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“This place is filthy? Oh god I think I can feel a cobweb in my hair,” Rose whined out as she ran her fingers through her locks trying to shake free any nasty white.

“Why did you even bother agreeing to help me clean up if you’re just going to spend the whole time complaining?”

“Because I’ll be getting a twenty percent cut, that’s why,” she purred back.

“I guess I can’t argue with that,” Tara sighed out as she shifted through some old books.

Tara had called her best friend Rose in on an important, but mostly tedious job, cleaning out her attic. Tara’s parents had promised her she could sell whatever she could find up there if she did the job she didn’t want to do before Tara offered Rose a cut in her profit if she helped her with the job. Money talks.

What Tara’s parents had neglected to tell her was just how much rubbish was up here. Unfashionable old rags, busted lamps, baby toys they’d been too lazy to get rid of properly, it was like being in the world's worst charity shop.

Rose blew the dust off an old globe which had been shoved up to make space, coughing as the air was filled with the fumes.

“When was the last time your folks cleaned this place?” Rose continued to complain, “Have they ever actually cleaned up here?”

“I doubt it, this place is a dump.” Tara picked up a small metallic lamp and rubbed it with the sleeve of her sweater, “Hmm, could probably get a few bucks for this.”

“Forget small bucks, I want big bucks. I wouldn’t have agreed to help if I knew everything here was gonna be a pile of junk.”

Rose swung her leg and kicked against one of the junk filled cardboard boxes, toppling it over onto its side. From inside spilled a deck of cards which spread in a messy line outwards from the source.

“Watch it, hey what are those down there?” Tara pointing down at the card sprawl she’d created.

“Looks like some weird playing cards. Maybe tarot cards or something? Hey maybe I can read your fortune.”

As Rose began to collect the cards a flash shot through the room, the two girls being engulfed in a bright white light which swallowed their view of the world for the moment. Their eyes rung and their sight was blinded before everything slowly came back into focus, including the incredible form in front of them.

“Ah so you two are the new contestants are we?”

The booming voice was spoken by a suited being floating above the ground. From around him a dense purple smoke floated through the air and helped to illuminate his already eye catching form. He had piercing golden eyes and short silver hair between two thick dark horns. His stature was large, almost bulging out the black and white suit.

“Who the fuck are you!?” Rose so elegantly put as the sight of something out of this world.

“Ah let me introduce myself,” the large man bowed before them, “I am The Game Master, the guardian of The Card Game of the Ancients. By collecting these cards you two have been accepted as the next set of duelists in this ancient card game tradition.”

“Hey we never agreed to anything like this, I was just picking them up.”

“I am afraid you no longer get a choice in the matter. The two of you are now locked in a duel that will not be ended until a winner is declared.”

“Bullshit, I’m outta here.” The typically feisty Rose, not fitting of her name, tried to storm off but her legs didn’t seem to have any plans about doing things like moving. “Hey, what gives?”

“I told you, you two are now locked in this duel, I will not allow you to go until a winner is declared. Do not worry about not being aware how to play this game, simply being accepted into the duel will fill your mind with all the knowledge necessary to play.”

The two of them both began to writhe on the spot as, on his command, their minds would start to fill with the knowledge of the game. The rules, the tactics, the cards themselves and even the consequences.

“W-what? You can’t expect us to do that!”

“I expect and it shall be done.”

“Bullshit, there is no way we’re going to degrade ourselves like that for the likes of you, or anyone else for that matter!”

The two of them had both seen just how the game was played. It was a game of transformations and perversions. Each player would take it in turn to play a card which would trigger a transformation to their opponent. Each player would take it in turns until one of them achieved orgasm; the one who orgasms first loses. It was understandable why someone wouldn’t want to take part in such a game.

“It’s understandable that the two of you would not wish to play such a game, but I have such methods to make sure the two of you play ball. Tara did you know your friend Rose here was planning on selling some of this stuff for herself without giving you a percent?”

“Huh, what?”

“Ignore him, he’s obviously just trying to turn us against each other.”

“And Rose did you know that Tara kissed Scott at the party last week?”

“What!? Is that true?”

“H-hey, it was just a quick kiss, nothing serious.”

“You know that I like him.”

“If it was just a quick kiss then why did you also proceed to give him a handjob?”

“You bitch!” Rose’s face was starting to boil a bright shade of red. “Just a quick kiss was it you slut?”

“Hey don’t call me a slut you damn thief.”

“I didn’t steal anything, unlike you jerking off Scott you slut.”

Being able to read minds was just one of the many powers that The Game Master possessed, one that was very useful for starting duels. It wasn’t fun seeing two people stalling through a duel rather than two hormonally fueled teenagers drunk on anger doing their best to smite the other one.

“That’s not quite true, is it Rose?” the booming voice called out, “I mean you have stolen forty dollars from Tara’s bag to buy booze before.”

“Wait that was you!? You told me you saw Rosheen take it. You lying bitch you even blamed someone else. I’ve been avoided her for weeks now.”

“A small price to pay for having my boyfriend stolen from me.”

“He’s not your boyfriend, he doesn’t even like you.”

“Oh like he’d prefer you over me?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh like any boy would choose you over me? Give it up, we both know I’m the pretty one.”

“News flash, being blonde doesn’t make you more attractive, it just makes you look more like a slut.”

The two of them actually looked quite similar. They were both rather small in height with slightly curvy figures, on the slender side, with young attractive faces typical of their age, their different hair colour was actually the main difference maker; but brown for Tara and blonde for Rose wasn’t exactly some sort of incredible revelation.

“And I’m supposed to take that from the one who was sucking off boys last Friday?”

The Game Master had managed to quickly accomplice his first task, young girls were so easy to rile up and send at each others jugulars, especially when the stories were completely true as well.

“I’ll tell you what,” he said as he interjected himself into the argument, “As an added bonus the declared winner will be able to do whatever they like with the loser.”

“Whatever they want?” the two girls almost said in unison, a fire burning up in their eyes.

“Anything at all. I think you can trust I’m powerful enough to do that.”

“Deal.”

“Deal.”

The two locked their eyes together, a spark running between the two of them.

All that had spawned this game was a simple pair of cards, a simple magic pair of cards, but somehow it had warped them into this game. The landscape of an attic around them had been warped by the deep glow of purple and the castings of shadows which made the world look like a completely different realm, only home to this game.

Despite it only being one deck of cards each of them somehow managed to manifest their own from the air, cards scattering around in long streams which formed into two nicely packed decks, either side of a large table the two would be guided to by their battling instincts. The ancient knowledge installed within them allowed them free reign to take advantage of their current rage and dark intentions.

“So you both know the rules, you’ve both got your cards, are you ready to begin?” The Game Master called out, floating off to the side.

“I’m ready to destroy this thief.”

“Please, a slut like you is probably already on the verge of orgasm.”

“Then as laws dictate, Rose may begin for it was she who touched the cards first. So now let the game begin.”

The game was actually very simple. Each of them started out with fifty cards and would have five in their hand at a time. They’d take it in turns playing a card to inflict transformations on the other. First to orgasm loses.

“Hey look here, I’ve got a card perfect for a slut like you.” It was Rose to go first, picking a card from her hand, “It’s Double D-Tastic.”

The start of the transformation was instant once the card was played down. A hot swelling began to bubble in Tara’s chest which made her nipples throb and her body shudder. Her perky B cup breasts were being swollen by the magic of the cards and firmed upwards towards a large size.

Tara could feel the added pressure in her bra as her tits began to bloat bigger and bigger. She lurched over the table, running a hand back to flick at her bra strap and free the fabric from her trapped boobs, it was uncomfortable and they weren’t even the max size yet.

Two large orbs were left pressing from her top, the stiff nipples stabbing into the fabric as she’d gone up from a simple B right up to a Double D.

“Yeah those are more fitting for a slut I feel, bet you always wanted big tits, haven’t you Tara?” Rose mocked with a snarling laugh.

“Laugh why you can bitch, if you’re gonna act like an ass then I’ll give you an ass. I play Booty Bloating.”

Rose’s mocking was snatched away in a moment as she felt a growing on the opposite end of her body, her tight ass starting to swell up in size through the cards spell, meat being packed into that small muscular rump.

Her hips were curved out as Rose’s ass bubbled up into two thick meaty cheeks which pressed uncomfortably into her denim shorts, dragging the base upwards to let her booty peek free from below.

“Damn you bitch, do you think this is funny?”

“Well it’s kinda funny,” Tara snickered to herself.

“Hey I think this is funnier. I play Ditzy Duck Face.”

Calling out one's cards wasn’t actually a requirement to use them, but it was a tradition passed on through the ancient lore; plus is gave your opponent a taste of what was going to come.

Tara’s face began to tingle as her lips started to plump up suddenly, thickness being added to both her top and bottom lip which sunk together and squished outwards, squeezing her lips together into a thick duck face pose which girls loved to pull off in pictures. Pulling the face voluntarily in a picture is fine compared to having lips so thick your mouth is always like that.

“What did you do to me?” Tara managed to muffle out through her thick lips, it was so hard to talk with them swollen up so much.

“You think I’m done? Because I used a mouth transformation card this turn I can also play Lisping Lisa.”

While normally only one card could be played at a time certain cards had special conditions and could be used along with another; it was a way to transform your opponent even faster and take the advantage.

Unlike the previous transformations there was no visible change going on, Tara herself only felt a tingle running through her tongue as the magic took effect.

“Thop trying to do things like that you bitch.” The mumbling Tara lisped free.

“Ha you sound idiotic. You should just give up now before I do worse things to you than just making you sound like Daffy Duck.”

“Don’t act cocky you thupid bitch, let’s thee how you like being changed. I play Implant Incoming.”

Like Tara had been in the first round, Rose’s chest was now beginning to expand; the difference would be in the style of breast. Despite the fact that Tara’s boobs had grown larger up to a Double D size she was still natural, by the closest definition of magically changed can be. Rose on the other hand was getting the other treatment.

Rather than water balloons draping over her chest she was getting helium balloons, big, round and gravity defying. Her chest began to grow from her own C cup to a Double D of her own, but in the shape of two firm melons which pushed into her vest top.

“I knew you weren’t wearing a bra, and you called me the thlut.”

“I believe I called you the slut, unlike you I don’t talk like a baby. Here, have some milk baby, I’m playing Milky Mammaries.”

Oh no, Tara could feel another strong tingle in her chest, a heat swelling through her plump breasts as they began to ache, her nipples began to throb. The name of the card really gave the game away but it wasn’t doing anything to help her take care of that straining running through her tits.

She writhed around, fat nipples stroking into the fabric of her shirt until she felt a small relief as trickles of white slowly dripped out of her engrossed nips, quickly forming wet patches in the front of her top.

Rose was beside herself laughing at the transformation, and the act of Tara as she squirmed around, whining about the aching in her chest. Those wet patches put her over the edge.

“It’th not thunny!” Tara complained with a scowl on her face, stomping a foot into the wooden ground. “I bet you won’t find Thilicone Filling funny!”

“Not funny? You sound like a toddler, it’s hilarious!” Rose was almost crying with laughter, hearing all that lisping was too much. But she’d taken her mind off the fact a transformation had been cast, and that smirk was soon knocked off her face.

It was back in her chest, but this wasn’t going to be milk for her; she was getting bigger. Those large implants of hers started to swell up even more and put more strain into her outfit as the cup sizes slowly began to increase as the boob balloons were expanded in size.

The DD cup was said by to and replaced with an E cup for the moment, but the magic silicone filling of those tits wasn’t satisfied at just that and continued swelling her straining bosom upwards until she settled on an F cup.

“Thee now that’s funny, those tits look tho thupid.”

“Do you even know how stupid you sound bitch? I’m gonna end you. No more playing around, I play Spanking Sessions.”

Not all the cards were physical transformations, some of them were closer to magic spells being cast around the player.

“Now every time you lisp,” Rose smirked, “You’re going to feel a spank on your unsightly ass.”

“Hey you’re the one with the fat ath!”

Tara felt something slap firmly against her ass. It felt like a powerful commanding hand but it bypassed straight through her jeans and panties and was delivered straight onto her behind. She almost dropped her cards everywhere from the spank, and that only sent Rose into another laughing fit.

“Thut it!”

She was too rattled up to avoid coming out with words, and she ended up being spanked again right on the behind, her body hunching over the table as her booty began to sting red.

“What’s that Tara?” Rose heckled out, “Not got anything else you wanna say to me?”

Tara was doing her best to stay quiet, she didn’t want to get caught out again.

“I play…” she looked like she was going to say something, slowly lifting a card, but she then pushed it back down into her hand.

“Oh what’s wrong? You scared? Too scared to play a card in case you get a little spank on the behind? Boo hoo.”

Tara’s behind wasn’t the only thing going red, her face was too as she shook in anger at the mocking bitch she previously called a friend.

“I play Thrinking Thorty you dumb bitch.”

It was hard for Rose to actually be able to make out what the card was but she’d soon find out when her height began to shrink down. The two girls had both stood at a modest five four in height but those inches were starting to vanish from Rose.

Her body began to drip downwards as her limbs got shorter and her body shrunk down to match its new size. Five four was now a distant memory as six inches faded away from her height over the next few moments. The only things that didn’t seem to shrink were her implants which now looked even larger on her small body.

Tara didn’t get off with it without consequence, she got two slaps on the ass behind for her work, sending her milky chest flat against the table again. But she could still raise her head and smirk at Rose.

“Who’s the kid now?” she growled out as she slowly composed herself again.

“Don’t get cocky, I just drew the perfect card I needed.” Rose snarled back with a huff from her nose, “I play Maid Manners which also allows me to play Desires Discipline.”

Rose was right, as far as cards to use she’d hit up on an excellent combination. Some cards didn’t offer big transformations, but when used together or with other cards they could make devastating combinations.

Tara stayed deadly quiet, through the knowledge passed to her she knew she was in trouble.

“Not saying anything? Alright then I’ll keep talking. I just did a great move, didn’t I Tara?”

“Yeth mith.”

And there was the devastator, for just two words she received two hard spanks across her ass, sending a loud moan shooting from those plump duck lips.

“Haha, this is over, you’ve already lost. Maid Manners means you’ll always address me as miss, you’re going to be spanked every time you open your mouth and Desires Discipline must mean you’re soaking from the spanks, am I right?”

“Yeth mith.”

Tara had to respond with respect to a question directed to her, she couldn’t help it and every time she did she was spanked. Even worse for her spanking had just became a huge turn on and her panties were getting hot and soaked from every booty jiggling spank.

“You’re done for. It was obvious I’d win, I’ve always been smarter than you. You just went ahead and stacked your deck with cards to make me look silly, while I came up with a perfect strategy to win. Who’s the best as this game?”

“You mith.”

Tara was being driven wild by these spanks, her body was starting to crave them and it was making her feel so hot, if this kept up she’d end up orgasming from the spanks.”

“I play Heeled Heroine.” Tara quickly spat out before Rose could trick her into another question and answer session.

Rose felt a pain ache through her feet as they began to twist and arch upwards, making her grip onto the table before she fell down. She tried to place her feet back flat on the floor but the position was too uncomfortable, she couldn’t manage it. It was no surprise, the spell had made her feet able to wear heels and heels only.

“That the best you can manage?” her sight swapping over to The Game Master who had been ignored all this time for the feud between the two, “Hey stop gawking like an idiot and give me some heels to wear.”

“As you wish.”

He clicked his fingers and her shoes puffed away in a cloud of smoke, being replaced with a tall pair of pink six inch heels. Certain requests could be asked of The Game Master in the duel, mainly ones for clothing and toys, anything that could be thought of as being in the spirit of the game.

“See, is that all you got? You’re no match to me, I’m gonna make you squirm. I’m gonna play Udderation and make you the cow you deserve to be.”

Tara’s natural chest began to swell even larger even her milk stained top which had gone see through from the increasing milk spray which had flooded out from being spanked, and that flow was only going to increase as the quantity she could produce was being increased by the spell.

The amount of milk she could and would produce was increasing and so was the size of those large tits which threatened to rip out of her soaked top, the two plump F cup tits wrapped around the see through white fabric.

“Don’t worry Tara after you lose you can get a job as a milk maid, quite a fitting job right?”

“Yeth mith- ah!” the spanks burning into her stinging ass, “I play Tramp Thamp.”

Even with her body changing Rose could still laugh at the milk gushing Tara who was pressed against the table top, whining and panting with her face stained a deep shade of beetroot red as her ass was assaulted. The transformation wasn’t anything big, all it was doing was implanting a slutty tattoo onto her lower back, they couldn’t even see it right now.

“Oh my god that’s response? Your cards are pathetic, not only are you going to stay like this forever I’m going to make you my eternal maid when I win. I play Double Trouble, this is what you get for fucking with my man.”

Double Trouble spelled trouble. Tara’s tits began to ache again but this time it was a lot stronger than any of the previous times, it was like her boobs were on fire.

She hunched over the table as her bosom quickly began to expand outwards, ripping the material of her shirt as the F cup breasts raced up to a G cup and then onwards to a H cup, without stopping.

Tara’s milk gushed out as her natural breasts continued to grow bigger and get fatter as the cup sizes raced, as very well they should because Double Trouble was a card which doubled the size of the opponent’s breasts.

Tara’s entire body shuddered as her fat tits mushed into the table, growing from a large F cup into a mighty L cup which hung from her chest like two cow udders, both of her tits leaking plentiful amounts of white milk, staining the table with a creamy veil.

“Look at you,” Rose taunted with a wicked grin over her face, “You look pathetic. This is what you get for crossing me, for stealing my guy. Let’s see if he still prefers you with tits like that.”

Tara was weak on her legs, everything below the knees was shaking and her pussy was leaking juices and hugging into her slit. Her bosom was heavy and now hung freely leaking milk after her shirt had ripped open, her face and ass glowing red, breathing ragged.

“You may as well just finger yourself silly now and show yourself some mercy.”

“Not tho fast,” Tara panted out, gripping at a card in her hand as her ass was swatted.

“Please, what do you possibly have which can hurt me?”

“I play Total Bimbofication.”

Tara looked so serious but Rose just laughed straight into her face.

“So that was your plan all along? Are you an idiot? That card can only be used when you gave your opponent fake breasts, heels, a tramp stamp, blonde hair and a body piercing and guess what, you forgot the last two. You just wasted your trump card.” Rose cackling in laughter.

“That’th where you’re wrong,” Tara’s lips curled into a grin, even as she was spanked, she knew what was coming, “You got too cocky to think it through. The card doethn’t need me to give them to you, juth for you to have them.”

The smug look that was chiseled into Rose’s face was washed away and swapped with a worried expression as she realized her mistake. Rose already had blonde hair and had shown Tara her belly button piercing, the only person she’d shown it too. Her secret had betrayed her!

Rose’s body was struck with a heavy weight, like she’d raced into a brick wall as her entire body began to shudder and her mind began to race. Her mind was under attack from the ultimate card, Total Bimbofication.

Her IQ points plummeted downwards and her thoughts and desires began to warp. Lustful needs and kinky desires began to race, her pussy began to tingle. In one card she was going to be turned from a clever college girl into a complete and utter slutty bimbo girl.

The thoughts of sex and the need in her pussy was too much as her fat fake tits mushed into the table as she sunk a hand between her legs and began to finger at her horny pussy.

“Oh my god this was so hot I wanted to cum so bad,” Rose moaned out, tongue rolling from her lips as she drove a hand between her thighs and played with her clit.

It was game over, Tara had managed to overturn the odds by luring Rose into a false sense of security and striking her with a decisive spell to take the victory in one fell swoop.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, oh god I’m cumming.”

It wasn’t long until Rose finally achieved a blissful orgasm, all that changing Tara had made her feel so hot, now that she was a bimbo she could happily let it all out with her sensitive slutty body, even if it cost her the game; such consequential thoughts would require brain power however.

“There, I win, now change me back.” Tara said as she looked to the referee for the game who had been observing them all this time.

“Why yes, I can now announce that the winner is… me.”

“H-huh, wait, what?” Tara being caught out by an unexpected answer, The Game Master chuckling in a hearty tone.

“What? Think about it, you had to suffer through all of that and even lost a friend. I on the other hand got to watch two sexy girls make fools of themselves for my pleasure, I think I’m the real winner here, don’t you agree?”

“Yeth thir.”

“See even you agree with me.”

“That’th only becauth of thith thupid thell.”

The amount of lisping caused her body to be given a shuddering chain of spanks which put her on the edge. She hardly had the strength to stand up anymore, barely holding onto the table with her shivering body.

“Well I guess I probably should change you back and be fair. You just need to be careful you don’t orgasm, if you do so before I change you back you’ll be stuck this way forever. Wouldn’t that be bad?”

“Yeth thir-ah!”

She wasn’t the only one who’d been playing her opponent, all along they’d just been playing in the hand of The Game Master, he never had any interest in letting either of them go and now he was about to win, juices gushing from her body as tears streamed down her cheeks, whining up to him.

“N-no…”

“You forgot to say please.”

“Pleath thir. Ah!”

It was too late, it happened, the spanks drove her body over the edge and made the orgasm race through her body, sending her dropping down onto her knees on the floor.

“I made sure to omit that part of the game from your knowledge,” The Game Master boasted down at Tara, Rose still lost in her own world, “That the game is about transformation and capturing suitable girls to serve in our mystical brothels. A bimbo and a milkmaid, I think you two will make fine additions to the task force.”

Tara whined as she lifted her head slightly, laying in a puddle of her own milk, shuddering from the after effects of her orgasm.

“Pleathe, no.”
 

Her body dropping back down with a shudder after another spank, leaving a silly drunk expression on her face, it felt so much more sensitive than before.

He cast his magical light around the two of them and formed collars around their necks, chained up into his hand.

“Don’t worry you two are going to love it, I’ll make sure you’re the finest whores in hell.”

Their lives as they knew it were now over, they’d been locked into a game with no real winner and had everything they knew taken away. Tara and Rose could wave goodbye to their lives as two normal students and say hello to their new purpose, two whores in a demon brothel.
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