
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		Every Day 3

		 

		A Body Transformation Story

		 

		by M. Wills

		 

		


		 

		© 2023 M. Wills

		 

		Cover photo: © Depositphotos.com /

		 

		Cover Design: Evie Foy

		 

		Visit bodyswapfiction.com for stories, captions and commissions

		 

		This is a work of fiction. All characters and events reside solely in the author's imagination, and any resemblance to actual people, alive or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are eighteen years of age or older.

		 

		No portion of this work can be reproduced in any way without the prior written consent from the author with the exception for a fair use excerpt for review and editorial purposes.

		 

		This title is for adults only. It contains explicit sex acts, adult themes, and material that some might find offensive.

		 

		


		 

		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Every Day 3
		

		 

		
			Thank you
		

		 

		
			Also by
		

		 

		


		 

		Saturday

		 

		Corey waved to the other students spread out across the dance floor, happy to be back in his own body. Despite George's best efforts, Corey had been made prom king and had broken the spell. It seemed to have put everything back the way it would have gone, as Corey found himself wearing a smart tuxedo rather than the sexy negligee he'd picked out in his former sex-crazed female body. His broad chest filled out the suit and he could once more feel the power in his limbs.

		 

		Corey made his way across the makeshift stage towards Caitlin. Her smile lit up her face as he approached. She was standing center stage and looking gorgeous in her flowing white prom dress. The school principal, Mr. Myers, was waiting beside her. He held a cheesy-looking brass scepter in one hand and the other was outstretched to congratulate Corey on becoming the prom king.

		 

		As Corey reached out to take Mr. Myers's hand the whole world seemed to lurch. Corey felt reality rippling and shifting around him, the changes beginning in his feet and quickly expanding upwards until his entire body felt impossible stretched.

		 

		No! This can't be happening! He raged in his mind, even as he felt the sensations that heralded more physical changes.

		 

		The whole room seemed to expand upwards, and it took a second for Corey to realize that, no, it was actually him shrinking, losing a head of height in seconds. A ticklish sensation rippled across his skin as his body hair receded, drawn into his body and leaving smooth, bare skin with a healthy glow. His muscles shrank, the power leaving his body, shortening his limbs and making soft curves of his previously stubby fingers. The nails, usually bitten to the quick, grew out into polished, carefully manicured perfection.

		 

		As Corey’s body changed, so too did his clothes. His tuxedo warped around him, the pants creeping up his legs, leaving a trail of leggings that clung to a woman’s beautifully sculpted and powerful calves. Tiny orange shorts appeared, stretching around an ass to die for but providing barely more coverage than underwear. His polished black shoes brightened to white sneakers, fit perfectly to his now-dainty feet. The coat and shirt tightened up as the they shrank until there was no slack left. The long sleeves shortened and grew white, the hem pulled up his stomach as the whole top collapsed into a tight white t-shirt which was now tied up in a knot above his flat, golden belly.

		 

		Corey gasped as his chest inflated, two breasts ballooning out and weighing him down, straining against the shirt while silky brunette hair exploded from his head and swept across his face, filling his vision. Corey's ass firmed up, expanding slightly, becoming two pillow-soft cheeks clasped tight by the fabric of his shorts. His face wriggled and twisted, softening and becoming more feminine, his nose shrinking and gaining a slight upturn as his eyes grew wide and his skin softened.

		 

		All this happened in the space of just a few seconds. The changes made Corey stumble and fall towards Mr. Myers, who caught him in his strong arms. Corey's tremendous breasts were pressed against Mr. Myers's torso and he could smell the woody scent of the principal’s body, a scent he had been intimately familiar with in one of his previous forms and which was making his stomach do backflips in anticipation. Corey pushed himself up to his feet and had just enough time to notice the word “Hooters” written across his expansive chest when there was a gasp from the other side of Mr. Myers. Corey looked past his principal to his girlfriend.

		 

		Caitlin looked down at herself in shock, eyes wide, mouth agape, hands moving frantically in the air as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She was staring down at her body as if she'd never seen it before. Corey couldn't see what was wrong with her. He was the one who’d changed. Caitlin was still a striking platinum blonde with impeccable makeup. She wore a matching Hooters outfit, the form-fitting shirt so tight it seemed painted on even as it helped her huge breasts make a mockery of. It was how she looked every day.

		 

		She looked around frantically, her eyes finally settling on Corey.

		 

		“What happened to me?” She whispered.

		 

		Corey moved towards her, ignoring the strange jiggling, shaking of his own buxom body as he sought to comfort her. “What's wrong?”

		 

		“What’s wrong? I- I'm wrong! Can't you see?”

		 

		She presented herself to him, arms out, as if the change was obvious. The students in the crowd began murmuring among themselves and Mr. Myers stepped between Corey and Caitlin. He thrust the scepter into Corey's hand and then angled Caitlin and Corey to the front of the stage.

		 

		“Your new prom king and queen everybody!” Mr. Myers announced, apparently ignorant of the changes they’d both just undergone.

		 

		Mr. Myers nodded towards the DJ, who started up the prom song, drowning out the noise from the crowd. Mr. Myers took Corey and Caitlin’s hands and placed them together, gently prodding them towards the front of the stage.

		 

		“This is your dance,” Mr. Meyers said.

		 

		Caitlin seemed to be in shock as Corey slipped his arm around her waist. They slow-danced to the music and the rest of the students joined in on the dance floor. Corey’s breasts were pressed against Caitlin’s. He’d always been enamored with her impressive chest but now his rivaled hers. Caitlin let herself be danced around the stage by Corey but her eyes were still wide and wild.

		 

		“Corey what's going on? Why is my body different? Why am I a Hooters waitress?” She whispered into his ear, sniffing away tears.

		 

		“What do you mean?” Corey murmured, “You've always been a Hooters waitress. I'm the one who's changed.”

		 

		“Corey,” she said, pulling back but still clutching his hand. “You've always been a Hooters waitress. Not me.”

		 

		In a flash Corey saw it all. “The magic must have spread.” He muttered. He looked at Caitlin again, trying to see the differences. But to his eyes, she was the same busty blonde Hooters girl she’d always been.

		 

		“What?” Caitlin stared at him with her baby blue eyes, waiting for answers.

		 

		Corey took her in. Caitlin was always so impeccably made up, her skin so gorgeous, her bright smile making all the girls jealous and all the guys want to drop massive tips on her table. He tried to see past her appearance, tried to rack his brain for what she used to look like but it was all gone. She'd always looked like this, always looked like a platinum blonde bimbo despite her intelligence.

		 

		“Caitlin, listen to me,” Corey said as they continued dancing, faking some semblance of normal. “Neither of us have ever been Hooters waitresses.”

		 

		She cocked her head. “But—”

		 

		“I know it seems like I have. That's what you remember, but it's not true. I was a guy. I was tall, I played basketball, I had...I had muscles. I don’t remember what you used to look like. To me, you’ve always looked like this. The magic has altered our appearances. It's also altered everyone else's memories. They think we've always looked this way.”

		 

		“Did you say magic? What magic?”

		 

		As the slow song went on, forgotten in the background, Corey explained what had been happening with George and his spell books and the imperfect magic. It was such a relief being able to tell Caitlin what had been happening to him and to finally see that she believed him. He didn't tell her everything. He left out the parts about what he'd done to George and Mr. Myers, and how he'd gotten so much pleasure from having them inside him.

		 

		“We have to get George and get to those spell books before…” He paused, not knowing if Caitlin was ready.

		 

		“Before what?”

		 

		“Before the behavioral changes. We’re going to start acting the part of whoever we look like. I think maybe destroying the spell books is the only way to finally end this spell.”

		 

		Before Caitlin could respond the music ended and Mr. Myers stepped in to break them up.

		 

		“Thank you, Corey. Caitlin. Congratulations. Now you can get back to your duties.”

		 

		“Sure thing.” Corey said.

		 

		Caitlin and Corey hurried back to the buffet and picked up a few trays of wings before strolling out to disperse them to the students within the crowd.

		 

		“Buffalo wing?” He asked, smiling and offering his tray of food to the first small group he came to.

		 

		Corey laughed and smiled at the right places, making sure to put his shoulders back so his breasts stuck out in front of him. A few feet away he could see Caitlin doing the same, joking and flirting to try to make the best impression. It was hard to believe she'd ever been different. He loved her for who she was, but...how did he know exactly who she was? For that matter, how did he know who he was? These thoughts ran through his mind as he walked through the room serving the food and thinking how he needed to get to the spell books before his behavior started to change.

		 

		His heavy breasts jiggled with each step and he made sure to angle his ass out towards the guys, let them get an eyeful of his tight bod. The more they ogled him the better their tips. He was here to serve them, give them a good time, some good food, and be their eye candy. He wasn't craving sex and he was just as eager to serve the crowd as he’d always been, competing good-naturedly with his girlfriend for tips.

		 

		There was a niggling thought that this wasn't normal, that he wasn't supposed to be offering food to the students at the prom. He should be…what? Dancing? His mind kept worrying at the problem but any objections were faint, like something just on the tip of his tongue that he should remember. As far as he could recall he had no life outside being a waitress and it was his duty to make the customers happy.

		 

		Deep in thought, Corey almost didn't see Mike standing among a group of guys and calling him over. The six foot six basketball player used to be one of Corey's best friends on the team. Possibly still was. That was the problem with all these magical changes. It was hard to keep track of everything.

		 

		Mike grinned down at Corey as he grabbed a wing off Corey's platter and chewed on it. Corey's new body was much shorter and Mike towered over him, a behemoth of muscle and power that drew Corey's eye. The others also grabbed wings off Corey's plate but it was Mike that Corey kept looking up to, kept brushing against accidentally-on-purpose as he flirted. Corey couldn't help it; it was his training to flirt with the customers. His body didn’t usually respond like this, though. He was blushing, growing warm and restless at his friend’s closeness as he began to flirt more. Corey smelled Mike's wonderfully manly scent, felt the power pulsing from Mike's body.

		 

		“Anything else you guys need?” Corey chirped, torn between wanting to finish his shift and escape with Caitlin, and wanting to stand here and make eyes at Mike.

		 

		“We’re all good,” Mike said, watching Corey’s face intently as if memorizing him. The force of his gaze made warmth rush up between Corey’s legs.

		 

		“Jeez, Mike,” one of the guys in the group chimed in. “Why don't you just ask her for a tit job?” Ken was the team sleazeball, eager to say the most inappropriate things to get a laugh.

		 

		Sure enough, the other guys laughed. Mike turned beet red. Corey found his mouth opening, heard himself say, “Sure, I can do that.”

		 

		This was new.

		 

		Corey pushed Mike down into a nearby chair and sank to his knees in front of his friend. Mike's crotch was right in front of his slender nose and Corey ran his hand down his friend’s thighs. He didn't want to unbutton Mike's pants, didn't want to slide them down his legs, didn't want to giggle and look up at Mike and whisper “Oh my...” in a sexy and teasing way as the bulge beneath Mike's underwear grew. But he had to. His desire to please the customer bordered on compulsion. And the customer got whatever they wanted.

		 

		Corey pulled up his shirt to let his mammoth breasts bounce free. He was bra-less, and his tits jiggled across his chest as the other guys clapped and cheered. Corey had just enough time to realize how perfectly formed his tits were—the curves soft and enticing, the skin flawless, the strawberry-pink nipples already standing to attention—before he was focused back on Mike. Corey lowered his head close to Mike's groin and rubbed his cheek across the fabric of Mike's underwear. Corey's breath hitched in his throat, his body so wound up. Mike's manhood pulsed beneath the fabric, bulging it out, calling to Corey.

		 

		Corey pulled Mike's underwear down and Mike's cock sprang up into his face, nearly hitting his nose. Corey slipped his fingers around the shaft. He couldn't believe how badly he wanted to please his friend. Every part of his body wanted Mike to be happy, wanted to fulfill all of Mike's desires.

		 

		Corey gripped both of his weighty tits in his hand and wrapped them around Mike's cock. His breasts were so big they completely engulfed Mike’s dick with room to spare. The hard shaft disappeared into the valley of Corey's breasts as he pressed his tits together and slid them slowly down Mike's cock. Corey's nipples grew into tiny pinpricks as he felt the warm shaft travel between his cleavage. The cockhead poked out from between Corey's fleshy tits, right below his cherry-ripe lips. Without hesitating, he licked the head of Mike's dick, shivering in delight as Mike moaned. Corey stared down at his tits as he pushed them together, enamored with the sight of Mike's dick disappearing and reappearing between his perfect pillowy tits. Soon Mike’s dick left a shiny trail of precum across Corey' skin after every appearance

		 

		Corey kissed Mike's cock when it next appeared, kissed it again, then on the third time he ducked his lips closer and wrapped them around his friend’s cockhead. Mike tasted heavenly. Manly and musky. Corey closed his eyes and sighed, enjoying the taste, the feel.

		 

		Corey wanted to stay with Mike's delicious cock in his mouth forever and whimpered when Mike withdrew. Corey gripped his tits harder and shoved them down Mike's shaft. This time when the bulbous head appeared Corey swallowed it quick, taking in as much as he could, his own cheeks pressing against his enormous breasts.

		 

		Corey’s huge tits bounced against his chin as he undulated his tongue against the underside of his friend's shaft, sucking until his lips went concave, greedy for Mike's taste. Corey’s body needed it, was burning to swallow more, to taste everything. He moaned like a greedy whore around the cock between his lips, desperate to please this customer.

		 

		And then, without warning, Mike erupted, groaning as he thrust deeper into Corey's mouth. Corey took him all in as the divine taste of Mike's hot cum splashed across his tongue and down his throat. Corey swallowed eagerly, using his tits to push Mike's shaft deeper into his mouth as each spasm brought more of the delicious tangy taste. Corey gulped down every drop, closing his eyes to savor the rich creamy seed as it burned delightfully down his throat. He kept his lips wrapped around his friend, his breasts wrapped around the meaty shaft, until every last pump of cum had spurted down Corey’s throat, only releasing his friend when Mike started growing soft. As Mike pulled out, he left a trail of saliva and cum drizzling between Corey's tits.

		 

		Corey wiped his lips daintily, hardly believing what he'd just done and, at the same time, delightfully pleased to have satisfied Mike.

		 

		He looked up into Mike's eyes. “I hope my services have been satisfactory today, sir.” He chirped, wiping his lips daintily with one finger.

		 

		Mike just nodded as Corey stood and pulled his shirt back down to cover his tits, readjusting them beneath the fabric. His nipples poked out like beacons. Part of him hoped the other guys asked for more, asked to fuck this sexy little body. He knew he would have to comply. But none of them did. They just gaped at him as he smiled and returned to the buffet tables where Caitlin and George were waiting. Caitlin had her arms crossed beneath her breasts, a look of disgust aimed at George.

		 

		“Corey,” George begged when he saw him approach. “I need your help!”

		 

		George's silky red hair cascaded down his back and his smile at seeing Corey made the bridge of his tiny little nose crinkle up in the most adorable way. His hands were playing with his Hooters shirt, trying to tug it down over his flat tummy as if ashamed of his body.

		 

		“The spell,” George continued, “It's still affecting me. I see you're back to normal but I've become a Hooters girl.”

		 

		Caitlin broke in. “I've been telling him I don't look like this,” she motioned down to her blonde body. “But he doesn't believe me.”

		 

		“The spell's changed, George. It's gotten worse somehow. It's sucked Caitlin into it now, too. And now everyone else thinks we've always been like this.”

		 

		“You mean...you haven't?” George asked, looking Corey up and down.

		 

		“No. I was a guy before all this started. I could bench 250. Now...” he shrugged, making his tits bounce up and down. In a flash, a realization came to him: “Don't you think it's odd that all three of us are catering a prom in our Hooters outfits? We should be…dancing or something.”

		 

		“Well...no. It seems...right.” George said.

		 

		“Forget it. We need to stop this once and for all. Last time you said we needed to destroy the magic books. Where are they?”

		 

		“They're at my house. But you can’t destroy them. I tried. They don’t burn. They don’t rip.”

		 

		“So what do we do?”

		 

		“Maybe they have a spell that can help. We can go after we finish our shift.”

		 

		“Right. Let’s finish and…no. No. We don’t actually work here. And…” The startling realization of what he’d just done with Mike hit him and he gasped.

		 

		“What?” Caitlin asked.

		 

		“N- nothing. This isn't real. We don't have to work a shift.”

		 

		“Um, but won't the customers be mad?” Caitlin broke in.

		 

		Corey paused and glanced down at his chest, the dried trail of cum reminding him of just how much his body wanted to please customers. But if he concentrated hard enough he could just about see through the illusion. There was some true reality being disguised.

		 

		“They're not customers. None of this is right. I know it seems right, but…let's destroy those books and you'll see.”

		 

		“Ok,” George nodded. “But let me just serve one more plate of wings.”

		 

		“No.” Corey snapped, wishing he could summon more authority with his feathery-soft feminine voice. He grabbed the plate off George and slammed it onto the table. “My car. Now.”

		 

		Corey ushered George and Caitlin out of the building, both of them protesting as they went. Truthfully, Corey also had the urge to return to the gym and finish serving the customers, finish making sure they had everything they wanted to make their night memorable. But he kept a steady hand on both of their warm, wiggling backsides as they finally made it out of the gym to the street.

		 

		Corey guided them to his car and nearly had to push them inside. He jumped in and took off towards George's house before they could obey their impulses and try to return to the prom. By the time they arrived at George's house it was nearing midnight. Corey killed the engine and they all jumped out.

		 

		“Let's get those books and--” Corey began.

		 

		Suddenly, his body thrummed with energy. It was the same feeling he'd had onstage just before he turned into a woman again. Like reality was warping him and the world.

		 

		The magic started in his chest and radiated outward, causing his breasts to mercifully shrink to a more manageable cup size while at the same time he lost the toned musculature, the powerful thighs slimming, becoming lithe, his whole body petite and light. His ass shrank and tightened up, becoming the toned ass of a gymnast, as his outfit melted and shifted, morphing into a sort of black leotard. His lower back itched and he turned to look just as a puffy black cotton-ball of a tail appeared just above his pert butt cheeks. Rabbit ears sprang from his head and he felt his face rearranging itself once more as his hair styled itself into perfect brunette waves down his face. When the changes were over he looked into the reflection in the car mirror.

		 

		A petite brunette stared back at him with wide green eyes. Her two front teeth were slightly prominent, causing her plump lips to part so that her mouth was always slightly open, giving her a dumbfounded look that was hot as hell.

		 

		Corey's new face looked so soft and innocent. Girl-next-door-cute but ready to fuck. A thought welled up in Corey’s mind: I'd look so much better with a dick in my mouth. He giggled at the thought, a delicious breathy laughter, as he covered his tiny mouth with his hand. Everything about this body oozed sex. He was built for it. And he wanted it.

		 

		Corey looked up to see the other girls in their bunny costumes also staring at their reflections. Corey had to remind himself that Caitlin and George had been altered, too. That his girlfriend wasn't always a strawberry-blonde dressed in a pink one piece that barely covered her svelte form. That George wasn't a bleached blonde with perfect curls and a little button nose atop an adorable body. That he hadn’t always been slightly plump enough to give him heavy tits and a squeezable ass. That the two didn't always wear those rabbit ear headbands and the little bunny tail that drove him crazy. And, probably, in their original forms they didn't fuck every guy they met, even though Corey couldn't imagine these sexy pinup bunnies doing otherwise. He had memories of the three of them on their knees, giggling and laughing with their little asses in the air as they fucked and sucked their way through the basketball team, making a competition out of who could make the most people cum in the shortest amount of time. Caitlin had won, with practiced lips and tongue that could make a man cum with just a single lick.

		 

		No. Corey shook his head, trying to erase the image of his girlfriend pleasuring a roomful of men from his mind. He had more practice distinguishing fantasy from reality than Mike and Caitlin, so was the first to recover in this new form.

		 

		“Come on,” He yelled, in a voice too squeaky and breathy to be taken seriously, “Let's get those books before we change into something else.”

		 

		Corey flung open the car door and hauled Caitlin and George out. They were giggly, clinging to each other and complimenting each other like the vapid sex-obsessed pinups they appeared to be. Corey was surprised they didn’t just jump each other right there in George’s driveway.

		 

		Corey took their hands and pulled them up the steps to the front door, all too aware of how delightfully his petite ass wiggled back and forth at each step. George patted his thighs, as if looking for keys.

		 

		“I don't have my keys.” He squeaked.

		 

		“So knock,” Corey said.

		 

		“It'll wake my parents up.”

		 

		Caitlin stepped forward and knocked loudly before George could stop her. Then she laughed and turned to George. “I think they’ll want to wake up for us. Don’t you?” She wiggled her chest temptingly.

		 

		Corey mashed the doorbell. This spell was getting worse. He could feel a need within him. An ache for…something he couldn’t quite identify, but it wasn’t here on the porch.

		 

		“Focus,” he whispered to himself, mashing the doorbell again.

		 

		A light appeared in the upstairs window, followed by the sound of someone coming down the stairs. A second later the deadbolt was thrown and the door opened to reveal an older couple. An enormous woman with dyed-red hair standing beside an older military man who wore a ratty nightgown. The man’s body was slightly softened with age but still hinted at the athleticism of his youth. Definitely sexy. Corey bet his cock still had the power of his youth, then shook his head to clear the thought before the image of him riding George's dad could become any clearer.

		 

		“George!” The woman cried, and pulled him in for a hug, crushing George's slender body against her wide one.

		 

		George awkwardly hugged back, “Hi, mom. Dad.”

		 

		“Where the hell were you?” George's dad looked at Caitlin and Corey, seeming to notice them for the first time. His gaze lingered on each of them and Corey had to grab Caitlin’s arm and pull her back before she could wrap herself around George’s dad. She pouted at him, which just made her look even more sexy.

		 

		“I had some...things to do,” George replied, chewing on his lip lower lip, drawing his dad’s attention away.

		 

		For some reason, the loss of George’s dad’s attention made Corey upset. He wanted to be looked at. Wanted to be wanted. Corey needed men’s eyes on his sleek body, needed them to imagine their hands creeping up Corey's tender thighs to his warm, welcome center. It wasn't that George's dad was particularly attractive, it was that every man was attractive.

		 

		George, too, had suddenly become antsy, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. Even Caitlin was licking her lips thoughtfully as she eyed the older man. Corey imagined that they were both feeling the same yearning that he himself was. As Corey watched, George positioned himself between his parents, pressing his breasts against his dad's body and leaning his head on his dad's broad shoulder. George's perfect curls bounced down the older man's back and his lips whispered against his father's cheek.

		 

		“Oh, daddy, I missed you,” he moaned, “I'm sorry I disappeared.”

		 

		His dad turned to him and, almost unconsciously, raised his thick hand to cup the swell of George's perfect heart-shaped ass.

		 

		“That's ok, sweetheart.” His mom said, running her fingers across his back, seemingly oblivious to her husband's reaction.

		 

		“I know a way you can make it up to me.” George's dad growled lasciviously, eyes going to his “daughter's” chest.

		 

		Corey broke in before they could go any further, though whether out of jealousy or a need to fix all this he didn't know. “We just need the magic books.”

		 

		“Magic books?” George's mom asked.

		 

		“The ones in George's room?” Corey added.

		 

		“Oh, I threw all that crap out.” George's dad said, leaning in to kiss George, but his last words seemed to have cut through the spell.

		 

		George pulled back and placed a tiny hand on his dad's chest. “What do you mean you threw them out?”

		 

		“Oh, honey,” his mom said, “After you left. We called some people to get rid of all those bad influences on you. We didn't want anything…dangerous to happen.”

		 

		Her eyes flicked to Corey and Caitlin and for the first time Corey wondered how much she knew about those books.

		 

		“Who did you call? What was their name?” George pressed.

		 

		“Does it matter?” George's dad replied, gripping George's tit.

		 

		“Come on in and we'll have some family time,” George's mom agreed, lowering her lips and kissing her way down her daughter's chest.

		 

		A sigh escaped George's mouth and for a moment Corey thought he'd give in to the urges of his new body, but then he said, “Yes, daddy. I need to know.”

		 

		George’s dad sighed and pulled away with an effort, disappearing upstairs. He reappeared moments later with a phone in his hand. “Here it is. Clarence's Clearances.”

		 

		George pulled his phone out from his bra and copied the info.

		 

		“Thanks, daddy,” George said, “I have to go.” This last was said with some effort as he pulled himself away from his father’s groping hands. “Think of me tonight.”

		 

		Corey headed back down the porch steps, tugging Caitlin and George behind him. They kept stopping to glance back at George's parents, who remained standing in the doorway staring at their retreating forms.

		 

		“Wh-where are we going?” Caitlin asked.

		 

		“Anywhere.” Corey replied. “If we stay here we're all going to end up fucking George’s family. And I want them all to myself.”

		 

		They piled into the car and Corey pulled away.

		 

		“We have to get to those cleaners, see what they've done with those books,” Corey said as he drove.

		 

		“Yeah,” Caitlin agreed. “But no way they're open right now. So where do we go?”

		 

		“You've got plenty of room at your house,” Corey suggested.

		 

		“Fuck no. I'm not going back home looking like…like, some little slut bunny and sounding like an airhead bimbo.”

		 

		Now that they were away from any men, the magic seemed to have abated somewhat. Corey’s head was definitely clearer.

		 

		“Remember, baby, no one thinks you've ever been any different.” Corey patted her thigh comfortingly, letting his hand sit there, fingers splayed across her perfect skin.

		 

		“Even you?”

		 

		Corey shrugged apologetically. “The magic's changed all my memories. I remember you like this.”

		 

		Caitlin sighed and leaned her head back against the seat. “Fine. My place. We can sneak in through the back. I do not want my dad to see us.”

		 

		When they arrived at Caitlin's palatial house, Corey killed the engine at the end of the driveway so as not to wake anyone. They walked up the winding driveway quietly and snuck in with a spare key before winding their way upstairs.

		 

		“My dad has the maids keep this spare bedroom ready for visitors. You can stay here tonight.” Caitlin said to George, motioning to one of the many doors along the corridor.

		 

		“We're going down to find the books as soon as the open tomorrow.” Corey added. “Do not leave this room,” he warned.

		 

		George nodded and slipped inside the spare room. Corey followed Caitlin down the hallway to her room, his eyes fixed on her little wiggling bunny tail. When they got inside she closed the door and plopped down onto the bed, leaning back on her arms and looking up at him. Corey didn't know if she was doing it consciously, but she was angling her body so that it accentuated the delicate curve of her back and thrusting her petite breasts up in front of her. She arched one delicate eyebrow.

		 

		“Where you jealous of George?” She asked.

		 

		“W-what?” Corey stuttered, caught off-guard by her directness.

		 

		“You know, when his parents had their arms around him and they clearly wanted to fuck him and not you. Weren't you jealous? I mean, I know that hasn't stopped you in the past, but…”

		 

		“Whoa, whoa. Wait.” Corey sat on the bed and faced her, pausing to brush a lock of wavy, silken hair out of his face. “Well, I mean, yes, but it seems weird to me. I'm not this body. I'm a guy. I have…guy memories of me being with you and only you. Except for that one time with the basketball team…Was that real or not?”

		 

		She shook her head, sending her pink bunny ears jiggling. “This is so fucked up. I don't know what's real anymore. I definitely don't remember doing any of…that.”

		 

		Corey remembered it intimately. He remembered how hot it was watching Caitlin on all fours, her slender lips wrapped around cock after cock as the basketball team took turns plowing her from behind. And she loved it, begged for more after the last one finished inside her. Corey was willing to bet she had the same memories of him in the blonde bimbo body he was stuck in.

		 

		“We're going to get back to our own lives,” Corey promised, placing one of his slender fingers on Caitlin's bare thigh and staring into her sea green eyes.

		 

		“I'm afraid we won't even know who we are.” Caitlin sniffed.

		 

		“I know that I'll always love you.”

		 

		He kissed her and she melted beneath his touch. Her tongue whispered across his lips and into his mouth, gently probing, tasting him as he tasted her light vanilla essence. Her body was so soft and warm next to his. He stroked her cheek gently, each touch of Caitlin's perfect skin sending electric sparks shooting through him and causing his own body to warm.

		 

		Corey slid his hands down her body slowly, caressing every inch of her delicate form. She quivered at his touch as his hands slid over her breasts then down to her waist, clasping her tight. She felt so delicate, so small. Just like him.

		 

		He continued kissing her, his tiny nose pressed into her soft cheek. Her floral body lotion filled his nose, a scent both wonderfully girly and decidedly her. Corey's thighs grew warm and he became sensitive to the fabric stretched across his pussy as it moved every time he shifted position, tickling its way back and forth across the sensitive lips of his moistening pussy. His body was so eager for sex. Just making out with Caitlin made him wetter than he could remember. His juices dripped between his thighs, soaking his outfit. Warmth buzzed through him as need overrode any hesitance from the strangeness of his new form

		 

		Caitlin pushed him gently back onto the bed and Corey stared up at her, past his dainty body, his two breasts flat across his chest beneath the black one-piece. His girlfriend knelt by the bed between his legs and looked up at him.

		 

		“So you were a guy, huh? I guess you don't remember me doing this?” She reached out suddenly and pressed her fingers firmly against Corey's pussy. Heat shot through him and he sighed, wiggling his ass on the bed. He bit his lip, ready for more as he shook his head in answer to Caitlin's question.

		 

		“Mmmm,” she purred, “Then you're in for a treat. I know how to eat my boyfriend's pussy right.”

		 

		Then her head was between his legs, her hands forcing his thighs apart even as the tension rising in his body was crying to push them together. She pulled aside his one-piece and teased his clit with her warm tongue, licking over and under, coming so close to Corey's tiny bud it made him moan with anticipation as he grew swollen with desire for her. His wetness dripped down his thighs in rivulets. Finally, her warm tongue landed directly on his revealed clit and Corey's eyes went wide as an electric shock pulsed through his body. He cried out—an airy, high-pitched sound—as she undulated her tongue firmly against him, matching the unconscious thrusting of his body. He raised his hips towards her face, his new pussy aching to be licked, to be sucked.

		 

		She pushed her face into his pussy and Corey watched past his heaving breasts as she stared up into his eyes, mouth open, tongue inside him, licking his pussy as she gazed into his eyes. She brought her other hand close and then there was a pressure against Corey's pussy before she slipped two fingers inside him. He cried out again as she penetrated him, reveling in the feel of the alien intrusion into his body as the walls of his pussy clenched tight around her and he gasped and moaned.

		 

		She thrust in and out, deeper with each thrust as her tongue continued working his clit until her fingers were deep inside him. They slid up and curved around and there was a flash of instant pleasure as she reached his center.

		 

		Corey came hard, arching his back, shutting his eyes and crying out in his high pitched voice “Oh, yes...oh, yes!” The sound of his own bimbo voice, filled to the brim with lust, aching with need, just drove him even higher. No sooner was he back down than Caitlin was back at it, drinking his juices down as she pleasured his body into three orgasms, four, five...until, exhausted, he gripped her head and cried breathlessly, “No more. Enough.”

		 

		She smiled and crawled up his body. She stretched across him, throwing an arm over his tits and a leg over his body. She kissed him and Corey tasted his own pussy on her lips, enjoying the wonderfully acrid odor and marveling that it was from his own body. They fell asleep holding each other, Corey's body finally sated. For now.

		 

		


		 

		Sunday

		 

		Corey awoke in the morning on his back, something uncomfortably hard digging into his back. He opened his eyes and saw a feathery white tutu projecting up from his midriff. He rose gracefully to his feet and discovered that along with the tutu he was wearing a matching white leotard and ballet slippers. His legs were clad in white tights with white ribbons curving gently up his shin. Looking in Caitlin's full length mirror by the closet, Corey saw that his dark hair was pulled back in a tight bun and his new angular face was made up to give him a severe appearance, with dark eyebrows arching over heavily outlined eyes.

		 

		“Great,” he mumbled to himself, holding one arm up in the air and the other partly across his body, unconsciously adopting a ballerina's plie stance. His body was completely lean but toned, not an ounce of fat on him, and every motion flowed as smoothly as water.

		 

		Caitlin was just starting to stir. She, too, had become a ballerina, though her outfit was a little more pink and frilly. Her body was no less lean and powerful, her muscles making themselves visible as she stretched. She sat up gracefully and looked down at her own tutu, frowning as she saw it.

		 

		“I guess it could be worse,” she shrugged. Every movement was poetry, her body under her complete control, her movements fluid and graceful.

		 

		Corey opened his mouth to speak when George burst in, somehow seeming to make even the act of barging into a room beautiful.

		 

		“Good. You're awake. Can we go now?”

		 

		They left down the back stairs to avoid running into any of Caitlin's family, not a difficult task considering the immense size of her house. There was some trouble piling into the car, but they adjusted their tutus with expert finesse.

		 

		The trio arrived at the office of Clarence's Clearances just as it opened. It was a squat, ugly building set in a row of warehouses. The inside was no better looking than the outside. Two desks sat on opposite ends of the room facing each other, making the small room seem even more cramped. As they entered, a muscly guy in a stained white t-shirt looked up at them.

		 

		“You must be Clarence.” Corey said.

		 

		“Yeah?” He asked, his brows furrowed, no doubt unaccustomed to seeing three ballerinas, much less three ballerinas in his office.

		 

		“Hi,” Corey said, leaning on Clarence's desk in a penche, one foot on the floor, the other raised 180 degrees straight up in the air. “You cleared out a house a few days ago. Took a lot of stuff out of a guy's basement? Do you remember any heavy, leather-bound books?”

		 

		Clarence's eyes narrowed. “I don't know what you're talking about.”

		 

		“It's really important we get those back.”

		 

		“All clearances are final. I don't have your things.”

		 

		“What did you do with them?”

		 

		“None of your business.”

		 

		Corey slammed his leg down on the desk as Caitlin jumped up and into Corey’s arms. He hoisted her in the air and, holding her up by her midriff, then leaned her towards Clarence so that her face was inches from his. They moved together fluidly, as if they'd rehearsed the impromptu move for hours.

		 

		“I can pay you.” Caitlin said, suspended in front of Clarence. “A thousand dollars for the book.”

		 

		“I told you, I don't have it. It's gone. I sold it.”

		 

		“To who?”

		 

		He smiled. “Why should I tell you that?”

		 

		And suddenly George vaulted into Clarence's lap, sending the desk chair rolling back against the wall. George straddled the man's knee and drew his hands firmly down the man's face. Corey could almost hear the orchestral accompaniment to George's moves: short, staccato strings building to a crescendo.

		 

		“I'll give you something you want if you give me something I want,” George said, arching his back and dragging his fingers lightly down his supple form.

		 

		“Now we're talking,” Clarence murmured.

		 

		George pressed himself harder against Clarence's knee, grinding back and forth, growing damp between his thighs. Clarence gaped up at George, his eyes traveling over George's heavily made-up face, down his lean body, the pale yellow leotard clinging tight to his form. Clarence gripped George's legs, fingers digging into George's tights as he pressed his lips against Georges mouth. He yanked George down against his heavy and still George seemed to flow, his whole body bending around the man, caressing him, touching him in a hundred places as he straddled him.

		 

		George moaned as his body burned with lust. The dampness rose across his tights as Clarence pushed his tongue into George's wet mouth. George's body yielded to Clarence's grip. Thick fingers squeezed George's soft flesh, pulling and guiding George's tiny, feminine form down onto a lap that was steadily growing a hard bulge. Without warning, Clarence drove his groin up hard into George's pussy, eliciting a gasp from George as the pressure found his clit and forced pleasure through him.

		 

		Clarence reached between George's legs, powerful hands gripping the sheer fabric of the leotard. He yanked. There was a soft rip and then George felt the cool air of the room brush across his pussy. He tried to look down but Clarence gripped his face and pushed their lips back together. Clarence brought one hand down to his crotch and unzipped his pants. He shifted in his chair, and suddenly his rock hard cock was pointed towards George's slender body.

		 

		Clarence positioned George in the air above his cock, George's body acquiescing, his legs splaying out for balance. And then Clarence shoved George into his dick. George threw back his head as his tight pussy was suddenly filled with cock. The head burrowed into his body and George felt every pulse of the dick inside him. The head penetrated deep into George's wetness, hitting his center and making his body shake with pleasure. Even convulsing with desire he was graceful, his body fluid, every motion economical.

		 

		Clarence gripped him hard, using George's body as his plaything. He began bouncing George up and down on his cock, filling his tiny ballerina body with his hot heat, the head of his dick slamming into George's aching pussy. Again and again and again.

		 

		George cried out, his moans muffled by Clarence's lips, which were still locked on George's mouth. Clarence thrust up with each downstroke, impaling George's body until, with a mighty cry, George came, twisting and writhing gracefully in Clarence's lap as Clarence grunted and came with him, emptying his hot seed into George's body, filling George so full he thought he'd burst.

		 

		George arched his back, bending over double to face Caitlin and Corey upside down, his hands flying to his tits as Clarence gripped George's thin hips and throbbed inside, jetting his cum into George's tight pussy until he was empty.

		 

		When Clarence was done, George, still bent over backwards, lowered his arms to the floor and did an elegant flip into a standing first position, his hands on his hips, the gaping hole in his tights rimmed with the wetness of Clarence's cum.

		 

		“So.” George said. “About those books.”

		 

		Clarence adjusted himself and hunted through his records. He gave them an address of a rare book dealer in town and they piled back into the car.

		 

		George sat in the backseat looking thoughtful. Finally, he turned to Corey and Caitlin and asked, “Was that unusual in any way?”

		 

		“How so?” Corey asked.

		 

		“You two doing those moves and me fucking Clarence?”

		 

		“Hmmm...not really,” Caitlin replied.

		 

		“What do you remember about me?” George asked.

		 

		“I remember...” Corey began, “I know it's not you. The real you. But I remember ballerina George as willing to do anything to get in the spotlight.”

		 

		“Yeah,” Caitlin agreed, “I can remember I caught you one time letting Mr. Brenner have anal sex with you for the lead role.”

		 

		George nodded. “I was afraid of that. I can't remember any of that. I was a big guy. A loner. But doing what I did back there to Clarence…it felt right. Like, I was willing to do whatever it took to get my way. If we don't get to the spell books soon it may be too late. We may be completely subsumed by whatever forms we take.”

		 

		“I just hope there aren’t any more changes,” Corey muttered.

		 

		As if on cue, Corey's body vibrated and his body and clothes transformed. In less than a blink his tutu disappeared, replaced with a form-fitting red and black latex suit. His body was clenched in the tight confines of the suit, breasts held aloft in twin domes protruding from his chest. The fabric cinched tight around his waist and down his legs, leaving not an inch of skin uncovered below his chin. Dark hair arched down his back and his face again rearranged itself. Six-inch platform shoes appeared on his feet and he swerved briefly, before adjusting to his new body. The latex squeaked with each movement and he felt confined in his suit, but it also felt wonderful, like a second skin where each sensation was magnified and wired directly to his cunt.

		 

		George and Caitlin, too, were looking down at their bodies as if seeing them for the first time. Even though Corey knew that Caitlin had transformed, he couldn't remember what she had been. To him, she'd always been the model clad in red and black latex that accentuated her ridiculous proportions. And George had always been a woman with tiny breasts and a huge ass, covered head to toe in skintight latex adorned with silver zippers zigzagging across the surface. Corey didn't know how George managed to walk around every day with that gimp mask on but somehow he made it work. His face was only visible through two small eye slits where clear blue eyes stared out at Corey's face imploringly.

		 

		Corey watched in the rear view mirror as George fumbled with his mask, trying to take it off. Corey sat quiet, curious. No one had ever seen George without the mask. He'd always been the hot, mysterious girl wandering around school. But it soon became apparent that George wouldn't—or couldn't—remove the mask, and he let his hands drop to his lap. He mumbled something but it was unintelligible through the zippered mask. Caitlin and Corey just smiled and nodded back at him until he threw his hands in the air in exasperation and sat back to stare out the side window.

		 

		“Looks like the changes are coming faster,” Corey said, surprised at the rich tenor of his voice.

		 

		Caitlin nodded in agreement and turned the air conditioning up to full blast. The latex suits were confining and caused rivers of sweat to run down Corey's skin. And yet he felt amazing being so confined. He was so confident and assured. The way the latex squeezed his skin and enhanced his bust was delightful, creating a constant low level thrumming in his pussy. He was on edge, horny from just being.

		 

		When they arrived at the book dealer's house they jumped out and hurried up the walkway. Even being out in the sun for just a few minutes made the suits heat up. Corey could feel the sweat building up within his suit, but still had no desire to peel it off. With every squeaky step it just ratcheted up the horniness of his body more, emphasizing his confinement. George struggled silently up the path behind them, his long silver dog chain dragging on the ground.

		 

		The book dealer operated out of a small, well-cared for suburban house in a quaint neighborhood. A small brass plaque next to the doorbell read “William Theodore, Esq. Dealer of books.” Corey jabbed the doorbell as Caitlin knocked frantically and they soon heard the sound of creaking floorboards deep within the house. Then the door was cracked open and a man's face—balding, chubby, laughing eyes—peeked out. He took in the strangely dressed visitors on his front porch with a look of bewilderment.

		 

		“You must be William. We're looking for some books you got a day or two ago.” Caitlin said.

		 

		“Old books. Leather bound.” Corey added.

		 

		George mumbled something unintelligible beneath his gimp mask and held his hands apart to show approximately how big they might be.

		 

		“Serious buyers only.” The man said.

		 

		He attempted to close the door but Caitlin stuck out her heel and wedged it into the door frame.

		 

		“Oh, we're very serious,” she said.

		 

		Corey pushed the door open and William fell back in surprise. George, Corey and Caitlin entered the house. There was a long hallway with several doors off to either side. The polished wood floors gleamed and there was the smell of old books in the air. Small, carefully organized piles of books dotted the hallway at random intervals.

		 

		Even just the short walk from the car into the house had dialed Corey's body up to eleven. His pussy was dripping wet and he was fighting the urge to rub himself and send his body over the edge. It was like every inch of his latex suit was a part of him, hypersensitive to even the air in the house. He bit his lip and tried to remain still, as even the slightest movement sent shivers up and down his spine and nearly made him gasp with delight. Beside him, Caitlin seemed to be doing the same. The confidence she'd shown when she burst in was replaced with a fidgety nervousness, as though afraid she would cum hard at any moment.

		 

		“The books...” Corey managed, as he towered over William. “We need them.”

		 

		William held his hands up. “Ok, ok. If you're serious, come on then.”

		 

		He turned and began walking down the hallway. The trio followed slowly. For Corey, each step was an agony of ecstasy, making his body burn ever brighter with desire. The urge to touch himself—anywhere—was overwhelming. He picked his way carefully down the hallway, afraid that moving too fast would cause the pleasure rocking through his body to spill out.

		 

		“Come on, come on.” William said impatiently.

		 

		When Corey didn't pick up the pace, William tutted and stepped towards him. Before Corey could protest, William gripped him by the arm to guide him forward.

		 

		The pleasure of William's touch on his sensitive latex skin drew a shuddering moan from Corey's lips and he squeezed his eyes shut. The heat between his legs spread outwards, making his whole body throb in delight. His pussy was instantly wet and the moisture of his lust dripped down his suit. It seemed he could smell his own musky aroma. A deep, wonderfully acrid scent of himself.

		 

		“Corey…” Caitlin whispered, bringing herself to a stop next to him as William stared at Corey in perplexity.

		 

		But Corey ignored her. He needed the closeness of William. He wrapped his arms around the older man and clasped him to the twin domes thrusting out from the chest of his latex suit. His other leg hooked around William's legs, tangling them together. Corey moaned in William's ear, rubbing himself against the man's body. And, oh God, the touch of William's skin across his latex suit drew another shiver of ecstasy threw him.

		 

		William tried to step back, lost his balance and flailed backwards. Caitlin jumped forward and grabbed him by the hand to steady him. Her eyes went wide at his touch as desire tingled through her own skin. She pulled him forward, and stepped behind him to clutch him from the back. Together they surrounded him, writhed their latex skin against William, alternately gasping and crying out as they rubbed themselves on him. William struggled, which only served to push his body back and forth between them, drawing an immense orgasm from both of them.

		 

		“Touch me William. Touch me.” Corey begged.

		 

		William stopped struggling as he realized the two women clutching him weren't attacking him. Just the opposite. He raised his hand and tenderly touched the side of Corey's breast. It was like an explosion set off in Corey's body and he cried out in pleasure, “Oh, William”. Corey could feel the lips of his pussy spread wide, rubbing against the latex. William's touch was magical and Corey desperately wanted to reciprocate.

		 

		Corey dropped to his knees in front of William and scrabbled for the man's pants. Corey was soaking beneath his latex, his pussy juices dripping down his leg and pooling in his boots. William's pants came down and his cocked jumped to attention in front of Corey's mouth. He opened his lips and took it in, sucking quickly and greedily as his mouth filled with William's musky scent. He closed his eyes, enjoying the taste of the man's cock on his tongue, the feel of the hard, hot shaft as it entered his lips.

		 

		When Corey opened his eyes Caitlin's face was in front of him. He knew what she wanted and the minute he released William's dick her lips wrapped around it. They took turns, sucking William off, kissing his veiny cock eagerly from tip to base, their chins nestled against his balls. They took turns, then shared the beautiful cock, facing each other, lips together, kissing with William's dick in between as he groaned above them.

		 

		Behind Corey, he heard the happy grunts of George and turned just once to see that George had straddled a book and was thrusting it back and forth between his legs, desperate to rub it against his pussy, but blocked by the latex of his suit. The inability to touch himself seemed to drive him even more wild. And then Corey returned his attention to William's delicious cock.

		 

		Together, he and Caitlin ran their tongues up and down William's shaft until at last he cried out and his cock throbbed between Corey's lips. Caitlin and Corey fought each other to drink the cum as it jetted out of William's cock. They pushed and grappled with each other, sticking out their tongues as long strands of creamy seed jetted over their faces, dripped down their lips and into their mouths. When William was done, Corey and Caitlin turned their attention to each other, sticking out their little pink tongues to lick the seed off each other's face, stopping only to kiss, greedily slurping each other’s faces to share in the taste of William's deliciously salty flavor until they'd swallowed every last drop.

		 

		They stood up and wiped their mouths as William pulled his pants back up. His cheeks were flushed red and he laughed nervously and mumbled, “Well, I've never…that was…”

		 

		George stepped forward and handed William the book he'd been using to rub himself off. He mumbled something unintelligible beneath his gimp mask. William waved the book away.

		 

		“No, why don't you keep it. You, uh, look like you enjoyed it more than me.” William said.

		 

		George shrugged and clutched the book to his ample chest.

		 

		“Now, what was I--? Oh, right. The books. This way.”

		 

		William whistled something tuneless as he lead the trio down the hall and into a large study that was completely full of books. Though it seemed they'd been thrown about randomly, William didn't hesitate as he strode to the far corner and dug through a large stack, eventually coming up with three large, leather-bound tomes.

		 

		“Were these the ones?” He asked.

		 

		George mumbled something, his eyes lighting up as he reached out for the books. They each took one and proceeded to flick through them, looking for some spell, any spell, that might destroy the books. The words were written in some sort of ancient language that was only partially English and the only thing Corey had to go by were the pictures above each spell. He assumed they showed the nature of the spells. Some were obvious—metal turning into gold, a man flying on huge, feathery wings—and some pictures less so—a picture that appeared to show a person inside a fish's stomach. But he found nothing that suggested the book's own destruction.

		 

		From behind, George mumbled excitedly. Corey turned and saw he was holding up a page of the book, but before Corey could identify which page it was, George disappeared. The book clapped shut and fell to the floor. Where George had stood was a glowing blue ball that swiftly shot towards Corey and slammed up inside his pussy. There was another pounding sensation as a pink glowing entity that had, until a second ago, been Caitlin, also slammed inside of him and, oh God, he was so full. Corey clutched his stomach and his hand landed on an unfamiliar belly. It was round and heavy, a tight ball of flesh protruding out from him.

		 

		His outfit had also changed. He now wore some stretch pants and a light cotton shirt. The perfect maternity wear to go with his swollen belly. His breasts were huge and sensitive, sagging down over his stomach under their own weight, heavy with milk. He'd become a pregnant woman. Nine months and about to pop from the look of himself. And Corey knew without a doubt that the twins he held inside him were Caitlin and George. As if in confirmation, he felt a tiny foot kick him from inside.

		 

		Corey grabbed for the book on the floor, clutching the table as he nearly fell over from the sheer weight of his belly. He felt swollen and full, knew that he was due to give birth at any moment. He had to get that spell. Carefully now, he picked up the book and set it on the table. He flicked through the pages quickly, trying to discern what the pictures could possibly mean, trying to remember the brief flash of picture he'd seen when George held up the book.

		 

		“Can I help you with that, ma'am?” George asked.

		 

		Corey shook his head, long fine hair tickling his face. “I've got to find the right spell.” He mumbled to himself, surprised at how sweet his voice sounded. His husband always teased him about that. Even when he was angry he sounded sweet.

		 

		No, that wasn't right. He didn't have a husband.

		 

		But of course, he did. Steven was even now waiting for him at home. What was he doing here in this old shop? He should be getting ready to go to the hospital to deliver. He stood and was about to thank William for his time and leave when his thoughts snapped back into focus.

		 

		The spell was getting stronger, almost as if the book sensed his intentions and was protecting itself. Corey returned to the book, concentrating, repeating to himself over and over that he was Corey, he was a man.

		 

		His eyes fell on a picture that looked promising. It appeared to show a figure surrounded by flames pointing at something. Corey read the spell slowly, making sure to get each word right. As soon as he finished the last word he knew he'd chosen the wrong spell. Suddenly, his heavy body was hornier than he'd ever been and before he could realize what this meant, William had gripped his pants and yanked them down, revealing the heavy swell of Corey's luscious, thick ass. William gripped Corey's butt cheeks, fingers digging into the soft, flabby flesh as he drove his rock hard cock deep into Corey's dripping body.

		 

		Corey's pussy was so loose, so wet that there was no resistance as William's cock thrust inside. Corey groaned and fell forward onto the book, his heavy breasts grazing the pages, leaving wet marks from the milk spilling from his nipples. He couldn't tell William to stop, didn't want to, just needed to get his pussy fucked. William plunged inside, fucking Corey like an animal, grunting and pounding as Corey moaned, so happy to be filled, vaguely aware that sex was one of the things that was said to bring on labor.

		 

		With an effort, Corey pushed himself off the desk and continued flicking through pages as William fucked him mercilessly from behind. There was the sound of a door opening and footsteps down the hallway, and then there were men coming into the room, a line of them, nearby strangers who'd evidently been called to Corey's body by the spell. They surrounded him, hands groping, licks sucking, kissing and caressing his tender skin. They latched their mouths onto Corey's tits, drank the warm milk squirting from each nipple and causing one trembling orgasm after another to explode through Corey's body and he cried out again and again. He was the woman on fire in the picture, the men surrounding him wanting nothing more to please him, to taste him, to fuck and suck his heavy pregnant form.

		 

		One after another they came, taking William's place when he finally finished. One cock was replaced with another, hot shafts filling Corey's tender pussy, spreading his walls and filling him with their warm seed. He turned pages between groans, aware that his husband was waiting for him at home, aware that these men would never stop coming, aware that none of this was real and that he was Corey but he would be trapped in this female form, trapped in this never-ending orgy unless he found the spell to destroy these books.

		 

		A man clamped down on his nipple and he groaned as another orgasm blasted through him, higher, brighter. He wanted to sink down, give in to the pleasure exploding through him, but somehow he managed to continue flicking through the pages until at last he found it. A picture of books on fire, a demon escaping from the page.

		 

		As another man gripped his ass, spread his thick butt and slammed a large cock between Corey's aching pussy he read the words, pausing only to moan in mounting excitement as another dick came hard inside him. He was sweating, his hair plastered to his face as the men attempted to lift him, hundreds of hands surrounding him, grabbing his soft flesh, gripping squeezing, every touch ecstasy. And then Corey managed to utter the last word. As soon as the last syllable left his lips the book ignited in a blue flame.

		 

		Corey stepped back into the mass of men, pleasure flooding him as he closed his eyes and let them have his way with his heavy body as the book burned away to nothingness, leaving no ashes, no scorch marks, no trace it had ever been there.

		 

		Corey stumbled back, no longer held up by the crush of male bodies. The silence was deafening. He opened his eyes and found himself in the book dealer's room. William was facing him, and behind William, a pretty blonde cheerleader and a fat, acne-scarred goth were looking down at their bodies in delight.

		 

		Corey and Caitlin ran together, clasping hands and kissing, gazing into each other's eyes and down their familiar bodies. They kissed as themselves and Corey knew, really knew, that the spell was broken forever.

		 

		There kiss was interrupted by a cough from William. They pulled away from each other.

		 

		“Um, so...” William said, “You're going to owe me some money for those books you destroyed.”

		 

		Corey looked at George, who nodded and hung his head. “He'll pay. He owes us.”

		 

		Corey wrapped Caitlin's hands in his and lead her out the door, down the hallway, and back into their normal lives.

		 

		It was the last time they ever hung out with George. Though they all had the shared secret, no one would ever believe it. None of the three were eager to relive those memories. Though sometimes, when Corey held Caitlin at night while watching a movie, or gave her a kiss after a basketball game, he thought back to the bodies he’d had. It was as those sex-starved women that he’d had the best sex of his life and he could faintly remember how perfect it had felt to be filled, how the divine pleasure had spilled through him when his feminine body was connected to a man. How simple life had seemed when his only desire was sex.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		Thank you!

		
		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		 

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com

		 

		Thanks!

		 

		M

		 

		


		 

		Also by M. Wills

		
		Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com for weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a story for you.

		 

		If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my other erotic stories, available through my author page on Smashwords:
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			Long Road Home
		

		When a strange phenomenon causes billions of people around the world to randomly swap bodies, a young man finds himself far from home and in a vastly different body.
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			It’s A Steal
		

		A man out for revenge swaps bodies with his ex-girlfriend and takes over her life.
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			Every Day 2
		

		Just when Corey thought he broke the spell it comes back with a vengeance, transforming him into a new female stereotype every day until he can free himself.
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			Close Encounters
		

		 

		Aliens have abducted Neil and his best friend's hot mom, swapping their bodies and experimenting to see how far they'll go in their new forms.

		 

		
			And many more!
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