
        
            
                
            
        

    
Transformed By A Bimbo Demoness

Paranormal Lesbian Encounters

A.S. Harper


Kindle Edition

Copyright 2021 A.S. Harper

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business’, events and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events are purely coincidental.

This book is for adult readers only. It contains explicit sexual scenes with graphic language which may be considered offensive by some people. All characters in this book are 18 years or older and give consent.


Hello valued reader! I hope you enjoy this erotic story. Trust me when I tell you I love writing these books even more than you love reading them.

If you’re interested in more, sign up to my newsletter using the link below and you’ll receive a free and exclusive 4k word eBook called Sasha’s Submission. You’ll also be kept up to date with all my latest and hottest releases, and I hope to get to know you all a bit better in the process.

Click here to receive your free eBook

Happy reading!


As my colleague, Georgia, and I stepped foot into our office, I was thankful for the reprieve from the sweltering Jordanian sun. We set our bags down and Georgia reached into hers to retrieve the artifact we’d just found at our dig site.

“Oh, Emma, this is a very special find,” she said, her voice drenched in her sexy English accent.

“We’re very lucky,” I replied as Georgia placed the urn down on my desk, managing to find a space amongst all the books and journals littering it.

“Luck had nothing to do with it,” she smiled at me. “It was nothing but archaeological expertise that led us to this. Your research has been invaluable on this expedition, and all your hard work has paid off. This is an incredibly well preserved artifact.”

I beamed at my colleague, her praise meaning more to me than she no doubt realized. I’d been enamored with Georgia from the moment I met her. Her wavy strawberry red hair and big, animated princess green eyes made my heart sing the first time I saw her. Her body was fine as hell, and it took all my willpower not to stare when we were at our dig site, the hot sun causing a sheen of sweat over her curvy body, beads of it dripping down between her bosom. Every lunch break for the last week she would finish by tipping water onto her face, and it would inevitably make her white singlet partially see through. It wasn’t the only thing that was wet.

Of course, she had the brains to go along with it, which I found equally as attractive. As one of the leading archaeologists in our field of Judeo-Islamic artifacts, I was thrilled when I was accepted to be her partner on this expedition. I’d learnt a lot from the intrepid Brit during the weeks we’d spent together. I’d also masturbated a lot to her on the nights I felt particularly lonely and horny.

A reserved lesbian like me didn’t stand a chance with her though. I was pretty sure she was as straight as they came, but even if did have some curiosities, she’d hardly be looking to experiment with someone like me. With my plain face and surfboard body, straggly brown hair and thick rimmed glasses, I wasn’t exactly ugly, but I sure didn’t turn many heads. So I’d resigned to fingering myself at the thought of having sex with such an intelligent beauty, knowing that my fantasies would never come true.

“Who’s this supposed to be, I wonder?” Georgia asked as she studied the painted face on the urn.

“I think it’s meant to be Ashmedai,” I replied, looking curiously at the ancient artifact.

“I’m not familiar.”

“Ashmedai is a lust demon in Judeo-Islamic lore. He’s said to have cast King Solomon out of Jerusalem to take his place and his wives, but when Solomon found his way back, Ashmedai fled his wrath.”

“Why paint a horny demon on the side of an urn?” Georgia mused, her accent particularly endearing when using her quiet voice.

“Should we open it?” I asked my crush.

“Hm, we should scan it first. We don’t know what’s inside. There’s probably nothing, but you never know if it could contain something more sinister.”

“Smart. Yeah,” I replied, flustered by own idiotic suggestion. “Let’s scan it.”

Our office was small and cluttered, with just enough room for our two desks, office chairs and a couple of pieces of vital equipment for our research. Oh, and an AC that barely worked. It made the office seem almost as hot as outside at times, but at least we had shelter from the intense sun.

Georgia loaded the urn into our infra-red scanner, the machine coming to life with a groan as if it lamented the fact we were making it do some work. The wavy haired ginger flicked on the display screen and pressed a button to see if there was anything observable inside. A red filter overlaid the image on screen and we both peered at it.

“Hmm, I’m not seeing anything,” she said. “You?”

“No, nothing.”

“Let’s try this,” Georgia pressed a button and the red overlay turned green, and suddenly there was something very obvious happening inside the urn. “Woah, what’s that!?”

“It looks like… a gas?” I guessed. There was some kind of mysterious substance swirling around inside the urn. “Look at the way it’s moving. So randomly. It seems like it’s, I dunno, alive.”

“How could there be anything living inside an urn that’s been sealed for centuries?” Georgia wondered out loud.

“I’m not sure,” I narrowed my eyes at the image on screen, the two of us completely perturbed by the odd nature of its movements. “Should we put it in the box and try to see inside?”

Georgia turned to me and flashed a smile that made my heart melt. “You read my mind,” she said with an arched eyebrow.

She removed the urn from our scanner and put it into a glass examination box we had next to it. Our only other piece of equipment was significantly cheaper than the scanner, but no less important. It was an airtight glass case with two rubber gloves reaching into it so that we could manipulate and examine artifacts in a completely controlled environment without risking damage to the treasure. Georgia shut the door, sealing the urn inside before threading her hands into the gloves, carefully holding the urn with one hand while gripping the lid with her other.

“I can’t get it,” she said with a frustrated tone. “It’s stuck.”

“Being sealed and buried for thousands of years will do that to it. Let me give it a go.”

Georgia took her arms out of the gloves and stepped aside for me to try. “Don’t try too hard,” she said. “It’s not worth opening if it causes it to break in the process.”

“I know. I’ve been doing this a while, you know,” I said with a playful smirk.

“I’m sorry. I’m just excited is all,” as she spoke she placed a reassuring hand on my back, electrifying my spine and sending a pulse of horniness to my pussy. God, I would have given anything to forget about the urn and tear the clothes off her then and there.

Alas, my fantasy wasn’t going to happen, so I tried to ignore the arousal she elicited in me and focus on the urn. I gripped the base the same way Georgia did, and tried to pull the lid off. It wasn’t budging, so I applied a bit more force, careful not to lose my grip and drop the valuable artifact.

“Nothing,” I sighed as I carefully released the urn and slid my arms out from the gloves.

“Oh well, it’s still an incredible find still sealed up. I’m going to run some more tests.”

“Okay. I’ll do some more research into Ashmedai and see if I can find any references to an urn in any of the texts,” I replied.

For the next several hours, Georgia and I lost ourselves in our work. We both had our different roles on this expedition, and while there was some overlap, she was the practical, hands-on archaeologist and I was primarily the researcher. That certainly rang true for the rest of our time at the office that afternoon, as Georgia ran scan after scan on it while I buried my head in the mess of journals and textbooks on my desk.

It was well into the night when the excitement of the day had started to wear off and Georgia was the first to fold, neither of us making much headway with understanding anymore about the urn. “That’s it for me, I think,” she announced long after the sun had set, placing the urn down on a bench. “I’m exhausted. I’m going to get a good night’s rest and see if I can come up with some other angle to come at this thing.”

“Fair enough,” I replied. “I think I’m going to stay here a bit longer. I’ve found plenty of stories on Ashmedai but nothing about an urn. Most of the texts refer to the demon as a man, but a couple say it’s a woman. They say it’s a tempting siren voice that gets into people’s heads and makes their wildest sexual fantasies come true, but at the cost of their families, their jobs and their community.”

“Sounds like a horny bugger,” Georgia grinned at me as she collected her bag. “Sounds to me like people just trying to justify their sexual dalliances by blaming it on a spirit.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, you’re probably right.”

“Don’t stay too long, Emma. You need your rest. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow,” I said as she made her way through the door of our office. I turned back to the textbook I was reading to learn more about the naughty lust demon.

“I never made anyone do anything they didn’t already want to,” a disembodied feminine voice spoke, startling me and causing me to sit bolt upright, scanning the room for the source. “I just gave people the tools to do what they’d always wanted but never could.”

“Who said that!?” I looked around the room, becoming frightened as I couldn’t pin down what direction the voice was coming from.

“There’s something you want to be able to do. I can tell,” the voice echoed around the room, or perhaps echoed around my head. I wasn’t even sure what I was hearing was real.

“Show yourself!” I called out to the apparently empty office.

“But I’m right in front of you,” the woman’s voice replied. She didn’t sound malicious, but it was certainly unnerving to be hearing an unfamiliar voice.

I looked straight ahead, not seeing anyone, only the painted face of Ashmedai staring at me from the urn. “No way,” I breathed. “That’s not possible.”

“I assure you it is,” the voice said.

“I’ve spent too long in the sun and I’m losing my mind,” I said, touching a hand to my head in worry for my mental state.

“You’re not losing anything. In fact, I want to give you something.”

“Oh yeah, what’s that?” I asked the artifact, at least self-aware that I was going crazy.

“The ability to make your deepest desires come true. All you have to do is take off the lid and let me out and you’ll have everything you need to seduce your friend.”

“We couldn’t get the lid off. It’s stuck. I need to go home,” I said as I got off my chair and started collecting my things. A good night’s rest was all I needed to hopefully regain my sanity.

“Then you’ll never know what it’s like… to feel her soft lips pressed against yours, to hold her breasts in your hands, to feel her tongue against your clitoris.”

I stopped what I was doing and looked up at the urn, the face of the lust demon mocking me. “It’s never going to happen anyway.”

“It could. If you came over here and let me out, you could feel all of that and so much more. I’ll make you irresistible to all those around you. You’ll be stunning. Every man and woman you pass in the street will think about how badly they want to be with you.”

I stood for a moment and stared at the urn, thinking about what I’d give to be a little prettier, to have nicer breasts and a rounder ass. I put my bag down on the chair and walked slowly over to it. I knew I was losing my mind, but if I could have those things, didn’t I owe it to myself to at least see if I could open the lid.

I placed my fingers on the lid and held it there, my heart racing. If the lid was still stuck, I was officially nuts.

“Do it,” the voice of Ashmedai instructed.

I pulled on the lid and it lifted off easily. “Holy shit,” I breathed, the very act seemingly confirming the existence of demons and shaking my entire philosophical belief system. I didn’t have time to ponder it though, as a pink mist leaked out of the top of the urn.

“You made the right choice, Emma,” Ashmedai said as the pink cloud grew bigger, spreading itself and moving around me. “I’ll make you the sexiest woman Georgia’s ever seen!”

The pink mist enveloped me, and my eyes went wide as one of its gaseous tendrils launched forward into my mouth and up my nose. I felt it filling my lungs as it rushed into my ears as well. All I could see was a pink haze as my entire body was consumed by the supernatural mist. I felt it whooshing up my shorts and through the fabric of my panties, penetrating my vagina and my asshole as it filled my every orifice.

I tried to scream but I couldn’t. With lungfuls of Ashmedai I could only look up to the ceiling and let the lust demon in. I felt my entire body tingle with arousal, as I started to feel it change. My breasts strained against my buttoned shirt as they grew in size. My ass suddenly filled up my khaki shorts. I saw something happening to a lock of my hair and I held it up in front of my eyes, watching it turn from brown to blonde in a second.

It was a bizarre experience. Terrifying but exciting all at once. The pink mist filled my vision, it was the last thing I saw before everything went black.

✦✦✦

The blazing Jordanian sun didn’t take long to heat up, and it blasted through the open window of my apartment first thing in the morning. I’d somehow managed to sleep through the morning prayer announcement. I must have underestimated my own tiredness.

My eyes strained against the bright light, and I touched my hand to my head as I groaned. I’d had such a weird night. I must have been truly sleep deprived to be dreaming about ancient sex demons changing my body. I rubbed both my eyes and forced them to wake up for the day before I reached over to my side table and picked up my glasses.

I put them on and looked out, finding everything blurry as I looked through the lenses. “What the hell?” I said out loud as I took them off and found I could see everything perfectly clear without them. Then, something yellow caught my eye. Or rather, something blonde did.

I held a lock of my hair and looked at it with a confused expression. My hair was bright blonde and wavy. “Woah,” I breathed, replaying a flash of my dream in my mind’s eye, where I’d seen my straggly brown hair turn blonde right in front of me. “What’s going on?”

“Don’t you remember?” a familiar but disembodied voice said, causing me to gasp and sit up straight in my bed. “I did this to you. Or rather, I did this for you.”

“Oh. My. God.” memories of the night before came flooding back to me. It wasn’t a dream, it was real life. I’d opened the urn and let Ashmedai into me, wanting to look different so that I could seduce Georgia and any other girls that I might fancy. “Are you in my head?” I asked the feminine voice.

“I’m in your whole body, baby, head included. Why don’t you get up and take a look?”

I leapt out of bed and stood in front of my full length mirror, my eyes going wide with the image I was greeted by. It looked like me except not at all. My cheekbones were a little higher, my nose a little cuter, my lips much plumper and pinker. Hell, even my eye color was different, with two ice-blue iris’ staring back at me in the mirror. Gone was my untidy bird’s nest of brown hair and instead I had wavy, full-bodied blonde hair worn just further than my shoulders.

My body was a lot different too. I was six inches taller, and thinner too, or perhaps my weight had just been redistributed. My tits were huge! My waist was tiny and my hips wide and feminine. I wanted to see what I looked like nude so I stripped off my pyjamas to find out what lay underneath.

“Holy shit!” I admired my new self in the mirror in all my naked glory. My A-cup tits had become D’s, two perfectly round globes that were huge and yet somehow still perky. My stomach was taut with the outline of my abs visible beneath my tanned skin. My legs were long and lithe, and my pussy had no pubic hair whatsoever, it was completely smooth. I ran my hands along my body, feeling every one of my new curves with excitement and glee.

I reached behind myself and grabbed my ass. And what an ass there was to grab! It was round and firm as if I’d done a million squats overnight. Gone was my surfboard body, now I looked absolutely smoking hot and I loved it. I must have spent half an hour just exploring myself, touching every inch of the sexy Emma that Ashmedai had transformed me into.

“Do you like what you see?”

“I love it,” I said to the voice in my head. “I look like a total bimbo. If this body doesn’t convince Georgia to explore any lesbian curiosities, then she doesn’t have any.”

“In my experience, every woman has lesbian curiosities. Let’s go and show her the new you.”

“Shit, I’m late,” I remarked, noticing the time. I’d spent too long admiring myself in the mirror. It seemed a shame to cover up my gorgeous, naked body, but I had to get to work. I opened up the underwear drawer of my dresser.

“Forget about them,” Ashmedai said in my head. “Don’t wear any. It’ll be your sexy little secret.”

“Okay,” I giggled, not that I needed the extra help to feel sexy with my transformation, but the idea was wickedly naughty. I closed the drawer and grabbed my khaki shorts, straining to pull them over my wide hips and round ass, which filled out the shorts so much more nicely than I used to. I grabbed a clean white tank top and pulled it over my head, tucking it into my shorts.

I looked myself over in the mirror one more time. The singlet fabric stretched over my tits, and if you looked hard enough you could just make out the round pinkness of my nipples. There was no way I could walk through the streets of Jordan looking like this. I grabbed my lab coat and threw it on. Although it seemed a shame to cover up this breathtaking new body of mine, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be for long.

The lab coat was a wise choice. My wavy blonde hair earned me a lot more attention from the locals than I usually received. Not long after leaving my apartment, I was walking through the door of our office, finding Georgia running tests on the urn already.

“Emma, I’m glad you’re here. There’s something different about the urn, it’s-” Georgia cut herself off as she turned and saw my new look. “Wow, you look… different.”

“Yeah, I thought I was due for a change. I feel like a new woman,” I said as I shrugged the baggy lab coat off my shoulders and hung it on the coat-rack. Georgia’s eyes went wide as she saw my tight, voluptuous body in the figure hugging singlet and shorts. She couldn’t stop herself from staring.

“You went home last night and felt like staying up another couple of hours to dye your hair?” she asked, completely bewildered by the woman she saw standing in front of her.

“Yeah, something like that,” I lied, loving seeing my crush’s eyes wide as she drank me in.

“Are you taller?”

“Oh, it’s all the hair. I think it’s working for me. What do you think?”

“Um… yeah,” she gulped, blinking for the first time since she laid eyes on me.

“Anyway, what were you saying?”

“Uh… I, uh… right,” she tried to compose herself, only managing to do so when she looked away from me and back to the screen of the scanner. “That gaseous substance we saw in the urn yesterday. Well, it’s vanished.”

“What do you mean?” I feigned ignorance as I walked over to her.

“See for yourself. There’s nothing detectable inside of it anymore. Whatever was in there yesterday is not in there now.”

I leaned over her shoulder to look at the screen. As I acted vexed by the empty urn, I could feel Georgia’s eyes on me. She thought I couldn’t tell because I couldn’t see her, but I could sense her looking down my singlet, trying to catch a glimpse of my breasts. The only question that remained was whether it was out of lust or just envy.

“You smell fantastic,” she announced with a somewhat surprised tone. “What perfume is that?”

“Oh, I’m not wearing any perfume,” I turned my head and grinned at her. I absolutely relished the effect my new body was having on my coworker. She seemed completely entranced by me, like there was a shift in the dynamic between us. Now, I was the hot one.

“What? You must be. It’s completely intoxicating,” she said, her confused English voice music to my ears.

“It’s the pheromones practically steaming off you. She can’t get enough of them,” Ashmedai said in my head. “She wants to eat your pussy so bad.”

I hoped the horny sex demoness was right, but I wasn’t so sure yet. In any case, I was loving messing with Georgia. “Nope, it’s all me,” I replied to my befuddled colleague. “It’s certainly very odd but I agree, the urn is empty.”

“But how could that be? That lid was sealed completely shut. There’s no way anything in there could leak out.”

“I’m not sure but I did find something on demons last night that might be of use,” I walked the few steps over to the back of my desk and bent over to retrieve a book from it. I could tell Georgia was watching me from behind, and as I looked up at a small mirror hanging on the wall, I confirmed my suspicions. My sexy British colleague was biting her bottom lip as she stared at my round ass. I smiled with glee that she was checking me out, loving the horny shoe being on the other foot for once. “Here, come take a look at this,” I said as I spun around with my book.

I sat on the edge of my desk and Georgia did the same next to me. She leaned in to see the book, a little more than she needed, trying to get another whiff of my scent, or perhaps a better angle of my tits. “What’s this?” she asked as she studied the book in my hands.

“It’s a drawing of a ritual being performed where some people used their collective strength to contain a demon in an urn, much like ours.”

“You think that’s Ashmedai they’re banishing?” Georgia asked, her eyes looking into mine for a second before she awkwardly averted her gaze.

“No, I don’t think so. The text seems to refer to a more malicious demon, one seeking to do their town harm.”

“You don’t think Ashmedai is malicious?”

“I am not malicious!” the angry voice in my head shouted at me. “I don’t make anyone do anything they don’t already want to. Now pull this bitch’s panties down and eat her cunt!”

“No, I don’t think so,” I replied to my uncharacteristically awkward partner. “Hey,” I grabbed Georgia by the chin and forced her to look up at me. “You seem flustered today. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said unconvincingly, her cheeks blushing. “It’s just, well… it’s totally inappropriate for me to say but I’m having a hard time not staring at you, Emma. You’re like a totally different person and frankly, you’re absolutely drop dead gorgeous.”

“Do I turn you on?” I asked her point blank, causing her cheeks to go an even deeper shade of pink.

“Emma, I’m not a lesbian,” she said quietly.

“That’s not a no.”

“Emma… I…” she stammered.

I leaned forward and pressed my plump, pink lips against hers. She inhaled sharply and stood upright as our mouths melded together. I kissed her, long and slow, gradually feeling her giving into her desires, closing her eyes and enjoying my soft, feminine lips. I still held her chin in my hand as I licked her lips with the tip of my tongue, and she opened her mouth to let me in.

“Yes. Perfect,” Ashmedai said slowly in my head as I made out with my colleague. Our tongues entwined and danced between our mouths as we turned our bodies towards each other. I let go of her chin so that I could wrap my arms around her, pressing my tits against hers and running my hands down her back. She returned the gesture, caressing my tight body over my singlet and making her way down to my ass, grabbing two handfuls of booty and squeezing.

My pussy purred in my shorts as I felt my crush enjoying my transformed body. It felt so good to have her hands all over me, to have her lips on mine. I stroked her soft tongue with my own, the sexy archaeologist moaning into my mouth with passion.

“Emma, I’ve never done anything like this before,” she said, breaking the kiss but not releasing my ass. “This is all so strange.”

“Just let it happen, Georgia,” I said, pecking her on the lips again. “I’ll make you feel better than you ever have in your life.”

I covered her mouth with my own again, my bimbo transformation giving me the confidence to take charge of the situation and be sexy without scaring off the first time lesbian. I maneuvered her around in front of me, leaning against my desk as I enjoyed her soft mouth. My head was swimming in endorphins, my body tingling with delight at the feeling of seducing my coworker. My pussy was thrumming in my shorts, becoming slick with arousal as I relished Georgia giving in to her lesbian desires, giving in to me.

While we kissed, my deft fingers made short work of the buttons of her shirt. Georgia didn’t fight me, she wanted to take this further, to see how good I could make her feel, to see how good she could make me feel. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders as I pulled the sleeves down her arms, letting it crumple on the floor behind her. The clasp of her bra was my next target, and with one expert hand I had it undone, my other hand pulling the straps off her shoulders and freeing her pussy-wettening tits that I’d lusted for from afar so many times at our dig site.

Georgia whimpered with pleasure as I combed my fingers into her wavy red hair and pulled back. I kissed down her neck and along her collarbone, making my way to her inviting breasts. I dragged my tongue all over them, taking one of her nipples in my mouth and pursing my lips around it while my free hand tweaked her other. The move earned another moan of approval from my sexy colleague and I lavished her fantastic tits with the attention I’d only ever dreamed of giving them.

I cupped one while my mouth saw to the other, lightly scratching her supple flesh with my nails while my plump lips kissed and sucked on her. Georgia held onto my upper arms and let me have my way with her, letting another woman enjoy her lovely lumps.

“Oh, Emma, your mouth feels so good,” she murmured in her sexy English accent.

I wanted to take her pants off and devour her pussy immediately, but I knew that if she was completely nude while I remained dressed she might freak out and run away from her first ever lesbian tryst. I had to be the first to be nude. Fortunately, the horny sex demon in my head saw to it that I wasn’t wearing any underwear, so it would be an easy task.

I relinquished Georgia’s heavenly tits and untucked my singlet before pulling it over my head. Georgia brought her head back to look at me and I smiled as I saw her eyes light up at the sight of my toplessness. As if she was on autopilot, her hands immediately started fondling my tits, gently squeezing them and caressing my pliable flesh with light fingers. Her fascination with my new tits was one I could empathize with, having spent quite a bit of time admiring them myself in the mirror, but I was hungry for her snatch, and I couldn’t let her dawdle on my breasts.

I unbuttoned my khaki shorts and shimmied my hips so that I could push them down, my buxom breasts bouncing in Georgia’s hands as I did so, much to her delight. As I slipped out of my sandals and kicked my pants aside, my coworker looked down at my bare pussy, my vulva puffy and flushed with arousal, making a tiny crease down my front that led down to the hood of my clit.

“No bra or panties,” Georgia remarked as she ran her hands over my flat stomach and hips.

“What can I say? I was feeling good about myself today,” I replied with a coy smile, absolutely loving the effect my new body had on my crush.

“A good slut doesn’t wear panties,” Ashmedai said in my head. I really felt like a slut. A bodacious blonde bimbo that seduced her coworkers with her irresistible body. I loved it.

“I never knew you had this body underneath your khakis, Emma. You look positively stunning. Your pussy is so pretty and smooth.”

“You can touch it if I can touch yours,” I arched an eyebrow as I propositioned my colleague.

She giggled girlishly at the thought, shy of touching another woman’s vagina but her curiosity clearly getting the better of her. She nodded, her grin of nervousness turning into one of interest. She peered down between our tits and opened her mouth as her fingers brushed against my puffy pussy. She slid her middle finger between my legs, feeling my lips grip her digit and my wetness coat it. My eyes fluttered with joy and I moaned at the sensation of the first fingers besides my own to touch my pussy in months, and it was all thanks to Ashmedai.

I unbuttoned her pants and pulled the zipper down before curling my fingers into the waistband of her panties, teasing her with my fingertips as they brushed her furry but trimmed mound. Georgia looked up at me, her cheeks still blushing but now with arousal instead of embarrassment. She giggled again at the feeling of having my fingertips inside her underwear, as her own finger moved up and down through my slit cautiously.

I delved further into her panties, holding her pubes in my palm as my fingers explored her cunt. She was already so wet and warm, and she exhaled a staggered breath, her brow creasing as I made contact with her horny pink. We stood there, touching each other’s pussies in our office, the curious redhead clearly taken with how good it felt to have another woman down there.

“Come with me,” I said, pulling my hand out of her panties and taking the one she had between my legs. Her middle finger was slippery with cum in my hand, as was mine in hers. I led her around to my office chair and pushed on her hips, forcing her to sit down. She gasped at the sudden woman-handling but looked up at me with horniness from the chair.

I dropped to my knees and gripped the sides of Georgia’s pants. She lifted her ass off the chair to help me pull them down, my coworker and I apparently equally consumed by lust. I took off her pants and underwear in one move, removing her sandals and making her as naked as I was. Her pretty pink snatch glistened with wetness, inviting me in, her trimmed ginger pubes adorning it. I licked my full lips and leaned forward, hungry for my meal.

Georgia pushed her tits out as she let out a squeal of pleasure the moment my lips connected with her pussy. I delved into her hot, wet snatch, after weeks of imagining what she tasted like I was finally having my fantasies realized. And it was good. I pressed my mouth against the horny redhead and licked through her slit over and over, collecting her delicious sweetness and letting it sit in the back of my throat so that I could savor it.

“Doesn’t she taste fantastic?” Ashmedai asked. I moaned affirmatively in response to the sex demon, conversing with her without acting suspicious in front of Georgia.

I pushed up on Georgia’s thighs, spreading her legs wider and hooking them over the armrests of the chair. I was like a lesbian possessed as I devoured her horny pussy. She moaned loudly as my tongue penetrated her channel, working in and out of her and licking her inside walls. She pushed her head back against the chair and grabbed my head, pulling me harder into her.

Her ginger pubes tickled my nose as I gorged myself on her mouth-watering cunt. I painted my lips and chin with her cum, dragging my head around as I ate her out feverishly. I’d wanted for this to happen so badly and I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity, loving every second as I moaned into my coworkers snatch, relishing her velvety feel and tart but sweet flavor. I swirled my tongue around her clit and she opened her mouth to let out a guttural groan of ecstasy, her engorged bean rebounding back into place every time I flicked it with the tip of my tongue.

“Holy shit, Emma,” she cried out, her voice strained with pleasure. “That feels so much better than I could have imagined!”

Her words of encouragement only made me eat her out harder, my coworker apparently liking her pussy eaten rough and fast. My tongue mashed against her little pink pearl, curling and sliding over it as I licked it up and down. Georgia’s stomach tensed and tits heaved as she sucked in deep breaths of air, riding every jolt of pleasure I sent shooting through her body.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she screamed out in elation as she came. Her legs slid off the armrests of the chair and clamped shut around my ears, her feet crossing at the ankles behind my head. The hand on my head pulled me hard into her as she spasmed on the chair, her tits rippling each time she jerked with pleasure.

I wagged my tongue between her lips and collected every drop I could of her delicious, lovely honey. I never took my eyes off her while she writhed in the chair, finally seeing a sight I’d only ever dreamed about, the sexy Brit cumming in my mouth after being seduced into a lesbian hookup. My own body felt light with lust and satisfaction, a drop of my own fragrant nectar drizzling down the inside of my thigh as I enjoyed the erotic sight and sounds of Georgia’s orgasm.

As her climax subsided, her toned thighs released my head from their vice grip, and her shrieks of ecstasy died down to exhausted moans of satisfaction, mirroring my own as I continued to lick up her snatch, panting into it as I enjoyed what was left of her tasty sex. Her hand released my head and she went limp in the chair, her glazed eyes staring at me between her legs while she caught her breath.

I dragged my tongue over her clit and continued up, standing to my feet as I trailed upwards through her pubes, over her belly button, between her tits and up her neck until I found her lips. She kissed me back passionately and gratefully as she tasted herself on my tongue, the two of us moaning with delight into each other's mouths.

“That was…” she breathed as I pulled away from her face, unable to find the words.

“I know,” I replied, my face shimmering with her cum after my messy pussy eating.

“Nothing tastes sweeter than a straight girl’s soaking wet cunt,” Ashmedai said to me, a statement I was in agreement with after the meal I’d just enjoyed.

“I want to go down on you,” Georgia said, her eyes looking into mine with a newfound hungry lust.

“Oh, I think I’ll let you,” I smiled back at her, my pussy tingling when she uttered the words.

“Where do you want me?”

“Right where you are.”

With that, I stepped up onto the office chair with one foot, placing it next to Georgia on the seat as I hoisted myself up. I hooked my other leg over the backrest of the chair and brought my groin towards the eager redhead. It was a precarious position, but I felt completely confident doing it. I was stronger and more flexible than I used to be. With Ashmedai inside me, I felt invincible, like I could do anything.

Georgia didn’t waste any time returning the favor. She reached up with both hands and cupped my perfectly sculpted butt, pulling me towards her. She closed her eyes and started kissing my velvety pink lips, before dragging her tongue between them and through the crease of my puffy pussy. I sighed with relief at the feeling of having her mouth on me, and I looked down to watch her eating out another woman for the first time.

Her technique was unrefined but enthusiastic, as she explored my pink with the flat of her tongue, swishing it left and right as if to get a feel for the land. It just felt good to have her mouth on me. She started moaning softly with appreciation for my flavor, apparently enjoying herself.

“Oh my goodness,” she exclaimed. “It tastes so much better than I thought.”

“That’s right, babe. Once you get a taste for pussy there’s no going back,” I encouraged her from above. “Suck on my clit.”

“Mm,” she groaned in reply before doing what I coached her to do. She pursed her lips around my sensitive little bean and sucked it between them, rolling it around as she tugged on it and driving me wild.

I let out a burst of air as I grunted with pleasure, my brow creasing as I watched the curious redhead enjoy my hairless cunt. Her lips felt so soft, so wet, so warm. Her tongue darted out from them and curled up to brush against my clit. I whimpered as I rode her face, becoming overwhelmed with bliss.

“Do it harder,” I instructed.

Georgia responded with more vigorous tongue action, swirling it around my engorged clit and dragging it with circular motions, occasionally pushing it to its limits and causing a wave of pleasure to pulse through me when it rebounded back into place. My tits jiggled every time she touched a sensitive spot or licked my clit in just the right way, my taut stomach tensing as I shuddered. She dug her fingernails into my plump rear, willing me to grind harder against her.

I could feel my orgasm building, and I gently undulated my hips against my colleague’s face automatically. My moans became louder and higher pitched, while hers vibrated my clit as she took me in her mouth. She kissed my love button over and over, sucking it into her mouth and flicking it with the tip of her tongue. It was too much. I was going to cum.

“Ahhhhh! Fuck!” I cried out.

“Fuuuuck yes!” the voice of Ashmedai screamed in my head at the same time I did.

The naughty wet sounds of Georgia’s mouth on my cunt intensified as she vigorously licked while cum leaked out of me. My sticky sweet juices burst out of my cunt and dripped down onto my coworkers tits, the insides of my thighs sharing the same fate. I’d never cum that much in my life, but the sex demoness inhabiting my body had made it so that I had plenty of honey to give. Georgia moaned with delight into my cunt as she opened her eyes and looked up at me, lapping up as much of the translucent goo as she could.

Once I was spent, I unhooked my leg from the back of the chair and slid down into Georgia’s lap. She hugged me tightly as we made out, both of our mouths now sticky with the other’s cum. I could feel my wetness on her tits as they mashed together between us, and my cunt steamed in her lap, my remaining wetness drizzling into her neat pubic bush.

“That was so hot,” she cooed between kisses.

“I’ll say,” I replied, drunk on lust as I made out with my coworker, the ends of my blonde hair entwining with the curls of her red. “I’m still so horny. I want to eat you out again but I also want to have another orgasm.”

“Me too,” she giggled, as if ashamed to admit how much fun she was having.

“Sixty-nine her on the desk. Devour her pussy again while she tastes yours!”

“I have an idea,” I said to her as I smiled devilishly, the demon’s suggestion making my pussy purr.

I climbed off the chair and helped her out of it, before pushing off all the books and journals strewn across my desk onto the floor. I didn’t need them. I only needed her. I climbed on, lying lengthwise along the desk with my knees up and turned to my bicurious colleague expectantly.

She giggled again as she followed my lead, joining me up on the desk and swinging a leg over my head while she faced the opposite direction. Her pretty pink pussy hovered inches above my face, and I breathed in her feminine scent, desperate for more of her, desperate to make her cum again.

Her legs slotted in beneath my underarms and I pulled down on her gorgeous ass, lifting my head off the desk to taste her once more. The response in Georgia was immediate, as she moaned with delight at the feeling of my mouth on her cunt again, and she did the same between my legs, eliciting a similar reaction from me. It was so hot eating her pussy while she ate me, the office filled with the naughty sounds of wet tongues against wet cunts, mixed with our moaning as we locked in place.

Her glistening tits pressed against my stomach, and my magically enlarged breasts did the same to hers. It felt like every inch of my front was covered with her, and I loved it. Feeling her weight on top of me while I consumed her delicious sex was everything I ever wanted. I couldn’t see how it could get any better.

“Eat her ass,” the wicked voice of Ashmedai said in my head.

I looked up at the star while I sucked Georgia’s clit into my mouth. I’d never eaten ass before. It was never an act that ever occurred to me as sexy. But my coworker’s neat little knot certainly looked sexy to me then. The thought of putting my tongue there was so naughty, so taboo, so arousing.

“Do it!” the sex demon goaded me. “It’ll make her cum so hard. Eat it!”

After all that Ashmedai had done for me, I was in no position to question her commands. If she said it would make Georgia cum harder, then I believed her. I pulled down on my colleague’s rump a little more and reached up with my tongue, grazing it with the underside of my tip.

“Oh!” Georgia exclaimed as she inhaled sharply at the sudden anal attention. I licked her back door again, its saltiness complementing the sweetness of her pussy. I traced my tongue around in a circle, licking the crooked ridges of her pucker before pressing into it with the tip.

Georgia didn’t try to stop me. She only moaned more intensely into my pussy. Her lips pursed hard around my clit as I tickled her butthole with my tongue, and she pushed two fingers into my channel, my pussy squeezing them thankfully.

We writhed together as one on top of my desk, my face buried in my colleague’s ass, rimming her with enthusiasm while she fingered my pussy and nibbled on my clit. The energy between us built and built until it reached fever pitch, and we both came simultaneously.

Georgia roared with delight as she pushed her fingers as far as she could inside me. I squealed as my hips bucked against her face while hers did mine. Her butthole spasmed beneath my tongue, winking over and over again while her hips went wild, knocking the back of my head against the desk as she rode out wave after wave of her orgasm, her ass rippling each time she smashed into me.

Cum drizzled out of her and down my neck as I enjoyed being ridden by the quivering redhead archaeologist. My fingernails pressed into her rump as I tried my best to part her squeezing ass cheeks, every time I licked her asshole I wanted just one more taste. My vagina clamped shut around her fingers, while she sucked my pink into her mouth, causing me to form a pool of nectar on my desk as I let my climax tear through me.

“Fuck yes. That’s so hot,” Ashmedai moaned in my head, receiving as much pleasure as I was from the sixty-nine.

As our cries of joy lessened and our hip bucking ceased, we each breathed heavily into each other’s crotches, trying to catch our breath. Georgia occasionally spasmed on top of me, aftershocks of her climax making her gasp while she recovered. I lay my head back on my desk and admired my work, my crush’s crevice glistening with my saliva, a string of cum dangling down from her pretty pussy before it snapped and fell to my collarbone. I felt sexier and more empowered than I ever had before.

Georgia sluggishly climbed off of me and found her feet on the floor, picking up her clothes in a dazed state. She stepped through the legs of her pants as she tried to collect herself.

“That was… like nothing I’ve ever experienced, Emma,” she said, her face blank, her tone one of disbelief.

“Agreed,” I said, laying on my side on the desk and propping my head up in my hand. “This is the best day I’ve ever had at work.”

“I’ve never had sex with another woman before. I never thought I wanted to have sex with you, no offense.”

“None taken,” I smiled, my smoking hot new body undeniably better than my old one. “It was good though?”

“It was incredible…” she said, seemingly confused by how much she enjoyed herself. She clasped her bra and started buttoning up her shirt. “I loved every single second of it. But I think I need to clear my head a little. Collect my thoughts. Are you alright if I have lunch by myself?”

“Sure thing,” I said before the frazzled redhead offered me one last smile before walking out the door.

I spun my legs around and sat on the desk, breathing out a sigh of satisfaction as I smiled to myself, incredibly pleased with the series of events.

“Do you love being a blonde bimbo?” the voice in my head asked.

“It’s amazing,” I replied as I leapt off the desk, walking around the office stark naked as I made my way over to the urn on the nearby bench. I picked it up and stared at the painted face of the demoness inhabiting my body while I talked to her.

“Do you want to go back to your old self now that you’ve seduced your coworker?”

“What!? No way. I just got this new look and I’m not ready to lose it. I love my bimbo transformation.”

“All you have to do is open the lid of the urn and I’ll leave you. You can go back to how things were. Back to lonely nights with nothing but your hands and your memories of your big tits and round ass, and Georgia’s hands all over them.”

I stared down at the urn in my hands. This new identity was too good. Nothing in life felt better than the sex I’d just had with Georgia, and I wanted more of it. I smiled as I let go of the priceless urn and it fell to the floor, smashing into a million pieces and sealing my fate as an irresistibly slutty buxom blonde.

THE END
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