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THE SUCCUBUS CURSE

It was Mitchel and Jacob’s last summer at bible camp, and the best friends were dreading it. But then they found the Grimoire.

Bored, the pair decide to mess about with the rituals inside. After all, it’s just harmless fun, right? Demons aren’t really, are they? But when the pair summon a succubus their lives are forever transformed...

Bible camp was how Mitchel and Jacob met. It was how they’d spent every summer of their teenage years, and now… it was almost over. This was their last summer.

They'd grown from boys to young men, and after this, they were off to college to start their adult lives. The best friends just needed to get through one last summer.

That was easier said than done though. Bible camp had always been hard for the pair, neither of them ever really fitting in with the other boys, but this year it was worse.

Everyone around them had blossomed into whole wholesome young men, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not really changed. While the other boys wanted to play sports or attend prayer meetings, the two friends were more content to hide in the old basement and read the collection of old confiscated comics and books they’d found down there.

They just wanted to get through the summer any way they could. They just wanted to stay out of the way.

Then they discovered the Grimoire. A book dedicated to demonology and magic, and one section leaps out at them. A ritual to summon a succubus.

Bored, the pair decide to conduct the ritual for fun. After all, magic isn’t real, is it? But when they summon Her they realise they’re in trouble. Especially once it becomes clear that their binding circle is flawed and the ritual is imperfect.

Soon the pair find themselves the targets of Her magic, and the consequences see their lives forever changed and transformed as they fall deeper under the influence of THE SUCCUBUS CURSE...


One

In the distance, the sound of laughter and cheering sounded almost like it came from another world, and in some ways it did. The world from which the laughter and cheering came was light and joyful, easy, bold and happy, whereas the world the sound travelled to was darker, heavier, quiet and sober and laden with dust.

Jacob and Mitchel were nestled in the back of the basement storage area they’d discovered several years ago at an earlier camp. They were hiding, while outside the others were all playing a game of football, running and sweating and shouting and competing in the summer sun, enjoying themselves. In the basement, it was quiet and cool and Jacob and Mitchell could read and relax and not have to deal with the boisterousness of the others.

They knew they were not supposed to be in the basement, that it was off limits. They knew they were encouraged to be outside, playing games, enjoying themselves, engaging in healthy activities and connecting with the other boys, but… they weren’t children any more, so they figured if they weren’t hurting anyone it didn’t matter if they were breaking a few rules.

If hiding out in the basement to read and relax every now and then helped them make it through the summer then it was a positive thing in their book. They knew others wouldn’t see it that way, but they figured that it was a case of what people didn’t know couldn’t bother them, so they’d both kept the storage area a secret, their private sanctuary over the many dreary summers they’d spent at bible camp. It was that place that made the long, droll summer bearable. That and each other.

The pair had met almost five years before, on their first time at camp, and had quickly become close friends as the two outsiders. Where the other boys in their dormitory were all cheerful, happy, sporty types who took their bible studies seriously and who made their parents proud, Jacob and Mitchel were… not like that.

Both of them were introverted, studious children, keen on books and comics, and they preferred games on a screen to games on a field. Where the other boys in their dormitory were all cheerful, wholesome, and outgoing, Jacob and Mitchel were more melancholy and thoughtful, their sense of humour darker and slightly more sarcastic, and since both of them, like the other boys at camp, came from good religious families, they were both aware that their differences were viewed with not some a shame and frustration. They were both painfully aware they were black sheep in a flock of white.

So, they each did their best to fit in. They played some of the games, they joined in with the studies and the songs, the prayers, the community exercises, but neither of them seemed to derive the same sense of smug, wholesome joy that the other boys got from it. Finding each other that earlier summer had been a blessing for both of them, finally they each had a friend, someone who understood them.

It was having a friend that had made their teenage years bearable for each of them, as though they’d parted company after camp, they’d been able to stay in contact, talking often over text and email, playing online games to stay connected, and when next summer’s camp had come around they’d both, for the first time, been excited to attend, much to their families’ delights—Jacob’s father, a preacher, and Mitchel’s father, a minister, were both particularly thrilled at their son’s keenness.

All too quickly those summers at bible camp had gone from being something the boys dreaded, to something they looked forward to. Sure there was still bible studies, still the singing and the hymns, there were still the team sports and the general atmosphere of not fitting in, but they were no longer alone.

They had each other, and they had their hiding place they could retreat to when things got too much and they just wanted to spend time with each other, talking and reading and being still and quiet away from all the wholesomeness. It was in that place that they’d first discussed attending the same college the previous year, and it was there that they were spending most of their last ever summer at camp.

They were no longer children. They were both young men, heading off to college, and the camp was more a chance to get away from their families and hang out with their best friend. It was also the last chance either of them would have to see their other friends, the boys they’d been going to camp with for years.

While it was true that the pair stood out for being different it was also true that the other boys, the other young men, weren’t all bad. Sure they were loud and outspoken, boisterous, into team sports and jocular humour, but they were good Christian boys at heart, kind and pure of heart and sweet in their own way. None of them were bad people, and Jacob and Mitchel wanted to take that last summer to enjoy camp one last time and see the other boys they’d spent so many summers with.

And that had been the plan. They had both agreed.

They were going to go to camp one last time, as seniors, young adults ready to embark on the start of their adult lives, about to head off to college, and they were going to fully embrace the experience of camp since it was their last chance. They knew it would be hard since neither of them really fit in with the other boys, but they had college to look forward to, heading off to college together, the knowledge that they’d be living together come the start of the semester.

That had been the plan, but things had not gone to plan.
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“Why are they so loud!” Mitchel said, chuckling.

Jacob laughed, shaking his head as he flipped the page of the old comic book he was reading—one of many that they’d found all those years ago stashed away in the back of the basement. It was part of their treasure trove, boxes and boxes of all the old confiscated contraband the camp leaders had taken off the various boys over the years.

“No idea.” Jacob said, grinning. “It’s almost like they’re having fun, but that has to be impossible right? What kind of masochist would enjoy running around in the midday summer sun chasing a ball?”

The pair laughed again, chuckling. They were nestled in right at the back of the basement storage room, behind a maze of boxes and furniture in the private space they’d curated from themselves over the years.

They had everything they needed down there. Cushions, blankets, a tap for water, and even an old bathroom so they didn’t need to leave for hours if they were feeling particularly introverted or overwhelmed with all the wholesome activities.

Initially, the plan had been for them both to join in with all the sport and group sports and tasks, but all too soon that plan had been thrown out, and the pair had retreated back into old habits, and back into their sanctuary. They both realised all too quickly that the plan had been a foolish one.

Why had they even thought joining in would be fun, would be good for them, was beyond them. They’d not enjoyed it all when they were younger, and the differences between them and the other boys were less obvious, so why would they enjoy it all now, when the differences between the pair and the other boys were stark?

While the other boys, the other young men, at camp were all of a type—tall and broad and strong and handsome and wholesome—Jacob and Mitchel were, to be blunt, nothing of the sort.

When they’d first come to bible camp all those years ago they’d been similar to the other boys in their dormitory—at least physically—but over the years that had changed. Each time they returned their peers seemed to get bigger, taller and broader and heavier, stronger, more masculine and handsome, while the two of them stayed relatively the same.

As the boys around them blossomed, became men, things for Jacob and Mitchel remained the same. They got a little taller, true, but they never shot up, like the other boys. They never got faster, or stronger. They never bulked up with muscle. And their faces remained soft, without the strong jawlines and heavy features of other young men their age.

In short, they were classic late bloomers, only their late bloom was looking more and more like it had been cancelled altogether. But, as in all things, at least they had each other. They had each other and their hidden sanctuary in the back of the basement storage area where they could go when it all became too much, and it had taken only three days for it all to become too much.

Three days and one very boisterous, rough game of football. Jacob and Mitchel had forced themselves against their better judgements to join in, to have a go and enjoy the game for one. But they’d realised all too quickly that it was a bad idea.

They’d hated team sports when they were younger, when they could compete evenly with their peers, but now there was no fair competition. The two of them were vastly outmatched by the others, and it quickly became clear they were more of a hindrance to their team than a help. It wasn’t even a game, not really, since Jacob and Mitchell were too small to join in, and so, in the end, they’d called it quits and had slunk off back to their private space to relax.

They’d fallen back into old habits, but at least they’d tried. They’d tried to enjoy it, to join in, but it hadn’t worked. But that just meant they could spend the rest of camp hanging out together, the two of them, planning what college would be like when they headed off together for their first semester. It was just like old camps, only… when this one ended they’d not be going their separate ways for another year. They’d be starting a whole new phase of their lives, one in which they’d be embarking together, and they were both buzzing at the prospect.
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“I’m pretty sure I read this one years ago.” Mitchel said.

As he tossed the comic book he’d just finished he looked around the small camp they’d built at the back of the basement. The single bare bulb was dim, but provided easily enough light to read by, casting long shadows and its warm glow made Mitchel’s red hair seem to glow even redder.

“Probably. We must have spent literal days, maybe even weeks, down here reading, and there’s not an infinite supply of books in these boxes. Guess it’s a good job this is our last summer if we’ve read through them all though. Perfect timing you could say.”

Jacob chuckled and looked up from the book he was reading to watch his friend move to rummage through the boxes that made up the wall of their hiding place. They’d been through the boxes dozens of times over the years, had poured over practically every inch of the place, so he knew there was nothing new to be found. It was like that fact was all confirmation he needed that their time at camp was coming to an end.

He smiled as he watched his best friend rummage through the boxes, grumbling as he came across more and more books he’d already read. He was going to miss their place, even if he wasn’t going to miss bible camp.

“Have you tried at the back of the pile on the left? If there’s anywhere that’ll have something new it’ll be there. I don’t think we fully searched there because there’s that locked cupboard and we never used to be able to move it but if we both try now we might be able to finally see what’s behind.”

Mitchel nodded. The cupboard was hard to miss, a big old wooden wardrobe with locked doors blocking off the far corner of the basement, the reaches behind it like a promised land of unexplored potential.

They’d tried every year to move it, but it was too massive and too heavy, the singular piece of furniture like a barrier denying them both further exploration. But… maybe this year they’d be able to shift it. True, neither of them had grown large and muscular compared to the other boys their age, but they were still a bit bigger, and last year they’d almost had it.

“Come on then. Give me a hand.” Mitchel said.

Jacob jumped to his feet and the two of them set about clearing a small space and then they each took one side of the wardrobe, testing the weight of it. It was still massively heavy and bulky, but they felt optimistic. Plus, they either shifted it this year or not at all, and they’d have to leave camp at the end of summer never knowing the mystery of what was behind the wardrobe.

“Ready? On three.” Jacob said

Mitchel confirmed he was ready, and Jacob began counting. On the number three Jacob lifted, hefting the corner up high, suddenly delighted to realise he had the strength to move it. They would be able to see behind. They…

And then the wardrobe began to tip over. Jacob had lifted it Mitchel hadn’t. He was only just lifting it. He’d gone for the count after three, not on the count of three.

Having lifted his side early, or with Mitchel lifting his side late, the wardrobe was suddenly off balance and as Mitchel began to heft his side up the issue became worse, Jacob dropping his side suddenly as he realised it was about to fall, hoping to save it, except… it was too late.

The wardrobe tipped and fell, crashing into the floor, releasing clouds of dust and a cacophonous din. The pair looked down to see the wardrobe smashed, the locked doors flung open, and there, on top of the pile of debris almost like it had been placed there, an old book neither of them had seen before.

Mitchel smiled nervously.

“Well, I guess we have some new reading material after all.” He said.


Two

The book was old. Far older than the wardrobe, and covered in a tan leather that was not like any leather the pair had seen before.

“I think we should just leave it and get out of here.” Jacob said.

Mitchel shook his head. He was staring at the strange book, like something from an antique shop.

All the books they’d found down in the basement before had been dingy paperbacks or comics, cheesy pulp adventure stories that were deemed inappropriate reading material for bible camp—which had meant they’d been fun, but they’d also all of the same type of mindless fun, and after a while they’d gotten boring. It was a bit like eating chocolate for every meal. For a while it was amazing, but soon you became sick of chocolate, and you wanted something nourishing.

And the book on top of the pile of wreckage looked like the very definition of nourishing.

For a start, it was really old, and thick, heavy bound, with brass corners and fastenings, and a lock keeping the covers closed. Mitchel couldn’t wait to read what was inside. Even if it was boring it had to be better than rereading the same teen horror story or detective novel again.

“We don’t need to worry.” Mitchel said. “It’s pretty isolated down here and everyone else is busy. We know from experience that no one ever comes down here so we can just tidy up a bit and no one will ever notice. They’ll think it fell down on its own if they ever do notice.”

“Yeah, but that book… I… I don’t like it.” Jacob said.

But Mitchel was too excited to listen to his friend. The book looked interesting, and to a young man like Mitchel, interesting was the cure for boredom.

So, without another word, he stepped over the wreckage and picked the book up. It was heavier than it looked, but holding it felt almost anticlimactic after the wardrobe falling over and Jacob's reaction to the book.

Mitchel turned around and held it up like a prize won through a hard fight.

“See, it’s just a book. Now, you want to help me open this lock so we can get a look inside?” Mitchel said.

Jacob stood for a moment then smiled, nodded. He might have his doubts, but if there was anyone he was willing to join on a misadventure it was his best friend.
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It didn’t take them long to get the book open, the lock proving almost eager to unlatch, so that they just had to barely tickle the mechanism with a thin piece of wire before it came open. Since neither of them had ever picked a lock before this took them by surprise, but they figured either they got lucky, the lock was old and deficient, or they were naturally talented.

Yet, all thoughts of the lock went out of their heads when they opened the book and saw the contents. It was… almost incomprehensible, but they couldn’t overlook the tone of it. They’d sat through enough bible study classes to be able to tell what it was, even if they didn’t understand it.

“Is this… is this a joke book that someone got confiscated?” Mitchel said.

Jacob shrugged.

“I mean… maybe, but why lock it away if it was just a prank? Plus it looked pretty old, like, probably older than the camp. Maybe even hundreds of years old. That’d be a lot of work to fake for a simple prank. And the book itself is so ornate and… elaborate.”

And it was detailed. The book was an incredibly in-depth book on demonology. A guide on how to recognise demons, how to banish demons, and, most unnervingly, how to summon demons.

“There’s no way this is real. This stuff isn’t actually real.” Mitchel said.

Jacob nodded.

“I mean… yeah, it’s all just… myth and legend, right? Superstition? But just because it’s not real doesn’t mean someone once didn’t think it wasn’t real. Demonology was a serious science at some points for some people. Like alchemy. Just because we know better now doesn’t mean someone at some point in the past didn’t take it seriously. And so… that’s how you end up with a book like this, right? The book is real, but… the contents aren’t. Demons aren’t real, but people’s belief in demons might be.”

“So you think the book's real?” Mitchel asked, voice soft.

Jacob shrugged. The book certainly looked convincing, but he wasn’t sure.

“What are you thinking?” Jacob asked.

Mitchel was grinning. Jacob knew that grin. It meant Mitchel had an idea. It was that grin that Jacob had seen before all their best adventures and misadventures. It had led them to glory, and had led them to trouble. There was no way of knowing where Mitchel’s ideas would lead, but you could guarantee there’d be fun.

“You know where we can get any candles, chalk, and salt?” Mitchel said.

“Hell no.” Jacob said.

He shook his head. While it was true neither of them were the picture of bible camp wholesomeness, it was also true that they’d been raised to be good, god-fearing young men. They’d been raised to be the kind of young men who definitely did not conduct rituals out of some old grimoire intended to summon demons.

Mitchel though kept grinning.

“Oh come on. It’ll be funny, and it’ll give us something to do, and like you said none of it’s real.”

Jacob took a deep breath. A demonic summoning ritual was not something he thought he’d be doing during his last summer at bible camp, but he had to admit he was really, really bored and the summer had only just started. And demons weren’t real… were they?

“Assuming I agree with this, which I don’t yet, which demon would you want to try and summon?” Jacob asked.

Mitchel's grin widened.

“This one.” He said, showing his friend the ritual he had already picked.

Jacob’s eyes went wide when he saw the crude illustration of the demon they would be trying to summon. His cheeks blushed pink.

“I mean… yeah… maybe we could try.” He said.
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In the end, it took just a few days for the pair to scavenge everything they needed for the ritual. Candles, salt, chalk, soil, and a few other components that they were either able to buy in town or forage for. The most painful part of it all was the blood. Blood from each of them mixed together in a simple bowl they borrowed from the kitchen.

Once they had everything gathered they waited until night before making their preparations, heading down to the basement while everyone was busy after the evening meal to play out their dumb game. Jacob was still adamant it was a stupid idea, but he had reluctantly admitted it was all kind of fun.

“If they catch up they’re going to kick us out and tell our families what they found us doing. How do you think our parents are going to react if they find out we’ve been spending summer bible camp summoning demons in the basement? You think they’ll let us go off to college together if we get caught?” Jacob said.

Mitchel chuckled.

“But the risk is part of the fun!” He said.

He’d always been the bolder and the more adventurous of the two, while Jacob was always the smarter, the more resourceful. The few times that had got into trouble at camp due to one of Mitchel’s plans going awry it had been Jacob who had talked their way out of it.

And it had been Jacob who’d done most of the scouting and foraging for the materials they needed. It had been Jacob, despite his protests, who’d found all of the obscure chemicals and components.

“Plus, we won’t get caught. No one knows about our hiding place and we’ll be back in the dorm before lights out. I’m starting to think you're nervous about more than just getting caught though. You don’t think it might actually be real, do you? You’re not scared of literal demons are you?” Mitchel said, a light, teasing note to his voice.

Jacob sighed, shaking his head.

“No. I mean, not really, but… I mean if the bible is kinda real, then maybe…”

The pair looked at each other. It was something they never really talked about. Faith, and what it meant to them.

Both of them had been raised in environments where belief and faith were absolutes, so neither of them had grown up with space to explore what it was they believed in as individuals. They both knew they were different from those around them, but how different they’d never really discussed, especially when it came to faith.

“This is different. The bible is… well that’s the bible. This is just some dumb old book found in a basement. It’s like… it’s like live-action role-playing. That’s all. It’s just a game.” Mitchel said.

Yet he sounded less than convinced, his voice wavering, as though he too were uncertain of what it was they were about to do. He wasn’t about to back down though. They’d come too far, and it was all too much of an adventure for Mitchel to retreat.

“Fine. Like live-action role-playing. That I can get behind.” Jacob said.

And with that, the pair headed down into the basement with their gathered components and the book containing the summoning ritual in hand.
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In the end, it didn’t take that long to prepare the summoning circle on the floor of the basement, though the pair did take extra pains to make sure all the sigils and runes were drawn out exactly—though it was hard to tell with some, as the book was old and the sketching was fuzzy and very small and faded. With the circle finished, they set about laying out the components and the reagents and then lay out the candles, lighting them in the order instructed in the manual.

“Now, just our blood.” Mitchel said.

“And you don’t think saying that over a demonic seal surrounded by obscure chemicals and candles is even slightly creepy?” Jacob said.

The pair chuckled.

“Yeah, I get your point, but look at it this way… we’re going to have an amazing story to tell to the people we meet at college when they ask us what we got up to over our summer.”

“True. It is a better story than ‘I read comics in a basement while hiding from sports at bible camp’.” Jacob said.

“So… blood?”

Jacob nodded. The pair stepped into the circle together and poured the bowl of their blood over a bundle of ash and chemicals. There was a fizzing as something reacted and the air began to smell of sulphur.

“Well, the theatrics are certainly A+.” Mitchel said.

With that, the pair stepped back, stepped out of the circle, and they paused for a moment before turning to the page together to focus on the final part of the ritual. The summoning text.

It was all in Latin so their pronunciation was clumsy and crude, but they’d practised and rehearsed, so they weren’t completely inept. As they spoke the text something in the air shifted. The candles around the circle began to flicker though there was no breeze, and the scent of sulphur intensified.

Jacob felt a shiver run along his spine, and even Mitchel as cocky as he was turned a little pale as the atmosphere grew dense. Yet… neither of them stopped. They didn’t dare. The ritual was begun and to leave it half finished risked unknown consequences if it was real, and if it wasn’t… well, then they’d be mocked by the other for being a coward.

But it was more than that too. It was like something was compelling them to speak, drawing the words from their lips so that the summoning became easier and more fluent. The words flowed, the pair's voices becoming almost melodious and then…

The rune circle began to glow. The circle began to glow a deep blue as they finished speaking. The candles guttered and went out, but the basement was brightly lit by the light of the casting circle, and the smell of sulphur became almost overpowering. A wind blew, warm and sweet, beguiling.

“What’s happening?” Jacob said. “What…”

And then She appeared. She appeared as though stepping out of nothing into the circle, exactly like She was in the illustration and nothing like She was in the illustration.

The book had made Her look like a voluptuous woman, full-figured, naked, with long flowing hair, horns, a tail, wings, cloven hoofs instead of feet, and though She fit that description, her beauty was beyond anything that could be conveyed by a simple drawing. She was… infernal perfection.

“Hello, boys. You called?” She said, Her voice like honey and silk.

The pair nodded, struck mute by the sight of her. It had been a game, a silly way to pass the time. Neither of them expected a literal demoness to appear, let alone one so beautiful and sexy and hot. Let alone one so naked.

Neither of the boys had seen a naked woman in the flesh before and now they were faced with a creature that was beautiful and sexual beyond the imaginings of mortal minds, naked, tits and cunt bared, the scent of musk and sex filling the room. Jacob and Mitchel both felt their bodies throb and their cock harden on instinct.

She smiled, reading them easily, understanding their reactions.

“Oh, I see how this is now. Two innocent little men summon me for pleasure? Do you want to fuck me? Do you want me to fuck you?” She said.

The boys were still, staring at the incredibly hot demoness. They hadn’t thought it would work. They hadn’t planned on anything, but they’d both picked the ritual to summon Her out of all of the ones in the book, and now that She was there, in front of them in all her infernal glory, her long legs, hips, round ass, her smooth belly, her fat tits, her swollen, dripping cunt, and her beautiful face with her long flowing mane of raven black hair, there was no denying what they wanted.

Even having been raised as good Christian boys, even as innocent as they were, there was no denying what their bodies craved. Pleasure. They wanted pleasure, from Her. They wanted all the pleasure She could offer them.

They both nodded. She smiled.

“Well, you were kind enough to summon me so…”

As She looked around her at the summoning circle She froze, her smile twisting. The look of demonic glee on her face shifted and She scowled. The air, previously warm and sweet, turned suddenly cold and sour.

“You misspelt my name.” She said, looking at a series of runes on one side of the circle. “Which is… quite offensive in demon circles, and also, most interestingly…”

She turned back to look at the boys, grinning again.

“… it renders the containment of this circle quite powerless.”

And with that, She stepped forward, stepped out of the circle. She seemed suddenly larger and a lot more dangerous.

“Had you been polite and made sure to spell my name correctly I’d probably have given you two the best night of your lives since I’m very generous like that. But… since demon etiquette demands I repay your disrespect I have something rather more fun in mind. That is… fun for me. For you… well, we’ll just have to wait and see.”

With that She wiggled Her hips, swaying Her tail, Her butt jiggling and Her tits bouncing. The pair could not take their eyes off Her, even with Her threat hanging in the air.

“Now… what to do with two cute, innocent, sweet little things like you? Oh… I have just the most perfect idea. Stay still will you.”

And with that she raised her hand to her lips, kissing her fingertips, then She blew. A spark fluttered off her fingers, floated across the room towards the pair, splitting, and the now two sparks floated briefly in front of both of them before…

The sparks flew hard and fast at Jacob and Mitchel, flying directly towards their stomachs, hitting both of them at the same time, just above their crotches. There was searing pain, bright pleasure, and they collapsed as one.

The last thing either of them saw was Her, standing over them, looking breathtakingly beautiful.

“See you soon.” She whispered.

And then it went dark.


Three

As dark and as cool as it was in the basement there was no telling what time it was when Jacob woke from sleep. As he roused he sat up and for a moment was confused about where he was, what had happened, and then memory hit him.

It was all a dream though right? He’d fallen asleep in the basement and dreamt it all and… he turned to look around, saw Mitchel sleeping to the side of him and behind Mitchel the summoning circle they’d drawn the night before, the candles only partially burnt, the chemicals and reagents laid out around it, and, most damning of all, hoof-prints smudging the edge of the chalk circle.

Hoof-prints. She really had been in the room. They really had summoned Her. She really had… what had she done?

Jacob felt his heart skip, suddenly very awake, panicking. He remembered Her talking about being offended, about Her name being spelt wrong, and he remembered her blowing a kiss at them—mostly though he remembered Her body, Her face, Her tits and ass… demons were real and apparently some of them were really, really hot.

She’d blown a kiss at them both, had cast a spell at them both, and it had hit them and they’d fallen unconscious and… nothing had changed. Everything was like it had been the day before. The room looked the same. Mitchel looked the same. From what Jacob could tell he too looked the same, and he felt the same.

He moved, and though he was sore, aching, it was no more than he’d expect from sleeping on a hard, cold, stone floor in a dusty basement. Jacob frowned, pondering it all. He remembered the spell floating in the air in front of him and then hitting him in his stomach, just above his crotch.

Had it not worked? Had Her spell not taken effect?

Jacob lifted his hand to his belly, touching himself through his shirt, and he felt a hot, bright, spark at the touch, a sensation that made him whimper.

“That’s new.” He said.

He felt a cold chill run through him. Dread and fear melding into one overwhelming emotion. With shaking hands, Jacob pulled up his shirt to look at his flesh where the spell had hit and where the sensation was focused.

He felt the room spin as he saw… a mark, a brand on his skin, like a heart with flowing, spiral, flowery details around it, seared into his body just above his crotch. Only it was like no mark he’d seen before. It wasn’t a cut or a burn, wasn’t a tattoo or a blemish. It was soft pink and glowing softly. It was unmistakably magical.

“Fuck.” Jacob said. “She… She’s cursed me.”

And then Jacob remembered the spell had hit Mitchel too, had hit his best friend in the same place it had hit him. Was Mitchel affected too in the same way?

There was only one way to find out. With his heart racing, Jacob made his way over to wake up his friend, fearful about what the mark could mean. What had She done to him? What had She done to both of them?
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Mitchel was confused when he woke up, but quickly came to as Jacob talked to him, and when he saw the hoof-prints in the chalk circle he realised that it really hadn’t been a dream. It had happened.

Jacob felt oddly relieved to see his friend’s fearful expression, reassurance that he wasn’t overreacting. If even Mitchel was frightened then Jacob was right to feel unnerved and anxious over what had happened.

As Jacob explained what he had discovered, the brand on his skin, the way it felt, Mitchel stared, fretful. Jacob watched as Mitchel lifted his hand to his belly, touching himself in the same place, just above his crotch, saw his friend’s cheeks turn pink, heard him gasp.

He’d had exactly the same reaction, and while he’d been too overwhelmed by emotion and sensation to process it properly, watching his friend he could not deny it looked a lot like… pleasure. It looked almost as though Mitchel was getting turned on.

But, before Jacob could say anything, Mitchel had moved, was pulling up his shirt to reveal his bare skin, the taut flesh of his belly. There, unmistakable, was the same brand Jacob had.

Jacob, seeing his friend’s mark, lifted his shirt to show his crotch brand. The hearts glowed with the same soft pink, the light of them almost throbbing, and as the pair watched each other the marks seemed to glow brighter.

The pair were breathing hard, hearts racing, their cheeks pink. There was something different about them that went beyond the marks, but what it was neither of them could tell.

“I… I don’t know what this means, but… the book will be able to help.” Mitchel said.

His shirt was still lifted, and he was staring at his best friend almost as though hungry. Jacob was watching the mark on his best friend’s belly throb, the light pulsing, and he could almost feel his belly rumbling with a previously unknown appetite.

“Yeah, the book. Of course. But… we should head up. I don’t know how long we were sleeping for and we don’t want people to come looking for us and find us like… this.”

Mitchel nodded.

“We need to clean up first though, just in case anyone comes down here. Then we can go up and sneak back and… we can start looking for how to fix all of this.”

“Yeah. We can fix this. I mean, if magic’s real, then… then there has to be a spell or something that can undo whatever She did, right?” Jacob said.

Mitchel smiled.

“Exactly. A spell or something. We can work it out and… it’ll all be fine.”

It was Jacob’s turn to smile. He chuckled.

“She really was hot though. I… I’ve never seen a woman who looked that good before.” He said.

“I know, right? If only we knew how to spell Her name right I’d be tempted to summon her again to get some of that pleasure she was talking about.”

“I think I’ve had enough summoning demons for now. Let’s fix this curse before we start worrying about how to spell Her name so we can call her back.” Jacob said, laughing.

Mitchel agreed. With the tension broken, the pair put their shirts down, hiding their marks, and they set about cleaning up the summoning circle, yet as they did they both couldn’t help but notice that everything seemed oddly… different, though neither of them could describe how, so they both made no mention of it.

With the circle cleaned up and the candles and reagents and chemicals put away, the pair stopped to take a breath. The air was warm, sweaty, close, and there was still the faint tang of sulphur and sweetness in the air.

“I think… I think that’ll do.” Jacob said, struggling to speak.

He was breathing hard, deep, a heaviness in his body and a fatigue that seemed out of all proportion to the work they’d just done. He was sweating, as though fevered, and he felt too warm, as though he were burning up. The sweetness in the air was making it hard to focus.

“Yeah, we should head back up before people realise we’re gone and they come looking for us.” Mitchel said.

He too was gasping for breath, sweating. As the pair turned to face each other they stilled, faces turning pink. They both looked pale, exhausted, drained, and they realised at the same time that the inciting sweetness that they had assumed had been lingering from Her summoning was instead coming from their friend.

They could both smell it. Like delicious fresh baked bread and succulent fruit, honey and nectar, delicious. They each felt their hunger well as they looked at each other, and they felt their brands pulse with pleasure that made them weak.

Jacob managed to remain stoic, controlling himself, but Mitchel was unable to hold back the soft whimper that left his lips. As he made the sound he blushed.

“You feel it too?” Jacob said.

Mitchel was still for a moment, then nodded.

“Yeah. I’m so tired and… hungry. But it's deeper than that. I can’t explain it, but it feels good, and like a craving, but I don’t know for what.”

Jacob nodded.

“But you can almost smell it?” Jacob said.

The pair inhaled almost together, and they both felt their brands pulse hotter. The scent was enough to make their heads spin from need.

“Yeah. I… I can smell you. But you never smelt like that before.” Mitchel said.

Jacob nodded again.

“I think maybe the curse goes deeper than just the mark.” Jacob said.

Mitchel agreed. The pair stared at each other for a moment, then, struggling to resist something in them, they agreed that they needed to return to the dormitory so that people didn’t come looking for them.

“We need to find out how far these changes go though, so we can find the right cure, the right spell.” Jacob said.

“Agreed. We can check ourselves over later, when we shower or something, and report back, but… I think for now we need to leave, get out of here.” Mitchel said.

What Mitchel didn’t say was that if they didn’t leave soon he wasn’t sure what he might end up doing given how hungry he was and how delicious Jacob smelled. Jacob nodded, and the look in his eyes made Mitchel wonder if maybe he was struggling with the same feelings.

The pair were still, both of them struggling with strange new urges and feelings, wants, hungers. They could each feel their resolve weakening.

And then there was laughter from somewhere outside, faint, muffled. The others were up and about. If they didn’t hurry it’d be discovered that they were missing, and that was enough to motivate them to move, to leave the basement, but as they made their way back neither of them could shake the feeling that things had only just started.
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Jacob and Mitchel managed to sneak back into the dormitory without being discovered, since it was still early, their bunkmates only just getting up, and when asked where they’d been they both made the excuse that they’d not been able to sleep so had gone for an early morning walk in nature. The other boys accepted the answer without question.

As seniors, they were all allowed free reign of the grounds, since they were all adults, and it wasn’t unusual for someone to get up early to go enjoy a sunrise or a quiet walk in the woods before breakfast—many of the boys would often get up several times a week for an early morning run, to help stay in shape for whatever sport they played, though Jacob and Mitchel had enough presence of mind not to use that excuse. Once back in the dorm they quickly got changed out of the clothes they slept in, clothes marred with chalk and dust and the smell of sulphur, and headed down to breakfast.

There they both ate large, hearty meals, far in excess of what they’d each normally eat. They were ravenous, yet as much as they ate—and they ate a lot, both of them eating until they were full and bloated—there remained an edge to their appetite that they couldn’t quench. And, worse, they both noticed something interesting.

In the basement, they’d each scented a sweet, delicious, curious perfume, a rich appetising odour that stirred something hut and eager inside them, that made this new hunger worse, but they’d assumed the smell had been part of the curse placed on them. Maybe the smell was to mark them out as sinners?

But it had become clear during the morning that was not the case. While they each could scent the strange, new, appetising odour of the other, the curse was clearly not the source of it. They each realised this when it became clear that the other boys also smelled the same, that the boys from their dormitory all had the same odour about them—though it was subtly specific to each person.

The dormitory itself reeked of it, and eating breakfast surrounded by their friends and peers had been almost an agony as they’d both struggled with the bombardment to their senses. The smell overwhelmed them, surrounded them, and it made their new, unstated hunger, all the worse, a need and a craving in them that grew all the more intense as the alluring smell filled their heads.

So, if they were not the source of the new smell, then…

“The curse must have made us sensitive to the new smell.” Jacob whispered to Mitchel as they made their way to the showers.

Mitchel nodded. His cheeks were pink and he was struggling to focus. They were both struggling to focus.

“Yeah. And if it did that, what else did it do?”

“That’s what we need to find out.” Jacob said.

And with that, the pair stepped into the private showers. They needed to wash, and it was also the perfect place for them to really examine themselves for the first time since they had summoned Her.


Four

“So, what did you find?” Mitchel asked.

The pair had showered and changed and had made their way back to their basement sanctuary to talk. Not only did they have privacy there so they could talk openly, but that was where the grimoire was stored, and they knew that there’d be less of that smell there to distract them.

The smell that was driving both of them crazy. The smell that was making both of them ravenous despite how full they still felt from breakfast.

Jacob smiled, but it was a nervous smile. They each had the same look, unsure how to speak of what they’d discovered, wary, cautious, almost frightened.

“Well, you might not believe it, and I’m not sure I do, but...”

As Jacob began to speak Mitchel listened, and he began to nod, his eyes growing wide. As Jacob told his friend what he thought he had found, Mitchel confirmed that he too had found the same. The curse was more than a mark, and more than just a change to their sense of smell, but what it all meant neither of them knew.

The two friends had examined themselves independently, and they’d both found several undeniable changes. First, they were suddenly lacking all body hair, each and every last hair from their eyebrows down was gone; second, they were, apparently more sensitive to smell and also touch, both of them finding the act of washing their bodies strangely sensual, and third, and most embarrassingly…

“I think my nipples are bigger.” Jacob said.

Mitchel stared at him, blushing, then… nodded.

“Yeah. I… I wasn’t going to say, but mine too. They’re bigger, and thicker and longer and they’re way more sensitive.”

Jacob stared at his best friend for a moment. The pair of them were both flush, breathing hard. In the close confines of the basement, the scent of each of them was becoming quite concentrated, making it hard to focus.

“Mine too. And… I don’t know, maybe I’m imagining it, but I feel different too. Like, those are the changes I noticed, but I feel like there’s more I can’t see too.” Jacob said.

Mitchel shifted, staring at this friend almost like a wolf eyeing a lamb. He bit his bottom lip.

“We could… we could look each other over? I mean, to make sure we didn’t miss anything, and to confirm what we each suspect. We should make sure we have all the changes so we can find the right spell to undo all this, right?”

Jacob was still for a moment. He’d almost forgotten why they were detailing their changes. His head was so foggy from hunger and strange new sensations that it was hard to think, but what Mitchel said made sense.

“We’d… we’d need to get undressed though.” Jacob said.

His cheeks went pink, and he struggled to keep his voice level. His heart was racing. For some reason, the thought of seeing his best friend naked was making him giddy.

He shook his head, dismissing it as an effect of the curse, the heat, the dense, intoxicating smell that filled the basement. The smell of his best friend.

“Yeah I know, but… I don’t mind if you don’t.”

There was a note in Mitchel’s voice and for a moment Jacob wondered if there wasn’t a part of his friend that wanted to see him naked. Why did that stir things in him? He’d never thought about Mitchel in that way before. They were friends.

Yet the effects of the curse, the scent and the hunger, and the way his body felt now, it was undeniable that Jacob was curious. Plus… they really did need to list all the changes so they could find the proper cure. Right?

“Okay.” Jacob said. “We’ll get undressed together then?”

Mitchel nodded, no hesitation. The pair stared at each other for a moment, a tension in the air, and then… they both began to strip.
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The changes were just as they’d both said.

Stripped down to just their underwear it was obvious. Their marks were glowing a bright, hot pink, throbbing, and their bodies were utterly smooth. Their nipples too were noticeably larger—not impossibly large but just slightly out of proportion for a young man’s body, too round, too thick, too long, perky and stiff and puffy.

And, looking at each other, they could see other changes too. Subtle, slight changes that they weren’t even sure were real. Maybe they were both just fuzzy-headed and tired? As they stared at each other both of them felt themselves grow hot, hungry, and… excited.

They each eyed the other with appreciation, and something close to lust.

“This might sound off, but you look kind of good without body hair. Cute, and… pretty. You’ve got a good body.” Mitchel said.

Jacob blushed.

“I was going to say the same. I… I don’t know if it's me imagining things or because I’ve not seen you undressed for years or if it's the curse, but… you’ve got really good legs and a really good ass.”

It was Mitchel’s turn to blush.

“Same. You look almost… kind of hot.”

“Yeah.” Jacob said. “I think maybe it's the smell, and the curse, and just… stuff. But… you look kinda hot too. Like… really hot.”

“And that smell.” Mitchel said.

They were both staring at each other.

“I’m so hungry.” Jacob said.

Mitchel nodded.

“But not for food?”

Jacob smiled, licked his lips.

“What is it?”

“I don’t know, but… if I don’t do something about it I think I’m going to start going crazy. I can’t focus. It’s better down here with just you, but even still I’m starting to get… urges.”

Jacob nodded again.

“I know. I’m starting to feel kinda dizzy and faint and I can’t think.”

Jacob stared at his best friend.

“What do you think it is we need?” Jacob asked.

Mitchel’s blush deepened. He licked his lips as he stared at his best friend.

“I… I’m not sure. What about you?”

“I don’t know, but I think… if our new sense of smell is an indicator, I think… I think perhaps we can help each other. I mean… you smell really good, and I want to smell more of you, so… maybe that’s a clue? Maybe the curse is giving us a clue?”

“But we shouldn’t give in to the curse, should we? We should fight it, right?” Mitchel said.

“Yeah, sure, but… we need to be able to focus too, right? So… we can do what we need to do now, to help each other out, and then we’ll have the mental resolve to fight it. Right?”

Mitchel nodded. His friend made a lot of sense. He was really hungry.

“Yeah, I guess. And… I suppose we’ve not finished really examining each other. Have we?” Mitchel said.

Jacob smiled. He shook his head.

“Exactly. So… maybe we just finish examining each other and if we work out how to fix this hunger we do that too. Just so we can focus.”

Mitchel nodded.

“Then… I supposed we need to get closer. Are you okay with that?” Mitchel asked. “Because I’m okay with it. You can touch me, examine me, if you want, and I can… I can touch you.” Mitchel said.

“And if we can work out what we need then…”

“We can help each other out.”

The pair smiled. Slowly they stepped towards each other.
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As the two friends moved in close the smell intensified, and they both felt their brains go fuzzy, their hungers growing. Without another word they each lifted their hand and began to explore the other’s body, light caresses, curious, fearful, timid.

Jacob moaned as Mitchel teased fingers over his chest, brushing over his hard, puffy nipples. They felt so good now. His body was such a vibrant, sensual source of pleasure, smooth and soft.

Mitchel gasped as Jacob in turn teased his nipples, first circling, then pinching. They both felt different, and they could feel the difference in each other, but it was still too subtle and vague to fully discern. As they looked at each other they both blushed, cheeks pink, and their gazes fell to lips, wet, soft, and pouty. Had their friend always had such puffy, wet, inviting lips? Had they always had such pretty eyes?

Hands roamed, exploring, and whimpers became moans. They moved closer, and soon their bodies were touching, brands pressing against each other, the magic intensifying their delights.

They stared at each other, breathing hard, hearts racing, and each inhaled deeply the scent of the other. Their hungers rose to new heights, and instincts took over.

Without speaking they both moved and then… their lips met. Jacob and Mitchel were kissing, wet lips on wet lips, hunger and need and lust and they could each feel magic coursing through them, both of them feeding on the pleasure and the lust of the other.

They kissed deeply, hands gripping, groping, caressing, molesting, teasing nipples, roaming over bellies, holding hips, even slipping down to hold asses—and both of them moaned at the same time as they each squeezed the other's butt, the delight in realising what a plush, soft, juicy ass their friend had, the pleasure in realising how good it felt to have their ass groped.

And yet… even as they kissed the scent seemed to grow stronger, firing their hunger, their need, their heads full of it. They kissed, touching each other, exploring each other, lips and tongues, hands, grinding hips, and almost at the same time they both realised… the other was hard. They were both hard.

Their cocks were hard, throbbing, pressing against each other, rubbing against each other through the thin layers of cotton underwear. It was that contact, that realisation, that made them both pause. They pulled back from the kiss, heads spinning, and looked at each other.

“I… we should stop.” Jacob said.

Mitchel nodded.

“We should, but… I don’t want to. Do you?”

Jacob shook his head.

“No. I… I want to feed. I want to feed on you.”

Mitchel smiled.

“Then feed.” He said. “We can feed on each other. Just this once.”

“Just this once.” Jacob said.

And with that Jacob sank to his knees in front of his best friend.
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The smell was more intense, and his body was throbbing with hunger and pleasure, so turned on it hurt. Jacob could not contain himself. Without speaking, he reached up and gripped Mitchel’s underwear and pulled them down.

Jacob’s eyes went wide as he saw his best friend's cock for the first time. The first cock he’d ever seen apart from his own, and it was hard, thick, long, throbbing. It was beautiful, hairless, and Jacob could feel his mouth watering, belly rumbling.

He reached out, hands shaking, unable to contain himself, and he gripped his friend's cock, gently, and began to stroke. Mitchel moaned, thrust his hips.

Both friends were virgins, and they both knew that. They were good boys, chaste young men. They were innocent, pure, and Jacob could almost taste the innocence, could smell it, and it was making his head spin. His brand burned above his crotch and he felt his lust grow, his appetite grow. He couldn’t control himself.

He needed to feed.

Without thinking he leaned forward, parting his lips, and he kissed the tip of Mitchel's cock, sucking gently. The taste, the scent, the feel of it made Jacob’s body thrum with joy and pleasure. He wanted more.

Mitchel, watching his best friend kneeling in front of him, feeling Jacob stroke his cock, watching him kiss the tip, wet pouty lips, lost control. He thrust, and his cock slipped into Jacob’s mouth, tight and hot and wet. Jacob moaned and began to suck, hard.

As the tang of precum hit the back of Jacob’s throat he shivered. It was like fireworks going off in his head. He sucked harder, wanting more.

“Fuck… that feels good, but… I need to feed too. I’m so fucking hungry and watching you is making it worse.” Mitchel said.

Jacob though was too focused on what he wanted, what he needed. He worked his mouth up and down his best friend’s cock, sucking hard, slurping, tongue lapping, wet and hot and tight. Mitchel’s cock throbbed, leaking precum, and Jacob’s swallowed all of it, moaning in bliss.

Mitchel though wanted more. As he looked down at his friend he could see the hard cock in Jacob’s underwear. He wanted to feed. He needed to feed.

He reached out and gripped Jacob’s hair, pulled his head back, pulled his friend’s mouth off his cock, drooling spit. Jacob whined, drunk on pleasure and need.

“Please… I need it…” Jacob said.

“I need it too. We both need it. And… we can help each other. We can both feed and enjoy ourselves. Just… take your underwear off and lie down on your back.”

Jacob blinked.

“Trust me. It’s… it’s just this once, so we can focus, to clear our heads.”

Jacob stared at his best friend.

“It’ll be fun. You can feed, and… I can feed.”

“I can feed?” Jacob said, voice hazy.

Mitchel nodded. Jacob smiled, then did as he had been told. He stripped out of his underwear and lay down on his back. Mitchel stared at his best friend for a moment, Jacob’s cock, thick, long, throbbing, while his throbbed in unison, still wet with Jacob’s spit.

He smiled, and he could no longer restrain himself. He stepped towards his friend and moved to kneel over him, only… he knelt over Jacob’s face, and he faced down towards his best friend’s cock.

Smiling, Mitchel moved down to all fours, and as he reached out to grip his friend's cock, he felt Jacob’s eager mouth close around his prick, wet, hot, tight, and he felt Jacob start to suck, start to feed. Now it was his turn.
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Mitchel wrapped his lips around Jacob’s cock, taking his fat, thick, beautiful prick into his mouth. He could feel it throbbing between his lips, on his tongue, and he started to suck.

He’d never done much more than kiss a girl before and had never seen another man’s cock, yet there he was, in the basement, sucking on his best friend’s prick while Jacob returned the favour. Yet, he knew it was what they both needed. They needed to feed, they needed to feed on pleasure and lust and cum.

Jacob was ravenous, sucking hard, deep, eager, mouth wet and tight, taking Mitchel’s cock deep. He moaned, whimpering, shudders of pleasure running up his spine, and as he felt Mitchel engulf his cock in his wet mouth he moaned, the noise muffled by cock. The pleasure only encouraged him though. He was sucking Mitchel’s cock while Mitchel sucked his. It felt… amazing.

Mitchel sucked deep, the taste of precum spurring him on. He worked his hips to fuck Jacob’s mouth, letting Jacob thrust between his lips, fucking his mouth in turn. Mitchel worked his mouth up and down, sucking hard, swallowing every drop of precum, licking, lips tight, mouth wet. He could feel how eager his friend was.

The pair sucked in unison, fucked each other’s mouths, a perfect sixty-nine of cock sucking, mouth fucking, ravenous need. They were both feeding and being fed and they no longer cared about anything other than their pleasure and their hunger in that moment.

They sucked, worked their hips, and the pleasure swelled. Their brands pulsed, hot pink, glowing, and each of them worked their mouths on their friend’s cock, sucking, even as they fucked their cocks in turn into their friends' mouths. The air filled with the raw scent of sex and pleasure, the close space echoing with the wet slurp of lips, the slap of flesh, the noise of fucking. They sucked, fucked, licked, and the pleasure that coursed through each of them only served to feed them, firing their delight to new heights.

With their appetites being met the changes in each of them began to develop further, subtle, but tingling, bodies soft and delicate. They could feel it, the warm euphoric buzzing filling them, the power coming from their marks, fuelled by the lust and the pleasure they were feeding on. But they needed more. They each needed a full meal. Fortunately, that did not take long to arrive.

Jacob felt it first. He felt Mitchel’s cock throbbing harder, swelling. He could almost taste what was coming, new instincts awakening, making his lips seal closed, sucking harder for his meal. In turn, Mitchel, responding to the increased pleasure, sucked harder, faster, and Jacob’s cock began to swell. It was a closed loop of pleasure, growing hotter and more intense the more the two fed and experienced the pleasure of their friend’s mouth, their friend’s cock.

They both sucked hard, giving in to the pleasure and the need, feeling the magic of their marks overtaking them, the change transforming them. They sucked, fucked, and then…

Jacob moaned. Mitchel moaned. They were cumming. They were both cumming, hard, cumming and swallowing at the same time, feeding each other as they each fed. Cum filled their mouths, cocks throbbing, lips tight, tongues lapping, throats coated with cum as they drank deeply, shot after shot of hot cum, moaning and fucking and writhing in bliss.

They came over and over, swallowing every last drop, delighting in the flood of new sensations, finally sating that burning hunger. Their brands pulsed brightly, growing in power as their bodies fed on pleasure and lust and cum.

They sucked, fucked, drank, swallowed, licked, and it was only as their shared climax subsided that they each pulled their mouths off their best friend’s cock. They each gasped for air, breathing hard, flush from pleasure and exertion.

Slowly Mitchel shifted, rolling off Jacob and sitting up to face him. Jacob looked up at his best friend, grinning.

“That was… that was…”

“Satisfying?” Mitchel said.

Jacob nodded.

“I needed that. Thank you.”

“I feel better too. But… it was just the once, right?”

Jacob nodded again.

“Yeah, I mean… if felt good, it was fun, but it was just because we needed to focus, to clear our heads, to get rid of the hunger, that was all. Nothing more.”

Jacob stared at his friend, trying to keep his voice neutral. Already he could feel his hunger slowly growing.

“Right, because we were hungry. Nothing more. That it was fun was just a pleasant bonus.”

The pair smiled, giggled, blushed. As they sat for a moment in silence they couldn’t help but glance at each other, and they blinked, shifted, aware that something about each of them had changed further.

“But we can’t do it again.” Jacob said. “We can’t keep giving into the curse. We need to find a cure, a spell, or something.”

“Exactly.” Mitchel said.

Their brands throbbed, glowing brighter, deeper. The air seemed almost dense with the scent and the power of sex.

The pair were quiet, both of them aware that something had shifted, or changed, but neither was quite sure what, so they both avoided mentioning it. Yet it was there, unspoken, between them.

“But… what if we get hungry again?” Jacob said, his mouth already watering.

Mitchel tried to ignore the fluttering in his belly.

“We resist. Right?”

Jacob was still for a moment.

“Yeah… we… we resist.”

Neither of the two friends said what they were really thinking.

“And at least now we’re clear-headed enough to begin looking for a counterspell.” Jacob said.

Mitchel agreed. And with that the pair turned their attention to the grimoire, studying its contents for hours. As close as they were they could each feel the other, their hungers slowly returning, though more subdued. Yet, study as they might, they found nothing of use.


Five

The next day the two returned to their basement sanctuary so that they could talk freely. They were both glad for the quiet and the space, time away from the other boys and the smell of them. As they settled in they looked at each other, quiet for a moment.

“Have your changes gotten worse?” Jacob said, breaking the silence.

Mitchel nodded.

“Yeah. I… I think after yesterday, whatever it was that sated our hunger meant that our bodies, or the magic, or the curse, or whatever, has had more fuel to further the changes. It’s like… it’s like I’m slowly transforming.”

Even as he said it Mitchel knew it sounded ridiculous, and he knew it should frighten him, yet… it didn’t. There was no room for fear in his busy head. It was too full of other thoughts and emotions and needs.

“Yeah… that makes sense. I mean, what’s happening seems impossible but… I can feel it, and in the shower…” Jacob tailed off.

The two friends stared at each other, silent. The air was again beginning to reek of the strange, enticing, intoxicating smell. Now that they each knew what it meant, where it came from, it only made it worse.

Over the last day their hungers had grown worse again, more intense, and they each now knew the only way to satisfy them. They both knew what they needed and also how good it would feel. As they sat facing each other, their brands pulsed with need.

“We should… we should probably check each other over again.” Jacob said. “So we know what’s happening.”

Mitchel nodded.

“Yeah, and… we need to know what we’re going through so we know what to look for in the book.”

“Exactly.” Jacob said.

“Shall we… shall we strip, at the same time?” Mitchell tried to keep the want out of his voice.

Jacob smiled, blushing, and nodded.

“Yeah. Together.” He said.

And slowly the pair shifted and began to undress.
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With both friends naked in front of each other the further changes were undeniable.

The most obvious was the further growth of their nipples, dark pink, round, long and thick and perky. Yet there was more than just that.

Their bodies had remained hairless, but seemed softer, and they both spoke of further increased sensitivity, more pleasure from even the slightest touch now. And… they both agreed that they were developing curves.

The day before they had both admired the other’s ass, the swell of it, how peachy it was, but today…

“Your ass is…”

“Massive?” Jacob said.

Mitchel nodded.

“Yeah, massive.”

“Yours is too. And… your legs and hips… you look…”

The pair stared at each other.

“Hot?” Mitchel said. “Because you look really hot.”

“Yeah, hot.”

The pair shifted, blushing. Their brands throbbing, growing brighter. And it wasn’t just hips, ass, legs. They both noticed the subtle swell of tits, each of them having barely there mounds forming under their nipples.

“You think She… She’s cursed us to become like her?” Jacob asked.

Mitchel shrugged.

“Maybe. It would explain why you look prettier. I mean… even your hair and your eyes and your lips seem a little different.”

“And it’d explain the hunger.” Jacob said.

Mitchel nodded. The hunger. They hunger they had sated the day before by sucking each others’ cocks. The hunger they had sated with lust and pleasure and cum.

Neither of them had spoken of it since that tryst, but they had both been aware things had changed. And over the last day, they had both been aware of their hunger slowly returning. Surrounded by that intoxicating smell, their bodies cursed, changing, spending time with each other after what they’d experienced, they’d been unable to think of little else other than feeding and pleasure.

It was like their minds were also being changed, corrupted. They could each feel their mouths growing wet, brands burning with lust, appetites becoming ravenous. Slowly their cocks started to harden. The air hung with the potency of their magic, their lust, their hunger.

Slowly, without speaking, they stepped towards each other.

“We should make sure we understand all the changes right?” Jacob said. “We should fully inspect each other.”

Mitchel nodded.

“Exactly. And that’s all we’re doing. Just… inspecting.”

Jacob agreed. And with that said they both moved in close to test the changes. They began to touch each other, and they could not help but gasp as fingers pinched hard, puffy nipples, squeezed small tits, groped round asses.

And as their hungers grew more intense, they stared at each other. They both knew what they wanted, and they could feel what the other needed.

“Once more, so we can focus on the book?” Mitchel said.

“We shouldn’t.” Jacob said. “But… I can’t think about anything else. I… I need it, I need you.”

“Same.”

“Just once more?” Jacob said.

“Just once more. So we can focus.”

They smiled at each other. And without another word, they kissed.
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The pair fell into each other, more eager and more willing than the day before. Without the urgent burning hunger, they took more time to explore each other.

They kissed deeply, wet, tongues, tasting each other's mouths. Hands explored flesh, and lips moved on to explore bodies, tasting the sweat off necks, collarbones, breasts, biting and sucking on each other’s nipples, groping asses and thighs before finally fingers closed around cocks.

“I want to taste you first.” Jacob said.

Mitchel agreed. He knew he’d get his turn to feed. He let his best friend worship his cock with his pretty, wet, hot mouth.

The feeling of Jacob’s lips and tongue, hands, spit, was heaven, and Mitchel thrust greedily into his best friend’s mouth. Jacob sucked hard, eager, lapping, tasting precum, delighting in how Mitchel’s cock throbbed. The pleasure was intense, corrupting, and he needed to feed.

Jacob sucked hard, fast, and Mitchel thrust deep. Mitchel moaned, gripping his best friend’s hair as he fucked his face. His cock swell and then… he was cumming, cumming into his best friend’s mouth while Jacob swallowed all of it, sated.

But Mitchel was still ravenous. He pushed Jacob onto his back, and he moved down to his cock, wrapping his hands around it, stroking it. He leaned in and opened his mouth and began to suck, sealing his lips tight around Jacob’s girth. He sucked, eagerly, wetly, hungrily. Jacob fucked his lips, his hot wet mouth.

The two gave up any pretence of restraint. Jacob sucked his friend’s mouth as Mitchel sucked his cock, the pleasure, the hunger, the curse, changing both of them. Pleasure swelled, Mitchel sucking greedily, and then Jacob’s cock engorged. He fucked deep and came, came hard.

Mitchel swallowed all of it, gulping it down, not wasting a drop. Only when Jacob’s cock started to soften did he pull his lips off.

“I feel a little better now.” Mitchel said, giggling.

They could both feel the magic of the curse swelling, changing them further, their brands hot. But they were glad, for their hunger was, for now, sated. They could focus, even if they could both feel the fog of lust lingering on the fringes of their thoughts, their bodies tingling, nipples hard, breasts swelling, hips and thighs and butts almost tight. They both smiled with lips that seemed a little fuller, a little wetter, a little poutier, a little more sensitive.

“Me too.” Jacob said. “Thanks…”

“Now onto the book?” Mitchel said.

“Yeah. I mean… we need to find a cure or…”

They both giggled at that, the implication of not finding a cure to their curse obvious—yet they both flushed pink too, blushing and squirming, growing hot, neither of them quite willing to admit, even to themselves, how excited that thought made them. Just what would happen to them if they couldn’t remove the curse? Just how good would it feel to give in? How much pleasure could they find in each other? Would they end up like Her, brazen and beautiful and sexy and demonic?

And they were both so distracted, basking in the aftermath of their climaxes, grinning at each other, appreciating the slow changes to their bodies and minds after their second feeding, that they both failed to notice that they were just a little less sated than the day before—their hunger remained as a warm coal, lurking at the edge of their senses, already beginning to grow once more. The magic of the curse was deepening its hold on them both.
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Over the days that followed the pair fell into a routine. They would wake and have breakfast with the other boys from their dormitory, the eighteen other young men like them who were spending their last summer at bible camp before embarking on their adult lives, before heading off to continue their research. Only… by the time they were done eating, spending so much time around young men who smelt increasingly delicious, they were so distracted and hungry that they could barely focus.

So, they would sate themselves on each other. They would each feast on the other.

In the beginning, it was awkward and clumsy, the boys unsure of themselves and how to act, how to pleasure each other, but with each passing day they become more confident, more brazen, more bold in how they approached their situation. As the days passed they both began to look forward to their morning feasts, sucking on each other’s cocks to sate their infernal appetites for cum and lust and pleasure.

They would take turns sucking each other, would suck each other at the same time, and they even began teasing and flirting with each other when they were beyond the confines of the basement, struggling to keep their needs and desires in check.

And with all the power that came from that pleasure, that cum and lust, their marks were fuelled to further their changes. The boys, stripping off each day to look each other over before indulging in their cravings for cock and cum, would see just how they were each being transformed.

Their bodies were both losing what little muscle they had, becoming softer and bouncier and jigglier. Their hips were getting wider, while their asses were becoming fuller, fatter, plumper. Their thighs were thicker, and their waists were thinner. Their shoulders were becoming narrower, arms and hands delicate. Their tits were swelling, nipples becoming larger, more sensitive. Even their feet were becoming smaller.

They were becoming more and more feminine with each day. They were becoming sexier, more like Her. The more they fed—and they couldn’t stop themselves from feeding, not now they had tasted it, now they knew how good it felt—the more fuel there was for their curse to work its magic.

Their faces became pretty, with big, bright eyes, and refined features, big puffy lips that were perfect for kissing and sucking cock, able to give and receive pleasure. Even their tongues were changing, becoming longer, wetter, and more dextrous. Even their hair was changing, becoming long and thick and full, Mitchel with long red curls, and Jacob with a mane of sleek, straight, glossy midnight locks.

They were both slightly puzzled how no one had noticed the change in them, even though they were wearing their baggiest clothes to hide their swelling curves, their blossoming figures. But… that was not the least of their worries.

They had both become used to their regular feedings, in the basement, relishing the chance to indulge in their new appetites. Over time they’d started to take longer, to really savour the pleasure, and had even begun indulging more than once a day. Yet… they were becoming less and less satisfied by their feedings. Though the pleasure was more, and the lust and the want was more, their appetites remained as a burning coal, never quite quenched.

It had taken them a few days to realise why.

The curse was affecting their cocks. It was affecting their cum.

As they became more and more corrupted, more and more feminine, as the curse began to take full effect, their cocks and their balls had shrunk. They were still having fun, and they could still cum, but there was less and less of it.

They were becoming less and less able to satisfy each other. And their hunger was beginning to grow. It was when they realised that, that they began to panic.

“We need to find a cure, and fast. The changes are bad enough, but if we can’t satisfy each other then…”

Jacob stared at his friend. He nodded. He understood the implication.

If the two were not able to satisfy their cravings with each other then they would only get worse. Their ability to concentrate and function would diminish and they would become ravenous, starving, desperate to feed. And… what would happen then? Surrounded as they were by other young men, young men who were beginning to smell better and better, who were beginning to look like very tasty meals.

“Yeah but… we’ve been through the book numerous times and there’s nothing in it about undoing curses. So… what do we do.”

Mitchel smiled trying to seem confident, but he couldn’t keep the worry completely out of his expression.

“You remember the section at the back of the library that’s always been off-limits?” He said “Well… I figure if the camp had a book like this in storage, then… there might be others in the forbidden section. We just need to go look and… maybe we’ll find something to help.”

Jacob nodded. The pair were breathing hard. In the close confines they were forced to inhale the intoxicating scent of each other. They had both only just fed, but already they were feeling ravenous, so hungry and horny they were barely able to think clearly.

“Yeah, I mean… it can’t hurt I suppose.”

“Exactly. But… I think we’re going to need to focus. So…”

“We should feed again. Just to make sure?” Jacob said.

Mitchel smiled, nodded.

“Exactly.”

And so the pair fed for the third time that day, but though the pleasure was greater, their appetites were hardly curbed. If they didn’t find a solution to their problem soon they were going to be in trouble.

So, with that thought firmly in the backs of their minds, the two headed off to the library hoping they would be able to find something that would help.


Six

They managed to slip into the library easily enough without being noticed. Despite it being a bible camp, most of the boys and staff avoided the library if the weather was good, as it was that day, preferring to be outside playing sports or enjoying the grounds. The only person they might expect to see was the librarian, a young man in his late twenties who spent the day studying obscure texts and manuscripts that he was in the habit of collecting, manuscripts he kept in the section that was marked as off limits.

It was the librarian that the pair figured owned the grimoire that was responsible for their current predicament, perhaps locking it away in the basement for safekeeping after realising what it was capable of. It was the off-limits section that the pair hoped would contain a solution to their problem.

So, with the library empty, they made their way back to browse through the books that they were banned from seeing, and they could not help but feel an odd thrill of excitement and nervousness at being so naughty and sinful. As they stepped over the line marking the off-limits section their brands pulsed, warm pleasure, as though rewarding them for breaking the rules. They could feel their appetites becoming worse. They needed to find a solution, and fast.

So, they decided to split up and look over the collection of old, obscure, banned books and manuscripts. Jacob took the rear sections, and Mitchel the front.

All too soon they realised they were on the right track. Looking over just a few books they began to see familiar runes and glyphs, familiar illustrations and descriptions. They found book after book on demonology, but… nothing about curses, or how to cleanse them.

They knew they couldn’t give up though. So, as their hunger grew, and the hours passed, they kept looking. Book after book, and with each manuscript and scroll they looked over, their hope began to fade.

Yet… it was replaced with something else. A calm, almost joyful acceptance. Would it really be so bad to stay cursed?

Neither of them had talked about it, but… the past few days since they had been cursed had been perhaps the most fun time of their lives. In the beginning, they had been afraid, awkward, clumsy and unsure, but they’d grown closer than they could have ever imagined possible, and for the first time in their lives they both felt attractive.

Though the changes were frightening at first, they were both beginning to get used to them and as they became more comfortable in their new bodies, they began to realise the benefits. Not only were they becoming more feminine, softer and curvier, but they were becoming more sensitive too, experiencing more pleasure at even the lightest touch, and… they both were beginning to like how they looked.

Their bodies were undeniably hot now, with curves, thighs and hips and ass and tits, with pretty, dazzling, faces. They were cute and sexy, and the thought that as the curse progressed they might become more like Her was beginning to excite both of them.

If they never found a cure then… maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it might even be better than undoing the curse and going back to life as it was before. Maybe…

“What do you think you are doing?”

The voice was sharp, stern, and it resonated around the space. Mitchel looked up and looked down the steps that led to the forbidden section and saw… the librarian.

He was staring at him. He’d been discovered, and, worse, he had a very non-Christian book in hand, full of quite lurid and graphic illustrations of demons performing… acts of a rather depraved and adult nature. How was he going to explain himself?
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“I was just bored and I… I wanted to get something to read.” Mitchel said.

The librarian stood glowering at him. He was tall and broad, but with a studious face, glasses, a square jaw and a short cropped beard and a head of messy chestnut curls.

He was normally prone to smile, but in that moment he was not smiling. He was glaring at Mitchel and the book in his hand.

“There are plenty of books in the permitted sections Mitchel. You’ve been coming to camp, and you’ve been in the library, enough to know the rules. This section is off-limits. And that book is… very off limits.”

Mitchel shivered. He could tell he was in trouble. He looked around and saw there was no sign of Jacob, so at least his friend would be spared. But…

He realised just how serious the problem was.

Over the last week or so the pair had taken great pains to go as unnoticed as possible. They’d done their best to remain hidden and unobserved, aware that their changes were becoming more and more obvious. If he was in trouble then people would pay attention to him.

He’d be dragged in front of all the senior staff to be reprimanded and punished, maybe even sent home in disgrace. There was no way someone wouldn’t notice, and when they did…

Mitchel shivered as he thought about being examined, about being taken to a hospital, about priests being summoned. They’d find out what he had done, and he’d be cast out by his family. He’d be marked as a freak, a pervert, a deviant, and his life would be over.

And… maybe worse? Cursed as he was maybe he’d be locked away in a cage somewhere, or shipped off to a facility where they kept freaks like him. If he was found out everything would be over.

He thought about never seeing Jacob again and his heart ached, and then he realised… if he was discovered, maybe Jacob would be too? Maybe him getting into trouble would get his best friend into trouble. He had to prevent that…

But how?

“You’re going to have to put that book down Mitchel and come with me.” The librarian said.

Mitchel shook his head.

“I… I can’t. You don’t understand, but I can’t… you… can’t you just let this slide just the once? I need to find something and…”

“You can explain your motivations to the senior staff. These books are off-limits to everyone except me and you should know that by now. I’m not accepting any excuses and I’m not about to overlook this. You’re coming with me, now, or…”

“No, he’s not.”

It was Jacob’s voice. Jacob’s voice, but… softer, and more melodic, soothing and soporific and it seemed almost to come from all directions at once.

“He’s not coming with you, and you’re going to help us.” Jacob said.

Mitchel looked about, looking for his friend. He was pleased he was no longer alone, but the thought of both of them getting into trouble was worse than him alone being caught. He wanted to tell Jacob to run, to let him take the fall.

“Who… who’s there?” The librarian said.

Mitchel heard his voice crack, his eyes going wide, and he sounded almost… drunk?

“You’re going to give us all the help we need, because you want to help us, don’t you?” Jacob said.

And then Mitchel saw his best friend step out from between the bookshelves, but he could barely believe what he was seeing.
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Jacob stepped out from between the shelves and he was… naked.

Jacob was stripped down and he looked stunning, his body so full and curvy and sexy, strutting with each step, his ass and hips wiggling, his small breasts bouncing. He was smiling, brazen and confident, his face beautiful. The brand just above his crotch was glowing pink.

“You want to help us, don’t you?” Jacob said.

His voice was so soft and soothing. Mitchel could smell his best friend even from a distance, a scent so intoxicating and potent it made Mitchel’s brand throb and pulse with pleasure.

“What are you doing?” Mitchel asked. “Why are you naked? You should have hidden. There’s no point in both of us getting into trouble over this.”

Jacob only smiled.

“We’re not in trouble though, are we?” He said, staring at the librarian.

There was quiet. Mitchel turned back to the librarian and saw… his face was almost dumb, eyes wide, grinning, staring at Jacob’s naked form.

And, worse, Mitchel could clearly see how hard the man was from the bulge in his trousers. Mitchel could see how turned on he was and then… he was hit by the scent of arousal and lust and he felt his appetite spike.

“I… I want to help you. Please, let me help you. I’ll do anything to help you.” The librarian said.

Mitchel stared in awe.

“What… what are you doing? How are you doing it?” He asked.

Jacob chuckled.

“I found a book in the back of the library and I was reading it when I heard you getting caught. I… I’ve not found how to get rid of the curse, but I think I might have found out how we can use it.” Jacob said.

“Use it?” Mitchel said, looking at his friend.

Jacob nodded, smiling. He looked… radiant, glowing with confidence and power.

“It’s not even really a curse if you look at it the right way. It’s… maybe even a blessing, in an unconventional sense. I can explain it if you want but first… I’m really fucking hungry, and I think we deserve a little snack.”

“You want to… you and me, here? Now?”

Jacob shook his head. He was grinning.

“Not you and me. That’s not enough any more. Haven’t you noticed we can’t quite quench our thirst now? It’s because as we transform we lose what we need to feed. As we become more… what we’re meant to become, we lose the essence that we need to fuel ourselves. We can still play with each other of course, but it’s just fun, not feeding. We need to find other places to feed. We need to find other people to feed on if we’re going to continue to grow and change. We need fuel for our fire.”

Jacob looked so alive, so beautiful and daring. Mitchel felt his body throb. He could feel the truth of it.

“But… we don’t want the change to get worse. Do we?” Mitchel said.

Jacob smiled.

“I’ve seen what our curse is, I’ve read about it, and… I don’t want to give it up. Not after what we’ve discovered, not after what I’ve read. I don’t want to go back to how it was before. I want… more. I want to embrace this gift.” Jacob said.

Mitchel shivered, his best friend's words alluring, dazzling. He could hear the charm in Jacob’s voice.

Michel paused. His friend was giving in to the curse. They were meant to be fighting it, trying to find a cure, but he sounded so sure and so happy.

“I’ve seen what this is. I’ve seen what we could become and… I want it. I want it and I want you to join me. Will you join me?” Jacob said.

Mitchel was still for a moment. He wasn’t sure what Jacob had read but he was sure he wanted to stay with his best friend.

“I… yes…” Mitchel said.

As he said it he felt his brand pulse with pleasure, as though it understood that he had given himself over to the curse.

“Then I say we celebrate by having our librarian friend help us out.”

“But you said you found a book? What do you need help with if…”

“Not help with books.” Jacob said, grinning. “Help with feeding. We need fuel if we want to embrace this transformation. And I have a feeling he’s going to be quite the substantial meal.”

Mitchel’s eyes went wide. Feeding on his best friend had been one thing, but to feed on a man he barely knew, an adult man who…

But Mitchel could feel it. He could feel his hunger raging, clamouring to be sated. As he turned to face the librarian he knew there was no point resisting any more.

He was starving, and he needed to feed. Slowly, Mitchel smiled.

“Ready then?” Jacob said.

Mitchel nodded, then began to strip.
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The librarian, captured by Jacob’s spell, stood still and Mitchel stripped naked, and watched, grinning, as the pair moved towards him, strutting, swaying their hips, asses, small tits jiggling. To their mutual delight, they saw the librarian’s cock throb in his trousers.

“Strip for us.” Jacob said, voice soft, alluring.

To Mitchel’s surprise and delight the librarian obeyed without question, pulling down his trousers and underwear to bear his cock. It was long, thick, and he could smell the scent of it, rich musk, heady, making his hunger grow.

“Want to share?” Jacob said.

Mitchel smiled, nodded, and the two sank slowly down to their knees in front of the man who had been about to get Mitchel into a world of trouble. It felt odd, and thrilling, to be in such a public place, at bible camp, doing something so deviant and sinful, but also right.

“Please… you’re both so hot and I… I don’t know what’s happening to me but I can’t control myself. Make me cum. Please…” The librarian said.

“It’s our aura.” Jacob said to Mitchel. “It turns people on, making them easier to manipulate and control. Did you notice my voice? That’s one of the benefits of our blessing. We can use it to feed, and in exchange we gift those we feed from pleasure, showing them how much fun life can be if they just let loose.”

Mitchel nodded.

“He was easy to control because he was already flustered by you, and then when he saw me, naked, he lost control. It’s just lust. That simple. Sex magic. We have power now and as the transformation progresses we’ll be able to do so much more. We just need to feed so we can grow in power.” Jacob said.

Mitchel could feel the truth in the words, and he felt his heart skip, his brand burning as he accepted it all, and he gave himself over to it all. He smiled, looked up at the man in front of the two friends, looked up at the cock, thick and long and hard and throbbing.

They were both ravenous. They needed to feed to grow in power. So… they fed.

Jacob was the first to move, reaching out to grip the cock in front of him with one hand. Mitchel joined in eagerly, using one of his hands to caress and tease the librarian’s balls, full of cum. They were going to drain him dry.

“Fuck… you are both so… so naughty. Dirty little wenches, filthy, sinful, deviant… please… make me cum.” The librarian moaned, thrusting his hips.

“Oh, you’re going to cum over and over and over until there’s nothing left. We’re going to enjoy feasting on your cum, and your pleasure, and your lust, and your innocence.” Jacob said.

As he said it Mitchel understood it. Of course.

It was a bible camp, for good Christians. The librarian, as an unmarried man, was still a virgin, was still innocent. As were all the boys in their dormitory. It was why they all smelt so good. They were all innocent.

Cum and pleasure and lust might be able to sustain the pair, and sate their hunger, but innocence was a feast all in its own right. It was why their first time together had been so intense.

That they were surrounded by so much innocence was like having a banquet arranged for them. A banquet that was about to start.

“Together?” Mitchel said.

Jacob nodded. Together the pair leaned in close, and their lips touched the head of the librarian’s cock, the pair kissing each other with the fat cock sandwiched between their lips and tongue. The librarian moaned, thrusting, and the two best friends kissed and tongued, letting the cock become wetted with their spit.

The pair shifted, and Jacob let the tip of the fat cock press at the seal of his mouth as Mitchel lapped and tongued and stroked the shaft, teasing the balls. The librarian thrust again, and he forced Jacob’s lips into a lurid seal, wrapped tight around his girth.

“Fuck!”

He fucked hard, and Jacob moaned in bliss as Mitchel licked, teasing, coaxing more. Jacob sucked, hard, and eased his head down.

The cock was so much larger than Jacob’s and Mitchel’s, even before they’d shrunk, and it wasn’t long before the tip pressed at the back of Jacob’s throat. Jacob was ready for it though.

The transformation had blessed him with new instincts and new talents. As he pressed his head down he felt his throat stretching, gaping, and as the librarian thrust Jacob moaned, the fat cock penetrating his throat.

The pleasure was hot, urgent, vibrant, overwhelming. Jacob swallowed over and over and over, milking the cock that was fucking his face and throat, squeezing. The librarian thrust deep, fucking hard, and Mitchel watched in awe and lust as his best friend deep-throated the massive cock.

“Fuck… so good… going to cum… I’m going to…”

Jacob, hearing how close the librarian was, pulled back. The cock slipped from his throat and eased out of his lips with an audible pop.

“Both of us. We both need to feed.” Jacob said.

He looked to Mitchel.

“Join me?”

Mitchel did not need to be invited twice. The two best friends joined forces to suck and lick and kiss at the tip of the perfect cock, their hunger and their need urging them on.

Their bodies thrummed with pleasure and power, and their lips, tongues, so sensitive now, pulsed hot and urgent with joy so bright and vibrant that it was almost addictive. They kissed, sucked, teased, both of them eager to feed, bodies aching with hunger and delight.

The librarian’s cock throbbed, swelling and the two best friends opened their mouths wide, tongues out, both teasing the tip of the cock as they stroked the shaft.

“Fuck… you are so… so hot.” The librarian said.

And then… he was cumming. He was cumming hard, jet and jet of hot, thick, sticky cum spraying over the pair, coating their lips and tongues and faces. The best friends moaned and basked in the heat of it, their brands pulsing with pleasure and power, more than they had fed on since the first time.

They stroked, licked, kissed, until the very last of it was done and then swallowed what was in their mouths, delighting in it. They then turned to face each other and, seeing how they were both covered in cum, they began to lick and kiss to clean each other up, tonguing and sucking and lapping.

It was only when they were finished that they turned back to the librarian. His cock was still hard. The pair giggled, bodies thrumming with power and pleasure.

“Looks like we get seconds, and maybe even thirds, and fourths, and who knows how much more.” Jacob said.

“I… why am I still hard and still so horny. I’ve never cum that hard before but I still. I can’t control myself.” The librarian sounded confused, flustered.

“We’re just too sexy.” Jacob said.

Mitchel could feel himself changing, transforming. The power and the pleasure were corrupting him and he gave himself over to it willingly.

“But don’t worry.” Mitchel said. “We’ll make sure to take care of you.”

And with that, Mitchel leaned forward and wrapped his lips around the perfect, delicious cock. He wanted to see if his throat too could take all of it.


Seven

After his fifth climax, the librarian finally collapsed. Jacob and Mitchel looked at each other grinning, both sated and full and resplendent. After feasting on so much pleasure and cum and desire and innocence they were utterly transformed.

Their brands were still glowing with power and magic, and their bodies were close to unrecognisable. Over the several hours of cock sucking and feasting they had changed utterly.

They were each smaller now, shorter and trimmer, but they had grown in more than a few ways. They were each curvy, their bodies luscious and jiggly, hips wide, thighs plump, asses round and juicy. Their tits too had swelled, becoming massive and bouncy and impossibly pert, with big, round, puffy nipples. Their waists had shrunk, giving them lurid hourglass figures, and their arms, hands, and feet were all dainty.

They were smooth, soft, sensual now. But… it was their faces that had seen the most change. They were utterly beautiful, with stark feminine features, big bright eyes, puffy lips, delicate and pretty and cute. Their hair had grown long, full, thick, and they looked… like Her daughters, each different, but made in Her image.

“You look really fucking hot.” Mitchel said.

Jacob smiled.

“You do too. I… I’m looking forward to playing with you. But… if you like me like this, wait till you see what else I learned in that book. I think we should have enough power now so…”

Jacob rose to his feet. The way his body moved was poetry, mesmerizing, sex made flesh. Mitchel felt his tiny cock throb, hard, lust and desire. He knew he couldn’t feed off his friend any more, but that wouldn’t stop him from enjoying Jacob’s new hot, sexy body.

“Watch this.” Jacob said.

And with that, he closed his eyes.

The air was still for a moment, and then… it began to stir, current and eddies of strange energy, the hairs on the back of Mitchel’s neck prickling. He watched as the light of Jacobs' brand pulsed. His body started to shimmer, and then…

Mitchel stared in awe and Jacob began to transform further, changing in front of his very eyes. Jacob’s fingernails grew longer, became dark black to match his long, glossy hair. His face became brighter, or rather… parts did, colour coming to his eyelids and lips, make-up seeming to appear out of thin air making him even more beautiful than before. His lashes became longer, darker, and the eyes became lined with dark black to make them seem larger and brighter and more dazzling. Even his skin changed colour, becoming a pale purple.

And then…

Mitchel watched as something began to form around his best friend. Dark threads appeared around his legs, his crotch, his chest. Underwear was forming out of thin air, made by magic, black lingerie—fishnet stockings, suspenders, black thong panties, and a black bra to contain his massive tits, lifting them to make them seem larger and perkier and fuller.

The final touch was a pair of black heels forming on his feet. As the magic settled Jacob gave a wiggle, giggling. He opened his eyes and looked at Mitchel, beaming in pride.

“Impressive, right?” He said.

“How?”

“You just need to focus. It’s… it’s like breathing. The curse, or rather the blessing, will have given you knowledge. We’re still not at full power yet because… well, you’ll find out… but we can do simple tricks like make-up and underwear and changing the details of our appearance. This now is my natural appearance, but I could change my hair colour or skin colour or eye colour for example if I wanted to.”

Mitchel giggled.

“Can I…”

“Of course. Give it a try. Just close your eyes and focus on your brand. The power comes from within.”

With that, Mitchel rose to his feet, closing his eyes, and he began to focus.

[image: ]

It was easier than Mitchel thought it would be. He closed his eyes, focussed, and… the knowledge of how to do it seemed to spring forth from some part deep within him, from his deep core, from his brand.

Magic flowed, power, gathered from his feeding, flowed, and Mitchel felt the air around him prickle with power, shifting, flowing and then…

“Wow.” Jacob said.

Mitchel opened his eyes and looked down at himself. He didn’t recognise himself yet what he saw took his breath away.

He was full-figured, lithe and curvy and sexy. His skin was a pale red, and his fingernails were long deep red talons. He had on black seamed stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra, all black and sheer and lacy, and a pair of cute red high heels.

He even had on make-up, dusky eyeshadow and eyeliner, long thick dark lashes, dark red lipstick, and his hair was long thick red curls. He was… gorgeous.

“Do you like?” Mitchel asked.

Jacob nodded.

“You look amazing. And you’ll look even better once we get to full power. But… for that, we need more energy.”

“More? But… I’m not hungry any more. I…”

“Hunger tells us when we need to feed, but we’re always capable of feeding, even when sated. Just… if we feed when we’re full the excess energy can be stored and used for other things. Like… furthering our transformation and growing our power. Don’t you want to grow in power? Don’t you want to become the best version you can be? Just think how hot we’ll look at full power and all the magic we’ll be able to work. We’ll be able to have so much fun.”

Mitchel nodded. That made sense and felt instinctually right, but still…

“But where are we going to feed?” He said.

Jacob smiled.

“Where do you think? We’ve been struggling for days with how good they all smell and… well… I’m done struggling. I’m done resisting. Our dormitory is full of young, virile, innocent men. We can feast.” Jacob said.

Mitchel’s eyes went wide. Jacob was suggesting they feed on their friends, that they… that they seduce and fuck and feed on the boys, the young men, they’d been coming to bible camp with for years?

True, they were not best friends with any of them, and they’d always been outsiders, but still it felt wrong, sinful, but for some reason that just made Mitchel want to do it more. He felt his brand pulsing, his lips tingling, his body craving… more.

“There’s just one problem?” Jacob said.

Mitchel frowned.

“I don’t think we can pretend we’re what we once were. I… I’m not Jacob any more, and I don’t think you’re Mitchel. They were boys, young men, innocent and pure, and… I’m not a boy any more. I’m not innocent, or pure. And… I’m not even sure I’m human.”

Mitchel was still, the words striking hard. He giggled, smiled. In the back of his head, a word seemed to float up from… somewhere deep.

“I… I like Malphasia.”

The word hung in the air and the moment she said it she knew the truth of it. She was no longer Mitchel, but was someone new, someone better. She was Malphasia, and she had power and beauty and she was happy. It really wasn’t a curse. It really was a blessing.

“Malphasia. Cute.” Jacob said. “In which case… I like the sound of Jezabeth.”

Again the air hung with power. The two best friends looked at each other, reborn as something more than human, two beautiful demonesses gifted a life of pleasure and lust and power, and they were going to make the most of it.

And to start… they were going to feast on innocence.
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Full and sated, the pair knew that they could bide their time, and they were in no hurry. Using their new powers they worked magic on the sleeping librarian to hide his memories and bind his tongue so that he would not reveal their secret.

Once the magic was done they left him resting on the floor of the library with his pants down and returned to the basement. There they waited until it was dark.

“After this though… what do we do?” Malphasia said. “I mean… you read the book, what did it say about…”

“It’s not like it has a script in it. It’s just a guide to what our kind can do and what we are now. We’re… we’re lust demons, or lust demonesses. Succubi. We feed on lust and pleasure, cum, orgasms, whether from men or women. She blessed us for summoning her, and this is a gift. We need to take advantage of this opportunity. We can do so much more than we ever thought possible. We can have so much fun. And we get to spread pleasure and sin and just… fuck… a lot.”

Malphasis giggled. It sounded like a perfect life, but it was so different to the life she thought she was going to have as Mitchel.

She had been planning to go off to college, to study, and live with Jacob, but now they were both transformed, and their lives were going to be vastly different.

“What about our families and college and…”

“We can still do all of that, and we should. Once we’re at full power it’ll make more sense but… we can’t go about openly as demonesses. Our old lives will give us cover, and we can pretend while we continue to grow our power and our influence, and when the time is right we can discard those lives and make new ones. We’re going to live a long time you and I, together, and we’re going to have a lot of fun, but to do that we need to live in the shadows. Jacob and Mitchel can still have their lives, but it’ll be us pretending to be them, using them as disguises while we get to devour all the innocent around us.”

Malphasia could hear the purr in Jezabeth’s voice, the lust and the desire, and it sent a shiver up her spine.

“Just think about all the young men and women we’ll be able to feast on.”

Malphasis felt her body throb with hunger, cravings. When Jezabeth put it like that she couldn’t wait.

“But first… it’s time we made our way back to the dormitory. It’s dark now and they’ll be asleep. We can take the form of a dream. All our friends will get to experience pleasure unlike anything they’ve known before and we’ll get to feed and they’ll wake up tomorrow tired, but with the memory of the wildest dream they ever had. They’ll never imagine that Jacob and Mitchel are actually the two hot demonesses from their dreams.”

Malphasia smiled. In the beginning, the plan to feast on their friends had felt almost too perverse, but then she had realised… she was still thinking with human morals. But they no longer applied to her. She was no longer Mitchel. She was no longer a boy. She was no longer even human.

She was something better. And she couldn’t wait to feed.


Eight

When Jezabeth and Malphasia arrived at the dormitory they were pleased to find all their friends asleep. All the young men they had known for years, had grown up with, were slumbering.

They took a second to bask in the moment, the air full of the scent of men, of innocence and desire and lust, so much cum that was all just for them. It was a banquet.

And… both of them couldn’t deny the thrill of how wrong it felt. They had known these men as boys. They had all been boys together, awkward, but they had grown up. The others had grown up to become men, strong and masculine, powerful, handsome, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not.

But now the best friends had blossomed in their own way. They had grown up and had transformed into something far better than anything that they could have dreamed of. They had grown into beautiful, sexy, wanton, brazen, powerful demonesses, and they were going to gift their friends the wildest night of their lives.

All they wanted in return was… energy, cum, pleasure, and innocence.

“Focus with me.” Jezabeth whispered. “We need to seal the room and rouse them into a waking dream state.”

Malphasia nodded, smiling. The pair had spent their time in the basement focussing on their new powers and instincts, and they were both stunned to learn all the things they could do, all the abilities they had that felt almost as natural as breathing.

As they stood together in the middle of the room they closed their eyes and breathed deep. Their brands pulsed with light and slowly the air began to shift, currents of energy and power, corruption and sin, lust, desire, pleasure.

The door clicked shut, a magical barrier sealing them and their friends in, and then… a pink fog began to fill the room. The air filled with the scent not only of raw masculinity, cum, but the intoxicating pheromones of two very powerful, and very beautiful, succubi.

As Jezabeth and Malphasia opened their eyes they giggled. The room was filled with a dim light, the fog glowing, and they could see the outlines of their friends clearly, their cocks getting hard even while they slept. The scent of lust was growing stronger, eighteen young men becoming aroused at the touch of their magic.

They were going to get to feast on all of them, over and over and over, until they collapsed in exhaustion. And then when dawn came they would think it was all just a wild dream, and only the two friends would know the truth.

“Wake up boys.” Jezabeth said.

Her voice was music, honey and nectar, soothing and alluring.

“We have a gift for you.” Malphasia said. “Our bodies are all yours, to do with as you want.”

“Come and use us. We’re filthy little fuck toys here for your pleasure.”

“Cum on us, cum in us, ruin us and make us filthy. Please. We’re just so horny for you.”

The words were a song, a spell, and as the boys began to wake they all turned and looked and saw… the most beautiful, dazzling, brazenly sexual young women they had ever seen before. Two strange, exotic, breathtaking girls stood in the middle of their dormitory clad in only lingerie and heels, pretty, glamorous, with bodies that made them weak with desire.

“Who… who are you?” One of the boys asked.

Jezabeth and Malphasia smiled at each other. Their magic was strong, potent, and they knew it would not take much to convince the boys to give themselves over to pleasure, to give themselves over to lust, to give themselves over to them.

“We’re your wildest dream come true. You can do anything you want to us. Anything. You can use us, fuck us, cum on and over us and in us. We are slutty fuck dolls here for your pleasure and because it’s just a dream you don’t need to worry about anything. You can just… give yourself over to the pleasure and the desire and the joy.” Jezabeth said.

“Don’t you want us? Don’t you want to feel our bodies?”

As Malphasia spoke she wiggled, shaking her hips and ass, her tits jiggling. To emphasise her meaning and lure the boys to her she reached up to her breasts, her bra, and pulled it down to expose herself, her chest, her puffy nipples. The scent of arousal and lust deepened and she felt her brand throb as her body sensed the desire for her rising.

“Don’t you want to feel how soft we are? Soft, pretty, sexy girls here just for you, to do whatever you want to? We know you’ve never felt a girl before, but… you can feel us and…”

Malphasis was silenced suddenly but a pair of large, strong hands reached round from behind to grab her tits, fondling, squeezing, pinching her nipples. The sensations made her gasp and wiggle, pleasure spreading through her. She moaned, almost giddy from the joy of being touched.

“Fuck yes… more…”

A boy had risen and snuck up behind her, was groping her, unable to resist the lure of her. Seeing one of their number give in, feeling up one of the sexy girls in their room, was enough to rouse the others to action. Another boy rose from his bed, then another, and soon the pair were surrounded.

Hands began to explore Malphasia’s body, groping her tits, pinching her nipples, fondling her butt, squeezing her thighs. She moaned, writing, a sea of sensation and pleasure. Hand even roamed over her crotch, teasing her small, soft dick, her brand pulsing.

“Don’t be shy. You can do more than touch.” Malphasia said. “And don’t forget there’s two of us.”

But Malphasia didn’t need to remind the boys that there were two of them. A group of young men had already surrounded Jezabeth and were fondling her, touching her, groping and squeezing her. She was moaning, squirming, letting them explore her body, pulling at her underwear to strip her naked so they could see and touch more of them.

As the boys became more confident, drunk on lust and pleasure, the air filled with the scent of arousal. The best friends began to feed, pumping more magic out to provoke more fire from their friends. Hand explored flesh, soft, succulent, feminine, sensitive.

And then… lips found skin, kissing nipples, licking, sucking, kissing breasts and shoulders, butts, thighs. Lips found lips, and the best friends surrendered to the tide of lust they had provoked.

They were kissed, groped, fondled, molested, and they fed on all the desire and lust that was poured out over them, Hands squeezed, fingers teased, and they could feel their power grow. They wiggled, teasing, and their pleasure swelled.

“More… we want more than just kisses and touching.” Jezabeth managed to moan.

“We want sex. You don’t need to be shy or timid. Use us. Take your cocks out and use us. Fuck us. Ruin us. We have holes. Wet, willing, eager holes. Cum in us, Cum on us. Cum all over us. Just… fuck us.” Malphasia managed to whimper.

It was hard for the two best friends to speak. So much pleasure, so much lust, so much desire, but their words had the effect they wanted. A few of the more confident boys paused, and, blinking, they began to smile. They, slowly, began to strip.
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Jezabeth and Malphasia could not contain their glee as the four young men in front of them stripped out of their trousers. The smell of raw masculinity and lust and cum grew stronger, and their eyes lit up as they saw their cocks.

Long, hard, thick, throbbing cocks hung in front of them. Hard for them. Hard because of them, aroused because they were so hot and beautiful and sexy.

The pair giggled and then, wiggling, they sank down to their knees, looking up at all the men surrounding them. Eighteen men. Eighteen men who could all cum multiple times thanks to their magic. That was a lot of cum, a lot of pleasure, and a lot of power.

“We’re ready when you are boys. And don’t worry… you don’t need to be gentle. We’re not dreams remember, so we won’t break. You can be as hard and as rough and as vigorous as you’d like.” Jezabeth said.

And… they were.

The four bravest boys stepped forward, two in front of either girl, and they wiggled their hips to make their cocks sway. The magic of the room, the fog, was washing away all inhibition, and all that was left was honest, true, desire. Desire for the hot, curvy, wanton girls begging to get fucked.

“Please…” One of the boys said.

And the girls needed no more encouragement. Malphasia and Jezabeth reached up with both hands and they each grabbed a cock, and they began to stroke. Almost immediately they felt their bodies thrum with power, the rising tide of lust feeding them, but there was so much more to feast on.

Not wanting to wait, aware dawn was only hours away, Malphasia and Jezabeth shifted, leaning forward, they each wrapped their lips around one of the cocks in front of them, sealing their lips tight, their wet, hot mouths sucking, tongues lapping.

“Fuck… I never… I never knew it would feel so good.” One of the boys said.

The demonesses purred as they sucked, long dextrous tongues coiling around pricks. They could taste the sweetness of the innocent, and it only fired their appetites.

As they sucked, they also stroked. Other boys, seeing their friends getting pleasured by the unearthly beauties, began to strip. The girls sucked, lapping, working tongues, taking the cocks, deeper, and around them they saw even more beautiful pricks move into their line of sight.

The head of the cock in Malphasia’s mouth pressed at the back of her throat and she let it sink deeper, her throat stretching, pleasure, and she swallowed. Next to her Jezabeth was already deep-throating like a well-practised porn star—the pair of them gave themselves over to their instincts and their desires.

With one cock in their mouth, one in their hand, they each had a hand free. Focussing on sucking and tasting as much as possible, they fumbled for more, and soon both of them had a cock in each hand as well as the one in their mouth.

Both of them worked, pleasuring three cocks at once, relishing the joy and the bliss and the pleasure, the radiant euphoria. The boys thrust, giving over to lust, giving over to desire, and the two demonesses feasted on their innocence.

The cocks in their hands pulsed, and the cocks in their mouths pulsed, throbbing. They were close.

The best friends worked harder, faster, eager for it. Cocks swelled, throbbing, fatter and longer and harder, and then… they were cumming. They were cumming hard, cumming down their throats, jet after jet of cum shot directly into their bellies.

And, as though by magic, timed perfectly, the cocks in their hands began to cum too, shooting cum over their tits, their faces, cum in their hair. Their bodies soaked it up eagerly, hungry for it, their skin absorbing every last drop of pleasure and semen.

As the pricks in the mouths softened the girls eased back, tips leaving their lips with an audible pop. They looked up, cheeks pink, grinning.

“That was fun… but there’s more of you left, and don’t forget, we have other holes too. We want to get really fucked.” Jezabeth said.

Malphasia looked at her best friend as smiled. The words stoked something in her. In the years they’d known each other she had been the bold one, or rather Mitchel had been. But now Jezebel was the bold one, the brazen one, the one taking the lead, and she…

She was encouraging their friends to fuck them in their asses. They were both still virgins in that sense. They’d sucked cock, had swallowed, but they had never been fucked.

And yet… Malphasia knew she wanted it. More than that too, she knew she needed it. She needed to shed the last vestige of her innocence to claim her full power and she needed to feed.

They both needed to get fucked.

“Don’t be shy.” Malphasia said, wiggling her hips. “We can please all of you, more than once. You can do anything you want to us. But… please hurry. I’m so horny I can barely think.”

As she spoke she pouted, and her voice sounded like honey and syrup. The boys looked at each other and then… they pounced.
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The girls giggled as their panties were ripped off, the fabric torn easily as they relaxed the magics that had conjured them. With their panties gone they let the fabric of their bras fade too, baring their tits, their asses, their tiny cocks, their virgin holes.

The two demonesses were clad in only stockings, suspenders, heels, and they looked radiant, glowing with power, raw sexuality and femininity. The men around them were powerless to resist.

Hand groped them. The two best friends took two more cocks in each hand and opened their lips for a third, two men stepping up to fill their wet, tight, hungry mouths, sucking, tongues working.

Behind them, two more men moved in close. The girls’ holes twitched.

They both wiggled their hips, shaking their asses in invitation, and that was all that was needed. The two young men behind them stepped in close, knelt down, and they felt their instinct to breed kick in as they watched the beautiful women in front of them baring their bodies.

Jezabeth and Malphasia spread their legs and they both whimpered as they felt something hard and warm press at their holes. Their wet, pliant, willing holes—another interesting facet of their transformations. Shivers ran up their spines, the asses tight and sensitive and eager.

As the two men behind them thrust forward the girls pressed back. Holes stretched. The tips sank just barely in. Pleasure throbbed.

Jezabeth and Malphasia moaned, loudly, the sound muffled by cock. They relaxed, giving themselves over to instinct and pleasure, and their new bodies knew just what to do. Their holes opened, their hips wiggled, and their legs spread and then… the cocks pressing at their virgin entrances popped in, slipped deep, and the boys began to fuck them.

Their cocks worked deeper, fucking hard, and the best friends’ small, limp dicks sways as they were fucked from both ends, faces and asses, hands stroking. It was obscene, sinful, deviant, debauchery, and it was fun.

The girls gave themselves over to it. They gave themselves over to all of it. Sex. Pleasure. Lust.

Their brands burned hot, bodies shuddering, and they could feel their power growing. They were fucked, and they fucked back, hard, sucking, grinding, stroking, and it was more than they ever could have imagined.

The room filled with the scent of sex, the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Cocks thrust deep into throats. Cocks slipped in soft hands. Cocks fucked hard into tight asses.

It was lust. Pure Lust. Pure power.

The girls moaned, whimpered, and their magic stirred, provoking the men around them, their friends, to new heights of desire. They fucked harder, faster, and then…

The cocks swelled, throbbing, hard. They were close. The girls knew what came next. They were ready for it, eager for it. They yearned for it.

They rode hard, working their hips, clenching their asses, sucking hard, taking the cocks deep in their throats, sucking, lapping with their tongues, swallowing. They stroked. The cocks swelled further and then…

They were cumming. Four cocks cumming at once, eight cocks cumming at once, cumming down their throats, filling their bellies, cumming over their faces, their tits, and…

The cocks inside them, in their holes, their asses, were cumming, filling them with hot, thick, creamy cum. Their bodies throbbed, power swelling, and they were cumming.

The girls were cumming, harder than they’d ever cum before. It was a tidal wave of pleasure, swallowing, riding, stroking, cumming over and over and over as their bodies were filled and coated with cum. They drained the men around them, feeding, but… they were still ravenous.

As their friends collapsed the two girls looked at each other.

“Ready for more?” Jezabeth said, grinning.

“I’m not stopping till they can’t stand up.” Malphasia said.

As with that, they turned to the remaining boys who hadn’t had a turn yet. They were hard and nervous, innocent, but the two demonesses knew how to handle them, and while they fed on them the others would have a chance to rest up for round two…


Epilogue

The morning came and Jezabeth and Malphasia rose early, grinning, full of energy, wearing a cloak of glamour to appear as Jacob and Mitchel. It felt strange, having to pretend to be their old, dreary selves, but the one relief was that though they might appear to everyone else to be boys, to themselves and each other they remained their true selves.

“It won’t be forever. Once we are at college we can think about rearranging our lives so we need less hiding. We can transition to female selves, and that way we’ll need less glamour to stay hidden.” Jezabeth said, grinning.

Malphasia nodded. She knew they’d always need to hide. Their infernal skin colouring, their hair, and their unnatural beauty would always mark them out as more than human, but being able to live as a girl would be… comfortable.

She could bear her body, wear clothes that made her comfortable, and… it would be easier to lure in men and women to feed on if she could be more of her authentic self.

“For now though we just need to stay hidden. I know.” Malphasia said. “But I suppose it’s only a short while in the scale of our new extended lifetimes.”

The pair smiled. With their new blessing, they were, effectively, immortal. As their power grew they would gain new abilities, and they would stay forever young, beautiful and hot and sexy, able to feed on the lustful and the innocent, filling the world with sex and pleasure. It was a dream come true, and a paradise to the dreary lives they had thought lay ahead of them.

They giggled as they headed down to breakfast. Behind them, their friends were only just beginning to wake from the wild, vivid, lurid dream that they would all remember for the rest of their lives. Their bodies were drained, but unharmed. The only minor injury was the fact that they would never again know such pleasure… unless Jezabeth or Malphasia were feeling generous.

“We should take the book with us. I… I think at some point, when we are more powerful, I would like to summon our kind benefactor to thank Her for blessing us. I can think of many ways I’d like to thank her, and maybe if we perform well in our new roles, she’ll be kind to us.” Malphasia said.

Jezebel smirked.

“I… think that’s a very good idea.” She said. “Plus… there are a few things I read that I’d like to ask about.”

As they walked out of the room, buoyant and light on their feet, they heard the boys behind them grumbling and groaning. The best friends had never felt so full of life and joy, so full of energy and power. The only cost was that their friends would be tired and aching for a day or two.

But… they figured that was a fair price for all the times they’d made them cum. Both of the hot demonesses could still feel the cum heavy in their bellies, trickles still leaking out of their well fucked holes. Still, they were both a little sad that dawn, and the end of the fun, had come so soon.

But there would be more. Lots more.

“What did you want to ask about?” Malphasia said.

Jezabeth smiled, giggled.

“Well… I’ve been wondering when we get our wings and our tails.”

Malphasia looked at her best friend, the hot demoness. She blinked, blushing.

“You’re joking, right?” She said.

Jezabeth shook her head.

“Nope. Apparently, we get wings, and a tail… eventually.”

Malphasia considered the thought. Then chuckled.

“Hmmm… well that’s something else to look forward to I suppose.” Malphasia said. “And… do the wings work?”

Jezabeth shrugged.

“No idea, but… I’m sure we’ll find out.”

And they would…

The End
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DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS
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Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…




Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...


BECOMING BAMBI




[image: ]

Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE
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Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


SIZE QUEEN
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Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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