling. As a man, I probably would not have admitted my love of poems, but as a woman, why not?

		"That sounds wonderful."

		We ate in silence for several minutes. I hadn't quite realized how starving I had been after the work and the journey. Ever so often, I would glance up at him. He was huge, and he was furry, but I could just not see why everybody thought him hideous. I longed to touch him, feel if he was soft or coarse, bury my nose in the hollow of his neck and find out what he smelled like. I shook my head as if to rid it of the thought but was left with the phantom feeling of being held tightly in his enormous arms.

		"My Lord, do you ever give any thought to your... affliction?"

		He looked up, something flashing in his large, dark eyes that actually made me frightened, but I pressed on with my question.

		"They say there are cures to curses." I tried to add that I had been subject to a curse myself, but instead, my lips pressed tightly together—painfully so. This must be what my stepmother had mentioned. I couldn't tell anyone of my curse! The Earl would never know I was really a man. I cleared my throat. My lips loosened. "True love?"

		"Yes, well," he said, "we all get one chance, don't we?" He paused, and I blushed at the memory of his murdered love. "Have you ever been in love, Belle? Do you know what it's like?" I shook my head. "It feels as though it is once in a lifetime. It probably is."

		There was another heavy silence punctuated by his knife on the meat.

		"You should get revenge!" I blurted. "You must try again. That evil old bag should pay, whoever she is. You must go and find and kill her. I will help you. What more can she do to you? We can leave first thing to—"

		"Enough!" he barked so loud that the wine glasses hummed, and I saw the teapot take a step away as he slammed his huge fists onto the tablecloth. "Hush, now, and never speak of her again! About any of it again! Enough!"

		At the noise, Maybury rushed back in just as I half fell out of my chair and scrambled out of the dining hall in fear. I ran upstairs to my bedroom, where I threw the door shut and caught my breath on my four-poster bed.

		The thought of his surprising anger circled around and around in my head until I was rendered a little light-headed and fell backwards onto the bedcovers.

		Once lying prone like that, my thoughts quickly wandered, and it occurred to me I had not explored my... feminine side, as it were. The burning, aching desire in the pit of my stomach had to be addressed before I exploded. My hands reached down tentatively to caress the area underneath my panties. Though I was expecting it, I was still briefly surprised by the lack of anything there that I was used to. Just a smooth nothingness from outside the fabric.

		I dared to push the tips of my small, delicate fingers past the waistband of my girlish panties and even further—until I was tracing the hot wetness between my legs. I investigated every inch of myself, noting which areas sent a zing of pleasure through my still-new body, and to which degree, then figured out which part must be the clitoris. I traced slick circles and arched my back as pleasure coursed through me.

		My fingers moved quicker, now pushing up inside of me, enveloped by hot, aching skin that tightened and twitched against my knuckles.

		I moved them further inside of myself until I found my previously untouched g-spot, and I closed my eyes. I thought about my new employer—his large size weighing down on my soft feminine body, running my fingers through his soft hair...

		“Ahem.”

		My eyes snapped open, and I looked up to see Maybury standing, slowly folding his arms across his large chest with one eyebrow raised. He wasn’t even attempting to hide the enormous bulge growing by the second in his trousers. His eyes were not on mine at all. I quickly withdrew my fingers, heart hammering.

		“I came to tell you that you might wish to apologize to the Earl for your slip-up earlier; you were too familiar. I...” he cleared his throat again, dropping his hands to his side, clearly unable to fully concentrate.

		For some reason, the attention was driving me wild. I returned my fingers to where they had been, rubbing softly up and down on my clit until I trembled all over with pleasure.

		“You know, one of your duties here is to... tend to all of his staff members as well, myself included,” he said, shifting from foot to foot as he watched me.

		“Oh, is it?” I asked, feigning apathy as I drove my fingers further inside of me, sending ripples of heat through myself and biting back a groan.

		He moved forward and pushed his trousers down to below his waist before I really knew what he was doing. “It is, and I think now is a great time to get some practice in,” he said, showing teeth as he grinned.

		“Will I... be expected to perform the same duties for the Earl?”

		Maybury frowned deeply at my innocent question. “No, Miss, just the servants. The Earl is a very busy man, not driven by primal human needs like—”

		He was stopped short with a sharp breath as I—out of curiosity more than anything else—began to lap my tongue against the tip of his dripping cock. I had never tasted cum before. It was so hot and salty, and for some reason just the thought of it—and the thought of being the cause of it—was driving me so crazy that I needed to pump myself with my fingers again while I swirled my tongue around in circles on his cockhead just as I would have liked on my own.

		I half expected to feel the twitching of my own cock against my already soaked fingers, but of course there was nothing there except the continuous dripping and spasming of my brand new female parts.

		I couldn’t help but take his entire cock into my mouth, feeling it pulse and reveling in the sound of him gasping with pleasure—with awe and admiration of my skills. I slid my lips up and down his shaft, glancing up and seeing a man now completely devoid of thought and feeling other than pleasure, and knowing that it was me who was causing it. And at the same time, I traced my fingers around my clit. I was skeptical at first, but my stepmother was wrong—being a woman was no punishment. Just as I was powerless as a man the moment I saw a particularly hourglass-shaped female.

		Being a woman was power.

		I continued to move my head up and down, moving the free hand not occupied with exploring myself and sending jolts of pleasure throughout my entire lower body, my breathing growing ragged. His cock was almost as dripping wet as my cunt now, a mixture of his juices and my own desperate saliva coating my chin.

		Panting, he began to pulsate and spasm against the roof of my mouth, his entire body trembling and his hands grasping to squeeze at my shoulders. I hit the back of my throat with his rock hard tip accidentally and tried to recoil my head away to cough, but he stopped me from pulling back all the way and began to thrust with his hips. I glanced up to see his eyes closed and his mouth had fallen open.

		With a groan, I relaxed my throat to accommodate for his urgency, and I sped up my fingers tracing myself in circles until I was shuddering and reaching a crescendo of pleasure.

		He let out a guttural groan. One last thrust, and his boiling hot seed shot in quick, thick ropes down my throat. Hungrily, I swallowed, emitting high-pitched moans with my own desperate need, but he pulled out swiftly, caught his breath, and then tugged me to my feet by the arms.

		I stood with him, red-faced, panting, and my knees trembling with red hot desire. I half leaned on him for support and wondered inside, though my mind was a mess now that I hadn’t been able to get the climactic ending I had so desperately wanted. Why had he stopped me so abruptly, and where was he going to take me.

		“You must apologize to the Earl,” he said. “You must throw yourself at his feet for the way you spoke in his company. He will be very angry at you.”

		My breath caught in my throat as he pulled me roughly out of the room and marched me around the opulently decorated corner and into his enormous and beautiful office.

		The Earl looked up at me, distinctly unimpressed, and then took a moment to look us up and down. I felt deeply ashamed when I realized he would know exactly what we had done, but that shame blossomed in the pit of my stomach into an intense desire to be punished again, instead.

		“I will leave you to talk with your servant girl,” Maybury said, and on the way out of the doorway, his fingers roughly grabbed at my bum through my skirts. I throbbed between my legs, cheeks filling in with a bright pink heat once again.

		“Hmm,” the Earl said as Maybury left and I stood alone, trembling with giddy desire, holding onto the doorjamb to keep myself upright. “Don’t think I don’t know what you two have been doing, Belle.”

		“Oh, I, um... he told me that it was one of my duties—to keep the serving staff—”

		“And you fell for that? Come here, girl.”

		Obediently, careful not to crumple over in a heap due to my jelly legs, I made my way across the room to stand in front of him by the large, wooden desk and chair.

		The Earl was an enormous man. I looked up into his piercing amber eyes, and I swallowed, reaching up to smooth down my hair. I knew if he touched me at this moment that I was going to utterly lose myself in ecstasy, and there would be nothing I could do about that.

		“I—” I began to stutter again, but he hushed me roughly and brought me in a swift motion over his knee as he sat in his chair.

		I gasped, reddening and embarrassed about how soaking wet I was between my thighs, and wondering what he would do if he felt that.

		He pushed my skirts up to my waist, and I let out a small, high noise from my parted lips as his hand smoothed across my right cheek just inches away from the damning wetness. I couldn’t think straight at all as he brought down one firm palm with a loud slap on the same cheek, tingling mixtures of pleasure and light, confusing pain spider-webbed throughout my entire body, and I felt my cunt tighten—swollen—close again to orgasm without even being touched. But he was so close. It was driving me crazy.

		He brought his hand down again, this time on the other cheek, without warning, and I let out a small cry. Was it my imagination, or was something stiff and hard driving into my thigh from this position? Could it possibly have been the Earl? Was he almost as excited by this as I was? No, I thought; there was no way this could be anything to him except for discipline...

		A third crack down on the first cheek made me gasp; it had been so close to my dripping, aching cunt that time. I was shaking all over with the desperation to be filled. I would have done anything.

		He let me up. I stood beside him, trembling. “There, girl, now you’ll think twice before you corrupt the men here with your... your wanton behavior and your thighs, your behind, those pert and swollen breasts—”

		I closed the gap between us without thinking, pressing my mouth against his lips with deliberate force. My hands came up and ran through his silky, smooth, short hair then up and down his firm huge muscles, and I felt him briefly kiss me back before he pulled backward, eyebrows twitching.

		“What game are you playing?” he growled under his breath. “Do you not find me repulsive? Wicked? Evil?”

		I shook my head, tears brimming in my eyes, and an ache deep in the pit of my stomach. He moved his fingers around to grab my sore cheeks again with his large, strong hands.

		“I do not,” I said, and I kissed him again, bringing my hand to touch his chin. Suddenly, I noticed that the fur on his face had receded, that the hands on my behind were slightly smaller, though they retained that rough grip. I pulled back, astonished. “My Lord, you have transformed!”

		He was the most exquisitely beautiful man I had ever seen in my entire life, and there was no way I could stop myself for a second longer.

		“We must ensure that the curse remains broken,” I gabbled and removed the clasp of his belt. I forcefully pushed his trousers down around him and pushed him back onto the chair before he could so much as say a word.

		His cock stood proud and utterly huge, and I began to mount his lap, but instead, he pushed me off. I opened my mouth to protest and apologize and perhaps even beg. But before I could, he spun me around and bent me over the expensive wooden desk.

		He bunched my skirts up around my small waist to expose again my pink cheeks, and he explored with his fingers until he found my dripping cunt. He pressed his huge cockhead against my entrance, and with one thrust, it slid all the way inside me, making me cry out as I was finally filled up—exactly what I had wanted since my transformation. I quivered and ground my hips backwards, bucking and moaning, biting my lips and silently begging for him to pound me.

		He pulled almost all the way out again, and then with a firm squeeze of my right cheek, he pushed all the way inside again—and then somehow even deeper—until I moaned again, hips gyrating and knees threatening to give way.

		And then he started to finally fuck me. He leaned forward, weighing down my hands on the desk with his own, larger, rougher hands. He began to thrust, pounding me until I let out a helpless string of high-pitched groans. I could feel his huge cock stretching out my virgin cunt, could feel my own juices combined with his run out and slide down my inner thighs, and I began to feel the now-familiar vibrating crescendo within. I leaned forwards further and bit my lip to stop from screaming as he fucked me expertly with his huge, rock hard cock, and I felt myself begin to twitch and spasm against him.

		The feeling was enough to send him over the edge as well, and my own climax intensified as I felt him pulse and let loose much more hot cum than Maybury had, filling me up and leaking out instantly, dripping down our legs as he continued to desperately fuck.

		“I want to make you mine,” he growled into my ear and gently bit me on the neck as his pounding slowed.

		My legs just about gave way with the final release of ecstasy that had been building up inside me for so long. He gently lay me down on the rug and lay beside me, kissing my neck and collarbone and running his hand up and down each and every contour. I stared into his gorgeous face, that soft brown hair and deep dark eyes framed with thick lashes, and a kind smile. Such a far cry from the beastly demeanor he had had originally, but to me it was exactly the same face.

		I looked down at myself, at my heaving bosom, and reached to feel my still twitching clitoris.

		“What’s wrong, Belle, my dear? You look troubled.”

		I swallowed before I replied. “Well, my Earl, your curse has been reversed, but I was cursed too, and mine still stays.”

		The Earl smiled and bent to kiss me again. “This curse, did you want it to be broken? True love’s bliss only works to revert one to the heart’s true form.”

		My face spread into a wide smile, and I curled up into his tight embrace, allowing him to kiss me all over and gently stroke me up and down.

		“No,” I said, breathing him in deeply, “I think I’d like to stay this way forever.”
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