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   Welcome to the Toy Chest

   Magda sat on the stool and rocked, looking out over her customers who were careful not to meet her gaze.  The stool was wobbly, and Magda was sure she was partly responsible with her fidgeting behind the counter.  She swung her foot over her knee, legs sensibly crossed, and listened to the metallic creak with each swing of her high-heeled foot.  At nearly six feet, she towered over most of her customers when she stood in her heels, and her beauty made them feel even more awkward as they approached the counter with sweaty hands filled with fetish magazines and toys for their lovers or themselves.  With a curly mane of dark hair and a long body that promised an empire of delights, green eyes that twinkled with mirth, Magda was a beauty of exceptional rarity in that she rarely used her beauty for gain.  There were other powers hidden beneath the flawless skin, and Magda was content to let those secrets forge her confidence, not a feature as malleable as beauty.  Should she concentrate and gather the necessary materials, Magda could change her own appearance to any she desired, but whatever genetic lottery ball had fallen on the day of her birth, she found no faults with it, content in her skin in an enviable manner.

   Outside The Toy Chest, as that was the name of her business, the usual protesters lined up to wave homemade signs around, decrying the filth within the lavender walls of The Toy Chest, though she could spy only one who had ever dared venture inside.

   Magda was most proud of her business, and she despised those who sneered down at her and her operation from their high towers of faith.  It hurt her more than upset her that people like these protesters from the local Baptist church would never know the joys of a wild night of sex.  She supposed one or two might, behind closed doors with timid wives or overeager husbands, but they would forever marry pleasure to shame, and that most of all was the crime Magda committed in their eyes.  She encouraged others to enjoy sexual pleasure and, by association, must also enjoy it herself.  She imagined a few of them took one look at her body, never too hidden as Magda did enjoy a flirt, and the outfits she assembled were the garment equivalent of a wink and a smile, and these judgmental witnesses to her happiness would see her as a whore, a vile temptress who sought to seduce their loved ones and corrupt their leaders.  They were foolish and, worse, deniers of their own bodies.

   “This,” a cautious voice said, turning her attention away from the windows and the small crowd outside and back to her customer, a ruddy-faced middle-aged man sliding a magazine across the counter to Magda.

   “Oh!” she said with delight, lifting the magazine up and casually opening it.  The customer shifted nervously as he looked around for anyone who might be watching.

   It was a bondage magazine, but soft stuff, the kind of thing you could see on late night cable.  Magda gave the man a wide smile as she slipped the glossy fetish magazine in a thin paper bag and rang him up on the ancient cash register.

   “There’s a spread with some very sexy girls in very sexy boots in the back.  Enjoy!”

   Magda watched her customer’s unease dissipate, and he offered up a more bold, “Thank you!” before leaving.

   * * *

   Magda was closing for the day, leaning up on the toes of her heels as she drew the shade.  Only two of the protesters remained outside, which was two more than she would have expected on a school night.  She took a step back, hands on her hips, watching the young boy and girl through the window.  They were probably freshmen at the university, and Magda supposed they would learn, in time, how foolish their denial of basic human instinct was, but that was a job for life and their professors, not the owner of the local sex toy shop.

   With a flip of the switch, the sign for The Toy Chest winked off, the plastic chest of wonders now dark until she made her way back in the morning.

   Magda toured the aisles, straightening a few magazines and returning a love doll back to the shelf where it belonged.  She hated customers who left items lying around, but she understood that some of these purchases were acts of bravery for the buyer.  When she looked over her shoulder at the window, she found the protester - the boy - peering into the dim store, hands cupped to the glass.  Magda considered giving him a fright, but thought again.  Perhaps it wasn’t her place to educate the boy about every little thing, but maybe she could crack that closed door in his mind that sealed his natural passions away.

   She approached the door from the opposite side of his position, flipping the deadbolt and the opening the door, a cool night breeze carrying the protester’s surprised gasp into The Toy Chest with it.

   “We’re closed,” Magda grinned.

   The boy took three steps back from the glass, looking wildly around the small parking lot.

   “Don’t get yourself worked up,” Magda said with a wave of the hand.  “If you want to see what’s inside, what you’ve been waving that sign about, come on in.”

   Magda widened the door, stepping back to allow the boy entrance.  He paused, cocking his head, and Magda nearly laughed at the image of him as the RCA Victrola dog.  He was a handsome young man, with a narrow face and tight curls of blond hair on his head.  He wore a blue and yellow high school varsity jacket with the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, jeans and plain white sneakers.  He looked every bit the All-American and the innocence that radiated from him drew another genuine smile from Magda.  She half-considered seducing him, taking his (almost-surely) virginity in a night of debauched passion.

   “Nothing in here is going to bite.  If you want to shut me down, don’t you think you owe me the courtesy of at least seeing what it is you’re protesting against?”

   “It’s filth,” he said quickly, nodding to the interior of the store.  “Everything in there.  I don’t want any part of it.”

   “That’s what really grinds my gears about you people,” Magda began with a sigh.  “You wave your signs and talk about what a horrible person I am and what a cancer my business is, but I bet you couldn’t tell me one thing on the shelves of my store.  Not on magazine title, not one toy.”

   “I don’t want to know,” the boy said, but she could tell his curiosity was piqued.  He was, after all, a boy just out of his teens.  His hormones must have been sounding a gong between his legs.

   “Please.  Come in for one minute, look at one thing, and then you can report back to your group about your journey into the belly of the beast and the harlot who works there.”

   Magda shifted, cocking her hip toward the boy, showing off the curve of her ass shaped by tight leather pants.  Her blouse was breezy and white, not the best top for temptation, but she knew the black bra beneath might catch his eye.

   She wasn’t sure why she was so desperate to get the boy in The Toy Chest, and her own confusion regarding her motivation worried her.  Did she really plan on sleeping with this boy?  Or was there something else?  Around her, the air almost felt electric, and her nose twitched with the acrid smell of ozone in the air.  It was as if a great energy was building inside her, around her, and she wasn’t certain what target it would choose or what form it would take.  She had never felt anything quite like it.

   “One minute,” the boy repeated and, before Magda could repeat her invitation, he entered.

   Magda was taller than the boy by a good four inches, even without the heels, she realized as he passed.  She stepped away and allowed the door to swing shut on the hydraulic arm, sealing them in the main room of the shop.

   “What’s your name, anyway?” she asked, following behind him slowly, watching where his eyes went.

   “Riley,” he said, looking back to catch Magda’s intense inspection of him.

   He wandered down the aisles formed by the two-sided shelves that stood in three neat rows.  The shelf facing the door held an impressive array of lingerie, most missing swaths of material to display one body part or another.  The other side and the shelf facing it, comprising the center row, were lined with magazines on one side and DVDs on the other.  They were casually arranged by interest or fetish, as well as the gender of the performers.   It wasn’t the most precise organization, but she had received few complaints from her customers.

   The other side of the last shelf and the wall opposite were filled with toys and marital aides and dildoes and tubes of lubrication of all flavors.  Magda didn’t have one of everything, but she had at least one of the most important things.  She smiled as she watched Riley looking to his right to be met by images of a Japanese girl in rope bondage, to the left to see a girl on all fours, staring out from the DVD cover as a shiny-wet cock hovered in perpetuity an inch from her half-open mouth.  Magda always liked that cover, and not just because she thought that particular cock was worth taking for a ride.  No, it was the sense of something about to happen, pleasure in the instant before it occurs.  It had drawn Riley’s notice, too, she saw.  He reached for the box without thinking, flipping the box in his hand to see the back cover, which boasted a picture of the girl on the cover moaning with her back arched as she rode a hairy man in a satin-covered bed.  The other showed her in the midst of a tongue-infused kiss with a heavily made-up brunette girl, one hand on her exposed breast as their tongues pressed against one another.

   Riley’s mouth was agape as he returned the box to the shelf, and Magda could swear his pants were growing tighter.  It wasn’t surprising, but the sense of energy crackling around her made her nervous, too.  She had a sense something was about to happen, just like on the cover of the DVD case, only this was going to be something powerful and unavoidable.

   “Like what you see?” she teased, shaking off the worry that threatened to send her and the boy out of the shop.

   “It’s so wanton,” he mumbled, moving further down the aisle, eyes saucer-wide.  “I mean, these girls… where do they all come from?”

   “There are some sad stories, sure,” Magda confessed, “but a lot of the bigger performers… Well, they just enjoy sex and getting paid to do it.  Not such a crime.”

   Riley paused again, looking at the cover of a Just Eighteen magazine where a fresh-faced and buxom blond looked up at the camera with her cherry-red fingernail on her lip, looking for all the world like someone who’d just been caught in the midst of an extremely satisfying fantasy.  Riley studied her round cheeks and the glittery makeup applied to her eyes and the skin between her round, halter-top restrained breasts.  She had a smile filled with promise, punctuated by a mole on the left side of her face above her pouty lips.

   “She’s beautiful,” he whispered, then turned immediately to Magda with his skin flushed with shame.

   “She is. A lot of beautiful people on this aisle. I understand if you don’t want to look at them, Riley, but to keep others from enjoying a naughty fantasy or two…”

   Riley looked back at the magazine. “May I buy this?” he asked quietly, reaching for the issue but resisting the urge to take it.

   “No,” Magda said with a smile. “It’s yours. Go. Enjoy. See if you don’t have some fun.”

   Riley took the magazine in hand, eyes locked on the blue eyes staring up at him. When his fingers touched it, Magda would have sworn she heard a thunderclap, but later realized it was simply the release of the energy that had been building around her in the store since she’d spied Riley outside. Riley staggered back, his back striking the shelf of DVDs and knocking a few into the floor with a plastic rattle. His eyes were wide and his free hand flew to his chest where he held it, breathing deep.

   “What the hell was that?”

   “I don’t know,” Magda confessed. “Whatever it was, it’s gone now.”

   Riley bent and picked up the movie cases from the floor, gathering them in his hands, nearly losing them again as he juggled his grip on the magazine.

   “Here,” Magda said, taking the boxes from his hands. “I’ve got it. I appreciate you taking the time to meet with the enemy.”

   Riley gave her a smile, a little lopsided on the left side, but charming. Magda reciprocated and showed him out, wondering if he’d make it home before his pants were shoved down and he was stroking his member to the image of the girl in the magazine. She laid even odds it would be the car or his bathroom within five minutes of returning home.

   After she locked the door behind her and returned the movie cases to their proper locations, she resolved to visit Mother Lottie before work the next day. She needed to know what really had gone on here tonight. Her own powers were weak, at best, preferring to mix a potion or cast a well-planned spell than exert her powers so directly, not that she was capable of the kind of energy she felt here tonight.

   * * *

   Magda was wrong on both counts when it came to the timing of his anticipated orgasm. He had tucked the magazine beneath the seat of his old Dodge Charger and raced home, fully intending to do just what Magda suspected. He could almost feel the weight of the cover girl’s eyes on him, staring up through the seat, eying the manhood between his legs, her tongue darting out to meet the so-bright red nail.

   ‘You’re a cutie,’ the girl whispered to him. ‘I can’t wait ‘til you’re inside me. I’m gonna cum sooo hard.’ Then, an airy giggle that promised a more womanly experience ahead.

   His cock ached, to be perfectly blunt about it. He hated the word, but when it was this hard, when it was pushing against the denim of his jeans and even that pressure was only urging him onward, it was the only word for the meat that pulsed in his pants. It was a rock-hard, hungry, over-sensitive, ready-for-action cock, and as soon as he had a moment alone at home, he was going to open up the magazine and find the lewdest picture of the girl on the cover and Riley would stroke that cock until it gave up its seed and filled him with that wonderful, sedate relaxation that followed a particularly good session in the upstairs bathroom.

   He slipped the magazine in the back of his jeans when he arrived home, careful to cover it with his jacket. He considered rolling it up to further hide it, but he wanted the pages pristine when he was finally alone with the beautiful girl on the pages.

   He made some small talk with his parents, who fully expected their son to be out the door before he graduated college, but, if they were honest with themselves, preferred to have him at home his first year, just to keep him away from the rowdier elements on campus. He filled them in on the church group’s protest, naturally leaving out his own entry into The Toy Chest and the strange sense of being buffeted by an electrically-charged wind. There was no way to tell one part of the story without the other, and Riley resolved to himself that the tale of The Toy Chest’s mysterious goings-on would forever be his own secret. Unless he discussed it with the proprietor of the store, the sexy dark-haired woman in the tight pants. She was something, could have been on the cover of any of those magazines he thought and felt his cock agree with a pulse of need.

   He made some excuse about a shower and half-ran up the stairs where his younger sister, Deb, was already asleep, locked behind her rainbow-decorated door. She was four years younger, and had finally reached the stage where her life was a maelstrom of familiar decorations and stuffed animals on her bed married with the first stirrings of open rebellion with her parents. She was going to be a handful, he knew, Riley just hoped he was out the door before Hurricane Deb struck in full force.

   Finally alone, he kicked his sneakers off and shoved the jeans down with the belt still buckled. He stepped out of them, shrugging off his jacket and holding the undamaged magazine in one hand. He resisted a peek at it again, teasing himself in the final moments before he consummated his need for the girl on the cover. He stared, instead, at the back cover, which displayed an ad for amateur videos.

   He rushed into his bathroom and shut the door, turning the water until he could see the first wafts of steam billow from the stall, then turned his attention back to tonight’s prize.

   “That bitch,” he half-laughed, incredulous. “That teasing bitch!”

   He dropped the magazine on the steam-damp counter where it settled with plop! He wasn’t sure when she had switched the magazines, but the hot woman who worked the smut store must have some serious sleight-of-hand skills to pull it off. He looked at the cover, the background and titles all the same, nothing amiss there at all. The girl, though… She was just gone. A black space occupied the space where the girl had stood looking up at the camera. It was a perfect silhouette, a void where the luscious model had been before.

   Riley flipped through the pages and found that the pictorial featuring the cover model was defaced in the same way… dark outlines where she would have appeared. The frustration he felt was compounded by the throb of his erection. Riley knew that he would need to address the need he felt before plumbing the mystery of the magazine much more, so he found a pictorial featuring a thin, pale redhead with pert breasts that did the trick. In seconds, he was spilling his seed into the bathroom sink on his tiptoes, muscles locked as his cock pulsed and spat the last droplets from his shaft.

   After he’d cleaned up the sink, he stepped into the hot shower and managed a thorough wash before the water began to cool. As the cooler water woke him from his reverie, Riley realized his hands had been massaging in small circles around his penny-sized nipples, and that his erection had returned. He rinsed himself and stepped out of the shower, feeling a strange otherness that left him dizzy and nauseous.

   By the time he found his bed, his head was swimming and he descended quickly into a dreamless sleep.


   Natural Reactions

“I know something happened,” Magda was saying, gesticulating as she paced the worn carpet in Mother Lottie’s parlor, “I just don’t know what happened.”

   Mother Lottie, as dark-skinned as midnight save for her bright white hair pulled back in a bun, smiled and rocked in the chair that was almost as old as she. Her dentures were the same blinding white as her hair and she flashed the fake choppers at Magda, whose face was creased from exhaustion.

   After the events in the shop, she’d had trouble sleeping. Part of it was anxiety, but there was another tug at her consciousness, an arousal that struck just as she had slipped beneath her sheets and rolled over for sleep. She felt her belly stir with desire and, despite her best efforts to ignore it in lieu of rest, she found her fingers spreading her lips wide and plunging into the velvety canal between her legs. After she’d climaxed three times, she was finally able to get to sleep, with only a few hours to spare before the alarm clock sounded on the night stand.

   “A virgin, you say?” Mother Lottie asked, her wrinkled brow knitting together as she considered.

   “I’m not sure, but if I had to bet…”

   “Mm-hmmm. And did you feel different after?”

   “No, nothing specific.”

   Mother Lottie stopped her rocking and peered over the thick lenses of her glasses, which distorted her features when you looked through them from the other side.

   “Not even a little bit of the old rub and tickle?”

   Mother Lottie kicked back and cackled in her chair, clapping bird-thin hands together.

   Magda’s cheeks burned, but she knew better than to try to deceive Mother Lottie. “Late last night, yes. I was randy as a jackrabbit. I didn’t think much of it.”

   “Did you finish yourself?”

   “A couple of times,” Magda said, her pacing suspended as she ran through all the reasons she didn’t like talking to Mother Lottie about her schedule of orgasms.

   “That’s gonna do some number,” the old woman said and cackled again, culminating in a round of violent coughing.

   “You alright?” Magda asked, leaning down and placing a hand on the blanket covering Mother Lottie’s spindly legs.

   “I’m fine, honey. What you got to worry about is that boy. That was some powerful magic you used last night. Who knows how it’s going to affect the poor child?”

   “What do you mean? I’m not powerful at all. I know a few tricks, but nothing like you or Sadie.”

   “Just because you don’t think you’re powerful doesn’t mean you aren’t. What I do and my sweet little Sadie does is a whole other animal from you, child. You’ve got the love magic in you.” She kicked back again and chuckled, lower this time.

   “Love magic?”

   “Love magic, sex magic, whatever you want to call it. Makes no difference in the end. You’re hitting your peak, girl. What are you now, thirty?”

   “Thirty-one.”

   “Coming into your own. And you’re gonna have to learn to control it. Working in that shop of yours, ain’t the best place for a lovin’ witch like yourself to be. You get your nethers all alight, who knows what could happen?”

   “What about the boy?”

   Mother Lottie shrugged. “Your kind of magic, it’s all about desire and fantasies. What you managed to do with what was going on in the boy’s lustful heart…” Mother Lottie whistled. “I can’t tell you what you did, but the way you describe it, you did it with some real power!”

   * * *

   Riley stretched, blinking against the sunlight falling on his bed in thin slats from the venetian blinds. From the first extension of his body, something felt different. Not bad, he thought, just different. It was as if his whole center of gravity were shifted, making him feel a little longer than his five-and-a-half feet. He kicked the covers down and stared down at his body, still dressed in a plain white tee and orange athletic shorts from the night before. His legs were slimmer, he thought, shapely in a way he did not associate with himself. And yet, rubbing them together, noting their smoothness only as a point of pleasure, he felt a rightness in the litheness of his body. He was an athlete after all, and this hum of energy that coursed through him must certainly be part of that.

   He slid out of bed and into the bathroom, meeting the gaze of the face in the mirror. His cheeks seemed fuller, chubbier, and he would need a haircut soon. The blond curls were shaggy and, he would have sworn it, longer and fuller. He slid off his tee and let the shorts slip down his hairless legs until he was nude. Looking back at his bare, smooth chest, Riley found himself against circling his nipples with his hands, a soft itch having settled there made better by the slight pressure he applied. Though he felt wonderful, better than he had on waking in some time, there was nagging worry that accompanied his inspection of himself. Something about the smoothness of his body, and its roundness. It looked as if he had aged backward somehow, he thought, softening his shape as it had been in his pre-teen years.

   Under the hot water of the shower, the randiness of the night before rushed back, and Riley found himself stroking his insistent erection with a soapy hand, the silky slide of his hand along the length drawing a sigh and a bite of the lip. He pressed a palm to the shower wall as the well of pleasure grew higher, ready to overspill its boundaries.

   He tossed back his head and cried out, a mewling sound that made the hair on his arms stand up even in the heat of the shower. It was a lusty, wanton noise that had issued from him. When he examined himself after the climax overflowed its banks and left him feeling drifty and pleased, he realized he had produced no cum, and his erection was already withering away. The orgasm had been a whole-body, center-focused experience unlike any orgasm of his young life. The sensual aftershocks it left behind, though, made him consider the possibility that it may be a better orgasm than any he had known before.

   The shower had stolen much of his morning from him, and Riley realized he was going to miss his first class if he didn’t hurry. Alexis was in that class, an art appreciation elective that only served as an excuse to get close to the girl who’d been with him last night outside The Toy Chest. She was prudish, conservative, but she was also stunning, and possessed of a kindness that heightened her beauty. Riley wouldn’t go so far as to call his feelings for Alexis love, but given time and care, the emotion could certainly grow into it.

   He was halfway down the stairs before he realized that his pants were practically falling around his ankles with each step. He tightened the belt around his waist, considering the unusual weight loss. It appeared to be confined to his waist as the jeans fit his ass and legs just fine. In fact, the brush of denim on his smooth legs was exciting in the ephemeral way that every part of him seemed vaguely arousing. As he turned the Charger’s engine over, he imagined Alexis before him in his bedroom, pushing the strap of a lacy bra off her shoulder to expose the bare skin. Pulling out of the driveway, his thoughts followed along those lines until his mouth was pressed to hers, their hands exploring one another. By the time he pulled into the university parking lot, he was as horny as he could recall being, unconscious of the fact that his penis remained flaccid and unmoved.

   * * *

   Alexis, disappointingly, was not in class. He stared at the empty chair in the auditorium she normally occupied before turning his attention back to the professor, droning on about the French Impressionists. He crossed his legs and swung his foot in a steady rhythm, and it wasn’t until he was scanning the room in an attempt to avoid falling asleep to the professor’s monotone that he realized that he’d crossed them in a very feminine way, legs tight together, the back of one knee atop the other knee. It was an unusual position, but felt natural and comfortable, so he resisted the urge to shift in his seat.

   Riley’s wandering gaze found an upperclassman near the front of the auditorium, head in his hand as he sat slumped in his chair. The boy was dressed in a plain white cotton tee that showed off well-muscled biceps, a tribal tattoo circling his upper arm. Riley couldn’t say what drew his attention to the boy - he was just a typical frat guy, after all - but he was transfixed by the almost-sleeping figure in the chair. It was the muscles, he realized, the strength suggested by the build of the boy. As he considered this, he felt another rush of arousal, and he couldn’t stave off the image of the frat boy’s strong arms holding him, firm hands on his shoulders, and thin lips approaching his…

   His fingernails dug into the heel of his palm to derail his thinking, and he shook his head as if to physically cast away the fantasy Riley had been entertaining. What was going on, today? he wondered, and, even if he did enjoy a peek at some pornography, that didn’t make him gay! Just the opposite, in fact. He loved seeing a beautiful woman, fulled, glossy red lips waiting, a hint of a smile on them, parting as a cock approached them.

   Riley felt his own mouth part at the thought of it and he stood abruptly, his hand rocketing from his side to press against his temple, behind which a fierce headache was building. He could sense the class turning to him, but Riley ignored the murmur of gossip and the questions by the professor, hurrying up the stairs of the auditorium and out the door.

   * * *

   It was that bitch, he knew, the one from the sex shop. She’d done something to him, made him think such horrible things, made him fantasize about boys, for god’s sake! Whatever she had done, whatever drug she had slipped him, or hypnosis she had used, he’d get her to take it back. Easy as pie.

   The Charger screeched to a halt before the store, and he could see Magda behind the counter. She was staring down at a ledger, making notes with a pair of black-rimmed glasses perched on the tip of her nose. She looked cute in her tight white cardigan and even tighter jeans, but Riley thought she was nothing special at the end of the day. Put them side by side when Riley was dressed to the nines and…

   “Stop it,” he said aloud, gripping his head again. “Just stop thinking about it!”

   He rushed into the store, startling the only other customer inside, an older gentleman who was weighing the pros and cons of two videos, both of which looked to be focused on dungeon games. When the older man saw Riley, he did a double take, squinting at the boy as he marched to the counter.

   Magda saw, too, sliding her glasses off as Riley stormed in. She couldn’t contain the gasp as she saw him, and she knew that Mother Lottie was right. Whatever magic had passed between them last night, it was certainly doing a number on him.

   He was slimmer in the waist already, and his hair was starting to get long enough to shape, if he chose. His shirt was developing some intriguing mounds, not feminine breasts by any means, but swollen and apparent after a half-glance. The greatest changes were in the boy’s face, which had widened some, and looked smooth and inviting. His lips had narrowed, but had grown more full and bee-stung in their shape, giving Riley not only a feminine quality, but a very attractive look, too.

   “Riley,” she managed. “I was hoping you’d come back. We have to talk.”

   “Damn right we do!” he said, and Magda was left to wonder if Riley heard the questioning lilt at the end of his statement, the higher pitch that made him sound girly and just this side of ditzy.

   “Come with me,” Magda said, leading Riley to the rear of the store where a small office and a pile of shipping boxes were stored on a gray concrete floor. Tube fluorescents buzzed over head, and the cinderblock walls made The Toy Chest’s back room feel like a factory break room more than the rear of a sex store.

   “What did you do to me, you bitch?”

   “Riley, I understand you’re upset, but-”

   “You don’t understand shit about me!” he interrupted. “Whatever you did to me, you’re going to un-do it. Give me the antidote or whatever you have to do, but you fix me right now!”

   Magda winced at the anger behind Riley’s words, but held her ground. “It’s not that easy. I don’t know exactly what’s happening to you. I only realized today that it was my doing, and I’m sorry you got caught up in it. I’ll try to help, I promise you that. Oh, and your friend Alexis dropped by and I think-”

   “Don’t you talk about her!”

   Riley rushed at Magda, pinning the tall, raven-haired beauty against the wall. Magda could have easily side-stepped him, or even pushed him away, but the suddenness of his attack caught her off guard and she found herself staring down at the rage-fueled eyes of this rather androgynous-looking boy. The absurdity of it threatened to spill into laughter, but she reigned it in with only a slight smirk escaping.

   “Something funny to you?” Riley said, and tried to punctuate his question with a rough shove, but he was simply too weak to budge Magda much past a slight shake.

   He took a step back, now, staring at his hands, fingers more thin, more delicate, than they had been since he was a child. Magda did laugh, now, and she felt the crackle of energy around her once more, as powerful as the night before. She could reason out the danger of it, and she knew she should get the boy far away from her, but she felt another impulse, one not unlike she’d felt when the girl had come in earlier - Alexis. She’d tried to warn Riley, tried to explain to him, but he refused to listen or accept her help and now she could feel the power around her as an extension of her will, a will she was rapidly losing control over.

   “Riley, you should go,” she said, her fists in tight balls at her side, and she could smell the power in the air around them.

   “Not until you make this right, you slut!” Riley screamed.

   Magda’s lips curled into a snarl as Riley continued his protestations, spittle flying from his mouth as he shouted, but Magda heard none of the words. She was overwhelmed by a dark whisper, an urge to give him just what he wants.

   Another WHOOSH! of air and Riley staggered backward, clutching his stomach, a mad dance to retain his footing as the power that had cocooned the pair filled Riley alone. He shivered, gaping, eyes upturned to Magda who only watched, her hands at her mouth, staring at Riley with something like regretful fear.

   “Riley,” she said, coming closer, “Riley, can you hear me?”

   A glance out the door said that the customer from before had departed, which was just fine with Magda. She had to try to puzzle out not only what she had done to Riley last night, but what new curse she had bestowed upon him.

   Riley fell to the ground, his reserve of strength finally restored, hands holding either side of his head, eyes shut tight.

   “My brain,” he whimpered, “It hurts.”

   And, just like that, he blinked and looked at Magda, hands settling back in his lap as he sat on the floor. The anger and pain that had defined Riley in the past few moments was replaced by a gentle confusion, all antipathy absent from his expression.

   “Riley?” Magda asked, extending a hand to the boy. “Are you okay?”

   “Fine,” he said, accepting the hand and standing. He brushed his jeans off, front and back, and looked back to Riley with a distant smile. “I should go home,” he said.

   He turned on his heel and crossed through the main store to the door and was gone with the roar of an engine.

   “What the hell?” Magda wondered aloud, staring at the rear end of the Charger as it drove away.

   * * *

   Mother Lottie issued another raspy chuckle as she poured a cup of tea for Magda, the porcelain cup rattling on the saucer as she moved to the Formica kitchen table where her young friend sat.

   “I think I may have done something terrible,” she finished as she recounted the events of the day.

   “You have been sitting on that power of yours for a while, and now that it’s awake…” Mother Lottie shrugged as she sat across from the beautiful young witch. “I guess your powers are ready to play.”

   “I couldn’t help it. Once he started screaming at me-”

   “You defended yourself.”

   “Not just that,” Magda said with a shake of her head. “I wanted to make him pay, you know? I’ve never felt so angry So… so… wronged.”

   “A fine line between love and hate,” Mother Lottie said and patted the woman’s hand. “The first time last night, that was play. The boy showed desire and your powers responded to it. You gave him the object of his desire. Bad luck for him that he was the only target, so you recreated him in the image of his lust. Today, on the other hand, was a good, old-fashioned curse. Even I’m not good at lifting another witch’s curse, and I’ve been at it for more years than I can count.”

   “But I don’t know exactly what I cursed him to,” Magda added, a pleading look on her face.

   “I imagine you’ll know soon enough, dear. Now tell me about the girl. What was her name?”

   “Alexis,” Magda replied, taking a breath. “And I think that may have been on purpose.”

   * * *

   Riley couldn’t quite remember the details of his conversation with Magda, only that it had ended well for both of them. He stared at the road ahead, nearly home now, feeling strangely small in the Charger. While it had always been a great car, sporty and fun, it somehow didn’t seem quite… him. Actually, everything felt a little off, but his newfound peace assured him it would all be fine. He just needed rest, that’s all. In no time, he’d be feeling his old self again, maybe finally ask Alexis out on a date.

   He winced as a bolt of lightning tore through his mind, and was gone. Wait, what had he been thinking about Alexis? She was cute and all, in a dark and sad kind of way, but she wasn’t in Riley’s league, not by a long shot. Playing with her might be fun, but a steady thing? Not hardly. She didn’t have quite what Riley was looking for, and that thought elicited a light giggle.

   Once home, Riley wasted no time in mounting the stairs, ignoring a greeting from his mother and a strange stare from his sister, Deb, as they passed on the stairs. Deb was starting to fill out, but Riley would leave it to the parents to tell her what she should and shouldn’t wear. If Riley had to talk to their mom about training bras, so did Deb.

   He paused at the top of the stairs and frowned. Training bras? He’d never worn a bra, much less one geared for preteen girls. Yet, he could remember that day, both of them sitting on the edge of his bed and his mother stammering her way through a conversation about the ‘changes’ Riley’s body would go through. It was a tangible thing, as sure as his memory of his father talking to him about the dangers of getting a girl pregnant if he wasn’t careful.

   It was as if the two memories had been superimposed over one another, alternate versions of the same moment in his life, and he could not tell which was the genuine memory anymore. They were both blurry and faded into and out of one another until his head was aching again. He had to get to bed, to sleep. Somehow, he knew one good night’s sleep would sort it all out for him.

   Rushing into his room and locking the door behind him, Riley shed his clothes in a disorderly pile on the white shag carpet, easing himself beneath the covers and curling up in fetal warmth.

   The smoothness and lightness of his body again aroused him, and he found himself twisting and stretching beneath the comforter, enjoying the caress of the cool sheets on his flesh. His hand eased between his legs and ran over his flaccid penis, which offered little pleasure at its manipulation. Instead, his fingers rubbed either side of it, and a sensual itch tickled beneath the skin, something that promised heat and damp pleasure. He writhed in the pleasure of his body and, when he reached up with one hand to pinch his quarter-sized nipple, he exploded with bliss.

   His cock, once more, had been left out of the party, but his new sensations were far more important to him… far more real. The tide of his arousal withdrew and he closed his eyes, a satisfied smile on his face.


   Consequences

“Hurry up, I need the shower!” Riley’s sister called from outside the door. Why she insisted on using the bathroom off Riley’s bedroom was no great mystery. Riley’s bathroom was where all the best stuff was.

   “In a minute!”

   Riley shook her long blond hair out, the long curls landing on the shoulders of a tight red scoop-neck top. Her lips were a bright red from the expert application of some very fine lipstick, and her cheeks and eyelids had been given enough accent to be seductive. A dark mole just above her lip on the left side gave her features that one imperfection to make it perfect.

   She had chosen a simple denim skirt for the day, pairing the outfit with a pair of sandals that lifted her heel by four inches. She may be short, but good things and all that…

   When she opened the door, Deb gave her a sigh of disapproval.

   “Ugh,” Deb said with a roll of her eyes. “You look like such a slut.”

   “Jealous?” Riley grinned.

   “No, because when Mom and Dad find out what you’ve been doing on the internet I’ll get your room and all your stuff and you’ll be out on the streets.”

   Deb was a self-satisfied little shit when she wanted to be, and their relationship as sisters had always been strained, especially after Deb caught her doing webcam peep shows for a little extra money. Deb, with her chestnut pigtails and braces, could judge all she wanted, because Riley was past it. After a few checks came in for her online exploits, (and who did they hurt, anyway?), she’d gotten the message she wanted.

   Krystal Films had seen her. They wanted her. And Riley knew that she was perfect for the work. Not only did she have a body that tented pants wherever she want (and made a few panties moist, too, don’t forget), she also had an intense desire to be seen on film the way she most liked to live - naked as the day she was born and fucking.

   The money they’d offered for the first movie wasn’t a ton, but she was sure that with just a few movies under her belt, she’d have a following. And the thought of that made her want to rub her button all over again.

   “See ya,” she called over her shoulder as she pushed past Deb in the doorway. With her first film shooting in just two days, it wouldn’t be long before she could leave Deb and her Mom and Dad in their little suburban castle all by themselves. Family was important for some, but Riley was built for one thing and it wasn’t Thanksgiving dinners.

   As she drove to class, another thing she wouldn’t miss once she started amassing her porn-fueled empire, she felt the roar of the Charger’s motor vibrate her seat. God, if that didn’t make her wet. She supposed a more practical car would suit her better, but something about that engine…

   She frowned a moment as she unwrapped a lollipop from the glovebox, an odd ripple of awareness sending a shudder through her. For an instant, everything seemed wrong, and Riley was unabashedly afraid. This body, the blue eyes staring back from the rearview mirror, the dampening folds between her legs - it all felt incredibly wrong.

   Riley had to pull over and grip the wheel, breathing hard. She saw a whole life behind her, a weird doubling that sent flashes of this other person before her eyes. Masculine and self-confident, almost prudish about sex, a regular boy with regular dreams of finishing college and marrying his sweetheart. Suddenly, she saw this boy in her bed, only hairless from the neck down and twisting atop the sheets. She saw his uninspiring penis shudder and shrink while his chest grew, round, caramel-tipped breasts jiggling in creamy-skinned perfection. When his hands lifted to touch them, explore them, the tiny cock disappeared altogether, leaving behind a cleft that shifted and grew more defined until it was the ever-ready pussy Riley could remember from her girlhood until now. The boy’s blonde hair grew, spreading on the bed around his head until it looked like her own, undulating waves of golden locks. The face rounded more, the lips grew more full and, finally, a dark mole raised above his lip. Suddenly, the boy opened his eyes, licking his lips.

   Riley shivered, and the realization swept over her. She had been a boy! She had no idea how long she’d been in this female body, but she understood that these memories of her past life were the truth, that she had been changed somehow. She reached back into the boy’s memory and found a name, a friend: Alexis.

   On campus, she tried to avoid the stares of the boys, and even a few of the girls, who longed for this picture of sexual delight as Riley strode across the grounds. She remembered class with Alexis, her long, blossomy dresses that hid a runner’s body, her crooked smile, the way she looked at boy-Riley when they were alone. She would have been his girlfriend in time, Riley was sure of it, and boy-Riley had wanted that. At the very least, Alexis could help, maybe even restore Riley somehow.

   It was hard to resist the tug of desire created by this body, though. Even the shift of his heavy breasts as he walked on the high sandals made him long to touch them. The brush of air on his skin, the void between his legs and the way his ass tilted with each step… he had to find help soon. The memories of girl-Riley were solidifying, making it harder to remember his other life. With each thought of touch, a memory arose of dalliances with some strange boy at a fraternity party and his forceful manner of bending Riley over a pool table and…

   “Stop it,” he hissed to himself, lowering his head and concentrating on the boy-Riley memories. “Alexis,” he repeated to himself, “Just get to Alexis. She’ll know what to do.”

   Riley shuddered as the memory of a first awkward blowjob erupted from this new well of memories, and he found himself involuntarily licking his lips at the memory of the warm flesh passing over his lips and filling his mouth, and the sheen of his gloss on the cock when he finished.

   Throwing open the auditorium door, he scanned the crowd for Alexis, hoping that she was back in class after her previous disappearance. He stopped short when he saw her, her head turned away from him.

   Where Alexis had once sported auburn hair, usually worn down without accessories or much attention to style, her hair was now jet black, with a purple streak on the right side. It was shorter, too, a long bob, giving him a glimpse at the white cheek beneath. Her conservative clothes had been replaced by black jeans ending in savage-heeled ankle boots and a black cut-off top that was covered by a layer of sheer black fishnet. Her formerly-bare fingers were littered with silver jewelry and Riley could see a number of piercings on her eyebrows and lips, as well as a hoop through her septum.

   Despite her appearance, she was still his last, best hope of reasserting the boy-Riley and the life he’d led before. He twisted as he moved down the row toward her, giving those he passed a healthy peek at his bare thighs beneath the mini. Girl-Riley thrilled, loving the attention. It was so nice to be looked at and lusted after.

   Alexis saw him coming and rolled her eyes, whispering to a girl beside her, dressed similarly to Alexis’ new style.

   “What do you want, Riley?” she said with a roll of her eyes, directed at the friend beside her.

   “You remember me? Oh, thank god!”

   “Of course I remember you. You’re the biggest skank on campus. You’re practically famous, if you go by the men’s room walls.”

   Riley flushed with anger. “Jealous, you pasty bitch?”

   His hand flew to his mouth and his eyes widened in round Os.

   “I’m so sorry, Alexis. I mean do you remember me before? Not me like this?”

   “What has gotten into you? You’re the same as you ever were. At least since high school.” Her expression shifted to something nearing real concern. “Are you okay, Riley? You on something?”

   “Hey babe!” a voice called from behind Riley before he could explain further. He turned to find the boy he’d fantasized about from the front of the class.

   ‘Grant,’ girl-Riley told him, ‘His name is Grant and he has a yummy cock just waiting for you. Go ahead, give it a squeeze.’

   “These girls bothering you?” Grant asked, tossing a glance at the goth girls in their seats.

   “You need to get a hold of your whore,” Alexis said with a black-lipped grin. “She’s freaking out.”

   “I’d hit you if you were a guy, you know that?” Grant said with a snarl.

   “Ditto,” Alexis replied.

   “Alexis,” Riley began, but he was being pulled away by Grant’s hand - a strong hand to lead him where he needed to go, or maybe just somewhere for some fun.

   Riley shook his head to banish the thought, but it was insistent, especially when Grant was still holding his forearm, pulling him up the stairs and out of class, into the hallway outside.

   “Class,” Riley said, his protest silenced when Grant leaned to kiss him, and the shock of the sensation sent his thoughts reeling. In place of rational thought, his body took over, wrapping arms around the beefy student, his hips pressing against Grant’s.

   “Let’s go somewhere more private,” he said, breaking the kiss. He tugged Riley toward the nearby supply closet and let out a whispering “Yesss…” as the knob turned under his hand. With a quick glance around for witnesses, he pulled Riley in after him.

   “Grant, please,” Riley began, but he could feel the stiffness of his nipples and the sudden heat between his legs as this new body responded to the promise of pleasure.

   “Anything you want, baby,” Grant responded, leaning in for another kiss, accompanied this time by a rough hand on Riley’s breast.

   As Grant’s hand cupped then squeezed, Riley moaned. She recalled their first time, the way he had twisted her nipples until she was practically begging for him to enter her. Oh, yes, Grant was a tit man and Riley loved the attention he gave her ‘girls.’

   ‘No!’ boy-Riley called, distantly, swimming up from oblivion to try to assert himself. ‘You’re not like this! You’re a man!’

   Grant released Riley’s breast and suddenly she felt his fingers hook on the hem of her short skirt, yanking it up to expose the dampening panties beneath. He expertly pulled the front panel aside and his fingers danced along the dewy slit.

   Riley’s hands moved just as unconsciously as his hips, freeing Grant’s stiff member from his jeans as he ground against the ministrations of Grant’s nimble fingers. There was no hesitation in Riley’s desire, only a flood of recognizable memories - other times they’d been alone together like this, all the ways Grant had taken her before, all the screaming climaxes he’d drawn from her young and adventurous slit.

   Riley groaned with lust as Grant’s cock pushed past the slick lips and entered her, her nails clutching Grant’s shoulders through his shirt. Moving against him, driving his shaft deeper, Riley forgot all his worries and fears and bizarre assertions of his “other”-ness. Riley’s overstimulated brain could accept no further input besides that which she received directly south of her navel, and the exquisite fullness of Grant’s cock inside her made her moan again, louder.

   Grant found his own rhythm, and Riley now recalled her one complaint with the boy - his speed. While Riley could spend a day in bed experimenting with her orifices, Grant was a quick shot, and never lingered. So, she redoubled her efforts, focusing on the motion of his rod within her, biting her lip and luxuriating in the slickness of her body’s lubrication and mounting pleasure.

   When he came, mere seconds later, Riley was prepared to join him, a feat she had adapted to quickly when she learned few lovers would be as voracious, or have the stamina, of her own body.

   Grant panted, shrinking inside her, Riley’s legs hooked around his waist as Grant kissed along her neck with his scruffy-bearded face. It wasn’t precisely unpleasant, but if he wasn’t going to be ready for round two, she supposed her time with this one was up.

   Grant eased Riley back to the floor of the supply room and tilted her chin up to kiss the sexy blond girl, his explosion of lust still evident on the glistening streaks of her inner thigh. Riley returned the kiss eagerly, taking two handfuls of the boy’s ass in hand as she grinned up at him.

   “One of these days, you’re going to have to go down on me, and no coming up until I say so,” she giggled and Grant offered a smile in return.

   Despite Riley’s demeanor and body, and no one would argue the girl was built for sex, Grant didn’t find the idea of oral sex with Riley all that appealing. Who knew how many dicks had been in that hole, his own excluded?

   Riley tugged her skirt down and straightened her top, reveling in the pleasant buzz of post-coital afterglow. When she opened the door, chasing Grant farther back into the shadows to zip up, she had a pronounced wiggle to her walk, a confidence that was part advertisement and part celebration of her body.

   There was a brief tickle as she passed by the classroom and saw the profile of that goth bitch Alexis again, a sense that something had been left undone or unfulfilled, then dismissed it on her way out the door. This university was old news for her, now. The good people at Krystal awaited her, and she knew she would be a star. People would know her name, and Riley couldn’t resist the giggle at her brief attempt at fortune telling. She could almost see it now - “Riley Preston, the hottest fuck in porn.”

   ‘Don’t dream it, baby,’ she told herself with a lick of her red lips. ‘Be it.’


   Epilogue

The Toy Chest had never seen such a day, with men and women alike milling about the aisles and standing outside the store. Unlike the protesters before, these were ardent supporters, here to celebrate an actress that had made her name from their home town.

   Riley Preston sat perpendicular to Magda, a table turned and covered, facing the door, a banner above her head tacked to the wall stating, “Riley Preston - Hometown Girl.” She smiled up at the latest man to brave the line for an autographed black and white photo of Riley on top of a bed, sitting upright on her knees, hands behind her head to tease her bright blond hair and highlight her heavy breasts and the small line of hair over her pubic cleft.

   She was wrapped in a red tube dress that clung to every inch of her, and Magda wondered if she’d had any work done to keep everything so perky in the year since Magda had last seen her, or a version of Riley, at least. Perhaps it was an effect of the magic that had changed her - if not an eternal youth perhaps a prolonged one. Regardless, she looked as amazing as the cover of the magazine she’d first plucked from the aisle a year before. And now she was one of the biggest names in pornography, adored and lusted after, largely due to her reputation as an eager and experimental lover. In short, Riley Preston loved to fuck and it showed.

   Others had come and gone through Magda’s shop, some changed just as Riley had been, except into a form more accurate to their own desires. As Riley glanced up from a fan and met Magda’s eyes with an inviting smile, Magda leaned back on her stool. Riley had been special, her first, but there would always be others.

   Those stories, Magda said to herself, would be best saved for another time. She suspected her night might just be spent reconnecting with Riley and, if Riley’s reputation was accurate, find herself crying out in pleasure as the old adversaries found some common ground.


   Author’s Note

   My Dear Readers,

   Thank you for those of you who purchased this book and read this far. I hope you enjoyed Riley’s adventure from naive young man to lusty porn star even half as much as I enjoyed writing it.

   The Toy Chest isn’t necessarily a new idea in general. The notion of a magical owner of a sex store, though, appealed to me as it provides a playground to explore any number of kinky transformations. As you’ve read, one happens away from the main action of the story, i.e., Alexis’ transformation from good church girl to goth-y sexpot. I didn’t leave it out just to tease (okay, maybe a little tease), but because I’d like to give that journey its own story. But, that depends on you, beautiful readers. Would you like to see more from this world? I know I have a few ideas, and I think you’ll like them, but I want to give you, the paying reader, the story you like. So, please drop me a line at lykabloom@gmail.com and let me know if you’d like to see more.

   As always, I wouldn’t continue to do what I do if it weren’t for you. From the feedback I’ve received through Twitter and email and the reviews left on the publisher pages, I appreciate every word you’ve written. Please keep it coming, and I’ll try to keep you entertained and aroused.

   Talk to you soon!

   -L
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