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Chapter 1

Basement Boy and the Junkyard Genie

Ken Newland was a classic slacker. At thirty years old he still hadn’t held down a steady job for more than six months. Rent was always a nightmare, so he bounced between friends’ couches, short-term girlfriends’ apartments, and—more often than he liked to admit—his parents’ basement in South Austin. It bruised his ego every time he dragged his stuff back home, but he stayed as long as they let him. The real reason? His dad’s massive, well-stocked garage in their suburban driveway let Ken indulge his one true obsession: cars.

Ken lived and breathed anything with an engine. He had a serious weakness for small, aggressive Japanese sports cars — Nissan GT-Rs, Toyota GR Supras, Lexus LFAs, Acura NSXs, the whole JDM scene. Unfortunately, his broke lifestyle meant his current ride was a beat-up, early-2010s four-door Toyota Corolla with a loud exhaust leak and a transmission that liked to slip out of fourth gear at the worst possible moments. That was exactly why he was spending his Saturday afternoon at Lonestar Pick-A-Part, the sprawling automotive recycling yard on the east side of Austin, digging through rows of wrecked cars for cheap replacement parts.

He was knee-deep in a stripped-out Civic when he stumbled across his very own genie.

“You’re a what?” Ken asked, staring at the short, portly man who had just materialized beside an old rusty oil drum.

“A spirit obligated to enable the flow of magical energy whenever cued by a properly formatted wish statement offered by the true possessor of my vessel,” the little man answered in a surprisingly formal tone.

“And that means… what, exactly?” Ken asked, wiping grease from his hands.

“If you make a wish, I have to make it happen,” the little man simplified with a patient sigh.

“You mean you’re like a genie and I get three wishes?” Ken asked, eyes lighting up.

“Like a genie, yes. But the number of wishes is technically limited only by the current levels of magical energy,” the little man lectured. “For instance, if one were to make a wish involving a previously incarnated…”

Ken’s attention started to drift. The little guy could really talk. A real-life genie. Three wishes. It felt like something straight out of a late-night stoner movie. And if years of watching Disney movies had taught him anything, it was that fairy tales usually worked out great… right?

“…and three qualifiers,” the little man continued. “Understand?”

Ken smiled and nodded, barely listening.

“Good,” the little man said. “But I must warn you, wishes never…”

The little man sure liked to talk, Ken thought. What should he wish for first? Something really hot for his Corolla. Trick wheels, a fresh wrap, maybe some aggressive bodywork. The engine definitely needed love — headers, a turbo kit. That would mean a built block and higher-compression heads. Then he’d need to actually put the power down: stiffer transmission, fat tires, maybe a limited-slip diff. How many wishes was that already? There had to be a smarter play. Maybe he should just wish for a whole new car.

“…and that is why it is vitally important that you never make any wishes,” the little man finished, convinced he had finally gotten through to Ken.

“I wish I had a car that would turn heads whenever I drove by!” Ken blurted out.

The little man’s jaw dropped open in surprise, but he had no choice in the matter.

“As you wish,” he intoned solemnly, then looked at Ken and shook his head in amazement.


Chapter 2

The First Wish – Heads Turn, But Not the Way He Hoped

Ken stood there smiling and looking around for his car to appear.

“So where’s my car?” he finally asked.

“Probably out in the parking lot,” the little man answered.

“No, I mean my new car,” Ken insisted earnestly.

“First off, the magic hasn’t even started working,” the little man lectured. “And secondly, we don’t know you are getting a new car. Magic is tricky and always does the unexpected. Yes, it is a guarantee that your exact words will be adhered to. The question remains as to whether or not that will result in…”

The little man’s voice just seemed to go on and on. So his new car was out in the parking lot. It would be good to finally get a little respect on Austin’s streets. Some nice hot wheels would be just the trick to making his name on the avenue.

“…so we’ll just have to wait and see,” the little man finished.

Just then a ripple seemed to pass through the junkyard, causing Ken to shudder.

“What was that?” he asked.

“That was the magic shaping the setting to match this wish’s parameters,” explained the little man. “Apparently, there is no need to change locations to fulfill this wish.”

“So my new car is out in the parking lot?” Ken asked hopefully.

“Look I just explained… Oh, never mind,” sighed the little man. “Yes, your car is out in the parking lot.”

“Wahoo!” Ken shouted and grabbing his tools he rushed out to the parking lot.

The little man watched him go and tried to read the lines of magical energy flowing around Ken. He never did get to fully read them before Ken disappeared from view. Strange fellow, the little man thought. He never even took the vessel with him when he left. Hopefully it would work out alright but the little man had a bad feeling about this wish. The pattern of magic looked more like an ongoing magical effect rather than a straightforward transformation. The little man would have to wait for Ken to come back before he could tell what had happened. If he came back that is, and if nobody else found the little man’s vessel first. The little man shrugged his shoulders and disappeared.

Ken ran out into the parking lot breathless from excitement and exertion. His heart sank however when he looked at where he had parked and saw his old beat-up Toyota still sitting there.

“I knew it was too good to be true,” he said out loud to no one in particular and got in to drive back home dejectedly through the bustling Austin streets.

It soon became apparent that there was something decidedly odd going on with this car ride. People kept staring at him. People in other cars on Lamar, people walking down the sidewalk, people just sitting on steps and bus stops. They all turned their heads to watch Ken drive by. Well, just the guys mostly. Including one guy whose girlfriend slapped him after he turned to watch Ken drive by. It was really strange. The car seemed to be the same scratched and dented old Toyota that blew smoke when he accelerated. He could not figure it out.

That is until he stopped at a traffic light near a sleek modernistic office building with silvered glass windows downtown. At first Ken thought he was seeing the reflection of another old beat-up Toyota, but he soon recognized the distinctive dings and scrapes of his own car. It was his own reflection that threw him off completely.

For the driver, as clearly shown in the mirrored windows, was an absolute blond bombshell. A stunning, voluptuous woman with long, silky platinum-blonde hair that cascaded in soft waves down past her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones, full pouty lips painted a glossy cherry red, and piercing ice-blue eyes framed by thick, fluttering lashes. Her skin was flawless golden-tan, glowing under the Texas sun. She wore a skimpy white tube top that strained desperately against an impossibly huge pair of magnificent, heavy DD breasts — round, firm, and perfectly shaped, with deep cleavage spilling out the top and the thin fabric clinging to every curve, clearly showing the faint outline of hard nipples beneath.

Ken’s mouth went dry. A strange heat bloomed low in his belly as he stared. He moved a few body parts experimentally and the blonde bombshell in the reflection mimicked his movements perfectly, those massive tits jiggling slightly with every motion. Holy shit… those are my tits? The thought sent a confusing mix of shame and unwanted arousal through him.

He looked quickly down at himself and confirmed that he was still male and still wearing the grubby T-shirt and jeans he had on when he left the house this morning. His rearview mirror, on the other hand, showed the same jaw-dropping feminine reflection the building had. She was also in both side mirrors and the mirror clipped onto the sun visor. He had to double-check himself physically to make sure he was still male. Only his reflection had changed.

Holy shit… blue eyes, he thought, staring into his rearview mirror. She has the most beautiful, fuck-me blue eyes. He shook his head experimentally and watched the long, silky blonde hair brush teasingly against the exposed shoulders and upper swell of those magnificent tits in the mirror. She was startlingly, porn-star beautiful — the kind of woman who stopped traffic. His cock twitched traitorously in his jeans.

He was so engrossed with studying his reflection that he failed to notice when the light changed. He also did not notice the first horn blast from the car stuck behind him at the light. He did notice the second blast but did not quite react until he heard the guy behind him yell.

“Let’s go, you dizzy broad!” the man behind him yelled. “You can check your makeup when you get home!”

With a start, Ken drove through the intersection and quickly pulled over into a parking spot on the side of the street. The car behind him roared past, hurling a gender-specific derogatory comment at him. Ken waited a couple of minutes trying to get his bearings, his heart hammering and his face burning with humiliation.

A group of construction workers across the street whistled loudly. “Hey baby! Damn, look at those tits!” one of them catcalled, followed by more sharp whistles and “Yo, blonde bombshell! Pull over for me!”

The crude comments hit Ken like a slap. His face burned with humiliation. Without thinking, he yanked the bottom of his grubby T-shirt up just enough to peek underneath in the rearview mirror — and there they were in the reflection: those magnificent, heavy DD breasts, full and perky, bouncing slightly with his quick breath, the tube top barely containing them. The sight made his stomach flip and his cock twitch again. He immediately yanked his shirt back down hard, cheeks flaming even hotter.

A man walking past on the sidewalk winked at him and blew a kiss. Ken gulped, then looked once more at the female reflection in the mirror — that gorgeous, busty blonde bombshell staring back with wide, confused blue eyes.

“Everyone thinks I’m a woman,” he said out loud to no one in particular, voice barely above a whisper, shame and a confusing flicker of heat twisting in his gut.


Chapter 3

The Second Wish – A New Ride That Demands a Price

"Hello Ken," the little man said pleasantly when Ken returned to the junkyard the next day, still wearing the same grease-stained T-shirt and jeans.

"What the fuck did you do to me?" Ken demanded, voice cracking.

"Excuse me?" The portly little spirit tilted his head, genuinely confused.

Ken stepped closer, fists clenched. "Everyone thinks I look like some hot Japanese girl when I'm in my car. What kind of twisted shit is that?"

The little man studied him carefully. Faint threads of residual magic still shimmered around Ken’s form. "You don’t look like a girl to me."

"Everyone else does!" Ken snapped. "It started the second I drove out of here yesterday. Guys are staring, honking, one dude’s girlfriend slapped him just for looking. And when I checked the mirrors… fuck, it was me. Long dark hair, miniskirt, cute face. But when I look down I’m still… me."

The little man’s expression shifted to understanding. "Ah. The magic latched onto the car itself. Your wish was for a vehicle that turns heads. It interpreted that… creatively. The effect is tied to the car. Step out of it and you’re normal again. Simple fix: get a new car."

Ken’s mind raced. A new car sounded amazing, but he was broke as hell. Trading in the smoking Corolla wouldn’t get him shit. Then it hit him—he still had wishes left. Two more. He could wish for something better, something that wouldn’t turn him into eye candy for every guy on Austin’s streets.

The little man was already launching into another lecture about the inherent dangers of magical wishes, but Ken barely heard him. His thoughts spun: Toyota? Mazda? Something fast, something that would finally get him respect on the road.

"…and if you simply get rid of the old car, your problems vanish. No need for more wishes," the little man finished.

Ken blurted it out before he could overthink. "I wish for a new car that won’t make me look like a woman! Something Japanese that I can use to blow away everyone I come up against on the road!"

The little man slapped a hand to his forehead and shook his head slowly. "As you wish."

Another ripple of magic passed through the junkyard. Ken shuddered hard, the sensation crawling over his skin like static electricity.

"Was that it? Did it work?" he asked eagerly.

The little man sighed. "Your car is in the parking lot."

Ken didn’t wait for more warnings. He sprinted out, heart pounding with excitement.

In the lot, his beat-up Corolla was gone. In its place sat a gleaming, brand-new four-door Toyota sedan—still a family car, not the sleek sports coupe he’d pictured, but it looked factory-fresh. He slid the key in; it turned smoothly. The engine purred to life with a refined hum instead of the old rattle.

He adjusted the rearview mirror, bracing himself.

No blonde this time.

Instead, staring back was a stunning 18-year-old Japanese girl with smooth porcelain skin, long straight black hair tied in a loose ponytail, wearing a short pleated miniskirt and a fitted white blouse that hugged small, perky breasts. Delicate features, big expressive eyes, and full lips glossed with a soft pink sheen.

"I look like some Japanese girl again!" Ken shouted, his voice now carrying a soft, melodic Japanese accent he couldn’t shake. "Kuso… what the hell?"

He was still male when he looked down. The car had changed the reflection once more, but something felt… deeper this time. A strange warmth was already blooming low in his belly.

Disgusted, he slammed the car into gear and headed home. The manager had already flipped the CLOSED sign, so complaining to the genie would have to wait until tomorrow.

On the drive through Austin traffic, the stares returned—but different this time. Hungry, lingering glances from guys at stoplights, construction workers on Lamar, even a couple of college dudes in a lifted truck on Congress. Their eyes traced the reflection they saw: a pretty 18-year-old Japanese girl behind the wheel.

Ken tried to ignore the heat rising in his cheeks. But every time someone’s gaze lingered, a strange warmth bloomed low in his belly. His cock twitched involuntarily against the denim of his jeans. What the hell?

At a red light near the University of Texas campus, a good-looking guy around eighteen caught his eye from the crosswalk and flashed a cocky smile. Ken meant to flip him off. Instead, his lips curved into a shy, flirty smile he couldn’t control. His hand moved on its own, rolling down the passenger window and popping the door lock with a soft click.

The guy—Nick—grinned and slid into the passenger seat. "Name’s Nick."

"I’m… Kayami," Ken heard himself say, the name slipping out with a cute lilt. "Yoroshiku…"

Nick’s eyes roamed appreciatively over the reflection in the windshield. "Pretty name for a pretty girl."

"Arigatou… you’re pretty cute too," Kayami’s voice replied, sweet and breathy, the Japanese accent making every word sound unintentionally seductive.

Ken screamed inside his own head. Stop! What the fuck is happening?

Every time he shifted gears, his hand drifted across the console and landed on Nick’s inner thigh, fingers tracing slow, teasing circles over the denim. The leather seat beneath Kayami’s ass seemed warmer now, almost vibrating with the engine’s low purr. Each subtle thrum traveled up through her core, making her clit—no, his cock—throb with unwanted interest. The car’s gentle vibrations felt like they were teasing her on purpose.

He fought it. He really did. But the compulsion was like cruise control for his body. The Toyota guided itself to a quiet, tree-lined pull-off on a secluded back road near Lady Bird Lake. Shadows dappled the interior as Kayami killed the engine.

Nick leaned in first. Their lips met—soft, eager, tasting faintly of mint gum. Ken’s mind reeled at the strange softness of his own new mouth, the way Nick’s tongue slipped inside and explored. A low, feminine moan escaped Kayami’s throat—"Ahh…"—and the sound made fresh shame flood through him… mixed with a traitorous spark of heat between his legs.

Nick’s hand cupped the back of her head, guiding her down.

Kayami’s resistance crumbled. Her cheek brushed the growing bulge in Nick’s jeans. The scent of clean male skin and faint arousal filled the car—musky, intimate, impossible to ignore. Her fingers trembled as they worked the zipper, freeing Nick’s cock: thick, veined, already leaking a shiny bead at the tip.

This isn’t me, Ken thought desperately, even as his glossy lips parted. I’m not—

The first taste hit her tongue—salty at first, then shockingly pleasant, like warm strawberry candy mixed with a hint of vanilla cream. Sweet. Addictive. The flavor made her whimper in humiliated confusion. Why does it taste so good? She swirled around the head, teasing the sensitive underside the way the compulsion seemed to know exactly how to do. "Mmm… oishii…" she murmured involuntarily, the Japanese word slipping out between licks.

Nick groaned, hips twitching. The car’s interior amplified every sound: the wet glide of lips and tongue, the soft suckling noises, Nick’s ragged breathing.

Kayami bobbed deeper, cheeks hollowing, throat relaxing against her will. She took him slowly at first, then faster, edging him beautifully—slow, deliberate licks when he got too close, then sucking harder until his thighs tensed and he was right on the brink. The shifter pressed against her thigh like a reminder of the car’s power, its smooth metal still warm from her earlier grip. Every idle rumble of the engine sent tiny vibrations straight through the seat and into her core, teasing her own aching arousal even as humiliation burned hotter than the pleasure.

"Ahh… sugoi…" she gasped around him, voice muffled and accented, shame and unwanted heat twisting together. Her own cock — still there beneath the illusion — strained painfully against her jeans while her mind screamed in protest.

When Nick finally came, it was with a deep groan that echoed inside the sedan. Hot, thick pulses flooded her mouth—sweet, candy-like waves of strawberry-vanilla cream that coated her tongue and slid smoothly down her throat. The pleasant flavor made it impossible to hate completely; each swallow sent a humiliating little spark of pleasure straight to her core. She swallowed every drop on instinct, licking her lips clean afterward with a soft, dazed "Mmm… amai…"

Nick slumped back, panting. "Damn… that was incredible."

Kayami wiped her lips with the back of her hand, still tasting the sweet candy-like essence on her tongue. Inside, Ken screamed in silent horror at what his body had just done… while a growing, terrifying part of her already wondered how the next ride might feel—how the car’s powerful engine might vibrate through her while she edged the next stranger even longer, savoring that addictive sweetness again.


Chapter 4

The Compulsion Kicks In – Wish Number Three

"Hello Ken," the little man said genuinely pleased but slightly surprised to see Ken again.

"Okay, make it stop," Ken said quickly, voice hoarse.

"I'm sorry?" the little man said, not at all sure what Ken was talking about.

"Make it stop!" Ken insisted, jaw tight. "Hai… make it stop, ne?"

"Make what stop?" the little man asked.

"That thing in the car..." Ken could not bring himself to tell the little man about the five guys he had picked up yesterday and the three he had serviced on the way back here this morning. His jaw ached, his throat felt raw, and he felt slightly nauseous thinking about what he had swallowed these last 24 hours — that warm, candy-sweet strawberry-vanilla taste that somehow made everything worse. "Kuso… I can’t even say it."

The little man studied Ken closely. The faint trace of magical energy still clung to Ken, indicating he was still tied to something directly affected by magic.

"This is just a guess, Ken," he said. "But I would wager that the magic is still centered on your car. I'd have to see it to be sure though."

"How am I supposed to bring my car in here?" Ken gestured at the junkyard, his words already carrying a soft, melodic Japanese lilt he couldn’t shake. "Doushite… how?"

The little man looked askance at Ken.

"You do realize that I can leave with you, don't you?" the little man asked.

"Really?" Ken said, very surprised. "I thought you had to stay by that doohickey you came out of. Honto ni?"

"I don't have to stay with my vessel or doohickey as you call it," the little man explained. "I can only be re-summoned near my vessel but I don't have to stay there. Hey, here's an idea. Why don't you take my vessel with you?"

"I can do that?" Ken asked, accent slipping in again. "Sugoi… really?"

"Look, I explained all that when we first... Oh never mind," the little man replied. "Let's go look at your car."

Ken scooped up the little man's vessel and together they walked out of the junkyard and into the parking lot. Once there, the little man looked over Ken's brand new Toyota very carefully. Occasionally he would chuckle and once he seemed very surprised. Finally he turned to talk to Ken.

"The magic is definitely centered on the car. That's the good news. You shouldn't be affected if you're not in the vehicle. Your unfortunate use of the term 'blow away'..."

Why can't the little guy just say what he meant? Ken thought, the Japanese accent now fully coloring his inner monologue too. Oh man, this was some mess he was in. It sounded like he had no choice. Did that mean he had to suck off every guy he met? He could not believe he had done that once, never mind eight times. About all he could do now was to use his last wish to stop doing it. That would leave him still looking like a girl, though. How was he going to get around that?

"...people admiring you as a girl will trigger your response, and only in this car," the little man continued.

So people seeing him as a girl made him want to do those things. All he needed then was some wish that made people see him as a guy again. Then he could keep his car without stopping to pick up guys all the time. "Mou… this is messed up," he muttered under his breath.

"...so get rid of the car and there is absolutely no need to make another wish," the little man finished.

"I wish that people would always see me the way I really was!" Ken blurted out, the words coming out with a cute Japanese inflection.

The little man threw his hands in the air.

"As you wish," the little man intoned, perhaps a little less solemnly than he usually did.

"Has it happened yet?" Ken asked, accent stronger now. "Mou… has it?"

"No, it hasn't happened yet!" the little man snapped at Ken. "What were you thinking? Haven't you been listening to me? Magic isn't some toy to play with on a whim, it requires..."

Boy that little guy could talk, Ken thought, the soft Japanese lilt now permanent in his thoughts. Lucky thing he had had a wish left. Otherwise he would have been stuck doing that to guys. How gross would that have been? Kind of weird though, how different guys could be different down there. He never would have guessed it. Especially those last few guys. They took hardly any time at all. Maybe he was just getting better at it. That was a disgusting thought. Anyway, this wish should fix it so he could get back into the car without that happening again. It was not a bad car, after all. "Baka… I’m such an idiot," he whispered.

"...act of extreme recklessness!" the little man finished.

"So can I get back in the car now?" Ken asked, voice soft and accented.

The little man pinched the bridge of his nose with thumb and forefinger and fought the urge to scream.

"Sure, knock yourself out," he said.

Ken got in the car and threw the little man's vessel in the back seat. The little man got in the passenger side and closed the door. Ken looked in the mirror on the sun visor and saw the same Japanese teenager that had been there before. He noted that she now wore a dark green miniskirt.

"Hey, the mirror still makes me look like a girl," he complained, the words naturally lilting. "Dame da yo…"

Just then a ripple passed through the car causing a powerful shudder to run through Ken's body.

"Wagh!" he managed. "Dang, that was a freaky feeling. What was that? Ahh… nani kore?"

"That," the little man said, "was your wish starting."

"Oh, good. I think," Ken said wriggling in his seat, accent thickening with every word. "Sugoi… or not."

His clothes felt funny, kind of like they were moving. It made sitting very uncomfortable. His pants seemed to cling way too tight and he could feel almost every little contour of the seat through them. They were getting thinner too. For a while there he thought he could see his leg hairs through them but that seemed to go away. He could definitely see his underwear through them though so he pulled his t-shirt down to cover up. The shirt seemed to stretch further than it should have. He was actually sitting on it. The t-shirt was getting clingy too, especially around the waist and hips. The chest still seemed loose but the sleeves had disappeared. He did not remember his t-shirt being dark green either. It was really starting to cling to his upper thighs now. If he was going to walk around wearing this thing, he was going to have to take short little steps. "Chotto… this feels weird," he muttered.

Speaking of walking, his shoes looked odd too. Somehow his sneakers were now a pair of ankle-high boots with zippers down the side. They were black boots with pointy toes and some sort of higher heel. It was funny, but they kind of reminded him of women's shoes. Especially the way his skintight see-through pants ran right inside them instead of over top of them like they should. The material exaggerated the look. Why they almost looked like pantyhose, he thought. He did a quick double take on how his nylon-clad legs looked, especially the way they seemed to run up and disappear under the tight dark green hem of what had been his t-shirt.

And then he felt it — the thin, silky string of a thong panty nestled deep between his cheeks, the delicate fabric rubbing teasingly against his most sensitive skin with every tiny shift in the seat. The sensation was intimate and foreign, the narrow band of lace pressing firmly yet softly, making him hyper-aware of the smooth, hairless curve of his new ass. "Ahh… nani kore? It feels… so weird back there," he whispered, voice breathy and accented.

He reached up to tilt the rearview mirror in his direction. He was dressed exactly like the girl in the mirror.

"Gaaaah!" he yelled. "I'm wearing a dress! Dame… this can’t be happening!"

"That does seem to be what the magic is doing," agreed the little man.

Ken noticed that his hand still holding the mirror now had long reddish-purple nails. In fact, both hands did. He thought he felt something on his neck and reached up with both hands to discover that he now wore dangling earrings that seemed to match the jade earrings that the girl in the mirror wore. Additionally, his hair was long and getting longer. He could just pull it into his field of view to note that it was now jet-black instead of the dark brown it had been. "Kirei… no, wait, what am I saying?"

"This isn't what I wished for!" he said, voice now fully soft and feminine with a natural Japanese accent.

"But it isn't not what you wished for either," the little man pointed out. "I told you magic was tricky."

"Huh?" was all Ken could say, the word coming out cute and lilting. "Nani?"

"Let me try to explain this," the little man said slowly. "You wished for people to see you the way you really were."

"Yeah, a guy," Ken nodded, accent making it sound almost playful.

"That is what you wanted to happen, I know," the little man continued, trying not to make things too complicated. "But instead of making all the people see the guy you really were, the magic is making you really be what the people saw. You see?"

"So now I got to dress like her too?" Ken asked, not really understanding what the little man had said. "Mou… why me?"

"It's a little more than that, I'm afraid," the little man said.

Just then a gut-wrenching shudder passed through Ken's body. If he had not been sitting in the car, it might have knocked him over.

"You're actually going to have to become her, Kayami," the little man said.

Long straight black hair fell over her shoulders. The front of her dress clearly showed the outline of a pair of small firm breasts.

"Kayami?" she asked, the name rolling off her tongue with perfect natural accent. "That's the name I told the guys I met. Ano… that name?"

"That's your name now, Kayami Nakamura," he told her.

"Kayami?" she repeated. It seemed right. "Hai… Kayami."

"I'm a girl?" she asked touching herself gingerly in several places, voice soft and melodic. "Honto ni… I’m really a girl? And this thong… it keeps rubbing, so strange…"

"Yes my dear, you are," the little man confirmed.

"So I'm stuck like this forever?" she asked, accent making the question sound almost delicate.

"You are stuck," the little man said slipping into lecture mode. "But only until the magical energy has had a chance to replenish in direct proportion to..."

Stuck! Forever a girl. Did she really look like that, Kayami thought looking in the mirror. At least she was cute. If she had to be a girl, that was something. But she couldn't possibly be a girl. She was wearing a dress, though. She didn't have a bra on, but the girl in the mirror didn't seem to have one on either. She grimaced and watched as her reflection did the same. She licked her lips and felt something waxy. I'm wearing lipstick. I am a girl! she thought as if that proved it. And beneath the dress, that tiny thong panty continued to tease her with every small movement, the silky string nestled snugly between her cheeks. "Baka… this can’t be real."

"...nothing else I can do for you today, so goodbye for now," the little man finished.

"Huh? Oh, goodbye," she said but the little man was already gone. "Sayonara…"

Kayami sat and considered her situation for a while, the soft Japanese accent now completely natural in her thoughts and words. Eventually though she started the car, adjusted the seatbelt and shifted the driver's seat forward before putting the car in gear and driving off down the road. She only got a mile or two before she found herself pulling over in front of some guy waiting at a bus stop. He readily accepted her offer for a ride. Clearly she was still in the throes of her oral compulsion. "Ano… need a ride?" she heard herself ask sweetly, the thong still whispering against her with every shift of her hips.


Chapter 5

Eight Months Later – The Compulsion Lingers

"Kayami!" the little man said in some surprise. "It's good to see you again."

"Hi," said the girl, showing a great deal of surprise herself, her voice soft and naturally melodic with that gentle Japanese accent.

"It's been so long that I thought you had fully adjusted to your situation," he said.

"Huh?" she asked, tilting her head cutely. "Nani?"

"How have you been these last eight months?" the little man simplified.

"Not so good," Kayami admitted, shifting in her seat so the thin string of her thong panty rubbed teasingly between her smooth cheeks. "I got arrested a couple of times. Ano… it was pretty bad."

"Arrested? What for?" he asked.

"A couple of indecent exposures, one lewd behavior, and two counts of solicitation," she shrugged, cheeks flushing lightly. "Mou… I couldn’t help it sometimes."

That did not sound like the Kayami the little man knew and it definitely did not sound like Ken. It sounded more like someone acting under a compulsion. Given what he knew about this case that could only mean one thing.

"Kayami," probed the little man, "are you still driving that same car?"

"Yeah, why?" she answered, voice lilting.

"And you're still stopping to pick up guys, aren't you?" he asked.

"Yeah," she repeated, looking embarrassed, the thong's delicate lace whispering against her most sensitive skin with every small movement. "Hai… every time someone looks at me the right way."

"Do you like giving away blowjobs?" he asked carefully.

"Me? No!" Kayami insisted, her accent making the denial sound almost sweet. "Demo… I guess you do get kind of used to it after a while. It's better if you don't try to fight it and just relax. I'm really good at it now too, so it doesn't take nearly as long as it did at first. Sugoi ne? And it's not just blowjobs anymore… after the first few times it always starts with one, but then most guys want more. I've had a ton of sex in the car these past eight months. I'm actually really good at that too now — riding them, taking it from behind while the engine vibrates through the seats, everything. The car makes it so easy to just… keep going."

"You do realize don't you, that it's the car that's making you do that," the little man said.

"I thought it was the magic," she said in confusion, the thong still teasing her with every shift of her hips.

"Yes, it's the magic but I told you it was centered on... Oh never mind," the little man said in exasperation. "Tell me, if you don't like giving blowjobs and you didn't know it was the car making you do it, then why did you wait eight months before calling me back?"

"After I used up my three wishes, I just kind of forgot about you being in the back seat there," she said innocently. "Plus… one random guy after a long trip gave me two hundred dollars. It felt weird at first, but then I started asking for money afterwards. Venmo, cash, whatever. I've made over sixty thousand dollars these past eight months. Hai… it's crazy how much guys will pay when they're happy."

"You're telling me that you spent the last eight months as a girl with a compulsion to give head — and become a prostitute — because you didn't know you could get more wishes?" the little man asked incredulously.

"I get more wishes?" Kayami asked in surprise, eyes widening. "Honto ni?"

"I quite clearly told you that the number of wishes is unlimited except for the requirement of energy regeneration which takes a minimum of..."

Wow! More wishes. Maybe she wasn't stuck after all. She just needed a wish that stopped her from picking up guys and blowing them — or fucking them senseless while the car hummed beneath her and taking their money afterward. Wishing to be a guy again wouldn't do it because she was a guy when she started doing it. There must be some wish that could work to end the compulsion. And that damn thong kept teasing her, the silky string nestled snugly between her cheeks, making her hyper-aware of how easily her body responded now.

"...so simply getting rid of the car will end the compulsion allowing you to lead a normal happy life of a girl your age. Your legal problems on the other hand..." the little man lectured.

The car! All she had to do was get rid of the car. She wondered why the little man had not mentioned that before. Of course that would leave her without a car. You needed a car, preferably a fast one. Not like this car she had now which was okay for a family car but nowhere near good enough for serious street action. The thong rubbed again, a constant little reminder of how feminine and skilled she had become.

"...extremely tricky wishes can be. I hope you've learned your lesson," the little man finished.

Kayami smiled prettily and nodded her head in agreement, the movement making her long black hair sway and the thong shift teasingly once more.

"I wish that right now I had a totally hot car instead of the one I now have!" she blurted out still smiling. "And I'll learn my lesson this time. Ne?"

"As you wish," the little man intoned, wondering if it was possible for magical beings to get migraines.


Chapter 6

The Hot New Ride – And the Final Twist

Both of them stood and waited in silence. The little man could not think of anything to say and Kayami just leaned against her car and smiled, the thin string of her thong still rubbing teasingly between her smooth cheeks with every small shift of her weight.

Eventually a shimmer passed through her car and it started to disappear. Kayami staggered and nearly fell to the driveway as her support melted away. The little man's vessel, which had been in the back seat, did fall to the driveway with a loud clatter. Kayami rushed out and quickly scooped up the vessel.

"So where's my car?" she asked, accent soft and excited.

"Patience," the little man urged. "Your old car must be completely disassembled first so that all of its magical energy can be used to summon the new car."

As if on cue, an indistinct car-shaped blob began to materialize on the street near the driveway. Kayami actually recognized the emerging shape before it had solidified much at all. It was a brand-new 2026 Acura Integra Type S in HRC Edition — a fiery 320-horsepower sport compact with a turbocharged 2.0-liter four-cylinder, adaptive suspension, massive Brembo brakes, and that aggressive wide-body kit that screamed pure JDM street terror. This was no family sedan anymore. This was a weapon.

She almost cooed as she walked around the solidifying sports car trailing her fingers over its aggressive lines. The deep red paint gleamed under the Texas sun, the carbon-fiber accents and gold HRC badges making her heart race. This car made her weak in the knees. She actually squealed when she saw that the keys in the ignition were attached to a big letter 'K' keychain.

"It's mine isn't it?" she asked breathlessly, voice lilting. "This is my car! Sugoi!"

"Don't jump to conclusions," cautioned the little man. "The magical energy is still in flux and hasn't settled in a definite pattern yet."

But Kayami was already climbing into the driver's seat. The firm racing-inspired bucket seats held her like a warm, possessive hand, cradling her ass and pressing the thin thong string even tighter between her cheeks. She lovingly held the Alcantara steering wheel for a moment then let her eyes and hands wander over the interior. Caressing the cool titanium shifter gave her a pleasant warm, moist feeling in her crotch, which made her want to squeeze her legs together. The raw power waiting under the hood was already turning her on.

"Come on, let's go for a ride!" she called to the little man, accent thick with excitement.

"We really shouldn't until we understand what the magic is creating here," warned the little man, but he climbed into the passenger seat and closed the door anyway.

"First I better put this someplace safe," she said holding up the little man's vessel.

She thought about it for a moment then popped the trunk open and got out with the vessel in hand. She slammed the trunk and returned empty handed, the thong rubbing teasingly with every step.

"You better put your seat belt on!" she laughed, buckling up herself then starting the car.

The turbo four-cylinder roared to life with a savage growl. She squealed the tires as she accelerated down the road. What a car! This was like a dream. The deep, angry rumble of the 320-hp engine vibrated through the chassis and straight into her body, making the firm seat hum against her thighs and the thong string buzz deliciously between her cheeks. Heads turned to watch her drive by and this time they were mostly looking at the car. The best part was that she did not feel the usual compulsion to stop and pick up guys. Though it might be fun to do it anyway, she thought wickedly and laughed as she kicked it into a higher gear and headed for the interstate, the powerful engine sending delicious tremors straight through her core.

"Hey little man, how about I wish myself into being a guy again?" she asked, voice breathy from the car's raw power.

"You have to wait until this wish is fully granted," he explained. "There might be enough energy in your body to make the change. It would help if you drove someplace previously unaffected."

"No problem!" she said taking the onramp without slowing down, the brutal acceleration pushing her back into the seat and making the thong press even firmer against her.

The little man was still studying the flow of magical energy and had a very concerned look on his face.

"What's the matter?" Kayami asked. "Too fast for you? Mou… this car is amazing!"

"This? Please, I've ridden magic carpets," the little man scoffed. "It's just that there are some long-term impacts from this wish that you will want to know about."

Kayami was enthralled driving the car, a look of pure rapture on her face, the engine's aggressive vibrations traveling straight to her most sensitive places and making the thong tease her relentlessly.

"Kayami, listen to me!" the little man insisted. "In just a few moments the police will pull you over. When you asked for a really hot car, you got a stolen one."

"This isn't my car?" she asked, crushed, the pleasure from the engine suddenly souring.

"No," the little man confirmed. "You're going to be arrested for stealing this car."

"Arrested?" she asked a little frightened, accent trembling.

"Yes," he said. "This on top of your previous arrests means that you're in a fair bit of trouble."

"Am I going to jail?" she asked worriedly.

"Yes," he admitted, "you're now young but you’re still an 18-year-old woman, not a youthful offender. It won't be juvie. You'll be going to actual prison. You set your own punishment when you added that qualifier about learning your lesson."

"Huh?" she asked, not remembering any qualifier. "Nani?"

"Prison," he said. "You're going to be sent to real prison until you learn your lesson."

Kayami blinked a few times quickly as the reality of her situation began to sink in, the powerful 320-hp engine still thrumming deliciously between her legs even as fear rose.

"I got more wishes, right?" she asked. "I can get out of this, can't I? Ne?"

"Kayami, think," the little man told her. "You locked my vessel in the trunk. The police are not going to let you near it ever again. You've lost possession. You'll be stuck like you are for the rest of your life."

"So I don't get to keep the car?" Kayami asked, fondling the steering wheel one last time, the vibrations still teasing her through the seat and thong.

"No," was all the little man said.

"And I have to stay a Japanese girl forever?" she asked, voice small.

"Yes," he said.

"Shit," was all she could think to say, the word slipping out in her soft accent.

"On the bright side," the little man said, "at least you got rid of the compulsion. Study hard, learn your lesson, and listen when people talk to you. Think of this as an opportunity to start over."

"Listen?" she said confused.

"Goodbye Kayami," the little man said affectionately. "And good luck."

"Goodbye?" she said, but the little man was already gone. "Sayonara…"

She heard a siren and saw a flashing blue light in the rearview mirror.

"You know," she said aloud to no one in particular as she pulled the car over to the side of the road, the engine still purring and sending one last teasing vibration through her body and the thong between her cheeks, "the little guy could at least have warned me that something like this would happen."


Epilogue

Years Later – The Bunny Who Never Learned Her Lesson

Years had passed.

In a lavish, pink-and-pastel private suite at the Moonlite Bunny Ranch in Mound House, Nevada, Kayami Nakamura was on her knees between the spread legs of a trembling college sophomore. She was dressed to perfection in her signature fantasy: a scandalously short Japanese schoolgirl uniform. The pleated micro-skirt was flipped up over her hips, revealing a tiny pink thong that barely covered anything. Her crisp white blouse was unbuttoned low enough to show the lacy bra struggling to contain her perky breasts, thigh-high white stockings hugged her smooth legs, and shiny black Mary Janes completed the look. Her long jet-black hair was tied into bouncy twin pigtails with big red ribbons that swayed every time she moved.

The bedroom was pure weeaboo indulgence — walls covered in vibrant anime posters, shelves overflowing with manga volumes and Pokémon plushies, a giant Hello Kitty body pillow propped on the bed, and soft pastel LED lights bathing everything in a cute, sinful glow. The air smelled faintly of cherry blossom air freshener and sex.

Kayami was going to town with every filthy trick she had mastered over the years. Her glossy, cherry-red lips slid up and down the young man’s throbbing cock with expert rhythm — sucking hard on the upstroke, swirling her tongue around the sensitive head, then taking him deep until her nose brushed his stomach. She hummed softly, letting the vibrations travel through his shaft while one hand gently massaged his balls and the other stroked the base in perfect sync. She wanted him to finish fast. The quicker he came, the sooner she could move on to the next client waiting impatiently in the parlor.

“Mmm… come on, baby,” she purred around his cock, her soft Japanese accent making the words sound even dirtier. “Cum for Kayami-chan, ne? Fill my mouth like a good boy…”

The college kid groaned, fingers tightening in her pigtails. “Fuck… you’re too good at this…”

She doubled down — sucking harder, bobbing faster, letting her throat relax so she could take every inch. The thin string of her thong rubbed teasingly between her cheeks with every movement, and she could feel herself getting wet despite the purely professional mindset. Years of the car’s magic had trained her body well.

When he finally exploded, hot, thick ropes pulsed across her tongue. That familiar sweet strawberry-vanilla candy flavor mixed with salty male essence flooded her mouth. Kayami moaned happily, eyes fluttering as she licked and swallowed every single drop like it was the most delicious treat in the world. She kept sucking gently through his orgasm, milking him completely dry, then slowly pulled off with a wet pop and licked her lips clean, savoring the lingering sweetness.

“Arigatou…” she whispered, giving the tip one last affectionate kiss.

As the young man slumped back against the pillows, panting and dazed, Kayami’s mind drifted for a moment while she straightened her tiny skirt.

Because that stolen Integra Type S had been so expensive, and because of all her prior arrests, the judge had slammed her with a 3rd-degree felony. Two full years in real prison — no juvie, just an 18-year-old woman doing adult time behind bars. She remembered her first night at the ranch after getting out — scared, broke, and desperate. The madame had taken one look at her and said, “You’ll do just fine, honey.” That first client had been nervous too, but when she dropped to her knees in that little schoolgirl outfit and showed him what she could do… the money started flowing. She had decided then and there to embrace it. If the universe was going to trap her like this, she might as well get rich doing it.

They loved her the second she walked in. A tiny, cute Japanese schoolgirl fantasy who could suck cock like a pornstar and ride clients until they forgot their own names? She quickly became one of their top-earning girls. Guys — and quite a few girls — couldn’t get enough of “Little Kayami-chan” and her perfect schoolgirl act.

The money rolled in fast. Tens of thousands. Hundreds of thousands. She had made so much that last year she finally bought herself the newest Acura Integra Type S — fully loaded, HRC Edition, 320 screaming horsepower, candy-red paint, carbon accents, the works. She loved cruising the Las Vegas Strip on her off days, top down, picking up both guys and girls who couldn’t stop staring at the hot little Japanese schoolgirl behind the wheel of a proper street weapon.

Back in the present, she gave the spent college kid a sweet, professional smile and a little wink.

“Arigatou, baby. That was fun. Now go clean up — next client is waiting, okay?”

As the young man stumbled toward the bathroom on shaky legs, Kayami stood up, smoothed her micro-skirt, and felt the familiar tug of the tiny thong between her cheeks. She glanced at herself in the full-length mirror — perfect schoolgirl fantasy staring back, lips still slightly glossy from her work.

She let out a soft, resigned little laugh, the sound sweet and accented.

“Mou… who would have thought this is where that stupid wish would take me? From a slacker in his parents’ basement to one of the highest-paid girls on the ranch… all because I wanted a car that turned heads.”

Then she smoothed her pigtails, licked her lips one last time to catch any stray sweetness, and headed out to greet her next client with that same bright, practiced, irresistibly cute smile.

THE END
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Gridiron Glitches: A Tale of Two Nerds, a Genie, and a Very Short Skirt

Be careful what you wish for—it might just put you in a pleated skirt. Miles and Theo were just two inseparable nerds looking for a magical edge to help their high school team, but a bored genie’s glitchy "fix" rips their lives apart and reconstructs them into a nightmare of hyper-feminine humiliation and gridiron heat. While Miles finds himself transformed into the hulking star running back, Theo is plunged into the body of Alice: a busty, blonde cheerleader with a skirt that’s too short and a body that betrays her at every turn. As Alice grapples with the physical toll of her heavy D-cups and a newfound, hormonal hunger for the jocks she used to envy, their attempt to undo the spell backfires into a permanent sentence of pom-poms and public exposure. Now, locked in a world of locker-room power struggles, forced feminine submission, and the constant, thrumming need of their new bodies, these two former nerds must lead the squad to victory—or be broken into loving their lives as the team's favorite playthings forever.


Dripping Spirits: From Olympic Dreams to Bimbo Cream

Tyler thought a genie wish for Olympic glory would fix his life. Instead, the magic turned him into Taryn — a busty, auburn-haired high school swim star with heavy bouncing tits, a dripping wet pussy, and an insatiable new body that craves attention.

After locker-room shocks, short-skirt humiliations, and six weeks of being relentlessly fucked by the magically created hunk Chase, Taryn is falling hard — in love, in lust, and into full girlfriend mode. Desperate to escape before she loses herself completely, she wishes for a body swap.

The wish backfires spectacularly. Now trapped as Chloe — a golden-blonde, hyper-curvy bimbo bombshell with massive gravity-defying breasts, a heart-shaped ass made for spanking, and a brain flooded with pink, cock-obsessed thoughts — she remembers nothing but being Jack's perfect, giggling, dripping little slut.

From frantic hallway blowjobs to all-night breeding sessions, Chloe can't get enough. She lives to please her man, wear tiny outfits that show off her body, and dream of walking down the aisle pregnant in white lace.

A scorching hot body-swap gender transformation erotica story featuring: detailed MTF transformation, bimboification, mind-altering sex addiction, body swap twists, reluctant-to-eager feminization, and a permanent bimbo dripping with lust.


Wish Granted, Body Betrayed: From Quantum Genius to Dripping Pleasure Slave

Brilliant quantum professor Ethan Calder thought he was making the perfect wish: three years of uninterrupted time to study real magic. The ancient vessel granted it… by turning him into Lila Kane — a dripping, fertile 19-year-old college sophomore with massive breasts, endless arousal, and a body that constantly betrays every rational thought.

Sold at twenty-five as a virgin fetish bride, Lila is locked in a mirrored boudoir and subjected to ruthless, hours-long sexual training by her new master. Corseted, veiled, and constantly soaked, she fights the overwhelming pleasure flooding her new pussy… until the old Ethan’s scientific mind finally cracks. What begins as horrified resistance slowly melts into shameless craving. The arrogant genius who ignored every warning now begs on her knees, rides with wild abandon, and discovers that true power comes only through total surrender.

A scorching gender-swap transformation story packed with humiliation, mind-break, fetish training, and the delicious slide from professor to eager pleasure slave.


A Harem Wish

Brody Vale wished to be surrounded by beautiful women for the rest of his life. The genie made him one.

Turned into Amira — a breathtaking 18-year-old Arab harem girl with massive perky tits, a perfect heart-shaped ass, and a dripping virgin pussy — the former cocky streamer is forced to dance seductively at her own wedding feast before being claimed on her honeymoon in wave after wave of shattering female orgasms. One final wish sends time rolling back… but the magic keeps her permanently as her parents’ sexy adopted Middle-Eastern daughter, already pregnant and dressed like a total slut. Now her boyfriend’s thick cock and “pregnancy hormones” keep her constantly horny while she struggles to accept that she is forever trapped as this walking Arabian Nights wet dream.
Steamy, humiliating, and irresistibly addictive — perfect for fans of permanent gender transformation and body swap erotica.


Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers

Alex Rivera thought the mysterious silver ring from the hidden mall shop was just a harmless fantasy toy. One touch and he could become anyone — or anything — he desired.

What started as a private evening of wild self-exploration quickly spirals into something far more dangerous. When his gorgeous neighbor Emily returns unexpectedly, Alex finds himself caught in her clothes… and in her skin. Before he knows it, the ring is gone, and so is his old life.

Now trapped forever in Emily’s perfected, hyper-sexual twenty-something body, Alex must navigate a new reality of bouncing curves, constant arousal, and overwhelming male attention. As “Mara Kane,” he rockets to supermodel fame while battling the addictive pleasures of his stolen flesh — and the dark temptation to finally surrender to desires he never knew he had.

Steamy, addictive, and unapologetically erotic, Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers is a deliciously taboo tale of identity theft, extreme transformation, helpless pleasure, and the ultimate price of beauty.


The Desire Bracelet

When Alex and Mia discover an ancient bronze bracelet in a Key West antique shop, their anniversary vacation turns into a nonstop festival of filthy body swaps and uncontrollable lust.

The bracelet doesn't just change bodies—it reshapes them into the perfect sexual fantasy of whoever is closest. One click fuses it to the skin, triggering explosive transformations: Mia swells into a perky, barely-legal 18-year-old with massive bouncing tits and a dripping-tight pussy... then into a voluptuous Cuban MILF with a thick juicy ass, breeding hips, and a sultry Spanish accent that makes her beg for cock in ways she never imagined.

Alex soon experiences the other side—shrinking into a petite submissive nympho, then a heavy-breasted, hypersensitive woman whose new body craves to be filled and dominated. The changes bring mind-altering urges, multiple orgasms, and an addiction to the pleasure of the "wrong" gender.
But the bracelet has one final surprise: after weeks of raw, animalistic sex in swapped forms, Alex finds himself permanently female... and pregnant with their daughter.

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

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


High Altitude Heat

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

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

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


Borrowed Flesh

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

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

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

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

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


Taylor Made 

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

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

Then comes the brutal double-cross on the eighteenth green.

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

One year later, the transformation is complete.

There is no more Ryan.

Only Taylor.

And she’s never been wetter.

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Perfect Toy

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

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

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

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


Misdirected Desires

A forbidden body-swap. A deadly mistake. And a second life drenched in raw, feminine ecstasy.

Sofia Luna Reyes hated her boss Jordan Ellis and everything he represented. When a Silver Lake psychic sells her a “justice spell” to swap bodies and steal his power, Sofia expects to wake up as the confident, wealthy lawyer. Instead, the spell goes horribly wrong.

Now 84-year-old Alex Torres — Jordan’s kind next-door neighbor — opens his eyes in Sofia’s stunning 26-year-old body: heavy, sensitive breasts, slick throbbing heat between smooth thighs, and a libido that never sleeps. While the original Sofia dies of shock in Alex’s failing body, the new Sofia must learn to walk in heels, survive raging hormones, and hide the silver-fox soul behind those emerald eyes.

Jordan can’t explain why he’s so drawn to his once-prickly receptionist. The chemistry is electric, the attraction undeniable. As “Sofia” explores her hyper-responsive new form — frantic mirror sessions, garden romps, and eventually a passionate wedding night — she discovers that being a woman is far more pleasurable than she ever imagined.

From reluctant self-pleasure to wild, multi-orgasmic nights, Misdirected Desires is a scorching body-swap erotic romance filled with explicit gender transformation, intense female arousal, age-gap tension, and a heartfelt love story that proves sometimes the best revenge is living deliciously in someone else’s skin.
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