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Monday

​ Corey tapped his
pencil on the desk impatiently as Mr. Sanders stood in front of the
blackboard and droned on about the civil war. God, history was
boring. Corey would take the hard certainty of math over this
nebulous interpretation of shit that happened in the past any day.
He stretched his long legs out beneath the desk and shifted in his
chair to look over at his girlfriend, Caitlin. The only thing that
got Corey through this class was being able to look at her.

Caitlin was focused intently on Mr. Sanders. Unlike
Corey, she loved this history shit. That was fine with Corey
because it allowed him to stare at his girlfriend for long periods
of time without her becoming embarrassed or self-conscious. Corey's
eyes flitted over Caitlin's gorgeous blonde hair, held back in a
ponytail that let a lock of hair swoop gently across her forehead.
With her upturned slip of a nose, her full, pouty lips, and her
sculpted cheekbones, she had the perfect profile. Corey's eyes
slipped down to Caitlin's top. She had a body that made even a
plain white t-shirt look like the sexiest lingerie.

She must have sensed him looking because she turned
her head and flashed him a quick smile, all white teeth and ruby
lips. She let her little, pink tongue play out slightly across her
lips teasingly, before turning her attention back to Mr. Sanders.
Corey, too, looked away lest he get a full hard-on in class.

It had been two weeks since Corey had led the school
basketball team to victory over their rivals. Two weeks since the
week that Corey had woken up every day in a different female body
and been gradually overcome by the urges of the form he'd
inhabited. He'd nearly lost himself and been forced to be George's
magical sex slave forever. He still remembered everything he’d done
in those sensual feminine forms. He still remembered taking
George's cock in his mouth, the memory tinged not with disgust but
with the delight he felt at the time, the overwhelming pleasure in
being George's sex toy. But no one else seemed to remember anything
unusual. It was as if Corey’s changes were just accepted as
normal.

Corey had started broaching the subject of his
transformations to Caitlin several times but quickly dropped it
each time. The first time had been as they lay naked in bed
together, the day after Corey's big win had broken the spell.

“Hey, Caitlin, did you notice anything strange about
me last week?” He'd asked as she snuggled up to him, her breasts
pressing against his chest while he held her close.

“Well...you were a little distant. I thought it was
just nerves. You know, getting ready for the championship and
all.”

“Yeah, but I didn't look strange or
anything?”

“What, like horns growing out of your head?” She
asked with a smile.

“Maybe something like that,” he tried to play it off
as a joke.

Clearly Caitlin had no memory of Corey's
transformations and he wasn't about to confess something that would
make him sound insane. But he wasn’t making it up. He knew it was
true. Knew it from his memories. Knew it from George's absence.

George. If he ever saw that guy again he'd beat the
shit out of him. Corey glanced in the direction of George's empty
seat near the front of the class. George hadn't been seen since
that night Corey won the tournament and broken the spell. Corey had
driven over to George’s house the next day intending to teach him a
lesson but there had been a police car in the driveway and so Corey
had kept on driving. It soon came out that George was missing. Just
disappeared. Rumor around the school was that he'd killed himself
but, somehow, Corey didn't believe it. Corey was the only one who
knew the power George possessed. A guy with those kinds of powers
killing himself? No way. But Corey's fear that something awful was
imminent abated as the days passed and normalcy remained.

The bell rang signaling the end of class and breaking
Corey out of his daydream.

“Read chapters 13 and 14 tonight,” Mr. Sanders called
out over the sound of students gathering their things. “They will
be on Wednesday's test!”

Corey slid his backpack over one shoulder and slipped
his other arm around Caitlin's waist as they walked out the
door.

“You looked a little distracted in there,” Caitlin
smirked.

“I'm always distracted when you're around.” He gave
her a squeeze.

“Calm down, tiger,” Caitlin said, smoothing her
blonde lock of hair behind one delicate ear. “You do have to
pass this class if you want to stay on the team.”

“Yeah, yeah. You want to come over and help me study
tonight?”

“I doubt we'd get much studying done.”

“Wow, that's optimistic. I'd doubt we'd get
any studying done.”

He kissed her on the cheek and she giggled. “You're a
menace. Oh, you did get your tux for this weekend, right?”

“Of course,” Corey lied. She gave him a serious stare
and he relented. “Ok, no, I'm going to get measured tomorrow.
There's plenty of time.”

“Prom is this Saturday! I picked my dress out weeks
ago. If you show up in one of your dad's old work shirts--”

“It's okay, babe, I'll get it done before the buzzer.
It's me.”

“That's what I'm afraid of.”

The bell rang, signaling the start of the next
period.

“Gotta go, don't forget the tux!” Caitlin gave Corey
a quick peck on the cheek and walked off down the hallway. Corey
watched the sway of her perfect ass until she disappeared around
the corner.

The rest of the day was uneventful: more class,
dinner with the family, homework, then bed. Even two weeks later
all Corey's dad seemed to want to talk about was how Corey had won
the game.

“That was my boy. You did right. Didn't let the fact
you were down by twenty scare you. It scared me, I'll tell you!” He
laughed heartily.

Corey and his mom glanced at each other in
commiseration before smiling agreeably at Corey’s dad. James, the
foreign exchange student, remained blissfully ignorant of the whole
dynamic and soon had engaged Corey’s dad in a rousing discussion on
the merits of soccer versus basketball.

By the time Corey went to bed that night he'd
forgotten about enacting his revenge fantasy on George. That all
changed the next morning.


Tuesday

Corey's alarm clock blared and he reached over to
shut it off. He immediately noticed that the hand he rested on the
clock was delicately feminine, his arm shapely, the skin smooth,
the nails long and red. Dread gripped him and he threw back the
covers.

His powerful male body was gone, replaced with a
stunningly sexy female one dressed like a lingerie model. His
exquisite hourglass figure was covered by some sexy white stockings
and a garter belt that contrasted wonderfully with his rich burnt
umber skin. A bustier squeezed his perfect breasts together to form
deep, eyepopping cleavage. The ribbons clasping the bustier to his
figure were lacy and fragile-looking, as if one sharp breeze could
tug them open and let his gorgeous naked figure spill out.

Corey staggered to his feet, balancing on his long,
slender legs. He ran one hand through his long dark hair and felt
it cascade in waves down his back. His hands flew to his face,
fingers tracing the delicate features of his broader nose and
plumper lips.

Fucking George!

Corey staggered down the hall to the bathroom and
stared at his image in the mirror. The woman who stared back at him
from the reflection had a model's face: angular and with striking,
almond eyes. Even with his hair tousled from sleep and the lack of
makeup he was gorgeous.

And speaking of makeup…the bathroom counter was now
cluttered with it. Beside the sink, where yesterday there had only
been Corey and James’s razors and toothpaste, was now a vast
explosion of makeup. Powders, and tubes, and vials and brushes and
god knew what else were spread across the counter top. Corey
supposed it came with his new body, though he hadn't the faintest
idea how to apply them or even what each one did.

Corey grimaced at himself in the mirror, his delicate
nose scrunching up in anger. He needed to go back to George's house
and settle things. Corey turned and intended to storm out but made
it only to the doorway of the bathroom before pausing. It didn't
feel right to go out like this. He was missing something
crucial. He was certain everyone would point and stare at him
unless he made himself up. Corey tried to shake it off and took
half a step out the door but the urge was too strong and he had to
turn back. Going out with no makeup seemed somehow worse than going
out completely naked. If only he knew the first thing about
makeup.

Corey surveyed the makeup landscape laid out before
him. He let his fingers hover over the bottles before picking one
at random. It just happened to be a bottle of primer, and just
happened to be exactly what he needed. He knew instinctually what
he had to do. With very little conscious thought, Corey set to work
turning himself from gorgeous to stunning. The primer was followed
by a base, which he spread on and blended expertly in a few swift
strokes. This was followed by the concealer and the blush and the
eye liners and the eye shadow and the eye lashes and on and on.
When he was done the woman looking back at him from within the
mirror wouldn’t have needed a filter on TikTok, so perfect was her
face. Finally satisfied, Corey returned to his room to see what he
could do about clothes.

As the last round of transformations had proved,
there were no clothes that would allow him to fit in. Throwing open
his closet he was greeted with row after row of sexy lingerie:
nighties, body suits, stockings, leggings, negligees, bustlers, and
all manner of bras and panties that a woman would only wear for a
seductive night at home with her lover. The shoes weren't much
better: a collection of high-fashion heels and boots more suited to
the runway than the school hallway.

There was no doubt Corey was going out. If it was
like last time, no one would notice the changes. He needed to find
George and reverse this. Again.

As he surveyed his closet, instinct took over. Corey
tried flipping through the closet for something more restrained but
found himself physically incapable of fighting his body's urge to
dress like a model. His current lingerie seemed perfectly fine to
go to school in. The only thing he needed was shoes. He picked the
lowest heels he could find, which were still several inches high.
His dainty feet fit them perfectly and his balance on them was
second nature. Even his walk was exaggerated, his hips swaying from
side to side in a ridiculously sexy way.

Corey hurried to his car as quickly as he good. His
body lolled and jiggled from side to side in a way that would have
been mesmerizing if it had been someone else. The heels were
cumbersome but the outfit didn't really work without them, so he
left them on as he drove, mentally cursing his overriding instincts
for fashion to trump sensibility. When he arrived at George's house
he jumped out and hurried to the door. A man opened the front door
at his knock and peered out from behind the thick screen door. All
Corey could see of him was the fat silhouette.

“Hello?” The man said.

“Hi. I'm looking for George.”

“You one of his friends? Ain't seen him. Told the
police that, too.”

Corey frowned. “He's still not back?”

“Nope.” The man didn't sound overly concerned.
“Cleared out his room and disappeared. Ain't seen him since.”

Corey's stomach dropped. He'd been hoping that if
George wasn't home at least the magic books would be there and he
could try to figure out how to reverse the spell. But if George
disappeared with everything that would be trouble.

“He took everything?” Corey pressed, putting a hand
on his hip and unconsciously striking a pose. “Did he leave any of
his books or anything?”

“Nope. Took everything.”

There didn't seem to be anything else forthcoming, so
after a moment of awkward silence Corey said goodbye and drove to
school, his mind racing. Was this going to happen all over again?
And would there be some sort of escape clause, like last time? How
was he supposed to break the spell if George wasn't around to tell
him how it was done? And would the spell get worse? Last time he'd
felt his personality ever more subsumed by the bodies he was in as
the week went on. Here, it was only the first day and he was
already addicted to makeup and fashion. How bad was it going to
get, and who would he become? Corey just hoped George was at school
so he could clear this all up.

Corey parked his car in his customary space near the
middle of the school parking lot. He was unable to get out without
applying some extra lipstick that was kept in his glove
compartment, running his hands through his dark hair to fluff it
out, and then adjusting his breasts to make to ensure that
attention was drawn to the dark valley of his cleavage. He didn't
actually mind touching his new body or staring at his beautiful
image in the mirror, but he noticed a nagging little voice that was
always bringing up his flaws: the tiny wrinkle next to one eye, the
angry red mark he'd covered up beneath his left ear. If he was a
guy he was sure he would have considered this woman flawless. But
as this model he apparently had all her insecurities.

Corey grabbed his backpack—which had transformed into
a tiny pink thing barely big enough to hold a single book—and
sashayed into school, his ass wiggling delectably back and forth
just like Caitlin's always did. As he passed other girls the voice
in his mind came back: she's got whiter teeth...the one over
there has better skin...I wish I had her legs. Corey's mind was
ultra-critical and beset by doubts, as if his model's body was
terrified of people discovering she wasn't perfect, that she was a
fraud.

Caitlin was at her locker with a few of her
girlfriends, Becky and Claire, when Corey approached. As Corey
neared, his mind raced to tell him how the girls could adjust their
outfits or makeup to look more attractive.

Darker shade of blush...longer shorts to cover her
thick thighs...shoes are a lighter shade of green than her
shirt...

“Hey, babe,” Caitlin said, turning to him and
smiling.

Like last time, she didn't notice his changed
appearance and treated him as if he'd always been a half-naked
lingerie model instead of the star of the basketball team. He was
still taller than her and he leaned to kiss her. When their lips
met she tasted like cherries. Corey closed his eyes, lost in her
taste, just enjoying her presence for an instant. But then she
pulled away and his thoughts came roaring back as he stared into
her eyes, only inches away.

Too many freckles...tiny scar on her cheek could be
covered better...

She sensed something wrong and arched an eyebrow
quizzically, an action that always made her look adorably confused
like the airhead bimbo she wasn't.

“You okay?” She asked.

“Yep. Sure.” Corey replied, faking a smile and
wishing his new critical brain would shut up.

The bell rang for the start of class and he slipped a
slender arm around Caitlin's waist and they walked into history
class together.

The teacher began his lecture but Corey couldn't
concentrate. This time it wasn't out of boredom but out of all the
criticism of his own physical appearance. Outwardly, he was
perfect, but inside he was a nervous wreck, unable to measure up to
his own expectations.

Stop it, he told himself as he gritted his
teeth. You're a fucking hottie. Look at these tits. Look at
these legs. One's a little shorter than the—No!

He ran his fingers lightly down his legs to try to
convince himself.

Doesn't that feel good? Isn't that nice?

His skin was rather sensitive and his thighs began
warming gently as he stared down at his body, his view underlined
by his firm breasts. His hands continued rubbing his legs, calming
himself. His fingers slid close to his panties, pressed against
their silken fabric. A sigh escaped him. He bit his plump lower lip
and looked around surreptitiously, but no one seemed to notice.

His explorations had quieted the nagging thoughts but
given rise to new sensations that were less easily ignored the
stronger they became.

Corey sat back and folded his hands across his chest,
balancing his breasts on his arms as he caressed his sides with his
fingers. He stared down at himself, at his own tits. They really
were perfect, so smooth and round, the nipples hard as diamonds,
sending little jolts of pleasure through him every time they
brushed against the bustier fabric. He shuffled around in his seat
again, aware he was drawing attention to himself but unable to help
it. His body was crying out to be touched. The pleasure of his new
form drowned out the thoughts that had been haunting him all
morning.

One hand slid in between his thighs and pressed up
against his warming sex. His hand landed in a small wet spot that
quickly grew as he pressed his swelling clit through his clothes.
In a few seconds he found the right place and the right amount of
pressure to cause a quick gasp. The student next to him turned and
shot him a look but Corey didn't care. His body needed to be
touched. Right. Now.

Corey's hand shot into the air. “Mr. Sanders I need
to use the bathroom.”

Corey was out of his chair and hurrying towards the
hallway before Mr. Sanders had even responded. Corey's thighs were
clapped tightly together, his amazing ass wiggling as he stumbled
out the door and ran down the hall to the girl's toilets. He locked
himself in a stall and grabbed his tits in both hands, hefting
their weight.

“Fuck,” he gasped, as his fingers played across his
sensitive nipples, squeezing them and sending arcs of current
through him. His body was amazingly sensitive, each touch, each
caress, like lightning cross his skin. Corey shivered, watching as
his breasts swayed back and forth enticingly.

There wasn’t time to get undressed. He was desperate
for relief from the unrelenting pressure building in his core. He
pushed hard up against the panties, rubbing the slick moist fabric
against himself, grinding on his own hand. He moaned as he sawed
back and forth, the touch dulled by the tight stretch of stocking
between his hand and his sex. His fingers soon grew soaked with
lust and his breath came hard and fast. He could feel his pussy
lips sliding open, could just make out the velvety folds of himself
beneath his hand. He stroked harder as the ache grew more insistent
and his heart pounded loudly in his ears.

Suddenly, the pressure spiked. “Oh, fuuuck,” he threw
his head back and moaned as his fingers continued desperately
trying to press inside him while his other hand gripped his tits.
Pleasure roared through him, making him shake and gasp. Feeling his
soft, supple body orgasm beneath his touch made him even hornier
and no sooner had the first orgasm hit then there was another.

He leaned against the stall and twisted his legs back
and forth, thrusting his pussy towards his fingers, humping his
hand, trying to ride himself harder, faster, as he moaned. He
squeezed his tits through the fabric, aching to touch his skin but
held back by the lingerie. Being held back like this drew him crazy
and he came one final time, pleasure screaming from his lips as he
grunted and thrust against himself, banging his taut ass on the
stall with each thrust as he came.

When he was done leaned back against the stall and
ran a hand through his long hair. The hand between his legs was wet
with his lust, and when he pulled it away from himself he saw his
stockings were soaked with his juices. God, that would be
embarrassing. But at least the thoughts had quieted. For now,
anyway.

When Corey had recovered enough to stand he left the
stall and stared at himself in the mirror. His cheeks were flushed,
his body relaxed, his hair sexily tousled. For once this morning,
he had no need for more makeup.

Corey returned to class, but the voices started up
again soon after the bell rang. Haranguing him for not being
perfect. For the rest of the day, the only way he could quiet them
down was to masturbate, and he soon became an expert in his new
female form, knowing exactly where and when to touch. The orgasms
were the only thing that freed his mind from worry and by the end
of the day he was exhausted, both emotionally and physically. There
was no mental space left to give to George. Corey went to bed
early, not even studying for tomorrow's history test, in the hopes
that the next day would bring some relief.


Wednesday

Corey woke up the next morning lying on his back and
with the feeling that there was an elephant sitting on his chest.
Opening his eyes, the cause was immediately apparent. He was
topless and now had the most enormous pair of breasts he had ever
seen. Each one was easily bigger than his head. The skin was
stretched taut around the silicone implants inside, each breast
capped with an areola the size of a silver dollar. In awe, he
slowly reached up to touch his tits. His tiny hands were dwarfed
against the huge expanse of skin. He tried to bobble his breasts
but they hardly moved.

“Well, fuck,” he sighed, and was surprised to hear he
had a bimbo’s voice, high pitched and breathy.

Corey struggled to roll over and then push himself to
a sitting position. The room was blurry, and he panicked at first,
before realizing he needed the glasses perched on the bedside
table. They were plain and modest, the kind a low-level office
secretary would wear. He slid them on and the room
crystallized.

Corey hauled himself to his feet. He was so
enormously top-heavy it was difficult to balance at first, but he
soon managed to stumble to his closet door and get a look at
today's body. A peroxide blonde stared back at him stupidly from
the mirror. His lips were full and luscious—perfect dick sucking
lips, an unwelcome thought intruded—and his eyes were wide and
Bambi-like, betraying no hint of intelligence despite the glasses
perched on his perky little nose. His waist was impossibly tiny. He
had a peach of an ass and long, delectable legs. And his tits,
well, they were massive.

Opening his closet, he found various blouses and
skirts that looked formal enough to wear to an office, if just a
bit too low at the neckline and short at the hemline. Corey picked
out the least revealing outfit he could find: a white, long-sleeve
top and a black dress. None of his drawers contained a bra, though
he found tons of thongs and stockings. He slipped his clothes on as
much as he was able. The top wasn't anywhere near big enough to
hide his breasts. He buttoned the lower buttons as much as he could
before stretching the fabric over his chest enough to at least hide
his nipples. One wrong step and the top would bust open. The skirt
was also obscenely short, and if he wasn't careful he'd give
everyone a glimpse of his pink thong.

Corey passed James in the hallway on the way to the
bathroom. James didn't react to Corey's new appearance except to
give a curt nod. But when Corey went to close the bathroom door
behind him, he caught a glimpse of James checking him out.

Boys. He snorted to himself.

Corey was getting to be a whiz at makeup and when he
was done he was staring at a bimbo secretary from some porno
director's wet dream, all bare skin and ruby lips and heaving
breasts. The doorbell rang as Corey came out of the bathroom. He
heard his dad answering the door, some mumbled talking, and then
his dad shouted upstairs.

“Corey? You've got a visitor. George is here to see
you.”

What the ever-loving fuck?

Corey burned with anger and he raced down the stairs,
or at least he started to race. At the first step he found his huge
tits bouncing painfully and so quickly resorted to stepping down
the stairs one at a time. His goddamn tits were so big he couldn't
even see who was at the door, much less the next step beneath his
tiny feet. So when he reached the bottom and turned his anger on
George, he was surprised to see a slender, raven-haired woman.

She wore a gray business suit with the jacket partly
unbuttoned and cut extremely low to reveal a lacy bra and a
wonderful pair of breasts. She was olive skinned and had a slightly
exotic look. Her slim eyebrows arched seductively over wide, green
eyes, and her pouty lips were crimson and inviting. She was
balanced on a pair of tall heels and was wringing her hands with a
shameful look on her face. Even apologetic, she oozed lust.

Corey stopped short at the bottom of the stairs.
“George?” He asked in his ridiculously high-pitched voice.

The raven-haired woman nodded once, then turned to
Corey's dad with a hungry look in her eyes. “You're looking very
fit today, sir.”

Corey glanced at his dad, then pulled George out to
the front porch and closed the door behind him before his dad could
respond.

“What the hell are you doing? I should fucking kill
you,” Corey whispered. Somehow, it wasn't as menacing with his
Barbie doll voice.

“I- I don't know, you're dad seemed so...in charge,”
George murmured, licking his lips nervously. That simple action was
so heavy with seduction it made Corey pause as a pulse of longing
shot through him.

“I don't want to hear that. Who are we supposed to
be, anyway?”

“We're sort of...rotating through all my fantasies.
So I guess we're sexy secretaries.”

“Change me back. Now!”

“I can’t. I-- I think I messed up.” George sniffed,
shifting on his high heels.

“Yeah, no shit. Look at yourself. How does it feel?”
Corey smirked and tried to cross his arms but his breasts were too
big to do it comfortably so he let them drop.

“Look, I was jealous, okay? You just seemed to have
everything. I wanted what you had.”

“Well, you got that.” Corey said, eyeing up George's
perfect body. “But why the hell would you come here? You think I'm
going to help you? Fuck that. Good luck being a bimbo.” Corey
turned on his heel and grabbed the door handle.

“You-- you have to help. You're the only one who can
break the spell. I can help you.”

Corey turned and George looked up at him with wide,
innocent eyes. “How do I break it this time?”

“It's linked to prom. You and Caitlin have to be
voted the prom king and queen.”

“And how, exactly, would you help?”

“You're going to need all the votes you can get. I
hear Mike and Jess are gonna beat you. I can get my friends to vote
for you.”

“That it?” Corey was unconvinced. “I don't know.
Maybe I like looking like this.” Corey bluffed. “It's not so bad.
You get used to it.”

“Please...I'm so sorry. I'll give you the magic
books. You can destroy them or whatever. You just have to
win.”

Corey closed his eyes and sighed. That meant he was
going to have to go to school like this. He couldn’t afford to get
suspended and lose out on prom king eligibility for skipping
classes.

Corey stepped close until their tits were pressing.
He hoped that looming over George was coming off as menacing but
feared it was sexy. “You better make sure I win. You better use
your body to do anything to help me. And once this is all
done you stay the hell away from me.”

George nodded, sending his long, black hair bouncing
up and down his shoulders. “Okay.”

Corey turned on his heel and went back inside,
leaving George standing on the porch alone. By the time Corey
finished getting dressed and left for school, George had gone.

Caitlin met him at school as usual, with no inkling
that her boyfriend wasn’t supposed to be a busty blonde bimbo.

“Did you study for the test?” She asked.

Corey swore. He’d completely forgotten. She patted
his bouncy rear and said, “It’s okay. No one expects you to do well
anyway.”

It turned out she was right. When the test landed on
his desk it all seemed like gibberish to him. Even when he
maneuvered himself in his seat so he could see the test beneath his
tremendous chest, nothing made sense. He really was a
bimbo.

He chewed on the end of his pencil and gazed vacantly
up towards the front of the class where Mr. Sanders sat behind his
desk. There was something different about Mr. Sanders today. At
first glance he looked the same—dark hair flecked with gray, boyish
face, weird, little mustache, mustard-yellow shirt—but there was a
different aura to him. Watching him surveying the class,
occasionally walking up and down the rows, enforcing the rules,
being the boss, made Corey's heart thump loudly in his
chest. He licked his suddenly dry lips, nervous at being in the
presence of such a commanding figure.

Corey crossed his legs, letting one foot jiggle
slowly up and down in the air. The motion drew Mr. Sanders’s
attention and Corey bit his lip as his body responded to the eyes
on him. His cheeks flushed and welcome warm glow sparked to life
between his thighs. It seemed Corey's oversexed secretary body was
wild for anyone in a position of authority.

Corey didn't know the answers and, anyway, it was
hard to concentrate with Mr. Sanders walking up and down the
aisles. Every time he passed, Corey caught the faint whiff of his
sandalwood cologne and it sent tremors through his stacked body. It
was hard to believe he'd been in Mr. Sanders' class for nearly a
year and his teacher still hadn't fucked him. All those times he'd
raised his hand and leaned forward so Mr. Sanders could see right
down his top, the times he'd marked some answers on the chalkboard
and been sure to aim his luscious ass right at Mr. Sanders' face,
the times he...No. No that wasn't right. Those weren't his real
memories. He hadn't always been a blonde bimbo intent only on
sucking off his teacher. But, somehow, he remembered both being
that way and being a man. Twin memories curled through his
brain.

When the bell mercifully rang, Corey found that he
hadn’t filled in a single answer and had even managed to misspell
his name.

Caitlin turned to him as she grabbed her bag. “Want
to grab lunch off-campus?”

“Maybe,” he replied absently. “I've got to talk to
Mr. Sanders first.”

“Oh, okay.”

Corey knew he usually stared at Caitlin's ass as she
walked off, but just then he couldn't understand why. Her shapely,
petite ass couldn't compare to Mr. Sanders and the commanding way
he'd told everyone to put their pencils down and hand their tests
in. Or the way he wheezed softly into his hand, grabbing each
breath and refusing to let it go. Such a man!

As the last student left the room, Corey approached
Mr. Sanders, who was at his desk at the front of the class
organizing the tests.

“Mr. Sanders?” he cooed, batting his eyelashes.

Mr. Sanders looked up at him, his watery green eyes
causing Corey's heart to skip a beat. “Yes, Corey?”

“I don't think I did very well on that test,” Corey
said as he leaned across the desk and placed a hand on his
teacher's arm, letting his breasts dangle directly in front of his
teacher's face. “I was wondering if I could have some extra
credit.”

“I-- I don't think that would be fair to the others”
Mr. Sanders stammered. God, even his own words didn't want to leave
his body. Corey didn't blame them. He would need such a man to tame
his new passions.

Corey could see his teacher's bulge rising from his
pants and he leaned closer until his ruby lips were right next to
his teacher's ear, his massive tits so close he could feel Mr.
Sanders's breath on his skin.

“Sometimes you have to be a little naughty,” he
whispered.

Mr. Sanders's desire burst in a torrent. He grabbed
Corey's top and yanked it down, freeing his huge, heavy tits. They
dropped into his hands, and then his teacher’s lips were on Corey's
skin, licking him tasting him, as his fingers groped Corey's
weighty flesh. Corey bit his lip and gasped in delight as his
teacher finally succumbed to temptation.

Corey's body flared with heat as Mr. Sanders nibbled
and sucked on his tits, the top of his gray head the only part of
him visible from Corey's perspective as he thrust his face in
between Corey's bottomless cleavage. Corey's nipples hardened into
spikes and he grew wet in response to the naked desire of Mr.
Sanders, at the hot breath spilling across his sensitive skin.
Corey would do anything to please his teacher.

Corey pulled away and walked around the side of the
desk, kneeling in front of Mr. Sanders. He quickly unbuckled his
teacher's belt and pulled the khaki pants down his legs. Mr.
Sanders's underwear was stretched tight as his cock strained
beneath the fabric. Corey freed Mr. Sanders's dick and it sprang
forward, erect and throbbing, to meet his mouth.

Corey’s teacher tasted divine and Corey moaned as he
welcomed it between his perfect lips. Mr. Snaders’s cock fit
perfectly in his mouth and Corey knew just how to please him. He
licked across the head, down the shaft, closing his eyes to enjoy
the manly musk of his teacher as it filled his mouth. He slid his
lips and tongue down the veiny shaft until he held his teacher
entirely in his mouth, his nose pressing deep into Mr. Sanders's
groin.

Corey held him there, undulating his tongue against
the underside of Mr. Sanders's shaft while he groaned above. Corey
brought him to the edge and then slid back up his length, not
wanting this to end just yet. When Mr. Sanders had himself under
control Corey dropped his mouth back down, swallowing him once
again. Corey’s mouth filled with the spicy taste of his teacher’s
dick. He marveled at how wonderfully fulfilled he felt at having
such a powerful man inside him. Mr. Sanders moaned and Corey felt
him cresting. He went faster, engorging himself on Mr. Sanders's
cock, leaving it covered with his saliva, swallowing it hungrily
until he felt it throbbed between his lips.

“Let me cum on your tits you dirty girl,” Mr. Sanders
moaned.

As if in answer, it was suddenly all Corey's body
wanted. He pulled Mr. Sanders's cock out of his mouth with a wet
pop just in time for Mr. Sanders to explode all over Corey's
breasts. Corey slid his hand up and down Mr. Sanders's shaft,
aiming the milky white seed at his own wonderful tits, milking
every last drop of cum and delighting as it trickled down between
his tits. Corey stuck out his little pink tongue and licked the
last of Mr. Sanders's cum off the tip of his dick. It was warm and
deliciously salty. As he did so, his true memories came flooding
back.

He recoiled in horror, the taste of Mr. Sanders still
on his tongue. He gaped down at his tits, covered with his
teacher's warm white seed, at his hand, still grasping his
teacher's cock, the fingers also sticky with cum.

Corey stood and adjusted himself as Mr. Sanders shot
him a look of gratitude.

“I think that deserves an A-plus.” Mr. Sanders
said.

Corey, shaken, wiped himself off as best he could,
adjusted his tits in his top and walked out the door, well aware
that Mr. Sanders was staring at his juicy ass. Corey fled down the
hall, ignoring Caitlin as he passed her, needing only to get out of
school. He turned the corner and ran straight into a busty
raven-haired woman.

“Oh, shit, it's you,” George said. “I feel like I've
got these other memories-- it's like I'm so attracted to--” He
stopped himself.

“What?” Corey asked, though he knew from George's
disheveled appearance, the way his dress was on crooked, the way
his skirt was still hitched up, the way a thin streak of shiny
liquid led from his lips down to his tits.

“N-nothing,” George stammered, “It's just weird. I
don't like it.”

“Then you better help fix it.”

“I am. I will.” George licked his lips nervously. “I
can't stay like this forever.”

“Yeah. That makes two of us.”

Each class was worse than the one before. Whenever
his teacher was a man, Corey’s thoughts would drift to pleasing
him. Whenever his teacher was a woman, Corey found his mind
sluggish and unable to think much of anything at all. He alternated
back and forth like this but, fortunately for his mind and
unfortunately for his horny body, he managed to avoid any trysts
with any other teachers.

His friends surrounded him in the lunch room, more
attentive today than usual. Corey craved their attention and used
it to get their help in convincing others to vote for him for prom
king. It was a wonder that anyone took him seriously with his voice
and his body, but then, they probably weren’t interested in his
ideas.

As soon as school was out Corey made some excuse to
Caitlin and hurried home to lock himself in his room before any
more urges could overtake him. He skipped dinner, worried what
being in the same room as his dad might lead to, and went to sleep
as soon as he could.


Thursday

Corey woke up full of pep and bounded out of bed,
just excited to face the day. Today's body was lean and athletic,
with perfectly bronzed skin and curly blonde hair. His stomach was
trim, with a hint of abs, and his arms and legs were toned and
taut. He strutted to the bedroom mirror, admiring his powerful
thighs. There in his reflection, beaming back at him with a smile
that lit up the room, was a gorgeous woman with luscious, golden
locks tumbling down across her shoulders.

“Oh my God, I'm like, totally cute,” he gushed at
himself as he posed in the mirror, turning this way and that to
admire his perfect rear.

Corey was much happier about his body today. Much
happier about everything really. The day seemed great! His room
seemed great! Everything seemed...great! The transformation cures
didn’t seem as big a deal today. He could conquer anything!

He threw open the closet and squealed in delight at
the array of mini-skirts and crop tops that greeted him. They were
all color coordinated and covered with logos of teams from every
variety of sports. Every outfit was a cheerleader outfit. At least
that explained his pep. The personas of his transformed body were
getting stronger with each day. An instant of worry flickered
through Corey’s mind, quickly pushed away by the thought of how,
like, totally amazing this was going to be. Go Corey!

He happily tried on a bunch of outfits, tossing them
aside when they didn’t feel right. He finally settled on a white
and blue skirt and top combo that set off his baby blue eyes,
together with matching boots that clung to his shapely calves. And,
of course, he couldn't go anywhere without his pom-poms. He took
down the matching blue and white pom-poms from his pom-pom cabinet
and practically high kicked his way downstairs to his car.

Thursday was the day he usually picked up Caitlin and
he drove to her house in high spirits.

“Good morning, cute stuff,” he said, leaning over to
kiss her as she got in. She tasted soft and sweet and when Corey
drew back her faint scent lingered on his lips and in his memory.
“You're, like, totally gorg, today! Look at your little earrings,”
he gushed. “O-M-G, I'm super jealous.”

Corey couldn't stop himself from talking like this.
He just had so many thoughts about so many things that he just
had to share. Most of his thoughts revolved around makeup
and fashion and cheerleading and boys. All things he'd had zero
interest in until today. But now, like, what else would
anyone talk about?

The drive to school flew past as Corey went on about
this cute little dress he’d seen in the store that he almost bought
but then was like, no, he already had a little red dress, but then
he was like ‘it looks good and it's only money’, you know? Caitlin
seemed to accept her boyfriend as a peppy chatterbox in good
humor.

As he and Caitlin entered the school, Mike and a few
of the other players from the basketball team called out to him.
Corey fluffed his hair and waved, but he had no interest in
whatever it was they were talking about. Corey would much rather be
with the cheerleaders; their conversations were so much more
interesting. When Caitlin met up with a group of her friends Corey
easily jumped into the conversation. When he found they were
talking about Mike and Jess, his prom king and queen competition,
he had to speak up.

“Oh my God, you guys,” Corey said, looking over his
shoulder before lowering his voice to a whisper, “I heard that Jess
totally has a thing for Mike's brother.”

Mike was Corey's friend, but Corey couldn't help
being catty and spreading a few rumors. It would help him get
elected prom king and, besides, it just felt natural. This
body wanted to sing everything out to the world and put down anyone
who seemed to have higher self-esteem. Some of the other girls in
the circle wrinkled their noses while a few snickered. Corey
glanced at Caitlin and saw her brow was furrowed and she shot him a
look, but Corey couldn't help himself.

“I bet Jess would have, like, all of his babies if
she could.” Corey continued.

This brought out more mean-spirited snickering and,
somehow, made Corey feel better about himself. Though how he could
feel bad when he was a bombshell athlete he didn't really
understand. And yet...

The bell rang and the group started to disperse.
Caitlin lingered and grabbed Corey's elbow.

“What's going on with you today?” She asked, staring
at him with her wide, blue eyes.

“Nothing. What do you mean?”

“I don't know you're...different,” she frowned.

“Don't frown, it gives you wrinkles,” Corey said.
“You've got just enough to be pretty. You don't want any more.”

“See? Like that...it's catty...not like you,” her
eyes unfocused, as if she was seeing a different image, remembering
a past life, then they snapped back to reality and burned with
resentment. “If you're going to be like that you can just fuck
off.”

She turned on her heel and stormed off to class.
Before Corey could follow her Mike hurried out of the men's
bathroom and nearly ran into him.

“Oh, hey, sorry man,” Mike mumbled, refusing to look
Corey in the eye. “See you in class.”

He trotted off quickly before Corey could respond.
And almost before Corey could register just exactly how weird Mike
was acting, a platinum blonde in a tiny skirt and top hurried out
of the men's bathroom, screeching to a top when she saw Corey
staring at her.

“Oh.” George squeaked. “There you are!” he said,
wiping the sides of his lips and then swiping his blonde hair out
of his pretty face. “This is, like, crazy. I'm like a cheerleader
and everything. I can't even, you know, talk and stuff. And I've
got these, you know, feelings--”

Corey gaped at George. Corey had thought he
was a bombshell but, holy shit, George was on a whole other
level. George had long, golden limbs and a face that could only be
carved by a master sculptor, with full, luscious lips, long
eyelashes, and a little slip of a nose. George's huge, green eyes
stared at Corey with an open innocence, like Corey was the most
important person in the world. And George's breasts were perfect,
small but bouncy, the curves promising everything before they
disappeared beneath the tiny crop-top. She, too, was dressed like a
cheerleader, her pom-poms tucked beneath her arm.

Corey grew jealous. How could George look better than
him? George was the one who started this whole mess. It just wasn't
fair.

Corey pouted and stamped a tiny foot. “The spell's
getting, like, much worse. We're becoming these bodies but, like,
in our heads. You know?”

Why was it so difficult to explain? He knew what he
was trying to say but the words wouldn't come out. Plus, George's
outfit was incredibly distracting. It looked so good on him.

“So, what do we do?” George frowned.

Corey was about to go over the plan again when it hit
him. “You little slut!” he cried. “What were you doing with Mike in
the bathroom?”

“N-nothing!” George was a terrible liar.

“You're going to break them up. Oh my God, you're,
like, a total bitch. I love it. You’re gonna make me prom
king!”

Before George could protest, Corey's leaned close and
kissed him. George's lips were so pillowy and he tasted like
strawberries. Corey ran his hand down George's slender body and
pressed him against the wall as their tongues met. Corey pulled
back and drank in George's beautiful innocent face. George looked
up at him, lust in his eyes as they remained locked like this in
the empty hallway. Warm feelings began stirring between Corey’s
thighs and it occurred to him that he just wanted to see George’s
face between his legs and his tongue dancing across his pussy.

“Really, George? Your fantasy is lesbian
cheerleaders?” Corey said, with sudden realization.

“Straight. Lesbian. Whatever.” George shrugged and
giggled, and Corey broke. Lust shot through him and he planted his
lips back onto George’s, tasting him once more.

The two women moaned into each other’s mouths as
their hands moved restlessly across their lithe young bodies. Corey
ran his hand through George's blonde hair, traced the curve of one
ear and tickled down the nape of George's neck. As they continued
kissing, Corey explored George’s tight curves by touch, sliding
down his tiny body, over his top, across George's bare stomach,
down over the skirt and then back up underneath to land on the
startling warmth sitting there.

Corey's fingers slipped under George's panties and
stroked his pussy. George was already warm and wet, and he
shuddered when Corey slipped his fingers inside, gasping into
Corey's mouth. It was a tiny, feminine sound that drove Corey wild.
George was so tight and Corey spread him apart, gently gliding in
deeper to gather his moisture and spreading it up and down his
tight slit. Corey’s fingers found the nub of George's pleasure and
he teased it, stroking in gentle circles as George's sighs grew
more pronounced and rhythmic. George clutched Corey closer, hands
sliding down to Corey’s peach of an ass.

Corey pulled his lips away and watched George's face
with a satisfied smirk. He was going to give this bitch the orgasm
of her life. George's were eyes closed in ecstasy as Corey's
fingers continued probing his warm folds. Every now and then a tiny
gasp would escape George's sultry lips as Corey brought him to the
edge of orgasm. Corey bit his lower lip as he watched George hum
with near-orgasm. He was getting scared at the intensity of his
need for George's body. He desperately wanted to burn the image of
George's delicate face into his memory.

By the time George enjoyed his first orgasm, Corey's
own panties were sopping wet. Corey’s fingers picked up their
rhythm. He felt George tense beneath him, then he screwed up his
eyes and his breath hitched in his throat. Then there was a long
hiss as the pleasure crested and he came, his body shivering in
ecstasy beneath Corey’s touch. Every vibration of George’s body
echoed in Corey.

When George had recovered himself he opened his eyes
and grinned up at Corey. He quickly knelt in front of Corey and
ducked under Corey's skirt. He tugged down Corey's panties, and
then Corey felt a warm tongue press against his sopping cunt, soon
followed by hot breath on his clit as George's tongue parted him.
Then two fingers slipped inside, pressing apart the walls of
Corey’s cunt. Corey lay his head back on the wall and moaned, his
hands coming down to grip George’s silky hair and force his face
down.

George played gentle patterns across Corey’s clit
with his tongue, sending pulses of fire through Corey's body. He
ached, spreading his legs and urging George deeper. It was Corey’s
turn to moan, to wriggle his body as restless tension gripped him.
George’s lapping tongue on Corey’s pussy was loud in the hallway,
and their lewd sounds made Corey that much hornier. George licked
and sucked, pressing his fingers deeper inside Corey’s wet hole
until he landed on Corey's center. Corey gasped, the world dimming
to nothing but his own pleasure, as George greedily tasted him.

Corey couldn't help from crying out as delight pulsed
through him. He threw his head back and came, sinking down onto
George's face as his legs briefly went slack. This only caused
George's tongue and fingers to sink deeper into Corey's cunt and
double his pleasure. He managed to stand just as another orgasm hit
him and he stuffed his fingers in his mouth to try to muffle his
cries of lust before the whole school could hear. The tension left
him with a glorious relief, his head humming and his entire body
shuddering in aftershock.

When it was over, George stood and wiped his mouth.
Corey was still breathing hard.

“We've got to, you know, stop this spell, or
whatever, before it's too late.” Corey said. “I can't be a nympho
cheerleader forever.”

George nodded in agreement, though there was
something in his face that gave Corey pause. Could he really count
on George anymore? Or was he too far gone?

Caitlin avoided Corey for the rest of the day,
turning up her nose and pointedly ignoring him whenever he showed
up. Maybe it was best that he stayed away; several times Corey had
to bite his tongue to stop the catty comments from slipping out. He
resorted to texting Caitlin, apologizing profusely and promising to
be better.

Meanwhile, George was busy fucking-slash-convincing
every guy in school to vote for Corey. Corey wondered whether
George was doing it more for pleasure or to break the spell. As
long as it worked. And it looked like he was having so much fun.
Corey was slightly jealous but he was committed to Caitlin.
Although she was, like, totally ignoring her. Maybe he should just
fuck the football players to teach her a lesson. The only thing
that saved him from doing that was that George had gotten to them
first. Corey was jealous that he didn’t get to show off his peach
of an ass, and left school fuming at George even as George
apologized and tried to explain that he was only doing it to help
Corey.

Finally, when Corey was home in bed, Caitlin at least
accepted his apology but wanted to talk to him face to face the
following day. Corey only hoped he woke up as someone compatible
with his girlfriend.


Friday

Corey woke up and threw the covers aside. He stood,
eyeing the slender curves of his breasts as they bounced on his
chest and nodded, satisfied. He then raised his solid arms over his
head and wiggled them until he heard his back crack. He tossed his
auburn waves of hair authoritatively out of his face and marched to
the bathroom. James, the exchange student, was coming out of his
own room at the same time and dared to glance at him.

“The fuck are you looking at?” Corey sneered.

James slunk back into his room and closed the door.
Corey smirked. God, it felt good to be in control. Looking in the
bathroom mirror, he saw a severe auburn haired woman. Her limbs
were deceptively petite, but hidden muscle rippled when she moved.
There was a permanent crease between her eyebrows, a slight scowl
that said both “Don't fuck with me” and “I'm gonna fuck
you”.

Corey did his makeup—something he was finding easier
and easier to do—before returning to his room for an outfit.
Opening his closet today, he found a row of leather outfits, most
were studded with buckles and buttons, some had long straps and
others had an obscene amount of zippers. The wall held an
assortment of whips, chains and handcuffs, while the floor was
lined with thigh-high heeled leather boots.

Corey strapped himself into a black leather corset
and matching boots along with some long, leather gloves. He took
down a short but wicked looking whip and snapped it once between
his hands, smiling briefly at the sharp crack it made, before
resuming the serious look on his pretty face.

It was time to deal with Caitlin.

Corey drove to her house and hammered on the front
door. When her dad answered, Corey only said, “I'm here to see
Caitlin.”

Caitlin's dad nodded and stood aside, cowering
slightly as Corey entered. Corey made his way up the stairs to
Caitlin's room and threw open her door without knocking. Caitlin
was wearing only her bra and panties, still picking out her outfit,
and she looked up at him with surprise in her big blue eyes.

“Corey, what--?”

Staring into Caitlin's eyes to silence her, Corey
shut the door, never breaking eye contact. He saw her melt before
his gaze, both afraid and awed at his presence. She froze in the
act of dressing, her pink top still in her hand, and continued to
stare at him with wide eyes.

He pulled out his whip and let it drag across her
floor as he came close to her, stopping only when their breasts
nearly touched. He then leaned forward to stare into her eyes. She
started to take a step back but he took a fistful of her blonde
hair and yanked her head back so she was forced to look up at him.
This close he could smell her floral shampoo and her slight acrid
scent as she grew damp under his touch. He traced his whip down her
chest, between her breasts, and landed up against her panties. She
clenched her eyes shut and drew a sharp breath, releasing it in
jagged gasps as he pressed the handle of the whip between her
legs.

“You want this, don't you?” Corey whispered in a
harsh voice, his own feminine form growing wet at the control he
had over her.

She started to nod, felt him grasp her hair tightly,
and simply whispered, “Y-yes.”

“You know you're mine. You do what I tell you. You
got that?”

She licked her lips. “Yes.”

He could feel her trembling with desire for him,
aching to be dominated. “Get on the bed. Put your little ass in the
air.”

He released her and she did as she was told, climbing
onto the bed as Corey stared down at her perfect hourglass figure,
the soft swell of her ass so inviting. He uncurled his whip and let
the ends drop to the floor as she turned to look at him, fear and
desire in her eyes.

“I've been so naughty.” Caitlin said. “I need to be
punished.”

“Yes, you do.” Corey's feminine voice was cold but
tinged with lust.

Corey struck her with the whip just hard enough to
make a satisfying crack and leave a bright red mark against her
skin. She grunted and raised her head in the air, biting her lip
and hissing in delight, before wiggling her ass for him. Seeing his
usually dominant, in-control girlfriend submitting to his
punishment made Corey's new body even wetter. He could feel his
lust pooling in the leather corset he wore.

“Who do you belong to?” Corey asked.

“You.” Caitlin whispered.

CRACK

Corey smacked her with the whip again and she threw
her head back, gasping in pain and delight.

“Say it louder. Who do you belong to?”

“I belong to you.” She moaned. And now Corey could
see the lips of her pussy beneath the fabric of her panties. He
watched as the glistening lust soaked through the sheer fabric. He
grew wet with her, liquid dripping down his thigh.

CRACK

Her ass was bright red now, and she arched her back
as the pain sang through her.

“Again. Who do you belong to?” Corey demanded.

“You! You! I belong to you, master!” Caitlin
cried.

“Don't you dare forget it.”

Corey dropped his whip and yanked Caitlin's panties
down, exposing the glistening slit beneath her two perfect butt
cheeks.

“On your back.” He commanded.

Caitlin turned over, her petite breasts bouncing
perfectly across her chest as she did so. She gazed up at him with
half-lidded eyes, sultry but tinged with fear. Corey slipped two of
his gloved fingers against her glistening pussy and pressed inside
her, penetrating her as she moaned. She was so wet for him he
slipped right inside her, sliding in to the knuckle as his thumb
pressed against her clit. He rubbed it gently as she cried out
softly and arched her back for him. Corey had never seen her this
horny.

He slipped another finger inside her, then another,
felt her tight cunt wrapping around his hand, and then his fist was
surrounded by her warmth. He pressed in slowly but forcefully,
until his hand was buried inside her up to the wrist. Caitlin
froze, eyes wide, hardly daring to breathe, balanced on the
precipice of pleasure and pain. Corey rotated his fist slightly
inside her and she whimpered, trembling as an orgasm shook her.

This power he had was intoxicating. She was stretched
out on the bed, awaiting his very command, yearning for the
pleasure he could give. He rotated his wrist again slowly inside
her, pulsing his hand and running his knuckles across her pleasure.
Her whimpers grew into cries of delight, and she bit her lip as her
body was rocked with another orgasm. Corey continued like this,
feeling her from the inside, driving her over the edge again and
again until she was soaked with sweat and begging “Enough. Enough.”
Corey slowly withdrew his hand and Caitlin lay on the bed, her eyes
closed.

“Oh my god.” She murmured, a smile playing across her
face.

Corey lay next to her. Their breasts pressed together
as Corey ran his fingers along Caitlin's perfect tits, squeezing
them and causing her nipples to spike to attention. Soon, all too
soon, it was time for them to get to school.

* * * * *

Mike and some of the other players from the team were
waiting outside the locker rooms when Corey and Caitlin
entered.

“I'll catch you later,” Corey said to Caitlin. He
grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her mouth to his, tasting
her one last time before they split up for class. She sighed into
his mouth and when he released her she stared into his eyes, her
pupils wide with desire.

“Bye.” She mumbled. Corey gave her ass a smack as she
turned away, causing her to stumble and release a gasp, more of
pleasure than annoyance.

Corey turned to his friends. “Hey guys,” he
grinned.

They mumbled some greetings back, not meeting his
eyes. “So...” Corey continued, addressing Mike, “I hear you and
Jess have a pretty good shot at prom king and queen.”

Mike shrugged. “Yeah. I mean, maybe. I don't
know.”

“Something wrong?”

Mike looked guiltily up at him. “N-no. Just, you
know, it doesn't mean anything.”

Maybe it didn't mean anything for Mike, but for Corey
it was his only chance of breaking the spell. “Yeah, that's right,”
Corey said encouragingly, approaching Mike. Mike backed away until
he was up against the wall. Corey pressed his lithe body against
his friend and grabbed Mike's crotch in one gloved hand. He
squeezed menacingly. “It doesn't mean anything. So just give it
up.”

Mike swallowed. “I already have.”

Corey stared up into Mike's face. Corey could sense
the lust pulsing through Mike's body, saw the desire in Mike's eyes
to be handled rough. So why wasn't Mike rock hard right now?

There was a noise like high heels clicking across
linoleum coming from the bathroom. Mike and the other guys glanced
that direction, then Mike pushed Corey's hand off his crotch and
the guys all walked quickly away, as though embarrassed. All three
of them were walking odd, like they had some sort of injury.

Corey turned as a blonde supermodel dressed in a
tight, red leather outfit appeared in the doorway of the locker
room. The top was cut exactly around the shape of her breasts,
allowing them to hang out so they were covered only by a thin red
strap of leather. Around her waist she wore a huge, black strap-on,
the head still glistening with whatever she'd done to it.

“What's going on, George?” Corey asked, recognizing
him immediately. How many other dominatrices would be walking the
halls?

“Hey, Corey,” George said, not even glancing his way.
He chuckled to himself as he stared at the other guys while they
disappeared around the corner.

It was George’s disrespect that burned Corey up the
most. His new form was demanding of attention, wanting to control
everyone in the room, but somehow George was completely ignoring
him. It was infuriating!

“What's going on?” Corey asked.

George looked at him for the first time and a jolt of
fear shot through Corey. He involuntarily bowed his head,
acquiescing to this woman who was even more commanding than he
was.

“It's the spell,” George said, “I had to do it.”

“Do what?”

George stroked his black strap-on, “Didn't know your
friends would want to be fucked in the ass so badly.”

“What?”

“I'm scared,” George said, his voice quivering as he
momentarily overcame the spell. “I had to do it. I-- I needed to
dominate them. The spell's too powerful.”

Corey forced himself to look up at George and meet
his eyes. Beneath the cold demeanor of the icy blonde in front of
him Corey glimpsed George's fear. George was being subsumed by his
body, forced to act out the role he was put in. And, apparently,
the spell was even more intense for George than it was for Corey.
If Corey was a 10 with each transformation, George was an 11.

George tossed his blonde hair back behind his head.
“They're going to make me prom queen, you know. I told them
to.”

“Why the hell would you do that?” Corey nearly
shouted, but held himself in check when George turned his icy blue
eyes towards him.

“It's this body,” George gestured to his amazing
curves wrapped up tight in the shiny leather. “I needed to show
them who was in charge.”

“Well...stop. Go somewhere else. Don't show up to
school.”

“I don't think you understand,” George said
menacingly, advancing towards Corey.

Now it was Corey's turn to step back until his back
was against the wall. George gripped a fistful of Corey's hair and
yanked his head back, forcing Corey to look up at him, much like
Corey had done to Caitlin. Corey's body stiffened and fear shot
through him, followed by a horribly wonderful feeling of
anticipation. He wanted to be dominated by George.

George continued, “I can't help it. I have to
win.”

Without warning and still gripping Corey's hair,
George grabbed Corey's sensitive tit and squeezed. Corey's
knees went weak as an orgasm pummeled him and he was held up only
by George's hand through his hair. A gasp escaped his lips,
high-pitched and eager. Instantly, his pussy was soaked, and when
he'd recovered slightly he whimpered, astounded at the impossible
power of George's body.

“I'm sorry,” George said, “Maybe you'll learn to like
being someone different every day.”

George threw Corey back against the wall and Corey
let himself slide down to a sitting position, his knees up, his
body still recovering from the unexpected orgasm. As George walked
away, Corey's fingers tore open the zipper of his leather suit and
landed on his sopping wet cunt. He stroked his tight pussy, the
lewd sounds filling his ears until he came, imagining George in
control of him forever…and loving it.

When Corey had satisfied himself he got to his feet
unsteadily. The crotch of his leather suit was soaking and he
wouldn't have been surprised if the entire hallway smelled of his
musk, such was the intensity of his masturbation. Corey couldn't
face spending the rest of the day in school, and besides, he still
hadn't picked out his outfit for the prom. If he didn't have any
outfit to wear he'd never make it in through the doors, much less
win prom king.

On the way out to his car he was accosted by Alice,
the hall monitor, a beady-eyed gray haired woman who delighted in
punishing students who skipped class.

“Ah ha!” She cried, jumping out from behind a
car.

Corey turned and glared at her. He pulled out his
whip and snapped it once between his hands. “You wanted something,
Alice?”

The grin on Alice's face died and she mumbled a hasty
excuse and slunk away. Well, at least Corey still had power over
someone.

He drove out to the strip mall on the edge of town.
He would undoubtedly be a woman for prom tomorrow night, so a
tuxedo was out. He had a much better idea that was sure to win the
attention of everyone at prom, and hopefully win the votes,
too.

There was only one woman behind the counter of the
sex shop when Corey entered. She directed him over to the outfits
in the corner. Corey took his time, admiring his delicate feminine
form in a variety of outfits from leather fetish gear to sexy
nurse. In the end, Corey pulled together a tight, white crop top
that showed off his abs, and a plaid skirt that was nearly too
short. It rode up over the swell of his ass every time he bent
slightly. The outfit was finished off with long, white stockings
and black heels. Whoever he was tomorrow, he'd be the sexy
schoolgirl all the men—and some of the women—dreamed of.


Saturday

The school gymnasium had been decked out in green and
gold bunting. A DJ was set up in one corner of the room and
thumping bass echoed throughout the room as multicolored lights
played across the basketball court and over a small stage set up on
one side of the room.

Caitlin and Corey entered, arm in arm, and glanced
around at the groups of students milling about. Caitlin looked
radiant in her stark white dress. The fabric was tucked and folded
around her slender form and gave her a beautiful, ethereal
appearance. With her blonde hair dancing in waves down her back and
her big blue eyes sparkling with delight, she was definitely the
most beautiful girl in the room.

But Corey was the sexiest. Today's body had an even
bigger ass than yesterday's body, and the skirt left the entire
bottom curve of his cheeks on display. His breasts, too, were
bigger. They were real this time, and would have spilled down his
chest but for the tight crop top that kept them in place. He was
old enough to be Caitlin’s mom, and he had the busty, pleasingly
plump figure of a MILF.

His nipples were hard as rocks, clearly visible
through the sheer fabric. Corey had planned to spend the day
chasing down George, but instead had spent most of his time
recording videos of himself masturbating in his over-sexed body.
His new form loved the camera, loved the attention, loved watching
men drool over him. He had the soft, dick-sucking lips, huge
breasts, and sex drive of a pornstar. Even as Corey cast his eye
around the room looking for George he was imagining how he would
fuck each and every one of the men in the room.

Caitlin pulled him over towards her friends and they
talked. Even Caitlin's friends, girls who would have never admitted
to having a crush on another girl, took the opportunity to touch
him as they chatted. Corey forced himself to ignore their longing,
ignore the fire building between his own legs, his desire to
satisfy everyone, and instead searched for George, wondering what
he was up to. Eventually Caitlin pulled Corey onto the dance floor
and they danced, their bodies touching each other. Looking at his
beautiful girlfriend as she swayed in his arms, Corey almost forgot
what he had to do. Caitlin rested her head on his shoulder, her
cheek warm and soft on his skin. She moaned as he slid his hands
down her body.

“Oh God, Corey,” she whispered in his ear, “I don't
know what's up with me tonight. But I can't stop thinking about
taking you home and fucking your brains out.”

Corey was about to respond when, out of the corner of
his eye, he saw Mike approach one of the other basketball players
who was sipping a drink on the outer edges of the dance floor. Mike
whispered something in the student's ear and the student pricked
up. He set his drink on the table and followed Mike. Corey kept an
eye on them as they made their way out the exit doors.

“Mmm,” he mumbled into Caitlin's ear, “There's
nothing I want more.” And, truly, his pornstar body was soaking
just imagining what he would do to Caitlin, but he pulled himself
away with an effort. “But, I have to check on some things.”

He slipped out of Caitlin's grasp, noticing her
frustrated moan, as he made his way to the exit door behind him.
With a wink and a nod, Corey encouraged the other students to grab
him and pinch his ass as he walked by. They did so with pleasure,
enjoying his heavy breasts and plump ass as much as he did. Corey
continued walking as a parade of hands caressed his tits and
slipped under his skirt. He only paused once when someone's fingers
landed on his moistening pussy and caressed his tight slit. He
nearly turned and rode the student right then and there, but he
managed to pull himself away and slip out the doors.

To his left, he saw Mike and the other student enter
the men's bathroom. Corey followed them, his stomach sinking as he
got closer and the noises of ecstatic pleasure reached his ears.
Someone—a woman—was moaning with orgiastic ecstasy, her cries
greeted with cheers and grunts from a room full of guys. Corey
pushed the door open slightly and peeked in. He needn't have
bothered being quiet, none of the guys paid the slightest attention
to him.

The bathroom was filled with a group of about five
guys, arranged in a circle. There was a line of six or seven other
guys waiting their turn. Corey didn't need to look very closely to
see that all of the men in the circle had their dicks out. In the
middle of the circle was a mature blonde with huge, fake tits, that
bounced wildly as she rushed around attempting to satisfy all the
guys at once. Her hands jerked off two at a time as she swallowed
another one between pillowy, ruby red lips. She lifted her ass in
the air so the fourth guy could fuck her doggy style. She kept
rotating madly, eager to suck and stroke and fill herself with
every cock as the guys cheered her on. When one came, exploding
over her nose and chin, another took his place. George's super
pornstar body was insatiable and he apparently knew tricks that
were driving the guys wild.

George glanced up, saw Corey in the doorway, and
started to beg, “Help me-” when one of the guys grabbed her by the
hair and shoved her on to his cock. George sucked eagerly,
expertly, the bulge of the man's cock visible between George's
cheeks as it pressed deeper into his mouth. Despite George's
reluctance, his body needed the cock, relished the cum as he gulped
it down.

The guy who'd just cum on her face tucked his dick
into his pants. “Looks like someone really wants to be prom
queen. You got my vote!”

The other guys in line laughed. The guys in the
circle were too busy being pleasured to pay attention.

Corey closed the door and trudged back down the
hallway. Shit. At this point George must have fucked every guy in
the school. There was no way Corey was going to win prom king.
Fuck. Corey ran his hands through his luscious blonde hair in
despair. He was going to be forced to be some sort of new
stereotype every day of his life.

Corey rejoined Caitlin with her friends. His mind was
racing as he stared around the room. There was the table with the
ballots. There was the ballot box. Maybe he could sneak over and
stuff it. But no, the principal, Mr. Myers, was watching it like a
hawk.

Wait, that was it!

Mr. Myers wouldn't let anyone stuff the ballot box.
But Mr. Myers was the one announcing the winner, and maybe there
was something he wanted to stuff.

Mr. Myers was a tall, bald man with rich, ebony skin.
He was one of those heavyset guys who was either really muscular or
just fat. It was hard to tell. Corey had never seen Mr. Myers show
any sort of emotion and he seemed to be a straight arrow who would
rather die than lie. But right now, he was the only shot Corey
had.

Corey excused himself from Caitlin once more and
sashayed towards Mr. Myers. Mr. Myers glanced up as he approached.
His gaze might have flicked down to Corey's chest, but the glance
was too quick for Corey to be sure.

“Corey,” Mr. Myers nodded, curtly.

“Principal Myers,” Corey nodded, sidling up to him
and catching a whiff of his heady, manly scent. “Mmm, you smell
good,” Corey said, placing his hand on Mr. Myers's chest.

Mr. Myers looked down at him, apparently unfazed. “Is
there something I can help you with?”

“I've got a problem. Can we talk? Privately?” Corey
raised an eyebrow and Mr. Myers did the same.

“Do we need to talk right now?”

Jeez, this guy was tough.

“Yes. I'm afraid there's something that needs your
urgent attention.”

“Alice,” Mr. Myers said, turning to Alice, who was
sitting behind the ballot box. “No cheating now.”

Alice nodded.

“Okay, Corey, shall we go to my office?”

“Ooh, that sounds wonderful.”

Corey tried to take Mr. Myers's hand but he brushed
it off, instead gesturing for Corey to lead the way. When Corey
glanced around once or twice Mr. Myers wasn't even looking at him.
If Mr. Myers was gay then Corey had no hope at all. Even if Mr.
Myers was gay—god, Corey was so close, Mr. Myers's scent was
driving him wild—Corey would try his best to have his way. In the
end, he needn't have worried. As soon as they reached the
principal's office and locked the door, two huge, warm hands
gripped Corey's waist.

“You've been driving me crazy all night,” The low,
rumbling voice of Mr. Myers growled into Corey's ear, sending warm
pulsations directly to his pussy.

Corey pressed his ass back against the hulking man
behind him and felt the hard bulge of an erection beneath Mr.
Myers's pants.

“Oh, Mr. Myers,” he giggled, running his hand across
Mr. Myers's pants. Corey's body was burning up with his desire to
satisfy the principal, and knew instinctively how to drive Mr.
Myers wild. “I need to get back to class,” Corey said, affecting
his best little girl voice, playing the role of the innocent
schoolgirl.

“You're not going anywhere, you little slut,” Mr.
Myers growled, pushing him up against the desk.

Corey grunted, putting his hands up in time to stop
himself from flying over the top of the desk. “Oh, Mr. Myers!”
Corey cried, bending around to look over his shoulder as he kept
his ass in the air. He pouted his lips and swayed his butt back and
forth. The skirt had already slipped up above his rounded curves
and he felt the cool air of the room caress his sopping wet
pussy.

Mr. Myers just grinned and unbuckled his belt. He
dropped his pants and Corey's eyes went wide at the sight of Mr.
Myers's huge cock. Long and thick, it projected menacingly from his
body. Mr. Myers slowly approached him and Corey licked his lips. He
was literally drooling at the sight of the monster cock coming
towards him. Corey's body was so ready, craving Mr. Myers touch.
The head of the cock slipped between Corey's legs and dipped into
his wetness. Corey sighed as Mr. Myers teased him, rubbing the
shaft back and forth along the outside of Corey's pussy and between
hi thighs until he was slick with Corey's lust.

Corey reach back and wrapped a tiny hand around Mr.
Myers's cock, gripping it firmly. He looked up at his principal,
“You can have this. But there's something I want in return.”

“Name it.”

Mr. Myers's cock throbbed once beneath Corey's
fingers and it was almost enough to send him over the edge, to
forget his mission and just plunge the bulbous head into his
trembling body.

“Whatever the vote, I want me and Caitlin to win prom
king and queen.”

Mr. Myers didn't hesitate. “You got it.”

Corey released him and Mr. Myers gripped Corey's ass
and plunged his cock into Corey's puckered asshole. Corey cried out
in shock as a sudden surge of painful ecstasy ripped through his
body. Mr. Myers buried himself to the hilt in his student's asshole
and held himself there. Corey arched his back and closed his eyes,
the pain doubling the pleasure roiling his body. He released a
long, low moan. The hands on his ass cheeks gripped tighter and Mr.
Myers began to slide in and out in long, slow thrusts. Every inch
pressed against his insides as the veiny monster slid in and out of
Corey’s tight asshole.

Mr. Myers grunted with each thrust, building up
speed, until he was pounding into Corey, the rhythmic slapping of
his balls on Corey's pussy filling the room. Corey stared down
between his legs, watched his tits bounce back and forth, watched
Mr. Myers fuck him raw, and then he was cumming hard, shivering as
pleasure flooded him. Mr. Meyers groaned and gripped Corey’s waist.
His cock throbbed and bursts of heat filled Corey’s asshole as Mr.
Myers emptied himself, thrusting deep, pulling Corey's ass back
down onto his cock as far as it would go while Corey cried out in
absolute pleasure. His entire body shook and he went limp over the
desk, eyes rolling up in his head as Mr. Meyers fucked him
senseless.

Finally, he finished and they lay connected to each
other. Corey slowly recovered his senses, his eyes flitting back
open. Finally, Mr. Myers pulled out, leaving a pang of
disappointment in Corey's still-horny body. They both adjusted
themselves and walked back to the gym.

Corey could still feel the heat of Mr. Myers's cum as
it dribbled down his leg. He wiped it off with one finger and
sucked on it before rejoining Caitlin and her friends. This body
was insatiable. He could only wonder at how much worse George's
body was.

Corey kept an eye on the ballot table and began to
grow worried as he noticed the number of guys stopping in to vote.
He could only hope that Mr. Myers was true to his word. Finally,
Mr. Myers appeared and scooped up the ballot box, taking it back to
the edge of the gym to begin counting. As he did so, there was a
commotion at the other end of the room.

Caitlin turned towards it and gasped, “Oh my.” It was
a gasp less of surprise than of pent-up sexual frustration. Corey
turned and saw George entering the room. His amazing tits wobbled
with each step and even halfway across the floor Corey could feel
George's powerful attraction. Corey felt himself growing wet,
images passed through his mind of sucking on George's perfect tits,
of burying himself between George's legs. Other students were
apparently having similar thoughts because there was a slow surge
towards him. For now it appeared to be mostly the women and Corey
guessed the men had been satisfied…for now.

Corey quickly made his way towards George. He needed
to stop whatever plan George had come up with before they were both
stuck like this. George was drenched with sweat. His skin was shiny
and strands of hair were plastered across his forehead. He had a
look in his eyes of deep desperation. As Corey got closer, he found
that what he had mistaken for sweat was actually cum. George was
covered in it and Corey, himself in a pornstar body, couldn't help
sticking out his tongue and licking it off George's cheek when they
finally met. It was the most delicious thing he'd ever tasted:
salty, and musky and tasting of George and multiple men.

Before he could get too carried away, Mr. Myers took
the microphone and called for attention.

“All right, students,” his bass voice boomed through
the gym, “It's time to meet your prom king and queen.”

Several guys glanced at George and smirked. Corey
kept a tight grip on George and slipped his hand beneath George's
dress to find his soaking wet slit. Corey couldn't help himself, he
needed this blonde sex goddess in front of him. George
paused, closing his eyes as Corey’s pornstar prowess clashed with
George’s. He held him still for a moment, caught in ecstasy. But a
moment was all Corey needed to let Mr. Myers reveal the
results.

“The winners, by just seven votes...Corey McGrady and
Caitlin Collins!”

And just like that, Corey's desire to have sex was
gone. He looked up at the stage, grinning in absolute delight. He
looked down at his body, saw that his breasts had disappeared, his
hands and arms were his own again. His outfit had changed to fit
him, becoming a jet black tuxedo that hid his bulging muscles.

Corey took Caitlin's hand and they made their way up
to the microphone where they were given the crowns. They waved to
everyone in the hall and then kissed each other, long and lovingly.
Corey was back. He turned back to the audience with a triumphant
grin.

The lights were right in his eyes; it was hard to see
the other students. He had no idea where George had gone, but it
seemed like the spell had been broken.

And then everything changed again.






To be concluded…
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