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  A Curious Cure


  My roommate, Ethan, had been single for a very long time.


  We’d been living together for five years, dating back to graduate school, but we’d been best friends for nearly a dozen, yet I’d never seen him with a girl. He wasn’t ugly or gay, he just had problems talking to women. Seismic problems. He froze up around them completely. In fact, it would have been funny, if it wasn’t so depressing. Ethan was quite glum about it for sure.


  When I introduced him to female friends of mine or even ex-girlfriends I was still on good terms with, his inability to close the deal was inspiring in a pathetic, exhausting kind of way. It was disconcerting how often he joked about how he wished I was a girl since our conversations were so easy and natural; The polar opposite of his feminine interactions.


  Everything changed when I came home from work one day to find a wonderful meal waiting for me on our dining room table.


  It was, Ethan told me, “to celebrate his new girlfriend.” He’d cooked the entire meal himself, T-bone steak, with mashed potatoes and side of mixed vegetables. My favorite.


  Throughout the meal, he went on and on about his girlfriend, especially how beautiful she was. With her auburn hair and brilliant green eyes. She sounded like a real knockout. Evidently, she had a dynamite figure too, with large breasts and a positively spankable ass! She certainly sounded hot, but I was skeptical that she even existed.


  “Wait till you meet her,” Ethan insisted, “She’s got this ass that just makes you…” he growled and mimed a grabbing motion.


  I raised an eyebrow and joking asked, “What the hell does she want with you?”


  “You wouldn’t believe how into me she is,” Ethan declared excitedly, “She can’t keep her hands off me.”


  Ethan continued at great length and in great detail. About her physical attractiveness, how she laughed at his jokes, and he would NOT shut up about how amazing this woman was. Maybe she was real.


  I sullenly listened, trying not to ponder overlong on my own recent bachelorhood or the food, which was surprisingly terrible. There was this horrific aftertaste which ruined whatever savory aptitude the rustic fare offered.


  “How do you fuck up a steak?” I would have asked if Ethan had let me get a word in edgewise. Instead, I decided I would force myself to finish the meal and listen quietly as he described endlessly the attributes of this woman that, according to him, was absolutely perfect.


  After dinner, we sat together and watched Monday Night Football in blessed silence. My pleasure at Ethan’s distraction was promptly disrupted by my stomach, which had begun to growl unpleasantly. By halftime, the distraction grew into a nauseating mix of a mild headache followed by a sharp pain in my gut.


  “You gave me food poisoning you ass!” I accused, desperately trying to keep from upchucking the steak dinner all over our couch. When I tried to stand, the world lurched violently around me.


  Ethan bolted upright and grabbed my arm, preventing me from falling down entirely. With his help, I managed to make it to the bathroom before aggressively vomiting over the interior of the toilet bowl. The ejection of food mass from my stomach caused only marginal improvement to my overall health. My whole body ached from the fury of sudden biliousness.


  “This is all your fault,” I asserted, fighting another wave of nausea.


  Ethan had the presence of mind to look ashamed, but held me firmly as my knees nearly buckled, the headache intensifying precipitously.


  “You just get some rest,” he said, “it’s my fault and I’ll make sure you get better.”


  I was glad he could admit his guilt, but pain wracked my body and I could only weakly nod. With his support, we managed to make it to my room where Ethan gently lowered me to the bed.


  “I’ll go get you a bucket in case you get sick again.”


  Ethan hurriedly rushed to the door and in his haste slipped crashing headlong into the mirror which hung on the nearby wall. It fell, exploding into a hundred different pieces. Slowly, Ethan picked himself up off the floor, a trickle of blood running from his scalp and down his nose.


  Nevertheless, he exited room and returned moments later with a bucket he placed at the edge of the bed. I couldn’t help but marvel at the extent he went through to care for me. I’d never seen this side of him.


  My ruminations were short lived. Another surge of nausea overtook me, and I barely brought the bucket to my mouth in time. Stars exploded behind my eyes and it left my vision swimming.


  As my sight returned, I observed Ethan standing over me; blood running down his face still looking worried. What a sweet guy, I thought vaguely through pain and queasiness.


  “Try and get some sleep,” he said gently, placing a hand on my shoulder. “I’ll run out and get you some medicine.”


  “OK,” I rasped.


  My throat was raw from repeatedly ejecting the contents of my stomach and I resolved to try and avoid talking for the time being. True to his word, Ethan left me, closing the door behind him. I couldn’t blame him for not wanting the smell of puke in the living room.


  Sweat was pouring from my brow. When I raised an arm to wipe it away, I was surprised to see that my arm was covered by terrifying rash. The skin itself appeared to bubble, churning, like it was heated to a rolling boil. It looked like my skin literally crawled atop my flesh. Either I was experiencing a horrific hallucination, or my entire body had been numbed to the sensation which must follow such ghastly transformation. Food poisoning had never caused symptoms like this!


  I was definitely hallucinating, I decided. With the world spinning around me, I was forced to close my eyes. My eyelids refused to open, as they felt incredibly heavy. My condition had totally exhausted me and although I was still feeling quite sick, I managed to fall asleep easily.


  I awoke as the door to my room opened. Ethan slipped in, a bottle in one hand, a spoon in the other. I tried to greet him, but a strangled “Grahhh…” was all that came out. Raspy and indistinguishable, I gave up my feeble attempt to talk.  Unbelievably tired, I couldn’t even wave my arm. I did notice he had cleaned the glass from the floor.


  “Shhhh…” Ethan said, sitting next to me on the bed. It took a gargantuan effort simply to turn my head as he said, “Open your mouth if you can.”


  Obeying was barely within my ability, yet I complied, with great effort.


  A spoon, laden with the medicine entered my mouth. The cool, thick, metallic tasting substance traveled down my esophagus and I silently thanked Ethan, feverishly wishing I got better soon. My headache had worsened, and my chest felt tight. I was afraid that breathing would become difficult if my chest tightened any further. How much longer could I last?


  Fortunately, Ethan didn’t leave right away. “The pharmacist said I should watch you for an hour or so after each dose to make sure you don’t respond badly.”


  “How kind of him,” I thought, “as long as he talks about anything other than…”


  “I told my girlfriend I might be watching you for a couple of days, she was totally cool about it. She’s so great.” Ethan was staring at me, an enormous smile on his face.


  In response I sighed, eliciting a burning sensation in my lungs. Forced by my body, I sat in solemn silence as Ethan once again espousing the many, many fine traits his girlfriend possessed.


  The dreams began the next night. Although details were lost, they all shared a common theme that I dared not think overly long on. In these dreams there was a woman, gradually coming into view, slowly resolving. Each time, she drew closer. I did not know her… But meeting her seemed inevitable.


  The next several days, I suspect it was on the order of a week, my life was a turgid mix of illness and Ethan’s nonstop pontification. The details I learned about his girlfriend over the course of my illness were endless. Accompanying each dosage, often for more than an hour, a steady barrage of trivia, description and sappy-sweet commentary was leveled at me.


  Let me enumerate the vast archive of information regarding Ethan’s significant other, etched indelibly into my brain. Her favorite color was pink, she loved dressing sexy, and she loved playing pool. Her favorite food was sushi, she loved chick-flicks, and blushed every time she swore.


  On and on it went. Information poured from Ethan until I was sure I knew this stranger as well as my own mother! Ethan must know her better than she knew herself, I reasoned.


  Amidst the flood of information indelibly portraying “the greatest woman ever,” there were the ever-shifting symptoms. Gradually, I came to suspect that food poisoning was an unlikely cause. Although initial symptoms seemed like classic stomach distress, the volume and variety of ailments were mind-boggling.  


  Once I awoke to the sound of my bones grinding. Popping and crackling agony ran through all my limbs. Perhaps my pain would have been more intense, but I found Ethan had carefully bound me to the bed, concerned I might, in my convulsions, further injure myself. The medicine was administered rigorously.


  Violent muscle spasms around my waist threatened to twist my torso, contractions in my shoulders and back forced me into a series of uncomfortable positions as I twisted to find comfort.


  One time I woke up to a sickening ache in my cock and balls. It felt as if they were turning inside out!


  Tightness in my ass was reminiscent of the earlier sensation on my chest.


  Tingling along my scalp drove me to madness without the strength to scratch such an unearthly itch.


  My neck constricted and breathing grew difficult.


  A raw throat made it impossible to voice my ailments to my caretaker. I began to hang onto each detail of Ethan’s girlfriend as a lifeboat in a storm. It was the only salvation against the howling wind of my curious malady.


  Always, the headache ravaged my mind. Sometimes the pain was acute, other times it was a dull ache. The constant pressure on my skull made it difficult to focus on anything other than the brief time Ethan was with me. Slumber was no relief. It was HER realm.


  My thinking was fogged and my memories dimmed. Somewhere in my distress I ate and drank. On the life of my mother, I wouldn’t be able to tell you what my meals consisted of. The harsh tang of my medicine was the only consumable I could recall, and it offered little relief from my torture.


  I had nearly lost faith in the treatment until the day I awoke to find the fatigue and pain which stalked my sad existence across an untold number of days was totally gone! Shed of the agony, my mind was clear for the first time in what seemed an eternity.


  “Oh, you’re finally awake! How are you feeling?


  “What? Ethan, is that you? I feel- What the hell?”


  My hands raced to my throat, the voice which had come out wasn’t my own, but rather, the voice of a young woman!


  “I see the medicine I gave you worked wonders. You look fantastic!”


  I was ignoring Ethan’s remark, instead studying a pair of odd deformations beneath my oversized t-shirt with small, delicate hands. I gasped at the foreign sensation jittering through my spine.


  “What did you do to me?” I inquired in a high-pitched voice, glaring through a veil of long, red-brown hair. “Did you turn me into a girl somehow?”


  Ethan ignored my question and moved closer. “You look exactly like I imagined. That sketchy pharmacist said all I had to do was spike your food and keep the doses regular… I didn’t think this would really work!”


  “You asshole! Turn me back.”


  “Why would you want to turn back right away? Haven’t you ever been curious what it’s like to experience sex from a woman’s perspective?” Ethan asked, moving beside the bed, peering at the cleavage my oversized shirt produced. “We have a wonderfully unique opportunity.”


  It felt incredibly strange being ogled in such a way. However, it was his words which shook me. I had no intention of sleeping with my roommate, no matter how attracted to him I was… Had he always been so handsome?


  “I’m not interested in sleeping with any man, let alone you,” I explained. “If you have the antidote, you should give it to me this instant.”


  “And waste an opportunity like this?”


  Before I could react, Ethan pounced. In one smooth motion, he pulled my shirt over my head revealing a pair of exquisitely shaped breasts. Wonderfully perky with a sublime heft, they were a joy to behold, wreathed by long strands of stray red-brown hair from my head.


  “AHN!” I squealed as Ethan took my tender nipple between his thumb and forefinger as a stunning wave of sensation rippled from his touch. It felt incredible! I never would have imagined a girl’s nipples could be so sensitive.


  “You like that, don’t you?” Ethan asked.


  “You have to stop,” I begged with a blush creeping into my cheeks. “What are you, HUNH, doing to meeeeee.


  I didn’t trust myself to speak as all my concentration was dedicated to preventing another squeal of delight. However, Ethan continued to play with my nipples suddenly lapping at one with his tongue.


  “Uhn, ooooh, Mmmmm,” I cooed, unable to contain my voice against the barrage of alien sensations steadily coursing through my torso. “Wait, I- Fwah!”


  Ethan’s roaming hands had snuck beneath the covers and found an entirely new and foreign source of pleasure. It was true, my penis was gone. In its place a tender nub of sublime, unimaginable pleasure, far more intense than I could have ever imagined. My body practically shook with delight.


  I couldn’t bring myself to stop him. I couldn’t so much as raise a hand in protest. Sparkling, fizzing pleasure jolted along my spine as fingers caressed my newly formed clit.


  “You’re soaking wet,” Ethan observed. “Your body must be very sensitive.”


  What an understatement! This body was incredible. Every touch was a sensual revelation, every breath accompanied by a gasp of delight.


  “What are you doing?” I asked as Ethan pulled back, drawing away the covers. It revealed a pair of erotic legs as smooth and feminine as any I’d ever seen. My entire body was a sultry expression of lust. My slender waist and lithe torso was like nothing I had ever seen from this angle.


  With his large strong hands, Ethan pulled me to the edge of the bed and ripped my boxers off. He was so much bigger and stronger than I, my weak flailings didn’t so much as slow his advance. Did I even want him to stop? A dull ache of desire dwelled deep within, foreign, yet unmistakable.


  “No, not there,” I implored as my roommate’s head lowered toward my smooth vulva. “You can’t! I’m not really a woman.”


  “You look like a woman to me,” he countered as he kissed my inner thigh sending another wave of shivers along my spine. But it was nothing compared to the sensations shuddering my newly formed, nubile body once his lips reached my drooling snatch.


  “UGNHHHHH,” I moaned, arching my back. Glittering, shimmering feelings emanated from my crotch, radiating through my entire body. Exquisite, transcendent surges in pleasure radiated outward, originating from my new pussy!


  Before I knew it, I was moaning helplessly in Ethan’s grasp. I didn’t even care that I was getting eaten out by a man, so glorious were the tremors of delight wracking my body. Who could have imagined being a woman felt so good?


  The pleasure began to take on a whole new complection. Instead of disparate pulses, they began to merge and overlap, building into a tsunami of satisfaction. It swept away any conscious thoughts beyond the tongue within my folds.


  “Oh, uhn, oooo, OH, OHHHMMMM, AHHHHHNNNNNN!” I screamed, cumming for the first time as a woman.


  Shuddering and quaking, my body convulsed with carnal delight beyond time and comprehension. Instead of fading away instantly, the unearthly delights which ravaged my willowy form lasted a seeming eternity, in strong contrast to the brief spike of enjoyment from male ejaculation.


  It also felt far better. Incomprehensibly better!


  The positivity associated with my affliction only faded once Ethan rose and began to pull down his shorts and boxers. His manhood sprung forth in all its enormity. It was certainly bigger than mine, a wonder to behold. Only once I read the intent in his eyes did my excitement fully evaporate.


  “What are you doing now?” I asked with trepidation.


  “I made you feel good,” he explained. “It’s only fair for you to return the favor.”


  Somehow, I ended up on my knees beside the bed with Ethan’s rock-hard erection moving towards my face. “Do I really have to do this?” I wanted to ask. But I was mesmerized by the hardness vectoring towards my lips and the heart pounding in my chest. A chest with small, but enticingly shaped breasts!


  The tip of his cock pressed against my lips which wetly parted to allow his entry. I wanted to be disgusted; To find the well of distaste I’d always manifested upon imaging being with another man. Yet, as Ethan thrust inside my loosely parted lips, my female body thrilled.


  Scent, taste, smell, all my senses launched into overdrive as my tongue slid across Ethan’s manhood. Maybe if he came as a result of oral sex, he’d lose interest in the rest of my body, I rationalized. So I let him fuck my mouth with a growing awareness that my own sexual organ was warming by the moment, an obvious wetness growing between my thighs.


  There a tingling hunger gnawed. The hardness crystalized in my mind and stiffened within my mouth as my tongue swirled about the head of his massive erection. With uncertain hands, I stroked the shaft.


  “You’re really good at that,” Ethan praised. “Your mouth is wonderful!”


  I was barely listening. The fingers of one hand were curled around his rod, but the other was curled atop my virgin pussy, fingers eagerly testing the entrance of my sodden cleft.


  With devilish intent, I sucked off my roommate while fingering myself like a total whore. It thrilled and disgusted me, but I couldn’t stop. It felt so incredible, I found myself moaning against the fullness of cock spearing my cheek. Yet my fingers weren’t enough to satisfy my body’s new carnal desires!


  Without warning, Ethan grunted, filling my throat with his hot, sticky load. All over the back of my tongue it spread, sliding down my esophagus with gooey, viscous flow. I choked it down nevertheless, unwilling to allow the sensual cloud over my mind lift.


  My pussy wanted more and even as Ethan’s erection began to fade, I licked and fondled him to another bout of rigidity.


  “You are quite the slut, aren’t you?” he asked. “You can tell me what you want now.”


  I rose and turned, bending over the bed, bearing my pussy to him. Heat and throbbing desire, my cunt was screaming for release.


  “I want you inside me,” I explained. “I need you to fuck my pussy with your huge cock.”


  There was no need to mince words. This body, these feelings, they were new to me, yet the prehistoric urges central to reproduction were as transparent as a neon sign. In vibrant pink text they blinked, “FUCK ME,” on endless repeat.


  I still couldn’t bear to watch him enter me, so I did not turn back to watch. Yet I knew, even from the first glance from above. This body was too sexy to resist. Ethan would deliver what I desired.


  “AAAHhhnn!” I squealed as my pussy lips parted to allow Ethan’s thrusting erection into my wet, willing box. “Oh, God!”


  “You’re so wet,” Ethan remarked as his monster slid easily into my cunt with a mind-shattering fullness that stirred my insides to unimaginable majesty. “Your tight cunt feels so good!”


  “Oooohhhhmmmmm,” I sighed as he began to slide out and back inside in a steady rhythm. Thrusting so impossibly deep, my breath caught as exotic pleasures rattled my slender form.


  “Fuck me like your girlfriend!” I begged.


  Ethan immediately ceased his thrusting and the pressure within threatened to overwhelm my sublime desires. While remaining inside of me, we spun, Ethan pulling me away from the bed and towards the door where I first noticed a new mirror stood.


  I could still remember Ethan’s fall and the destruction of my old mirror. That meant the reflection I saw was something my roommate had intended to show me. The slender girl bent awkwardly with a cock shoved deep in her pussy… I knew her auburn hair, sublime breasts and delicate curves.


  “What is your girlfriend’s name?” I asked, craving the certainty, but knowing the answer.


  Ethan responded thusly: “What would you like me to call you?”


  “I’m not-”


  “Look at the sexy woman in the mirror, are you telling me she’s just fucking the first guy who opened her door? I’ll stop if you want, but I’m only interested in making love to my girlfriend.”


  I was so horny. The rigid mass within taunted me with agonizing stiffness. The vision in the mirror was undeniable. An unbelievably sexy, girl who wanted her boyfriend’s cock to resume thrusting inside her. Not just any name, my name, I knew it then.


  “My name is Carli and you’re my boyfriend Ethan. I love y- UHN!”


  Ethan didn’t let me finish the sentence but fucked me harder and deeper than ever before. I moaned helplessly, watching the lewd face of the girl in the mirror fully enjoying the sexual delights of womanhood.


  I ceased caring about everything but the pleasure. No longer would we make love, I wanted to FUCK.


  “Harder, fuck me harder,” I begged, looking back at Ethan. “Stir up my insides with that delicious cock of yours.”


  Ethan pounded me like a being possessed. Longer and harder than anything I would have suspected a virgin like him was capable of. Our bodies were impossibly compatible as each uncertain move I made a was matched by the perfect thrust, inciting a spike of pleasure. The delight built like pressure behind a dam, released by a sluice, washing away my cares. Overwhelming my senses. It was heaven.


  We fucked like animals. Undiscovered feminine instincts drove me ever onward to greater satisfaction. I moaned and sighed like a slut, gloriously debasing myself in a sensual haze. My body was a temple built to lust!


  I came four times from penetration before our lovemaking finally pushed Ethan over the edge. He was taking me in missionary position and his face scrunched up adorably.


  “I’m so close,” he moaned


  “Cum inside me. I want you to fill me with your sweet cum!”


  I wanted every drop in my cunt. I was his girlfriend, it was meant for me alone!


  “Uh, uhnnhhhhhhhh.


  “Ah, ooohhh, AHHHHMMMMMMM!” I came loudly, squeezing Ethan with my legs, as he twitched and unloaded within the depths of my sublime womanhood.


  Minutes later as I lay in his arms with cum slowly dribbling out of my pussy, I looked at him and placed a small hand on his chiseled chest.


  “Why did you do it?”


  “You know I’ve never been able to talk to women,” Ethan explained. “I’ve never been been as close to anyone as I was to you, but neither of us has ever been interested in men. Unless you were a woman, I knew I’d die alone once you found someone.”


  “I had no idea things were so dire, but I suppose I understand. How did you do it?”


  Ethan turned to me, his eyes scouring my delectable, fully feminine body. “While I was picking up my depression medication, the pharmacist always asked why I looked so down. I’m not sure why, but I finally snapped and told him about my interactions with girls and even mentioned how I wished you were a girl.”


  “Unbelievable,” I remarked, large eyes growing even wider at the tale.


  “I didn’t believe him, not at first. When he handed me the vial and instructed me to feed it to you…”


  “Go on.”


  “I told you about my girlfriend hoping somehow, someway, something would stick. I had no idea you’d turn out exactly like my dream girl.”


  “I’m your dream girl, huh?” I asked, blushing.


  “My best friend and roommate, all in the body of a sensual Goddess? Yeah, I’d say you’re my dream girl.”


  “There’s no antidote, is there?” I asked. Once again, sure of the answer.


  Ethan didn’t respond at first, but finally shook his head in the negative.


  “Are you mad?” He asked.


  “I know I should be,” I answered truthfully. “But I think I did care for you before all this. In a different way of course.”


  “Of course.”


  “But now, it just… feels right, you know? Being with you like this seems… perfect.”


  “You make me so happy, Carli. I want to be with you forever.”


  “Oh Ethan,” I gushed, snuggling against his chest. “There’s nothing I could possibly want more.”


  Then I noticed his surging erection and there was something I DID want more, at least, in that moment. And Ethan gave it to me, vigorously, until the morning dawned.


  ––––– 3 Weeks Later –––––


  “You’re buying MORE underwear?”


  I looked up from the Victoria’s Secret website and the “Power Pink” collection with a frown. Ethan sat down beside me with a distressed expression.


  “I wasn’t the one who decided to turn myself into a girl,” I explained, “Without any way to return to my original body, I need an entirely new wardrobe.”


  “But does it have to be Victoria’s Secret?”


  I turned back to my search and nodded demurely. “I can’t help my expensive taste. There’s a whole closet filled with Dolce & Gabbana suits over there I’ll never wear again.”


  “Sure,” Ethan agreed. “But do you have to build that expensive wardrobe with MY credit card?”


  “Really? I know I’m your first girlfriend, but it’s not unusual for a man to shower his lover with expensive gifts.”


  Just as Ethan opened his mouth to object, I interrupted.


  “And, I can’t exactly continue my old job like this, so I currently lack an income. Would you like me to walk the streets and beg, just so I can afford a new bra?”


  They had grown several sizes since our first lovemaking session. I was up to C-cups! We had no idea why they’d grown slower than the rest of my body, but they had stopped this size, for which I was grateful… Adjusting to the added weight on my chest was certainly a challenge.


  “I can support us both.” Ethan admitted glumly. “This just wasn’t what I was expecting when I turned you into my perfect girlfriend.”


  “Well, what did you expect?” I asked, swiveling towards Ethan. “Did you think I’d just become a mindless tramp who waited impatiently in bed for your return. Begging to be pounded vigorously for your endless satisfaction? Carli is just your old roommate with some… enhancements.”


  “Some rather exquisite enhancements,” Ethan observed, leering at my breasts with a devilish grin. “But you’re right, I wanted a girlfriend, not a slave. It’s unfair to expect you not to try and live your life.”


  Ethan was a well-meaning idiot.


  An idiot I loved. I didn’t particularly care if the transformation had some part in crystalizing the feeling, because I’d lived with the man for years. I knew who he was, all the way down. A good man who would treat a girlfriend like a princess. But then, thinking of a vigorous pounding was making my priorities shift away from the computer screen and towards a rapidly evolving set of objectives.


  “Well,” I conceded, gently stroking Ethan’s inner thigh, “Dating ‘Carli the Girlfriend’ comes with SOME perks. Why don’t you come here and show me how might treat ‘Carli the Sex Slave’?”


  We kissed passionately, then Ethan smiled and showed me exactly how he intended to treat such a woman. We both enjoyed it;


  Thoroughly~


  END




  Pernicious Panties


  I know what you’re thinking.


  “That’s a cute pair of panties.”


  First, thank you.


  Second, I’m no ordinary pair of panties. I’m a MAGICAL pair of panties!


  I mean, you probably guessed that much. After all, I’m talking to you. You probably don’t know a lot of underwear with such a particular talent. But that’s not even my most exciting skill. See, I can turn men into women.


  You’re skeptical. I get it. It’s hard to believe such a thing is possible. But it’s true, I swear! I’ve done it dozens of times. Aren’t you the least bit curious how it happens?


  “You are interested? Excellent.”


  Ever since my mistress created me, I’ve understood a singular purpose. Transforming men into women is the reason I exist.


  Oh, my mistress? Well, I was going to tell you about-


  Well, I suppose I can tell you a bit about her first. She’s beautiful and ageless. You might call her a witch, but she prefers the term ‘Enchantress’. My mistress is the most powerful magic user that’s ever existed.


  Anyway, she’s a magnificent woman who’s made it her goal in life to punish men who cheat or otherwise mistreat woman. That’s why she created me! I can show them the other side of the coin.


  She wears me before her date. I feel the heat and the warmth from her snatch grow as the date proceeds and her excitement grows. Her wonderful, sweet pussy, soon to be defiled… all part of the plan.


  “Do you want to go back to my place?”


  They always ask. My mistress always says yes. They pull me off with rough, single-mindedness, flinging me to the corner, where I settle on the floor or behind a piece of furniture. Forgotten in a fog of lust.


  Grunting, moaning, necessary sex commences.  From my vantage point, I can hear it all.


  Uncouth slobs, lustfully lunging at my mistress. She engages them with amorous clamor, a feat she describes as “Pity Sex”. A pity because they won’t ever be using that penis again… not if I have my way.


  When the moon sets and the sun rises, my mistress is gone, but I remain. They don’t always find me right away, but when they do, it’s the scariest part of each cycle. Some men intend to keep me as a trophy, but others want to eliminate the evidence before their partner finds me.


  Fortunately, when I touch skin (other than my mistress’) I can make suggestions. They’ve never suspect the ideas are not their own, but I can’t always ensure things will go my way. But I am clever. Probably cleverer than your wife’s smartest panties.


  “Don’t you want to remember that fantastic night?” I might ask. “You should keep me and remember.”


  “Does your girlfriend wear sexy panties like this for you? Keep it and maybe she’ll wear it!”


  “It still smells like her sopping wet pussy. Maybe you should hold onto it a while longer.”


  They always end up keeping me. In boxes, behind smelly socks, the depths of the closet. It doesn’t matter much to me.


  Sometimes it’s a long while before they remember me. But, when they do, I make the most of the opportunity.


  “She was so confident and sensual. Maybe you should try it on. No one has to know.”


  My powers are weak and severely limited while they hold me with their hands. Once they put me on, it gets easier, however they don’t usually put me on right away. Yet once the seed is planted, they keep coming back. The same suggestion, bubbling up every time they touch me, is impossible to resist. Eventually they all try me on. My power is multiplied a thousand-fold, touching so much sensitive skin.


  At first, it’s experimental. Feeling my silky texture slide up their legs, nestling around their manhood, stretched by their inappropriate anatomy. It must be corrected, but my primary goal is to ensure they wear me more, and for longer stretches.


  “This feels amazing. You can do anything!”


  Eventually they all wear me out of the house. Hidden under work slacks, or even disguised under a conventional pair of boxers for the most conservative targets, I begin a campaign of confidence.


  “You’ve got this.”


  “No problem, you can handle anything.”


  “These panties are lucky.”


  “You fucked the hottest girl ever and stole her panties, nothing can stop you.”


  It’s not unusual for the first day to mark the most successful they’ve ever had, be it school or work. Or if their goal was athletic, unparalleled individual achievement is commonplace. Don’t underestimate the power of a cheerleading squad in your own head!


  Of course, they try it the next day with similar results. And the next day, and so on. After all, I’m their lucky little secret.


  Before they know it, they’re wearing me every day and my real work begins.


  My primary ability begins to alter their body gradually. Bit-by-bit, I begin by smoothing blemishes and softening hair. It helps my target’s confidence without presenting any obvious evidence of my true aims. If they’re not already fit, I help them lose weight, too.


  “Your hair would look nice longer.”


  “You should shave your entire body smooth, the ladies love it and your panties would feel even nicer!”


  I help ensure they don’t need to shave very often.


  For the most part, they go on living their lives while I slowly tweak their bodies into a more feminine caste. Day by day, their facial features soften, their shoulders draw in, their waists narrow. Bulging muscle is replaced by sinewy, lean structures. Over the course of months, my changes are so subtle, few even notice the ways I alter them.


  However, it’s not just their bodies I change. Along with the nudging encouragement, I offer less subtle ideas, blurring the lines of gender and sexuality. By now they’ve likely separated with their partners. My target’s disinterest in sexual intimacy is relationship kryptonite.


  “You don’t feel like sleeping with woman, you have more important things to do.”


  Then things really start to get fun.


  “You love wearing panties, maybe you should try wearing some other woman’s clothes… I bet you could even pass as a girl.”


  I don’t expect them to march off to the nearest Forever 21, but you’d be amazed how excited they get, browsing the web for their first skirt. I’m spread taught across their tiny erections as they squeeze their thighs together in acute arousal. It’s a significantly smaller erection than it would have been 6 months earlier.


  Waiting for that first package to arrive is thrilling. When they open it to find dresses and skirts they ordered… all manner of girly clothes. They’re always so excited!


  Of course, they can pass. By now they’re as much woman as man. Androgynous, but still technically male, they try on clothes alone before the mirror experimentally flashing feminine poses, rock hard the entire time.


  Next, they’ll start experimenting with makeup.


  “You look so cute! You were meant to be a woman.”


  By the time they start leaving the house in women’s clothing, things are mostly running on autopilot. I’m busy granting their unvoiced wish, gifting them the vagina they so desperately pine for. With supple curves, ample breasts, and an ass to die for, a tender nub is all that remains of my target’s masculinity.


  My power of suggestion is relegated to convincing my subject to avoid wearing any of the other adorable panties they’ve purchased by now. The transition I begat is now a runaway train, ultimately bound for true feminine desires, but I have a job to do.


  After a few weeks, they’ll discover the virgin slit beneath my silky concealment. Sometimes it begins with curiosity and I get to feel their first experimental touches through my fabric with slender fingers on one side and a moist, drooling cunt within. Nothing makes me happier that to feel my target touch themselves with me on! I love feeling their thighs quiver as they moan and quake with their first female orgasm.


  Other times, they discover their femininity an entirely different way. The first time my target gets hit on, I feel a trace of pride. Having men admire my work of art brings me such joy!


  “There’s no harm in going on a date with a man.”


  “One more glass of wine wouldn’t hurt.”


  “Kiss him.”


  I feel her grow wet with desire.


  By the end of the date, she’s begging for him to suck her nipples or to plunge his cock in her wet pussy just one more time, clutching at his hips, urging him deeper and harder, squealing with delight.


  I admire my work with a trace of sadness as she forgets her lucky panties at her mysterious new lover’s apartment. But, as the handsome suitor transforms back into my beloved mistress, my excitement rises.


  We are ready to begin the whole cycle one more time!


  That’s how it usually works anyway.


  So… Are you ready to try me on yet?


  END




  Godliness is Next to Bendiness


  Benton Wainright, self-professed man of God, lay upon death’s door in a hospital bed. The car accident which had devastated his body occurred weeks ago, yet he was neither alive nor dead, his body wracked by fits of intense pain. It was enough to wish for death, anything to avoid this damnable, broken body.


  Modern medicine could not cure him of this incredible pain. Hopefully, he would either enter the domain of heaven or live on, whatever God wished. He prayed harder than he had ever prayed before.


  “Dear God. Free me from this body and join you in heaven or allow me to live on and relinquish the remainder of my life in your works. Amen.”


  The effect was immediate. Mercifully, the pain began to subside; He could feel it drifting away, like he’d detached himself from his body.  God had answered his prayers!


  When he looked down upon the heavily injured man with tubes running to and fro along a heavily bandaged body, elaborate medical equipment all around, it took him a moment to recognize something astounding. He was looking down upon himself! None of the doctors seemed to notice anything amiss, but they rushed around like honeybees as he continued drifting upward.


  Dimly he could hear the steady drone of his heart monitor grow into a steady, single note. But it too dimmed while he drifted ever upward.


  He lost sight of himself as he floated up through the ceiling and through to the next floor.


  “I’m ascending to heaven,” he thought proudly, “God is good!”


  He continued to rise through the floors of the hospital, through room after room of illness, death and disease, supremely confident that he was to join the choir of angels in heaven.


  Benton drifted through the roof, reaching 20 feet or so above the hospital helipad. Reciting the rosary and having gotten about half way through, his ascent halted and the former Deacon, lifelong devotee of the Catholic church experienced an instant of doubt.


  Then, as suddenly as it ceased, the drifting resumed, this time in a more horizontal direction, accelerating away from the city. Faster and faster the countryside flew past in a blur towards the southwest. He traveled for roughly 15 minutes, offering a prayer to Jesus as he flew.


  “Dear God,” he thought as he rocketed through the prairie land, “let me do your will.”


  His speed slowed and eventually he stopped in a town he didn’t recognize. Even so, he was glad the motion had ceased.


  “Thank God!” Benton thought, once he recognized the building over which he hovered. A small, exquisitely decorated church.


  “Perhaps I’ll be given a chance to atone for my sins before I ascend,” thought the man of God as he surveyed the simple bronze cross atop the steeple.


  Descent began abruptly, and he watched as the roof of the church passed through him, first his toes disappearing through the roof, then his torso. Finally, he was inside. In contrast to it’s unadorned exterior, the interior was richly appointed with tapestries and light streamed in from stained glass windows along either wall. A great central window, also stained glass, lit up the altar where a single woman knelt, her hands folded in prayer.


  Benton alighted in the aisle between the pews 10 feet from the kneeling individual. She appeared to be the only one present in the whole building. There was an oppressive silence which hung in the air, only the stranger’s faint murmur broke the oppressive aura.


  The woman was breathtaking. She had long blonde hair that ran down her back to her waist with a face of undeniable beauty despite tears running down rosy cheeks. The golden hair shimmered in the shafts of multicolored light. Even in a heavy knit sweater it was obvious that she had ample breasts and her pleated skirt revealed a pair of slender legs.


  Too much skin for a house of God, he judged, but truly an angel on Earth. It was just like a woman… But why did she cry so?


  As his gaze lingered, Benton became aware of a female voice, though not from the young woman as far as he could tell. Her lips were no longer moving, but there was definitely a connection between the voice and the luscious blonde parishioner. He was sure it was her voice.


  “Her prayer,” he thought with wonder, “I am hearing her prayer. I am truly blessed.”


  “Oh God,” the voice implored, “Grant me the strength of spirit do what I must. I am so afraid, please give me the strength of will to not falter. Let my faith guide me through this terrible ordeal. If I do not endure, all is lost. God save ReRe. Amen.” 


  He could feel her anguish as if it was his own. Now standing a mere three feet from her, Benton wondered what trials a young, pretty girl like her might be facing. Additionally, he puzzled over how he had gotten so close, even though he had not taken a step towards her.


  “God has sent me here,” he realized. “I prayed for a body full of strength and free of pain, and she prayed for guidance. I have been sent to do God’s will!”


  Benton attempted a tentative step and found he could move if he chose. Kneeling beside the crying girl (he realized now that she couldn’t be much older than 18) he tried to speak to her. She did not react to his voice, so the spirit reached a hand out to her. She took no notice of his presence, but only sobbed uncontrollably.


  Finally, he placed his hand on her shoulder… or tried to. The hand went through her but didn’t come out again. He tried to pull away but couldn’t, the arm was only pulled farther in! Yanking as hard as he could did nothing; his right arm was now enveloped up to the shoulder in this young girl’s shoulder. 


  Bit by bit, his form was drawn into hers and when the ordeal was over, he brought up his hand, a small, perfectly smooth, petite hand, to his face. Feeling at the wetness on his cheek, an odd sensation, and far softer than he remembered.  The former deacon suddenly realized where he was.


  “Oh, the wonder of God,” he thought. ”I’m possessing the young woman’s body!”


  Somehow, he could hear the girl’s voice like a distant echo in his mind,


  “Do whatever he says…” it begged. “For ReRe.”


  Then it faded, leaving only the fear behind, like a footprint in the sand, quickly washed away by a rising tide. The nickname, ReRe, meant nothing to him.


  “I’m in control,” the ghost thought, studying the girl’s figure from this new perch, “God has appointed me to be his emissary, to do what another of his children cannot.”


  Both their prayers had been answered, and Benton felt an indescribable joy at being an instrument of God’s will. Pushing aside the girls fear, he would not let his faith waver.


  Experimentally, he rose to his feet, enjoying the feel of the long hair and natural grace of this body. The weight in his chest was more evidence that her breasts were quite large, and he had to fight the sinful impulse to examine them. 


  In truth, he hated women, especially young pretty ones like her. They brought temptation and sin to the world. Sexy, seductive temptresses that gave men impure thoughts and danced through a life of ease and leisure on the backs of hardworking men they enslaved to their will.


  Even so, the girl was undeniably filled with a burdensome sense of purpose that he could feel like a anchor about her neck. Still, it seemed that aside from the emotions bubbling up through him, he was in complete control of this teenage harlot. Yet it was God’s work he was meant to perform. The girl’s sense of duty was too strong for the spirit to believe that God meant him to do anything other than remain here and carry her through this ordeal.


  He tried to concentrate and discover what trial lay ahead, but the only dread lingered. Fear and a name. Angelica, did it belong to the young woman?


  Fitting, given her great beauty, but at the moment, terror dominated her mind. It pervaded so deeply, Benton felt it as his own, but he could also sense more. Hope, belief and… something else that she tried to hide. It was distinct, but he couldn’t quite make out what it was.


  If it was something she was hiding from herself, perhaps it was better left buried. 


  “Hello, miss Dunbar,” said a gruff voice behind. Towards the rectory, a small, balding man in priest’s vestments beckoned to her, gesturing that she should follow him. “Father Hastings will see you now.” 


  As a former deacon, Benton struggled to come to grips with riotous emotions that tumbled through him upon hearing the priest’s name. The feelings weren’t his, but he could feel them vividly. The overriding emotion from the girl had been an almost overwhelming sense of uncertainty and the strange feeling from earlier which he couldn’t identify.


  Even as he was coming to know this mystery emotion better; the girl attached wrongness to it, but also a rightness that seemed conflicted, yet perfectly logical.


  “Girls,” thought Benton, “They are utterly contemptible.”


  Still, God had brought him here, so that he might be the faith that she obviously lacked. In the body of the teen, the invader followed the priest a short way down the hall, dimly aware of swaying hips and a sinfully sexy gait which he could not correct. The fluttering of the skirt brought his attention to the peculiar, unprotected emptiness between his legs and he shivered, goosebumps rising on Angelica’s perfectly smooth arms.


  Resolutely, Benton followed the priest, ignoring his discomfort. Together they stopped before a plain wooden door.


  “Go on in,” said the old, rough voiced priest. “Father Hastings is waiting for you inside.”


  Appraising at the man, the spirit noted a sadness in his eyes. He refused to meet the gaze of the young woman Benton inhabited.


  “Thank you,” the spirit finally said through the girl, shocked at the high pitch of the voice that came out. It was melodious and a little watery. Keeping emotions the girl was feeling out of her voice would take some effort it seemed. “Should I just go in?


  “Don’t thank me young lady,” said the priest off-handedly. He opened his mouth as if to continue, but then closed it, gesturing for her entry. The priest turned without another word and left Benton alone before the door.


  Studying Angelica’s delicate hand as it reached towards the door, it was shaking visibly although he couldn’t understand out why.


  What was there about this priest that had this young girl so scared?


  “He must be unbearably old, fat, or both,” thought Benton. He could remember such priests in his early days as an altar boy. The kind still discomforted, even once you understood age ravaged everyone. It would eventually ravage this young girl’s supple form.  It was God’s will.


  “Maybe it is only this,” mused the ex-deacon and he forced the door open with the still-trembling hand. “But it feels like something else, something far darker.”


  The priest that sat behind the desk of the small office was not ancient, nor was he obese.


  In fact, the man was young (for a priest), his late 40’s if Benton had to guess, sandy blonde hair just beginning to gray and his body still appeared fit. Where most priests his age had turned doughy and tired looking, Father Hastings looked very alert with only faint wrinkles around joyful eyes in the smile he flashed. 


  “Come in, come in, Angelica,” he said jovially, “What a young beauty you are now. When I first joined this parish you here you were only yay high. My how you’ve grown!”


  The priest was standing now and held his hand up at his waist to show what height he meant. His voice was pleasant enough, but his eyes had a way of sliding up and down the girl’s body which sent shivers down the spine… her spine. Angelica’s heart thumped beneath the heavy sweater.


  The priest took a seat on the front of his desk and said, “Why don’t you come over here and sit on my lap, like you used to when I was only a young seminarian.” 


  Benton was more than a little taken aback at this. It seemed a tad inappropriate for a priest to ask this of a young girl, but he believed that God would guide him. He must show faith. It compelled the conclusion of innocence behind the priest’s suggestion.


  She walked over to the man who now sat on the edge of a large desk. Lifting one arm around the priest’s neck and pulling herself onto his lap, she sat, a model of chaste purity, as a woman should sit. Mercifully, she found that she was no longer shaking although the fear was still there in the girl’s subconscious. She used the free hand to reflexively push down her skirt, feeling the girl’s self-consciousness bubble up without Benton’s command.


  Using one hand to stroke her long, blonde hair. The priest’s other was upon her knee, “to steady her,” thought the wayward spirit, whose faith was still as strong as ever.


  “You know,” said the priest thoughtfully, “What happened to your brother is tragic. This parish would love to donate the money for his operation.”


  Great sadness followed by a magnificent surge of hope. Shining and warm, the feeling blossomed within her. ReRe was saved!


  “But,” continued the priest, “I have to be sure that your family is dedicated to the church.” 


  The light of hope snuffed out like a candle in a vacuum. In fact, it was getting harder for her to breathe as the ghost felt the priest’s hand slide up a few inches from the girl’s knee. Nevertheless, the spirit pushed past Angelica’s discomfort and spoke, believing this to be the reason for a possessing spirit.


  “We are totally dedicated,” Benton insisted in the lilting voice of the young blonde. ”I am totally dedicated.”


  “I wish I could believe that,” complained the priest. “Perhaps if you were to volunteer for something.”


  “Like what?”


  “I can use some help this very afternoon,” the priest replied as if it was just occurring to him. ”If you gave me some assistance, I will guarantee your brother will get the care he needs.” 


  Father Hasting’s hand had slid another inch up her milky thigh and Benton was just beginning to have his first doubts.


  “What kind of help?” she asked in a voice that sounded so small and terrified, Benton had a had a hard time believing it had come from the girl’s mouth. The ex-deacon was now aware that the roaming hand of the priest had reached the hem of the short skirt leaving Benton’s body nearly petrified, the last slivers of faith strained to their limit. 


  The voice of the priest was now a whisper, and Benton could feel the hot breath at her ear.


  “Just do everything I say for a little while and your brother will be all better before you know it.”


  Hasting’s hand was completely hidden beneath her skirt now. Benton gasped, sure of the priest’s intent now as she felt his fingers slide between her thighs.


  “Let me show you the love of God,” he said.


  Fear rose, but it was mingled with the mystery emotion which was strong enough for Benton to finally identify. Refusing to admit it to herself, Angelica had sought refuge from her fate, but it was undeniable.


  How the ageless emotion had avoided detection Benton didn’t know, but he could understand why Angelica had buried it. After all, it was one of the seven deadly sins.


  With his hand beneath the skirt of a young girl, the priest had evoked within her the worst of the seven deadly sins.


  Lust.


  “I remember,” the priest said in between kisses tenderly planted along the girl’s neck. “When I first noticed you. The sweet young girl in who loved those delightful summer dresses. My child, you are such a captivating beauty now… Yet you wear these bulky sweaters every Sunday now, what a shame.”


  As she was fondled through the sweater, Benton explored Angelica’s memories. It was not a coincidence her flowering womanhood had drawn the attention of the erstwhile priest. His attention was the very reason she wore such coverings. Only… it was more complicated.


  She wanted to call him a monster. Condemn his ungodly ways. How dare he give into the temptation of the flesh, but it was all this wretched woman’s fault…Yet her brother’s life lay in the balance and antagonizing the priest might endanger the boy’s life. No, the path forward was clear.


  The spirit would experience this humiliation, so this young woman could keep her purity intact. God would sort out the punishments and rewards as he saw fit. Angelica retreated further within her mental shell… Benton was truly alone with the priest now but vowed to suffer only what indignities he must to save the girl’s brother.


  Very quickly the thoughts fled, chased away by tingling sensations Benton had never experienced before. As the young girl’s chest was fondled, she moaned. Even through the heavy sweater, the spirit could feel the pressure causing a generating a surge of heat from the nexus between her thighs. It was strange and sinful, scintillating and terrifying. A sensuous riddle of sublime pleasure to unravel.


  “Remove that bulky sweater and allow me to admire God’s gifts.” the priest commanded.


  Benton obliged hesitatingly. Angelica’s will had receded, but the mixture of terror and excitement slipped through the barrier; Her willowy body shook as she revealed a pair of milky white orbs nestled in a lacy, sky blue bra.


  “Magnificent,” Father Hastings exclaimed, nestling the smooth, blemish free breasts. He unclasped the mechanism and the C or D cup bosom bounded free.  “Your body is as succulent as the Holy Mother’s!”


  “Blasphemy,” Benton gasped, unable to stop the admonition. How could any man of God say such a thing!


  The priest’s eyes were twin suns, burning with rage. A furious storm twisted his expression into one of dire rage.


  “Clearly, you do not wish the church to aid your brother. If you deign to challenge my relationship with God, perhaps prayer alone will be enough to save your ‘ReRe’. It will have to be. Be gone, impudent girl.”


  “No,” Benton begged, feeling Angelica’s rising panic. “Please, I’ll do anything.”


  Hastings had half-turned to his desk, but slowly turned his head toward the young woman, now adorned solely in the miniskirt, looking her up and down. The unseemly expression so disturbed the girl, she covered her chest with involuntary revulsion.


  “Hmm, anything?”


  Meekly, Benton nodded. She couldn’t risk making things worse but was terrified of what the priest might ask of her.


  “Take off the rest of your clothes.”


  Without a word of protest, the spirit swallowed, kicked off the girl’s shoes and tried to remove the skirt. It took a few moments to find the mechanism, and she hoped the priest mistook it for her very real nervousness she felt. And, she was surprised to discover, the panties she removed were moist. On some level was she enjoying this humiliation? Or was it just the fondling? Either way there was an unmistakable arousal Angelica experienced. Benton was disgusted.


  Yet standing as God as made her, Benton couldn’t help but admire the teen’s nubile body. Even viewed from this angle it was every bit the sensual masterpiece, from her perky breasts to the slender torso and long legs! Temptation… Obviously she had arrived at the church prepared for this possibility. It was just like a woman, using her body to seduce a man to get what she wanted.


  “I’ve decided,” the priest announced. He strode closer and took the young woman’s chin, tilting her head up towards his stern expression.  “I will still help you, but you must do exactly as I instruct. Understand?”


  Benton sensed a faint tingling between her thighs as she replied, “Yes, Father.”


  “Good.”


  Hastings began to remove his vestments until he too stood naked beneath the soft lights of the rectory. What Benton saw, surprised her, sending the tantalizing, tingling sensation at the nexus of her crotch into overdrive.


  Father Hastings was cut from marble. Bulging biceps and an impressive set of washboard abs adorned the priest. Moreover, the confidence he wore shook the teen to her core. Terror and arousal mingled in a confusing hodgepodge of hormonal anticipation. What Angelica feared was not sexual congress but giving into her urges. Now those urges had come to her!


  Despite herself, Benton’s eyes locked onto the semi-erect phallus. Emerging from a thick bushel of dark pubic hair it grew before her eyes.


  Addressing the girl condescendingly, the priest recalled, “Proverbs 5:19 says, ‘A loving doe, a graceful deer- may her breasts satisfy you always, may you ever be intoxicated with her love.’ Do you understand?”


  If the steady gaze leveled at her chest was any hint, she did understand, too clearly. The spirit within the nubile teen nodded slowly, her long blonde hair swaying.


  The priest rounded the table and sat in his wing-backed chair, waiting expectantly for the young girl. Timidly, she rounded the table under his imperious gaze and sank to her knees, vision focused on the fully erect cock throughout.


  Up close it was transfixing, the musky scent washing over her body accompanied by a warm haze of sexual kindling. The girl’s libido complicated an already confounding scenario. Did she want this, truly?


  Committing such acts were sinful, Benton knew. Yet God had chosen him for this task, so with one hand on each pillowy breast, the teen slid her chest along the length of the priest’s manhood in long, experimental strokes.


  “Too dry, child,” The priest admonished. “Use your mouth to lubricate it.”


  “I’m sorry, Father.”


  With lips pursed, Benton began to slip the solid, meaty shaft between the soft lips of the young woman. She prayed that Angelica might have no memory of the salty tang and veiny hardness she caressed with tongue and lips. Careful not to allow her teeth to make contact with tender flesh, the girl anointed the priest’s staff with her saliva, carefully coating every inch.


  Once it was sufficiently coated to her satisfaction, she began to user her breasts in earnest, enveloping Hasting’s hardness, in the spongy, pliable flesh atop her chest.


  It stirred a verse from her soul. As she pleasured the priest, she uttered the words, ‘My lover is to me a sachet of myrrh resting between my breasts!’


  “Yes child,” the priest moaned, “God bless those exquisite breasts.”


  While not big enough to easily encircle her Father’s manhood, using her breasts, she made a tight, malleable canal for his spear to slide through. Watching it carefully, she saw the head of his circumcised penis poke out again and again, taunting, tantalizing, irresistible.


  No longer could she resist the temptation as the head of Hasting’s erection ploughed through it’s plush caress and she wrapped lips and tongue around it, prompting a gasp of surprise from the holy-man.


  “Oh, the lord has blessed me,” Father Hastings intoned while the young woman sucked the tip of his cock while continuing to slide along his length with her chest. “Blessings on this fair maiden.”


  Benton found the taste had grown succulent, the smell addicting, and the tingling thrill that raced through her willowy form with each bob of her head, an inescapable vortex of desire. The compulsion to reach between her legs and touch the sweet folds was growing too intense to ignore. Only Benton’s sense of duty to God, held her back from further defiling the delicate flower which bloomed within.


  Her own body was responding with a surge of warmth and growing need which Benton was only beginning to comprehend. The wetness seeping from her slit yearned for satisfaction, churning for attention.


  Just as she began to reach a steady rhythm, the priest seized her hair, pulling her back from the brink. Even the shock of the pain was a sublime sensation tingling from her scalp and joining the melange, the growing buzz of excitement, a high voltage sensual awareness.


  “The moment is not right my child,” the priest explained, lifting her hand so they stood side by side. “Those rosy cheeks and lustful eyes, do you wish to receive the lord’s prayer?”


  Father Hastings towered over the girl by 6 inches. Chiseled and muscular where she was willowy feminine. Knees together, failing to suppress the desire within her womb, the spirit inhabiting Angelica’s body quivered with carnal hunger, eagerly eyeing the engorged member of the clergyman who stood beside her.


  The girl’s wanting and the ghost’s were one in the same. Release. She sought nothing beyond the sexual gratification any longer. Perhaps the girl would remember this day, or she would not, the bodiless form which possessed her body no longer cared.


  Leaning against the priest, she murmured a verse recalled from brumous memory, “Thus you longed for the lewdness of your youth, when the Egyptians handled your bosom and pressed your young breasts.”


  “Is that what you would like my child?”


  “Bless me father, for I have sinned.”


  The priest began to fondle her with renewed vigor sending waves of delight cascading from her chest and she moaned with delight.


  “Tell me how you have sinned,” he commanded, drawing the slender girl into his strong embrace.


  “Father, I confess that I have had impure thoughts, UHN!”


  The priest’s fingers had discovered the wetness and heat from her slit. His fingers slid in easily and the spirit shuddered at the sensations of the other’s intrusion. It was transcendent!


  With his hot breath at her ear he whispered, “Is that all? Have you committed the sin of fornication?”


  “Never, I- AHN!” she gasped as long fingers taunted her clitoris. Electricity shot through her spine with mind-blanking intensity surpassing her wildest imaginations. A woman’s body was incredible!


  “No temptation has overtaken you that is not common to man. God is faithful and he will not let you be tempted beyond your ability, but with the temptation he will also provide the way of escape, that you may be able to endure it.”


  Their lips met in a swirling of tongues and passion. Angelica’s body was aflame with desire, every touch and sensation a riot of sparkling, twinkling delights. Caution to the wind she melted in the embrace, allowing the flood of sensation to overwhelm thought, reduced to naught but base instincts, even as he lay her down atop the large rug beside the desk.


  “Will you allow God’s love to enter you?”


  “I need to feel God’s love inside me,” the spirit begged in the form of a supple teen, her arms clawing at the back of the priest who loomed atop her. “I need to feel you in my- my- special place, I can’t wait any longer.”


  “I won’t make you wait any longer, child,” Father Hastings explained. “It may hurt a bit at first, but I promise, it will start to feel good. Very, very good.”


  She was horny, beyond horny. Into the realm of single-minded, carnal yearning she alighted. Benton could barely hear the priests’ admonition as she grasped his manhood and guided it to the area drenched with desire. Angelica’s body screamed for release.


  Despite her need, she watched with trepidation as the priest rigid mass plunged into her opening. First it ached, then it stung, what a horrible mistake she’d made! It just kept reaching deeper, impossibly deep, spreading her insides with agony. She was being crushed beneath the older man’s weight.


  Then, mercifully he began to withdraw, the priest’s cock coated with desire and virginal blood. Angelica’s purity was no more, but at least the ordeal had concluded… or so it seemed. The moment he withdrew, her pussy immediately ached for its return.


  With each subsequent, calculated lunge, the pain faded replaced by a wonderful fullness. Gradually, the fullness was joined by a budding, and intensely satisfying, pleasure which spread warmth through her lithe form.


  “Oh my God,” she moaned. “It feels amazing!”


  “Your body is heavenly,” the priest commended thrusting himself eagerly atop the nubile blonde twisting with satisfaction beneath. “For it is God who works in you, both to will and to work for his good pleasure! Phillipans 2:13.”


  Hot, hard, and spreading her insides with each thrust. Exquisite pleasure shuddered through as her lover increased his pace. The flesh atop her, the rough carpet against her back, breasts heaving with each thrust, the spirit groaned with unimaginable delight.


  Wrapping her legs around the priest, Benton thrilled as the satisfaction reached unimagined heights and the priest’s cock reached even deeper!


  She couldn’t prevent the moans from escaping her lips. “Oh, ahhhh, oooohhhh, yes, YES. OH GOD!”


  Bucking her hips in perfect time, the young girl couldn’t help but blaspheme. It felt too impossibly good.


  Each thrust released a torrent of pleasure. Yet faster and faster, Father Hastings plunged into her pussy, releasing waves of sensual delights utterly new and fantastic to the spirit which occupied the young woman’s body.


  “OHM, AHNN, AAANGGGGGMMMMMMMM!” She screamed, tensing in the incomprehensible pleasure of orgasm. Relief and pleasure a millionfold strong spread in fractal patterns within a writhing, supple cacophony of heavenly delights.


  Sliding off the girl’s body, the priest knelt, but reached for the hand of his ward. Confused, still marveling at the afterglow of sexual climax and the deluge of strange sensations it brought, she allowed him to draw her from the floor.


  The priest was still marvelously erect, and Benton admired the girth which brought so much carnal wonder to her tight little body.


  “We are not yet done child. First you have sacrificed your virginity to God. Now, taste your desire and your sins as you cleanse me of this burden.”


  He needn’t have gestured towards his erection, she eagerly prostrated herself before the priest, bending to take him in the mouth with feverish intensity. Mingled fluids assaulted her senses and filled her nostrils as she swirled her tongue, lavishing adoration along its length.


  Stroking, sucking, salivating, she pleasured the priest all the while, sweet twinges of satisfaction lingered from her sexual organ. So much potential in this body, a million delicious sins she had but glimpsed. If Father Hastings would only bend her over the desk and take her body again and again, filling her to the brim with his-.


  “Praise the, *UHNHHHH* LORD!”


  Semen joined the commingled blood, lubricant and saliva in her mouth, forcing itself down her throat in a deluge of wonderful, sticky, gooey cum. She gobbled it eagerly, nearly gagging on the viscous ejaculate.


  She rose, awaiting the next impure act the man of God might demand. But as she watched his erection wilt, her excitement began to fade.


  “You have earned your Brother’s continued health and then some,” Father Hastings explained, re-dawning his vestments. His expression was cold and distant. “You may clean yourself off in my washroom and leave. Never speak of this to anyone.”


  He took his leave and Angelica was left standing nude in his office. She found the washroom and put her clothes back on while overwhelmed with shame. Tears streamed down her face as she slipped her skirt back on, hating herself and her weakness.


  Drying her tears on the sleeves of her sweater, she hurried from the building lest the humiliation freeze her in place. Her pace quickened and somehow, the figure outpaced her.


  Benton was watching the young woman leave him behind! He reached for her, but she kept walking, totally unaware of the spirit’s presence. His own pace slowed, and he began to rise, up, up, up at an astonishing pace. Earth blurred beneath his feet and things grew suddenly white, blinding, and pure.


  When his vision returned, Benton saw a massive, golden gate, and a figure, gargantuan in size beside it. The figure, humanoid in shape, but winged, gazed down with grandfatherly demeanor.


  “Archangel Michael!” Benton cried with wonder, prostrating himself before the keeper of the Gate of Heaven. “Oh, heavenly father, what a blessing!”


  Michael leaned back and turned his attention to a book he carried.


  In a booming voice, he said, “Benton Wainright, your life is unlike any other in the memory of your species. A borderline case so torn between heaven and hell Lucifer himself proposed a challenge of your Godliness not seen in a millennia.”


  “Then it was a test?” Benton asked, incredulous. He had been right to help Angelica after all!


  “Hmmm,” the voice thrummed as the angel studied the book intently. “You did secure the young woman’s objective and saved a life. But at what cost? We did not expect the lady’s chastity to be lost in the bargain. You succumbed to temptation and pleasures of the flesh, yet she will have no memory, chaste in spirit if not body. Fascinating.”


  Benton twitched impatiently, remembering the encounter vividly. “The verdict?”


  “A moment, I must cast judgement,” the archangel spoke, as if to another. “It is balanced, perfectly so. Unlike anything I have assessed, despite the test. He seems fated to straddle the line between heaven and hell… Another test? No, perhaps something else… Something new. Yes, that is fitting.


  Looking up from the voluminous text, the angel gazed down again at the miniscule human spirit.


  “Reincarnation is the judgement. You shall be reborn, to live another life. One which may definitively settle which realm gains possession of your divine soul.”


  Denied heaven yet saved from hell. A strange fate indeed. However, as Benton reflected on his short afterlife he looked up at Michael.


  “May I make a request, heavenly Angel? For my next life…”


  “I will consider your wishes. What do you ask?


  “In my next life,” Benton began, biting his lip and swaying awkwardly.


  “Hmm?”


  “Can I be a pretty girl?”


  END




  Crafting a Queen


  “Please,” Regan utters in contempt, “I’m smarter than you ever were. I’ve created a world where my powers are unlimited. In this world I am King. You shall be my obedient Queen.”


  “I’m a man!” you counter with disgust. “And I’ll never serve you, in this world or any other. You must release me.”


  “This world is mine. YOU are mine! I desire a Queen.”


  Upon issuing the final condemnation, he waves his hand and the white landscape draws back to reveal an elaborate ballroom. Fluted columns and high arches decorated in deep browns and reds remind you of a Victorian painting. With horror, you notice a ring, roughly 30 feet in diameter, formed by beautiful, naked young women.


  Writhing, creamy limbs, arching backs, a chorus of debauched moans, nubile girls completely surround you in a sapphic cacophony.  Everywhere you look are women scissoring, sucking breasts or being fingered. Kissing, embracing, every sensual act imaginable between women is visible no matter where you look.


  The sheer magnitude of the scene’s sensuality emanates like a heatwave from the kaleidoscope of flesh. The women, singularly focused on pleasing each other, uttering sighs of untold delight, their voices rise and fall, the beating heart of desire.


  Despite this, Regan has eyes only for you. He’s dressed in a tuxedo suddenly, black and white, grinning wickedly. He holds his hand out and you look up to see a bright, golden ring descending, a thin membrane stretching inside. Any attempt to move from the spot is fruitless, your feet refuse to follow orders.


  The membrane alights upon your nose and at once begins to tingle. The ring continues down your body, your head itching like a million insects crawling across its surface.


  You can feel hair growing, your cheekbones rising, your lips being expanded. A golden lock falls across your eyes, but by now the ring has reached your chest and you can only focus on the feeling of pressure their as breasts swell from contact with the membrane, pressed tightly against your body by a violet gown which flows from your chest. The dress is created in concert with your body, molded into delicate curves, creating a sumptuous hourglass figure.


  You gasp when it reaches your hips, expanding them, velvety fabric clinging tightly. The ring reaches your crotch and you yelp in a high pitched, female voice as your member turns inside out and are left only with a void where it once was.


  You can’t see your legs trim and smooth beneath the violet gown but can feel it vividly. The ring passes your feet, which shrink and leave you standing in laced high heels which you can feel dimly.


  The ring vanishes into the floor and you are breathing heavily, chest heaving, staring at a pair of large breasts moving up and down, holding the magnificent gown in place. Music begins, a slow waltz emanating from everywhere, tempo a perfect match to the orgasmic exclamations of the orgy which surrounds you.


  Regan holds out his hand. Against your will, you reach out and take it. The two of you move around the dance floor in perfect time to the music. You don’t know how to waltz, but somehow you execute each move perfectly, golden curs and crimson dress spreading out like a fan as he twirls you.


  “I hate you,” you wish to say, but the words won’t form on a pair of perfect, pouty lips.


  Instead your flesh thrills at the touch of his hands on your hips through the bodice of the gown. He presses up against you and you can feel his hardness through the satiny fabric of the dress.


  He leans in close and whispers in your ear. “I want you.”


  Wordlessly, three of the nameless orgy participants rush over, breasts bouncing as they leap into action. They help you out of your dress and you glance over at Regan who has three more nubile women removing his clothes as well. His pants come free and a huge cock comes bounding free. Your dress falls to your ankles and you are both completely nude. Looking down you observe flawless skin, ample breasts, and an impression of rightness. This female body is yours, a feminine ideal, lordly in bearing, exhibiting the sylphlike curves of a Queen.


  One girl rushes off with the dress, disappearing into the throng. Another young woman kneels, spreading your legs slightly and moving her face towards your sensual chasm. Without preamble she begins to lick at your new genitalia. Electricity shoots through your feminine form. Wonderfully erotic sensations churn forth from her ministrations and a soft moan accompanies the pleasure. With surprise you realize the voice is yours, even as you succumb to the budding arousal.


  Another newcomer steps behind you and begins to massage each breast while nibbling at your right earlobe, her breasts compressing against your shoulders, so intense is her caress. Pilloried by waves of satisfaction, your body grows limp and mind grows cloudy as the world is subsumed by carnal joy.


  Regan is receiving a similar treatment. A pale brunette is eagerly stroking his fully erect manhood while another chocolate-skinned beauty caresses his bare chest. Two incredible beauties, they go ignored. He doesn’t acknowledge them, or offer a smile, in response to the pleasure. He has eyes only for you.


  The woman behind you tweaks a nipple and at the same moment, the woman between your legs teases your clitoris, a lick which ignites a carnal fire. Waves of pleasure roll through your body and you can feel the wetness growing between your legs.


  Suddenly, in total unison, the women withdraw delivering sensual delights, standing to either side. They spin you around to reveal a bed which had certainly not been there moments before. It does not surprise you. A Queen has but one service to provide her king.


  They walk you to the bed and bend you over the edge, face down. Suddenly, and completely without warning, Regan’s massive cock enters you with a shuddering fullness. You’re so wet that even his monster slides in effortlessly, even as it stretches against your pussy walls. Pressing, plunging, throbbing perfection.


  The feeling is indescribable as he pumps his cock inside you, slowly at first, then faster and faster still, your hands clutch the sheets. Each thrust makes you feel like you’re torn apart, but the pleasure is overwhelming. Without reservation, screaming in pleasure, you devour every inch with a sublime thirst.


  “Oh, oh God! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!”


  Regan is pushing faster, groaning slightly. The moans from the orgy around you reaches a crescendo as the damn breaks.


  You scream at the top of your lungs, “AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


  The orgasm is like a shotgun blast, dynamite, a nuclear blast inside of you. At the same moment Regan screams and you feel his juices explode forth, filling you with heat and a twitching, squirting certitude. The voices of the women around you are a simultaneous exaltation as they cum in unison.


  “Fill me again, my King,” you beg.


  Regan smiles; A wicked expression, full of pride and loathing for the creature he created. You don’t care. The thought of him entering you has already set your loins afire with exquisite desire. If not this time, the next. A heir for the King, what other purpose could there be for one such as you?


  END


  Thanks for reading! If you want to read more of Emily Cummings’ gender bender erotica or reach out to the author, check out her website:


  
			https://cummingstgf.home.blog/
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