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  Chapter 1


Ispotted Lydia at the bar, a stranger whose red lips parted around an olive from her martini. Her silk dress shimmered under the low lights, straining across her hips like it fought to contain her. My gaze traced the seam of her stockings, sheer and expensive, vanishing under the hem—begging to be torn. 
Heat pulsed low in my belly as I approached. "That dress is a crime against beauty," I purred, my knuckles brushing her collarbone, skin warm and soft under my touch.
She turned, those long coquettish lashes fluttering over eyes that held a storm—confidence laced with something raw, wounded. Her heart-shaped face tilted up, full lips curving into a sly smile. The olive dropped back into her glass with a soft plink.
"Flattery from a stranger? Bold." Her voice wrapped around me, husky, like smoke from a hidden fire. She shifted on her stool, the silk whispering against her thighs, and crossed her legs. The seam of her stocking caught the light again, a black line daring me closer.
I leaned in, elbow on the bar, my suit jacket pulling tight across my shoulders. The scent of her perfume hit me—jasmine and something sharper, like secrets. "Not flattery. Truth. I'm Tom." My fingers lingered near her glass, brushing hers as I signaled the bartender for another round.
"Lydia." She didn't pull away. Instead, she let her hand rest near mine, nails painted crimson, tracing the rim of her glass. "And you think this dress hides too much?"
Her words hung between us, electric. I felt the pull, that familiar confidence surging through me, the kind that closed sales and bent wills. My cock stirred in my slacks, pressing against the fabric as I imagined peeling that silk off her. "Hides? No. Teases. Makes a man want to uncover the rest."
She laughed, low and throaty, leaning forward so her breasts strained the bodice, nipples faint shadows under the thin material. Not usually so full, but tonight they swelled like an invitation. "Then what would you do with it uncovered?"
The bar's murmur faded. I slid onto the stool beside her, thigh pressing against hers. Heat radiated through her dress, her compact ass shifting as she turned fully toward me. My hand found her knee under the bar, fingers sliding up the sheer stocking, feeling the snap of garter against skin. Smooth, taut, warming under my palm.
I'd tear it, I thought. Rip the seam and taste the thigh beneath. "I'd start here," I murmured, thumb circling higher, inching toward the hem. Her breath hitched, lips parting again, no olive this time—just invitation.
Lydia's eyes darkened, that deep hurt flickering before confidence reclaimed her. She grabbed my tie, yanking me closer. Our mouths crashed, her tongue bold, tasting of gin and salt. I groaned into her, hand diving under the dress now, fingers finding lace panties, damp already.
I gripped the barstool's cold metal edge, swiveling Lydia toward me with a sharp twist. Her legs parted just enough, the silk dress hiking up, exposing the lace edge of her panties. My thumb dug into her inner thigh, pressing through the thin fabric, feeling the heat bloom under my touch like a bruise waiting to form. She gasped, a sharp intake that vibrated against my chest, her body arching forward.
"Look at you," I murmured, my pupils dilating as her nipples stiffened against the silk, twin peaks straining the bodice like they begged for teeth. The bar's dim glow caught the flush creeping up her neck, her heart-shaped face tilting back, lashes fluttering. I could smell her arousal now, musky and sharp, mingling with the jasmine on her skin.
Her nod came jerky, eyes locked on mine, that wounded storm in them swirling faster. Dampness soaked through the lace under my fingers, slick and warm, coating my skin as I rubbed harder.
I didn’t wait. "My car. Now."
She slid off the stool, compact ass brushing my thigh, the garter snapping faintly as she straightened. I tossed bills on the bar, grabbed her wrist—firm, possessive—and pulled her through the crowd. Bodies parted like water, but I felt their stares, envy sharp in the air. Outside, the night air hit cool against my heated skin, the parking lot a shadowed maze of steel hulks.
My black sedan waited at the edge, sleek and anonymous. I yanked the door open, shoved her inside first—onto the leather seat that creaked under her weight. She landed with a soft thud, dress riding up to her hips, stockings gleaming pale in the dashboard light. I followed, slamming the door, the confined space trapping her scent around me.
"Take me to my place," she gasped, giving me instructions. Her fingers dug into my thigh, nails sharp through wool. Her apartment was a only a short ride. 
Keys jangled in my hand as I started the engine, but my free palm pinned her thigh down, fingers tracing the stocking's seam up to where it clipped. "Spread," I ordered, voice rough gravel. She obeyed, knees falling apart, the lace panties stretched tight over her mound. I hooked a finger under the edge, pulled it aside—wet folds glistened, pink and swollen, clit peeking like a secret. She straddled my lap, grinding down, her ass firm in my hands as I squeezed, bruising.
The car roared to life, tires screeching as I peeled out, one hand on the wheel, the other plunging between her legs. Two fingers sank in, tight heat clenching around me, her juices coating my knuckles. She moaned, hips bucking, nails digging into my forearm through the suit sleeve. The road blurred—city lights streaking past—but I pumped deeper, thumb circling her clit in brutal circles. Her breaths came ragged, breasts heaving, nipples scraping the silk with each twist.
The engine cut off with a low rumble outside Lydia's apartment building, a sleek high-rise that loomed like a shadowed sentinel in the night. Her directions had led us here—short ride, heart pounding the whole way. My fingers still slick from her, I killed the lights and yanked the key free. Lydia's chest heaved beside me, her thighs clamped around my hand until I withdrew, leaving her panties twisted and soaked.
"Inside," I commanded, voice thick. She fumbled the door open, spilling out onto the sidewalk, dress askew, stockings laddered from my grip. I followed, slamming the car door, the cool night air slapping my flushed face. My cock throbbed against my slacks, insistent, the zipper biting into the swollen head. Heat coursed through my veins, muscles coiled tight from the drive's tease.
She led the way to the lobby, heels clicking sharp on marble, but I caught her elbow, steering her past the slow elevator to the stairs. Faster this way. Her building smelled of polished wood and faint flowers, but all I caught was her—musk and jasmine, sharp with need. We climbed, her ass swaying ahead, compact and firm under the silk. My hand shot out, palming it hard, squeezing until she stumbled on the third step.
"Tom," she breathed, glancing back, eyes wide with that mix of storm and surrender.
Fifth floor. Her key rattled in the lock, door swinging open to a dim foyer—mirrored walls reflecting our disheveled forms. I didn't let her step fully inside. Pushed her against the wall instead, the plaster cool under her back. My body pinned hers, chest to chest, her full breasts crushing soft against my suit. I yanked the dress strap down, silk tearing with a satisfying rip at her shoulder. The fabric gave way, exposing one pale globe, nipple hardening instantly in the rush of apartment air—cool, conditioned, raising gooseflesh along her arm.
"Mine," I growled into her throat, teeth sinking in. Skin yielded, a burst of salt on my tongue, the bite deep enough to mark—purple blooming under the surface like ink. She arched, a whimper escaping, raw edges of pain laced with hunger. It vibrated through me, my cock jerking against her belly, pre-cum dampening my boxers.
My knee jammed between her legs, forcing them apart. Thigh muscle pressed up, grinding into the drenched lace. Wet heat seeped through, coating my pants leg, her folds parting around the pressure. She bucked, hips rolling desperate, the garter straps snapping taut against my slacks. The friction sent sparks up my leg, my balls tightening, ache building low and fierce.
Another whimper tore from her—half cry, half plea—as her hands clawed my shoulders, nails scoring through wool. That hurt in her eyes flickered, but confidence held, lips parting on a gasp. I twisted fingers into her brunette waves, yanking her head back, exposing more throat. Dragged her then, stumbling, toward the bedroom door at the foyer's end. Hallway blurred—abstract art on walls, rug soft under my shoes—but her body anchored me, pliant yet fighting just enough.
The bedroom door banged open under my shove. Moonlight sliced through half-drawn blinds, silvering the king bed with rumpled sheets. I flung her onto it, mattress dipping under her weight, dress bunching at her waist. Stockings gleamed, torn seams framing thighs bruised from my fingers. She sprawled, shoulder bare, nipple peaked dark against pale skin, the rip exposing lace bra—cups overflowing.
I stripped my jacket, tie next, shirt buttons popping in haste. Fabric whispered to the floor, my chest bare, muscles flexing with each breath. Pants followed, cock springing free—heavy, veined, tip glistening. The air kissed my skin, cooling sweat, but heat pooled in my groin, pulsing demands.
Lydia's eyes locked on it, lashes fluttering, that coquettish curve to her mouth. She reached, but I batted her hand away, climbing over her. Grabbed her wrists, pinned them above her head—hair spilling wild across pillows. My free hand ripped the other strap, dress splitting fully now, silk pooling like shed skin. Bra exposed, breasts heaving, full and heavy tonight, nipples begging.
Leaned down, mouth claiming one—sucked hard, teeth grazing. She moaned, back bowing, legs wrapping my waist. Stockings slid smooth against my hips, garters taut. I ground into her core, cock sliding along the soaked lace, parting folds through fabric. Slickness coated me, warm and viscous, her clit swelling under the ridge.
Fingers hooked the panties, tore them aside—fabric shredding, exposing her fully. Pink, swollen, dripping. I thrust in without warning, burying deep. Tight walls clenched, velvet fire gripping every inch. She cried out, nails digging my arms despite the pin. I pounded, rhythm brutal, bedframe thumping walls. Her ass lifted, compact and yielding under my slams, bruises forming fresh.
Sweat slicked our skin, her perfume mingling with sex—raw, animal. My balls slapped her, tension coiling, but I held back, forcing her higher. Her whimpers turned screams, body shuddering, that deep hurt in her soul fracturing under pleasure. I bit her shoulder, echoed the throat mark, tasting salt and silk.
I flipped Lydia onto her stomach, the black satin sheets whispering cool against her bare skin as her torn dress tangled at her waist. Her compact ass lifted instinctively, lace panties shredded and dangling from one garter, exposing the pink cleft between her thighs—swollen, glistening from our earlier frenzy. My muscles burned with the motion, chest heaving, cock throbbing heavy and slick with her juices, veins pulsing against my palm as I gripped the base.
Face down on the satin, she felt the crush of my body pinning her. Hips slotted against her lace-clad ass, the rough wool of my slacks scraping her skin before I shoved them down further. Heat radiated from her core, seeping onto my thighs, her scent thick—musky arousal mixed with torn silk and sweat. I pressed forward, the swollen head of my cock nudging her entrance, but held back just enough to savor the tremble in her legs.
"Arch," I commanded, my voice gravel scraping the dim room. My hand cracked against her thigh—sharp sting blooming red on pale flesh, the slap echoing off the walls. She gasped, spine curving, ass tilting higher, offering herself. The motion pulled her stockings taut, the garter clips straining.
No time for games. I spat into my palm, the warm saliva slicking my length in rough strokes, mixing with her wetness. Grip tightened, guiding the tip—then I slammed in, one brutal thrust burying me to the hilt. Her walls clenched like a vise, hot and velvet, sucking me deep. Lydia cried out, a raw keen that vibrated through her body into mine, her nails scrabbling at the sheets, bunching satin into fists.
I fisted her brunette waves, yanking hard—her spine bowed into a cruel arc, neck straining, that heart-shaped face twisting toward me over her shoulder. Lashes fluttered wild, eyes stormy with hurt and fire. "Tighter," I grunted, the word punched out on a breath as I kneaded her breast like dough—fingers digging into the full swell, nipple hardening under my thumb's pinch. Slick friction consumed me, her heat milking every ridge, pulling groans from my chest. My balls slapped her clit with each piston, the rhythm building, sweat dripping from my brow onto her back.
She bucked beneath me, ass grinding back, compact cheeks flexing against my hips. The stockings tore further under the force—zipper of my slacks catching the sheer fabric below the garter, ripping a jagged line up her thigh. Exposed skin flushed hot, marked by my earlier grips, bruises purpling like claims. I released her hair only to slap her ass—palm stinging on the curve, watching it jiggle, red handprint rising fast.
Deeper I drove, hips snapping, the bedframe groaning in protest. Her moans muffled into the satin, body shuddering, walls fluttering around me—close, so close. My free hand snaked under, fingers finding her clit, rubbing circles brutal and fast. Friction sparked electric up my shaft, balls drawing tight, but I chased her peak first, pounding relentless.
Lydia's breaths ragged, spine arching sharper under my pull. "Tom—fuck—" The plea broke, her core spasming, juices flooding hot around me. I growled, thrusting through it, sensations overloading—her clench, the satin cool on my knees, her perfume clinging to my skin. Not done.
I hauled Lydia off the bed by her hair, the brunette strands tangling around my fist like silk ropes. She stumbled ahead, bare feet slapping the hardwood, torn dress flapping against her thighs. The bedroom air hung thick with our sweat, her musk clinging to my skin. My cock, still slick and half-hard, bobbed with each step, balls heavy from the release but already stirring at the sight of her—ass cheeks red from my slaps, stockings laddered like battle scars.
Pushed her toward the dresser, a antique oak thing with a wide mirror that caught the moonlight in fractured gleams. She braced her palms on the edge, but I kicked her legs wider, knees buckling until her cheek mashed against the cold glass. Her reflection stared back, mascara smeared in black rivulets down her heart-shaped face, full lips bruised from my bites. Tears welled fresh, spilling over as her lashes clumped wet.
I didn't pause. Gripped her hips, nails digging into the soft flesh above her garters, and drove back in. Her walls fluttered loose now, stretched and sloppy from before, but the heat gripped me greedy. Inch by inch, I watched in the mirror—my reflection looming, muscled chest gleaming sweat, disappearing into her body again and again. Her legs shook, thighs quivering against mine, the compact curve of her ass jiggling with each thrust.
Sweat dripped from my jaw, landing hot in the dip of her spine, tracing a path down to where our skin slapped. The rhythm turned piston-furious, furniture creaking under the assault, her choked sobs blending with the wet smack of flesh. I didn't care about the tears, the tremble—only the build coiling in my gut, balls tightening, cock swelling thicker inside her velvet clench.
It hit like a freight train. I roared, guttural and raw, slamming deeper, hips grinding flush. Pulse after pulse emptied me, hot spurts flooding her core, her walls milking every drop. The release ripped through me, thighs burning, vision blurring white-hot.
Pulled out abrupt, the cool air kissing my slick length, leaving her trembling against the mirror. Juices leaked down her thigh, mixing with my seed, stockings darkening at the hem. She sagged, unfulfilled, breaths hitching in silent frustration.
"Get dressed," I said, already turning away, muscles loose now, the ache fading to satisfaction.
Lydia's reflection twisted, eyes blazing with rage as she pushed off the glass, mascara streaks carving paths like war paint. Her compact ass clenched, garters snapping as she straightened the ruined dress over her breasts—nipples still peaked, unsatisfied. "Get dressed… yes, you should definitely get dressed, properly, Tom."
Her voice dripped venom, that sultry tone sharpened to a blade. She didn't move for clothes. Instead, she drew her hands together in the dim light, fingers weaving mysterious motions—quick, arcane twists like shadows dancing. A chill prickled my skin, unrelated to the air, something electric humming from across the room.
"What the hell?"






  
  Chapter 2


My skin prickled, a thousand needles pricking from the inside out, as Lydia's fingers flicked through the air like a sculptor discarding flawed clay. The room spun, or maybe it was me shrinking—bones compressing, height leaching away in a rush that left my gut churning. I gasped, air whistling thin through my throat, hands flying to my chest where muscles melted like warm wax, pecs softening into nothing, shoulders rounding inward until my arms dangled slim and useless. 
The mirror across the room captured it all: my reflection dwindling, broad jaw melting to a smooth, undefined line, stubble vanishing like mist under sun. Legs buckled, knees wobbling as thighs slimmed to sticks, calves losing bulk, feet shrinking in my loafers until they slipped off, toes curling bare on the cold hardwood. Hairless now, every inch—chest bald, arms sleek, pits smooth as a baby's. I staggered, the world towering sudden and wrong, my voice cracking high when I tried to yell. "Lydia, what the fuck? Stop this—reverse it, now!"
Panic clawed my ribs, heart slamming wild against a ribcage too narrow to hold it. I felt exposed, fragile, like the air itself could snap me. Arrogance frayed at the edges, replaced by a cold sweat beading on my forehead, trickling down temples that no longer squared with the man I'd been. Demands bubbled up, but they came out wheezed, weak. "You're ruining me—fix it, you bitch!"
She sauntered closer, her compact ass swaying under the torn dress, full breasts heaving with that angry rhythm that fueled her. Those long lashes hooded eyes dark with hurt turned vengeful, heart-shaped face tilting as she reached me—me, now petite, standing eye-level with her chest. Her hand cupped my chin, thumb brushing my lip, soft pressure igniting sparks I shouldn't feel, sensual and laced with threat.
"Tch. Too bland."
Her fingers wove again, gestures fluid, hips canting in a subtle roll that mocked my frozen stance. Heat bloomed low in my belly, unwanted, twisting the terror into something sharper—humiliation burning cheeks that felt too soft, too small. I jerked back, but her grip held, nails grazing my throat. "Talk to me, Tom. Feel that? Your body's mine now. Tell me how it changes—how the man fades." Rage simmered under her sultry purr, powers crackling the air between us, promising more.
Lydia's eyes locked on mine, that deep hurt twisting into something sharper, her full breasts rising with each breath like storm clouds gathering. Her fingers danced again, tracing a glowing sigil in the air—curves and lines that hummed against my skin, pulling at the bones beneath like invisible threads tightening a noose. Heat surged through my face, a deep itch blooming from jaw to brow, muscles twitching in protest as they yielded, reshaping without mercy.
My jawline blurred first, the hard angle melting away, bones grinding soft under the surface until my chin tapered to a delicate point. Pressure built in my lips, swelling them outward into a plush rosebud pout—full, sensitive, tingling with every shallow breath that ghosted over them. Lashes thickened next, fanning heavy against my cheeks, each one brushing like feathers I couldn't blink away. The transformation crawled, intimate and relentless, skin stretching taut then settling into unnerving smoothness, pores vanishing, leaving a flawless mask that didn't feel like mine.
Horror coiled in my gut, a cold knot twisting tighter, arrogance cracking under waves of violation. I was still me inside—tall thoughts in a shrinking shell—but the mirror lied now, reflecting back a porcelain doll: wide eyes framed by those ridiculous lashes, lips parted in perpetual surprise, face a blank canvas of eerie perfection. No stubble, no lines from years of smirks and sales pitches. Just this fragile beauty staring back, alien and mocking.
I prodded my cheek, finger meeting silk—soft, yielding flesh that dimpled under my touch before springing back flawless. Flinching, I yanked my hand away, the contact too intimate, too wrong, sending a shiver racing down my spine. Rage boiled up, hot and demanding. "Lydia, this isn't funny—reverse it! Give me back my face, you witch!"
"A pretty face for pretty work," she murmured, voice sultry thread laced with venom, her compact ass shifting as she circled me, lashes fluttering over that heart-shaped gaze.
My fist clenched, nails scraping against my palm—sharp, polished edges catching the light, a glossy crimson sheen that screamed feminine. They dug in, too long, too elegant, drawing pinpricks of blood that welled bright against the lacquer.
Lydia's hand slid along my arm, fingers cool trails igniting the transformation's fire. Skin rippled under her touch, softening to satin smoothness, bones shifting with wet cracks that echoed in my ears. My wrists narrowed, delicate as porcelain stems, fingers elongating into tapered elegance—long, limber, useless for gripping a steering wheel or sealing a deal. Each joint popped, settling into this fragile grace, and I flexed them, watching tendons dance beneath translucent flesh, veins faint blue rivers under the surface.
Heat pooled lower, a molten pull yanking at my hips, thighs compressing then stretching into sleek lines. Legs lengthened, femurs grinding longer in a surge that buckled my knees, calves arching into defined curves, ankles fine and birdlike. I wobbled, balance stealing away, the floor tilting under feet that now pointed in dainty arches. Every inch buzzed alive, nerves firing raw and exposed, skin so sensitive the room's draft ghosted across it like fingers probing secrets.
Her nails raked my inner thigh, sharp drags parting the hypersensitive flesh, sparks exploding up my spine in electric bursts that locked my breath. Muscles clenched involuntary, a deep throb pulsing where cock still hung heavy, but the sensation twisted wrong—feminine, vulnerable, heat blooming between legs that quivered like leaves in wind.
"These'll shake when a man pins them," she breathed, voice husky smoke against my ear, her full breasts brushing my arm as she leaned in, that hurt-shadowed gaze devouring my changes.
I stumbled back, thighs trembling, the bare air whispering phantom caresses—silky, teasing, like stockings hugging curves I didn't own yet. Rage surged, hot and helpless, churning my gut into knots. This body betrayed me, every quiver a scream of loss, arrogance fracturing into raw fear. "Lydia, damn you—stop twisting me like this. I demand you end it!"
She laughed low, hand lingering on my hip, fingers digging into the softening flesh there.
Lydia's breath ghosted hot across her palm, a sharp puff that ripped through the air like a whip crack. Magic uncoiled from it, invisible ropes slamming into my chest, sternum cracking open in a violent bloom. Flesh surged outward, two heavy orbs erupting from bone and muscle, swelling with brutal speed—full, pendulous, skin stretching taut over veins that pulsed like rivers under pressure. Pain lanced through me, ribs expanding to cradle the weight, nipples hardening into peaks that scraped raw against my shirt.
I cried out, voice pitching shrill and broken, staggering back as gravity yanked them down. They swung, foreign burdens dragging at my balance, shoulders hunching forward to counter the pull. Every step jolted them, a deep ache settling in, tender and throbbing, like bruises forming from the inside. Sweat beaded between them, slick valley cooling in the room's draft, sending shivers racing across the hypersensitive skin. Horror clawed up my throat, bile rising— this couldn't be me, these weren't mine, heavy pillows mocking the flat strength I'd known.
My hands flew up, cupping one; cool, unfeeling flesh yielded under my fingers, soft mound overflowing my grasp, nipple pebbling against my palm in traitorous response. I squeezed, desperate to wake some recognition, but it just quivered, alien and numb, weight pulling my arms down. Emptiness hollowed my core, arrogance crumbling into terror that iced my veins, heart pounding erratic against the new swell.
"They suit you."  Lydia's voice cut flat, no warmth in those dark eyes, lashes hooding the hurt that fueled her fire.
"Pillows for men to crush."
She stepped closer, hand trailing the curve of one, nails scraping the underside, sparking unwanted heat that flushed my skin. My shirt strained, fabric pulling tight across the swell, threads groaning before the top button popped free, clattering to the floor. Another followed, exposing the deep cleft, lace braids of magic weaving faint patterns over the pale globes. I clutched the halves together, breath hitching, fear twisting into pleading whispers as the hollow ache spread to my gut. "Lydia, please—don't do this. I'll pay you, whatever you want. Just stop, make it go away." 
Her fingers lingered, pressing the flesh inward, watching it spring back with that sensual threat curling her lips. The orbs heaved with my ragged breaths, nipples aching now, begging touch I refused to give. Bargaining clawed out of me, voice cracking. "Name your price—anything. I can't... I won't be this." Terror locked my knees, body swaying under the load, every nerve screaming invasion, the world narrowing to the sway and pull that defined me now.
Lydia's hand slashed downward, palm cutting the air like a blade through silk. Magic ripped into me, a vicious yank from tailbone to hips, forcing my spine to bow backward in a sharp arch. Vertebrae ground and popped, pelvis widening with wet cracks that echoed in my skull, bones spreading like frames forced apart by invisible hands. My ass surged then, flesh inflating in a hot rush—muscles ballooning outward and up, rounding into twin globes that strained against my pants, seams splitting with a sharp rip. The weight hit sudden, heavy and high, pulling me off balance as cheeks swelled plush and firm, skin stretching taut over the new curves. Every nerve fired alive, the flesh quivering under the fabric, sensitive to the brush of air seeping through the tears, a deep throb settling in like bruises forming from the swell.
I gasped, the sound high and keening, my hands clawing at the denim now too tight, fingers digging into the soft give of my own ass—yielding, jiggling under pressure, undeniably curved for hips that rocked when I shifted. Terror flooded my veins, ice-cold and churning, arrogance shattering into fragments as the man I'd been dissolved in this betrayal of flesh. The swell mocked me, feminine and exposed, heat blooming in the cleft where cheeks met, a vulnerability that twisted my gut. "Lydia—please, you can't... I'll do anything. Just stop this madness!"
She circled me, her compact ass swaying under the remnants of her dress, full breasts bouncing with each step, that heart-shaped face twisted in cold satisfaction. Her fingers trailed the split seam, nails scraping the newly plush skin, sending sparks jolting up my spine. "Feel that lift? Men grab it now. Pull you close."
Then it came—the horrifying pull between my legs, a deep suction yanking inward like roots tearing free from soil. My cock throbbed once, hot and desperate, before it shriveled, shrinking in pulses that drained the blood away, length withering to a nub, then nothing. Skin folded smooth, the absence blooming cool and empty, a cleft parting where heat once ruled—lips forming soft and slick, inner folds aching with the void. Air kissed the new slit, chill and probing, nerves raw and screaming as the scrotum tightened, inverting, balls drawing up and vanishing into the depths.
I collapsed to my knees, hardwood slamming cold against them, hands flying down to probe the absence. Fingers met flat mound first, then dipped into the cleft—smooth, wet edges parting under touch, a hollow ache pulsing inside like an echo of loss. No weight, no ridge, just this cool slit that clenched involuntary at my exploration, sending unwelcome tingles radiating out. Horror choked me, tears blurring my vision, the feminine lilt in my sob unmanly and breaking. Emptiness hollowed my core, fear spiking into desperation, voice pitching higher as pleas spilled out. "No—God, Lydia, reverse it! I beg you, make it stop. I'll beg on my knees if that's what you want!"
"No more standing to piss," she observed coldly, lashes hooding eyes that gleamed with vengeful hurt. "Just spreading."
Her words sliced deep, fueling the shame that burned my cheeks, the cleft between my legs twitching at the thought—exposed, waiting, a woman's secret now mine. I rocked forward, thighs pressing together in futile shield, but the slickness there only heightened the betrayal, emotions crashing in waves of pleading terror.
Lydia's nails scraped my scalp, tilting my head back to expose my neck. Magic slithered in through her touch, a warm pulse threading into my earlobes first, then burrowing deeper like roots seeking soil. The cartilage softened, lobes plumping full and heavy, skin prickling alive with nerves that fired at the faintest whisper of air. She leaned in, breath rustling the new sensitivity, sending jolts straight to my core—electric, insistent, pooling heat low.
"Listen close," she purred, voice dipping low, but then she cleared her throat, pitching it deeper, mimicking a man's gravel rumble. "Imagine a man's tone here, sweet and commanding."
The sound hit like a spark to dry tinder. My ears burned, flushed hot, every syllable vibrating through the canals, twisting pleasure down my spine in coils that made my thighs clench. I whimpered, the noise high and broken, hands flying up to cover them, but her fingers pried one lobe free, pinching light. Agony bloomed sweet, a throb that arched my back, desperation clawing my chest—wanting more, hating the need. Fear tangled with it, arrogance long gone, leaving me small and pleading. "Lydia, no—take it out. I can't hear like this."
She released, watching my ears twitch at the room's hush. "Men's voices will own you now. Begging born from whispers."
Her thumb brushed my bottom lip next, tracing the plush swell, magic igniting under the pad like embers on fuse. The flesh tingled, then burned alive—nerves multiplying, swelling the sensitivity until the contact seared pleasure straight to my brain. I gasped, lips parting on instinct, tongue darting out to wet them, but that only amplified it, a slick glide that bucked my hips forward unbidden. Saliva gathered, mouth watering at the phantom taste of salt, of skin, emotions crashing in humiliated waves—terror at the loss, a shameful hunger rising to drown it.
"Kiss me," she commanded, but her touch lingered feather-light on the upper lip, grazing the bow.
I froze, then leaned in despite myself, lips brushing her fingertip. Fire exploded, wet heat flooding my folds, knees buckling as the kiss—mere contact—ripped a moan from my throat. My heart hammered, pleading voice cracking feminine. "Please, stop—it's too much. I'll give you everything, just end this fire."
Lydia's eyes darkened, that hurt fueling her smirk. "Lips made for sucking, Tom. Desperation in every smack."
Fingers trailed down, cupping one breast through the ruined shirt, her palm pressing just enough to dimple the flesh. Magic surged, veins pulsing hot beneath the skin, nipples peaking into diamond-hard points that scraped fabric like knives. The globes swelled fuller, aching with maternal pull, ducts tightening then releasing—a warm trickle seeping from the tips, soaking the lace of some conjured bra, milk beading clear and sweet-scented. The leak shamed me deepest, body betraying motherhood I never claimed, desperation twisting into feral need, hips grinding air for relief.
She squeezed light, thumb circling the nipple, coaxing another drop. Ecstasy lanced through, breasts throbbing desperate, milk dripping faster, staining my skin with sticky warmth. I cried out, voice a woman's wail, collapsing forward into her hold, emotions fracturing—fear into frantic begging. "Lydia, mercy—I'm leaking, God, make it stop. I'll be good, anything!"
"Mommy's body now," she whispered, wiping a bead on her finger, smearing it across my collarbone. "Feed the hunger it builds."
Finally, her hand dipped lower, nails raking the mound before parting the cleft with two fingers. Magic flooded the core, clit emerging swollen and hooded, pulsing like a second heart—nerves exploding outward, every inch hypersensitive. The lips plumped slick, inner walls clenching void, ready to spasm at breath alone. She grazed the clit once, feather-soft.
Orgasm ripped through, instant and shattering—juices gushing hot down my thighs, pussy convulsing in endless waves, clit throbbing for more before the first peak faded. I screamed, body seizing, another climax building from the aftershocks, desperation owning me whole, voice pleading raw. "No more—please, I can't take it! Fuck, Lydia, stop!"
She withdrew, my pussy weeping, clit twitching for touch that would chain me forever. "Cum on command now. Woman's endless want."






  
  Chapter 3


Lydia's laugh sliced the air, sharp as shattered glass. She yanked open a dresser drawer, lace spilling out like a flood of forbidden silk—whites, blacks, reds tumbling in endless waves, delicate edges whispering against wood. The scent hit me first: fresh cotton mixed with something musky, intimate, like skin after sweat. 
"Choose," she commanded, her voice a velvet whip, fingers lingering on the edge as if daring me to defy.
I stared, heat crawling up my neck, my new breasts heaving with each ragged breath. The weight of them pulled, nipples still leaking faint warmth into the conjured bra, a constant reminder of the body that wasn't mine. Fear coiled tight in my gut, arrogance a distant memory, replaced by this frantic, pleading ache. "I refuse to dress in this stuff," I spat, voice cracking high and feminine, unmanly. Hands balled at my sides, thighs slick from the endless clenching, clit throbbing like a traitor heartbeat.
Her eyes narrowed, that deep hurt flashing before the anger surged. "If you refuse—" She waved her hand, subtle curl of fingers like a lover's caress turned lethal.
My mind blanked. Panties. Only panties. Black lace trimming pale thighs, crimson silk hugging curves, white cotton soft against smooth skin—pretty, perfect, essential. They danced in my thoughts, looping endless, no room for protest, no space for the man I used to be. My pussy fluttered, wetness seeping anew at the obsession, body humming approval, emotions drowning in pink-tinted haze—desire so pure it terrified me.
Another wave of her hand, and clarity crashed back, leaving me gasping, cheeks burning with shame. I clutched the dresser, knees weak, the void in my mind echoing the emptiness between my legs.
"So choose what you find pretty," Lydia purred, leaning close, her breath ghosting my ear, sending fresh shivers down my spine.
Fingers trembled as I brushed black satin—cool, slippery against my skin, like oil on water. My clit twitched hard, a jolt of heat blooming low, folds parting slick on instinct. Too much. I dropped it, heart pounding, desperation clawing higher—please, not this, not losing more.
I grabbed plain cotton next, white and unassuming, safe. Lydia scoffed, lips curling. "That? Pathetic. Wave my hand again, and you'll drown in lace forever. Choose what attracts you, slut."
Reluctance burned, but I reached for sheer crimson lace, the fabric light as spider silk in my palms. As it touched my thighs, my flesh sang—every thread a warm tongue lapping my slit, teasing the swollen clit, nerves igniting in fireworks that bucked my hips. I whimpered, high and broken, pulling them up slow, the lace scraping delicious agony along my skin. Wetness stained the crotch instant, soaking through, pussy clenching empty and greedy.
"Already?" Lydia smirked, her gaze raking my trembling form.
"Good slut."
Lydia dangled the options before me, black silk stockings gleaming like liquid night in one hand, fishnets snarling in the other—rough, diamond-patterned webs that promised entrapment. My thighs quivered under the crimson lace panties, already sodden, clinging to every fold, the damp fabric a constant rub against my swollen clit that made my breath hitch.
"Fishnets hurt," I whispered, voice pitching high and fragile, a woman's plea that twisted deeper shame into my gut. Arrogance had fled; now only this raw fear pulsed, hot and insistent, as my body betrayed me with fresh slickness.
She arched a brow, her heart-shaped face tilting, long lashes veiling that mix of confidence and buried pain. "Feeling sensitive, princess?"
Before I could nod, she draped the fishnets over my arm. The mesh bit in like fire ants marching across skin, coarse threads scraping my newly smooth flesh, igniting pinpricks of agony that shot straight to my core. I flinched hard, arm jerking away, the jolt forcing my pussy to clench, a treacherous spark of heat blooming despite the burn.
"S-silk. Please." The words tumbled out, desperate, bargaining in that feminine lilt that unmanned me further—my old cock's ghost shrinking to nothing, replaced by this aching void demanding more.
Her smile curved slow, sensual threat in the subtle flex of her fingers, magic humming just beneath. She tossed the fishnets aside and slid the silk up my legs herself, the fabric whispering cool and smooth over calves, then thighs, pooling at my hips like a lover's sigh. No garters yet; she knelt, her breath warm against my inner thigh, and fastened them low—metal clips snapping one by one beneath the lace hem, each click sending electric sparks racing up my belly, tightening my abs, making my full breasts heave with shallow pants.
As she adjusted the tension, her knuckles grazed my clit through the panties—deliberate, feather-light pressure on that throbbing nub. Fire exploded low, nerves screaming pleasure-pain, my folds fluttering wild, wetness flooding the silk crotch in a hot rush. I yelped, knees buckling, dropping to the hardwood floor, palms slapping down to catch myself. Emotions crashed: terror at the surrender, humiliation burning cheeks as arousal coiled tighter, my body arching instinctively, pussy weeping for touch.
"What gorgeous reflexes your cunt has," Lydia purred, her voice a silken threat laced with dark amusement. She dragged me up by the elbow, fingers firm on my arm, leaving me trembling, silk stockings taut against skin, garters tugging with every shift. My heart hammered, that deep hurt in her eyes flickering as she stepped back, appraising.
Three corsets materialized on the bed in a shimmer of Lydia's subtle wave, her fingers curling like smoke tendrils. Pink satin gleamed soft, white lace bloomed delicate petals, black leather squatted heavy and unyielding, studs glinting under the dim lamp.
My breath caught, silk stockings pulling taut against my thighs with every shift, the garters' metal bites grounding me in this trembling haze. Fear gnawed deeper, a frantic pulse behind my ribs, mingling with the slick heat still throbbing in my pussy—betrayal that left me raw, exposed.
"Pick one," Lydia said, her voice low thunder, eyes locking on mine with that wounded confidence.
"White." The rasp tore from my throat, high and frayed, a woman's desperation I couldn't hide. "It’s... cleaner."
She shook her head, long lashes sweeping shadows across her heart-shaped face. Grabbed the black leather instead. "Filth suits you more."
Before I could twist away, she looped it around my ribs, cool hide slapping my skin, the scent sharp—tanned earth and faint oil, invading my nostrils. Boning dug in like iron fingers, compressing my full breasts upward, shoving them into deep cleavage that spilled over the top edge, nipples pebbling against the unyielding edge.
Each tug of the laces yanked tighter. Pressure built inside, ribs creaking, breath shortening to shallow sips. My breasts ached, heavy swells straining, and then warmth trickled—milk leaking slow, white droplets beading on the black leather, soaking in dark stains that cooled sticky against my skin.
"Tighter."
The word slithered from her lips as she pulled again, laces whispering through eyelets. Air fled my lungs in a gasp, chest heaving futile against the vise. My clit pulsed wild, a deep throb that echoed the squeeze, folds clenching slick and empty, body twisting the choke into hunger—wetness seeping fresh into the crimson lace panties, the silk stockings sliding slippery now from sweat gathering at my thighs.
Emotions surged: terror at the loss, arrogance crumbled to pleading dust, arousal a humiliating fire that bucked my hips. The garters tugged with the motion, metal clips pinching flesh, sending sparks up my spine.
She knotted the laces final, stepped back. Her gaze raked the obscene swell of my cleavage, milk-smeared leather gleaming. "Breathe if you can, princess. Next comes the skirt."
Lydia's fingers danced another subtle arc, and two dresses bloomed on the bed like venomous flowers. Slinky pink satin draped in waves, soft as dawn light. Beside it, a tight black mini squatted, leather-edged and merciless, hem barely grazing midthigh.
"Pick your poison," she murmured, her breath grazing my neck, stirring the milk-damp leather cinched around my ribs. Each inhale crushed my lungs; my breasts throbbed, heavy and leaking into the corset's grip, nipples scraping raw edges with every shift.
I reached for the pink first. Fabric melted under my palm—satin like sugar dissolving on tongue, warm and yielding. Wrong. Too soft, too fragile for the storm raging in my chest. Fear twisted deeper, a desperate knot; my old arrogance drowned in this body's demands, pussy clenching slick against crimson lace, begging for something harder to match the ache.
My hand lingered, but then drifted lower. Black spikes caught my eye—Valentino heels, needle-thin, towering five inches, soles arched like predator claws. I cradled one without thought, cool leather biting my palm, the stiletto point pricking my thumb. Weight pulled, promising height that would arch my spine, expose everything.
Lydia's laugh cracked sharp, her heart-shaped face tilting, lashes veiling that scarred confidence. "Always the slut for pain."
Heat flooded my cheeks, horror slamming my gut. I dropped the heel, but my pussy fluttered wild, wetness surging fresh into the soaked panties, thighs trembling in silk stockings. No. This body loved it—the bite, the stretch, the way pain promised pleasure that unmanned me further. Pleading rose in my throat, voice pitching high and broken. "Lydia, please. Reverse this. I can't... I won't."
She snatched the black mini, eyes flashing anger, powers humming in her subtle fist curl. "You will. Arms up."
Fabric dragged over my head, cool at first, then clung like second skin. It sheathed my curves—corseted waist cinched narrower, breasts thrust into obscene swells that the neckline barely contained, milk beading fresh against the lining. Hem rode high, garters peeking, stockings taut. As she zipped the back, teeth rasping slow, the material rubbed my nipples raw—fire trails sparking from peaks to core, each tug grinding the corset deeper, forcing shallow gasps. My folds swelled, clit throbbing against lace, body arching into the torment.
Heels next. I stepped in, arches forcing toes forward, spikes digging carpet. Balance hit perfect—sway natural, hips canting as height stretched me tall. Pussy pulled unbearably, lips parting wide under the mini's hem, empty ache yawning, silk garters tugging thighs apart with the strain. Emotions crashed: terror at the grace, humiliation burning as arousal coiled hot, desperate pleas dying on my lips.
"Walk," Lydia ordered, her voice silk threat.
Hips rolled on instinct, one step then another—clit grinding soaked lace with each stride, electric friction building, wetness trickling down inner thighs.
Lydia's hand clamped my elbow, halting my sway mid-stride. The black mini rode higher, garters snapping taut against silk stockings, pulling my thighs apart just enough to expose the damp heat radiating from my core. My pussy clenched on nothing, clit grinding the soaked crimson lace with every aborted step, sending jolts that weakened my knees. Fear twisted sharp in my chest, that feminine grace mocking the man I'd been—arrogance shattered, leaving only this desperate, leaking need.
"Sit." She shoved me onto the vanity stool, the leather corset biting deeper into my ribs, breasts heaving upward, milk seeping fresh trails down the black hide. Breath came in shallow bursts; emotions roiled—humiliation at the ease of surrender, arousal a traitor flame licking low.
She lined up lipsticks on the glass top: nude tube squat and matte, red gleaming like fresh blood, plum deep as bruised twilight. Her fingers drummed, nails clicking rhythm.
I pointed at the nude, voice a high whisper. "That one."
"Coward."
She snatched the red, twisted the base, and swiped it across my lips—thick, waxy drag igniting hypersensitive skin. Fire bloomed instant, nerves tingling wild as the color migrated inward, soaking into flesh. My mouth parted on a sigh, lips plumping fuller, slick and fever-hot, tasting metallic tang on my tongue. Pussy fluttered in echo, wetness surging, staining the panties darker.
"Next." She grabbed gold eyeshadow, dipped a brush into the pot—metallic flakes catching light like fool's gold dust. She swept it over my lids, powder clinging cool at first, then warming to a shimmer that weighed my eyes down, reflecting back in the mirror: mascara already drenching lashes in inky spikes, framing pupils wide with stolen, feminine gaze. Eyelids burned, vision sharpening colors vivid, as if the world tilted prettier, softer.
Blush came last. She dotted rose powder on my cheeks with a fluffy puff—soft as feather kiss, but it sank in deep. Heat flushed my whole face, feverish waves radiating to neck, chest, pooling hot in my corseted core. Skin prickled, nipples hardening against leather edges, clit throbbing in rhythm with my pounding heart. Shame crashed harder; this body craved the glow, the doll-like flush that made me feel exposed, desired.
"Earrings." The word blurted from my painted lips, shocking me silent. "Pearl drops."
Lydia's brow arched, but she conjured them—iridescent orbs dangling from gold wires, smooth as river stones. No time for doubt; her subtle gesture pierced my lobes, needle sting lancing sharp, blood beading warm before sealing. Pearls swung as I tilted my head, each sway vibrating down my spine—tiny tremors humming through vertebrae, settling low in my belly, making folds slicker, emptier.
I leaned forward, fingers snagging a thin gold necklace from the tray—delicate chain cool against my flushed skin, pendant nestling into cleavage, brushing milk-slick breasts with icy tease. Then my hand darted to a cute cloche hat, felt brim curving soft wool, bell shape hugging my head like a secret. When did I know what a cloche even was? Panic flickered, but eagerness won, body humming approval as I settled it low, pearls dancing beneath the brim, vibrations teasing my core anew.
Lydia's palm slammed my back, shoving me through the front door into the night chill. My heels stabbed the pavement, spikes sinking deep as she frog-marched me to the car. Passenger door wrenched open. I tumbled onto the leather seat, black mini hiking up my thighs, silk stockings whispering against the upholstery. Her nails dug into my flesh through the garter clips, sharp crescents blooming pain that shot straight to my core, making my pussy clench slick and desperate.
Engine roared to life under her grip on the wheel. Streetlights blurred past as she peeled out, tires screeching.
"Get your mouth on my gearshift."
Horror iced my veins. I froze, painted lips parting on a silent gasp, pearls swaying cold against my neckline. Lydia's skirt rode her hips, thighs parting wide—dark curls peeking, scent of salt and musk flooding the cabin.
She twisted my hair in her fist, yanking my head down. "Think of it as a fat cock."
My stomach lurched, old arrogance crumbling to ash, replaced by this frantic terror pounding my ribs. Lipstick smeared across her lap as she forced my face between her legs, the red stain blooming like blood on pale skin. Her free hand hiked the fabric higher, exposing slick folds glistening under dashboard glow—plump lips parted, clit swollen and demanding.
Treachery burned hot in my chest. My lips brushed her heat, and memory slammed me: all those women on their knees in my cars, heads bobbing as I drove, their mouths hot and obedient around my old cock. Now here I was, tongue darting out on instinct, lapping the salty tang from her slit. Her thighs clamped my ears, smooth muscle flexing, trapping me in humid darkness. I sucked her clit between my lips, hollowing cheeks, the pull drawing a low moan from her that vibrated through my skull.
"Tongue flat."
Her sneer cut sharp, fingers grinding my scalp harder.
"Stroking it."
I flattened my tongue, broad strokes dragging up her length, tasting the flood of her arousal coating my chin, dripping down my neck into the corset's leather grip. Breasts heaved against the boning, milk leaking warm trails that soaked the lining, nipples scraping raw. My dress bunched at my waist, silk stockings sliding up as I shifted, the frantic pulse between my legs grinding against soaked crimson lace—clit throbbing wild, folds weeping more wetness that slicked my inner thighs.
"Good girl."
Lydia's croon purred low, her hips bucking once, grinding her pussy harder against my sucking mouth.
"Just like you’ll beg tonight."






  
  Chapter 4


Engine growled to a halt in the bar's lot, gravel crunching under tires like brittle bones. Lydia shoved my head up from her lap, wet chin glistening under sodium lights, her taste lingering salty on my tongue—musk and victory, coating my throat. My lips throbbed, swollen from suction, clit pulsing in echo, soaked lace clinging to folds like a second skin. Terror knotted my gut; this body betrayed me at every turn, nipples aching against leather corset, milk seeping warm and sticky. 
She gripped my chin, nails biting crescents into soft flesh, forcing my gaze to hers. As she fixed my makeup, those coquettish lashes fluttered once, dark eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. "Listen up, pet. You're not Tom anymore. You're Tammy now. Say it."
Denial surged hot in my chest—I am Tom, damn it, tall and commanding, not this quivering mess in silk and heels. I opened my mouth, voice pitching high and breathy. "No, my name is Tammy." The words tumbled wrong, feminine lilt twisting them. Panic clawed higher. I tried again. "No, I mean, it's Tammy. Damn it." Nothing. The name Tom lodged silent in my mind, a ghost I could think but not spit out. My heart hammered ribs, breath hitching shallow, pussy clenching empty in fresh humiliation. Who had done this? Her magic slithered deeper, rewriting me word by word.
Lydia laughed, low and throaty, her fingers trailing my jaw to tilt my face. She peered across the lot toward the bar's glow, spotting him—a tall, muscled silhouette at the counter, broad shoulders straining a crisp shirt, jaw set like carved stone. Ben. His presence hit me visceral: grace in every shift, power coiled under skin I suddenly craved to feel pinning me down.
"You've got three hours, Tammy," she purred, thumb pressing my lower lip, smearing lipstick further. "Get that man into bed. Let him fuck you raw, admit what you are. Or you stay like this—stupider, hornier, clit throbbing nonstop till you break."
My stomach dropped, old arrogance fracturing into shards. Imagining if an enormous cock is under those clothes flashed in my mind—rhythmic, pounding grace I'd never known. Revulsion warred with the slick heat building between thighs, stockings whispering as legs squeezed together.
She jerked the door open, cool night air kissing exposed skin. "Go sit at that table in his line of sight. Flirt like your old cock depends on it—which it does."
Heels scraped pavement as I stumbled out, mini dress riding high, pearls swinging cold against flushed cleavage. Inside loomed, pulsing with bass and shadows, Ben's profile turning slow as if sensing prey. My pulse thundered, body igniting traitorous fire.
The barstool’s leather was cold through the thin fabric of my dress. I perched on it like a marionette, my legs crossed at the knee in a way that felt alien and deliberate. Every slight shift of my weight sent the black silk grinding against my clit, a series of tiny, electric jolts that traveled straight up my spine. I tried to arrange my face into something demure, but my lips—swollen, slick with Ruby Red lipstick—felt like a grotesque parody of a smile.
I uncrossed my legs, and the sudden release of pressure made the garters bite sharply into the soft flesh of my thighs. A gasp escaped before I could stop it, high and breathy. I quickly recrossed them, the motion making the pearls around my neck swing and tap coldly against my flushed cleavage.
From the corner of my eye, I saw him. His gaze was a physical weight, sliding over the line of my stockings, the dip of my waist. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird in a silk cage. I tossed my hair, a gesture Lydia had drilled into me, and the heavy, unfamiliar weight of it swinging against my back sent another wave of self-disgust crashing through me. I fluttered my lashes, feeling the thick mascara weighing them down.
This isn’t me. The scream was silent, furious, trapped inside a skull that no longer felt like my own. But my body was a traitor. My nipples tightened into hard, aching points under the constricting dress, a direct, humiliating response to his attention. The slick heat between my legs was undeniable, a pooling warmth that made the silk cling there, too. Every practiced, feminine gesture was a shovel, digging me deeper into a hole of a person I was never meant to be.
A shadow fell over me. "This seat taken?"  
Ben’s voice—low, velvet-edged—vibrated through my hypersensitive ears like a physical caress. I looked up into startling blue eyes, a chiseled jaw that could cut glass. My traitorous pussy clenched, soaking the crimson lace beneath my dress. The scent of him—leather and something darkly masculine—flooded my senses, making my pulse stutter.  
"I’m Ben." He was already sliding onto the stool beside me, his thigh brushing mine, heat radiating through the thin silk of my dress. Muscles rippled beneath his fitted shirt as he leaned in, forearm resting on the bar, veins prominent under tanned skin.  
"T-Tammy," I blurted, the lie tasting like ash. Fuck. Why did I say that?  
Ben’s smile was slow, predatory, igniting fear—and something else, a treacherous flutter low in my belly. His fingers drummed once against the polished wood, the sound resonating through me like a drumbeat. "Tammy," he repeated, rolling the name over his tongue as if testing its weight. His gaze dropped to my lips, then lower, lingering where my pearls dipped between my breasts. "That’s a pretty name."  
I swallowed, throat tight. His proximity was suffocating, intoxicating. The bar’s dim light caught the sharp angle of his cheekbone, the faint stubble shadowing his jaw. My fingers trembled where they clutched my clutch, nails digging into the soft leather.  
"You alone tonight?" His voice dropped lower, rough at the edges.  
I nodded before I could stop myself, my body betraying me again. His knee pressed against mine beneath the bar, the contact sending a jolt of electricity straight to my core. My breath hitched, nipples tightening painfully against the dress.  
Ben’s smirk deepened. He lifted his drink—bourbon, neat—and took a slow sip, his throat working as he swallowed. His eyes never left mine. "Good."  
The word settled over me like a promise—or a threat. My thighs pressed together instinctively, the slick heat between them impossible to ignore.  
This is wrong.  
But my body didn’t care.
Ben’s knuckle brushed my lace-covered knee, the contact searing through the thin fabric like a brand. I froze, but my traitorous body leaned into the touch, knees parting slightly before I snapped them shut. His lazy grin spread, eyes darkening with a predatory glint.
"Those eyes are dangerous, Tammy," he murmured, voice rough like gravel. His finger traced up my thigh, slow and deliberate, the lace whispering against his skin. My breath hitched, panic and heat warring in my chest.
"Y-your arms…" I stammered, the words slipping out before I could think. I stared at his biceps, thick and corded, veins snaking under tanned skin. They were as solid as oak branches, and I hated how they made me feel—small, fragile, feminine. "They look… strong enough to crush someone."
The moment the words left my mouth, I wanted to claw them back. My cheeks burned, shame and arousal tangled into a hot, suffocating knot. Ben chuckled, low and approving, the sound vibrating through me like a physical touch. His hand moved higher, fingers curling around my thigh, thumb pressing into the soft flesh.
"Strong enough," he agreed, leaning closer, his breath warm against my ear. "But I only crush when it’s asked for."
My pulse thundered, milk beading on my nipples beneath the corset, the dampness soaking into the fabric. I felt exposed, vulnerable, every inch of this body betraying me. My hands clenched around the edge of the barstool, nails digging into the leather. This isn’t me. This isn’t me. But the warmth pooling low in my belly, the ache between my legs, the way my hips twitched toward his hand—it was undeniable.
Ben’s lips curved into a smirk, his free hand brushing a strand of hair from my face. "You’re blushing," he said, his tone teasing, almost affectionate. "I like that."
He likes this. I like this. The thought hit me like a punch to the gut, my stomach twisting in revulsion—and something else, something worse. A part of me wanted this, craved it, even as my mind screamed in protest.
His thumb pressed harder into my thigh, the pressure sending a jolt of electricity straight to my core. My body arched, back bowing slightly, and I choked back a whimper. God, no—
Ben signaled the bartender with two fingers. "Two whiskeys. And truffle fries for the lady."  
My stomach twisted at the word lady, but my lips parted anyway, breath coming shallow. The fries appeared in minutes, golden and glistening with oil, the scent of rosemary and salt flooding my senses. Ben plucked one up between thick fingers, grease coating his skin in a sinful sheen.  
"Open."  
I resisted for half a second before my jaw went slack, letting him press the fry between my lips. It shattered crisp between my teeth, the salt bursting sharp and rich, but it wasn't the taste that undid me—it was his fingers lingering, brushing my lower lip as he pulled away. My mouth closed on instinct, sucking the remnants of salt and grease from his fingertips before I could stop myself.  
A whimper escaped before I could choke it back, my clit throbbing in time with my pulse, wetness seeping into the lace of my panties. My hips jerked—just a tiny, traitorous impulse to grind into the stool.  
Ben watched, eyes dark as he dragged a slow, deliberate thumb across my bottom lip, smearing my lipstick and the wetness from my mouth. His touch burned like a brand.  
"Such a hungry mouth," he murmured, voice rough as gravel.  
I shuddered, humiliation and arousal clawing through me in equal measure. But my body wasn’t listening. My thighs trembled, my nipples stiff and aching beneath the tight silk, milk dampening the bodice. Every breath made the pearls shift against my collarbone, cool beads on overheated skin.  
Ben smirked, lifting his whiskey glass to those cruel, perfect lips. His throat worked as he swallowed, gaze pinned on me like he already knew how wet I was—how helpless.  
And worst of all?  
He was right.
Ben stood abruptly, fingers circling my wrist like a manacle. "Dance with me, Tammy." His voice wasn’t asking.  
The slow thump of bass crawled under my skin as he dragged me onto the floor. Then his hands were on me—one locking around the corset’s boning, the other sliding shamelessly down to cup the swell of my ass. His palm squeezed, fingers digging into flesh that shouldn’t exist, that shouldn’t fit in his grasp so perfectly.  
"Christ," Ben growled against my ear, breath hot, "you’re built for this."  
Revulsion coiled in my gut. I tried to pull away. But my traitorous body arched, hips rolling to grind against the thick muscle of his thigh. The lace of my panties was drenched, the friction against my clit a jagged bolt of pleasure-pain.  
Ben’s knee nudged my thighs wider. My breath hitched—his denim-clad leg pressed right there, the rough fabric dragging against swollen, oversensitive flesh. Every shift of his hips sent sparks shooting up my spine, my nipples rubbing raw against the tight silk. I could feel them leaking, the dampness spreading beneath the corset.  
"Fuck—stop—" The protest was weak, my voice high and trembling.  
Ben chuckled darkly. His hand slid up my side, thumb brushing the underside of my breast. "You don’t want me to stop."  
He was right.  
Hate and need twisted together, my hips moving on their own, chasing the jolts of pleasure as his thigh rocked against my clit. Tears pricked my eyes, humiliation burning through me—but it didn’t matter. My pussy clenched around nothing, dripping, aching, my body tensing toward a crest I didn’t want.  
Ben’s lips found my neck, teeth scraping. "That’s it, baby. Let go."  
And like a puppet on his strings, I did.






  
  Chapter 5


Ben's thigh jammed between my legs, unyielding as iron, the denim rough against my soaked lace. I ground down, hips bucking in a rhythm that shamed me, sweat slicking the glide of skin where my bare thigh met his. The high heels locked my calves taut, forcing my ass to jut out, pearls clinking against my collarbone with each desperate roll. Heat bloomed everywhere—my cunt clenching, empty and throbbing, a hollow pulse that echoed the old ache in my balls but twisted sharper, wetter, like a secret unraveling from the inside. 
His palm skimmed my thigh, calluses scraping the sheer stocking, sending sparks up my spine that pooled low, making my nipples bead harder against the corset's silk. Fingers dug in then, bruising the soft flesh above my garter, ownership etched in purple blooms that would throb tomorrow. I hated how my body arched into it, how the pain ignited a fresh gush between my legs, the fabric chafing my swollen lips.
Ben's erection pulsed against my hipbone, thick and insistent through his pants, the heat seeping like molten lead mirroring the fire building in my core. His body moved with that graceful power, muscles coiling under his shirt as he pulled me closer, chest pressing into my enormous breasts, squishing them until milk dampened the bodice, the scent of it mixing with his clean sweat and cologne—musk and pine that flooded my senses, making my mouth water.
"Fuck, you're dripping on me," Ben growled, his free hand fisting the corset's lace at my waist, yanking me harder onto his thigh.
I whimpered, the sound high and girlish, my clit grinding against the seam of his jeans in frantic circles. Revulsion clawed my throat—this wasn't me, this frantic need to be split open, filled until I shattered, nothing like the quick release I'd chased as a man. But fear gripped tighter; Lydia's curse loomed, this body permanent if I fought. So I submitted, ass cheeks clenching in humiliated pleasure, each bruise a spark that made my hole flutter, desperate for invasion.
His lips grazed my ear, teeth nipping the lobe. "Beg for it, Tammy. Tell me what you need."
My voice cracked, feminine and small. "Please... touch me more."
He chuckled, low and triumphant, his erection twitching against me as he ground up, the friction coiling me tighter. Sweat beaded on my cleavage, stockings whispering with every shift, the heels' straps biting my ankles. I teetered on the edge, body betraying every masculine remnant, arousal crashing like waves I couldn't outrun.
Ben's arm hooked my waist like a vice, spinning me until my back slammed against his chest, the hard planes of muscle absorbing the jolt. His heartbeat thundered through his shirt, a steady drum against my spine, syncing with the frantic flutter in my own ribs. The corset cinched tighter under the strain, whalebone digging into my sides, squeezing my enormous breasts until they heaved with each shallow breath. I felt the damp spots on the silk bodice spread, milk seeping warm and sticky, the scent sharp and intimate mixing with his whiskey breath washing over my neck.
Rough fingers gripped my chin, tilting it up, exposing my throat. His mouth crashed down, whiskey-soaked tongue thrusting past my lips in a claiming plunge. It filled me, hot and insistent, tasting of oak and smoke that burned down my throat as I swallowed around it. My body melted against him, knees buckling in the high heels, the stilettos' leather straps slicing into my swollen ankles from all the grinding. I fisted his hair, thick strands slipping through my fingers like silk ropes, pulling him deeper as a moan vibrated from my chest—high-pitched, needy, nothing like the grunts I'd once let loose during a quick fuck.
His teeth caught my lower lip, dragging it raw, the sting blooming sharp and electric, sending a jolt straight to my core. My cunt clenched on nothing, lips parting wider, slickness trickling down my thigh, soaking the stocking's lace top. The dress's fabric rasped against my skin as he shifted, the velvet hem riding up, exposing the garters' snap against my ass cheek. Every inch of me lit up—skin prickling, nipples diamond-hard, the contrast hitting like a gut punch: as a man, a kiss was once just friction, a prelude; now it unraveled me, turning my insides to liquid fire, desperate for more, for everything.
Ben's free hand roamed up, cupping my breast through the corset and dress, fingers splaying wide to knead the heavy swell. The pressure sent milk squirting against the silk, warm rivulets soaking through, the wetness cooling in the air and making the fabric cling like a second skin. His thumb circled my nipple, slow and deliberate, the friction through layers igniting sparks that raced to my clit, making it throb in rhythm. I arched into his palm, ass grinding back against his erection, feeling it twitch through his pants—thick, veined length pulsing with graceful insistence, the heat seeping into my crack like a promise of invasion.
"God, these tits," Ben murmured against my mouth, his voice gravel-rough, breath fanning my bruised lip. "So full for me. You love this, don't you, Tammy?"
I whimpered into the kiss, tongue tangling with his, the raw edge of my lip splitting further under his bite. Pleasure-pain twisted low, my hole fluttering, empty and aching, a void that begged to be stretched—this was deeper, a surrender that humiliated and hooked me. Fear gnawed at the edges; Lydia's spell could trap me here forever if I resisted, this body a prison of endless want. But Ben's dominance flooded me, his muscular frame pinning me, cologne—crisp citrus and leather—overwhelming, making my head spin. My fists tightened in his hair, pulling harder, body betraying the war in my mind as arousal coiled tighter, every touch a hook sinking deeper.
His thumb pressed the nipple flat, rolling it until I gasped, the sound feminine and broken. Milk leaked freer now, staining his fingers through the dress, the silk turning translucent, outlining the pebbled tip. My thighs quivered, heels scraping the floor, the pearls around my neck bouncing with the heave of my chest. I hated it—the way my ass cheeks clenched in anticipation, the way his cock's graceful swell nudged my cleft, promising a rhythm that would break me open. Yet I leaned into him, lips sucking his tongue, emotional storm raging: disgust at the submission, terror of permanence, and this traitorous heat building, making me wetter, needier, a woman in ways I fought to deny.
Ben broke the kiss just enough to growl, "More? Or you want me to stop and let you beg properly?"
My voice emerged small, laced with that hated lilt. "Don't stop. Please."
His chuckle rumbled through me, hand squeezing my breast harder, thumb flicking the nipple in sharp bursts that made stars burst behind my eyes. The dress's velvet whispered against my sensitized skin, stockings laddering slightly from the friction of his thigh earlier, every sensation amplified, turning my body into a live wire of feminine craving.
* * *
Ben's grip tightened on my arm, nails digging crescents into the soft flesh above my elbow, where the dress's off-shoulder sleeve bunched. He dragged me sideways, away from the alcove's dim glow, into a shadowed nook between concrete pillars that reeked of damp stone and spilled beer. My heels skidded—straps biting deeper into my arches, the thin soles slipping on grit—before my back slammed against the rough wall. The impact jarred my spine, velvet dress scraping up my thighs like sandpaper on silk, exposing the garters' metal clips that pinged cold against my heated skin.
He jammed his hips forward, trapping me, his erection a rigid bar through denim that ground into my mound. The friction buckled the dress's fabric between us, bunching it into damp folds where my cunt wept, soaking the panties in hot pulses. I arched hard, spine bowing off the concrete, rolling my pelvis to chase that hardness—jeans' coarse weave dragging fire across my clit, each grind sending shocks up my legs, making the stockings' lace tops chafe my inner thighs raw. Pleasure shook me, violent tremors rippling from core to fingertips, my enormous breasts heaving, nipples scraping the corset's boning like live coals.
As a man, friction meant control, a quick rub to finish; now it hollowed me out, turning every nerve to liquid desperation, my hole clenching around emptiness, begging for the stretch that would split me open. Ben's breath ghosted my neck, stubble pricking like needles, before his mouth latched under my ear. He sucked hard, teeth grazing the lobe, drawing blood to the surface in a blooming purple mark that throbbed with his pulse. The pull yanked a gasp from me, feminine and frayed, my hands clawing his shirt, feeling the ripple of his abs beneath—hard planes carved from muscle, skin hot and salted under my palms.
"Tell me how bad you want me," he whispered, voice a velvet rumble vibrating against the bruise, his tongue flicking the tender spot, tasting my sweat-slick skin.
My throat closed, humiliation burning hotter than the ache between my legs. I hated it—this body's betrayal, the way Ben's graceful strength pinned me, his cock's graceful twitch promising rhythms that would unravel my manhood thread by thread. Fear clawed deeper: Lydia's curse could seal this forever if I pulled away, leaving me this quivering mess. But the need coiled like barbed wire in my gut, so fierce it would gut me if he stopped, this feminine hunger eclipsing everything.
"I want you so bad it'll kill me if you don't fuck me now," I breathed, voice cracking high, hands fisting his collar to yank him closer, ass lifting off the wall to grind harder, the heels' points scraping concrete as my world narrowed to that denim ridge and the storm building inside.
* * *
Ben’s fingers curled deeper, dragging my soaked lace higher, the fabric biting into my swollen folds as he lifted the hem of my dress. Night air rushed over the exposed skin of my thighs, raising goosebumps while my cunt ached—throbbing violently with every pulse of my traitorous heartbeat. His knuckles pressed hard against my heat, not slipping beneath yet, just grinding the silk into me with delicious, tormenting friction. A whimper tore from my throat before I could stop it, high and desperate.  
"Yours."  
The word slipped out, breathy and broken, and I hated myself for it. Hated how my body arched into his touch, how my breasts heaved against his chest, how my clit swelled beneath his palm, begging to be crushed under his grip.  
Ben’s lips curved against my ear, victorious. "Let me take you back to my place."  
Dread coiled in my gut even as my cunt clenched, slickness gushing fresh at the thought. This is my chance. The frantic thought clawed through the haze—if I could just get him away from the crowd, away from witnesses, maybe I could have sex, find Lydia, reverse this sick spell before I lost myself completely. But my body, this treacherous, aching vessel, trembled at the promise in his words.  
His hand slid lower, fingers hooking under the waistband of my panties, pulling them taut against my skin before snapping them sharply against my clit. A shriek ripped free, pleasure-pain shooting up my spine, my legs buckling as he caught me by the hip.  
The pad of his thumb rubbed slow circles over the damp silk, maddening precision, each stroke a fresh agony of anticipation. I could feel every ridge of his fingerprint through the fabric, the jut of his cock pressing heavy into my stomach, demanding and insistent.  
"You want to come, don’t you?" His murmur was velvet menace, tongue tracing the shell of my ear. "You’ll be a good little slut when I finally let you."  
My pulse hammered, throat dry. This is just a distraction. A means to an end. But my breath hitched anyway when he pulled back, smirking, and licked his fingers clean—my taste right there, undisguised on his skin.  
"Car’s outside." His grip locked around my wrist, tugging me forward. "Unless you need me to carry you?"  
Leather seats. Dark glass. Him on top of me in the backseat, hands everywhere. The thought made my knees weak, nipples tightening against the dress, heat pooling deep. No—focus. Find Lydia. Break the curse.  
But as I let him lead me through the crowd, hips swaying in these damned heels, every step sent a fresh jolt of awareness straight to my dripping core. And deep down, beneath the panic, beneath the disgust… something darker, hungrier, purred at the promise of his weight pressing me down.  
I swallowed hard.  
Fuck.
The car door clicked shut behind me, sealing us in leather-scented darkness. Ben’s fingers drummed against the steering wheel, the engine purring to life beneath us. My pulse thundered in my ears—too fast, too frantic.  
I swallowed hard, forcing my hands to move. Just get it over with. If I was going to be his plaything, I’d play the part right. My fingers trembled as they reached for his belt buckle, fumbling with the cold metal. The leather hissed as I tugged it loose, my breath shallow.  
Ben’s laugh cut through the tension, warm and rich. He caught my wrist, halting me mid-motion. “Not yet, sweetheart.” His thumb brushed over my knuckles, a casual tenderness that sent an odd, unwanted flutter through my chest.  
Before I could react, he leaned in, lips grazing mine—soft, almost teasing. The kiss lingered just long enough to leave me dizzy, his scent wrapping around me, whiskey and something darker, something him. His palm cradled my cheek, rough skin against my too-smooth face, and for a heartbeat, I forgot to breathe.  
He’s enjoying this.  
The realization hit like a punch to the gut. Not just the power, not just the sex—but me. The way I looked, the way I reacted, the way I melted under his touch. It wasn’t just conquest. It was… something else.  
My stomach twisted. I should’ve been relieved—less pain, less humiliation. But instead, panic clawed up my throat. Because if he liked me like this, then what the hell did that make me?  
Ben pulled back, his smirk lazy, satisfied. “Plenty of time for that later.” His fingers trailed down my neck, tracing the rapid flutter of my pulse. “Relax.”  
I couldn’t. Every inch of me was wound tight, torn between dread and something worse—something dangerously close to want.  
The car accelerated, streetlights streaking past, and I stared at my reflection in the window—full lips, wide eyes, the ghost of his touch still burning on my skin.  
Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.  
What was I supposed to do with that?
* * *
* * *
* * *
* * *






  
  Chapter 6


Ben’s fingers twined through mine, pulling me into the house with a grip just shy of painful. My pulse thrummed in my throat as his other hand slid up my corseted waist— too tight, too feminine—but when his mouth crashed against mine, my knees buckled. The kiss was slow, deep, claiming, and I hated how this new body arched into it, how my clit throbbed against the lace of my panties. "Fuck," I gasped, my voice already higher, breathier. Ben smirked against my lips.
His tongue delved deeper, tasting me, owning me. My hands instinctively clawed at his shoulders, but he caught my wrists, pinning them behind my back with one effortless motion. The shift made the corset dig into my ribs, forcing a shallow, desperate breath from me. His free hand roamed lower, fingers tracing the curve of my hip before sliding to the swell of my ass. He squeezed, hard, and a moan tore from my throat before I could stop it.
"You like that?" he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. His breath was hot, sending a shudder down my spine. I didn’t answer, couldn’t, but my body betrayed me, pressing closer to him, seeking the friction of his thigh between my legs. He chuckled, low and dark, and bit down on my earlobe, sharp enough to make me gasp. "You’re so needy. I can feel how wet you are already."
I hated him, hated how he could reduce me to this—a trembling, whimpering mess. But worse, I hated how good it felt. My body was on fire, every nerve alight with a pleasure I couldn’t escape, a pleasure I shouldn’t want. His hand slid around to my front, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my panties. I tried to pull away, but he tightened his grip on my wrists, holding me in place.
"Stay still," he commanded, his voice a rumble that vibrated through me. His fingers found my clit, already swollen and sensitive, and I cried out as he circled it, slow and deliberate. "That’s it," he purred, his breath hot against my neck. "Let me take care of you." 
I wanted to fight, to resist, but my body betrayed me, hips rocking against his hand, chasing the pleasure he was so determined to give. "Ben," I whimpered, my voice barely recognizable. He chuckled again, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between my legs.
"Say it," he growled, his fingers never stopping their torturous rhythm. "Tell me what you want." 
I shook my head, biting my lip to stifle the moan threatening to escape. But he twisted his fingers, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. "Please," I begged, my voice desperate, humiliatingly feminine. "Please, don’t stop."
He grinned, dark and predatory, and pulled me closer. "Good girl."
Ben hauled me through the bedroom doorway, his grip iron on my wrist. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing the world to just his scent—musk and clean sweat—and the silk of my dress whispering against my thighs with every step. My heart hammered, a frantic bird trapped in my ribcage, as he spun me toward the bed. This body betrayed me at every turn, clit pulsing with leftover echoes from his fingers, but the ache in my chest twisted deeper: a man's need to dominate clashing with this cursed submission.
He backed me against the edge of the mattress, eyes dark with hunger. His hands found the straps of my dress, thumbs hooking under the thin silk, peeling it down my shoulders inch by torturous inch. Fabric dragged over my skin, cool and clinging where sweat beaded, exposing the lace bra beneath. My nipples tightened against the rough edges, scraping like tiny barbs with each breath. I gritted my teeth, the slowness igniting frustration in my gut—this wasn't how I'd ever taken a woman, quick and commanding.
"Too slow," I snapped, voice pitching higher than I intended.
Ben's laugh rumbled low. He fisted the bodice in one massive hand, yanking hard. Fabric tore with a sharp rrriip, threads snapping like brittle bones. Cool air rushed over my bare torso, pebbling my skin from collarbone to navel. My enormous breasts spilled free, heavy and swaying, nipples peaking into stiff, aching points that begged for touch. Humiliation surged hot in my veins, but so did the thrill, this body flooding with heat where my old one would've stayed stone-cold focused.
I crashed into his chest, palms flat against the warm wall of muscle under his shirt. Buttons strained as I fumbled with his belt, leather creaking under my trembling fingers. The buckle gave, and I tugged his zipper down. His cock sprang out, thick and veined, slapping hot and heavy against my thigh. The weight of it, velvet over steel, made my legs quiver—a stark flip from my own manhood's blunt insistence. I shuddered, core clenching around emptiness, arousal spiking sharp and unfamiliar, like lightning forking through wet earth instead of the steady build I'd known.
His fingers hooked the lace of my panties, nails grazing the soaked crotch. Another rip echoed, deliberate and savage, lace shredding away to leave my folds exposed, slick and swollen. The sound jolted straight to my core, a thunderclap unraveling me. Pleasure erupted without warning—my cunt spasmed, clenching on nothing, juices spilling down my inner thighs in a dizzy rush. I bucked against him, a whimper escaping as waves crashed through me, leaving my vision spotted and cheeks burning with shame. How could this happen so fast, so helplessly? Not like the control I'd chased as a man, but a total surrender that left me gasping.
Yet Ben's eyes lit with raw delight, his cock twitching against my skin, and that sight twisted the humiliation into something hotter. He wanted this—wanted me unraveling for him—and the knowledge stoked my own fire, made me press closer, desperate for him to feel as wrecked as I did.
"Look at you," Ben said, his smile warm as sunlight breaking through storm clouds, his fingers pinching my nipple hard enough to wrench a cry from my throat.
The sharp sting melted into liquid heat, surging through my breast like molten gold, leaving it throbbing, swollen, desperate for the next twist. My other nipple peaked in sympathy, the corset’s lace biting into the tender flesh, a delicious rasp that made my back arch involuntarily. God, this body—my body now—betrayed me at every turn, turning agony into a siren call that pooled low in my belly, my cunt clenching with fresh slick need.
My hands, trembling and slick with sweat, scrambled down his torso, nails scraping over the ridges of his abs, hard as carved marble under heated skin. I wrapped my fingers around his cock—thick, velvet-sheathed steel pulsing in my grip—and stroked in frantic, uneven twists. When did I learn to touch like this? The thought sliced through me, a knife of confusion and self-loathing. His shaft jumped in my palm, the broad head leaking a bead of precum that smeared hot and salty across my skin. I twisted harder, thumb circling the ridge, feeling the veins bulge like rivers under flood.
Ben groaned, low and guttural, the sound rumbling from his chest straight into mine, vibrating through our pressed bodies. A forbidden pride bloomed in my chest, sharp and illicit, chasing away the edges of my terror. He’s unraveling me, but I’m unraveling him too. The realization hit like ice water, terrifying me— this wasn’t me, this needy creature whose every nerve sang for his pleasure as much as mine. I hated how it felt right, how his ragged breaths made my clit pulse in rhythm, swollen and slick against the air.
His free hand clamped my hip, bruising the soft flesh above the ruined panties, pulling me flush against him. The coarse hair of his thigh scraped my inner leg, igniting sparks that raced up to join the fire in my core. "That's it," he murmured, voice rough as gravel, eyes darkening to midnight as he watched my hand work him. "Show me how much you want this."
I whimpered, the sound high and girlish, unbidden, as his pinch turned to a roll, tugging my nipple until stars burst behind my eyelids. Heat flooded my cheeks, shame warring with the ache building between my thighs—wetness trickling down, cooling on my skin before his heat swallowed it whole. His cock swelled thicker in my fist, and I pumped faster, driven by that twisted care: Does he like it harder? Faster? The question clawed at me, unfamiliar, as my body leaned in, breasts heaving, every inch of me alive with humiliating want. Ben's breath hitched again, his hips bucking into my touch, and I felt his control fraying, mirroring my own.
Ben’s hands were everywhere—hot on my waist, rough on my hips, dragging me toward the bed with a possessiveness that made my pulse stutter. His breath scorched the back of my neck, lips brushing my ear as he growled, "Where do you want me?"  
I shuddered, his cock grinding against the curve of my ass, thick and insistent through the thin barrier of his slacks. My body answered before my mind could, hips rocking back into him, a whimper escaping my throat. "Everywhere." The word tore out of me, raw and honest, and I hated it—hated how my cunt clenched at the thought, how my thighs trembled with anticipation.  
Ben didn’t hesitate. His hands shoved me forward, face-first into the mattress, my breasts crushed against the silk sheets. A sharp yank at my hips forced my ass up, bare and exposed, the cool air ghosting over my soaked folds. I heard the slick sound of his spit hitting his palm, the wet slide of his cock against my entrance—no prep, no mercy—before he slammed into me in one brutal stroke.  
I screamed. The stretch burned, my body splitting around him, muscles clenching in protest. But my cunt took him, greedy and wet, sucking him deeper with every thrust. Pain and pleasure twisted together, white-hot sparks bursting behind my eyelids. The bed rocked beneath us, the headboard slamming into the wall in time with his hips.  
"Fuck—" My nails shredded the sheets, my back arching, my body bowing under his like a prayer. It should have been punishment—should have been humiliation—but every snap of his hips dragged a broken moan from my throat. His fingers dug into my flesh, holding me open, his cock pistoning into me with a rhythm that left me gasping.  
"Look at you," Ben snarled, his voice rough with exertion. "Taking me like you were made for it."  
I was. And that was the worst part.
Thwack. His palm cracked against my ass again, the sting blooming into heat that raced straight to my clit. I choked back a sob, but my spine arched deeper, forcing my breasts to sway heavily beneath me. "No—" The word dissolved into a gasp as Ben’s cock dragged against that spot inside me, the one that made my vision white out.  
"You love this," Ben growled, his fingers tightening in my hair, yanking my head back. His other hand slid up my ribs, callouses scraping my oversensitive skin, and then—God—his palm clamped around my tit, squeezing hard. The pressure ignited something deep, and a thin, sweet stream of milk trickled from my nipple, dripping onto the sheets.  
A broken moan tore from my throat. My cunt clenched around him, pulsing like a heartbeat, my body betraying me with every ripple. Ben chuckled darkly, his thumb circling my leaking nipple, rubbing the sensitive peak until more milk beaded at the tip. "Fuck, look at you," he muttered, pinching harder.  
Pleasure twisted sharp in my belly, my orgasm mounting with every brutal thrust, every twist of his fingers. I couldn’t stop it—couldn’t stop him—couldn’t stop the way my hips rocked back to meet him, desperate for more. My hand shot back, grasping his wrist, forcing his grip tighter on my breast. "Squeeze—harder," I begged, my voice ragged.  
Ben obliged, fingers digging in until the ache bordered on pain, until milk spilled freely, streaking down my ribs. The sensation detonated inside me—my clit throbbed, my cunt clamped down, and the orgasm cracked through me like a whip, violent and all-consuming. I screamed, my body buckling as wave after wave wracked me, my juices gushing around his cock.  
Ben swore, his thrusts turning erratic, his grip on my hair punishing as he emptied himself deep inside me. I slumped forward, trembling, milk still leaking from my swollen nipples, my breath coming in shattered gasps.  
I collapsed back against him, still shuddering from my own release, when I realized—Ben hadn’t come yet. The thought shot through me like an electric jolt. My body was still throbbing, every nerve alight, but something new clawed its way up my throat: Not until he does.  
Before I could think, I twisted in his grip, shoving his shoulders hard. He let me flip him, surprise flickering in his dark eyes as his back hit the mattress. The second he was under me, I swung a leg over his hips, slamming down onto his cock in one smooth, slick motion. The stretch burned—I was still tight, still fluttering from my own orgasm—but I needed him to feel this.  
"Fuck me." The demand tore out of me, raw and ragged. My hands braced on his chest, nails digging into hard muscle. "Like this. Hard."  
For a heartbeat, he just stared, lips parted, gaze locked on where I was stretched around him. Then his hands locked onto my hips, fingers biting in, and he lifted me like I weighed nothing. The world dropped out from under me—and then he slammed me back down, his cock spearing deep, filling me in a way that punched a desperate moan from my throat.  
Yes.  
I rocked with him, my body moving in rhythm as he drove up into me, rougher now, more frantic. My breasts bounced with every impact, nipples tight and aching, the obscene slap of skin on skin drowning out everything else. Pain blurred into pleasure, pleasure into something more—every thrust dragged against that sweet spot inside me, reigniting the fire I thought had burned out.  
"God, Ben—" His name cracked in my throat. My hands flew to his wrists, gripping hard, just to stay upright as he worked me like a toy. The realization should’ve choked me—this is what I am now—but all I could feel was the heat coiling tighter, my cunt clenching around him, greedy for every inch.  
Ben’s jaw tensed, his breath coming in ragged bursts. His fingers dug harder into my hips, sure to bruise, and the possessive bite of it sent a fresh wave of slickness between my thighs. "Look at you," he gritted out, his voice wrecked. "Riding me like you were made for it."  
I was.  
I leaned forward, my hair falling around us like a curtain, and dragged my nails down his chest. His muscles jumped under my touch, his hips stuttering for just a second before he wrenched me down harder, his cock hitting so deep it stole my breath. I didn’t care—I wanted this, wanted him, wanted to feel him lose control because of me.  
"Come on," I panted, my voice high, cracked with pleasure. "Let me feel you—please—"  
His groan was pure fire, his hands tightening to the point of pain as his thrusts turned sharp, erratic. The first pulse of his release hit like a brand—I gasped, my walls fluttering around him, milking every last drop as he emptied himself inside me. Pleasure ripped through me again, my second orgasm crashing over me like a wave, my entire body locking around him as I came so hard my vision whited out.  
I slumped forward, my forehead pressing to his, our breaths mingling in the space between. His hands slid up my back, possessive even now, and I—  
God, I didn’t want him to let go.  
The realization should’ve terrified me. It didn’t. Not when his lips brushed mine, not when his body still hummed beneath me. Not when for the first time, I realized—I liked making him feel this good.  
And worst of all?  
I wanted to do it again.






  
  Chapter 7


Icollapsed onto Ben's naked body, my sweat-slicked skin sliding against his as we lay side by side on the rumpled sheets. My enormous breasts pressed into his chest, their weight shifting with each heaving breath, nipples still pebbled from the afterglow, brushing against the coarse hair there. Exhaustion pulled at my limbs, the ache between my thighs a dull throb, my ass clenching around the lingering emptiness he'd left behind. Part of me braced for it—the shove, the curt dismissal. That's how it always went after sex, right? Roll over, get out, no cuddling for a quick fuck. My heart stuttered, waiting for the cold rejection, the reminder that this body wasn't mine, that I wasn't some delicate flower deserving of more. 
But Ben didn't push me away. His arm draped heavier across my waist, pulling me closer instead, his breath warm and ragged against my neck. Groggily, he turned his head, lips finding mine in a kiss that caught me off guard. Not the bruising claim from before, not the feral hunger that had unraveled me. This was soft, lazy, his mouth moving with a tenderness that melted the edges of my resistance. His tongue brushed mine lightly, tasting of salt and shared release, and a spark ignited—not the sharp, demanding heat in my core, but something deeper, warmer. It bloomed through my chest like a flame licking dry tinder, happiness flickering along every nerve, chasing away the post-climax haze. My skin tingled, not with lust's urgency, but with a quiet thrill that made my toes curl into the sheets. Emotional, vulnerable—I hated how it felt good, how it wormed past the walls I'd built around this cursed form.
His hand began to move then, large and calloused, sliding up my side in slow, deliberate strokes. Fingers kneaded into the curve of my hip, then higher, tracing the swell of my breast with a gentleness that made my breath hitch. He massaged there, thumb circling the underside, easing the faint soreness from our frenzy. The pressure coaxed a sigh from my lips, my body yielding under his touch, every inch awakening to the care. Heat pooled in my belly, not sexual fire, but contentment, like sinking into a bath after a storm.
I mirrored him without thinking, my hands—smaller now, nails still digging faint crescents into his skin—reaching for his shoulders. Eagerly, I pressed into the taut muscles there, feeling the ridges bunch and release under my palms. His traps were knotted from holding me, from the raw power he'd unleashed, and as my fingers worked them loose, a low hum escaped his throat. It excited me, that sound, the way his body softened beneath me. I explored lower, thumbs digging into the slabs of his back, tracing the valley of his spine where sweat still beaded. Each knot I found pulsed under my touch—hard, unyielding at first, then melting like wax as I rubbed deeper. His pecs flexed when I grazed them, firm and warm, the dark hair there tickling my fingertips. Repulsion? None of it stirred the old disgust I'd felt at the thought of a man's form. This was Ben—his body that had shattered me with pleasure, cradled me through the waves, given me something overwhelming that twisted in my gut like unspoken need. How could touching him repulse me now? His strength had become my anchor, his care a drug I didn't want to quit.
I lingered on his abs, fingers splaying over the ridges, feeling them rise and fall with his breaths. A knot low in his side yielded to my pressure, and he sighed, nuzzling into my hair. My heart squeezed, a pang of worry flickering—did he feel as spent as I did? Was this enough for him? I pressed harder, wanting to erase every tension, to give back even a fraction of what he'd poured into me. The flame in my chest burned steadier, wrapping around us both.
Ben’s breathing deepened beside me, his chest rising and falling in steady rhythm, muscles slack with sleep. I couldn’t tear my eyes away—the way his biceps flexed even at rest, the faint sheen of sweat still glistening in the hollow of his throat. My fingers twitched with the memory of tracing those ridges, of feeling him shudder beneath my touch.  
The doorbell shattered the silence.  
I jerked upright, heart hammering. Ben didn’t stir. The sheets rustled as I slid off the bed, legs unsteady, the ache between my thighs a delicious reminder. Ben’s robe hung on the back of the door—oversized, swallowing my smaller frame, the fabric thick and warm against my oversensitive skin. The belt barely cinched around my waist, gaping at the chest where my breasts strained against the terrycloth.  
The peephole revealed Lydia standing on the other side, arms crossed, lips curved in that knowing smirk. My pulse stuttered.  
I opened the door.  
"Enjoy yourself?" Her gaze flicked over me—the swollen lips, the tangled hair, the robe that wasn’t mine.  
I swallowed. "Yeah."  
She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume—something dark and floral—washing over me. "Good. You held up your end. Time for me to hold up mine." Her fingers brushed my wrist, cool against my feverish skin. "Say the word, and I’ll change you back."  
My old body flashed through my mind—broad shoulders, calloused hands, the hollow satisfaction of conquests tallied like notches on a bedpost. Sex had been a transaction, a means to an end. I’d never lingered, never cared about the woman beneath me, never once wondered if she’d come.  
Then Ben’s hands on my hips, wrenching me against him. The growl in his voice when he told me to arch. The way my body had ignited under his roughness, every nerve screaming for more. The way he’d kissed me after—soft, unhurried—like I was something to savor.  
And worse—worse—the way I’d wanted to please him. The way his groan had sent heat spiraling through me, the way I’d dug my fingers into his back just to feel him shudder.  
Lydia’s eyebrow arched. "Well?"  
I swallowed hard, the motion drawing my attention to the delicate column of my throat—something I was still learning to navigate in this unfamiliar form. The silence stretched between us, heavy with consequence, and I felt the weight of what I was about to say settling into my chest like a stone dropped into still water. Then, as the realization crystallized in my mind with crystalline clarity, I understood that this was perhaps the easiest decision I'd ever made in my life.
"I want to keep this body," I said, the words emerging from my lips with a certainty that surprised even me. My voice—this higher, more melodic version of myself—carried a conviction that my old voice never had. The confession hung in the air between Lydia and me, and I meant every syllable of it.
Her lips parted. "Just like that?"  
"What about your job.  Can't go marching in like this?" Lydia said.
"I hated that job anyway." My voice sounded strange—higher, lighter. Certain.  
A slow smile spread across her face. "Tom Robbins," she murmured, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. "You learned my lesson better than I ever hoped."  
The door clicked shut behind her.  
I turned, pressing my back against it, staring at Ben’s sleeping form. His chest rose, fell. My fingers trembled as I untied the robe, let it slide to the floor. The air prickled against my bare skin, nipples tightening.  
I crawled back into bed, curling against him. His arm shifted, pulling me closer even in sleep.  
I closed my eyes.  
No going back.
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