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About This Book

A drink of church holy water sees me react in the strangest of ways.  I’ve never strayed so far from God like this before, but suddenly my friend Christian is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

Maybe this was sent to test me, but I’m about to fail!  Read as my mind and body transform and I put Christian somewhere very unholy indeed! 
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“Oh, don’t worry.  I’m not going to.”

I smiled at him and let his cock rest on my bottom lip.  I kissed the tip of him and mouthed around it, staring up at his eyes and loving the reaction from him.  He was giddy with excitement.  I could feel it all over him.  He was so tense.

“Oh, Kate,” he hushed again, putting his hand gently on my head.

I started to work over him, using my mouth to jerk him and following it with my twisting fist.  His cock turned slick with my saliva and my hand ran over it smoothly.

I paid attention to his every noise.  Whenever he moaned, I kept my rhythm.  He seemed to delight in me tickling the head of his cock with my tongue whilst he was submerged in my mouth, and every time I fondled his balls I got the reaction I was after.

I could feel my pussy become damp and sticky with arousal as I feasted on him.  I knew how wrong it was to do what I was doing, and it was downright sinful to put him between my legs.

I started to jerk him with more purpose, hoping that he might bolt in my mouth, and I could swallow him down and finish things there.  But Christian was one of the good guys.  He knew that no favor goes unreturned.

“Wait,” he said, and he bent his ass away from me.

I followed, keeping my mouth around him like I was permanently attached.

“Wait,” he said.  “I want to give you something back.”

I popped my lips off him and looked up with a gasp.  Seeing the devil in his eye made me melt.  I knew what he wanted, and I wasn’t going to stop him.

“Where do you want me, honey?” I asked, getting to my feet and shaking out my blonde hair.

Christian came close to me and held my hips.  I looked down at his cock as it pressed against my jeans, pointing skywards with that eyelet promising his release.

“Let’s take this off,” he said, and he started to lift my t-shirt and squeeze my hips beneath.

I let him undress me.  If I’m honest I was keen to look at my breasts too.  They just felt so different.  They were pressing up against my bra like it was suddenly too small for them.

“They’re spilling over,” Christian marveled.

“Trying to free themselves,” I teased.

“I can help with that.”

I turned away from him and stared at the religious robes that hung on pegs.  “Please do.”

I felt him at the clasp of my bra.  He pinched it together and it snapped open.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  My tits practically burst free.

I turned to Christian, still laughing.  I let the bra fall forwards and Christian’s smile was replaced with awe-struck adoration.
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