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Chapter 1

The Wizard’s Bargain

“Aventura Mall… and this place just appeared?” Alex Rivera muttered, pausing outside the heavy wooden door tucked between a luxury watch store and a high-end sneaker boutique.

The sign above it read Baubles & Bargains in elegant gold lettering, with the smaller tagline glowing softly underneath: Everything you want… for a price.

He hesitated for a moment, then shrugged and stepped inside. The moment the door closed behind him, the bright, noisy energy of the mall faded. The air grew warmer, thicker, carrying notes of incense, old leather, and something richer — like dark chocolate and warm skin.

“Hi, Alex,” said a warm, fatherly voice from behind the counter.

Alex froze mid-step. “Uh… hi.”

The man leaning casually against the counter looked like someone’s cool uncle who’d seen every kind of trouble and still found life amusing. Silver-threaded dark hair, neatly trimmed beard, kind but mischievous brown eyes. He wore an indigo robe embroidered with faint shifting sigils over a faded band tee and was sipping an iced coffee.

“I know exactly what you need,” the man said, reaching beneath the counter.

“I… uh… don’t really need anything. I was just looking…”

“Nonsense, Alex!” The man pulled out a small ornate ivory box covered in a fine layer of dust. “This is exactly what you need, and it’s truly one of the nicest things I have in the shop.”

Alex’s stomach tightened. “No, really… how did you know my name?”

“Come on, Alex, don’t be as dumb as you look,” the man said with a warm chuckle, blowing the dust off the lid. “This is a magic shop, and I’m a wizard… of sorts.”

“Right.” Alex started backing toward the exit, pulse quickening.

The man’s voice stayed gentle, almost affectionate. “Don’t be a wimp, son. You want excitement. You want adventure. You want to feel something again after that breakup last year. This magical ring can help. With it, you can change your appearance in any way you like.”

“That’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard,” Alex said, but he hesitated anyway, curiosity winning for a moment.

“Some of the best things in life sound crazy at first,” the man replied with a knowing smile. He opened the box to reveal a simple, elegant silver ring.

Despite himself, Alex stared. It looked ordinary… yet somehow perfect.

The man leaned in slightly, voice dropping to that warm, fatherly tone. “Tell you what — since you’re ten seconds from walking out and this ring really does need a new home, I’m going to give you the deal of a lifetime. Forty-two dollars.”

Alex blinked. Forty-two bucks? That was cheaper than most impulse buys in the mall. He had expected eight or nine hundred. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious. It’s one of a kind. There’s no real price you can put on what it can do.”

Alex stepped closer and picked up the plain silver band. It felt surprisingly warm against his skin. He turned it over in his fingers, mind racing with ridiculous possibilities.

“So… how does it work?” he asked, trying to sound skeptical.

“Just slip it on and concentrate on what you want to change about your body. It’s as simple as that.”

Alex hesitated only a moment longer, then handed over his card. Forty-two dollars. Basically the price of a decent lunch. If it was a scam, he could dispute it. If it wasn’t…

The man — Elias Hawthorne — smiled that warm, slightly mischievous smile as he processed the payment.

“Now what?” Alex asked, sliding the ring onto his finger. A small shock of electricity tingled up his arm, followed by a pleasant warmth that settled deep in his bones.

“Now go home,” Elias said gently. “When you get there, just concentrate on what you’d like to change… and it will happen.”

Alex left the shop with the ring snug on his finger and a strange flutter in his chest. He told himself it was probably nothing.

But deep down, a tiny, excited part of him hoped it was everything.


Chapter 2

First Taste Of Her

Alex drove home to his sleek one-bedroom apartment in a high-rise just off Collins Avenue in Miami Beach, the silver ring warm on his finger the entire way. At twenty-eight, he was the classic shy graphic designer — good-looking enough on paper, but he’d always felt invisible to women. He spent most nights alone with his Wacom tablet, takeout, and the quiet ache of his recent breakup still lingering like a bruise.

The whole drive he couldn’t stop thinking about the ring. It couldn’t be real… right? But like buying a lottery ticket and daydreaming about the jackpot, his mind kept spinning wild possibilities. What if he could finally look like the kind of guy who turned heads? Or… what if he could look like someone completely different?

He parked in the underground garage and headed upstairs. As he stepped off the elevator, his next-door neighbor stepped out of her apartment at the exact same moment.

His heart did its usual little flip.

She was stunning. About 5’5”, twenty-one years old, with long, sun-kissed blonde hair, piercing green eyes, a tight athletic body from daily gym sessions, and what Alex had always guessed were full, perky C-cup breasts. Tonight she was dressed for the gym in a tight red v-neck top that clung to every curve and showed off a generous amount of smooth cleavage, paired with black bike shorts that hugged her firm ass and toned legs.

“Oh, hi Alex!” she said cheerfully, flashing that bright, effortless smile.

“Hi, Emily,” he managed, feeling instantly awkward. “Off to the gym?”

“Yeah, quick workout, then I’m heading to Hawaii for ten days. The airport shuttle picks me up in three hours.” She snapped her fingers. “Oh God, that reminds me — let me grab you the spare key. I can’t believe I almost forgot. You’re a total lifesaver for watching Mr. Mittens for me.”

Emily darted back inside and returned in under a minute, pressing the key into his hand. “Just one cup of food a day, fresh water, and scoop the litter every three days. That’s it.”

“No problem at all,” Alex said, trying not to stare at the way her top stretched across her chest.

“Thanks again! Enjoy the rest of your long weekend.” She gave him a little wave and headed for the elevator, hips swaying naturally.

Alex watched her go for a second longer than he should have, then let himself into his apartment.

“God, she’s so fucking hot,” he muttered, closing the door. “That shirt… the way it hugged her tits and showed off all that cleavage. She should be modeling full-time instead of just that one gig.”

He dropped onto the couch, grabbed the remote, and flipped through channels until he landed on a late-night infomercial. A gorgeous blonde in a tiny bikini was advertising suntan lotion. The model looked a lot like Emily — same golden hair, same green eyes, same perky breasts and toned curves.

Alex stared, mesmerized. Without thinking, he twisted the silver ring on his finger.

A strange tingling sensation suddenly rushed through his entire body. The room spun for a moment. He blinked hard, then brought his hands up to his face. His skin felt softer, smoother. The ring brushed against the tip of his nose.

“Oh my God…” he started to say, but his voice cracked halfway through. By the time the last word left his lips, it had shifted from a normal male tenor into a light, feminine alto that sounded far too pretty to be his.

He shot up from the couch to run to the bathroom mirror, but immediately stumbled. His feet were swimming in shoes that were suddenly way too big, and his pants were sliding down legs that had shortened by nearly eight inches. Unable to catch his balance, Alex pitched forward and crashed to the floor.

“What the fuck?” The voice that came out was unmistakably female — soft, breathy, and just a little ditzy.

Pain flared across his chest where it had taken the brunt of the fall. Reflexively, two smaller, softer hands reached up to massage the sore spots. The moment his palms pressed against the two heavy, sensitive mounds now swelling on his chest, the pain turned into something electric and warm.

Alex’s eyes widened. “No… no way…”

On hands and knees, he crawled toward the full-length mirrored closet doors in the bedroom. Long, silky blonde hair cascaded around his face like a golden curtain. By the time he reached the mirror and looked up, he already knew the truth.

Staring back at him was Emily — or at least a perfect, slightly enhanced version of her. The clothes he’d been wearing hung loosely on the much smaller, curvier frame. His t-shirt now draped like a bag over full, perky breasts. His jeans pooled around slender ankles. The face in the mirror was Emily’s: heart-shaped, with those piercing green eyes, plump lips, and flawless skin.

“Hi…” Alex said in Emily’s light, melodic voice. “The ring… it really works.”

He looked down at his right hand. The silver band had resized itself perfectly and now looked more delicate, almost feminine.

Slowly, he stood up, still staring at his reflection. “Hi… Emily,” he whispered to himself. “This is too fucking weird.”

Then a devilish little grin spread across the reflection’s face. Without thinking, Alex reached down and pulled the oversized t-shirt up and over his head.

“Oh… wow,” the girl’s voice breathed as he stared at his topless reflection. Two perfect, perky C-cup breasts sat high and firm on his chest, nipples already stiff and sensitive in the cool air. “Oh baby…”

His smaller hands came up automatically, cupping the soft, warm flesh. The moment his fingers brushed across the erect nipples, a hot sexual tingle shot straight down between his legs. A soft, involuntary moan escaped his glossy lips.

“This can’t be happening…” he whispered, but his hands kept moving, gently squeezing and kneading. The sensation was incredible — nothing like anything he’d felt as a man.

Heart pounding, he kicked off the oversized shoes and shoved the baggy jeans down his smooth legs. They pooled at his feet. He looked past the valley of cleavage and saw the smooth, hairless mound where his cock used to be — a delicate, puffy slit already glistening with arousal.

“I…” was all he could manage, staring at his new womanhood.

Still trembling with need, Alex crawled onto the bed and lay back against the pillows, the silky bathrobe falling open around him. The cool air kissed his naked skin. His hands moved almost on their own — one sliding up to cup a breast, thumb circling the stiff nipple, the other drifting down between his thighs.

“Ohmygawd…” he breathed, voice already turning breathy and ditzy as his fingers found the slick, swollen folds of his new pussy. The first gentle stroke over his clit sent a jolt of pure pleasure through him. “Like… that feels sooo good…”

He twisted one nipple between his fingers while his other hand rubbed slow, slippery circles around his clit. His hips started rocking on their own, chasing the building heat. Wet sounds filled the room as his fingers grew bolder, sliding along his entrance and then dipping inside just enough to make him gasp.

The orgasm hit him like a wave. His back arched off the bed, heavy breasts bouncing, mouth open in a high, feminine cry. “Ohmygawd… I’m cumming… I’m actually cumming!” His pussy clenched hard around his fingers, thighs shaking, a fresh gush of wetness soaking the sheets beneath him. The pleasure rolled through him in long, shuddering waves that left him panting and dazed.

When the aftershocks finally faded, a single sentence echoed in his head — the wizard’s words from the shop.

When you get there, just concentrate on what you’d like to change… and it will happen.

Alex sat up, chest heaving, nipples still rock-hard. “The mirror,” he whispered, voice husky with fresh arousal. He slid off the bed on shaky legs and padded to the full-length mirror, the robe slipping off his shoulders and pooling at his feet.

He stood there naked, staring at Emily’s perfect body.

“First… bigger,” he murmured, focusing on his chest. He pictured massive, heavy DDs — the kind that would strain any top and make every head turn.

The tingling returned, stronger this time. His breasts swelled, growing fuller, rounder, heavier. The skin stretched tight as they ballooned outward, nipples thickening and darkening. Within seconds he was cupping two enormous, pendulous DDs that felt impossibly heavy on his smaller frame. His back arched instinctively to support the new weight, and a fresh rush of slick heat flooded between his thighs.

“Ohhh fuuuck… they’re so heavy,” he moaned, voice cracking into a higher, needier pitch. He lifted them, squeezed them, felt their impossible softness and the way they overflowed his hands. His clit throbbed in time with his heartbeat. “Like… I can barely stand up straight…”

He concentrated again, shrinking himself down to a tiny 5’0” even. The room seemed to grow around him. His massive tits looked even more enormous on his now-petite body — huge, jiggling orbs that swayed with every breath and made his waist look impossibly tiny.

“Jesus… I look like a living fuckdoll,” he whimpered, voice growing higher and breathier. The horniness was spiraling out of control. His pussy was dripping down his thighs.

He wondered if he could change more than just his body.

“Like… what if I had a super cute valley-girl voice?” he said, focusing hard.

The change hit instantly. His next words came out in a perfect, bubbly, airheaded valley-girl drawl.

“Ohmygawd, like, this is so totally hot! I sound like such a ditzy little bimbo now!”

He tried to say something intelligent to test it. “The ring operates on focused mental visualization combined with—”

“Like, oh em gee, the ring is, like, totally operating on focused mental visualization and stuff? Hehe!”

It came out pure valley girl. He giggled helplessly, the sound high and girly, which only made his clit throb harder.

“Okay… maybe tone the tits down a little. My back is, like, killing me.”

He focused and the massive DDs shrank back to perky, full C-cups — still big on his 5’0” frame, but manageable. The relief was instant, but the arousal only grew.

Curiosity burning hotter, he stared at his reflection and imagined Emily as if she had been born Japanese — the same face and body, but with smooth porcelain skin, almond-shaped eyes, straight jet-black hair cascading to her waist, and delicate Asian features.

The change rolled over him like warm silk. His skin lightened and smoothed. His blonde hair darkened and straightened. His eyes tilted slightly, becoming stunning and exotic. In seconds he was looking at a breathtaking Japanese version of Emily — tiny, 5’0”, with perfect C-cups and an impossibly tight, toned little body.

He opened his mouth to speak, but the valley-girl lilt had vanished. Instead, fluent, natural Japanese poured out.

“Kore wa… sugoi desu ne?” He had no idea what he was saying.

He tried English. Nothing came out. His brain could think in English, but his mouth could only produce perfect Japanese.

Panicking slightly, he turned on the TV with the remote (muscle memory still worked). The late-night news anchor was talking about the weather. Alex stared at the crawling English text at the bottom.

It was complete gibberish. He couldn’t read a single word.

“Oh no… nani kore?!” he squeaked in Japanese, voice still carrying a bubbly, slightly ditzy tone even in the new language. His tiny Japanese schoolgirl body trembled with panic… and with a fresh, soaking wave of arousal.

He was stuck like this — a petite, ridiculously hot Japanese version of Emily who could only speak Japanese and couldn’t understand or read English.

And he had never been hornier in his life.

Standing there catching his breath, chest heaving, Alex felt a dark, thrilling impulse rise inside him. The ring could do anything. Why stop at pretty? Why not go extreme?

“What if… I was missing my legs?” he whispered, voice thick with forbidden arousal. “Double amputee… one leg to the knee, the other to the hip. Just to see what it feels like.”

He focused hard.

The change was instant and shocking. His right leg vanished from the knee down. His left leg disappeared from the hip. Balance gone, he tilted sideways and crashed to the floor with a surprised cry.

“Ohmygawd!” he gasped in Japanese, staring down at his young, petite body. Where his legs had been there were now smooth, rounded stumps — one ending at the knee, the other at the hip. The sight was so strange, so wrong, and so intensely arousing that his pussy clenched hard.

Moving the stumps felt weird and alien. He tried to stand and immediately toppled again. “This is so fucked up… but so hot,” he moaned.

He started crawling toward the bed, using his arms and the stumps to drag himself across the carpet. His heavy breasts swung and bounced with every motion, nipples dragging across the fibers. His bare, dripping pussy rubbed directly against the rough carpet with every pull forward, sending sparks of pleasure through his clit.

“Fuck… yes…” he whimpered, the friction making him wetter. He crawled slowly, deliberately, letting his tits drag and his pussy grind against the floor until he was panting and moaning, the constant stimulation pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

Halfway across the room his body betrayed him. The relentless rubbing of his swollen clit against the carpet, combined with the heavy bounce of his massive tits, sent him over. He came hard while still crawling, a high, ditzy Japanese cry escaping as his pussy squirted onto the carpet, thighs shaking, stumps twitching helplessly. The orgasm left him trembling, but he kept crawling, even more turned on by how helpless and slutty he felt.

Finally he reached the bed. He tried to pull himself up, but without legs it was almost impossible. His breasts squished against the mattress as he struggled, arms trembling, pussy still dripping from the carpet orgasm. After several failed attempts, grunting and moaning in Japanese, he finally managed to haul his torso onto the bed and collapse onto his back, chest heaving.

Lying there helpless, he reached down and rubbed the smooth stump where his left leg used to be. The sensation was electric. He rubbed it harder, fingers circling the sensitive end while his other hand found his swollen clit again.

“Ohhh… like this… I can’t even run away from it,” he moaned in Japanese, voice cracking with lust. He rubbed the stump and his clit at the same time, hips bucking uselessly, until another powerful orgasm tore through him. His pussy squirted onto the sheets, body shaking, stumps twitching helplessly.

Still gasping, the helplessness only turned him on more. “What if… I took away my fingers too? All except the one with the ring.”

He focused. His right hand’s fingers vanished one by one until only the ring finger remained. Then he removed his left arm entirely, right at the elbow. The arm simply disappeared, leaving a smooth, rounded stump.

Now he was truly helpless — a limbless torso with massive breasts, a dripping pussy, and only one finger to touch himself. He could barely move. The realization made his clit throb violently.

“Fuck… I’m so turned on by this,” he whimpered in Japanese, using the single finger to rub his clit in desperate little circles. His heavy tits jiggled with every shallow breath, stumps twitching uselessly. Another orgasm crashed over him, stronger than the last, leaving him a moaning, helpless mess on the bed.

He went at it for a long while — one orgasm after another — trying to move and adjust his body on the bed and failing multiple times. Every failed wiggle made his tits bounce and his pussy rub against the sheets, pushing him into the next climax. He was a dripping, quivering, limbless Japanese fucktoy, lost in wave after wave of pleasure.

Exhausted, soaked in his own juices, he finally tried to pull a pillow under his head and drag a blanket across his helpless body. It took several clumsy attempts with his single finger and stumps, but he eventually managed. Still panting, mind hazy with lust and fatigue, he fell into a deep, dream-filled sleep.


Chapter 3

Helpless in Her Skin

A soft morning light filtered through the blinds as Alex slowly woke up.

The first thing he noticed was the strange, heavy weight on his chest. The second was that he couldn’t move his legs. At all.

Disoriented, he tried to sit up. Nothing happened below his waist. His arms felt… wrong. Shorter. Weaker.

Panic started to creep in. “What…?”

He looked down.

Two massive, perfect breasts rose and fell with his breathing — full, heavy Cs on a tiny, delicate frame. Long, straight jet-black hair spilled over his shoulders and pooled on the pillow. Smooth porcelain skin. Small, dainty hands. And below that…

Nothing.

Where his legs should have been there were only smooth, rounded stumps — one ending just above the knee, the other at the hip. The young Japanese schoolgirl body he had created last night was now limbless, helpless, and completely at the mercy of the bed.

“Ohmygawd… what did I do?” he whispered in that soft, high, slightly ditzy Japanese voice. The words came out naturally, but the English thought in his head felt distant.

He tried to sit up. His torso shifted a little, but without legs to push with, he only managed to roll slightly. His massive tits bounced and swayed heavily with the movement, nipples dragging across the sheets and sending sparks straight to his clit. He tried again, arms flailing, breasts jiggling wildly and getting pinched between his arms and body as he struggled. Each desperate wiggle made his smooth pussy rub against the mattress, leaving a wet smear.

“Nande… ugokenai… why can’t I move my legs?!” he whimpered in Japanese, voice cracking with panic and unwanted arousal. His stumps twitched uselessly, the strange sensation only making him wetter.

After several failed attempts, breathing hard and flushed, he finally managed to roll onto his side and drag himself toward the edge of the bed using his arms. His heavy breasts bounced and slapped together with every pull, nipples aching. The constant motion against the sheets kept his clit throbbing.

He had just enough strength to haul his limbless torso upright against the headboard when another knock sounded on the front door.

“Alex? Are you in there?” Emily’s cheerful voice called through the door.

“Oh shit…” he thought, the words forming in English in his head but coming out only as soft, high Japanese when he tried to speak. “Kore wa… taihen…”

He tried to get to the door, but without legs it was almost impossible. He slid off the bed and landed on the floor with a soft thud, tits bouncing painfully. Crawling on his stomach, breasts dragging across the carpet and pussy grinding against it with every desperate pull, he made his way toward the door, moaning softly from the friction.

Another knock.

In a frantic rush, he concentrated on the ring and returned his legs and arms. The limbs reappeared instantly. He scrambled to his feet — now back in the petite Japanese schoolgirl body — and ran to the door, large tits bouncing wildly with every step, the motion making his small frame feel even more exposed and slutty.

He stopped just before opening it, sudden realization hitting him — he was still speaking only Japanese.

Concentrating again, he forced his voice back to normal English.

“Hi Emily,” he called through the door, using his real male voice while his reflection in the nearby mirror still showed the petite Japanese girl with enormous tits. The robe had slipped open during the crawl, leaving one breast fully exposed. He quickly pulled it closed, cheeks burning.

“Hey Alex, can you open the door?”

“I… just got out of the shower and I’m not really decent right now. What’s going on?”

“I just need to ask you another favor.”

“Uh… okay. Hang on a minute.”

In a near panic, Alex concentrated hard on returning fully to his original body. The change came, and he grew taller, features shifting back to his own. He quickly adjusted the robe so it covered him properly and cracked the door open just enough to see Emily standing there, looking slightly impatient but still smiling.

“Hi Alex,” Emily said, smirking a little. “I’ve had a minor change of plans and won’t be back for fourteen days. I talked to my parents and they’re picking me up from the airport. I’ll be staying with them a few extra days. Will you still be able to look after Mr. Mittens for me?”

“Sure can,” Alex said, trying to sound normal while his heart raced. Under the robe he was still half-hard from the earlier helpless exploration and the wild crawling.

“Oh thank you so much.” She looked relieved, then her expression turned playful. She leaned in and whispered, “A minute ago I heard a girl’s voice in there… are you in the middle of something?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she glanced at the bathrobe.

“Uh… yeah,” Alex said, not knowing what else to say.

“That is so great!” Emily replied excitedly. “Can I meet her, or is it a bad time?”

“Uh…” Alex started, but Emily cut him off with a grin.

“Of course it’s a bad time,” she said, nodding at the robe. “Sorry.”

“No, it’s okay. Just give me a moment and I’ll go get… uh… Jen.” The first name that popped into his head tumbled out before he could stop it.

He closed the door quickly and hurried back into the bedroom, face burning. “Oh hell, why did I say that?” he muttered. “What does she look like? I have to think of someone fast.”

His eyes darted around the room and landed on his DVD collection. He grabbed Winter’s Bone and stared at Jennifer Lawrence on the cover.

Concentrating hard, he felt the familiar tingling rush through him. He shrank back down to 5’9”, long blonde hair tumbling across his face once more. Throwing the robe off, he snatched up the oversized t-shirt and pulled it on. The hem fell just a few inches above his knees, barely covering his ass and leaving his smooth legs on full display.

He opened the door and stood face to face with Emily.

She was smiling pleasantly at first, but then her eyes widened in shock as she realized who she was looking at.

“Oh my God! You’re Jennifer Lawrence, aren’t you?”

“No, my name’s…” Alex suddenly remembered he had already called his “mystery girlfriend” Jen. “Smith. Jen Smith. I know I look a lot like her… I get that all the time, but I’m not her. Really.”

Emily stared at the girl who was obviously Jennifer Lawrence doing a terrible job of lying. Then she just smiled, clearly amused.

“Don’t worry. Alex is a good friend of mine and I won’t tell your secret. About time someone snatched him up… I knew someone would eventually, but I never thought it would be… well, it was nice meeting you, ‘Jen.’” Emily shook his hand warmly. “I think my ride’s here. Alex, I’ll talk to you when I get back!”

No answer from inside.

“I’ll go get him,” Alex said quickly and rushed back into the bedroom. He concentrated on his voice again.

“Have a good trip,” his own male voice called out from the bedroom. “See you when you get back.”

He hurried back into the living room and locked the front door, heart still pounding.

“I’ll really have to think about what I’m going to do with this before I do anything else,” Alex said aloud in his own voice, staring at the reflection of young naked Jennifer Lawrence in the mirror — tall, athletic, blonde, and far too sexy for his own good.

The ring was already whispering darker, hotter ideas into his mind… and he wasn’t sure how long he could resist.


Chapter 4

Celebrity Flesh

Alex sat on the edge of the bed for five long minutes as Jennifer Lawrence, legs spread wide, one hand circling his swollen clit in slow, teasing strokes while the other squeezed a firm breast, twisting the erect nipple. He stared at his reflection in the dark TV screen, gasping and moaning in Jennifer’s husky voice as pleasure built.

“Oh fuck… look at me,” he whimpered, fingers moving faster, the wet sounds of his pussy filling the room. His hips rolled, tits bouncing, until another powerful orgasm ripped through him. He cried out, pussy squirting onto the sheets, body shaking as he rode the waves.

Still panting, he reached for his massive Movie and TV collection, grabbing the first Blu-ray that caught his eye — American Pie.

He focused hard on the cover.

“This one time… at band camp,” a perfect duplicate of Alyson Hannigan said in that sweet, slightly awkward voice. His body shifted — hair lightening to auburn, face softening into her cute features, body becoming slim and perky. Removing the massive baggy t-shirt, he was now completely naked, he dropped back onto the bed and immediately started playing with himself.

“Like, oh my god, this body is so cute,” he moaned in Alyson’s voice. He squeezed his perky tits, then slid a hand between his legs, rubbing his clit in fast little circles while his hips bucked. The orgasm hit quick and sharp — he squealed, thighs shaking, squirting onto the sheets while giggling breathlessly.

He grabbed the next case — American Pie 2 — and concentrated again.

“Oh Jim… you are so naughty,” a flawless copy of Shannon Elizabeth purred with her naughty foreign accent. His body filled out with her sultry curves, dark hair cascading down his back. Completely naked, he got up, hips rolling sensually, larger tits swaying as he grabbed his phone. It wouldn’t unlock with facial ID, so he used the passcode and turned on the camera.

He started snapping selfies — making kissy faces, squeezing his breasts together, showing off every inch of Shannon Elizabeth’s body. Switching to video, he recorded a nude message in her accent:

“Oh!!! Alex, last night was fantastic! I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard and so many times! You sure know how to use that massive cock of yours. Hit me up later…” He gave a dirty lick of his lips and panned the camera slowly down his nude Shannon Elizabeth body, lingering on his dripping pussy and heavy tits.

Laughing, he realized he had recorded the whole thing with her character’s accent. “Oh well… at least I have a video that will score me some hookup points.”

Still breathing hard, he kept browsing the shelves and pulled out The Wolf of Wall Street.

He became Margot Robbie from that film — platinum blonde hair, flawless skin, and that dangerous, hyper-sexualized hourglass figure with massive, heavy breasts and a tiny waist. Completely naked, no magic clothing appeared.

“Oh my god… I’m Margot Robbie,” he moaned in her breathy, slightly raspy accent, voice dripping pure sex. “Look at these fucking tits…”

He cupped the heavy breasts, squeezing them hard, watching them spill between his fingers. The weight made his back arch. His thumbs brushed the thick nipples and a jolt of pleasure shot straight to his clit. “Mmm… they’re so big and sensitive…”

He dropped onto his back, spreading his long legs wide. His fingers slid through the slick, swollen folds of his new pussy, already dripping onto the sheets. He plunged two fingers deep inside, fucking himself while his other hand mauled a breast, pinching and twisting the nipple.

“Fuck yes… harder… I want it harder,” he gasped in Margot’s filthy accent, hips bucking wildly. His massive tits bounced with every thrust, the wet slapping sounds of his fingers echoing. He added a third finger, stretching himself, thumb grinding his clit.

“I’m such a dirty little slut… look at me fucking myself like a whore,” he moaned, voice growing louder and dirtier. The orgasm built fast and brutal. His back arched off the bed, tits jiggling violently as he came hard — pussy squirting in powerful jets, soaking his hand and the sheets. He kept going, fingers never stopping, chasing a second orgasm that left him screaming and shaking.

Even after the second climax, he rolled onto all fours, ass up, and reached back to rub his clit while watching himself in the mirror. “Look at this perfect ass… so round and fuckable.” He slapped it hard, the sound cracking through the room, then plunged three fingers deep inside again, moaning like the character she was based on until a third, even stronger orgasm ripped through him. His whole body convulsed, tits swinging like pendulums, pussy gushing again as he cried out.

By the time he collapsed onto his back, the bed was soaked, his naked body glistening with sweat and girl-cum, and his massive breasts were heaving with every panting breath.

He kept going, grabbing the next case — The Avengers.

He became Scarlett Johansson as Black Widow — athletic yet dangerously curvy, with fiery red hair and that signature confident, seductive presence. Completely naked, he dropped into a low stance and did the splits effortlessly, feeling the stretch in his thighs and the way his breasts hung heavy. He flipped forward into a cartwheel, tits bouncing wildly, then landed and did another flip, the motion making his pussy throb with every jolt.

“Fuck… this body is made for action,” he moaned in Scarlett’s sultry voice, accent thick and sexy. He dropped onto the bed and immediately started playing with himself — fingers plunging deep while his other hand squeezed a breast. The athleticism made every movement powerful and fluid. He came hard, screaming in Black Widow’s voice, pussy squirting across the sheets as his body shook with raw power.

Still hungry, he spotted a Stranger Things case and became Millie Bobby Brown — young, petite, with big expressive eyes and a tight, youthful body. Completely naked, he explored slowly at first, running hands over the smooth skin and perky little breasts. Then the hunger took over. He rubbed his clit in fast circles, moaning in Millie’s soft, youthful voice, “Oh god… it feels so good…” The orgasm hit quick and intense — he squealed, thighs clamping around his hand, squirting onto the bed while his small body trembled.

After several more orgasms, Alex looked up to see himself sweaty and panting in the reflection of the TV. Nearly exhausted, he stood wobbling to get up.

“That was the most amazing…” he panted, standing in awe in front of the mirror, suddenly lost for words.

“I wonder what it would be like with a guy,” he said before he could stop himself. He then shuddered at the thought and shook his head to get the idea out of his head. His long hair whipped back and forth.

He concentrated and turned back to himself.

“That’s never going to happen,” he said firmly looking at the mirror. He looked over at the clock that read six-thirty. He thought about changing into some really sexy guy and going to a bar and picking up a girl, but then stopped.

“The ring doesn’t do clothes, so he would have to be my same height and build,” Alex said out loud. “And maybe I shouldn’t go out just yet. I should play around with the ring a little more before I go out in public. And I guess I will have to buy some new clothes for any new body I…” Alex stopped mid thought and quickly got dressed. He rushed into the living room and grabbed Emily’s apartment key.


Chapter 5

Dressing The Part

Within a minute he was in Emily’s apartment. He started towards Emily’s bedroom, but froze suddenly with a feeling of guilt. She had trusted him to look after her place while she was gone and here he was about to go through her things. Alex struggled with this dilemma for nearly a minute and turned to leave, but at the last minute turned back towards the bedroom. Mr. Mittens scampered across the floor as he walked by.

“OK, this is so wrong,” he thought, as he looked around the room, afraid to open any drawers. “Maybe this will make me feel a little better about it.” Alex said as he concentrated on Emily and changed into her. He quickly removed his clothes.

“Alright, now I don’t have any choice, I have to find something to wear.” Alex hesitantly reached for a drawer, then stopped. “Of course, the hamper.” He said then turned and saw a clothes hamper. Opening it, all he saw were the clothes that Emily had worn to the gym.

“She must have done laundry before her trip,” he thought as he pulled the clothes out.

“Fuck it, I’ve got to wear something.” He thought as he pulled on the used thong, still slightly damp from the workout and the tight bike shorts. They hugged snugly to his tight, round ass. He then fumbled with the sports top and pulled it on. It clung to the curves of his body, just the way it had with Emily’s. He looked down and gasped at the sight of his own cleavage that was visible from his V-necked top. The clothing had a faint arousing musk to it.

“Wow!” he said aloud in Emily’s voice. “I’m a total babe!”

Alex looked at the reflection in the mirror. The gorgeous blonde with the erect nipples looked back.

He stood there for a moment, admiring the way the sports bra hugged his perky C-cups, then a wicked little thought slipped into his mind.

“What would she look like at 18… fresh out of high school, just starting to bloom?”

He focused on the ring, imagining Emily aged down to eighteen — the same face, but softer, more innocent, with that youthful glow and perky, untouched energy.

The change began immediately. The sports bra grew slightly looser as his breasts shrank back into firm, high, teenage B-cups. His face softened, losing the last traces of adult sharpness and becoming sweetly youthful. Skin glowed with that fresh, dewy eighteen-year-old perfection. His hips narrowed just a touch, waist stayed tiny, but everything about him screamed “barely legal cheerleader” energy.

“Ohmygawd… I look like a total innocent little eighteen-year-old,” he breathed in Emily’s voice, now lighter and sweeter, almost girlish. He turned side to side in the mirror, watching the perky teenage tits bounce naturally under the sports bra. The bike shorts hugged his firmer, rounder ass perfectly.

He couldn’t resist. He cupped the younger breasts, thumbs brushing the sensitive nipples, and a fresh rush of slick heat flooded his pussy.

“Like… these feel so perky and new,” he moaned, voice turning breathy and excited. One hand slid down into the bike shorts, fingers finding his smooth, tight teenage pussy already dripping. He rubbed slow circles over his clit while staring at the innocent-yet-sexy reflection.

The orgasm built fast and bright. His back arched, perky tits jiggling, a high, sweet cry escaping as he came hard — pussy clenching around his fingers, thighs shaking, a small squirt soaking the front of the bike shorts.

Panting, he stared at the ceiling for a long moment, a dazed smile on his youthful face.

But the hunger wasn’t satisfied. The ring was still on his finger, whispering darker, hotter ideas.

He decided to push further.

“What if I made her even older… like in her 40s, a proper sexy MILF?”

He focused again, this time aging the body up from the teenage version. The sports bra grew tighter as his breasts swelled larger, becoming fuller and heavier with that soft, natural sag of a woman in her prime. The fabric dug into his skin until he couldn’t take it anymore. With a soft moan he pulled the sports bra off, letting his now larger, softer breasts spill free. They sagged just enough to look natural and incredibly erotic, sitting lower on his chest with a gentle, heavy sway.

His ass filled out next, rounding and softening, gaining that plush, jiggly thickness that made the bike shorts ride up between his cheeks. His waist thickened slightly, hips flaring wider into a classic hourglass that screamed fertile, experienced woman. A few strands of silver-gray appeared in the long blonde hair, giving her a sophisticated, sexy maturity.

Alex got up and looked at the mirror in the bedroom as MILF Emily. “I’m a total cougar!” he said with a throaty laugh, voice now richer and more mature. He cupped the heavy, sagging breasts, lifting them slightly and letting them drop, watching the soft jiggle. “God, these feel so full and real… Emily would kill to have tits like this at her age.”

He stared at the reflection, turning slowly to admire the wider hips, the plush ass, and the gentle belly pooch that made the whole body look so fertile and fuckable. His pussy was already dripping again, a warm trickle running down his inner thigh.

“This is fantastic, but what do I do now?” Still as the voluptuous MILF, Alex walked around the apartment and stopped in the kitchen. “Maybe I’ll have a drink and think about it.” He thought as he pulled the cork from a half-drunk bottle of White Zinfandel and poured it into a wine glass.

“Hmmm, that tastes really nice,” he thought as he took a sip, the wine warming his belly and making his already sensitive nipples tighten even more. “I’ve got this place to myself for two weeks and I can do whatever I want.”

Alex finished his glass of wine and poured himself another as he walked around the apartment looking at the various pictures on the wall of Emily with her family and friends. There was a picture of a younger looking Emily working at what looked like a construction site, with a man who Alex concluded from other pictures was Emily’s father. There were a couple pictures of them together with hard hats on working at various locations.

“I guess Emily used to be a bit of a tomboy,” Alex said aloud in the husky MILF voice. “Wilson construction.” He read off a sign in one of the pictures. “I guess that Emily’s father must have owned the company.” He said staring at the father and daughter in the picture, feeling a strange thrill at seeing the younger Emily while he now had the mature, experienced body of what she might become.

Alex had a slight buzz and was feeling a little bit tipsy when he went into the bathroom. Standing in front of the toilet, he pulled down his pants.

“Oh yeah,” he remembered as he reached for his manhood. Sitting down he was unsure how to start but after a moment he heard the rush of urine hitting the water. Standing up he remembered he needed to wipe, grabbing some toilet paper and haphazardly dabbing his pussy, sending a fresh wave of arousal through him. After he had finished, he pulled his pants back up and washed his hands, the simple act of wiping his slick folds making his clit throb again.

Alex went back into the other room and filled up his wine glass for a third time. After another half glass of wine he wandered back into Emily’s bedroom and started looking around. He slid open the top drawer and looked at a variety of underwear. After twenty minutes he had looked through all of the drawers and had quickly gone through all of the closets.

“This looked the most interesting,” Alex said aloud as he pulled some items from a drawer he had found. “Emily must look so hot when she wears all this.” He looked at the pile of clothes and smiled. “I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

He quickly slid off the bike shorts and threw them in the corner.

“I wonder how this goes on?” he thought as he picked up the black bustier and started to put it on. He held it to his chest and tried to fit Emily’s large breasts into the cups, but his MILF tits were a couple of sizes too big now. The soft, heavy flesh overflowed the top dramatically, spilling out in deep, creamy cleavage that jiggled with every breath. The boning material squeezed underneath, pushing the overflowing tits even higher and making them look obscenely full and ready to burst free. He felt the restrictive pressure around his ribs as he pulled it tight and reached behind himself, struggling with the hook and eye closures. After about five minutes of fumbling and adjusting the overflowing mounds, he was sure he had gotten the last one fastened. The bustier creaked under the strain, his massive MILF breasts bulging lewdly over the top like they were trying to escape.

Then he slid on a pair of g-string panties. His hands trembled as he slowly slid the thigh-high fishnet stocking on his right leg and then slid the second one on his left leg. Fumbling, he fastened the garter belts to the stockings. He picked up a black choker and fixed it snugly around his neck. He slid on a pair of six-inch spiked high heels. Putting them on, he stood up and teetered for a moment.

“With these on, I am almost up to my old height,” he thought as he staggered towards the mirror.

“Oh…” was all he was able to say when he saw himself in the mirror. He stared, looking himself up and down for several minutes. He could feel the warmness in his belly and the wetness running down his leg; he could smell his arousal.

“Wow. I wish she would dress up this way for me.” He thought as he walked back into the living room for his glass of wine, stumbling a few times. He took a sip.

“Maybe I’ll stay here tonight.” He was thinking, when he heard what sounded like a key being slid into the front door and before he could react, the door swung open.

“Who the hell… are… you?” Emily shouted at first in surprise, which quickly trailed off into bewilderment at the sight of her older duplicate.


Chapter 6

The Discovery

“Oh my God, Emily… I… I…” Alex stammered, his face burning with embarrassment. He quickly kicked off one six-inch spiked high heel, then the other, wobbling slightly as his bare feet hit the floor. The overflowing bustier still squeezed his massive tits, the soft, heavy flesh spilling lewdly over the top with every shaky breath.

“What’s going on here?” Emily demanded, dropping her suitcase in the doorway with a thud. Her eyes widened as she stared at the older, voluptuous version of herself standing there in her own sexy lingerie. “Who… who are you?”

“I’m… uh… Alex,” he mumbled, cheeks turning crimson. He wanted to shrivel up and die right then and there.

“How can you be Alex?” Emily asked slowly, stepping closer to her older twin, eyes roaming over the silver-streaked blonde hair, the heavier sagging breasts straining the bustier, the wider hips and plush ass that made the g-string disappear between soft cheeks.

“It’s a long story,” Alex started, voice still husky and mature from the MILF body.

“Well, I think you had better tell me everything,” Emily said, crossing her arms.

Alex explained it all — the magic ring from Baubles & Bargains, how he’d tested it on himself, how he’d turned into her to try on clothes because he had nothing else to wear. He only glossed over a few of the most embarrassing details about his long-standing crush on her, but otherwise he was completely honest about every transformation, every orgasm, every filthy thing he’d done in her body and in all the celebrity forms.

“So you can change to look like anyone you want?” Emily asked, voice hushed with disbelief.

“And body parts too,” he added. To prove it, he concentrated and changed just his head and voice back to his own male face and normal tone, while the rest of the lush, 40-something female body stayed exactly the same.

“Oh… my… god,” Emily gasped, staring at the impossible sight in front of her. The body was a perfect duplicate of her own — only older, curvier, and far more voluptuous — wearing her favorite black bustier with tits overflowing the cups in deep, creamy cleavage. But sitting on top of that mature, sexy body was the familiar face of her next-door neighbor Alex.

“Can you change back to normal please? I am freaking out with the whole ‘your’ head ‘my’ body thing.”

“I’ll have to get undressed first,” Alex said, voice still his own but coming from the older woman’s throat. “If I change back now I’ll rip up your… uh… clothes here. But wait just a second.” He concentrated again, shifting only his head. Suddenly Jennifer Lawrence’s stunning face sat atop the MILF body, looking even more surreal.

“Is that better?” he asked in Jennifer Lawrence’s smooth, sultry voice.

“Much,” Emily breathed. “But why did you turn into me?”

“Well… uh,” Alex hesitated, Jennifer’s face flushing. “You were out of town and you had clothes I could change into. Wouldn’t you have done the same?”

“Probably,” Emily admitted, still staring.

“Wait a minute. Why are you back?” Alex asked.

“Oh, weather patterns worsened and Hawaii is about to get a typhoon, so they aren’t flying any planes in for 24 to 48 hours.”

They sat in awkward silence for a few moments, the air thick with tension.

“I’m going to go change out of this and then change back to normal,” Alex said, starting to stand, the bustier creaking as his overflowing tits shifted heavily.

“Wait just a second,” Emily said, getting up too. “I still have some things I want to ask you.”

“Okay, but maybe I should change first.”

“No, don’t just yet,” Emily replied, her eyes drifting over the older, sexier version of herself. “I want to ask you a favor first. And I think you owe me big time.” She looked him up and down slowly, taking in the silver-streaked hair, the heavy overflowing cleavage, the wide hips and thick thighs barely contained by the lingerie.

Alex felt a fresh tinge of guilt twist in his stomach… mixed with something hotter.

“Okay! What can I do for you?”

“Well, first off, change your face to look like mine again and make yourself my age again,” Emily said, watching intently as Alex obeyed.

He focused on the ring. His features shifted back to Emily’s younger, beautiful face, and the body tightened and firmed, the extra weight and sag melting away until he once again looked exactly like the real Emily standing in front of him — same age, same perky C-cups, same tight, athletic curves.

Emily stared at her perfect duplicate, breathing a little faster.


Chapter 7

Perfection and Theft

For the next two hours Emily went over every inch of her duplicate’s face and body with a fine-toothed comb. She made Alex adjust the tiniest details — smoothing a nearly invisible scar on her hip, lifting the outer corners of her eyes just a fraction, plumping her lips by a millimeter, tightening the skin under her jaw, and reshaping the subtle curve of her waist until it flowed into her hips in a flawless hourglass. Every change was subtle, but by the end of the second hour the body in front of her was perfection itself.

Alex was so mentally fatigued he could barely keep his eyes open. Groggily, he begged Emily for a break, slumping back against the couch cushions in the tight black bustier and g-string.

Emily just stared at him in awe, her own eyes wide with something between wonder and hunger.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered reverently. “I had you remove every single one of my imperfections.”

“What imperfections?” Alex mumbled drowsily, the voice coming out in Emily’s exact tone.

“Small, insignificant things that only a camera lens can pick up mostly… but I know where every one of mine are. The little flaws that kept me from getting the good jobs.”

“I…” Alex yawned deeply. “I never thought you had any flaws. You always seemed perfect to me.” He closed his eyes and let his head rest against the back of the couch.

“That is so sweet,” Emily said, genuinely touched. But as she looked down at the sleeping duplicate — her own face and body now refined into absolute physical perfection, still clad in the straining black bustier with those full, perky C-cups and the tiny waist that curved dramatically into wide, athletic hips — a sharp pang of envy twisted in her chest.

“Alex?”

“Uh?” he answered groggily, barely conscious.

“Can I borrow the ring?”

“Sure… sure you can,” he murmured dreamily.

“Can I borrow it right now?” Emily leaned forward, her voice soft but insistent.

“OK.” Without thinking, Alex tugged the silver ring off his finger and dropped it into her waiting palm. “Now… just let me go to sleep.”

With that, his eyes fluttered shut and he was out cold.

Alex yawned and slowly sat upright on the couch the next morning. He pushed aside the comforter Emily must have draped over him during the night and immediately gasped.

“Oh my god…” He brought two delicate hands up to cup his large, perfect breasts. “It wasn’t a dream.”

He looked down at Emily’s enhanced body, still clad in the sexy black bustier and g-string. The bustier now fit the flawless curves perfectly — full, perky C-cups sitting high and proud, a tiny waist, and an ass that curved out into long, toned legs. He stood up, feeling the silky lingerie shift against smooth, youthful skin, and let out a low whistle.

“Man… what a body. Even from this perspective.”

Still half-asleep, he padded toward the bathroom, hips swaying naturally in the heels he hadn’t bothered to remove the night before.

“Nice!” he said when he caught his reflection in the mirror. The woman staring back was breathtaking — Emily’s face refined to model perfection, long blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders, perky breasts straining the bustier, tiny waist, and an ass that begged to be grabbed. “I’d like to do me right now.”

He stepped up to the toilet, slid the g-string down his smooth thighs, and reflexively reached for his manhood… only to find nothing there. He laughed softly.

“That’s twice now.”

Still grinning, he concentrated on having a penis again. He waited, expecting the familiar weight to return between his legs.

Nothing happened.

Frowning, he concentrated harder and cupped his hands over his womanhood, trying to feel any change. A finger brushed against the soft, yielding folds and slid partially into the slick warmth. He yanked his hand back in shock.

The ring was gone from his finger.

“Holy shit!” he hissed in alarm. “Where the fuck is it?”

Then the memory hit him like a slap — the last thing he remembered before passing out was handing the ring to Emily.

“I am such an idiot.”

He quickly yanked the g-string back up, the thin strip of fabric disappearing between his perfect ass cheeks, and ran for the front door. He swung it open and darted across the hall to his own apartment. He reached for the doorknob, expecting it to turn — he’d left it unlocked the night before.

It was locked.

“What the—?” Surprise turned to anger as he pounded on the door. “Emily! Open up the door!”

“Oh my god! Look at that!” a male voice called from behind him.

“Hey baby, if you’re locked out you can stay at my place!” a second voice added, laughing.

Alex spun around to see two guys from the complex openly ogling him. Their eyes raked over the flawless young twenty-something blonde in nothing but a black bustier, g-string, thigh-high fishnets, and six-inch heels — perky tits pushed high and full, waist tiny, hips and ass flaring out in pure feminine perfection.

In an instant Alex looked down at his own half-naked, hyper-enhanced female body. A hot flush of embarrassment hit him… but it didn’t stop there. A deep, unwelcome throb pulsed between his legs. His new pussy clenched involuntarily, a fresh rush of slick heat soaking the tiny g-string as the guys’ hungry stares washed over him. His nipples tightened painfully against the bustier, and a soft, involuntary whimper escaped his lips.

The cat-calling turned him on.

He hated how much it turned him on.

“Come on baby, come back out!”

“Damn! What a hottie!”

“That was a prime piece of ass,” one of them laughed.

Alex’s cheeks burned crimson even as his clit throbbed harder. He could feel his pussy lips swelling, growing slicker with every crude word. Part of him wanted to run back inside, but another part — the new, sugar-rush part that was still learning how this body worked — wanted to stay and let them look.

He darted back into Emily’s apartment anyway, slamming the door behind him.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned, leaning back against the wood, heart hammering and thighs pressed tightly together. His nipples were rock-hard, his pussy dripping, and the echo of their voices still made his clit twitch with unwanted arousal.

Outside he could still hear the two guys laughing and cat-calling as they walked away.

Alex slid down the door until he was sitting on the floor, perfect breasts heaving, the reality finally sinking in.

Emily had the ring.

And he was stuck in her perfected twenty-one year old body… dripping wet from being objectified by strangers.


Chapter 8

The Switch

“A prime piece of ass?” a frightened Alex whispered as he reached up with a trembling hand and turned the deadbolt. The sound of the lock clicking into place did nothing to calm the frantic beat of his heart… or the unwelcome heat still pulsing between his legs from the cat-calling.

“I got to change back!” he gasped, scrambling into the bedroom where he had left his clothes the night before. They were gone. His pants, his shirt, his keys — everything. On the nightstand he saw a phone and quickly dialed his own number. It rang once, twice, then went straight to voicemail. Alex hung up and began pacing the room, perfect hips swaying with every frantic step.

“Where is she?” he complained, voice coming out in Emily’s sweet, melodic tone. He kept walking in circles around the apartment until his bladder screamed for relief.

“Dam, I really got to pee.” He rushed into the bathroom and tried to yank the g-string down, but it snagged where the garter belts met the thigh-high fishnets. Swearing under his breath, he unfastened the clips with shaking fingers, slid the tiny panties down, and sat.

“Oh god, that’s better,” he sighed as the pressure finally eased, the soft hiss of urine hitting the water sounding strangely intimate in this body.

After finishing, he wiped carefully — the simple motion sending another unwanted spark through his clit — then pulled everything back up and headed to the bedroom to change. He rolled down the fishnet stockings, and reached behind himself to unhook the bustier. The hooks were stubborn, and when he finally got them open he tried to pull the garment over his head. It refused to slide past his full, perky breasts. He tried sliding it down over his hips instead, but they were too wide and the boning too rigid. After several minutes of frustrated tugging he finally managed to wriggle free.

He found a plain sports bra, a simple t-shirt, and a pair of tight jeans in one of the drawers and started getting dressed.

“These boobs seem bigger than they were yesterday,” he thought as he squirmed into the sports bra, the elastic stretching tight over the enhanced tits. “Emily must have made me make them larger. I was so out of it by the end of the evening I didn’t know what I was doing. I still can’t believe I gave her the ring.”

Once he had the tight jeans and t-shirt on, he felt marginally better.

“Well, I am at least dressed a little more like a guy,” he thought reluctantly as he looked in the mirror.

He stared for a long moment. The reflection was still unmistakably Emily… but better. The little changes she had demanded last night had added up. Cheekbones a touch higher, lips a fraction fuller, eyes brighter, skin flawless. The body was toned and curvy in all the right places, the breasts sitting high and proud, the waist tiny, the ass round and firm.

“I really am prettier,” he whispered. “All the little changes she made last night really added up. I still look like Emily, but… better? Is that possible?”

The longer he stared, the more he felt it — a slow, warm throb building between his thighs. His nipples stiffened against the sports bra. Heat pooled low in his belly.

“Oh my god,” he thought, cheeks flushing. “I am getting so turned on by myself.”

He forced himself to step away from the mirror before he developed a full-blown Narcissus complex.

The sound of a key sliding into the front door made him jump. He hurried into the living room just as the door opened… and let out a fearful shriek.

Standing in the doorway was his own male body — tall, broad-shouldered, wearing the exact clothes he had been in yesterday.

“Alex. Don’t freak out. It’s me, Emily.” The copy of Alex’s male body said calmly. “I was trying out the ring and wanted to see what it was like to be a guy. And since you had changed into me and put on my clothes, I figured turnabout was fair play.”

“Yeah…” Alex said, still feeling a tinge of embarrassment as he stared at his own face and body.

“This is so amazing,” Emily-in-Alex’s-body continued, voice deep and masculine. “I had to go out and see how people would treat me differently. It was so weird. I went into a Home Depot and talked to some salesmen about power tools and not once got called ‘little lady’ or spoken to like I was some kind of mental defective. And the whole time I was there talking to these guys they never once stared at my chest. They kept eye contact the whole time. It was great.”

“Really?” Alex said, then looked down at his own chest, the sports bra doing little to hide the enhanced swell. “Uh… last night, did you make these a little bigger?”

“Just a touch,” Emily replied with a grin that looked strange on Alex’s face. “But that reminds me. I have to show you something. Come with me.”

Emily walked into the bathroom. They both stood in front of the large mirror. Emily closed her eyes in concentration. Within seconds the male body shifted and reformed until she looked exactly like the prettier version of Emily that Alex was currently wearing — same flawless face, same perfect curves, same perky breasts and tiny waist — only she was still wearing the long pants and oversized male t-shirt.

“I figured out how to work the ring so that I am now the prettier version of myself,” she said with a shining smile. “I even set up an appointment with a new agent tomorrow afternoon and I know she will sign me on the spot. And after that there will be no stopping my modeling career!”

She threw her arms around Alex and gave him a big, enthusiastic kiss.

Alex was surprised at first, but then quickly responded. He felt himself getting turned on fast — his nipples tightening, his pussy growing slick and warm — when Emily suddenly pulled away.

“Alex…” she whispered in a sultry voice that still sounded strange coming from what had been his own mouth only moments ago. “I want to make love to you.”

“Okay,” Alex said without hesitation, leaning forward to kiss her again.

“Not like this,” Emily said, stopping him with a gentle hand on his chest. She closed her eyes in concentration and began to grow taller, broader, more masculine. In seconds she looked exactly like Alex’s original male body once more — tall, strong, unmistakably male.

Alex’s eyes snapped open in wide-eyed surprise.


Chapter 9

Riding My Own Cock

“What?” Alex took a startled step back, eyes wide.

“It is so different being a guy,” Emily said, looking down at him from his own tall male body. “And I want to see what it would be like to have sex as one.”

“No way,” Alex snapped, cheeks burning. “I want—”

“Just hear me out,” Emily interrupted. She concentrated for a second and shifted back into her own prettier, perfected form — the flawless twenty-one year old version of herself with the enhanced curves and glowing skin. She stepped closer, pressing her body against his. “If you do this for me, when we change back I will rock your world in ways you can’t even imagine. When you’re a man again, I’ll fulfill every single one of your sexual fantasies with this sexy body.”

She leaned in and kissed him again, slow and deep, tongue sliding against his. Alex’s resistance melted. His hands came up to her waist as he gave in to the kiss, moaning softly into her mouth.

“So what do you say?” Emily whispered when she finally pulled back, lips brushing his.

“Any fantasy I have?” Alex asked breathlessly, eyes half-closed in ecstasy.

Emily leaned forward and began nibbling on his earlobe, hot breath tickling his skin. “Any,” she whispered, voice dripping with promise.

“Alright,” Alex whispered dreamily, already lost.

The nibbling stopped for a moment, then resumed as a warm hand cupped his right breast through the t-shirt, thumb circling the stiffening nipple. Alex gasped. Suddenly Emily’s mouth was on his again, tongue pushing inside, claiming him. He kissed her back hungrily, tongues tangling, while her hands roamed.

Slowly she inched his shirt up until it was pulled over his breasts, breaking the kiss only long enough to yank the t-shirt over his head. Alex looked up at the tall male body — his own face staring back with raw lust — as Emily quickly stripped off the sports bra, freeing his perky, enhanced tits.

“Emily must have shifted at some point,” Alex thought dazedly, but the thought dissolved as Emily’s hands returned to his bare breasts, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh.

“Oh Alex, I want you so bad,” Emily growled in his deep male voice. She pulled her own shirt off, revealing the strong male chest, then surged forward, kissing him fiercely while one hand continued playing with his left breast, pinching the sensitive nipple until Alex whimpered.

She guided him backward out of the bathroom and into the bedroom, never breaking the kiss. Alex’s hands explored the hard male body that used to be his, feeling the firm muscles, the heat of skin, the unmistakable bulge pressing against his stomach.

They tumbled onto the bed. Emily rolled on top, pinning him down, and moved lower to suck on his nipples. Her tongue flicked and swirled over the sensitive peaks, teeth grazing just enough to make him arch and moan uncontrollably. Alex’s pussy was already soaked, slick juices coating his inner thighs.

An orgasm exploded through him without warning. “Ahhh—fuck!” Alex screamed, back bowing off the bed as his pussy clenched hard, gushing fresh wetness onto the sheets. Before the first wave even faded, another built fast. Emily kept sucking and licking his tits, one hand sliding down to rub his swollen clit through the tight jeans.

Alex’s belt was loosened in seconds. Emily yanked the jeans down his legs, then hooked her fingers in the g-string and slowly peeled the soaked scrap of fabric away. Cool air hit his dripping pussy, making him shiver.

Alex tossed his long blonde hair to the side and looked up lustfully as Emily stripped off the rest of the male clothes. The sight of the thick, hard cock springing free — his own former cock, now erect, throbbing, and much bigger — sent another rush of heat through his core. His pussy fluttered visibly, more slick dripping down to his ass.

“I don’t care anymore,” Alex thought hazily. “I just need it inside me.”

Emily leaned down and kissed him passionately. Without breaking the kiss she scooted him higher on the bed, then rolled so Alex was on top, straddling the hard male body. Alex could feel the thick cock pressing hot and heavy against his soaked folds.

Instinctively he rocked his hips, sliding his slick pussy along the shaft, coating it in his juices. Emily groaned, hands gripping his ass, guiding him.

Alex lifted up on his knees, reached down, and lined the thick head up with his entrance. He sank down slowly, feeling every inch stretch his tight pussy open. “Ohhh fuuuck…” he moaned, voice high and breathy as he was filled completely. The fullness was overwhelming — alien, intense, perfect.

Emily’s hands moved to his breasts, squeezing and pinching the nipples as Alex began to ride. Up and down, slow at first, then faster, the wet sounds of his dripping pussy sliding along the cock filling the room. His tits bounced heavily with every thrust, nipples aching.

Emily reached up, grabbed a handful of his long blonde hair, and pulled his head back. “Ride me, baby,” she growled in Alex’s old voice.

Alex moaned louder, grinding down harder, clit rubbing against Emily’s pelvis with every stroke. Another orgasm crashed over him — his pussy spasming wildly around the thick cock, squirting messily down the shaft and soaking Emily’s balls.

Emily flipped them suddenly, putting Alex on his back. She hooked his legs over her shoulders and drove in deep, fucking him with long, powerful strokes. The angle hit something inside that made Alex see stars.

“Oh god—right there—don’t stop!” Alex cried, nails digging into Emily’s back.

Emily pounded harder, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing. “You’re so fucking tight… such a greedy little slut,” she groaned.

Alex’s eyes rolled back as yet another orgasm ripped through him, pussy gushing around the thrusting cock. “I’m cumming—again—ahhh!”

Emily kept thrusting through his climax, then suddenly pulled out, flipped him onto all fours, and slammed back in from behind. One hand reached around to rub his clit while the other gripped his hip, fucking him deep and fast.

“Give it to me, Emily—harder—make me cum again!” Alex begged, pushing back to meet every thrust.

Emily’s pace turned brutal. “Fuck—yes—take it all!” she snarled.

Alex’s screams grew higher and louder as the biggest orgasm yet built. His pussy clenched rhythmically around the pistoning cock, juices squirting with every thrust.

“Oh—my—GOD!” Emily shouted as she buried herself to the hilt one final time, cock pulsing deep inside him as she came hard.

Alex shrieked in ecstasy, his own orgasm exploding at the same moment — pussy milking every drop, fresh girl-cum gushing out around the buried cock and soaking the sheets beneath them.

They collapsed together onto the bed, both panting, bodies slick with sweat and cum, still joined.

Alex lay there trembling, pussy still fluttering around the softening cock, mind hazy with aftershocks.

He had never felt anything so intense in his life.


Chapter 10

Vanished

Neither of them said a word as they lay tangled together in the afterglow, bodies slick with sweat and cum, breathing ragged. Alex’s pussy still fluttered around the softening cock buried inside him, little aftershocks making his thighs tremble.

“That was… fantastic,” Alex finally whispered, voice husky and spent.

“Yes it was,” Emily murmured, smiling as she brushed her fingers across his flushed cheek.

Then Alex’s eyes locked onto her hand.

“OH MY GOD!” he shouted, bolting upright. He grabbed her wrist and yanked it closer. The silver ring on her finger was glowing with a soft, translucent light. As they both stared, the glow brightened for a heartbeat… then the ring simply dissolved into nothing, vanishing completely from her skin.

“What just…?” Emily whispered, staring at her now bare finger in disbelief.

“Noooo!” Alex screamed, snatching her hand and frantically rubbing the empty spot as if he could force the ring back into existence. “Where is it?!”

“I don’t know!” Emily said, voice rising in panic. She scrambled around the bed, yanking sheets and pillows aside as though the ring had simply fallen off.

Alex clutched at his perfect breasts in shock, willing them to disappear, but nothing happened. He was still trapped in the flawless, hyper-enhanced version of Emily’s body — perky tits, tiny waist, round ass, and a pussy still leaking their combined juices down his thighs.

Emily was now in full hysterics, ripping the sheets completely off the bed. “No, no, no! Where is it?!”

“The store!” Alex suddenly shouted, leaping off the bed. He snatched up the pile of clothes Emily had stripped off him earlier — the g-string, the tight blue jeans, the t-shirt. He yanked the soaked g-string up his legs, the thin fabric immediately sticking to his still-dripping pussy. He struggled into the tight jeans, the denim hugging every curve like a second skin, then gave up on the sports bra entirely and just pulled the t-shirt over his bare breasts.

“Emily! Get dressed!” he barked, voice high and frantic.

“What?” She looked up, dazed.

“We’re going to Baubles & Bargains. The shop where I bought the ring. Elias — the owner — can help us change back!”

“Right!” Emily said with sudden determination. She quickly pulled on Alex’s original male clothes.

Alex was still fumbling with his own clothes when Emily finished. “Let’s go! I’ll drive!” she said decisively, already heading for the door.

Alex tried to sprint after her, but a sharp bounce in his chest made him gasp. His bare tits jiggled wildly under the thin t-shirt with every step. “Fucking things!” he grunted, cupping both breasts with his hands to hold them still as he ran awkwardly through the apartment complex.

Emily was already in the car with the engine running by the time he yanked the passenger door open, still clutching his bouncing chest.

They reached the mall in record time, tires squealing as Emily parked. They raced inside, Alex still forced to hold his tits to keep them from bouncing painfully. Several shoppers turned to stare at the gorgeous blonde running through the mall with both hands pressed firmly to his chest.

“Where is it?” Emily panted as Alex led the way.

“Right around this corner,” he said, turning sharply. “It’s right—”

The words died in his throat.

There was no Baubles & Bargains. No heavy wooden door, no glowing sign that read “Everything you want… for a price.” Just an empty storefront with a simple sign that read “Space For Lease.”

For the next hour they walked the entire mall twice, checking every corridor, every side hallway. They even questioned the owners of the neighboring stores, but no one had ever heard of a shop called Baubles & Bargains — or any middle-aged man named Elias, any magic curio shop, anything like it.

The shop had simply vanished.

Alex stood in the middle of the mall corridor, chest heaving, hands still cupping his perfect breasts through the thin t-shirt, the reality crashing down on him like a wave.

Elias had the ring… and now the ring was gone.

They were both stuck.

Permanently.


Chapter 11

New Lives

When Alex and Emily finally stumbled back into their apartments, over an hour’s worth of pent-up rage exploded like a dam breaking. The screaming match was immediate and vicious.

“You lost the fucking ring!” Alex shrieked, voice high and shrill in Emily’s perfected body. “You stole it and now I’m trapped forever in this — this slutty, bouncy, dripping body!”

Emily’s face twisted with fury from inside Alex’s old male body. “Me?! You were the pervert who turned into me in the first place! You stole my life, put on my lingerie, fingered my pussy, and rode my cock like a desperate whore! This is your fault!”

The accusations flew faster and louder, voices cracking with raw emotion. Alex screamed about being stuck with these sensitive tits and an ever-wet cunt that throbbed at the slightest breeze. Emily screamed about how Alex had secretly lusted after her for years and had finally gotten what he wanted — her perfect body to play with.

It escalated until Emily pointed at the door, chest heaving. “Get the fuck out of my apartment!”

Alex stormed out, slamming the door so hard the walls shook.

For the rest of the night they sulked in separate apartments, both desperately trying to pretend nothing had changed. Shock and a pathetic need for normalcy drove them through their usual routines.

Emily tried to take a long, relaxing bath to wash away the nightmare. She sank into the tub… only to realize the male body was too tall and broad to sprawl comfortably. Worse, when she looked down, there was no soft, familiar curves — just a thick cock resting against a flat stomach and heavy balls between her legs. The reflection in the water mocked her. She got out frustrated, cock half-hard from the warm water and unwanted memories of how good it had felt thrusting into Alex’s tight pussy earlier.

Alex tried to zone out in front of the television. His long blonde hair kept falling into his face, forcing him to tuck it behind his ear again and again. Every time he crossed his arms or reached for the remote, his enhanced perky C-cups got in the way, brushing against his forearms and sending little sparks straight to his clit. An erotic scene came on — a couple passionately fucking — and instead of the familiar hardening in his pants, Alex felt a deep, warm, glowing ache bloom low in his belly. His pussy clenched emptily, growing slick and swollen. A soft, needy whimper escaped his lips as he pressed his thighs together, feeling fresh wetness soak his panties.

Both finally crawled into bed still furious and frustrated, bodies betraying them with lingering arousal.

The next morning the obvious problem forced them to speak again: they needed clothes that actually fit.

After an awkward, tense conversation they agreed on the only logical solution — they had to switch apartments and live in the one appropriate for the bodies they now wore. Mr. Mittens moved with Emily into Alex’s old place.

Once they started talking properly, they accepted the brutal truth: they had no choice but to live each other’s lives for now and pray they could switch back someday. They spent hours going over every detail — family histories, friends, jobs, responsibilities, passwords, schedules.

Finally, Emily helped Alex get ready for the modeling agent meeting she had scheduled that afternoon.

Alex tried to back out. “We should cancel. I can’t do this.”

Emily shook her head. “This is perfect. The agent doesn’t know me yet. It’s the best test run for your new life. And honestly… with how hot you look right now, you’re going to crush it.”

Reluctantly Alex agreed. Emily helped him pick out an outfit — a tight white crop top that hugged his perky breasts and showed a teasing strip of toned midriff, paired with high-waisted skinny jeans that clung to his round ass and long legs like they were painted on. She did his makeup — not that he needed much with the enhanced perfection; just a little mascara to make his eyes pop and a glossy pink lip that made his mouth look fuckable.

When Alex looked in the mirror, he felt a fresh throb between his legs. The woman staring back was stunning — Emily but better, every curve screaming sex. His nipples stiffened visibly against the thin crop top.

Emily noticed and smirked. “See? You’re already turning yourself on again.”

Alex blushed hard, pussy growing warm and slick. “Shut up.”

Emily gave his ass a playful smack as he headed for the door. “Go get that contract, beautiful. When you get back… maybe we can celebrate properly.”

Alex walked out flushed and aching, the seam of the tight jeans rubbing teasingly against his swollen clit with every step.

His new life had officially begun.


Chapter 12

One Year Later – Malibu Heat

Alex — now known to the world as the stunning supermodel “Mara Kane” — stood on a sun-drenched balcony in Malibu, the Pacific stretching out like liquid gold behind him. The breeze teased his long, silky blonde hair and pressed the tiny white bikini top against his perfect, perky C-cups, making his nipples tighten into visible little peaks. The matching micro bottoms barely covered his smooth, puffy pussy lips, the thin fabric already growing damp from the constant, low-level throb of arousal that seemed to live in this body.

In the past three months he had graced the cover of nearly every major fashion magazine. Vogue, Elle, Harper’s Bazaar — all of them. Movie studios were flooding his agent with screen-test requests. Playboy, Penthouse, and Hustler kept doubling their offers, promising seven-figure sums if he’d just spread those flawless legs for their cameras. He had turned them all down… for now.

He thought back to the first chaotic months after the switch.

At first, he and Emily had tried to make it work as a couple. They dated, they fucked — and the sex had been mind-blowing. Emily in his old male body had learned exactly how to make his new pussy gush and squirt. Alex had ridden her cock for hours, moaning like a porn star while his enhanced tits bounced wildly. He had discovered how incredible it felt to be filled, stretched, and used. Emily had discovered how powerful it felt to thrust deep and make someone scream in ecstasy.

But resentment always simmered underneath. Alex couldn’t forgive Emily for losing the ring. Emily couldn’t forgive Alex for originally stealing her body and living out every perverted fantasy in it. The fights grew worse until Alex finally moved out.

He made sure Emily was taken care of, though. Twenty percent of every paycheck went straight to her — enough to let her start the construction company she had always dreamed of. She had been a tomboy at heart, helping her father until he sold the business, always believing he would have passed it to a son instead of “daddy’s little girl.” Now she was building it herself, proving everyone wrong.

The last time they spoke, about a month ago, Emily sounded genuinely happy. She was dating a woman named Sally and seemed at peace with her new life. Alex had met Sally once — the girl had been starstruck, gushing about how her girlfriend was best friends with the supermodel on every magazine cover. Alex had laughed it off, but a sharp little stab of jealousy had twisted in his chest. Emily had found love and purpose. He was still figuring out how to exist in this body.

These days Alex received constant, hungry attention from men. At first it made him uncomfortable — the stares, the cat-calls, the bold propositions. But somewhere along the way he had started to like it. The way their eyes devoured his tight ass in designer jeans, the way their gazes lingered on the deep cleavage his outfits always showed. Sometimes, when a particularly hot guy flirted with him, his pussy would flutter and grow slick right there in public. He had even started touching himself later, imagining their hands on him, their cocks sliding into his dripping cunt.

He had dated several women since moving out — beautiful models and actresses who loved his new body as much as he did. The sex was incredible: soft lips on his sensitive nipples, tongues buried between his thighs, fingers and toys making him squirt until the sheets were soaked.

But lately… he had been thinking about men.

Emily had shown him just how good it felt to be fucked deep and hard. The memory of her thick cock stretching him open still made his clit throb. He wondered what it would feel like with a real man — bigger, rougher, more dominant. He imagined being bent over, panties yanked aside, a hard cock slamming into his greedy pussy while strong hands gripped his hips.

Alex looked out at the ocean, one hand unconsciously drifting down to press against the tiny bikini bottom. His pussy was already wet again, lips swollen and aching.

“Maybe it’s time,” he whispered to himself, a shy, horny smile curving his glossy lips. “Time to stop pretending I don’t want it.”

He decided he would move on with his life, just like Emily had.

With a little more time — and a few brave experiments — he would finally find the happiness and pleasure he had been searching for his whole life… in this perfect, insatiable female body.


-THE END-
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High Altitude Heat

Ryan Kessler is burned out, divorced, and desperate for escape. When a mysterious shopkeeper sells him a pair of enchanted pilot's wings for a bargain price, Ryan expects free flights and mountain air. What he gets is something far more intoxicating.

Pinning on the wings transforms him into Ava Hartley — a bubbly, ditzy 23-year-old United flight attendant with silky blonde waves, massive D-cup breasts that strain against her tight navy uniform, long legs in sheer pantyhose, and sky-high four-inch stilettos that make her ass pop with every click-clack step. The new body comes with an endless thrum of arousal, a helplessly flirty voice that turns every word into seduction, and an addiction to the way men (and women) stare.

At first, it's just evenings in front of the mirror: freeing those heavy breasts from black lace push-up bras, riding toys while the uniform stays pinned, and chasing shattering orgasms in that adorable airhead voice. But when Ryan tries to reach Aspen for a fresh start, the magic's hidden restriction kicks in — no more than 24 hours above 5,000 feet or the change becomes permanent.
Trapped as Ava at altitude, she embraces her new life: flirting with hot pilots and passengers, grinding accidentally (and not-so-accidentally) during turbulence, exploring her soaked satin panties in airport lounges, and discovering just how good it feels to be wanted. From steamy mile-high tension to a luxurious lesbian encounter with a stunning brunette in a snowy Aspen suite, Ava learns that being the center of hungry attention is the ultimate high.

High Altitude Heat is a sizzling body-swap erotica tale packed with detailed gender transformation, uniform fetish, ditzy dirty talk, toy play, public teasing, and explicit F/F scenes. For readers who crave the rush of becoming someone sexier, hornier, and completely irresistible.

(Perfect for fans of reluctant-to-eager MTF transformation, flight attendant fantasies, and high-heat magical gender swap stories.)

Taylor Made 

When Ryan agrees to a one-time body swap with his scorching-hot girlfriend Lexi so she can finally beat her rival Taylor on the legendary TPC Sawgrass golf course, he expects a quick favor and a night of filthy “thank you” sex.
He gets neither.

The ancient swapping stone from the mysterious shop Baubles & Bargains works perfectly… but it comes with a hidden price. A merciless compulsion that slowly rewrites Ryan’s mind, forcing him to think, speak, move, and crave exactly like Lexi. Every heavy bounce of his new breasts, every slick throb of his swollen clit, every breathy whimper is no longer under his control. As the golf match turns into psychological warfare, Ryan feels pieces of himself dissolving — his memories, his desires, his very identity — while his traitorous new pussy drips with humiliating arousal at the loss.

Then comes the brutal double-cross on the eighteenth green.
Now permanently trapped in Taylor’s taller, athletic body, Ryan is dragged into his new life as a pampered daughter. Spa days filled with full-body waxes, sensual massages, makeup sessions, and Elena’s relentless pressure to “come home and be a good girl.”

One year later, the transformation is complete.

There is no more Ryan.

Only Taylor.

And she’s never been wetter.


The Perfect Toy

Her ex, Kristopher A. Deed — cocky 32-year-old COO of Nexus Dynamics — ghosted her after two years, then laughed while balls-deep in her best friend. He’d been cheating the entire time, treating every woman like a disposable fucktoy.

Now the tables have turned in the most humiliating way possible.
Using a forbidden blend of bleeding-edge tech and something far older, Lila forces Kris’s body and mind to rewrite themselves. He wakes up as Krysti Brooks — a tiny 19-year-old blonde bombshell with massive G-cup fake tits, a jiggly bubble butt, and plump, cock-sucking lips that have been rewired as her primary erogenous zone.

Gone is the brilliant tech bro. In his place is a brainless, dripping-wet bimbo who lives for one thing: servicing cock. Krysti’s new life is a nonstop blur of strip clubs, luxury hotel suites, gloryhole shifts, and public grinding sessions where she cums just from deepthroating. Every throat-bulging swallow sends her squirting. Every load down her gullet is pure ecstasy.

Lila watches the live feed of her ex’s total destruction — and she’s never been wetter.

Borrowed Flesh

Blacklisted card counter Ethan Kessler has been banned from every casino on the 2025 Vegas Strip. Broke, bitter, and desperate, he stumbles into a dingy noodle house and discovers Madame Lin Wei’s glowing red orb — the one object that lets him steal any body he craves.

What starts as the perfect gambling scam becomes a filthy, hedonistic spree. He slips into the gravity-defying curves of a blonde stripper and drowns in hungry stares. He becomes a heavily pregnant beauty, milk spraying from swollen breasts as false contractions and dark cravings turn every step into raw, dripping ecstasy. He rides a butch lesbian detective through drug-fueled orgies and speedball highs, her hairy, throbbing cunt clenching around every depraved touch.

But every borrowed body demands payment. The forms grow older, heavier, and more broken. Pleasure twists into horror. When Ethan greedily claims the failing 489-pound body of an 84-year-old woman, the house finally collects its debt.

Now trapped in rotting flesh, catheterized and floating in a constant narcotic haze, Ethan is forced to live out the slow, sensual, humiliating death of a life that was never his.

Raw. Explicit. Merciless. One red orb. Every fantasy has a price.

Locked In Heat: One of Us Married the Lesbian... The Other Became Her Forever Bitch

Locked In Heat: One of Us Married the Lesbian... The Other Became Her 
Two frat bros. One untouchable lesbian goddess next door. One shady dark-web app that can turn any man into the perfect woman… or something far worse.

Brady and Colt would kill to claim Valentina Morales — the golden-tan, thick-assed fitness influencer whose tiny shorts and bouncing D-cups make their cocks ache every morning. She’s 100% lesbian and 0% interested in guys.
Enter AlterEgo. Press your thumb, picture exactly what you want… and become it. Instantly.

One of them transforms into Jeri — perky C-cups, tight dripping pussy, sassy pixie cut — and slides right into Val’s bed. What starts as a free trial becomes the hottest, filthiest lesbian romance of her life: romantic Ocean Drive dates, slow strap-on domination, wine-soaked nights of scissoring and squirting, and Val whispering “You’re mine forever” while she rides Jeri’s face.
One brother marries the lesbian of his dreams. The other becomes her forever bitch.

If you love dark, no-escape transformation erotica where the fantasy turns real… and permanent… you’ll devour every dripping page.
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