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		Moving is never easy. And I would have hated it even more if the house hadn't come fully furnished. It made for the perfect transition between college life and adult responsibilities. But there was something about it, something... off. It was hard to explain, especially while settling into my new home.

		I couldn't tell if it was the house or the fact I was moving in alongside five of my friends from college. They were good friends. I knew most of them from my freshman year as we shared similar interests and became fast friends. Britney was an economics nerd. Ashanti wanted to help make the world a more diverse place. Thor was helplessly nerdy, in every way. Zach was a musician, which had me a little worried, because my assigned room was right across from his and I had no doubt I would be serenaded with him practicing at all hours of the day. Eli planned to go to law school in the fall. And I was still deciding whether I wanted to find an engineering job or continue school and get a graduate degree.

		The hardest part about moving was my boxes of books. Those were heavy and unwieldy. They were also bulky and didn't fit easily on the shelves. And the whole process was compounded by the small set of shelves provided. After unpacking multiple boxes and placing them on my bed, I resigned myself to the fact I needed to ask someone for their help. Otherwise, I wouldn't get anywhere.

		"Hey, Zach," I said, poking my head into my friend's open door. "I need some help unpacking these last few boxes. Do you mind?"

		Zach looked up from the sheet music spread out on his bed. It was probably a song he was working on writing. I had no idea what that process involved, but I didn't want to interrupt his flow.

		"I've got this new composition stuck in my head," he said. "How about tomorrow instead, Lily?"

		I was a little surprised by Zach's response, as he was usually quite helpful when it came to situations like this. But it wasn't just his response that surprised me. It was my response to being called Lily. I very nearly snapped back, telling him to call me Lilith. That was technically my name, but I had always gone by Lily. At least, until today.

		"Sure, that works," I said, forcing a smile and brushing the entire exchange aside. "Sorry for the interruption. Keep on composing."

		"Thanks," he replied and I backed out of his door.

		However, something even stranger happened when I returned to my room. Those boxes of books, the engineering textbooks that had consumed a small fortune for my schooling, were gone. And yet my shelves were no longer crammed with books. They were empty.

		"Weird," I muttered as I scratched my head and wondered how this could have been possible. They'd been there just a minute ago. And I was certain none of my friends had entered my room and taken them. I would have heard them. But where did my books go? I frowned in confusion at this mystery until I heard a voice calling to me.

		"Hey, Lily," Eli called out from the stairs. "When you have a sec, could you come downstairs please?"

		I took one more look around my room and the empty shelves before sighing. I'd have to figure out what happened to my books later. Perhaps the movers misplaced them, although I couldn't figure out how such a thing could have occurred. I didn't want to waste time trying to understand what might have happened. It would turn into a wasted evening and I still had a lot of work left before the move was complete.

		"What's up, Eli?" I asked as I descended the stairs into the living room.

		"Have a seat," he responded, indicating the loveseat nearby.

		I sat down, trying not to roll my eyes or complain. I really didn't feel like sitting. I wanted to keep doing what I was doing and finish unpacking and organizing my belongings. However, the serious expression on Eli's face suggested it was better not to argue.

		As soon as Eli sat down next to me, he flipped over a tablet so I could read the screen. I watched as he scrolled through a document filled with legalese. All I could determine was that it was an agreement of some sort.

		"This is our lease," Eli explained, pointing at various parts of the contract.

		"So?" I asked. We'd all signed it, so there was no turning back. Not that I minded, since the price was great, especially with the house fully furnished.

		Eli sighed. "I don't like this paragraph." He pointed to a section on the screen and waited for my reaction.

		I scanned the words quickly before giving up, unable to focus on them for any length of time.

		"I don't speak legalese like you do. What's it mean? Is there a problem?"

		"Problem?" Eli said, pondering. "Not necessarily. I didn't see it when we signed, but it's an exclusivity clause."

		"What does that mean? And why are you so worried about it?" I was becoming frustrated at Eli's unwillingness to explain everything in clear language. Sometimes he acted like a know-it-all. I hoped I wasn't that insufferable.

		"In legal terms, it's pretty straightforward. Essentially, we are prohibited from signing another lease during the term of the contract. We can't move out."

		"Is that even enforceable?" I asked skeptically.

		"Maybe, maybe not." Eli shrugged. "I would be skeptical, but it seems weird to include this in a standard lease, especially if we were required to remain until the end of the current year. And that's one of the things bothering me. It's like the landlord is forcing us to stay."

		But I found myself wondering why we'd want to leave. The house was big and it was fully furnished. Sure, it was weird to have the landlord pick out which rooms we would be in, but that was minor. And this way I lived across the hall from Zach.

		And speaking of Zach, I'd never considered him to be more than a friend, but just thinking about him set my heart fluttering and my blood pumping faster. It was exhilarating in ways I'd never expected, but now that I was thinking about it, the idea of it was silly. He was my friend, not a potential lover.

		"What do you think I should do with this information?" I asked, realizing he had more experience reading contracts than I did.

		"I'm not sure what you can do. I just thought you should know. I would have told Ashanti, but I was worried she'd throw a fit."

		Ashanti was a good friend, but she could get worked up sometimes. We had all learned to shield her from certain issues, which I assumed was what Eli was implying. But then his other statement caught my attention. "Wait, you only told me about it? Why?"

		"You seemed the most level headed of the bunch," he said with a shrug.

		My chest puffed out slightly at his praise, but I tried not to let it go to my head.

		"Anyway," Eli continued, "we're stuck here for the next year, so nothing's changed. However, given the number of surprises we've discovered already, I wouldn't be shocked if something else happens."

		I shivered involuntarily. That was what I was afraid of, even if I didn't want to admit it. There was something unusual going on and I couldn't put my finger on what it was. And it wasn't just my missing books.

		"Thank you, Eli," I said politely as I rose to my feet. "I appreciate you bringing that to my attention."

		"Anytime." Eli smiled back at me.

		I patted Eli on the shoulder before I returned to my room. Unfortunately, nothing had magically reappeared from thin air. No sign of my missing books. So I started going through the contents of my desk drawers, making sure everything I owned was in its proper place.

		"That is so strange," I muttered as I looked at my bookcase again, still bewildered by what had occurred. My eyesight was fine, and I was smart. Smart people saw and remembered details and those books had vanished without warning. Something had caused me to miss seeing that.

		However, as I searched my desk, I realized the books weren't the only things missing. "Where's my calculator?" I groaned loudly. This was going to be frustrating. A few missed books would be irritating, but I knew I needed my calculator if I wanted to continue studying engineering. I hadn't decided whether I would keep studying or get a job.

		There was a knock at my door. My spine tensed at the possibility that it would be related to the latest disappearance, or that there might even be others.

		"Who is it?"

		"It's Zach. I'm sorry about brushing you off earlier. I was just frustrated. Can I come in?"

		Hearing his voice calmed me down a little bit. My shoulders relaxed and I breathed deeply. He was still a friend and a good one at that. I felt confident I could trust him, so I got up and opened the door.

		"Hi, Zach," I greeted him, taking note of his strong arms and trim waistline and how amazing he looked with his damp hair after a recent shower.

		He chuckled at my greeting, scratching his head uncomfortably. "Lily, I uh, was wondering if you were free tonight. I'm working on a song and could use your input."

		"Really?" I asked in shock. While I'd tutored him over the years, his requests for help almost always involved math or some other academic pursuit. This was a pleasant surprise.

		"Absolutely." He smiled, flashing his dimples. "We'll be holed up in my room all evening with my guitar. Please, say you'll help me."

		The idea of spending time with him was appealing on a deeper level than I expected. And the chance to assist him with music sounded fantastic. "Sure, I'd love to help you out."

		"Great," he said enthusiastically. "Come by when you're ready."

		"I will," I answered back as he disappeared into his room across the hall.

		Once I was alone again, I stood in front of the mirror and ran my fingers through my blonde hair. Even though I still didn't know what had happened to my books, I was feeling much more optimistic about my situation. I still wanted my things back, but the loss suddenly seemed less important. Instead, I felt giddy and excited about hanging out with Zach.

		At that moment, the strangeness of our house faded away, replaced with a sensation of joy that threatened to overwhelm me. I couldn't explain the changes happening inside me, but they were sudden and confusing.

		Standing before the mirror, I tugged on the neckline of my top, hoping to increase the view of my normally meager cleavage. Every little bit helped. I even pushed out my chest and thrust my breasts outward. It felt weird, but there was an exciting rush running through me that I couldn't deny.

		However, I didn't spend long considering these strange urges and sensations. I normally would have taken a notebook with me to visit Zach, but I wasn't really going to be able to help with the composition of music and he didn't need my help with calculus or physics. And I didn't even know where my notebooks were anymore.

		Once satisfied with my appearance and attire, I left my room and walked across the hall. The door to Zach's bedroom was cracked open, with a sliver of light escaping from within. It was bright and welcoming and felt more familiar than my own room at that point.

		"Knock, knock," I called out, tapping on the door and poking my head around it.

		"Lily," Zach greeted me happily, rushing to meet me near the door and pulling me into the room, closing it behind me. "You have no idea how happy I am to see you."

		"Oh, really?" I asked skeptically. I had been expecting some resistance as it seemed like most people found me off putting and intimidating. I could come across as jaded and prickly sometimes. However, with Zach using my name, I felt the need to correct him. "Call me Lilith. Lily seems so childish, doesn't it?"

		"Well, I suppose that depends on what's best for you."

		I nodded as he spoke. I supposed he might be right, but I was certain of what I wanted.

		"But no worries," Zach continued. "I like Lilith. Very biblical."

		"Adam's first wife, you realize? The mother of demons and monsters."

		"Touché. But I don't think you can be a demon. You're too pretty for that."

		I laughed nervously and shook my head. "Pretty? Oh, c'mon. If anything, I'm average looking. Besides, I'm all flat up top."

		"Maybe," Zach replied, glancing briefly at my chest. "But I never really thought of you as beautiful before, although I can't remember when I started thinking of you as anything other than a friend."

		"You don't think of me as a friend?" I asked, pouting a little as disappointment settled in. I couldn't hide my feelings, despite trying to hide how I was truly feeling.

		"More than a friend. You have no idea how much I want you right now."

		I giggled as butterflies swirled around in my stomach. "Zach, I never thought you liked me like that."

		"Yeah, but something changed today," he replied, shaking his head slowly. "Everything has felt... different. Not bad different. Just different."

		I understood what he meant. After all, I'd never thought of Zach as a lover, and now that was all I could think about. And everything had changed back in my room, too. It was definitely strange, and I wasn't sure what was happening to us.

		"Maybe we should talk about that," I said, not sure how to explain what we were experiencing. "I don't feel the same as I did yesterday, and I'm not even talking about how different this feels. I mean... something's different, I just can't pinpoint it."

		"Yes. I agree," Zach added. "And I feel it most when I look at you. You're different."

		"I'm different?" I asked, curious about what had changed for him.

		"I saw you just an hour ago and you looked... well... drab. But now, wow! You look gorgeous! So sexy. How did that happen?"

		I bit my lower lip as heat flooded my core. All I could think about was how he thought I was sexy. I wasn't used to being told such nice things, nor being desired so openly. Sure, men would hit on me occasionally, but Zach wasn't one of them. At least, not until today.

		And more importantly, he was right. I did look different. In fact, I felt different. But I still had a hard time understanding what was happening. Nothing made sense, especially as Zach leaned forward for a kiss.

		The touch of his lips on mine sent shivers down my spine as a flood of sensations coursed through my body. Pleasure centers I didn't even know I had lit up in delight as I realized just how good I felt. And yet, despite how pleasant and passionate the experience was, I still knew something was wrong, although it was getting harder and harder to discern exactly what.

		"Mmm," I hummed in pleasure as Zach continued kissing me.

		I finally returned the kiss, throwing myself into it as I pressed up against him, rubbing my body against his, grinding my breasts into his chest as I moaned in rapture. Neither of us seemed to care about the reason for my coming to his room anymore. We were focused on each other now, enthralled in a haze of desire, wrapped up in each other.

		"Let me take your shirt off," Zach breathed out heavily as he began tugging at my T-shirt.

		"Only if I can see you naked, too," I retorted, eagerly pushing his hands away so I could rip my own clothing off first, desperate to reveal my shapely form before him.

		"My God," Zach murmured, staring in awe at my exposed flesh once we were both naked from head to toe.

		While his gaze made me smile and giggle, it also made me horny as hell. The heat between my legs built and I could feel the warmth radiating outward from my slick folds and engorged clitoris. I wanted him desperately, so I closed the distance between us again and reached down to grasp at his erection. His skin felt smooth in my hand as I pumped him a few times.

		"Don't hold back," I begged him. "Make me scream. Fuck me hard and deep."

		Zach growled in response. He picked me up effortlessly and tossed me on the bed before joining me, pressing his body over mine and finding his way between my thighs. It all happened so quickly, I barely registered him positioning himself at my entrance before he thrust forward with one hard stroke.

		My pussy was wet and ready for him. My labia parted, letting him sink in further. And he buried every inch of his manhood within my welcoming sheath. I gasped in a mix of shock and utter fulfillment at being claimed by him.

		"Zach! Yes!"

		There was no foreplay, but none was needed. I'd been horny and primed for him ever since walking in his bedroom door. Hell, I'd practically thrown myself at him the second his lips touched mine. And he'd been ready for me, his cock rock hard and eager to claim a pussy, namely mine, as his own.

		"That's it, my hot little bimbo bitch," Zach growled, his body pressed over mine as he pulled back, only to thrust forward again with every word he spoke. "Moan for me, Lilith. Show me how I make you feel."

		I moaned. I moaned loud and long as Zach pumped in and out of my sex, sending intense waves of euphoria flooding through every fiber of my being. This was the ultimate expression of human closeness, the connection of our bodies in the purest way. It was an act of raw desire, something I hadn't been consciously aware of before that very moment.

		However, it wasn't just the carnal nature of our coupling that held my attention. It was the words he had used. He had called me a bimbo. I knew I wasn't a bimbo. I was a college graduate. Yes, I had blonde hair, but that didn't make me a bimbo. And yet, Zach calling me a bimbo lit my body ablaze with desire. I hated it, but I loved it, too. I wanted to push back, to fight. But I wasn't sure how to do it while under his spell.

		"Aah! Fuck!" I cried out as the orgasmic waves grew in size and intensity until they crashed over me and nearly overwhelmed me completely. My climax came hard and fast, flowing over me like a raging river bursting past its dam. And it was all because Zach was fucking me like I'd never been fucked before.

		I didn't even try to stifle my screams as my ecstatic cries filled the air, echoing out into the hallway and beyond. "I'm cumming! Oh, fuck! Zach! Don't stop! Please don't stop! I can't stop it!"

		It all felt so good. My body shuddered and tensed with the effort of dealing with my release, my juices flowing out around him as his thick member split my dripping pussy wide open. There was nothing quite like the feeling of him claiming my body in such a savage way. I wanted him to do it forever, and for a second I even forgot who and what I was as I gave myself over entirely to my baser instincts.

		My mind swam as I felt him thrust in and out of my pussy, each pass opening me more, drawing me deeper under his influence, driving me crazy with lust and the need for more. I could barely think as his grunts filled the air, mixing with my gasps and cries of pleasure. Everything felt right, but so very, very wrong.

		But then Zach thrust forward and I could feel his orgasm beginning to overtake him. I whimpered as his load filled me, pumping deep inside, bathing my inner walls with his sticky cream. And as he came, so did I, again, as wave after wave of pleasure swept through me. I quivered beneath him, shaking like mad as I tried to process how it felt, what I was doing, who I was.

		Zach finished and slumped down on top of me, still keeping himself buried to the hilt within me.

		"Oh my god, Lilith. That was amazing. Thank you."

		"Wow, thank you," I managed to gasp out. "That was wonderful. I need a minute."

		We laid there together, breathing heavily. I wasn't sure how to react to what had just happened, other than knowing that I'd enjoyed it immensely. And so had Zach. I couldn't tell what he was thinking, but I hoped that he was happy. I had certainly done my best to please him.

		"Did you call me a bimbo?" I finally asked, although my question was half-hearted. "You know I'm not a bimbo."

		He chuckled softly, running a hand along the smooth skin of my thigh. "No, you aren't a bimbo. Not yet, anyway. Give it time."

		"Not yet?" I questioned, lifting up off the mattress to look at him. "What's that supposed to mean?"

		"I don't know for sure," he replied honestly, tilting his head as he pondered the issue. "All I know is it feels right to call you a bimbo. Like I'm complimenting you when I call you that. But I know you're not a bimbo."

		"That's weird," I mumbled as I looked down at our bodies, seeing our fluids mixed together on my pale skin. I couldn't help but smile at the sight of it. It made me feel special and desirable in new ways. "So, uh, does this mean we're a couple?"

		"I don't know. Maybe. Do you want to be?"

		I pursed my lips and sighed, not really sure how to answer that question. While I had been excited by his attention before we fucked, I wasn't sure what he thought of me now that he'd gotten me into bed. It was all just so sudden.

		"Let's give it a night," I said in response. "We can talk in the morning. Tonight was just about us blowing off steam, okay?"

		"Sounds good," Zach answered.

		"But now that we've gotten that out of our system, I have to ask. Have you noticed anything weird since moving in here?"

		"How do you mean?" Zach asked. He sat up and allowed me to sit up as well.

		"Some of my boxes went missing. And... something just feels off. I can't explain it, but you called me a bimbo. That's not something you'd do. And... you're so sexy." I trailed off as I lost focus on what I was talking about.

		"You're pretty sexy, yourself," he said.

		I giggled happily in response. It felt so nice to be complimented by a friend. Especially one I was just getting to know better on a romantic level.

		"Thanks," I said quietly, blushing furiously at his praise.

		"But I know what you mean," Zach continued. "I was working on my composition, but it was weird, because the music kept changing in my head. It started off as a classical piece. But in my head, it was suddenly some weird gothic metal song. The change came so suddenly, I panicked. That's why I came out to find you and invite you in here."

		I rubbed my forehead as I took in what he was saying. The story about the music he'd come up with seemed strange.

		"And we had sex instead of talking about your music?" I asked. I glanced down and saw his still erect cock. I started to lean down, intending to use my mouth on him.

		Zach placed his hands on either side of my head and lifted me back up. "We'll get to that later," he said as I blushed again. I was happy to hear I would get more sex after being taken so forcefully earlier. "Right now, I need to talk about what happened in here."

		I nodded, although I was having difficulty paying attention again. "Oh, yes, sure," I said quickly, eager to agree with him. "Anything you want."

		I would have agreed to anything he wanted at that moment, which I realized was dangerous. But it was also thrilling. If only I could have figured out why I was agreeing with him so easily.

		"This is gonna sound crazy," Zach said slowly, trying to gauge my reaction. "But I think we're both changing. It sounds like you experienced changes, too. Something is happening to us."

		"Really? What?" I asked in shock. "Am I getting dumber? Because it feels like my brain is starting to melt right now. Like I can't think straight."

		"I don't know," he admitted. "Maybe you're becoming more submissive? It certainly worked well for us to help with stress relief."

		"Submissive, huh?" I bit my lip, trying to understand what I was feeling, but failing miserably. I only knew I wanted to please Zach. That was the important part. I needed to make him happy, no matter what it took.

		"Yeah, it sounds like it's working for you," Zach remarked, smirking as he watched my face contort through various expressions. "You really are a natural. Or you seem to be now. But I think that's something new about you."

		"What has changed for you?" I asked, not really wanting to admit that he was right. I had turned into a submissive woman, at least for Zach. I didn't want that for myself, but I was powerless to change it.

		Zach chuckled, giving his head a quick shake. "I don't know. I was stuck on the composition thing, but now I'm questioning if I can finish it. What's worse, is when I look over at some of my instruments, I'm not confident anymore that I can play them."

		"But you're a musical whiz," I said. "I've seen you play almost every instrument I can think of."

		And it was true. I'd seen Zach play the piano, the guitar, the drums, the violin, the saxophone. It seemed like he could play any musical instrument, as long as he had a few weeks to practice. He was a musical savant that way. But now he was questioning himself about that? That seemed impossible.

		"Thanks," Zach replied, his gaze falling from mine. "But it doesn't feel right. Here, let me try something."

		Zach got up, still naked, and pulled his violin out of its case. He brought it up to his chin and positioned his bow against the strings. However, he paused for several seconds before placing his fingers on the strings to begin playing. Then, once he decided which song to start with, he launched into what would have been a beautiful rendition of Greensleeves, but instead of amazing music, there was only screeching noise.

		I covered my ears as his failed attempt at music became too much for me. But once I finally saw Zach lower his instrument, I lowered my hands and opened my eyes.

		"Oh my god, Zach," I said in a panic. "What was that? That was awful."

		"That's what I mean," he said, disappointed in himself. "It felt like I'd never played the violin before. I didn't have control of my fingers or where to put them. I had no idea what I was doing. Does that even make sense?"

		"Not at all," I assured him. "You're talented."

		"Then how do you explain what just happened?" Zach questioned, obviously frustrated.

		"Well, um..." I started to respond, but then stopped and thought better of it. It didn't feel right to say I knew. So I shook my head. "No. Sorry."

		Zach nodded sadly. "I guess neither of us has an answer then."

		"Yeah, sorry." However, Zach's cock was still hard and I hadn't forgotten that he promised me more sex. So I scooted forward toward the edge of the mattress. "I'm gonna suck on your dick, okay. That will make you feel better, right?"

		"Um, yeah, but—"

		I didn't wait for him to argue. As much as I wanted to prove that I didn't think less of him now, I was too eager to demonstrate how good of a cocksucker I'd be for him. After all, me might become boyfriend and girlfriend. I had to show him that I would always be willing to please him, whether he felt he was worthy of my affections or not.

		After settling down on my knees at the foot of his bed, I grabbed onto his rigid pole with one hand while I guided my mouth forward and wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock. I started gently, bobbing my head up and down as far as I could go without gagging, working him as best as I could, my hand stroking whatever wouldn't fit into my mouth at any one time.

		Zach moaned above me, shifting on his bed slightly, getting comfortable enough that I could suck his cock without interference. The idea pleased me greatly. I knew I could be a great cocksucker and it turned me on to know I was about to receive another load of Zach's delicious cum. I wasn't sure why, but it just sounded like the perfect ending for our evening together.

		My efforts weren't unappreciated, either. Zach ran his hand through my blonde locks and pushed me down further, urging me to take more of his length into my mouth. I had to resist choking as his member slid into my throat, but once the head was lodged there, I relaxed and felt it slide down deeper.

		"Take that cock," Zach moaned as I deep-throated him. "Such a good cocksucker. Yeah. Work it like that."

		His words encouraged me further, and I increased the speed and ferocity with which I blew him, making my movements more purposeful so that every stroke drove him closer to his limit. My tongue was out, licking along his shaft as my mouth pumped along his meaty staff, coating his entire length in saliva in order to increase the sensation and provide easier movement.

		"Fuck yeah, baby. You're gonna make me cum!"

		"Mmm!" I hummed as his balls tensed and I felt his cum flowing upward along his shaft. It wasn't hard to figure out how close he was to losing control.

		His hand clamped down around the back of my head, holding me down in place as he fired off round after round of his warm seed directly into my waiting mouth. I did my best to swallow it all, but some inevitably seeped out along the corners of my stretched lips, falling in two rivulets down my chin.

		I pulled back, taking a moment to lick up as much excess cum as I could find, although I still had quite a mess around my lips.

		"You're incredible," Zach whispered as he leaned forward and kissed me on my forehead.

		I blushed a little, not entirely accustomed to receiving compliments, especially so soon after having swallowed a belly full of cum. But I appreciated it nonetheless. It made me feel like I mattered, like my talents were appreciated.

		"Thanks," I finally managed to say, smiling up at him shyly, still kneeling on the floor at the foot of his bed, feeling used but satisfied.

		I wiped up the remains of the cum with my index finger and licked it off before reaching back up to my face to wipe off the rest. It felt filthy to be wiping up cum with my fingers and then licking it clean, but there was a perverse thrill to the whole routine. I wanted to see how much I could degrade myself for his pleasure.

		And this would definitely please him.

		Once he recovered from the overwhelming pleasure, Zach stood and walked across the room. He returned a moment later and handed me a bottle of water. "Thirsty?"

		"Yes, very," I answered as I gratefully took a big swig from the offered bottle.

		"Are you hungry?"

		I swallowed. I didn't even have to think about my response. The only hunger I had was for sex, so I wanted to please Zach again. I wanted more orgasms.

		"Hungry for cock," I said with a smile. "Can we fuck some more?"

		Zach chuckled and shook his head, clearly amused. "I'm only human," he responded with a grin. "It sounds like fun, but maybe you should sleep in your own bed tonight. We don't need any rumors spreading, although I am rather tempted by your offer."

		"Any rumors?" I repeated in confusion, pouting at being turned down. The idea of sleeping in my own bed seemed wrong somehow, but I couldn't pinpoint why. My room was across the hall, so what difference would it make if I stayed here with him in his room instead? "Why would anyone care about us being together? And what would we be doing?"

		"I told you before," Zach reminded me, scratching the back of his head as he debated internally over whether to keep fucking me or send me away. "I think we're changing, not just physically, but emotionally. And I think it would be smart to not jump in over our heads with whatever this is between us. Even if we are becoming attracted to each other, let's slow down and give ourselves time to think about what we're doing."

		I nodded in understanding, but that didn't stop me from pressing forward and kissing him, forcing my tongue into his mouth in a sensuous duel as our lips met in another passionate kiss. His cock rubbed between my thighs, the saliva I left behind smearing across my skin and leaving a wet trail.

		After coming up for air, I managed to calm down enough to answer, breathing heavily as I did so. "Alright, I can't say I'm entirely convinced, but I trust you."

		"Good. Thanks," he said.

		"So I'll see you in the morning?" I asked hopefully, not wanting to end the night on a sad note.

		"Definitely," Zach replied with a nod of confirmation. "And tomorrow night. And the night after that. And every day after."

		"Promise?" I asked.

		"Of course," he confirmed with another peck on the lips, sending shivers of joy throughout my body.

		It was amazing to be desired so completely and I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have Zach as my future boyfriend. I didn't want to leave his room, but Zach was insistent, handing me my discarded clothing and gesturing me toward the door. He was kicking me out, but not forever. I knew that. And yet it still stung. But I hid my sadness as I waved goodbye and hurried back to my room.

		Returning to my room, I wasn't nearly as bothered by the disappearing books as I had been before. Thinking about engineering just gave me a headache. Instead, I cleaned myself up and got ready for bed. An early night wouldn't hurt me any. And it would bring the inevitable morning just a little sooner, which meant returning to Zach's arms that much faster.

		"I can't wait," I giggled as I fell asleep with thoughts of sex dancing through my head.
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		However, when morning arrived, my world felt different again. It started when I pushed a lock of dark hair out of my face.

		I sat up, confused. I held up strands of my hair in front of my face and was confronted with black hair in place of my previous blonde locks.

		"What in the world? This makes no sense!" I exclaimed as I swung out of bed and rushed over to the mirror hanging on the wall beside my closet.

		My breath caught in my chest when I saw the reflection staring back at me. She was stunning, absolutely gorgeous!

		Instead of being plain and boring, my black hair made me stand out. My green eyes looked even brighter in comparison, contrasting with my pale skin. And yet it wasn't just my appearance that had improved. Somehow, during the night, my small breasts had grown. I was no longer flat up top.

		"Oh fuck!" I cried out in surprise as my bigger breasts bounced when I twisted to examine them from the sides. They were huge compared to what they had been before. My boobs must have gone up several cup sizes overnight.

		I reached up and grasped handfuls of flesh, squeezing my tits together and creating even more cleavage than ever. They felt so soft and pillowy, a marked difference from the tiny little bumps I had going for me before.

		With one arm curled around my larger tits, I ran my other hand down the side of my trim waist, sliding over my hips as I moved. Everything felt smoother, softer, curvier, and more feminine. I wasn't a bony stick of a woman anymore. I was curvaceous, voluptuous. All curves and all woman.

		And somehow, I just knew Zach would love me like this.

		"Ooh, Zach," I purred softly as I squeezed my breast one last time before releasing it, causing it to spring back into place on its own. "He's gonna love these. And look at my ass."

		I turned around and looked at my bare ass in the mirror. I swear, it wasn't like that before. It looked so soft and supple, matching the new composition of my boobs. And the curve to it was intoxicating. I couldn't get over how my butt looked so sexy now. It looked plump and squeezable.

		"Do I have an hourglass shape now?"

		It was difficult for me to tell, but it felt like it. I ran a hand down my flank, letting it travel over my new curves, following the new outward flare of my hips. It all just felt so incredible, so fantastic, and yet I couldn't figure out what exactly was happening to me. But I didn't really care as long as my transformation made me feel as good as it had so far.

		I felt almost giddy with excitement as I turned around in the mirror a few times, getting a look at my new body from different angles. It all looked spectacular, but I knew something else had to have changed as well.

		When I finally settled into one position, facing the mirror fully, I gasped as I saw my nipples were erect and large. And it was then that I felt a pulse in my groin and lower abdomen, reminding me that something important was missing.

		"Lilith, darling?" I called out sweetly to myself. "You are one horny little bimbo bitch, aren't you?"

		The realization hit me hard, my pussy flushing with arousal at acknowledging the change inside of me. I wasn't thinking of what Zach would think. I wasn't even considering anything beyond my own satisfaction. Instead, I was driven by an insatiable need for sex and fucking.

		But I also knew one simple fact. There was only one cock for me. And it was Zach's. If he didn't give me what I needed, I would simply die. My entire life revolved around sex and satisfying men. And right then, all I wanted to do was satisfy Zach.

		I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around me so that I could go shower. I stepped out of my room and down the hall to the bathroom. I passed my Ashanti's room. Her door was open and music flowed out into the hallway. I glanced inside, seeing her dancing to the beat, shaking her ass. It wasn't my style of music, but I could still applaud her moves.

		But I didn't stop to say anything, feeling suddenly self conscious about my new curves and unexplainable black hair. I hurried toward the bathroom, closing the door behind me as I entered and leaning against it. I breathed out heavily, happy that none of my roommates had seen me yet.

		After hanging up my towel on the hook by the door, I turned on the water so it could heat up while I brushed my teeth and washed my face, looking at myself in the mirror, still not believing what had happened to my face.

		Finally, once the steam built up within the shower stall and clouded over the mirrors, I climbed into the warm cascade of water. It felt refreshing as it warmed and relaxed my muscles, allowing me to enjoy the hot shower thoroughly. But then I got to work soaping up my body, eager to see the white foam slide over my soft curves as I began to wash myself.

		As I worked the bar of soap along my arms, down my chest, and across my newly expanded breasts, I paused long enough to grab my tits again, squeezing my flesh excitedly as the thrill of owning such spectacular boobs overwhelmed me once more. It felt incredible to have them in my hands. It felt like a dream come true, even though I had never dreamed of anything like this before.

		However, as my hands worked away, the heat from the water penetrated my core. I had to squeeze my thighs together in response to the growing arousal building between my legs. It was distracting in the most wonderful and exciting way possible. I smiled inwardly as I slipped my fingers along those sensitive folds.

		My eyes fluttered shut as a single finger pushed inside of me and curled upward, brushing along my inner wall. My juices flooded from between my labia, leaking out around my hand and washing away down the drain as my free hand braced itself against the tile wall in order to keep me balanced.

		"Oh fuck," I breathed out, biting my lip and fighting back a cry of delight. "This is so amazing."

		With my eyes shut, I used my hands as a guide, one hand pumping my fingers into my pussy and the other rubbing circles around my stiff nipples, alternating breasts whenever my hand got too tired.

		"Gah, this is incredible," I groaned happily as the pleasure continued to build within me until my orgasm threatened to overwhelm me. However, I loved that feeling. I loved feeling as if I was a slave to my desire, to the pleasures of my new body, to everything sexual about this wondrous moment.

		My fingers blurred as I fucked myself to completion, working hard to ensure that I would receive the maximum amount of pleasure I could manage with only my hands. My body trembled as my climax reached its peak, but still I refused to stop pushing for that next level of ecstasy. It was too good to let go, too magnificent.

		I felt like I was floating as hot water continued to crash down over me, cascading over every inch of my soft skin. I was living a fantasy come to life and I hoped it never ended.

		By the time I came down from my high and exited the shower, I found I could barely contain myself. I dried my curvy body off as quickly as possible before wrapping the towel around myself and running out to the hall toward my room again.

		"I can't wait to see him," I murmured under my breath as I practically vibrated with eagerness.

		I stopped short at my doorway, taking a deep breath to help calm me. I needed to prepare myself for him, especially if he wanted to take his time with me. And the last thing I wanted was to ruin things now by going to him unprepared.

		"Hey Lilith." A voice floated down the hallway, catching me off guard. "Wait up."

		I turned toward the speaker and saw Ashanti waving at me from her bedroom. She looked fantastic, wearing a short skirt and a crop top. It was not the sort of outfit I would have expected her to wear before. She had always been all business, making me realize I had never seen so much of her body before. She had nice breasts and a slim, athletic physique.

		And she looked damn fine, no matter how I had never looked at her as a sexual person before. She was gorgeous and so sexy.

		"Ashanti!" I squealed out and rushed down the hall, throwing myself into her arms, hugging her tightly. "You won't believe what happened. Look at me!" I held out my damp hair. "And I've got bigger boobs, too! Oh my god!"

		"Yeah, I noticed that already," she replied, giggling, as if I was being funny.

		But I didn't want her to think I was trying to make her laugh. Although as soon as she giggled, I started, too, unable to stop myself.

		"Look at this!" I giggled, picking up my boobs and hefting them in my hands. "They're even bigger than when I woke up! How did that happen?"

		Ashanti shrugged. "You have great tits now. Congrats."

		"Aren't you jealous?" I asked. I didn't know why, but that was how I felt. Like it would be natural for my friend to be jealous of how much sexier I was than her.

		"Why?" Ashanti countered. "I've got bigger boobies, too!"

		She reached down and pulled up her top, revealing her ample bosom to me. I gasped with wonder as I gazed upon her perfection. Her big brown breasts looked absolutely incredible! And while they might have been smaller than mine, they still fit her frame well. They were small, but round, and clearly fake. It was like she'd gotten implants overnight.

		"Damn, girl! Those tits are... Fuck!" I blurted out. I couldn't even come up with another word. My mind just blanked as I stared at them.

		"Thank you," Ashanti replied with a smirk and a flick of her head. She flicked her braids over her shoulder as she thrust out her chest proudly, basking in my praise.

		And I gave it freely. I had to compliment her. We were both turning into the perfect woman, at least perfect slutty women.

		"I should go get ready," I said. "I want to look super sexy for Zach."

		"You go, girl, you super sexy vixen!" Ashanti agreed with a giggle.

		We laughed together, although I wasn't sure why exactly we were laughing. It just felt so natural for me to giggle when talking with someone so beautiful. I couldn't explain it. I just wanted to bathe her in more compliments. But first, I had to get ready. Zach would expect me to look fabulous for him and that meant taking more time on my appearance than I had taken before.

		I returned to my room and sat down at my desk, perched on the edge of my seat, treating the space more like a vanity than a study desk. There was even a mirror there, which I didn't remember before, but my desire to look sexy for Zach overrode any issues with my memory. I was horny and wanted to fuck. That was all that mattered.

		Besides, the mirror was incredibly helpful as I brushed out my long, silky tresses. With an easy stroke, my hair would fall smoothly over my shoulders, as if I spent hours on styling and conditioning it. My hair had never looked this good before, even when I'd used actual styling products in the past. It just appeared naturally luscious.

		Once I had a simple foundation of pale makeup on, I debated my wardrobe. I walked over to my dresser, expecting to find a sexy bra to wear. But there were no bras. Instead, there was a collection of corsets and other strappy garments.

		"This is weird," I said as I considered all the strange happenings since I moved in. "But I guess I have to admit I like the new stuff better."

		I picked out a black leather corset which cinched my waist and covered the bottom half of my boobs with strategically placed lace. After I pulled on a matching thong and garter belt to hold up some thigh-highs, I stepped back and looked in the mirror. I was breathtaking. I was stunning.

		I coupled all of that with a short black skirt and a pair of high-heeled boots with a thick platform sole and silver buckles up the side. With the final touches of dark eye shadow to make my green eyes pop and dark lipstick, I was set to go, eager to please Zach and fulfill his every wish.

		"Time to find Zach," I said as I strutted out of my room and made my way across the hall, knocking on his door.

		"Come in," came his response.

		I opened the door and walked in, swaying my hips as I did so.

		"Hey, you," I said in a sultry voice as I stepped into his view. "How do you like the new me? I'm so much hotter now, right?"

		Zach's mouth fell open when he caught sight of me, standing there with my hip cocked to one side and my hands on my hips. He was stunned, clearly unable to comprehend what he was seeing before him.

		"Lilith," he finally said once he recovered from his shock. "You look... You..."

		"Yes?" I asked, fluttering my eyelashes innocently. I needed to hear that he approved. It felt like my heart depended on hearing it, as crazy as that sounded.

		"I can't believe it," Zach said, sounding awestruck as he rose to his feet and took several steps forward until we were nearly touching. "I thought you looked fantastic before, but this? This is beyond words, Lilith."

		"Thanks," I replied shyly, looking down at my booted toes over the curve of my more prominent boobs before raising my gaze to meet his intense stare. "I just hope it's okay."

		"Of course it's okay," Zach said quickly. "It's more than okay. You look fucking hot! Look at yourself."

		Zach grabbed my upper arm gently but firmly and steered me back toward his closed door, forcing me to look in the full length mirror, letting me see my entire curvaceous frame reflected in all its glory. I stared at the image of the sensual woman before me and realized that the gorgeous creature was actually me. And she looked amazing!

		"Wow." The word tumbled from my lips as I admired my reflection. My breath hitched slightly as I watched the corset pull my waist in further, showing off my hourglass figure. My cleavage swelled before my eyes as I adjusted my stance slightly. "I look pretty sexy, don't I?"

		"Sexy?" Zach repeated my comment. He laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. "You're fucking drop-dead gorgeous, Lilith. I mean, wow."

		I spun around, throwing my arms around his neck and pulling him in for a kiss, his overnight stubble scratching against my smooth skin. Our lips met and our bodies melted together. His erection rubbed up against me through his jeans. I could feel its heat burning into me. It reminded me of how badly I wanted to be fucked.

		"Let's forget everything else right now and focus on us," I suggested in a husky tone.

		"Sounds perfect to me," Zach responded in kind. "Let's forget all about music and everything. The world can survive one day without me writing music."

		I wasn't even sure what he was talking about, but it didn't seem important. He seemed so much better and stronger than me that I wanted to agree with what he said regardless of whether I truly agreed or not. And besides, I was just glad to hear that I wasn't bothering him for taking so much of his time. I didn't want to be a bother. I just wanted to make him happy and satisfy him, however I was able.

		So when Zach led me over to his bed, I didn't hesitate to lay down flat and part my legs. I expected him to mount me immediately. But instead, he surprised me by starting at the bottom and kissing the toe of each foot encased in those ridiculous boots I wore. They might have been ridiculous, but I liked how they made me feel, so I wasn't about to complain. Especially when he kissed his way up along the insides of my thighs, leaving a wet trail on my smooth skin.

		I squirmed as Zach drew closer to my aching pussy, barely covered in the tiny thong I wore. He wasn't hurrying as he pushed my skirt up around my corseted waist, which only served to heighten the tension inside of me. The anticipation was unbearable as he pulled my thong down my legs, but that just made it all the more special when his breath finally caressed my sensitive petals, which were already flushed with excitement and dripping with my juices.

		"You won't be needing that anymore," Zach said as he tossed my thong across the room.

		Then he pressed his face between my legs and began licking away at me furiously. My eyes rolled up in my head and my back arched as his tongue danced over my clit.

		"Fuck yeah!" I squeaked, my hips wriggling and twisting as he kept attacking me mercilessly.

		All the while, I grabbed onto my tits, pulling them out from beneath the top of my corset, and tugged on my hard nipples, encouraging them to stay stiff so I could continue to enjoy them while Zach licked my pussy. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before and it was amazing.

		As Zach licked, sucked, and teased my sex, I lost track of how long he went down on me. All I knew was that it was heaven and I didn't want him to ever stop. I would gladly let him keep eating me out all day long, given half the chance.

		His tongue darted around and within my sex as he continued to pleasure me expertly, pushing me closer to my limit with each flick of his tongue. My body twitched and spasmed involuntarily as my pleasure built to a fever pitch, sending bolts of bliss crashing through my system. I couldn't contain my reaction. I cried out and moaned loudly, nearly shouting, uncaring if anyone heard me as long as I got to experience this unbelievable high for as long as humanly possible.

		It all became too much to handle, and when the dam burst inside of me, I screamed, completely overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations flowing out from between my legs. As wave after wave of orgasmic relief crashed over me, I continued to cry out ecstatically, struggling to even breathe properly as my body thrashed about uncontrollably. It all felt so good to me. Too good, really.

		"Wow. I never..." I trailed off as I tried to recover my strength enough to finish the statement. "I never expected that to feel so fucking incredible."

		My breathing slowed, although my body still quivered slightly, thanks to the aftershocks of such an amazing release. I wanted to get up, to show him how grateful I was by returning the favor, but I was unable to get myself to move, pinned in place as if by invisible weights.

		Instead, all I could do was lay there in awe of everything Zach had just done. I'd never received such an incredible, mind-blowing orgasm before. Even though I was still dazed by it all, I hoped he would do it again someday soon, not that I planned to wait that long. It wasn't in my nature to sit back and wait for anything I wanted anymore.

		"Are you satisfied?" Zach asked, stroking my cheek softly as he held himself above me.

		I laughed softly. "Not hardly, but thanks."

		I sat up and took hold of Zach's belt buckle, slowly unfastening it and getting it open before working his pants open. Then I grabbed his jeans by the waistband and peeled them down his thighs, freeing his huge cock from its confines.

		"Holy shit, that thing is bigger than I remember!" I exclaimed, impressed with the size of Zach's member.

		"Are you ready to put it to use?" he asked.

		In response, I grabbed hold of it near the base, grinning like I was holding on to the best present I'd ever received. And I couldn't wait to unwrap it. So I licked up and down his shaft, teasing the flesh and preparing him for what came next.

		Once he was sufficiently lubricated, I swallowed the head into my mouth, rolling my tongue around it and feeling the veins pulsing with need. I then worked my way farther down his shaft, sliding along the slickness until his bulbous crown reached the entrance to my throat.

		After fighting back a cough, I slid my mouth over his tool, taking inch after inch down my throat. I gagged on it, drool running from the corners of my stretched lips, coating his cock as I took him deep into my mouth. I'd never felt so filthy or turned on before. This was amazing!

		I glanced upward as I slurped his meat, looking up at Zach with love-filled eyes, doing whatever I could to show him how thankful I was for him having such a marvelous cock. I bobbed my head, making sure my mouth worked his member thoroughly as I serviced him.

		My tongue snaked out along my top lip, licking along his shaft as I sucked on him. I managed to get most of his length down my throat. It wasn't the first time I'd deep-throated him, but the process had become easier overnight, like I had mastered the skill in my sleep.

		He moaned above me as I pleasured him with my mouth, letting his hands tangle in my long, black hair. I could tell he was loving this as much as I was. It felt so perfect, almost like destiny.

		"Oh god," Zach cried out as I sucked on him harder.

		I giggled at the sound of his excitement, pleased that I was pleasing him so well. And I had yet to reach my ultimate goal of making him cum in my mouth. I wanted to taste his seed, to swallow it all down. And this time, I didn't want to lose a single drop. I wanted it all.

		It didn't take long before I could feel his body tense. I recognized all the signs and I was prepared for what was coming next, but I had no idea how spectacular it was going to be.

		With one hand wrapped tightly around the base of Zach's manhood, I continued to suck hard on the tip, making sure to stimulate him in exactly the way I knew he enjoyed the most. His grip on my hair tightened, making it clear to me that he was nearing his climax, and when his cock exploded, firing shot after shot of his hot load into my waiting mouth, I was ready to collect it all.

		I swallowed as fast as I could manage, working to catch every bit of his delicious cum. It slid across my tongue and down my throat easily, and it tasted sweeter than I had remembered from before. I loved how warm and rich it was, filling my mouth as it continued to pump forth, coating the insides of my mouth.

		And then it was gone, disappearing down my throat until nothing remained. It was wonderful. I'd never loved drinking cum as much as I did that morning. It was like a new world had been opened up to me.

		"Was that good for you?" I asked once I cleaned up all traces of his orgasm from his shaft.

		"Absolutely. You were fantastic," Zach complimented me before bending down and placing a soft kiss on the top of my head. "Now, why don't you go downstairs and I'll join you in a bit? I need to do something first."

		I nodded eagerly, excited to follow his instructions. Whatever Zach wanted, Zach would get, if it was within my power to give.

		"Okay," I chirped as I practically skipped out of the room. Even though Zach had asked me to leave, it was hard for me to leave his side. I gave one last longing look into his room, noticing the lack of musical instruments that had filled it last night. But then Zach closed the door, shutting me out. But even though he had pushed me out, I knew it was only temporary. We would be reunited soon enough.
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		Ifound Thor downstairs in the kitchen. I still felt high from the combination of my earlier orgasm and the dose of cum I swallowed down. Zach was like a drug I never wanted to quit.

		Eventually Britney joined us. She had changed similarly to me. Her hair had turned blonde, where mine had turned black. And her boobs were growing, too, but hers were fake, much like Ashanti's growing boobs. Mine were all natural, soft and pillowy.

		And when Zach finally joined us in the kitchen, he was all I could think about. The conversation continued, but I wasn't paying attention to it. I responded as if I was on autopilot, throwing in some appropriate giggles along the way.

		But then Zach invited me back upstairs and I wasn't about to disagree with him. I couldn't. I followed him like a trained puppy, desperate for what would come next. And I didn't have long to wait as Zach led me right back to bed.

		"Before we fuck again, I want your opinion about this music," Zach said as he pushed a button on his computer. Music played from the speakers, loud and thrashing, heavy metal.

		I bobbed my head in time with the music, enjoying myself as it blasted through Zach's room. I didn't know what to say. The music sounded angry, not happy at all. But it sounded good, too, at least as far as I could tell. Zach was the musical expert, not me.

		"Tell me what you think," Zach instructed, looking at me with a penetrating stare.

		I tried to understand what it all meant. Did he want praise? Criticism? Something else? I honestly had no idea.

		"Um, yeah," I said eventually, unsure about what answer would make Zach happiest. I shrugged and threw up my hands in confusion. "Did you write it?"

		Zach laughed at my question. "Of course not," he said. "I don't write music anymore. But I still love to listen to it. And this stuff is awesome. But I bet you'd like a more gothic style."

		"Gothic?" I asked, my confusion only getting worse.

		"Yes, you know, black, gloomy, scary," Zach explained before gesturing at me. "Like you."

		I looked down at my clothes and realized I was wearing lots of black, the color contrasting harshly with my pale skin. I giggled at realizing I fit into that category.

		"Right, gotcha."

		"Here, try this," he said as he clicked a different track.

		I was hit immediately with what sounded like synthesizers overlaying a strong drumbeat. When the lead guitar kicked in, I couldn't help but start dancing, waving my hips in time with the beat. It was perfect. I loved it instantly.

		The tune had an infectious rhythm, which soon had me moving my entire body, swinging my hair around, smiling the whole time.

		"That's my curvy goth bimbo," Zach said as he stepped up behind me, wrapping his hands around my waist before kissing me on the shoulder.

		We both swayed back and forth together for a moment. Then, Zach spun me around so that I was facing him. He grabbed my ass and lifted me off the ground. On instinct, I wrapped my legs around his waist and clung to him, staring deep into his eyes as I smiled at him.

		"Are you gonna fuck me now?" I asked in a sultry voice as I leaned back and fluttered my eyelashes at him playfully. "Please? Please? Pretty please? Pretty pretty please?" I knew I was begging him, but I was desperate for him. I needed Zach inside of me right then.

		"Anything for you, my gorgeous little vixen," Zach replied.

		Zach set me down, but it was only so he could undress me, removing my corset and freeing my breasts. "I think these grew again."

		"Do you like them?" I asked, watching his expression carefully, trying to pick up clues as to how he really felt about them.

		"Very much so."

		He then reached around and squeezed my ass, using it for leverage as he pulled me closer. My big tits mashed up against his firm chest. He kissed me and I lost myself in it. That was when I felt his hard cock pressing against my leg and I gasped into our kiss, surprised by how hard he was already.

		"But first I need to get rid of that skirt you're wearing. You can keep the garter belt on as long as it doesn't get in my way."

		He quickly peeled off my skirt and flung it across the room, leaving me standing there in just my boots and stockings. My thong remained from our first tryst this morning.

		"Damn, that is fucking incredible," he whispered as he stared at me with desire burning in his eyes. "I can't get over how stunning you are."

		"Thanks," I answered shyly as I blushed. I could feel the warmth on my cheeks, especially because I had such fair skin that always showed my embarrassment easily.

		Once I was appropriately disrobed, Zach guided me toward his bed. I laid down on top of it, feeling my expanded backside beneath me. I spread my legs, revealing my glistening folds to Zach's hungry eyes, before reaching between my legs to toy with my pussy. My finger glided easily along the length of my slit as I parted my labia and showed off everything to the handsome man in front of me.

		I whimpered as Zach lowered himself down onto the bed in front of me. His mouth was on my boobs in seconds, sucking on a nipple while squeezing the other one between his fingers. Meanwhile, he used his knees to nudge my thighs even further apart and grant him better access to my sex, which was now more wet than ever.

		Zach didn't hesitate. Once he was between my thighs, he thrust forward, driving his cock deep into my wet and waiting pussy.

		I threw my head back and moaned loudly, unable to hold back my pleasure from the feel of his cock burrowing inside of me, filling me up and stretching me out all over again. It felt like I had transformed into an animal, like I was acting on instinct alone, rutting in a primal mating dance as I sought out my partner.

		"Fuck yes! Oh god!" I shouted out. "You feel so damn good! Holy shit!"

		He pounded my pussy with abandon. I had no doubt that I would be sore for days afterward, but that didn't matter to me. All I cared about was this feeling right here, this exact moment of being fucked within an inch of my life by Zach. Everything else, everything that happened before and everything that would happen afterward, faded away in comparison.

		"You're so tight and wet and warm," Zach growled as he continued to ravish my body, dominating me as we fucked. "I can't get enough of it, of you. You're like a goddess."

		"Mmm hmm," I muttered in agreement, unable to form coherent words.

		I continued to moan and whimper, but Zach kept driving into me, fucking me deeper and harder with each passing moment. His hands groped my tits, rubbing my nipples and kneading the flesh all around them, giving them the proper attention they deserved. The two sensations of pleasure combined to overwhelm me entirely.

		At that point, all I could do was hang on for dear life. I grasped at the sheets with my hands, clenching them tightly in my fists as I writhed with intense pleasure. With every second, it became clearer to me that this wouldn't last much longer. I wasn't able to hold back any longer, not with such powerful stimulation driving my senses wild.

		Zach reached down, his thumb finding my clit, adding another dimension to this sensory overload. My mind started spinning as he pinched my engorged bud between his thumb and forefinger and rolled the bundle of nerves back and forth, sending even more bolts of pleasure rocketing throughout my core. I couldn't believe how good I felt. No one else had ever given me so much joy before. Only Zach could ever hope to satisfy me like this. He was the only man for me. He was everything.

		"Oh god! Yes! Fuck! Shit! God, yes! Give it to me. Fuck me! Oh!"

		And that was when I finally felt that all too familiar feeling of tension within my belly snap. Zach hadn't stopped rubbing my clit, even as he continued to fuck me as hard as he could muster.

		A bright light flashed in my vision as all my muscles clenched. Even my toes curled involuntarily. My legs shook uncontrollably as I rode through the waves of ecstasy washing over my curvy body. Zach's cock kept pumping in and out of me, continuing to drive home the extent of his own pleasure.

		My body moved about without my volition, thrashing around on the bed uncontrollably as Zach kept taking what he needed from my body. There was nothing left I could do. I was powerless to resist as he fucked me with more passion and vigor than I ever would have thought possible.

		But eventually, he came again. His cock jerked inside of my pussy before unleashing a torrent of cum directly into my waiting depths. That felt like a victory to me, as if I had succeeded in accomplishing what I set out to do, even though all I'd done was lie there as the sexiest man I knew had his way with me. But my satisfaction at being able to service him in that way was unmatched.

		"Oh god," Zach groaned as he pumped a few final times before collapsing on top of me.

		He pressed kisses up the length of my neck and along the underside of my jaw, causing me to sigh happily. I was content, but not sated. I wanted more sex with him, as often and as frequently as possible. But for now, I was happy to just rest in his arms, waiting until he could use my body again.

		Zach wrapped me up, letting me cuddle against him. And in my post-orgasmic daze, I drifted off to sleep, happy to have turned into his sexy little goth bimbo.
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		Ididn't leave Zach's room except to make quick trips to the bathroom in our first full day as housemates. And at the rate we were going, we'd be roommates.

		"I'm think I'm getting dumber," I said as I hefted my continually growing tits in my hands after another bout of getting fucked by my new boyfriend.

		"Isn't that kind of the point?" Zach replied with a smirk before cupping my breast in his palm.

		"Yeah, but does that mean I'll just turn into a big ditz?" I asked. The landlord had sent us emails explaining what the house was doing to us. I had Zach read me the email, because all those letters just swam in front of my eyes. I couldn't concentrate long enough to actually form them into words and sentences in my head. I could barely remember how to do basic math.

		"Aren't you already a ditz?" Zach joked with a smirk.

		I pouted, sticking my lips out, which prompted Zach to kiss me, easing my worries. "Don't worry, babe. It's just an effect of the house, not a reflection of you."

		"Can you reread the letter?" I asked. "I want to make sure I got all the details right."

		"You don't need to worry about it. Just let the house have its fun," Zach replied dismissively.

		"But aren't you mad that you're not a musician anymore? How can you just accept that?"

		"I prefer to just listen to music now, Lilith. And I'm perfectly fine with it. In fact, I don't want to think about it ever again. I'm perfectly happy just going to concerts, preferably with you, moshing away during the shows, and then coming home and screwing you six ways from Sunday. Is that really so bad?"

		I bit my lip and shook my head, unable to deny how great our time together had been so far. "No, of course not. And it doesn't bother you that I'm growing so much?"

		"Lilith, you look fucking fantastic right now. Why would I complain?" Zach reached over and rubbed one of my tits through my corset. I moaned lightly in response.

		"It's okay with you?" I asked, looking down at the round lumps on my chest. They seemed too big to be natural. My hand slid down my torso and touched my flat stomach, still amazed by how slender my waist was with the heavy cinching from the corset I wore constantly, a constant reminder of who I'd become.

		"If it's okay with you, it's okay with me."

		"So, it doesn't bother you that I've turned into a slut?" I asked, afraid to hear the answer, but knowing that Zach wouldn't lie to me. Not about something important. At least, I hoped so.

		"That's an easy question to answer," Zach replied, leaning in close as he wrapped his arms around me. "I don't mind, because you're my slut now. And that means that you'll just have to give your body, your heart, and everything else over to me. No one else gets to touch you like I do. Your pussy is all mine now."

		I giggled, unable to keep myself from feeling incredibly happy at Zach's reply. "I guess I can live with that."

		Zach then kissed me deeply and my mind shut off once more. It was wonderful being with my new boyfriend, experiencing such a thrilling rollercoaster of emotions together. He made me feel so sexy and confident, but so dumb and horny, too.

		And by the following morning, all of the new changes to my life had been set in stone. I was nothing but a bimbo. And given my new style, that made me a goth bimbo. Zach called me his gimbo, combining the words together or something. I wasn't smart enough to understand that anymore. To think I used to be an engineer. The only engineering I needed was for my corsets and my boots, making sure I looked sexy and fuckable all the time.

		Zach had been changing, too. By the next morning, he had a full beard, which hadn't been there when we moved in. As a musician, a beard would have gotten in the way when he played certain instruments. But now it just made him look more manly as we listened to music together.

		I didn't really know what was going to happen next, but Zach made it easy for me. He told me not to worry, so I didn't. He told me not to think about anything that distressed me or made my head hurt, so I just stopped, letting him handle that sort of stuff for me. If it was important, he would know about it and take care of it. I just had to look sexy and fuck like a champ for him. And since he hadn't complained about my performance yet, I assumed that I had managed to check off those boxes on my daily list of tasks.

		Besides, I didn't really understand what had happened to make me the way I was, not beyond the explanation that I lived in a haunted house that had decided to transform all of us into living stereotypes, albeit ones who loved to screw around all night long. Not that there was a problem with that. I knew I loved it. And so did Zach. I was his submissive gimbo and there was nothing I wanted to be more.
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