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Chapter 1

The Red Orb

Sometimes we forge our own damnation, one bad bet at a time.

The two bouncers hurled me into the alley behind the Venetian like yesterday’s trash. A final kidney punch stole my breath, then they stripped every chip from my pockets and left me sprawled on wet concrete. “Come back again and we’ll shatter both kneecaps, Eddie.”

Ethan “Eddie” Kessler. Card counter. Blacklisted from every major Strip casino and half the off-Strip joints. I’d bleached my hair platinum, grown the beard, even slathered concealer over the old knife scar on my cheek. Still got made before I could ride the eight-grand wave. At thirty-eight I looked exactly like what I was: a soft, tired stand-up comic who’d lost the punchline—receding hairline, paunch that spilled over my belt, and a cock that barely cleared five inches on its best day. Life had been kicking me in the teeth since birth.

I staggered upright, ribs throbbing, and started walking west down the alley. Vegas at 3 a.m. still pulsed—neon bleeding across puddles, bass thumping from rooftop clubs, the distant electronic clatter of slots. My life sucked. My ex-wife kept a permanent restraining order after I got handsy one too many times. Odd jobs, five years inside for B&E, until that random carnival blackjack table flipped everything. Card counting. I rode the rush all the way to nearly a million before the casinos banned me for life. Now the scar and the reputation made every disguise useless.

I needed food, a drink, and somewhere to sit before I collapsed. My last fifty grand was stashed in a bus-locker across town—seed money for whatever came next. But right now my body felt heavy, useless, the same soft gut and pathetic dick I’d hated for years. I could already feel the familiar ache of frustration low in my belly, the quiet, bitter heat that came every time I thought about how much better everything would feel in someone else’s skin.

I rounded the corner onto Spring Mountain and saw the neon sign flickering: Lucky Dragon Noodle House. The place was a dive—faded red lanterns, grease-streaked windows—but the OPEN sign still glowed. I still had two crumpled twenties tucked in my shoe the goons hadn’t found. Good enough.

Inside, a short silver-haired Chinese woman in her late sixties was flipping the CLOSED sign. Madame Lin Wei—barely five feet tall, attractively plump in that soft, lived-in way age sometimes gifts a woman, wise dark eyes framed by laugh lines, full cheeks with a knowing half-smile, and a silk robe that hugged the gentle swell of her hips and the slight roundness of her belly. She took one look at my torn shirt and bloody lip and sighed, voice calm and lightly accented, like she’d already seen every kind of trouble Vegas could throw at a man.

“Rough night, kid? Sit. On the house.”

Next thing I knew we were at a tiny back table, drinking warm sake and eating shrimp fried rice while I spilled my entire pathetic story. Lin listened without interrupting, those sharp, patient eyes never leaving my face. When I finally ran out of words she leaned in, the silk of her robe whispering across her skin.

“Look here, bub,” she said, Brooklyn edge still thick in her voice. “I’ve been hiding from the Mob almost two years. They’ll never look for me running a chop-suey joint. Problem is I’m low on cash, and you’re low on usable bodies. Swap with me. Fifty-fifty split on whatever you win at the tables. I’ll rent you this one for the night.”

“You’re nuts,” I laughed. “Nobody can just swap bodies.”

Lin’s half-smile never wavered. “Just follow me.”

She led me down a narrow stairwell to the cramped apartment beneath the restaurant. A cheap landscape painting swung aside to reveal a wall safe. She spun the dial, reached in, and pulled out a glowing red glass orb the size of a baseball. It pulsed with warm inner light.

Without hesitation she loosened the tie of her silk robe and let it slip from her shoulders. Underneath she wore only simple cotton panties. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slid them down, stepping out of them without a trace of shame. Her body was soft and mature—full, heavy breasts that swayed gently with the movement, wide hips, a slight belly that curved invitingly, and a neatly trimmed patch of silvered hair between her thighs. The sight hit me harder than I expected.

I was about to bolt from this stranger’s apartment when the orb flared hot against my palm.

Dizziness slammed into me like a wave. My waist cinched inward with a liquid, melting sensation. Clothes suddenly hung loose as my height shrank—five-ten, five-eight, five-four—until I stood eye-level with the mirror on the far wall. My skin warmed and shifted to a smooth golden tone. Silver threaded through my hair, which lengthened and softened around my face.

Then the age hit.

My joints creaked as if someone had poured sand into the sockets. A deep, bone-weary tiredness settled into my muscles, the kind that comes from decades of carrying the world. My shoulders ached. My lower back throbbed with a dull, constant protest. Even my fingers felt stiff as I instinctively pressed a hand to my changing chest.

My flat pecs tingled, then swelled outward. Heavy, pendulous breasts bloomed, sagging under their own mature weight, the skin soft and slightly loose, wobbling with every ragged breath. The flesh jiggled and swayed as they grew fuller, nipples darkening and tightening into sensitive peaks that ached as the cool air brushed them. I cupped one instinctively and felt the heavy, aged sag—warm, full, and impossibly erotic in its softness. The wobble sent sparks straight down my spine even as my joints complained.

Lower, the change grew even more intimate. My cock—already small—shrank further, drawing inward with a slick, wet pull that left me gasping. Balls tucked up and melted away as a soft, hairless mound formed between my thickening thighs. Sensitive folds bloomed, already growing warm and slick. My ass rounded, plumping into two full, cushiony cheeks that jiggled with the slightest shift of weight. A gentle belly softened over my new hips, the skin there looser, more lived-in.

My hearing dulled—just a little, a faint muffling like cotton in my ears. My eyesight blurred at the edges; the room swam until my former body reached over, picked up a pair of wire-rimmed glasses from the nightstand, and handed them to me with a grin. “This should help with your eyesight.”

He flexed my old arms, muscles rippling under the skin, and let out a low, satisfied laugh. “Damn, I feel young and energetic again. It’s been too long since I was male. I could get used to this body.”

I slid the glasses on. The world snapped back into focus, but the tiredness remained, a heavy, pleasant exhaustion that made every new sensation feel deeper, slower, more overwhelming.

I ran my tongue across my teeth and froze. Several were missing—gaps in the back that made my mouth feel strangely foreign, the remaining ones slightly loose. When I spoke, my voice came out softer, older, with a faint whistle through the empty spaces.

The robe I’d been wearing slipped completely off my smaller frame and pooled at my feet. I stood there naked in Madame Lin’s body—short, plump, silver-haired, and female—every inch of me humming with new sensations mixed with the deep ache of age. My saggy breasts rose and fell heavily with each shaky breath, the loose skin trembling. Between my legs, slick heat gathered, my new clit already throbbing gently in the cool air. I looked… attractive. Wise. Soft in all the places my old body had been hard and disappointing. The tiredness made every wobble and throb feel magnified, almost luxurious.

My former body—still wearing that knowing grin—pointed at the mirror. “So do we have a deal?”

Between the two of us we had less than five hundred dollars in cash, but from that seed, empires grew.

Still dizzy and throbbing in ways I didn’t want to examine too closely, I—now in Lin’s compact, curvy, aged body—walked back to the Venetian two hours later. My joints protested with every step, my heavy breasts wobbling inside the silk robe, but the orb’s magic let me count cards with eerie clarity. No one gave the short, silver-haired Chinese woman in a silk robe and borrowed sneakers a second glance. I sat down at the $10 blackjack table. Ten hours later I was at the $100 table, head fuzzy from the orb’s strange side-effect and the deep tiredness of this older body. Concentration slipping, I cashed out just under eight grand.

I took a cab back to the noodle house and handed Lin (still in my old body) three thousand of it—after I’d quietly stashed two big ones for myself. My former body grinned, rolling his newly young shoulders. “Before you switch back, you should take a shower. That body’s been on its feet all day. The hot water will relax those old joints—trust me, I know.”

Too tired to argue, I shuffled into the tiny bathroom. The spray hit my skin like silk and fire. Soapy hands glided over the heavy, sagging breasts, lifting and squeezing the soft, aged flesh until it wobbled and sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I washed lower, fingers slipping between slick folds, circling the swollen clit almost by accident. The sensation was electric—warm, wet, overwhelming. I meant to stop, but the tiredness made every stroke feel lazy and inevitable. My knees buckled as a quick, shuddering orgasm ripped through me, short and sharp, leaving me gasping against the tile wall. The aged body came fast and hard, then left me even more drained.

I dried off slowly, the towel dragging deliciously over still-sensitive nipples and the soft curve of my belly. I pulled on one of Lin’s oversized t-shirts—nothing else—and padded out to the huge recliner in the corner. It swallowed my small frame, the cushions molding perfectly around my plump hips and heavy breasts. The deep tiredness of this older body settled over me like a weighted blanket. Joints ached, back throbbed, eyelids grew impossibly heavy. The chair was too comfortable, the exhaustion too complete.

I fell asleep still wearing Madame Lin’s body.


Chapter 2

Mastering the Switch

I woke up still curled in the huge recliner, trapped in Madame Lin’s body. The oversized t-shirt had bunched up around my waist, leaving the soft, sagging curve of her belly exposed and my heavy breasts resting heavily against my chest. The aged skin felt warm and loose, the full flesh wobbling slightly with every breath. My joints ached from sleeping in an awkward position, a deep, bone-weary throb that radiated from my lower back down into my hips. Between my thighs the faint, sticky aftermath of last night’s accidental shower orgasm still lingered — a quiet, exhausted heat that made me shift uncomfortably. Even my mouth felt strange, the gaps where teeth were missing reminding me with every swallow how foreign this older body truly was.

Lin — still wearing my old male body — was already up and moving around the cramped apartment with surprising energy. He stretched my arms overhead, muscles flexing under the skin, and let out a satisfied groan.

“Morning,” he said in my own voice, grinning. “Ready to go make some real money? I’ll come with you to the casino tonight. Play the slots, help carry the winnings home. Safety in numbers, right?”

I knew better. He wanted to keep tabs on exactly how much I was winning in his body.

We rotated casinos over the next several days to stay ahead of suspicion. Lin’s small, older frame turned out to be surprisingly good for blending in — no one looked twice at the quiet, silver-haired Chinese grandmother at the blackjack table. But the long hours took their toll on this body. My heavy breasts ached from the constant subtle wobble every time I reached for chips. My joints protested when I sat too long, and the deep tiredness made it harder to stay sharp. Still, the orb’s magic kept my counting flawless. By the end of the week, though, the pit bosses had started watching “Madame Lin” too closely. We were quietly banned from several properties. Lin’s body — my current body — was burned.

We each walked away with roughly eighty thousand dollars. Not life-changing money, but a damn good start.

Back in the apartment beneath the noodle house, Lin pulled the glowing red orb from the safe after depositing his share of the cash.

“Time to teach you how to really use this thing,” he said. “You got lucky last night. Here’s how it actually works. You need to be within about thirty feet of the target. Look into the orb and clearly visualize the person you want to become — their face, their build, every detail. Here, try it with me. But because your original body is bigger and fatter than this one, I strongly recommend you strip first. It hurts like hell when the body expands against tight clothes. Also, the safest way is to swap with someone who’s asleep and switch back before they wake up. No memory, no witnesses.”

I peeled off the oversized t-shirt and stood naked once again in Lin’s soft, mature body. My sagging breasts swayed heavily as I picked up the orb. I stared into its pulsing red depths and pictured my own face, my own male body — every familiar, disappointing inch of it.

The dizzying rush slammed into me again, even stronger this time. My belly swelled outward with a warm, stretching rush. Height shot back up as bones lengthened and broadened. The heavy breasts deflated and flattened, the loose skin tightening across a flatter chest. Between my thighs the soft, slick folds pulled inward with a slick, electric tug. My cock grew back in a heavy, throbbing surge — thick and familiar, balls dropping into place with a rush of masculine weight that made me groan out loud. In less than two minutes I was myself again — soft gut, receding hairline, five-inch dick, and all. The relief was immediate… and strangely bittersweet after spending a full day in Lin’s softer, more sensitive skin.

I handed the orb back to Lin. He locked it away and asked, “So how are we going to find fresh bodies for you to gamble with? And how do we keep them asleep long enough?”

“Well, let’s talk about it over dinner at Vinnie’s,” I replied. “My treat.”

Vinnie’s was only a few blocks away, so we stepped out into the warm Vegas night and started walking. But Lin — still in my old body — never made it to dinner.

The police report would later call it a mugging gone wrong. I knew better. I made sure the orb was secure before I cracked the safe one final time. I left $3,500 inside so it wouldn’t look like a robbery. Now the red orb — and its power — belonged to me alone.


Chapter 3

Jiggly Jade

I checked into a mid-tier casino hotel on the west side of the Strip — nothing flashy, but it had decent tables and adjoining suites with a connecting door that looked like it had been installed in the ’90s. The lock was so weak any two-bit hustler could have popped it with a credit card. I set up a discreet nanny cam in the neighboring room so I could watch whoever checked in and wait for the perfect moment: a solo guest, asleep, innocent-looking. If they slept in clothes, those clothes had to be loose enough for my old body to fit when I swapped back, or the sudden tightness would wake them. I’ve always been a heavy sleeper, so once they were in my skin they’d stay under until I was ready.

Five nights of waiting. Five nights of my pulse kicking every time the adjoining door creaked.

On the sixth night the perfect mark finally arrived: Jade Monroe, twenty-six, stunning blonde influencer with a body built for sin. She went to bed completely naked, long legs tangled in the sheets, massive breasts spilling to either side. Through the live feed I watched her drift off, chest rising and falling in slow, hypnotic rhythm.

I stripped, heart hammering, and sat on the edge of my bed with the glowing red orb in my lap. I pictured her — every lush curve, every detail — and let the dizziness take me.

The change rolled through me like liquid fire.

Hair vanished from my chest, arms, and legs in a tingling rush, leaving skin smooth and golden. My hands slimmed, fingers lengthening into elegant, manicured nails. My gut tightened and shrank, waist cinching inward until I could have wrapped both hands around it. My ass lifted and rounded into two perfect, firm cheeks that clenched with new muscle. Between my thighs my five-inch cock shrank with a slick, wet pull, drawing inward until it disappeared completely, balls tucking up and melting away. A soft, hairless mound bloomed in its place, puffy outer lips already growing warm and slick. My new clit pulsed to life, a tiny, electric button begging for attention.

Then the breasts.

They started as a heavy warmth behind my nipples, then surged forward, swelling heavier and heavier. The weight tugged at my chest, pulling my shoulders forward. Soft, fake-but-flawless 34G globes ballooned outward, full and round, capped with thick, rosy nipples that tightened instantly in the cool air. They bounced and swayed with every shaky breath, the sheer mass of them shifting my center of gravity completely. I cupped them instinctively and moaned — the sensation was overwhelming, warm flesh overflowing my smaller hands, sensitive skin tingling under my own touch.

Long blonde hair cascaded over my shoulders. My face reshaped in the mirror: full lips, high cheekbones, wide blue eyes. I was Jade Monroe now. I was Jiggly Jade.

God, what a difference from Lin’s body. Lin had been soft and mature — those heavy, sagging breasts that wobbled with tired weight, the loose skin, the deep ache in every joint, the bone-weary exhaustion that made even pleasure feel slow and heavy. Jade was the opposite: young, tight, electric. Twenty-six years old versus sixty-eight. No creaking knees, no foggy eyesight, no missing teeth. Just pure, youthful sensuality. My new pussy was already soaked, clit throbbing with a sharp, demanding hunger that Lin’s older body had never quite reached. The horniness hit me like a drug — raw, urgent, impossible to ignore. Everything felt more intense, more erotic. Even the air on my smooth skin made me shiver with need.

I grabbed my phone, propped it on the dresser, and hit record. I wanted this moment saved forever — a private reminder of what this body could do.

The connecting door took forever to pick with these long nails, but I finally slipped through. My old body — now wearing Jade’s sleeping face — lay sprawled and snoring. I pressed a chloroform rag over the mouth until the breathing slowed, then gave the injection that would keep this body out cold for twelve solid hours. Safe.

First, her contacts. I slid them in; the room sharpened. Then her suitcase. I chose the skimpiest black lace thong — it nestled perfectly between my new lips, the thin strip of fabric already damp. The bra was a miracle of engineering, hoisting those massive breasts into gravity-defying cleavage that made my nipples ache against the lace. A tight white micro-skirt that barely covered my ass. A skimpy halter top that left the undersides of my tits teasingly visible. I found a pair of huge diamond earrings and clipped them on; they sparkled like stolen stars. Heels were impossible — I wobbled and nearly fell — so I grabbed her white sneakers instead. Quick makeup, glossy lips, smoky eyes. Finally her purse: jackpot. Credit cards, ID, and a stack of cards that read Jiggly Jade — Private Entertainment.

I walked into the casino with nine thousand dollars in chips already bought on Jade’s cards.

Every straight man and half the women stared. Heads turned. Whistles followed me. The dealer’s eyes kept dropping to my chest like magnets. I felt powerful, exposed, and hornier than I’d ever been in my old body — and a thousand times hornier than I’d felt in Lin’s tired, aged skin. Every step made my breasts bounce and my thong rub deliciously against my swollen clit. Guys hit on me nonstop. A cocktail waitress kept brushing my arm. The constant attention made it harder to count cards, but the dealer was so distracted he forgot to swap decks for almost an hour. I rode the wave, thighs slick, nipples tight, the youthful eroticism of this body singing through every nerve.

When I finally had to pee, sitting down felt strange and strangely intimate. The toilet paper brushed my smooth, sensitive lips and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. It was almost too sensual — I was here to make money, not finger myself in a casino bathroom.

Eleven hours later I cashed out twenty-seven thousand more. The IRS now had Jade Monroe’s name on a very expensive gambling slip.

Back in her room I locked the door, stood in front of the full-length mirror, and gave myself the slowest, most erotic striptease of my life — still recording on my phone so I could watch it later and remember exactly how this young body felt compared to Lin’s older one. I peeled the halter top off inch by inch, letting my massive breasts bounce free. I cupped them, squeezed them, rolled the stiff nipples until my knees shook. The skirt slid down my thighs; the thong followed, leaving me completely naked. I turned, arched my back, and watched my perfect ass and those huge, fake tits move in the glass. My fingers trailed down my flat stomach and slipped between slick folds. I circled my clit slowly, then faster, hips rolling, breasts heaving, the contrast between Jade’s tight, dripping youth and Lin’s sagging, exhausted maturity making everything ten times hotter. I came hard, thighs trembling, a loud, needy cry escaping my glossy lips as the orgasm ripped through me — sharper, wetter, and far more intense than anything Lin’s older pussy had given me.

Only then did I dress Jade again, replace the contacts, and tuck her neatly into bed. I tossed a few chips onto the pillow as a thank-you — she’d wake up richer, minus the diamond earrings I’d kept as a souvenir. Fair trade.

I lay down beside my old sleeping body, grabbed the orb, and pictured myself. The change reversed in a dizzy rush — cock thickening back into place, breasts shrinking, height returning. In moments I was Ethan Kessler again, soft gut and all.

But the memory of those bouncing 34G tits, that slick, eager pussy, and the way Jade’s young body had throbbed with pure, shameless horniness stayed with me long after I fell asleep — the phone video safe in my pocket, ready to remind me anytime I needed it.


Chapter 4

Father Vincent Morelli

A week later I was back in my own skin, cock still twitching every time I replayed the phone video of Jiggly Jade’s striptease. Jade’s tight, twenty-six-year-old body had been pure lightning — slick, greedy, every nerve on fire. Lin’s older frame had been slower, heavier, the pleasure thick and exhausted. Tonight the universe dropped something completely different in my lap, and the blasphemy of it made my blood burn.

A Catholic priests’ conference was winding down at the hotel. One had to catch an early flight, leaving his roommate alone for the night. Father Vincent Morelli. Three hundred pounds of soft, doughy flesh, mid-fifties, built like a linebacker who’d surrendered to the collection plate and the buffet line. I’d been raised by strict Catholic parents who shoved guilt down my throat every Sunday. Tonight I was going to desecrate every memory they’d ever given me.

I stripped naked in my room because this guy would have split my biggest bathrobe at the seams. I clutched the orb, pictured his heavy-jowled face, and let the dizziness take me.

The change slammed into me like a freight train.

I shot up four inches, bones lengthening with a deep, satisfying crack. My beer belly ballooned outward into a massive, heavy gut that hung warm and pendulous over my waistband. Fifteen years melted off my face and body; the receding hairline filled back in, skin tightened slightly, but the new frame stayed thick, powerful, and soft. Coarse black hair erupted everywhere — chest, shoulders, back, thighs — thick, masculine fur that made my skin prickle with raw heat. Between my legs the real prize arrived: my cock thickened and lengthened in a heavy, vein-throbbing surge, growing longer and fatter until a fat, uncircumcised ten-inch monster hung between my thighs, the heavy foreskin sliding back to reveal a wide, flushed purple head already leaking a thick bead of pre-cum. My balls dropped low and full, swinging heavy with new weight. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft and groaned — the sheer masculine power after two female bodies felt obscene, filthy, and fucking perfect.

No pain. Just pure, dizzying lust.

I slipped through the connecting door, chloroformed Father Vincent (now wearing my old sleeping face), and gave him the long-acting sedative. Lights on. Suitcase open. Seven hundred in cash, two credit cards in the name of Vincent Morelli. Not much, but it would do. I dressed in his clothes — baggy casual slacks, a faded flannel shirt, and cheap Walmart boat shoes. I looked like the world’s most obvious tourist priest. Next time I’d stash my own betting money first.

I found the same distracted dealer from Jade’s night. The man barely glanced at my face — he just dealt. Vincent’s credit cards bought me thirty-five hundred in chips. Two hours later I walked away with twelve grand. The house was bleeding.

It was almost five a.m. I cabbed to the bus station, locked ten thousand in my secret locker, then stepped back into the warm predawn air. Two rough-looking street workers were leaning against the wall, the kind who’d do anything for cash. Perfect.

I rented the cheapest room nearby. “Father Vincent Morelli” was about to lose his virginity in the most depraved way imaginable.

The older one was a used-up, stretched-out whore with floppy, meaty pussy lips already glistening and hanging loose like wet curtains. The younger had cold sores crusting her mouth but didn’t give a fuck. I dropped my pants and let the massive ten-inch cock swing free, heavy and veined, foreskin glistening with pre-cum.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Father,” the older one laughed, dropping to her knees. “That thing’s a goddamn horse cock.”

They both worshipped it. The younger one tried to deep-throat me, cold sores scraping along my shaft in a filthy, stinging drag that only made me harder. I grabbed her hair and fucked her face until drool and lipstick smeared down her chin. The older one spread her legs on the bed, floppy cunt lips gaping open, already dripping. I slammed into her in one brutal thrust — her stretched-out hole swallowed every inch with a wet, obscene squelch, loose walls fluttering around my thick shaft like warm jelly. I laughed and worked one fist into her alongside my cock, stretching her wide while she screamed in ecstasy.

“Fist that sloppy cunt, Father,” she begged, voice hoarse. “Ruin me!”

I did. I pounded her sloppy hole until her juices squirted down my balls, then pulled out and made the younger one suck her own pussy juice off my cock while the older one rimmed me, tongue swirling deep into my asshole. I spanked both their asses raw, leaving bright red handprints. Then I stood over them and pissed — hot, golden streams splashing across their tits, their faces, their open mouths while they moaned and swallowed like the filthy whores they were.

I bent the older one over and fucked her again, balls slapping her clit, while the younger one licked my swinging sack and fingered my ass. The contrast was disgusting and perfect — this holy priest body, built for sermons and rosaries, now balls-deep in diseased street pussy, covered in spit, piss, and cunt juice.

By eleven I was back at the hotel, Father Vincent’s silver cross heavy in my pocket. I held the orb and pictured myself. The change reversed in a dizzy rush — gut shrinking, height dropping, the massive cock retreating until I was Ethan Kessler again.

“The priest won’t have a clue until his Visa bill shows up,” I thought, grinning as I drifted off, “or until that fat, holy dick starts to rot off from whatever gift those two whores left behind.”


Chapter 5

Wide Loads

Two days later my neighbor was a fat, ugly old bitch in her late fifties. The idea of sliding into that body made my stomach turn. I almost skipped the swap — almost — but the casino was calling and I couldn’t resist breaking the house one more time.

She was snoring by eleven. I stripped naked, clutched the orb, and let it do its work.

The change was immediate and disgusting.

My ass started growing first and just kept going, two enormous, dimpled globes of fat swelling outward until I thought the skin would split. My arms and legs ballooned with thick, jiggling flab. Stretch marks bloomed across my belly like a roadmap of neglect, angry purple lines crisscrossing the heavy apron of flesh that now hung to my thighs. Then the breasts formed — and Jesus Christ, they made Jade’s fake 34Gs look like a little girl’s. They ballooned larger and larger, sagging heavily under their own impossible weight, nipples racing downward toward my knees. Cellulite rippled across my misshapen legs in thick, cottage-cheese waves. The lazy fat bitch had never shaved; coarse black hairs sprouted on my calves, thighs, and under my arms. Worst of all, my left breast hung three full inches lower than the right, and there were even wiry hairs sprouting from the dark, dinner-plate-sized areolas.

I moved my arm and a tidal wave of fat rolled all the way down to my knees. Getting up from the bed was a struggle — the blubber shook and slapped with every motion. I waddled more than walked, thighs rubbing together, belly swaying, the sheer mass of this body making every step a humiliating, jiggling effort.

I picked the connecting door, drugged my old body to keep the bitch out cold, then opened her suitcase. Her panties were the size of a goddamn parachute. The bra was a 54H monstrosity. I wrestled it on and the straps dug painfully into my shoulders like wire cutters. Hadn’t this cow ever heard of a breast reduction? I squeezed into her oversized sweat suit and caught my reflection in the mirror. If she hadn’t let herself go to hell she might have been halfway decent once. Now all I saw was a fat old cow. I smeared on the blood-red lipstick she kept in her bag. Her name was Darlene Voss.

I noticed the pale white band on her ring finger where a wedding set used to sit. I looked down at my old body’s hand, pried off the two-carat diamond, and slipped it onto my sausage finger. Souvenir.

I placed the DO NOT DISTURB sign on her door and waddled to the elevator, every step sending ripples through my ass and belly.

Down at the tables I bought fifteen thousand in chips on Darlene’s maxed-out credit cards. The previous dealer was gone, so no one was hitting on me — just pure concentration, except for the way my enormous ass overflowed the chair and my thighs sweated against the vinyl. Ten hours later I was up over forty-five grand.

Halfway through the session the hunger hit hard. I dug a half-melted candy bar from Darlene’s purse and wolfed it down between hands. Big mistake. Ten minutes later the diabetes kicked in — or whatever the hell this body was fighting. My hands started shaking so badly I could barely stack chips. Sweat poured down my back and under my massive tits. My vision blurred at the edges and a raging thirst clawed at my throat. I had to chug two bottles of water from the cocktail waitress just to keep going. Every breath felt thick and labored. The sweet rush had turned into a crashing, shaky misery that made my fat jiggle even more.

I cashed out anyway. Time to stash the winnings.

On the way back to the hotel I couldn’t resist. I waddled into a late-night tattoo parlor and dropped my sweatpants. “WIDE LOAD,” I told the guy, pointing at my enormous ass. He laughed the whole time he worked. The needle stung like fire across all that tender, dimpled flesh, but the humiliation felt strangely hot.

Back in the room I collapsed onto the bed, glad to be rid of Darlene Voss forever. I kept only her diamond ring as a reminder of the disgusting, wobbling prison I’d worn for one very profitable night.

I grabbed the orb, pictured myself, and let the change reverse. The blubber shrank, the stretch marks faded, the heavy breasts deflated. In moments I was Ethan Kessler again — soft gut, small dick, and all.

But the memory of that massive, hairy, diabetic body stayed with me, jiggling and sweating and shaking, every humiliating second of it burned into my brain.


Chapter 6

Bad Odds

Two days after I finally shed Darlene Voss’s disgusting, diabetic blubber, my next victim checked into the room next door — a very pregnant, nine-months-along beauty named Sophie Bennett. She was the ultimate girl-next-door fantasy: soft chestnut hair cascading over her shoulders, big innocent hazel eyes, a sweet heart-shaped face, and a radiant, wholesome glow that made her look like the kind of girl you’d marry… until you saw the massive, tight, drum-like belly stretching her maternity sundress to its absolute limit.

The idea of being inside that hugely swollen pregnant body disgusted me. I almost skipped the swap. But the casino was right there, and I couldn’t resist.

She was sound asleep by eleven. I stripped naked, clutched the orb, and pictured every lush, fertile detail of her.

The change hit like a slow, heavy, filthy flood.

My belly surged outward in a sudden, unstoppable rush, skin stretching tight over a massive, heavy dome that dropped low and forward. The weight was obscene — it pulled my whole center of gravity down, forcing my back to arch. My breasts ballooned into huge, veiny, milk-heavy orbs, already leaking thin white streams of colostrum that trickled down the curve of my pregnant belly. My nipples darkened, thickened, and grew hypersensitive. My hips widened dramatically, thighs thickening as my ass rounded out into two heavy, cushiony cheeks. Swollen ankles made my feet ache and throb. Between my legs my cock shrank away completely as a soft, puffy, pregnant pussy formed — already slick, swollen, and partially dilated, the lips pouting open with a constant, low throb of pressure.

I was Sophie Bennett now — young, beautiful, and very, very pregnant.

Getting dressed was pure erotic torture. I had to sit on the edge of the bed and struggle to pull on her maternity panties; the stretchy fabric hugged my massive belly and cupped my swollen, leaking pussy like a second skin. The flowing maternity sundress was easier but still strained tight across my enormous tits and belly, the hem riding high on my swollen thighs. Bending over to slip on her sandals made my belly press hard against my thighs and sent a sharp wave of heartburn burning up my throat. I groaned, rubbing the tight, stretched skin while the baby inside me kicked hard — a strong, rolling movement that made my belly visibly distort.

Hunger cravings slammed into me like a truck. I raided the snacks she’d left on the nightstand, devouring two chocolate bars and a bag of chips in minutes, licking the sugar off my fingers while my pregnant body demanded more. Emotions swung wildly — one second I felt almost tender and protective toward the baby kicking inside me, the next I was irritated, horny, and overwhelmed by the sheer fullness of this body.

At the casino it was a nightmare.

I waddled more than walked, swollen ankles aching with every step, the heavy belly swaying and pulling me off balance. The baby wouldn’t stop moving — constant kicks and rolls that completely shattered my card counting. I had to pee every fifteen minutes, each trip to the bathroom forcing me to lose my count again. Heartburn flared up constantly. False labor pains hit twice — sharp, tightening contractions that made my belly go rock-hard and my partially dilated pussy throb with pressure. I was up eighteen grand at one point… then the baby had a particularly violent burst of movement and I lost focus completely. By the time I quit after eight exhausting hours I was down over six thousand.

Back in the room, furious, horny, and still feeling the aftershocks of those false contractions, I raided the entire mini-bar. Tiny bottles of vodka, whiskey, rum, and sweet wine disappeared one after another. The alcohol hit the pregnancy hormones like rocket fuel. I felt dizzy, flushed, and unbearably turned on.

I stripped naked in front of the full-length mirror, staring at Sophie’s beautiful, massively pregnant body. My hands roamed greedily over the huge, tight belly, feeling the baby kick and squirm inside me. I cupped my heavy, leaking tits and squeezed hard. Warm milk sprayed out in powerful white jets, splattering the mirror, my belly, and the floor. The sensation was filthy and electric. I pinched my long, dark nipples harder, moaning loudly as more milk squirted everywhere, running in rivulets down my swollen breasts and pregnant belly.

My pussy was soaked. I spread my legs wide on the bed, the maternity dress hiked up around my waist, and slid two fingers into my slick, partially dilated cunt. It was hot, tight, and strangely yielding. I rubbed my swollen clit while squeezing more milk from my tits, the warm liquid spraying in messy arcs. The baby kicked hard as I fingered myself, making everything feel impossibly intense.

Then another false contraction hit — stronger this time. My belly tightened like a fist and my pussy clenched around my fingers. For a second I panicked. What if this pushed me into real labor? What if I had to deliver this baby right here, in this body, while drunk and dripping?

The fear only made me hornier. I kept masturbating furiously, milk spraying, belly contracting, fingers plunging deeper into my pregnant cunt until the most intense orgasm of my life ripped through me. I came hard, pussy gushing, screaming as milk jetted from my nipples in powerful streams. I didn’t stop. I came again. And again. Three shattering, shaking orgasms while drunk, pregnant, and leaking everywhere — tits spraying, belly rippling with the baby’s kicks, my partially dilated pussy clenching and fluttering around my fingers.

Exhausted, still slightly terrified I might actually go into labor, I finally pried the diamond out of Sophie’s engagement ring as a final “fuck you.” I grabbed the orb, pictured myself, and let the change reverse.

The relief of being male again was immense… but the memory of that beautiful, hugely pregnant body cumming while milk sprayed and the baby kicked inside me stayed burned into my brain.


Chapter 7

The Detective

The next night my neighbor was Detective Ronnie Park — a forty-something, butch-looking lesbian cop in town for a law-enforcement conference. Short-cropped black hair, square jaw, muscular arms covered in faded tattoos, small but firm tits, and a thick, powerful build that screamed “don’t fuck with me.” The idea of wearing a dyke body again after Sophie’s pregnant curves and Darlene’s disgusting blubber actually excited me. Different flavor of filth.

She crashed early. I stripped naked, clutched the orb, and pictured every hard, masculine edge of her.

The change hit fast and raw.

My height stayed roughly the same but my frame packed on solid, wiry muscle. Shoulders broadened, arms thickened with lean power. Between my legs my cock shrank away completely, leaving a hot, swollen cunt framed by a thick, bushy thatch of dark pubic hair that spread wild and untamed across my mound and up toward my belly. My armpits prickled as coarse black hair sprouted in thick tufts. My legs grew a heavy stubble that felt rough under my own fingers. My small breasts were high and firm, nipples stiffening into sensitive peaks the moment the cool air hit them. My face hardened into Ronnie’s no-bullshit features — sharp cheekbones, short hair, a faint scar over one eyebrow. I ran my hand down my belly and through the dense, wiry bush between my thighs; the pussy underneath was already soaked, lips puffy and aching.

I pulled on Ronnie’s clothes — black jeans that hugged my ass just right, a fitted button-down that strained across my chest, and her male-style boxer briefs. The soft cotton cupped my hairy cunt perfectly, the fabric already growing damp against the thick bush. I clipped her badge and gun to the belt. I looked every inch the tough, dyke detective.

At the tables I bought chips on Ronnie’s cards and sat down. The same distracted dealer was gone, but the pit bosses still remembered the winning streak. Security hauled me in after I was up fifty grand.

“Card counter,” they snarled.

I just smiled, flipped open Ronnie’s badge, and watched their faces go pale. “Detective Park, LVMPD. You boys got a problem with that?”

They let me walk in under two minutes. I laughed all the way to the bus station. “What do you know… cops really are good for something.”

I dropped the cash in my locker, then decided to celebrate. A seedy strip club a few blocks off the Strip was still open. I walked in as Ronnie — short hair, badge still on my belt — and every girl in the place clocked me instantly. Female customers got special treatment here, and a butch cop? They practically fought over me.

I bought a private VIP room and let three strippers take turns. The first straddled my lap, grinding her soaked thong against the damp crotch of Ronnie’s boxer briefs while her tits bounced in my face. My hairy pussy throbbed and leaked, soaking through the cotton as I grabbed her ass and pulled her harder against me. The second dropped to her knees and ate me out right there on the couch, tongue flicking through the thick bush and sucking my swollen clit while I groaned and shoved her face deeper. The third made me stand, bent me over the couch, and finger-fucked me from behind while I watched in the mirror — Ronnie’s hard, muscular body getting used like a horny dyke slut, bush matted with spit and pussy juice. Every orgasm in this body felt different — deep, clenching, rolling waves that left my thighs shaking and my cunt dripping down my legs. The strippers loved it. They kept whispering how hot it was to play with a “real cop dyke” who got so fucking wet.

By the time I left the club my boxer briefs were soaked and my head was buzzing. I invited two of the strippers — a tattooed redhead with pierced nipples and a curvy Latina with an ass that wouldn’t quit — to come back to the motel with me. “Bring your friends if you want. I’ve got cash and room.”

They did.

On the way back to the hotel I spotted my two favorite crack whores from the priest night — still working the same corner. I flashed a thick roll of cash.

“Room. Drugs. All of it,” I said in Ronnie’s low, commanding voice. “And bring anyone else who wants to party.”

We grabbed weed, coke, meth, and a couple of points of heroin, then checked into the cheapest hourly motel on the block. The two strippers showed up ten minutes later with two more girls. Six women. One very horny, very high butch cop body.

The orgy that followed was pure depraved lesbian chaos.

We stripped naked on the stained king bed. I did lines of coke off the redhead’s pierced tits while the Latina ate my hairy cunt like she was starving, tongue pushing through the thick bush and lapping at my swollen clit. The two hookers sixty-nined beside us, moaning loud enough to shake the walls. I fisted the curvy Latina while she screamed and squirted all over Ronnie’s muscular forearm, her juices matting my bush even more. The redhead sat on my face, grinding her shaved pussy against my mouth while I tongue-fucked her and snorted meth off her clit. The hookers took turns riding my fingers and sucking on my small, firm tits.

We smoked meth and chased it with heroin. The rush was insane — my hairy pussy throbbed nonstop, clit so swollen it felt like a tiny cock. I made them all line up on the bed, asses in the air, and took turns fisting and eating them while the strippers made out and fingered each other. Pussy juice, spit, and sweat covered everything. I came over and over — hard, gushing orgasms that left Ronnie’s body trembling and the sheets soaked. At one point I had the Latina riding my face while the redhead fisted me and both hookers sucked on my nipples.

When the meth high got too jagged and intense, I grabbed one of the syringes, cooked up a fat shot of heroin, and slammed it into my arm. The speedball hit like velvet thunder — the meth edge smoothed out into a warm, floating euphoria while my cunt still pulsed with aftershocks. I floated in a haze of pure filthy bliss, letting the girls use my body however they wanted — fingers, tongues, toys, anything. I came again, slower and deeper this time, pussy clenching around three fingers while milk-white heroin haze wrapped around my brain.

At some point I laughed, high as fuck, and tossed Ronnie’s badge and gun onto the nightstand. “Let the real detective explain that on her next piss test.”

Around dawn, still buzzing, still leaking from my hairy cunt and covered in sweat and pussy juice, I finally slipped out of the motel room. The girls were passed out in a tangle of limbs. I hailed a cab on the corner and slid into the back seat, legs spread wide under Ronnie’s damp jeans.

The whole ride back to the hotel I couldn’t keep my hands off myself. I shoved one hand down the front of my jeans, fingers pushing through the thick, matted bush to find my swollen, dripping clit. I rubbed slow, lazy circles, then faster, biting my lip to stay quiet while the driver kept glancing in the rear-view mirror. Two fingers plunged deep into my hairy pussy, curling against my G-spot as the speedball haze and the leftover orgy high made every stroke feel electric. I came twice in the cab — quiet, shuddering orgasms that left fresh wetness soaking Ronnie’s boxer briefs and dripping down my unshaven thighs. By the time the cab pulled up to my hotel I was flushed, breathless, and still lazily fingering my sloppy cunt under my clothes.

I paid the driver with a smirk and staggered up to my room. Only then, door locked behind me, did I grab the orb. I pictured myself and let the change reverse in a dizzy rush — cock returning, muscles softening, the dyke edge melting away until I was Ethan Kessler again.

But the memory of Ronnie Park’s hard, dripping, bushy body getting fisted, eaten, and speedballed — and the filthy cab ride where I made that same body cum twice more — stayed with me, burning hotter than any of the drugs we’d done.


Chapter 8

The Red Stain

The next night my neighbor was Monica Hale — a mid-thirties heavyset woman with soft, pillowy curves that filled out her clothes in every direction. She had that tired-but-still-pretty look: full cheeks, wide hips, and heavy 42D breasts that strained against her blouse. The kind of body that looked like it had been built for comfort and then left to soften.

Everything was going well. To put the dealer at ease I smeared on her makeup badly, then splashed a little bourbon on her blouse and swished a shot around in my mouth so I’d reek of cheap whiskey. The mild cramping in my lower belly felt like nothing at first — just a vague, shifting discomfort deep in my crotch, like something warm and heavy was slowly waking up inside me.

I was ahead by eighteen grand when the wet heat hit.

My crotch suddenly felt slick and warm in a way that had nothing to do with arousal. I glanced down and horror twisted in my stomach — a bright red stain was blooming across the front of the white skirt I’d chosen. Why the fuck had I worn white? Why hadn’t I at least put on pantyhose? The blood kept coming, thick and steady, soaking through the fabric and dripping onto the carpet under my chair.

I kept playing anyway, thighs pressed tight, the warm wetness spreading between my legs with every shift. The dealer finally noticed the growing red pool and waved security over. They didn’t kick me out for card counting — they kicked me out for bleeding all over their floor.

I stood up slowly, the heavy flow trickling down my inner thighs, and tossed a five-hundred-dollar chip at the goon blocking the aisle. “That’ll pay to clean your damn carpet.”

Back in the room I threw my loot on the couch, stripped off the ruined white skirt and soaked panties, and stepped into the shower. Hot water cascaded over Monica’s soft, heavy body. I grabbed the washcloth and started cleaning the blood away, but the moment the rough terrycloth dragged across my swollen, bleeding cunt I froze.

A filthy spark of arousal shot straight through me.

My nipples — already tender and sensitive — tightened into hard peaks as I gently squeezed the heavy 42D breasts. Warm milk wasn’t coming out this time, but the flesh was so full and soft it felt obscene under my hands. I kept washing lower, letting the washcloth press between my slick, bloody folds. The mix of hot water and thick menstrual blood made everything slippery and warm. I was grossed out for half a second… then the revulsion flipped into pure, dirty hunger.

I dropped the washcloth and slid two fingers straight into my bleeding pussy.

It was hotter and wetter than anything I’d felt before — the blood made every thrust slick and obscene, coating my fingers, dripping down my wrist. I added a third finger, then a fourth, stretching myself open while the shower pounded my back. My free hand mauled one heavy tit, pinching the tender nipple until I moaned loud enough for the whole floor to hear. The cramps mixed with pleasure, turning every contraction into a deep, rolling throb that made my pussy clench around my fingers.

I wanted more.

Rifling through Monica’s suitcase I found it — a thick, veined monster dildo, easily ten inches and girthy as my wrist. I didn’t even dry off. I braced one foot on the shower bench, spread my thick thighs wide, and worked the massive toy into my bleeding cunt in one long, filthy push.

“Fuck…” I groaned, voice husky and feminine.

The stretch was incredible — the blood made it glide so easily I could fuck myself hard and deep right away. I slammed the dildo in and out, watching my heavy tits bounce and jiggle, nipples dark and aching. Every thrust pushed more blood and slick out around the shaft, running down my thighs in pink rivers. I pinched and twisted both nipples, milked them like I was trying to draw something out, then reached down and rubbed my swollen clit in fast, messy circles while the toy ruined my pussy.

The first orgasm hit like a freight train — my whole body seized, cunt clamping down on the thick dildo as I squirted a hot mix of blood and cum all over the shower floor. I didn’t stop. I kept fucking myself through it, chasing a second, harder climax that left my legs shaking and my heavy tits bouncing wildly. A third one rolled through me slower and deeper, my bleeding pussy fluttering and gushing while I moaned like a whore.

By the time I finally pulled the monster toy out I was raw, sore, and still dripping. I stood under the endless hot water, fingers lazily circling my tender clit, letting the last little aftershocks ripple through me.

I’d have to do this again. Especially if I ever got another body like Jade’s. What a fucking waste that had been. Still… I didn’t think I could handle a real dick in me yet. Not while I was this sensitive, this full of blood and need.

I played with myself until I was almost too sore to stand, fingers and the dildo taking turns until my legs gave out. One good thing about a hotel — the hot water never runs out.

I helped myself to Monica’s gold necklace as a souvenir, then finally grabbed the orb and switched back. The change reversed in a dizzy rush, cock returning, the heavy breasts and bleeding cunt melting away until I was Ethan Kessler again.

I slept better than I had in years, the memory of that warm, bloody, dripping pussy still throbbing between my legs like a dirty little secret.


Chapter 9

The Stroke of Bad Luck

The next day I didn’t have time to make a deposit at the bus station, so I stashed twenty thousand in the hotel safe and kept the rest hidden in my room. That night the perfect patsy checked into the room next door. She was a woman nobody would ever suspect of being a professional gambler.

Evelyn “Evie” Washington was an eighty-four-year-old, nearly five-hundred-pound Black woman — gnarled, obese, and decaying right before my eyes. Rolls of fat hung from every part of her, her face buried in heavy jowls, thin wiry gray hair clinging to her scalp. She was older and fatter than any body I’d taken yet. The very idea of slipping into that rotting mountain of flesh made my skin crawl… but the tables were calling.

I grabbed the orb and pictured the ugly skank.

The change was worse than anything I’d felt before.

The dizziness hit like a sledgehammer. My body ballooned outward in heavy, uncontrollable waves. Fat piled on in thick, sagging layers — belly, hips, thighs, arms — until I weighed almost five hundred pounds. My arms became thick, useless sausages that couldn’t even rest fully at my sides. My legs were tree trunks of cellulite and edema. My breasts were grotesque — massive, pendulous udders that sagged all the way down to my stomach, the skin stretched and veined, nipples huge and dark. When I moved, everything jiggled and slapped in disgusting waves.

My eyesight went from bad to nearly blind in seconds. Everything blurred into hazy shapes. I fumbled desperately until I found Evie’s thick glasses and slid them on. The world came into ugly focus. I had no teeth — my mouth felt sunken and soft. My hearing was almost gone until I found the hearing aids on the nightstand and put them in. Suddenly sound blasted back into my ears, painfully loud.

The body was completely worn out. Every cell felt ancient and exhausted, like it had been running on fumes for decades. My lungs wheezed with every single breath. My heart pounded in my chest like a tired drum. Arthritis had twisted my fingers into painful claws, and every joint screamed in protest the moment I tried to move. Just sitting on the edge of the bed left me gasping, sweat already rolling down the deep folds of my belly and between my massive thighs.

I had a moment of real doubt. This body is a fucking wreck. Eighty-four years old. Five hundred pounds of broken-down meat. What the hell am I doing?

But the gambling itch was stronger than the fear. This old bitch has survived this long. Why not a few more hours? One last run and I’m out.

I started dressing.

First the panties — enormous granny panties the size of a parachute. I sat on the bed, legs spread as wide as the fat would allow, and tried to pull them up. The effort made my belly fold over itself, crushing my lungs. I was wheezing hard, vision swimming, when a sudden warm trickle escaped my bladder. I froze. A small spurt of hot piss soaked the crotch of the panties before I could stop it. The humiliation burned. I was so fat I couldn’t even see my own pussy — just a deep, dark crease buried between thigh fat and belly overhang. I realized I needed protection. Rummaging in her nightstand I found a pack of heavy incontinence pad liners and awkwardly pressed one into the massive panties before yanking them the rest of the way up. The pad felt thick and humiliating between my legs.

Next came the industrial-strength 16-hour Playtex bra. I wrestled the monstrous thing around my back, the straps digging deep into my shoulders as I hoisted the gigantic, sagging breasts. They were heavier than anything I’d ever felt — pendulous, veined, reaching almost to my navel. When I finally got the hooks fastened my tits were bigger than my head and still swayed wildly with every breath.

The dentures were next. I picked up the yellowish plate and tried to slide it into my toothless mouth. They wouldn’t stay. They slid around, clicking and shifting, refusing to seat properly. I gagged, drool running down my chin, until I spotted the denture cream on the nightstand. I squeezed a thick line onto the plate, forced it back in, and pressed hard. Finally they locked into place with a sticky, unnatural suction. My mouth felt foreign and full.

I looked in the mirror for as short a time as possible. A fat, mole-covered, toothless old woman stared back at me. Thin gray hair, blurry eyes behind thick lenses, hearing aids in both ears. A complete wreck. I was gasping for breath, chest heaving, every joint on fire.

I spotted the inhaler and took several desperate puffs. The relief was slight but welcome. Searching further, I found a bottle of 10mg oxycodone. I popped three pills dry and swallowed them. A warm, heavy buzz slowly spread through the massive body, dulling the pain just enough to function.

I lowered myself onto the mobility scooter parked in the corner. The machine groaned loudly under my weight as I started it up. Just getting ready had left me wheezing and exhausted. Before I rolled out the door I fished out the pill bottle again and dry-swallowed one more oxy. The buzz deepened instantly.

Down in the casino I pulled up to the table, the scooter whining under me. I popped one final oxy right there at the rail, swallowing it with a sip of water. By the time the dealer started shuffling, the full euphoric wave crashed over me. The pain in my joints melted into a warm, floating haze. My massive body felt almost light, almost pleasurable. Every roll of fat, every labored breath, every heavy sway of my gigantic tits felt strangely sensual under the narcotic glow. I was high as hell and grinning like a fool inside Evie Washington’s ruined face.

I was in perfect form at the tables. In less than eight hours the pile of chips in front of me was worth over sixty thousand dollars. It was a good thing I brought my own cash — her Discover card only had four hundred dollars left. The cards were falling my way. I was playing multiple seats and doubling down the table maximum. As the dealer flipped over my cards, I realized I had just won more in one night than I ever had before.

The crowd around me cheered.

Then it happened.

My vision suddenly clouded. A wave of dizziness washed over me. The dealer asked if I was okay, but when I tried to answer, only slurred, garbled nonsense came out. I tried to move my right arm and knocked over my massive stack of chips and the water bottle. I heard a security guard shouting for medical help. Panicked, I tried to stand, but my left leg had gone completely numb. The world tilted violently.

I collapsed hard onto the casino floor, the enormous body crashing down like a sack of wet cement.

Then everything went black.


Chapter 10

The Nursing Home

I woke up in a hospital bed with tubes snaking into every hole and vein I had left. Everything was cloudy, blurry, like the world had been smeared with Vaseline and left to melt. I could only move my left arm, and even that was a monumental effort — a weak, trembling twitch that barely lifted an inch before collapsing back onto the mattress. Sharp, grinding pain radiated from my shattered hip, but it felt distant, muffled, like it belonged to someone else. A thick, burning ache pulsed deep in my chest, and every breath came wet and labored, as if my lungs were filled with wet cement.

A nurse leaned over me, smiling the way people smile at babies or dying dogs. She slid one of the hearing aids into my left ear first. Sound exploded back into my skull — beeps, footsteps, the distant hum of machines. Then she placed a pair of thick, ugly glasses onto my face. The room snapped into cruel focus.

“Mrs. Washington, you’re awake. Can you tell me what year it is, sweetie?”

I tried to snarl, “It’s 2026, you stupid bitch!” My mouth opened. Only wet, slurred mumbles came out — half-words, drool, nothing that made sense. My tongue felt thick and useless inside a toothless, sunken mouth.

The nurse patted my massive arm like I was a good girl. “That’s alright, dearie. Hopefully with surgery and therapy you’ll be able to talk and walk again one day. But you’re going to have to work hard. A stroke is very serious, and you broke your hip when you fell. We’ll be operating in a couple of hours. It’s risky at your age and with your health, but we’ll do everything we can.”

She proceeded to give me an extremely strong cocktail of pain medication and anxiety meds straight into the IV. The drugs hit like warm, liquid velvet flooding my veins — a tidal wave of euphoric numbness that crashed over the 489-pound ruin I was now trapped inside.

Suddenly the world softened into something obscene and beautiful.

The crushing weight of my enormous body — the sagging, stretch-marked belly that pinned my left arm to my side, the gigantic pendulous breasts that rested like two heavy, warm sacks of flesh on my chest, the deep, dark, sweaty folds of fat between my thighs that were already damp with urine and discharge — all of it turned into a slow, floating, almost sensual haze. The pain in my hip melted into a distant, throbbing warmth that felt strangely intimate. My heavy tits rose and fell with every labored breath, the skin stretched tight and glistening with sweat. Between my legs I felt the constant, humiliating warmth of the catheter tube snaking into my bladder, draining a slow, steady trickle of piss that I couldn’t control. The plastic intrusion felt invasive and filthy, yet under the narcotic glow it sent little sparks of twisted pleasure through my swollen, numb cunt. Every involuntary drip, every helpless twitch of my fat thighs, every wet sound the catheter made became part of the erotic horror of this dying body.

I was a helpless 489-pound baby. Barely able to twitch my left arm. That arm was pinned down above the elbow by one of my own massive, sagging breasts. I couldn’t even feed myself. Drool ran down my chin and pooled in the deep folds of my neck. The catheter bag hanging beside the bed slowly filled with my warm urine, a constant reminder that my body no longer belonged to me.

The nurse smiled again. “We’ll let your husband know you’re awake.”

I couldn’t do anything for myself. I had become a helpless, incontinent, 489-pound baby. The catheter tugged gently inside me with every tiny shift, sending humiliating little ripples of sensation through my numb pussy. I should have been screaming. I was dying. Trapped in a rotting, obese carcass that could barely move. But the meds had erased all anxiety. All I wanted was more of whatever that nurse had just pumped into me. The euphoria was so thick it felt erotic — a golden, floating dream where the horror of my dying flesh became strangely sensual. The way my massive belly rose and fell, the way my heavy breasts rested on it, the constant warm trickle through the catheter, the way sweat pooled in every deep fold of fat… it all felt like a slow, filthy caress.

The doctor came in with an old Black man — Mr. Washington, Evie’s husband.

“Mr. Washington, your wife has suffered a very serious stroke and broke her hip in the fall. We’ll operate in the next couple of hours. If she survives — and it’s a big if at her age and with her health — she’ll need full-time care afterward. She’ll have to go to a nursing home unless you and your family can manage her.”

“No, doc,” the old man said, voice flat. “The kids are scattered all over the country. At her size I couldn’t manage her even if I wanted to. We don’t have any money left except what she won at blackjack, and most of that’s already gone to the hospital bills Medicare didn’t cover.”

They talked a while longer, but I could care less. I was floating. The drugs had turned the horror into a warm, wet dream. My massive body felt heavy and soft and strangely sensual under the haze — every roll of fat, every labored breath, every involuntary trickle through the catheter felt like a slow caress. I knew I was going to die. I knew the surgery would probably kill me. But with the meds I didn’t care about anything anymore. Just keep pumping that golden bliss into my veins.

They wheeled me down the long hallway toward the operating room. The gurney groaned and creaked under my 489 pounds like it was about to collapse. Two orderlies strained, red-faced and sweating, pushing the massive bed while it swayed heavily from side to side. Every bump sent fresh agony exploding through my shattered hip and chest until the pain became a white-hot knife. They stopped the gurney right there in the hallway, faces tight with effort, and one of them quickly injected another heavy syringe of pain medication straight into my IV line. The new dose layered on top of everything already flooding my system — the stuff could have taken down an elephant — and the agony melted back into that thick, euphoric haze. My heavy breasts jiggled with every jolt of the wheels. The catheter tugged inside my numb pussy, sending little sparks of filthy pleasure through the narcotic fog.

They finally got me into the OR. Transferring me to the operating table was a nightmare that seemed to last forever. Four nurses and two orderlies grunted and heaved, lifting, rolling, pushing the dead weight of my enormous body. My belly flopped heavily over the edge, slapping wetly against my thighs. My massive breasts swayed and slapped against my chest, sweat pouring down every deep fold of fat and pooling beneath me on the cold steel. The pain in my hip and chest erupted again like fire, so intense I almost blacked out. They gave me even more medication — another syringe straight into the IV — and the world softened back into golden numbness while they struggled to center my 489-pound carcass on the narrow table. The staff was panting, faces red, muttering under their breath about the sheer mass of me. One nurse had to climb partially onto the table just to help roll my belly out of the way. Every movement sent ripples through my fat, my huge breasts swaying wildly, the catheter tugging obscenely inside me. I was barely conscious now, floating in a thick, euphoric sea, knowing I was about to die on that table but not caring at all.

The anesthesiologist leaned over me, mask in place, eyes calm. “You’re going to be praying now, Mrs. Washington,” she said softly as she placed the mask over my face.

As the darkness took me, I wondered, Praying about what?

I died on the table twice during surgery. My heart stopped cold both times. They brought me back with shocks and drugs. I have no memory of it — just the endless golden fog and the distant sense that my ruined body had tried to quit.

That was nearly a year ago.

I still can’t walk. I have a little more movement in my left arm now, but it’s pinned most of the time under one of my own enormous, sagging breasts. I’m always hungry, but all they feed me is low-fat mush that tastes like wet cardboard. They’re trying to get my weight down below 300 pounds. Every day a cheerful volunteer comes in, slaps makeup on my face, holds up a mirror, and coos, “There now, Mrs. Washington, don’t you look pretty?”

When I cry, she thinks they’re tears of joy.

At least they keep me high off my ass. A powerful mix of narcotics and anxiety meds drips into my veins around the clock. The euphoria is constant now — a warm, golden fog that turns the horror of my dying body into something almost erotic. My now 413-pound carcass feels heavy and soft and strangely sensual under the drugs. The constant wetness between my fat thighs from the catheter and occasional accidents, the way my massive breasts rest on my belly, the slow, labored rise and fall of my chest — everything feels like a slow, filthy caress. I know my body is shutting down. I know I’m rotting from the inside. But the meds make me not care. They make me float. They make the terror feel like the best high I’ve ever had.

I saw on CNN that over $250,000 in unclaimed cash was found in a locker at the Las Vegas bus terminal. And my old body now owns a successful soul-food restaurant in New Orleans.

Meanwhile I’m stuck here, waiting for someone to change my diaper, wipe the drool from my chin, and give me my next dose of medical happiness. Time passes weirdly when you’re constantly high. I thought it had only been six months… but the nurses told me yesterday it’s been nearly a year. Days blur. I lose track of everything except the next wave of euphoric numbness and the slow, sensual horror of my dying body.

I still wonder what happened to the red orb.

I guess the house always wins in the end.




— THE END —
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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.


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.


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.


Sugar Rush

Chase Wilder’s sweet tooth was out of control—until a mysterious shopkeeper sold him the perfect fix: one chocolate orb that promised zero weight gain, forever.

One bite later, Chase wakes up as Candi Cane—stacked, blonde, and so sensitive that every lick of sugar sends her new pussy gushing. Calories don’t go to her hips anymore… they go straight to her clit. Now she’s dripping in public, humping strangers in elevators, and working the dessert bar at Sinfully Sweet, where every cinnamon roll on stage turns into a screaming, squirting orgasm for the whole crowd.

She’ll never be a man again. She’ll never stop craving the rush. And she’s never been wetter.

A scorching body-swap transformation story packed with magical gender change, sugar-fetish orgasms, public sex, and zero regrets.


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

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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