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Chapter 1

The Genie in the Details

"So let me get this straight. You're basically a genie."

Tyler was starting to believe the little man might actually be for real after all.

"Basically," nodded the three-foot-tall chubby man standing in front of him.

"And you'll grant my every wish as long as I follow the right format?" Tyler asked skeptically.

"Technically I just channel the magic that makes the wish happen. Saying I 'grant' it makes it sound like I control the outcome, which I’ve already warned you I definitely don’t. That’s one of the reasons I keep telling you to forget you ever saw me." The little man implored, but Tyler was already spinning through possibilities in his head.

"Yeah, yeah. But as long as my wish has an object, an action, and a clear time reference, it’ll work, right?" Tyler said, almost dismissively.

"Yes," the little man admitted reluctantly. "But you probably won’t like how it actually plays out."

"Okay, you’ve warned me. I’ll be careful. Just don’t distract me while I make sure I’ve got all the rules straight." Tyler was thinking hard. This was the chance of a lifetime. Hell, this was bigger than that. This was his shot at a total reset — the ultimate do-over. He knew he had to be smart about it, but there was no way he was walking away from this.

"I also get up to three qualifiers per wish, right? Anything extra I can toss in that isn’t required for the wish to still work — like an adjective or whatever." Tyler was checking for traps and loopholes.

"An adjective can count as a qualifier," the little man agreed.

"And most people screw up because they mess with the time reference, forget the magic needs time to recharge, or just get sloppy with their wording," Tyler summarized the long list of warnings he’d already heard.

"They screw up because they make wishes at all!" the little man insisted. "You have no idea how dangerous this shit is. Magic never works the way you expect, and nothing good ever comes from it."

"Relax," Tyler said with a confident grin. "That just means I need to wish for something that turns out good no matter what."

"There is no such wish," the little man spat out.

"Give it a rest," Tyler said, rolling his eyes. "If you think I’m passing up an opportunity like this, you’re even dumber than you look."

"Just remember — you were warned," the little man said, wagging his finger at Tyler.

"Whatever. Now let’s see… what should I wish for?" Tyler stood tapping his finger against his chin. "I think I’d like to be a professional athlete. Wait — no, an Olympic athlete! Yeah, that’s it. And I want to be a little younger too. So I need a time reference that locks me in as younger. How about this… I wish I had the body and skills necessary to be a champion at each of the next three Olympic Games."

"As you wish," the little man intoned formally.


Chapter 2

Making a Splash

"That's it? Nothing’s happening," Tyler complained, staring at the empty air where the magic was supposed to explode.

"Be patient," urged the little man. "You wished for some pretty dramatic changes. The magic is already flowing — it’s just going to take a minute or two to kick in."

Tyler opened his mouth to argue, but a deep ripple suddenly rolled through his entire apartment like a heatwave. A small, electric shudder raced down his spine.

"Hey! I felt that!" he said, eyes widening. "The room just tilted. Everything’s getting fuzzy… what the hell is happening to my room?"

"The magic is setting the stage for your transformation," the little man explained carefully. "Obviously, as a young Olympic-level athlete you wouldn’t still be crashing in this crappy apartment all by yourself."

"I didn’t think about that," Tyler muttered, watching the walls warp and expand. "I’d kind of hate losing all my stuff. What kind of place is this even turning into?"

"I don’t know," the little man answered. "It’s big, though. Those look like bleachers forming over there."

"Hey, you’re right," Tyler agreed, squinting. "I bet this is a gym. Does that mean I’m gonna be a gymnast?"

"I don’t think so," the little man said. "Look — that’s definitely a pool taking shape in the middle. Water’s already filling it."

"A pool?" Tyler said, a grin creeping onto his face. "Okay, so I’ll be a swimmer. Swimmers are badass. Hey, wait a minute… this is a high school! What the fuck am I doing in a high school pool?!"

"Gulfview High Lady Panthers," the little man read off the bright blue-and-gold banner materializing over the bleachers, the air thick with the scent of chlorine and Florida humidity. "Yup, this is a high school, alright. Well, what did you expect? You wished to compete in the next three Olympics — that’s a twelve-to-sixteen-year span. You’d have to start pretty young to cover that."

"I guess you’re right. But damn… high school again?" Tyler asked uncertainly, his voice already sounding a little off.

"Looks like the swim teams are starting to form up in this new reality," the little man said, pointing toward the shadowy, coalescing figures around the pool. "Guys’ team just arriving on that side… girls getting ready to hit the showers over here."

It soon became clear the little man was right. The blurry shapes sharpened into real people — tall, athletic teens in swimsuits. Tyler gave the girls’ team a long, hungry look, his eyes lingering on their toned legs, tight asses, and the way their bikini-style racing suits hugged every curve.

"Oh yeah… there’s some prime Florida pussy on these Lady Panthers," he leered, already imagining how sweet it would be to be back in high school with that kind of eye candy. "Might not be so bad after all."

The little man had been studying the glowing threads of magical energy swirling around the pool and around Tyler when Tyler’s crude comment pulled his attention.

"I think you may be having a slightly different point of view on that in just a minute," he said dryly.

"What do you mean?" Tyler asked.

"Let’s just say I can see where this wish is heading," the little man added cryptically.

Tyler was about to demand an explanation when another ripple slammed through his body — stronger this time. A visible shudder ran from his head to his toes.

"Oooh, wow!" Tyler gasped, shaking his head. "That felt fucking weird. Hey… I’m wearing a swim cap now? And my clothes — they’re shrinking up on me!"

His shirt and pants were fusing together, the fabric tightening and shrinking rapidly. His belt and shoes vanished completely. Tyler stood barefoot on the cool tile as his sleeves and pant legs crept up his arms and thighs. The material grew slick and stretchy, molding to his skin like a second layer.

"The magic is starting to reshape you to fit this reality," the little man said, eyes narrowed on the glowing lines. "Your clothes should finish turning into a swimsuit any second now."

Tyler ran his hands over the changing fabric. "Yeah, the material’s definitely shifting… feels like one of those full-body tech suits the pros wear."

"No, I do believe it’s just a regular racing suit," the little man stated calmly.

"You’re crazy!" Tyler shot back. "Look — it’s going all the way up over my chest and shoulders!"

Something felt off about the other swimmers materializing around him. "Jesus, these kids are tall," he muttered. "I’m like the shortest one here. Isn’t that gonna mess with my racing?"

"It shouldn’t," the little man replied simply.

"Are you sure? Even half the girls are taller than me right now."

The little man stayed silent, still tracing the magical threads.

Then the real change hit like a freight train.

"Oooh—ah—yow!" Tyler cried out as a powerful ripple tore through him, followed by a gut-wrenching shudder that nearly dropped him to his knees. His voice cracked sharply upward on the last syllable. "That one was intense!"

"That should be the worst of it," the little man said soothingly. "The magic is almost ready to lock you into this reality."

"That’s good," a much-shaken Tyler panted, his voice now noticeably higher and breathier. "I don’t wanna feel that again. Damn… this suit’s riding way up my ass. Is it supposed to sit this high on my thighs?" He tugged at the fabric, but it only wedged deeper, pressing against sensitive skin that hadn’t been there moments ago. "Hey, look — my legs are completely shaved. You can tell I’m a swimmer now."

"Yes. Yes they are," the little man said, offering nothing more.

"Why is this suit already wet if the guys’ team just got here?" Tyler asked, noticing the puddle spreading beneath him. "Aren’t we supposed to shower first?" The water trail clearly led from the pool, not the showers. And something about the guys on the far end bothered him too. "They’re all in regular Speedo trunks… why am I wearing this full-body thing?" His confusion grew. "And why are they way over there while I’m standing here with the girls’ team by their coach?"

Nothing made sense anymore. The suit felt all wrong — yet strangely familiar. It showed way too much thigh, barely covering half his ass. The back plunged low while the front stretched all the way up his chest. He’d seen this exact cut before… on girls.

Especially the way his chest kept rising with each breath… and not quite going back down.

A hot, liquid rush suddenly flooded his groin. His cock twitched hard, then began shrinking inward with a slick, wet sensation that made his knees buckle. Where his balls had hung heavy, smooth skin folded and bloomed into delicate, sensitive lips. A tight, aching void opened between his thighs — a slick, needy little pussy that clenched involuntarily, already growing wet with unwanted arousal. The suit wedged tightly against it, the fabric rubbing his brand-new clit with every tiny movement.

His chest surged forward next. Two full, heavy breasts swelled rapidly under the tight racing suit, nipples stiffening into hard, hypersensitive peaks that scraped deliciously against the slick material. Each breath sent jolts of electric pleasure straight down to his dripping core. His ass rounded out into a firm, heart-shaped bubble, the suit riding high and tight between the cheeks, teasing the slick folds of his new pussy.

Long auburn hair spilled down his back, tickling newly sensitive skin. His face softened, lips plumping, lashes lengthening.

"Holy shit… I’m a girl!" Taryn gasped, her voice now fully feminine and breathy.

"I’m afraid so," the little man confirmed.

"How?! Why?! How!?!" she stuttered, hands flying up to cup the heavy, jiggling breasts now straining the suit. The moment her palms brushed her swollen nipples, a sharp, involuntary moan escaped her lips. Her new pussy throbbed in response, a fresh trickle of wetness soaking the crotch of the suit.

The coach’s whistle cut through the air. The team started heading for the showers.

Taryn stood frozen for a second, shocked and confused, her body already buzzing with strange new sensations. But she had no choice. She padded off on bare feet behind the other girls into the steamy changing room, every step making her heavy tits bounce and her slick thighs rub together in the most distracting way.


Chapter 3

Taryn's Hard Truths

The little man was used to sudden shifts in ownership, so he wasn’t surprised to find himself standing on the foot of a bed in a sunlit teenage girl’s bedroom. The air smelled faintly of coconut body spray and sea salt drifting in from the Gulf.

A pretty 18-year-old with shoulder-length auburn hair sat cross-legged on the bed, leaning back against a pile of pillows. She wore tiny sleep shorts and a thin tank top that did little to hide the full, round swell of her breasts.

“Good evening, Miss. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” he began with a bow. “I am the spirit that manifests when you—”

“Stuff it, genie boy. It’s me,” she snapped.

“Oh… hey. Hi there,” the little man said, momentarily rattled before recovering. “I didn’t recognize you without the swim gear. This is… a nice look, though,” he added lamely.

“I look like a fucking girl,” Taryn sneered, gesturing at herself.

“That’s because you are a girl, my dear,” the little man said, stating the obvious.

“You have no idea,” she said, shaking her head slowly. Her auburn hair brushed her bare shoulders, sending a faint shiver down her spine. “Do you know what your magic has done to me? Who I’ve become? Do you?” she demanded, her voice cracking with frustration.

The little man took the question literally and switched into lecture mode.

“Well, let’s see,” he said, studying the glowing magical threads in the air. “You are Taryn Brooks, 18-year-old senior and star of the Gulfview High Lady Panthers swim team here in Destin. Your parents are Mark and Sandy Brooks and you live at—”

“Stop it!” Taryn interrupted, stabbing a perfectly painted fingernail toward his chest. “I already know all that shit. Don’t ask me how, but I just… do. What I meant was, do you have any clue what I’ve been through the last day and a half?”

“Uh, no,” the little man admitted. “The lines of magical energy only show me what currently is. They don’t replay the past.”

“Well let me clue you in,” Taryn growled, leaning forward. Her heavy breasts shifted inside the thin tank top, nipples tightening against the fabric from the movement alone. She tried to ignore the spark of unwanted heat that shot straight down between her thighs. “After our little talk, I followed the team into the girls’ locker room. Somehow I just knew which locker was mine. Want to guess what I found inside?”

“No?” the little man said, making it sound like a question.

“I’ll tell you,” she continued, voice rising. “A towel, a hair dryer, a change of clothes… and about a million bottles of soaps, shampoos, conditioners, moisturizers, cosmetics, and a pack of fucking tampons. All neatly arranged like I’ve been using them for years.”

“At least you were prepared,” the little man offered weakly.

“Prepared?” Taryn said, raising her eyebrows in mock disbelief before leaning in menacingly. “There is no way in hell anyone could prepare for pulling off that swim cap and feeling long auburn hair tumble down your back… or stripping out of that suit and seeing a smooth, bare pussy staring back at you in the mirror. I’m a natural brunette down there, by the way. Cute, right?”

“Admittedly, that would feel somewhat bizarre given your recent transformation,” he said.

“No,” she corrected sharply. “Bizarre is standing naked in a communal shower with twelve other high school girls, realizing that if you weren’t there it would only be eleven. Bizarre is feeling hot water running over tits you didn’t have yesterday while your best friend Kelly casually tells you about the guy she fucked last weekend — and your stupid new body starts getting wet just from hearing it.”

The little man tried to lighten the mood. “That doesn’t sound too bad.”

“That was just the start!” Taryn shouted. “Remember that change of clothes in my locker? The only outfit I had for school that day? Apparently Taryn and Kelly had decided to wear short skirts. Really short ones. With heels. Because why wear a short skirt if you’re not going to show off your legs, right?”

“I’m sure you looked nice,” the little man said.

“I looked too fucking good!” she glowered. “I spent the entire day walking from class to class with every horny teenage guy in the building staring at my legs and ass. I’ve never felt so self-conscious in my life. Every step made my thighs rub together and my new pussy lips slide against each other. By third period I was soaked and trying not to moan in the middle of history class.”

“Okay, so it was embarrassing. Big deal,” he countered, still hoping to talk her out of another wish. “Nothing says you have to wear skirts again if you don’t want to. What you have on right now looks comfortable.”

“These are hip-hugger shorts that barely cover my ass and a tank top that shows off my belly button and the underside of my tits,” Taryn said pointedly. “It’s anything but comfortable. Every time I move, the fabric brushes my nipples and they get hard instantly.”

The little man looked confused. “Why did you put them on if you don’t like them?”

“It was the least feminine outfit in my closet,” she admitted, cheeks flushing. “Everything else was even shorter or tighter.”

“You still look nice,” he offered.

“I’m wearing a bra,” she said, making it sound like an accusation. She reached up and adjusted the strap; the motion made her full breasts jiggle noticeably.

“Yeah… that’s probably going to be necessary from now on,” the little man conceded.

“Don’t tell me it’s necessary!” Taryn snapped. “I know it’s fucking necessary. These things are heavy and they bounce every time I breathe. I just want to hurry up and make wishes so this stops being necessary!”

“If you feel that strongly about it, why did you wait until now to call me?” the little man asked. “It’s past 8:00 PM. You’ve been a girl for over thirty-seven hours. You could have summoned me first thing this morning.”

Taryn sighed and held her head with both hands, elbows squeezing her breasts together. “Apparently my mom is super supportive of her little girl’s athletic career. She made sure I was up at the crack of dawn for morning swim practice. So I had to go through that whole locker room nightmare again — twice — before another full day of school where every guy (and a couple of teachers) kept staring at my tits and legs. This is literally the first time I’ve been alone all day.”

“You do seem to lead a very busy life,” the little man observed.

“Shut up!” Taryn said. “We need to talk about how I’m getting out of this. The team’s leaving for a two-day swim meet tomorrow after school and there is no way in hell I’m getting on that bus like this. What exactly did my original wish lock me into? How much can I still change?”

“Everything is changeable as long as it still fits the wording of the initial wish,” the little man lectured. “However, magic isn’t strictly reversible. You can’t just snap back to the exact conditions before the wish began — it’s unstable. You have to take indirect steps. And anything tied to the time reference is locked in for the full duration.”

“Okay, so where does that leave me?” Taryn asked. “I wished to be young again. Do I have to stay a girl until I’m old?”

“Is it really so bad?” he asked in an almost pleading tone. “You’re young, beautiful, and talented. You have a real future as an athlete. Wishes have a nasty habit of backfiring. Can’t you just forget you ever saw me and try to enjoy this?”

“Listen, you pin-headed little shit!” she yelled, her voice rising. “I have shoulder-length auburn hair, pierced ears, and long painted nails. I wear makeup every day. My closet is full of short skirts and dresses, and my drawer is stuffed with bras and panties. I have these heavy fucking tits and a pussy that keeps getting wet at the worst times. Guys look at me like they want to bend me over the nearest desk. I’m a girl! No, I can’t just ‘leave well enough alone’! Now answer the damn question — do I have to stay a girl until I’m old?”

“Technically, no,” the little man admitted. “You never specified gender or sport, so those things are theoretically changeable without breaking the wish. Your age is partially locked by the time reference, though. You wanted to compete in the next three Olympics — that’s roughly twelve to sixteen years. When are the next Games anyway?”

“Who cares? Keep going,” Taryn demanded.

“Uh, anyway,” the little man continued, “you could adjust your age slightly by switching sports. For example, you could make yourself older with something like archery, or younger on the women’s gymnastics team.”

“I don’t want to be on any women’s team,” she said flatly. “In fact, I’m completely turned off to the whole Olympic-athlete thing right now. I don’t actually have to be an athlete, do I? I just need the body and skills in case I ever wanted to be one, right?”

“That’s splitting hairs, but essentially correct,” the little man nodded.

“But I’m still stuck in high school,” Taryn observed. “Whatever. I guess I could live with that if I had to. I think I know what I’m going to wish for.”

“Please don’t,” the little man urged. “It rarely works out the way you hope. You’re a very pretty girl. You could learn to be happy like this.”

“Get bent!” she hissed. “I’m going to wish for one simple thing so nothing else goes wrong. I wish to be made a male right now, and just screw the whole Olympic-athlete thing.”

“As you wish,” the little man intoned solemnly. Both of them sat back and waited.


Chapter 4

Chase's Arrival

"What's taking so long?" Taryn asked impatiently, her voice tight with frustration.

Normally the little man would have chided her for impatience, but the truth was that it was taking longer than it should have. The magic seemed to be struggling, searching for a path that matched the messy pattern of her wish. He studied the swirling lines of energy closely before answering.

"I'm not sure," he finally said. "It almost looks like something blocked the easy route, so now the magic has to take a more convoluted pathway."

A small ripple passed through the room, but the bedroom stayed stubbornly solid.

"So the magic is moving, right?" Taryn demanded. "Why isn't my room changing? This still looks like a girl's room."

The little man rolled his eyes in exasperation. "Look, I really don't know what's happening either. Maybe it didn't… Oh, wait. There's something changing now."

He pointed at an amorphous shape forming on the bed right beside Taryn. As they watched, the shape rapidly solidified into a tall, handsomely built teenage boy with sun-bleached blonde hair and piercing deep blue eyes. His body was lean and athletic, clearly built for the water — broad shoulders, defined abs, and a cock already starting to thicken inside his shorts.

"Who the hell is that?" Taryn yelled, scrambling backward on the bed.

"I don't know," the little man said, sounding irritated. "Calm down and let me read the lines. Ah… well that certainly explains things."

"What does?" Taryn asked, still impatient, her heart pounding.

"Apparently," the little man said, studying the glowing threads around her, "he's the male that's being made for you."

"What?" she asked, not quite sure she had heard him correctly.

"You wished to be made a male. He's the male that's being made," he explained.

"What?!" she asked again, voice rising.

"Yes," he slipped into lecture mode. "The easy way would have been to simply turn you into a male. But something about the way you worded your wish made it simpler for the magic to create a male from nothing."

"I don't understand. What went wrong?" Taryn asked, eyes wide.

"It's a little hard to tell while the magic is still settling," the little man said, examining both her and the emerging boy. "Oh… yes. I guess that does make sense."

"What does?" Taryn snapped.

"I think I know what went wrong and what the magic is doing," he said.

"Tell me," she demanded, growing more impatient by the second.

"You're not going to like it. Or rather, you are going to like it," he corrected, "but you're not going to like the fact that you like it."

"Will you quit babbling and just tell me what's going on?" Taryn said, her patience completely gone.

The little man pointed at the now fully formed boy. "This person being created is Chase Harding. And he is being created for the specific purpose of having sex with you."

"WHATT!!!" Taryn screamed, scrambling away from both the little man and the materializing boy now known as Chase Harding.

"Yup," the little man nodded. "When you wished to 'just screw the whole Olympic-athlete thing,' the magic took you literally and created Chase here to do the screwing."

Taryn stared in horror at the gorgeous blonde boy taking shape beside her on the bed. His deep blue eyes were already locked on her with raw hunger.

"That was never part of the wish!" she insisted, her voice breaking.

"Then you shouldn't have said it while you were making a wish," the little man explained calmly. "It makes perfect sense, really. If the magic had turned you male, you couldn't be screwed. You could have screwed someone else, but you wouldn't have been able to be screwed. So when you said to screw the athlete part, the magic kept you female and created Chase specifically to fuck you senseless. It's actually quite an elegant solution. I told you words matter."

The little man sounded genuinely impressed by the cleverness of the magic. Taryn wanted nothing more to do with any of it.

"I won't do it!" she shouted. "I refuse! I'll run away! I'll… I'll scream rape! You can't make me do this!"

"I'm afraid you're magically locked in," the little man answered in a consoling tone. "In just a few more moments he'll fully phase into this reality, and you two are going to fuck like animals until he screws the 'whole' you."

Taryn sat there in frozen shock, her jaw moving but no words coming out.

"Anyway," the little man continued, "I'll leave you two alone to have some fun. You can call me again in the morning." With that, he vanished, leaving Taryn alone with the newly formed Chase.

"No, wait! He… I… Is that…? Oh God! Umm…" Her protest died in her throat as Chase leaned forward, capturing her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. His large hand slid boldly onto her heavy breast, thumb brushing across her already stiff nipple through the thin tank top.

The moment his fingers made contact, a lightning bolt of pleasure shot straight down to her core. Taryn’s new pussy clenched hard, flooding with fresh slick heat. Her nipple throbbed under his touch, sending sparks through her entire body. She tried to pull away, but her treacherous body betrayed her — her back arched, pushing her tit harder into his palm, and a needy little whimper escaped into his mouth.

Chase didn’t hesitate. He squeezed her breast firmly, rolling the sensitive peak between his fingers while his tongue invaded her mouth. Taryn’s mind screamed no, but her hips rolled forward on their own, seeking friction against the growing bulge in his shorts. Her slick pussy lips rubbed together inside her tiny sleep shorts, the ache between her thighs growing unbearable.

"Fuck… no… I can’t…" she gasped when he finally broke the kiss, but her voice came out breathy and desperate.

Chase just smirked, blue eyes dark with lust. "You were made for this, baby. Feel how wet you already are for me."

His hand slipped down, cupping her mound through the thin fabric. Two fingers pressed against her swollen clit and rubbed in slow, firm circles.

Taryn’s hips bucked involuntarily. A broken moan tore from her throat as her body lit up like it had never known anything but pure, overwhelming pleasure.


Chapter 5

The Melting Point

“Taryn! It’s good to see you again,” the little man said, genuinely pleased at the sight of the girl sitting demurely on the edge of her bed. “It had been so long I halfway thought you’d given up on making more wishes.”

Taryn looked up slowly, her shoulder-length auburn hair falling in soft waves around her flushed face. She was wearing a tiny pastel-pink sundress that barely reached mid-thigh, the thin spaghetti straps leaving her shoulders bare and the low neckline showing the upper curves of her full, heavy breasts. Her smooth legs were pressed tightly together, cherry-red toenails peeking out. She wrung her hands in her lap, unable to meet his eyes.

“I guess it’s been a few days…” she murmured, voice soft and a little dreamy.

“It’s been six weeks,” the little man corrected gently.

“Six weeks?” Taryn’s eyes widened, startled. A deep blush bloomed across her cheeks and chest.

“Yes,” he said, studying her with concern. “How did the swim meet go?” he asked, keeping things light.

“What? Oh… it went really good,” she said, latching onto the familiar topic. “I took two firsts and a second in the individuals, plus a third in the relays. The girls’ team swept the meet. They announced it over the intercom and everything. It was… really neat.” As she spoke she nervously twirled a lock of auburn hair around one finger, the motion making her breasts shift and jiggle softly inside the thin dress.

“Congratulations. I’m glad you did well,” the little man replied, relieved she seemed steadier when talking about swimming.

“Yeah, thanks,” Taryn said softly. “I even broke the school record in the butterfly.” She bit her lower lip, then continued, her voice dropping. “But that’s not really what I’ve been thinking about lately…”

She tugged self-consciously at the short hem of her sundress. “You’re looking well. That’s a very pretty dress. It’s quite short, though. Don’t get me wrong — you look lovely — but I wouldn’t have expected you to wear something so feminine so soon after your transformation.”

Taryn blushed deeper, thighs pressing together under the short hem. The motion made her full breasts swell against the fabric, nipples visibly stiffening. “That’s kind of the problem,” she whispered. “It’s not me… it’s Chase. He loves me in short skirts and dresses. He says they make my legs look incredible. I haven’t worn pants once in weeks.” She pulled at the hem again, but it only rode higher, exposing more smooth, tanned thigh.

“He doesn’t force you, does he?” the little man asked carefully.

“No, it’s not like that,” she said quickly, then her voice softened into something almost wistful. “It’s like… every time he looks at me in something short and tight, I get this warm flutter in my stomach. I want to please him. I want him to want me.” She hid her face in her hands for a moment, then peeked out, cheeks burning. “Oh God, this is so embarrassing… but I can’t get enough of him. We’ve had sex every single day since that first night. Sometimes three or four times a day. I literally can’t say no anymore. I don’t want to say no.”

The memories flooded her as she spoke, each one vivid and dripping with sensation.

Week one: Chase had her bent over the kitchen counter right after practice, still in her damp swimsuit, yanking the crotch aside and slamming into her from behind while she moaned like a whore, tits pressed against cold granite, his hand fisted in her wet hair.

Week two: Slow, romantic missionary on her parents’ couch while they were out — deep, passionate kissing, his weight pinning her, whispering “I’m falling for you” as he ground against her clit until she came with tears in her eyes.

Week three: Reverse cowgirl in his car after a late practice, windows fogged, her riding him frantically, massive tits bouncing, ass slapping his thighs while she begged him to fill her up.

Week four: On her knees in the shower, water cascading over her, throat bulging as she took him to the balls, mascara running, looking up at him with pure worship while he pumped load after load down her throat.

Week five: Lazy Sunday morning spooning sex that turned into rough doggy — him spanking her plump ass red while she pushed back, giggling and moaning “harder, Daddy, breed your little slut.”

Week six: Tender, loving sex where he held her close, kissing every inch of her body, telling her she was going to be the perfect wife and mother — and she came harder than ever, whispering back that she wanted his babies more than anything.

Taryn’s blush turned crimson. She squirmed on the bed, pressing her thighs tighter together as fresh heat bloomed between them.

“There wasn’t… not after that first night,” she admitted, voice husky. “The magic forced the very beginning — I was still fighting inside, still thinking like a guy. But the second Chase kissed me… God, his mouth was so hungry. He kissed me like he owned me, tongue deep, while his hands squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples until I was moaning into his mouth. My pussy was already soaked before he even touched it. When he finally slid his fingers between my legs and rubbed my clit, I came so hard I saw stars. Then he pushed inside me — thick, hot, perfect — and it was like my whole body lit up. He fucked me slow and deep at first, kissing me the whole time, whispering how tight and wet I was for him. I came again before he even sped up. The third time that night I climbed on top and rode him like a desperate slut, tits bouncing, grinding my clit against him until I screamed his name and came so hard I squirted all over his stomach. No magic forcing me anymore — I just needed him.”

She was breathing faster now, nipples visibly hard against the thin dress.

“I guess that makes sense,” the little man nodded. “He was created for the sole purpose of fucking you completely.”

“Oh baby, he does,” Taryn breathed, eyes half-lidded at the memory. “Every single day since then it’s been like that. Mornings before school he’ll pull me into the shower, pin me against the tiles and fuck me from behind while the hot water runs over us. I come twice before we even finish. After practice he’ll text me to meet him in his car and I’ll climb into the backseat, hike my skirt up and ride him until I’m shaking and crying out how much I love his cock. At night he cuddles me close, kisses me slow and deep, then makes love to me so tenderly I feel like I’m melting into him… only to flip me over and fuck me hard until I’m begging for his cum. I fall asleep every night wrapped in his arms, feeling so safe and so completely his.”

She let out a shaky breath, then continued softly, almost dreamily. “Lately I keep daydreaming about marrying him… about walking down the aisle in a beautiful white dress, him waiting for me at the altar looking so handsome. I’ve been watching wedding influencers on TikTok and scrolling through Pinterest and Instagram for hours, saving pictures of lace gowns, floral bouquets, and elegant venues right on the beach here in Destin. I imagine myself as his perfect wife — cooking for him, keeping our home nice, wearing pretty dresses just for him. And babies… God, I catch myself thinking about having his babies. Carrying his child, feeling my belly grow round, nursing our little ones while he comes home from practice and kisses me like I’m the most precious thing in the world. Being a perfect wife and mother for him feels so right lately. It makes me so happy just thinking about it.”

She gave a small, embarrassed laugh and shook her head, trying to push the dreamy thoughts away. “So you’re having incredible sex on a daily basis,” the little man summarized. “I still don’t see what the problem is.”

“The problem,” Taryn said shyly, biting her lip, “is that I’m falling in love with him. I’m becoming his girlfriend — his real girlfriend. Every time he kisses me I feel my heart flutter. Every time he cuddles me after we fuck I feel myself getting softer, sweeter, more in love. I spend half my day thinking of ways to make him smile — picking out the sluttiest little outfits he likes, doing my makeup just the way he says makes me look irresistible, sending him dirty little texts between classes telling him how wet I am thinking about his cock. A couple weeks ago he told me he loved the way my legs looked in short skirts… and now I only wear them. I want to look pretty for him. I want to be the girl who makes him happy.”

The little man could see how torn she was. He tried one last time. “You do realize that physically you are a girl now. Becoming one mentally would probably be the healthiest thing for you.”

“Oh, but you don’t understand how bad it’s getting,” Taryn implored, voice trembling. “He’s got me so sex-drunk and so in love that I walk around school in this constant hazy glow with a big, dreamy smile on my face. I’m turning into such a ditz — giggling at his jokes, twirling my hair, daydreaming about kissing him instead of paying attention in class. If I stay like this any longer I’m going to go over the edge and just… give up. I’ll be his girl for real and I won’t even care anymore.” She looked directly at the little man, eyes shining with desperate resolve. “If I don’t change back now, I never will.”

“What about Chase?” the little man asked.

“I… I don’t know,” she admitted, a soft, lovesick smile flickering across her lips. “I don’t want to lose him. I don’t want to lose the way he kisses me like I’m the only girl in the world, the way he holds me after we come, the way he tells me I’m perfect while he’s still inside me. I definitely don’t want to lose the way he fucks me until I can’t think straight. But I still have to become a man again!”

“What are you thinking of doing?” he asked.

“The one thing I can think of that will keep us together and still save me,” she said, looking him square in the eye. “I’m going to switch bodies with Chase.”

The little man thought for a moment. “Won’t Chase be upset when he wakes up as a girl?”

“Believe me, after six weeks of being me, he won’t care,” she said flippantly. Her expression softened as she looked down at her own body — the full breasts straining the sundress, the smooth thighs pressed together. “Then again… I should make it easier on him. And I’m not that keen on remembering what it felt like to be a girl either.” She ran her hands slowly over her curves, a wistful look in her eyes.

The little man could tell another wish was coming. He made one last attempt. “Are you sure you won’t reconsider? You’re almost fully conditioned to this life now. And wishes never go exactly the way you expect. Besides, you said it yourself — in a little while you won’t even care anymore.”

“I have to do this,” Taryn said firmly, voice trembling with both fear and lingering desire. “I wish to exchange bodies with Chase right now, at once! And with these added qualifiers: I want to keep the exact same level of sexual satisfaction after the switch, and neither of us will remember ever being anything other than what this wish makes us.”

“As you wish,” the little man intoned solemnly.


Chapter 6

The Body Swap

Taryn sat nervously on the edge of her bed, heart hammering. She caught herself absently checking for stubble on her smooth, shaved legs, then froze and quickly straightened the short hem of her sundress, cheeks burning.

“Is it working?” she asked timidly, voice soft and hopeful.

“It’s working,” the little man said, watching the magical threads intently.

“It will be good to be a man again,” Taryn said, sounding as if she were trying to convince herself. “I really think this wish will work out for the best.”

“I actually agree with you,” the little man said, studying the air around her closely.

“Why do you say that?” she asked.

“Call it an educated guess,” he shrugged.

A sharp sudden ripple passed through Taryn’s body, causing her to shudder. She might have fallen if she hadn’t been already sitting on the bed.

“Ooh! I do believe it’s starting to work,” she gasped. “It is! I feel myself getting stronger!” Taryn admired her growing biceps as strength coursed through her arms and shoulders. Muscles thickened and bulged, veins standing out under skin that was rapidly losing its soft feminine smoothness. Her bones lengthened with deep, satisfying cracks, shoulders broadening, torso stretching taller. For one glorious moment she felt powerful again — the old Tyler surging back, broad and strong.

“Since you only wished to exchange bodies with Chase and not places, you might want to get out of those clothes,” the little man said, pointing at her sundress.

“Huh? Jesus, you’re right!” she said and wriggled out of the increasingly tight dress, laughing with relief. “Don’t want to ruin this. Chase is going to need it later!”

“He probably will,” the little man nodded.

Wearing only her lacy pink bra and matching panties, Taryn walked up to the full-length mirror, undoing her bra along the way. She stared at her increasingly masculine body in the mirror. Her breasts were considerably smaller but still recognizable as female breasts. The rest of her figure had suffered more. Most of her soft curves had already been replaced by the straight, gangly lines of a teenage boy. Her auburn hair looked like a shaggy pageboy cut instead of the thick shoulder-length mane it had been. It also had a distinctly lighter hue, turning sandy blonde.

She had been engrossed in watching these changes — thrilled at the return of flat chest and growing muscle — when a strong ripple slammed through her, followed by a gut-wrenching shudder that nearly dropped her to her knees. When the dizziness passed, ‘Taryn’ looked up into the mirror to see the face of a teenaged boy with short blonde hair and deep blue eyes instead of the pretty auburn-haired girl that had been there. A wide, triumphant smile crossed his face.

“You know,” ‘Taryn’ said, running a hand across his now smooth, flat chest, “I bet Chase is really freaking out right about now.”

“Yes, I imagine he’s having a bit of an identity crisis,” the little man said without breaking concentration on the flow of magical energy.

“I know exactly what she’s going through!” ‘Taryn’ grinned as he examined the growing erection tenting the ill-fitting pink panties he still wore. The cock felt heavy and familiar, throbbing with renewed life. It swelled thicker and longer by the second, veins pulsing along the shaft as it pushed insistently against the lace. His balls dropped heavily, full and tight, sending a deep, masculine ache of need straight through his groin. “I almost forgot what one of these felt like. God, it’s getting so hard so fast…” He wrapped his fingers around the thick, hot length through the lace and gave it a slow, firm stroke, groaning low in his throat at the rush of raw pleasure. “I guess Chase will forget what this feels like. Unless she wants to reach out and touch one, that is!” He laughed loudly at his own joke. “She’ll get used to it. I almost did.”

‘Taryn’ watched in the mirror as the last few pounds of bulk were added to his frame, shoulders broadening powerfully, abs carving into a sharp swimmer’s V-line that pointed straight down to his now fully erect cock. His height increased another two inches, posture straightening into confident male lines. Finally, the facial features settled completely and looking back at him from the mirror was the exact image of Chase Harding — the young man who had spent the last six weeks fucking him senseless and making him fall hopelessly in love.

A hungry, almost aching smile crossed his face. God, he already missed her. He missed the way Taryn’s soft lips parted so sweetly when he kissed her, the little breathy whimpers she made when he held her close afterward, the way she curled into his chest like she belonged there forever. He imagined sliding a ring onto her finger one day, watching her walk down the aisle in white lace, promising to be his wife. He pictured her belly round with his baby, glowing and beautiful while he rubbed her back and kissed her neck and told her how perfect she was. He wanted to be the man who came home to her every night, who made love to her slow and deep, who built a life with her — the perfect husband and father she deserved.

His cock throbbed hard at the thought, a thick bead of pre-cum soaking the front of the pink panties. “A little sex would cure that,” he thought, voice now fully Chase’s deep, confident timbre. His erection grew even thicker as he imagined bending his beautiful auburn-haired girl over, sliding deep into her slick, welcoming pussy while she moaned his name and begged for more. He could already picture her in that short pink sundress, skirt flipped up, crying out how much she loved being his good girl, his future wife, the mother of his children.


Chapter 7

The Final Qualifier

“So I’m Chase now,” he mused. “You sure my sex life will be just as intense?”

“It won’t miss a beat,” the little man assured him.

“That’s good,” Chase managed to say just before another ripple passed through him suddenly.

“Whoa!” he exclaimed. “What was that? I thought the wish was done.”

“The actual wish has been granted, true,” the little man agreed. “There is just the matter of the qualifiers you added. Those still need to be implemented.”

“Qualifiers?” he snapped. “You son of a bitch! What are you doing to me?”

“It’s not me, it’s you,” the little man patiently explained. “You are the one that phrased that wish. Besides, I don’t know any more than you do about what’s happening. We’ll both have to wait and see.”

Chase thought that the little man had a better idea of what was going to happen than he was letting on. He didn’t trust the little man’s magic and returned his attention to the mirror to see if he could detect any changes. There might have been something different about the eyes and chin, but he couldn’t quite put a finger on any specific changes. A small shudder struck his body and when he refocused he saw that his hair had grown longer. It hung well past his ears now. Also, his chin was narrower with higher cheekbones. It was still recognizable as Chase’s face, just softer somehow. He thought that the mirror had gotten bigger before realizing that he had in fact lost a few inches in height. He had a sick feeling that he knew what kind of changes were happening.

“It’s making me Taryn again, isn’t it?” he angrily challenged.

“No, that wouldn’t be stable,” was the little man’s calm response.

Chase looked at his hands and saw that his fingers were becoming long and slender. He felt a weakness rush up his arms, across his shoulders, and down his torso through his legs. He darted his gaze back to the mirror and in doing so felt his hair brush against the top of his back. The mirror showed that his shoulders were softer and rounder, leading from a delicate neck down to his now slender arms and hands. His fingernails grew longer as he watched.

“Liar!” Chase shouted, his voice cracking in pitch. “Anyone can see I’m becoming a girl again!”

The mirror showed his nipples and areola to be larger and darker. They also began to rise off his chest as the flesh filled in behind them, swelling rapidly into heavy, round, gravity-defying breasts that bounced and jiggled with every panicked breath. The sensitive nipples stiffened into tight, throbbing peaks that sent electric sparks straight down to his groin. He turned to yell once more at the little man but was interrupted by a powerful yet familiar gut-wrenching shudder that knocked him to the floor. Lying on hands and knees, ‘Chase’ knew that she had a vagina again — slick, hot, puffy lips already dripping with arousal — just as she could feel her hair continue to lengthen into long, silky blonde waves that cascaded down her back and tickled the top of her ass. Her breasts continued to swell dramatically, growing fuller, heavier, and impossibly perky, the weight pulling deliciously on her chest while her nipples ached with hypersensitive need. A last few tingling sensations passed through her buttocks and legs — her ass plumping into a thick, heart-shaped bubble that wobbled invitingly, her thighs thickening into soft, squeezable curves — before they too settled down and all changes seemed to stop.

“I never said you weren’t becoming a girl again,” the little man said. “I just meant that you were not becoming Taryn.”

‘Chase’ got up off the floor and turned back to look in the mirror at the girl she had become. Other than being a teenaged girl, she didn’t look much like she did when she was Taryn. Where Taryn had had neat shoulder-length auburn hair, the girl in the mirror had locks of golden-blonde hair that cascaded down to her waist like liquid silk. While she thought her breasts were huge when she first became Taryn, they were nothing compared to the massive, firm, gravity-defying breasts that now stuck out proudly from her chest, jiggling heavily with every movement. Where Taryn had had an athlete’s taut muscled body, this girl was all softness and exaggerated curves — tiny waist, flaring hips, and a plump, heart-shaped ass that screamed for attention. Yet there was a tightness of muscle here and there that indicated a different kind of stamina… the kind built for long nights of riding cock. Taryn had been cute. This girl was pure, dripping sex.

“Who… Who am I?” asked ‘Chase’ in a scared, vulnerable yet incredibly sexy, breathy voice.

“You’re still Chase,” the little man said, “or a female version of Chase anyway. Specifically, you’re Chloe Harding; what Chase would have been had he been created female. And of course the person who used to be Chase is now Taryn — or rather Jack Brooks. He’s still a brown-headed star of the swim team. Except now he’s on the boys’ team.”

“What happened?” Chloe asked in shock and disbelief, her massive tits heaving with every panicked breath.

“It was that qualifier about maintaining the same level of sexual satisfaction,” he explained. “You do know that women get more out of sex than men do, don’t you?”

“I didn’t think it would do this!” she said, indicating her almost nude, outrageously curvaceous female body. “I just thought it would make me more sensitive or something.”

“Well, you’re definitely more sensitive,” he agreed.

“I look like a wet dream,” she said, staring into the mirror.

“That shouldn’t be surprising,” the little man said; now back in lecture mode again. “Chase’s body was specifically created to sex up Taryn’s body. Given that Taryn is now Jack, then it becomes obvious that this body would have to be an ideal sex kitten to give an equivalent level of sexual satisfaction to Jack.”

Chloe plopped down to sit on the bed, a stunned look on her pretty face.

“Don’t take it so bad,” the little man said consolingly. “You two were literally made for each other. He’ll hardly be able to tear himself away from you, much less cheat on you or ever leave you. Believe me, there are worse fates than winding up as the bimbo girlfriend of a future star athlete.”

“Bimbo?!” Chloe’s head snapped around.

“Oh, I guess I didn’t mention that,” he said. “Funny thing about keeping a healthy male athlete sexually satisfied is that it’s not all physical. You will have to be thinking about it just about all the time. Plus you’ll need a large working knowledge. That doesn’t leave a lot of room for other thoughts.”

“No!!” she gasped.

“I’m afraid so,” he said studying the air around Chloe intently. “That part of the transformation should kick in right about… now!”

Chloe froze for a moment. It felt like someone was rummaging through her mind, pulling out all the memories she had of having sex when she was Taryn. Then multiplying them and expanding them in ways she never imagined. She could feel herself fading away like sand through a sieve — the old Chase slipping away grain by grain while something pink, bubbly, and desperately horny poured in to take his place. Panic surged through what was left of her old self. No — this isn’t me! I’m not this girl! But the resistance only made the new thoughts rush in faster, warmer, sweeter. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the first vivid memory slammed into her: Chase pinning her down in missionary, thick cock stretching her tight pussy while he kissed her deeply, whispering how much he loved her. Then the scene shifted — harder, more intense — him slamming into her from behind in doggy style, hands gripping her wide hips, spanking her jiggling ass while she screamed like a whore. Another flash: her on top in cowgirl, massive tits bouncing wildly as she rode him like a nympho, grinding her swollen clit against his pelvis. Then reverse cowgirl — her ass facing him, cheeks spread, pussy swallowing every inch while she looked back with glassy, cock-drunk eyes. Blowjobs — on her knees, mascara running, throat bulging as she took him to the balls and gagged happily. Finally anal — her bent over, lubed-up ass taking his cock deep while she moaned like a total slut, pushing back for more.

Each memory grew more graphic, more intense, more depraved. Chloe’s eyes rolled completely back, whites showing, mouth hanging open in a perfect O as she looked like she was experiencing a thousand orgasms at once. Her whole body shook and twitched uncontrollably. A high, girly giggle escaped her lips — “Teehee… like, my brain feels so pink and bubbly now~” — followed by another uncontrollable giggle. “Oopsie! Why is my pussy getting so wet just thinking about cock? Giggle!” She couldn’t stop it. She was becoming a total nympho bimbo slut and she couldn’t fight the ditzy words tumbling out.

The last fragments of Chase screamed one final time… then dissolved completely into warm, happy pink fog.

“I don’t have to stay this way, do I?” she asked quietly. “I can switch bodies again tomorrow, right? I just have to wish again.”

“You would have been able to, except for that last qualifier about neither of you being able to remember being anything other than what the wish makes you,” the little man sadly reminded her. “I’m afraid that in just a moment, you’re going to forget you were ever anyone other than Chloe Harding. Sorry, this is goodbye.”

“NOOO!!” she pleaded. “You can’t go! You have to give me one more wish!”

“It’s okay. You’ll be alright,” he said reassuringly. “You won’t remember being a man, or being smarter. You’ll be happy, wait and see. Goodbye.”

“Don’t go!” she begged. “I don’t want to be a bimbo.”

But the little man was already gone. Chloe shook her head once, and then got up to look in the mirror for a while. She then went to her closet and pulled out a couple of different outfits. She held each in turn against her body while she considered her reflection. She wanted to be sure to look extremely sexy tonight when Jack came over. Tonight seemed special for some reason. The poor boy trained so hard. He needed a release. For the life of her, she couldn’t remember the last time she had given him a blow job and made a mental note to take care of that tonight.

She picked up the first outfit — a tiny white micro-skirt so short it would barely cover the bottom curve of her plump ass, paired with a cropped baby-pink tank top that would leave her underboob showing and her hard nipples poking obviously through the thin fabric. Next she grabbed a slinky black bodycon dress that hugged every exaggerated curve like a second skin, the neckline plunging almost to her navel and the hem riding so high it would flash her thong with every step. Finally she pulled out the lingerie she knew would drive Jack wild: a sheer white lace babydoll set with matching crotchless panties and a tiny thong that disappeared between her thick cheeks, plus a lacy white garter belt and thigh-high stockings. She held the babydoll against her massive tits, imagining how the see-through lace would make her nipples look even more obscene, and let out a soft, bubbly giggle. “Teehee… Jack’s gonna fuck me so good in this~”

She was already getting wet again just thinking about it.


Epilogue

All Night Long

Later that same night, the house was quiet except for the rhythmic creak of the bed and the wet, filthy sounds of skin slapping skin.

Chloe couldn’t wait.

The second Jack walked through the door after practice, still sweaty and wearing his team hoodie, she pounced. She slammed the door shut behind him, dropped to her knees right there in the hallway, yanked his shorts down, and swallowed his cock to the hilt in one greedy motion. Her massive tits bounced heavily as she bobbed her head, drooling and gagging happily while her tongue swirled around the thick shaft.

“Fuck—Chloe, baby—” Jack groaned, but she didn’t let him finish the sentence. She stood up, shoved him toward the bedroom, and ripped her tiny pink babydoll off in one fluid motion, leaving herself completely naked except for the sheer white thong that was already soaked through.

She pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top like a woman possessed.

“I need you,” she whimpered, voice high and breathy. “I need your cock so bad, Jack. Please—please fuck your little slut wife.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She lined up his throbbing dick with her dripping pussy and sank down in one smooth, wet slide, taking every inch until her plump ass rested against his thighs. A loud, porn-star moan tore from her throat as she started riding him hard — tits bouncing wildly, hips rolling, ass clapping against him with every downward thrust.

They fucked like animals for hours.

Missionary while Jack pinned her wrists above her head and kissed her like he was drowning in her. Doggy style with her face pressed into the pillows, ass up high, screaming his name every time he bottomed out. Cowgirl where she ground her swollen clit against him and came so hard her eyes rolled back. Reverse cowgirl so he could watch her thick ass bounce while she looked back at him with that ditzy, cock-drunk smile. Blowjobs where she slobbered and worshipped his cock like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. And finally, when she was trembling and begging, he flipped her onto her back again, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and pounded her deep and hard until she was a sobbing, squirting mess.

Every orgasm made her giggle and babble like the perfect bimbo she had become.

“Teehee—your cock feels so good, baby… I’m such a lucky little slut… gonna be the best wife ever… gonna give you so many babies…”

Jack lost count of how many times he filled her. Each load was thicker and more desperate than the last, her greedy pussy milking him dry every single time.

Only when the first hints of sunrise began to creep through the blinds did Jack finally glance at the clock.

“Shit… it’s almost six,” he panted, still buried to the hilt inside her.

With one final, powerful thrust he blasted the last thick rope of cum deep into Chloe’s womb — “Love lube,” she had started calling it with a giggly moan weeks ago. He held himself there, pulsing, flooding her until it overflowed and dripped down her ass.

Chloe let out a soft, satisfied sigh as he finally pulled out. She immediately curled up against his chest like a little sex kitten, one leg draped over his thigh, her massive breasts squishing warmly against his side. A happy, purring noise escaped her lips — half moan, half contented giggle — as she nuzzled into his neck.

“Mmm… my big strong man…” she whispered dreamily, already half asleep. “Love you so much…”

Within seconds she was out cold, a blissful little smile on her pretty face, soft happy noises still slipping from her lips every few breaths.

Jack lay there in the early morning light, one arm wrapped protectively around his beautiful, cum-filled girlfriend, staring at the ceiling in quiet wonder.

“How the hell did I get so lucky?” he murmured, gently stroking her long blonde hair.

Chloe, deep in sleep, was already dreaming.

In her dream she stood in a beautiful beachside wedding gown — white lace stretched tight over her swollen six-month pregnant belly, her massive tits barely contained by the low neckline. She looked radiant, glowing, every inch the perfect bimbo bride. A strangely dressed little man stood before them, smiling as he officiated the ceremony. Jack looked so handsome in his suit, staring at her with pure love and lust in his eyes.

She could already feel the baby kicking gently inside her as she said “I do,” knowing she would spend the rest of her life as Jack’s devoted wife, his eager little fucktoy, and the mother of as many babies as he wanted to put in her.

A final soft, sexy giggle escaped her sleeping lips.

“Best… life… ever…” she whispered happily, pressing even closer to Jack as the sun rose over the Florida coast.


-THE END-
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Years later, with two kids and a locked-away secret, the bracelet resurfaces in the hands of their teenage daughter's boyfriend—restarting the cycle of taboo transformations, family secrets, and insatiable desires.

A scorching hot body swap erotica packed with gender transformation, age regression, MILF curves, pregnancy kink, lesbian play, and multi-generational lust. For readers who love irreversible changes, breeding, and the thrill of becoming someone else's deepest fantasy.


High Altitude Heat

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

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

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


Borrowed Flesh

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

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

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

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

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


Sugar Rush

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

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

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

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


Taylor Made 

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

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

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

One year later, the transformation is complete.

There is no more Ryan.

Only Taylor.

And she’s never been wetter.


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

Two frat bros. One untouchable lesbian goddess next door. One shady dark-web app that can turn any man into the perfect woman… or something far worse.

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

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

One brother marries the lesbian of his dreams. The other becomes her forever bitch.

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


Potion Roulette: One Glowing Sip, Every Filthy Form...

One magical potion. Endless bodies. One permanent mistake.

When Alex stumbles on a glowing vial at a secret pop-up market, he gets the power to become anyone — just by drinking and staring at their photo. The rules are simple. The consequences are filthy.

He starts safe(ish): sliding into the body of a vascular fitness god and using his huge new cock to fuck a bar pickup senseless all night.

Then the kinks escalate.

The Perfect Toy

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

Now the tables have turned in the most humiliating way possible.

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

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

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


Altered Fates: Digital Shadows

Alex Thorne, a high-level corporate hacker, is transformed into a woman named Irina. Over a decade, Alex/Irina undergoes a deep emotional redemption through multiple pregnancies and a domestic life, eventually finding love and a new purpose.


The VCR: Caleb’s Big Bang

After being kicked out by his wife, Caleb finds a mysterious VCR. The device begins to overwrite his personality and body with that of a "super-slutty, high-energy" blonde woman, leading him to abandon his life as an accountant to pursue a career as a digital creator.


The Hostile Takeover

Maya thought she was living her life. She thought her memories of her wedding, her youth, and her husband, Liam, were hers to keep. She was wrong. In the world of The Hostile Takeover, the soul is just another asset, and Maya’s youth is the target of a predatory acquisition. As her memories begin to "grey out" and a stranger starts wearing her skin like a tailored suit, Maya must find a way to reclaim her flesh before the clock strikes midnight and the merger becomes permanent.


The Hostile Makeover

Caleb, a father and care home worker, undergoes a botched ritual that permanently transforms him into "Joan." The story focuses on the "liquidation of the male ego" as he is overwritten by this new, maternal identity.


Devious Enchantment's: The Blue Goo Swap

Dylan and Jenna use an enchanted product from a shop called "Devious Enchantment." The "Blue Goo" causes them to swap bodies, leading to a night of sensory exploration and a struggle with the decision of whether to swap back.


The Silver Craving

One ancient silver coin. One forbidden wish. One addiction that can never be satisfied.

When Alex finds a mysterious coin that can rewrite bodies and reality itself, he and his wife Jordan make a dangerous pact: one week of living each other’s lives. What begins as playful experimentation quickly spirals into something darker… and far more addictive.

As Jordan transforms into the young, voluptuous Riley, she discovers an uncontrollable hunger — an overwhelming, soul-shattering craving for her husband’s cum. Every thick, hot load triggers a euphoric high more powerful than any drug. With each shattering orgasm, her mind fractures, her resistance crumbles, and she becomes a desperate, dripping slut who will do anything for the next hit.

But magic always demands a price.

Raw. Addictive. Impossible to put down.

One coin. Endless hunger.


A Cunning Switch

Jax Rivera, a cocky star quarterback, attempts to bribe his principal, Kara Voss. The conflict leads to a magical swap where Jax ends up in Kara’s body—pregnant and facing the physical toll of labor—while Kara takes over his athletic life.
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