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Chapter 1

The Rules of the Game

Brody Vale leaned back in his neon-blue gaming chair, RGB lights pulsing across the walls of his sleek 2026 LA loft like a living heartbeat. Multiple 8K monitors glowed behind him, chat exploding with thirsty comments from his 1.4 million followers. The 25-year-old Twitch superstar—better known online as “BrodyVibe”—had seen some wild shit in his streaming career, but nothing like the three-foot-tall man now perched on the edge of his custom carbon-fiber desk, legs swinging like a bored kid.

“So… you’re a genie?” Brody asked, one eyebrow cocked, voice dripping with that signature cocky swagger he used to roast noobs on stream. He would have laughed this off as some elaborate prank if he hadn’t just watched the little guy turn his $15,000 limited-edition drone into a live falcon and back again in the blink of an eye.

“That’s close enough,” the little man answered, his voice calm but carrying the weary weight of centuries.

“And you do magic on request?” Brody felt a little stupid asking, but the evidence was literally sitting on his desk.

“It’s more accurate to say I allow the magic to happen,” the little man replied, a faint note of exhaustion creeping in. “There’s a certain amount of magical energy threaded through everything. When I hear a properly formatted wish from the current owner of the vessel, it triggers me to release that energy in a general direction.”

“But you do grant wishes, right?” Brody interrupted, already leaning forward, eyes gleaming with clout-chasing hunger.

“Yes. But I strongly recommend you avoid it at all costs.”

“Why? Only three wishes or something lame like that?”

“No. You get all the wishes you want.”

Brody’s grin widened. “Then why the hell not?”

The little man rolled his ancient eyes heavenward. “Magic is… funny. It goes where it wants. I can point it in a general direction, but I cannot control the final outcome. And once a wish is granted, reversing it is devilishly difficult. So it is very important never to make a wish unless you are absolutely certain you will be happy with every possible way it could be fulfilled.”

“Happy no matter how it turns out, huh?” Brody scratched the back of his neck, smirking. “So all I need is a no-lose wish.”

“Exactly. But no such wish exists,” the little man said, shaking his head.

“Yeah, well… check this out,” Brody retorted in that cocky, trash-talk voice that made his chat spam fire emojis. “I wish for beautiful women!”

Nothing happened.

After a long, awkward beat the cocky grin on Brody’s face faltered into puzzled annoyance. “Uh… how come nothing happened?”

“You did not make your wish in the proper format,” the little man said, condescension dripping from every syllable. “There are rules for constructing a proper wish.”

“Rules?” Brody wasn’t used to anyone—especially not a three-foot-tall dude—looking down their nose at him.

“Yes. A proper wish must contain an object, an action, a time reference, and no more than three qualifiers.” The little man was clearly sliding into full lecture mode.

Brody scratched his head again. “Hold up. A what?”

The little man repeated it slower, like he was explaining basic mechanics to a noob. “An object. An action. A time reference. And no more than three qualifiers. Understand?”

“Uh… no. Spell it out, short stack.”

The little man sighed but continued patiently. “An object is what the magic acts upon—or creates. An action is what the magic does to that object. A wish to make you smarter would have ‘you’ as the object and ‘make smarter’ as the action. A wish for beautiful women to appear would have ‘women’ as the object and ‘appear’ as the action.”

Brody bristled at the implied insult. “That’s literally what I wished for!”

“No,” the little man wagged a tiny finger. “Exact words matter. Yours were ‘I wish for beautiful women.’ That’s an object and one qualifier with zero action and zero time reference. That’s not a formal wish—it’s just a horny statement of yearning.”

Brody felt a flush of embarrassment heat his cheeks. “So if I add an action, I get my wish?”

“An action and a time reference.”

“What kind of time reference?”

“Almost anything. ‘Right now,’ ‘for the rest of my life,’ ‘for the next hour,’ ‘every third Tuesday’—whatever. But be extremely careful. The wish will last exactly as long as you specify. You cannot extend it. You cannot end it early.”

Brody nodded slowly, the light of understanding finally dawning. “And qualifiers are the extra stuff?”

“Precisely. Anything beyond the core object, action, and time reference. ‘With red hair’ or ‘attracted to me’—those are qualifiers. You can have up to three. More than that and the magic gets… creative in unpleasant ways.”

Brody was nodding faster now, the gamer in him already theory-crafting. “Okay. I think I got it. I’m ready to make my first real wish.”

The little man winced visibly. “Please reconsider. I have done this thousands of times. Wishes almost never turn out the way people expect.”

Brody’s grin returned, full of arrogant confidence. “Nah, I got a fool-proof one ready.”

The little man winced even harder. “Everyone always thinks that. I beg you—don’t make that wish. You will be far better off without it.”

Brody ignored him completely, voice loud and cocky enough to fill the streaming loft. “I wish to be surrounded by beautiful women for the rest of my life!”

The little man’s shoulders sagged in defeat. “As you wish,” he intoned, the ancient words heavy with finality.

A single stray spark of magic—tiny, golden, almost playful—brushed across the back of Brody’s neck. It lingered for half a heartbeat, leaving behind a strange, liquid warmth that trickled down his spine and pooled low in his gut. For one dizzying second his skin felt oddly sensitive, his chest strangely… full. The sensation vanished as quickly as it had come.

Brody blinked, already dismissing it as a glitch from too many energy drinks.

He had no idea how catastrophically wrong he was.


Chapter 2

The Sultan’s Palace

Brody Vale looked around eagerly for a few moments, his signature cocky grin still plastered across his face like he’d just dropped a perfect clutch in front of 1.4 million live viewers. Gradually, though, the smile began to fade as nothing happened. “How come nothing’s happening?” he complained, voice dripping with that same trash-talk swagger he used to roast noobs on stream.

“Give it time!” the little man answered brusquely. “Magic has to flow some before it has a noticeable effect.”

A sudden shudder ripped through Brody. For one dizzying heartbeat it felt like a ripple passed through the entire loft. “Whoa! Did you feel that?” he asked, a strange flutter low in his gut making his voice crack just a fraction higher than usual.

“Yes, I did. The magic is starting to work.”

“What’s happening? What’s it going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?!”

“I told you,” the little man said, shaking his head and rolling his eyes at Brody’s questions. “I just allow the magic to happen. I don’t control what it actually does.”

Brody accepted the explanation—if only because he was becoming distracted by what was happening to his apartment. A warm, liquid heat had begun to pool in his chest, making his nipples tighten into two sensitive, aching peaks that scraped teasingly against the soft fabric of his designer hoodie with every breath.

“The room seems kind of… shimmery now,” Brody muttered, not really addressing anyone. He just needed to say something while the visual strangeness unfolded around him. The strange warmth in his chest deepened, soft and plush, making his pecs feel oddly full and heavy for a split second before the sensation faded.

The little man answered anyway. “The magic is definitely having an effect. First it will set the stage for your wish to be granted.”

Brody’s eyes widened as the changes accelerated. The sleek floor-to-ceiling windows of his 2026 LA loft shimmered and warped, morphing into ornate arched doorways framed in dark wood and gold filigree. Plush Persian rugs and silk pillows spilled across the hardwood, replacing his expensive gaming mats. Glowing Arabic calligraphy crawled across the walls like living neon, verses from the Koran pulsing faintly in the low light. The RGB strips and 8K monitors flickered once, then dissolved into flickering oil lamps that cast a rich, golden glow over everything.

“Hey, cool! All the doorways are arches now. And there are rugs and pillows all over the floor. And what’s with all that squiggly writing on the walls?” Brody’s voice had taken on an excited edge, even as another ripple of liquid heat washed through his chest, making his nipples throb and his skin feel hypersensitive.

“That’s Arabic script,” the little man answered, carefully studying the growing lattice of magic threading through the air. “Lines from the Koran, actually. This new reality of yours seems to be taking on a Middle Eastern flavor.”

“Middle Eastern? You mean we’re not in the U.S. anymore?” Brody asked, confused but still riding the high—though a fresh flutter between his thighs made him shift uncomfortably in his gaming chair.

“I would very much doubt it,” the little man replied distractedly. “Definitely Arabic or possibly Persian. Judging by the looks of things, this will be the palace of a very rich sultan.”

“A palace? I didn’t wish for a palace, I wished for girls!” Brody insisted, adamant, even as the strange warmth in his chest thickened and his nipples dragged against his hoodie again, sending an unwelcome spark straight to his groin.

The little man was still too focused on the swirling magical threads to be ruffled by Brody’s tone. “Magic is unpredictable, but it does try to tie up loose ends. Perhaps it was easiest for you to be surrounded by beautiful women if you were a rich sultan.”

“Yeah?” Brody’s grin returned, clearly pleased by the idea, even as a fresh wave of liquid heat rolled through his body and made his cock twitch hard—then feel oddly… empty for a heartbeat. “That would be so hot, man. But where are the women at?”

“Patience,” the little man replied. “Magic does take some time, and this is just the stage being set. Ah! I believe these are the women arriving now.”

A dozen shimmering forms began to materialize around the transformed room. At first they were lumpy and indistinct, like half-loaded holograms, but they quickly sharpened into breathtakingly curvaceous women draped in sheer silks and glittering jewelry. They lounged on the piles of pillows and rugs in varying stages of undress—breasts barely contained by jeweled halter tops, long legs gleaming beneath translucent skirts, dark nipples visible through gauzy fabric, full lips parted in soft, inviting sighs.

“Oh man!” Brody rubbed his hands together in pure glee, eyes devouring every lush curve. “They are gorgeous! I am going to enjoy this!” His voice cracked again on the last word, a breathy little hitch he tried to cover with a laugh. “These dozen babes and this palace are perfect! See, I told you this wish was fool-proof.”

“Fourteen women, by my count,” the little man corrected, still studying the magical lattice. “And it does look like you have been granted your very own harem. Congratulations. It is very rare to have a wish work out as well as intended.”

“This is going to be great! My own harem! And you said I shouldn’t make any wishes. Hah!” Brody was openly gloating now, chest heaving with excitement. He didn’t notice how his hoodie suddenly felt tighter across his pecs, or how the strange, plush fullness in his chest refused to fade. A fresh gush of liquid heat pooled low between his thighs, making his cock throb once—then shrink back with a slick, confusing pull that left him clenching around nothing. The sensation was gone in an instant, but the echo of it left his skin tingling and his face flushed.

“It does seem that fortune has smiled on you,” the little man said, still not looking at Brody, “but for your own sake, I urge you to make no more wishes.”

Brody didn’t hear the warning. He was too busy staring at the fourteen breathtaking women now lounging in his new palace, their silks whispering against smooth skin, their dark eyes already turning toward him with hungry, expectant smiles.

He had no idea the magic was only just getting started on him.


Chapter 3

The Transformation

“Whoa… I mean, hey now…” Brody’s cocky grin had completely vanished. “Did you feel that?”

The shudder that ripped through him was nothing like the earlier room-wide ripple. This one was personal. It slammed straight into his core like liquid fire, making every nerve ignite at once. The little man’s ancient eyes snapped away from the swirling magical lattice and locked onto Brody with laser focus.

“I… I feel funny,” Brody stammered, the smug streamer voice cracking. “What’s happening?”

“The magic is not yet over,” the little man explained in calm, measured English. “It is now altering you to fit within the parameters of your wish.”

Brody’s brows furrowed. The words sounded like static—familiar sounds, but they refused to connect. “Altering… me? How? Why?” A sharp note of worry crept into his tone, but the sentence came out slurred, the English fighting to stay on his tongue.

The little man tilted his head, noticing the confusion flicker across Brody’s face. “I do not know the exact shape it will take,” he continued in English, “but based on the pattern of energy surrounding you and this palace, the harem fulfills the action of the wish. The changes happening to you are fulfilling the time reference.”

Brody blinked hard. The little man’s voice was clear, but the meaning slipped away like water through fingers. “You mean the ‘rest of my life’ part?” he tried, but the words came out mangled—half English, half something melodic and foreign that rolled off his tongue with shocking ease. “Rest… of… hayati?”

The little man’s eyes narrowed as glowing threads of magic coiled tighter around Brody’s throat and temples. He switched seamlessly to flawless Arabic. “Exactly. Perhaps you are being reshaped into an Arab lord. After all, not many American streamers own their own harem.”

Brody’s eyes widened. The Arabic made perfect sense now—clear, natural, like his own thoughts. “I… I guess I could live with that,” he answered automatically in the same liquid Arabic, the words flowing effortlessly. “Man, I feel weird.” His voice cracked higher, the English he tried to force out dissolving into pure, melodic Arabic. “Even my clothes are changing now. Is there a mirror around here so I can see what’s going on?”

“Yes, near the ornate urn by the archway on the far side of the room,” the little man replied in Arabic, pointing.

Brody started walking between the lounging harem women, their silk-clad bodies glistening in the lamplight. Each step felt wrong. His hips rolled with an unnatural, slinky sway, ass cheeks flexing and bouncing in a way that made his designer joggers ride up between them. “Boy, even walking feels weird. Kinda slinky and… wriggly at the same time,” he muttered, the sentence pure Arabic now, the English completely gone.

The little man studied him closely. “You do seem to be walking peculiarly.”

“And these clothes are getting thinner and thinner,” Brody continued in flawless, musical Arabic, running his hands over the fabric. It was turning gossamer, almost sheer, the soft material clinging to his skin like a lover’s breath. “I mean, you can almost see through this shit. Soft though. Are they supposed to be like this?” He glanced back over his shoulder, voice already pitching higher and breathier.

“If what I suspect is happening is true,” the little man answered in Arabic, still watching the magic intently, “your clothes will change far more dramatically than you anticipated.”

“What do you—” Brody’s words died as he reached the full-length mirror framed in gold filigree. “Hey, get a look at me. I think I’m becoming Arab.” The Arabic poured out of him effortlessly. “My eyes were never this dark brown before. My skin tone is definitely darker… and my hair is turning jet black. Kinda long though. Looks like I’ll need a haircut.”

“Believe me,” the little man said with an odd inflection, still in Arabic, “you will not need a haircut.”

“Really? It’s getting pretty long,” Brody noted, tugging at the strands now brushing his shoulders. The words felt right in Arabic, the English he tried to reach for slipping further away. “God, I look so young. You don’t think I’m turning into a kid, do you?”

“No,” the little man replied, scanning Brody head to toe. “I believe you will be a fully functional adult when this is over.”

“That’s good,” Brody said, relaxing a fraction, the Arabic now his only tongue. “Because it would totally suck to have my own harem and be too young to enjoy it. If you know what I mean.”

“There would be a certain irony to that,” the little man noted dryly.

Another shudder slammed into Brody, far stronger than the last. “Wait—here comes another wave—”

The ripple tore through him like liquid lightning. “Oooh—ahhh!!” The sound ripped out of his throat in a throaty, feminine moan that shocked him—pure, melodic Arabic even in panic. His hair exploded downward in a silky black waterfall, thick, glossy waves tumbling past his shoulders and brushing the middle of his back. His fingernails lengthened into elegant, almond-shaped talons, painted a deep, shimmering crimson. Gold hoops appeared in his suddenly pierced ears, delicate chains draping across his collarbones.

He reached up, fingers trembling, and touched one earring. “Why are my nails so long? Am I wearing jewelry? These are earrings!” The words spilled out in flawless Arabic, the English he once commanded now completely locked away.

His hands dropped to his body. The hoodie and joggers were dissolving into sheer, gossamer silk—translucent veils of emerald and gold that clung to every new curve like a lover’s breath. The fabric parted over his chest, revealing smooth, deepening olive skin that glowed warm and rich under the lamplight. His waist cinched dramatically while his hips flared outward into lush, fertile curves. His ass rounded and lifted, becoming a perfect heart-shaped pillow that jiggled with every panicked breath.

But the real shock was happening higher.

A deep, plush fullness surged behind his sternum. Brody gasped as two heavy, sensitive mounds ballooned outward, swelling into full, perky breasts that strained against the sheer silk. The fabric grew thinner and more revealing, the neckline plunging until his new tits spilled forward—round, creamy, impossibly perky 18-year-old Arab breasts capped with dark, stiff nipples that throbbed visibly. Each breath made them bounce and sway, sending electric jolts straight to the slick, aching slit forming between his thighs.

“Merciful Allah!” The words burst from his full lips in perfect, panicked Arabic, his voice now a sultry, musical soprano that sounded nothing like the cocky gamer he had been. “I am becoming a woman!”

“I am afraid so,” the little man said consolingly in Arabic, understanding every word.

“But it makes no sense!” she cried, the Arabic flowing effortlessly now. Her soft brown eyes were wide with panic as she stared at her reflection. Rich olive skin, high exotic cheekbones, full lips painted a deep rose, long jet-black hair cascading like liquid night. She looked every inch the breathtaking 18-year-old virgin harem girl—petite yet voluptuous, built for pleasure.

The little man shook his head sadly. “It makes perfect sense if we assume that instead of owning such a harem, you are in fact a member of it.”

Brody’s new eyes widened in horror. “Me? A harem girl? No—this cannot be! I command you to change me back!”

“I do not act on commands,” the little man answered patiently in Arabic. “I act on wishes. And wishes cannot simply be reversed while the time reference is in effect. They are not stable that way.”

“I do not care!” she shrieked, the musical soprano cracking with hysteria. “Make me a man again—immediately! I wish it so!”

Nothing happened.

“Why is nothing happening?” she asked in a hushed, surprisingly sultry Arabic voice.

The little man looked at her askance. “A couple of reasons. First, the magic is not finished fitting you into this reality. Notice how your clothing is becoming more revealing and your breasts are still filling out.” He gestured at the heavy, jiggling globes now barely contained by the sheer emerald silk. “Second, the magical energy in your immediate surroundings has been depleted creating these changes. You must get a good night’s sleep to replenish it.”

She grabbed her expanding breasts with both hands, the soft, heavy weight overflowing her palms as fresh, humiliating wetness flooded the new, puffy folds between her thighs. “You mean I must stay in this form until morning?”

“At least,” the little man answered, his tone far too casual for the shell-shocked harem girl in front of him. “Until the energy is recharged there is nothing I can do for you. And I strongly recommend you consider staying in this form permanently.”

“WHAT?!”

The little man continued, irritatingly calm. “Sure, you will live out your life in pampered splendor as a member of a royal harem. Another wish is just likely to make things worse. This reality is not so bad, really.”

“Listen, imp!” her new voice was pure musical velvet even in rage. “It could not possibly be worse than this, and I intend to remedy this situation at first light of the morning!”

“Won’t you at least consider staying as you are now?” the little man asked.

“Never!”

“Okay then,” the little man’s voice took on a note of resignation. “I will see you in the morning. In the meantime, you might want to keep me hidden. If one of the other wives were to take me away from you, then you will have no choice but to stay as you are.”

“Other wives? Take you away?”

“It has happened before. People are lured by the power of magic. Just keep me hidden and I will see you in the morning. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight?” she whispered, the sultry Arabic word trembling on her full lips as the little man vanished in a shimmer of fading magic.

She stood alone in the opulent chamber, chest heaving, massive breasts rising and falling heavily beneath the sheer silk. The cool night air kissed her newly smooth, hairless skin and the slick, virgin slit between her thighs. A single drop of humiliating arousal trickled down her inner thigh as the reality of her new 18-year-old Arab harem-girl body settled in.

And somewhere deep inside, the last fragments of Brody Vale screamed in silent, mortified horror… while her new body already ached with unfamiliar, insistent heat.


Chapter 4

Amira’s Morning

“Good morning!” the little man called out in cheerful Arabic, materializing beside the silk-draped divan. “My, you are looking lovely today. Those sheer emerald veils with that low-slung skirt are quite attractive on you. The way the silk clings to your curves… exquisite.”

“Be quiet!” Amira snapped back in the same flawless, musical Arabic, her sultry soprano sharp with irritation.

The little man continued in the same light, teasing banter. “You’ve redone your hair! And are you wearing kohl around those beautiful eyes? Oh, I am so glad you’ve reconsidered and started adjusting to your new life in the harem. Within a few years you’ll be glad you listened to me.”

“I said be still, imp!” Amira hissed. It was obvious the former streamer was in a foul mood. She stood in the center of the opulent chamber, fists clenched at her sides, the sheer emerald veils and low-slung skirt doing nothing to hide the lush, 18-year-old Arab body the magic had locked her into. The other harem women had woken her at dawn, bathed her in fragrant oils, dressed her, painted her nails a deep crimson, lined her eyes with kohl, and brushed her long jet-black hair until it cascaded like liquid silk down her back. She had not had a single moment of privacy all morning.

The little man looked momentarily confused. “But it is almost noon now. Why did you wait so long to call me? And why go to the trouble of accenting your eyes and hair and dressing in such a provocative manner that so highlights the lovely feminine attributes of your new body?”

Amira blushed furiously, the warm rose color spreading across her rich olive cheeks and down the deep valley of her cleavage. She demurely turned her face away, unable to meet his eyes. “These women… the rest of the harem… They woke me at dawn and bathed me and dressed me. Then they painted my nails and face while redoing my hair. I have not had a moment’s solitude all morning.”

“Bathed you, eh?” The little man rubbed his chin, considering the prospect with obvious amusement. “That couldn’t have been too bad.”

“That was… not unpleasant,” Amira admitted, voice soft and melodic even in embarrassment. The memory made her shift uncomfortably. The other women’s soft hands gliding over her newly sensitive skin, the warm scented water, the way their bodies had pressed against hers while they laughed and called her “sister.” “But it was torturous to be so surrounded by the temptations of flesh and so ill equipped to profit from the experience. They call me sister! And they covered me with silks, jewels, and perfume!”

“You do smell nice,” the little man noted, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

“Shut up! This is all your fault and I will stand it no longer.” Amira spoke with as much conviction as her breathy, silver-bell voice could muster. “Reverse the spell that was cast upon me yesterday. I wish it so at once!”

“As you wish,” the little man intoned formally, then continued in a slightly irritated tone. “And this is not my fault! I have done nothing but warn you and urge you not to make wishes. But did you listen to me? No! And now you’ve gone and wasted another wish trying to undo things that cannot be undone!”

“It’s working! I feel it working!” Amira gasped as the familiar shudder rolled through her. A surge of strength coursed into her arms and shoulders. “Quick! Where is my mirror?” She spun toward the gold-framed glass, heart pounding. “Ah hah! See! My hair is shorter and I no longer have my makeup on! I am becoming a man again!”

“Oh, that you are, I assure you,” the little man said, shaking his head. “I can see exactly how this is going.”

“Lying djin!” Amira trumpeted in triumphant Arabic, her voice still far too melodic for the words. “You tried to trick me into that female body. But I did not listen! My breasts are becoming small again and my clothes are becoming a shirt and pants again!”

“You did not listen all right. That’s for sure.”

“Hey! My penis is back! Fucking-A!” For one glorious moment Brody’s old voice broke through, cocky and victorious, as his cock and balls reformed between his thighs. He grabbed them with both hands, relief flooding his face. “And my testicles! Hello, boys—I missed you.”

“I hate to break into your little family reunion,” the little man interrupted, “but you do remember me telling you that it wasn’t stable to try to reverse time-referenced magic, right?”

“Don’t worry,” the newly returned Brody dismissed, already striding toward the center of the room. “First thing tomorrow I’ll make a new wish and this time I’ll word things a little more specifically. Hey, look! My apartment’s coming back! Boy, it’s good to be back home again.”

The sleek LA loft began to shimmer into view—RGB lights, gaming rig, 8K monitors—everything solidifying exactly as he remembered.

“You don’t get it, do you?” the little man said, as if talking to a child. “Wishes are trouble, and they cannot be just reversed like this. All you’ve done is push a ball halfway back up a hill that it just fell down from.”

“Ah, you worry too much,” Brody scoffed, almost scornfully. “See? Everything is solid and back to normal.”

Indeed, everything did calm down and settle into the comfortable patterns he knew so well.

“And now,” the little man said tiredly, “the ball rolls back down the hill.”

A violent ripple tore through the room. Brody’s triumphant grin froze as the loft dissolved in a shimmer of golden light. Arches and silk pillows rushed back in. The emerald veils and low-slung skirt reformed around his body, the sheer fabric sliding sensually over suddenly swelling breasts that ballooned outward once more—round, heavy, impossibly perky. His cock shrank away with a slick, humiliating pull, replaced by the hot, puffy folds of a virgin Arab pussy that instantly grew slick with unwanted arousal. Long jet-black hair cascaded down his back again. Gold hoops dangled from his ears. The familiar weight of full, sensitive breasts settled heavily on his chest, nipples stiffening against the translucent silk.

Amira staggered, clutching her massive tits as they overflowed her hands, the sheer emerald fabric doing nothing to hide the dark, aching peaks or the fresh trickle of arousal sliding down her smooth inner thigh.

“No… no!” she wailed in perfect, musical Arabic, voice cracking with despair as the last traces of Brody Vale were washed away again.

The little man simply watched, ancient eyes filled with weary resignation.


Chapter 5

The Inescapable Reality

“Huh? Hey—why is the room getting shimmery again?” Brody asked, the words already fracturing on his tongue as a violent shudder tore through him and a ripple swept the chamber.

The little man’s ancient eyes narrowed. “Why do you think?”

“No! Make it stop!”

“There is no stopping it. The magic will do what it will do.”

The little man’s warning had barely left his lips before another ripple slammed through the room. In rapid, merciless succession the sleek LA loft dissolved—RGB lights, gaming rig, and 8K monitors melting away like cheap holography. Arches reformed, silk pillows and Persian rugs spilled across the floor, and glowing Arabic calligraphy crawled back across the walls. Within seconds the opulent palace had solidified around them once more, oil lamps flickering warmly, the air thick with jasmine and sandalwood.

“We’re back in the palace? Why are we back in the palace?” Brody’s voice cracked with panic as he rushed around the room, hands slapping against marble columns and silk drapes to confirm the nightmare was real. “It came back so fast! Why did it happen so fast?!”

The little man explained carefully in Arabic. “Yesterday the magic was creating a reality. Today it is simply returning you to one that already existed—one you never truly left. Any moment now it will begin fitting you back into this reality.”

Brody looked aghast, the English he tried to force out dissolving into pure, melodic Arabic. “You don’t mean I’m going to go back to being that w— Oh! Hey! What? Oooooh!!”

Whatever he was going to say next was swallowed by a rapid series of ripples and shudders that shook his entire body. The changes he had undergone yesterday returned in a merciless flood.

His hair lengthened first—jet-black waves exploding downward in a silky torrent that brushed the middle of his back and tickled the top of his ass. His skin tone deepened from sun-kissed Californian to rich, glowing olive, smooth and flawless under the lamplight. Makeup reappeared on his face: kohl lining his eyes, rose tinting his full lips, a faint shimmer on his high cheekbones. Gold hoops re-pierced his ears, delicate chains draping across his collarbones, bangles jingling around his wrists and ankles.

His clothes shimmered and reformed into the sheer emerald veils and low-slung skirt, the translucent silk sliding sensually over his skin like a lover’s caress. But the real torment was happening beneath.

A deep, plush fullness surged behind his sternum. Brody gasped as two heavy, sensitive mounds ballooned outward once more—round, creamy, impossibly perky 18-year-old Arab breasts that strained against the sheer fabric. The neckline plunged, the material growing thinner until his new tits spilled forward, dark nipples stiffening into aching peaks that rubbed teasingly with every panicked breath. Each jiggle sent electric sparks straight to the hot, puffy folds forming between his thighs.

His cock gave one last desperate twitch, then shrank away with a slick, humiliating pull, replaced by smooth, virgin pussy lips that bloomed plump and glistening. A fresh gush of warm arousal flooded out, soaking the delicate silk of the skirt and trickling down his smooth inner thighs. His waist cinched, hips flared into lush, fertile curves, and his ass rounded into a perfect heart shape that jiggled obscenely with every shudder.

“By the Prophet—that is a most unpleasant feeling,” Amira wailed in flawless Arabic, voice now a pure, musical soprano. “Aiiyeee! I am unmanned again!”

She was clearly distressed to find herself once more in the body of the breathtaking harem girl—petite yet voluptuous, every inch the 18-year-old virgin prize.

“But you still smell nice!” the little man laughed, then quickly grew serious as he saw Amira bend over, shoulders shaking with quiet sobs. “Hey, are you crying? Don’t cry. Believe me, things can get a lot worse than this. This is not so bad.”

“It could not be worse!” Amira sobbed, the melodic Arabic trembling on her full lips. “Do you know who I have become and what is to happen to me?”

“Well, let’s see,” the little man said, examining the glowing lines of magic still settling around her. “The magic is calming now. I should be able to read the threads. Ah yes—your name is Amira, youngest daughter of the house of Iskander. Your mother is the third wife…”

“I know my family!” Amira snapped, wiping tears from her kohl-lined eyes. “Do your devil eyes not tell you why I am here?”

The little man studied the air a little more. “Uh, yes! You are here in the palace of Sultan Karim Shah. You are betrothed to become his fifteenth wife as part of a deal to strengthen the ties between your families. Oh—a political marriage. Sorry about that. Still, you’ll be marrying a rich and powerful man. That’s not a bad way to spend your life.”

“Are you mad?! I am a man!” Amira choked back another sob, the words cracking in her sultry soprano. “Yet tonight I am to wear this very dress in front of all the invited guests at the wedding feast and dance enticingly for my future husband so that he may take me tomorrow for his bride! Take me! To bed! You understand this?”

The little man scratched his chin and considered his words carefully. “I am led to understand that it can be considerably pleasurable for a woman to be—”

“Are you being deliberately thick?” she interrupted in an angry tone that still sounded adorably melodic. The anger quickly melted into a plaintive, desperate whisper. “I tell you I am a man! Inside, I still feel as a man feels. I spent last night and all this morning in the company of my beautiful harem sisters. To be with them and taken to be another is to be shown women with so little inhibitions as no man has ever seen. I have seen them in their entire splendor… and could do nothing. Do you not understand? I want to take them to bed, not be taken to bed as one of them!”

Amira ended her tirade by breaking down into fresh, heaving sobs. The sheer emerald silk clung wetly to her massive breasts, the fabric dark where her stiff nipples had rubbed against it. Between her thighs, the low-slung skirt was already soaked through, a humiliating trickle of arousal sliding down her smooth olive skin.

The little man was not without sympathy, but he was powerless until the magic recharged. “That is a dilemma,” he said, tapping his chin. “I have no idea what you can do about it tonight. I still advise you make no more wishes. In any case, you’ve used up all the magical energy in your immediate surroundings. So there is nothing I can do for you until tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow!” Amira wailed, the musical Arabic ringing through the chamber. “But the wedding feast is tonight! What am I supposed to do about that?”

“Practice dancing?” the little man offered with a helpless shrug, then disappeared in a shimmer of fading magic, leaving a very beautiful, very distraught woman wailing alone in her room.

Amira sank to her knees among the silk pillows, massive breasts heaving, the sheer emerald veils doing nothing to hide the constant, humiliating wetness between her thighs or the way her new body already ached with unfamiliar, insistent need.

She was trapped.

And the wedding feast was only hours away.


Chapter 6

The Wedding Feast

“Good morning, Amira,” the little man said cheerfully in Arabic as he materialized beside the silk-draped divan. “How was the wedding feast?”

“I do not wish to speak of it,” Amira replied in sullen, melodic Arabic, her sultry soprano heavy with exhaustion and shame. She sat curled on the pile of cushions, sheer emerald veils and low-slung skirt still clinging to her body from the night before, the translucent silk dark in places where her skin had grown damp with humiliated arousal.

“It couldn’t have been that bad,” the little man said, leaning forward with a curious tilt of his head.

“It was the single most humiliating night of my life!” Amira exclaimed, throwing her hands into the air. The sudden motion made her massive, perky breasts bounce heavily inside the sheer emerald silk, dark nipples dragging against the fabric and sending unwanted sparks straight to the slick, puffy folds between her thighs. A fresh trickle of arousal slid down her smooth olive inner thigh, soaking the delicate material even further.

“Was your dancing that bad?” he prompted gently.

“My dancing…” Amira fiddled with the embroidered hem of her skirt, unable to meet his eyes. “Was remarkably good.” Her voice dropped to a humiliated whisper. “This body… seems to be naturally talented in the necessary moves.”

“Good?” The little man sounded genuinely surprised.

“Yes, I said good.” She indicated her own voluptuous form with a trembling hand, the motion making her heavy tits jiggle again. “I moved like I was born for it—hips swaying, back arching, breasts bouncing with every step. The silk clung to me, growing wetter and wetter as the night went on. I could feel every eye on me… especially his.”

“I don’t understand,” the little man admitted. “If you were good, what was so embarrassing?”

“Idiot!” she snapped, the musical soprano turning the insult into something almost adorably fierce. “Do you forget that I am truly a man? Do you have no idea how it would feel as a man to dance such a dance and to do it so well?” A small, natural shudder shook her body, making her breasts quiver. “I still remember the look in the eyes of the men as they leered at me. Sultan Karim Shah was the worst of the lot. As revealing as my clothing was, I felt more naked beneath his gaze. I could sense his longing, his raw desire for me. Tonight he would take me as his own. Such would be my fate—to feel as a man feels on the inside and be taken as a woman! It must be avoided at all costs!”

She leaned forward, unaware of how seductive the movement made her look—the deep valley of her cleavage spilling forward, nipples stiff and visible through the damp silk. “Tell me, imp. What is there of the ways of magic that you have not already told me?”

The little man thought carefully for a moment before answering in the same calm Arabic. “Well, you know most of what I know. You know the structure of a properly formatted wish. You know they cannot be strictly reversed, and you know that any given object must recharge its magical energy before it can be altered again. As for enabling the magic and seeing and reading the magical lines, that is inherent in my nature and not something I can teach you.”

Amira thought for a moment, absentmindedly playing with a long strand of her jet-black hair. “What exactly do you mean when you say that wishes cannot be strictly reversed?” she asked.

“By that I mean the exact wording of a stated wish must be adhered to at all times,” the little man replied, clearly slipping into lecture mode again. “Any given magical change generated by that wish can be altered, but only in such a way that the result still fulfills the original wish.”

“Then there is still hope for me!” Amira said excitedly, sitting up straighter so her heavy breasts bounced and swayed. “I did not specifically wish to be a woman!”

“True,” the little man affirmed. “But you did reinforce your current status with that attempt to reverse the first wish. By twice becoming Amira you have made it more difficult to become someone else. Magic likes to follow a well-worn path.”

“Tell me then, oh great and powerful djin,” Amira leaned forward again, completely unaware of how the motion made her tits strain against the sheer emerald silk, “what type of wish is most likely to rescue me from this form and return my manhood?”

Not really being human, the little man was unaffected by the sensuous display of the beautiful harem girl plying him for information. Yet at heart he was a helpful sort.

“Do you really need to make another wish?” he asked. “Things can go horribly wrong with wishes, and you do have a nice setup here. You’re young, rich, and breathtakingly attractive. I’m sure that given enough time you will get used to being a woman.”

“Listen carefully,” Amira hissed through clenched teeth, the musical soprano turning the threat into something perversely erotic. “I will never get used to being a woman! Now advise me, imp! Or I will wish tortures upon your head!”

“All right! All right! Don’t do anything rash,” the little man flinched. “I can’t promise anything, but I think your best bet is to make a very specific wish for exactly the changes you want and then nail it down with a time reference of a very specific length. That way it will stick where you put it.”

“You are a tricky one, imp. But I think you have given me sage advice here,” Amira said, absentmindedly playing with a strand of her hair. “Let me think a moment before I make the wish.”

“Are you sure I can’t get you to leave well enough alone?” the little man asked one last time.

“Be still!” she snapped. “I know what specific change I require and for what length of time I require it. I wish for my sex to be reversed and for this change to be permanent! I will not have you trick me again!”

“As you wish,” the little man intoned formally, the ancient words heavy with finality.


Chapter 7

The Mental Shift

“Is it happening yet? Is anything changing?” Amira asked anxiously, her musical Arabic voice trembling. “Why is nothing happening?”

“Patience,” the little man counseled in the same calm Arabic. “The magic is flowing and starting to find its way.”

“I think I feel it now!” Amira gasped as a small ripple washed over her body, leaving a familiar, electric shudder in its wake. “My body tingles and my head feels like it is full of bubbles!”

“Yes, the magic is working,” the little man agreed, studying the glowing threads swirling around Amira’s voluptuous form. “And the pattern that is defining your body is starting to change. But not by very much.”

“It stopped!?” Amira noted to no one in particular. “The tingles and bubbles are gone! Why are they gone? They will start once again, no?”

“No,” the little man said gently. “The magic that was invoked from within you is spent. Your wish has been fulfilled.”

“But I am still a woman! I am unchanged!” Amira frantically looked herself over, hands sliding over the heavy swell of her breasts, the sheer emerald silk still damp from earlier arousal. Her rich olive skin glowed under the lamplight, nipples stiff and visible, the low-slung skirt clinging to the smooth mound of her virgin pussy.

“Yes, you are still a woman,” the little man said, “but you are not unchanged.”

“What do you mean?” Amira asked, a cold dread blooming in her chest. “I am starting to have a bad feeling about this.”

The little man looked like he had something difficult to say. “Do you remember,” he began carefully, “when you said that being in the harem frustrated you because you desired after the women as a man would, even though you were equipped as a woman?”

“Yes…” Amira felt there was a trick here somewhere.

“And do you remember how humiliated you felt at the wedding feast, having to dance seductively in front of all those men?”

“Again, yes.” She was on her guard now, heart pounding.

“Well, that will never happen again,” the little man said with finality.

Amira felt that she had missed something. “Explain why,” she demanded, voice rising.

“Because you now have the normal sexual desires of a normal female,” the little man said casually.

“WHAT?!”

“From this day forward, women will seem to you to be just other people, while men will excite you,” he tried to explain again, slow and clear.

“WHAT?!”

“You are now a heterosexual woman. You will want to sleep with men,” he spoke clearly and slowly, watching her reaction.

“But I had wished to become a man again!” Amira’s mind reeled as the implications slammed into her. The words felt… distant. Wrong. Like trying to remember a dream that was already fading.

“No, you had wished for your sex to be reversed, and permanently too, I might add,” the little man continued in lecture mode. “I assume the magic simply found it easier to change you mentally rather than physically this time.”

“This cannot be!” Amira wailed, but even as the words left her lips something inside her shifted.

A warm, bubbly fog filled her head. Thoughts that had once belonged to Brody Vale—the cocky gamer, the guy who spent hours eyeing half-naked cam girls in his chat—began to dissolve like sugar in tea. In their place, new thoughts bubbled up, bright and insistent and horny.

She tried to fight it. No. I’m a man. I like women. Naked women. Remember the harem sisters last night… their bare breasts, their smooth thighs, the way their silks slipped aside…

Nothing.

The mental image of the fourteen beautiful women lounging naked on the pillows felt… flat. Polite. Like looking at a painting. No heat. No hunger. No twitch between her legs.

Amira’s breath caught in horror. “No… no, that’s not right…”

She tried again, forcing the memory harder—full, glistening breasts, soft curves, the scent of their skin. Still nothing. Just a vague appreciation, the way one might admire a beautiful sculpture.

Then, unbidden, an image of Sultan Karim Shah flashed through her mind.

His tall, powerful frame. The way his dark eyes had burned into her during the feast. The deep, commanding rumble of his voice when he had praised her dancing. The hard line of his jaw, the broad shoulders, the way his robes had hinted at the strong body beneath…

A sudden, violent throb pulsed between Amira’s thighs. Her new pussy clenched hard, a fresh gush of hot, slick arousal flooding out and soaking the front of her sheer skirt. Her massive breasts felt heavier, nipples tightening into aching peaks that dragged against the damp silk. A needy, breathy whimper escaped her full lips.

“Oh… Allah,” she whispered, voice husky and trembling. The mental picture of the Sultan leaning over her, pinning her down, sliding into her tight virgin heat, made her hips roll involuntarily. Her clit throbbed. Another trickle of wetness slid down her inner thigh.

She was getting wet for a man.

“No… no, I’m not… I can’t…” Amira clutched her heavy breasts, trying to hold onto the last scraps of Brody’s identity, but they were slipping away like sand. In their place, bright, teenage-girl thoughts flooded in: how good it would feel to be held, to be kissed, to be taken. How much she suddenly wanted to please a strong man. How horny she felt right now, just thinking about it.

Her mind had flipped.

She was no longer a man trapped in a woman’s body.

She was Amira — a young, horny, 18-year-old Arab woman who was becoming more and more aware of how desperately she wanted to be fucked by a man.

“Hey, look on the bright side,” the little man suggested gently.

“Bright side? What bright side?” she asked, voice cracking.

“At least you’ll be able to enjoy your wedding night now.”

Amira’s eyes shot daggers at him, but the glare was ruined by the fresh flush of heat blooming across her cheeks and chest. She gritted her teeth. “I would strangle you now if I thought I could. Wait a moment!” A flash of desperate hope lit up her face. “There is still time before tonight. If I went to sleep right now, how long would it take to regenerate enough energy to make another wish?”

“A week,” he said simply.

“A week! What happened to a day?” she shrieked, the musical soprano turning shrill.

“You’ve changed into Amira three times in three days. Each time you’ve worn a deeper rut in the magical pathways. The energy requirements to kick you out of that rut just go up exponentially each time,” the little man shrugged, as if to say he would have helped if he could.

“Three times? I’ve only become Amira twice!” she protested. “I already was her before this last unholy change!”

“Actually,” the little man answered in an apologetic tone, “your whole body gets thrown into flux during a change, so technically you did change into Amira three times—even though this last time you were given a different mindset.”

Amira plopped down onto the floor, staring off into the distance, the sheer silk of her skirt now dark and clinging between her thighs. “A week?” she asked no one in particular, voice small.

“I’m afraid so,” the little man consoled.

“What am I to do until then?” she asked in the same flat, defeated tones.

“Smile pretty and enjoy the ride?” the little man suggested.

“I feel sick,” she whispered.

“Call me if you need to talk,” he offered, then disappeared from sight, leaving only Amira behind.

The stunned but very beautiful young woman sat for a long moment, then buried her face in her hands and began to sob softly. Even as the tears fell, her body betrayed her again—another warm pulse between her legs, another intrusive image of Sultan Karim Shah’s strong hands on her hips, his mouth on her neck.

She was Amira now.

And the wedding night was coming.


Chapter 8

The Honeymoon

“Hi there! How’s my favorite newlywed been coming along this past week?” the little man asked in a light, teasing tone as he materialized beside the silk-draped divan.

Amira sat sullen on the pile of cushions, neck slightly bowed, staring at nothing in particular. The sheer emerald veils and low-slung skirt still clung to her body, the translucent silk dark in places from the constant, humiliating wetness between her thighs.

“You would mock me in my misery, imp?” she muttered in sultry Arabic.

“I was just trying to lighten the mood,” the little man replied apologetically. “So I take it the honeymoon isn’t going well.”

“It is horrible!” she moaned, the musical soprano cracking with raw emotion.

“What’s the matter? Does he beat you or something? If he does, just make the wish and he’s a cockroach.” The little man sounded genuinely concerned.

“No! Don’t.” Amira shook her head, long jet-black hair cascading over her shoulders. “He… he is a kind man. Gentle. He treats his women well.”

“I don’t understand then,” the little man scratched his head in puzzlement.

Amira hugged her knees to her chest, the motion making her massive breasts squeeze together and spill forward in deep, pillowy cleavage. She stared off into the distance as the memories flooded back, voice dropping to a trembling whisper.

“That night… the first one after we last spoke… my wedding night… I was anointed with fragrant oils and dressed in the finest silks, then led trembling to his bedchamber. I was frightened that I was to lie with a man, and he sensed this. He seemed to understand my fear, though he misunderstood its source.” She sighed heavily, thighs pressing together as a fresh trickle of arousal slid down her smooth olive skin. “Then again, perhaps it is the same for all women who first lie with a man. Surely I do not know.”

“Can’t help you there,” the little man added. “I wouldn’t know either.”

“He was very gentle,” Amira continued, voice growing huskier. “He didn’t rush or force what was his right to take. He coaxed me down the path we both followed that night… and I was his.”

She closed her eyes, the memory playing out in vivid, steamy detail.



The chamber had been lit by dozens of flickering oil lamps, casting a warm golden glow over the massive canopied bed. Amira had been trembling as the harem women led her inside, her sheer white silk gown so thin it was almost transparent, the fabric whispering against her hypersensitive skin. Sultan Karim Shah waited for her—tall, broad-shouldered, his dark eyes burning with restrained hunger.

He rose slowly, voice low and soothing as he drew her close. His large hands were surprisingly gentle as they slid the gown from her shoulders. The silk pooled at her feet, leaving her completely naked. Amira’s heavy breasts rose and fell with every panicked breath, dark nipples already stiff and aching. Between her thighs, her virgin pussy was slick and glistening, the musky-sweet scent of her arousal thickening the air.

“You are trembling, little one,” he murmured, cupping her face. “I will be gentle.”

He kissed her slowly at first—soft, coaxing kisses that made her full lips part on a whimper. Then deeper, hungrier. His tongue swept into her mouth as one strong hand slid down to cup her breast, thumb circling the stiff nipple until she moaned into his mouth. The other hand slipped between her thighs, two thick fingers gliding along her soaked slit. Amira gasped, hips jerking as pleasure she had never imagined exploded through her core. As a man she had known orgasms—quick, sharp, and over too fast. This was different. This was a slow, molten wave that built and built until she was whimpering and grinding shamelessly against his hand.

He laid her back on the silk sheets, kissing down her neck, sucking one aching nipple into his mouth while his fingers curled inside her, stroking that perfect spot until her back arched and she came with a broken, musical cry—her first female orgasm crashing through her like wildfire. Her pussy clenched and gushed around his fingers, thighs shaking.

When he finally positioned himself between her spread legs, the thick head of his cock pressing against her virgin entrance, Amira felt a sharp sting as he pushed inside. She cried out, nails digging into his shoulders. The stretch burned… but only for a moment. Then the pain melted into something impossibly good—fullness, pressure, every nerve singing with pleasure as he sank deeper. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid in to the hilt in one smooth thrust.

“Allah…” she moaned, the word slipping out in pure ecstasy. As a man she had fucked women—hard, fast, chasing his own release. This was nothing like that. Every slow thrust dragged against a thousand pleasure spots inside her. Her heavy breasts bounced with each stroke, nipples dragging against his chest. Her clit throbbed against his pelvis. She came again—harder this time—walls fluttering and milking his cock as she wailed in helpless bliss.

He didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then again, and again, until she was sobbing with pleasure, legs wrapped around his waist, begging in broken Arabic for more. She lost count of how many times she came. Each orgasm was deeper, longer, more shattering than anything she had ever felt as Brody. The pleasure was everywhere—inside, outside, rolling through her in endless waves. She gave herself completely, riding his cock, grinding down on him, crying out his name as he finally spilled deep inside her with a low groan.

When it was over she lay trembling in his arms, pussy still fluttering around his softening cock, body glowing with sweat and satisfaction. She had never felt anything so good… so right.



Amira opened her eyes, cheeks burning, thighs pressed tightly together as another fresh gush of arousal soaked the silk between her legs.

“Well, that sounds kind of pleasant actually,” the little man said, still confused. “What was so horrible?”

“You hear but do not understand,” Amira said, turning to look at him directly. “He did not take my maidenhood from me—I gave it to him willingly! I wanted to be his woman! I want him now! His mouth on my mouth, his hand on my breast, his manhood inside me… I need him now. I think…”

“But those are the normal healthy feelings that any woman could have,” the little man countered.

“Any normal woman, yes,” Amira agreed, nodding her head. “But I am no normal woman. We have been busy, you know. This past week we have seldom left the bridal chamber. I have learned much about how to pleasure a man and how to take pleasure from a man. I look and feel as a normal woman, I burn with the desires of a normal woman… yet I still remember that I was a man.”

“Gee, it seems like you could be happy here,” the little man suggested. “Couldn’t you try to forget your past?”

“Forget? I would dearly love to forget,” Amira said sadly, lifting her eyes heavenward. “I wish that right now time would roll back so that I could forget all that has happened and forget you, so that I could live the life I knew before.”

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

“What?! Wait! No—that was not my wish! I did not make that wish!” she almost yelled, a small hint of hysteria creeping into her voice.

“I’m sorry,” the little man apologized. “I am bound and obligated to enact all properly formatted wishes.”

“But I had no intent to make such a wish!” she moaned.

“Intent is not important. Words are,” the little man reminded her.

“What will happen? What is to become of me now?” Her eyes darted around the room, looking for the first signs of any change.

“I don’t know, but we are about to find out.” The little man began to study the air around the room as the first faint ripples of magic stirred once more.


Chapter 9

The Final Descent

“The palace walls… they shimmer now,” Amira noted, voice trembling as a fresh ripple washed through the chamber.

“Yes, the changes are starting,” the little man agreed in calm Arabic.

“This room grows smaller… the rugs and pillows are gone.” Amira pointed with a manicured hand, her sheer emerald veils swirling around her lush curves.

“It does seem as though wherever we are going will be a far less palatial place,” the little man nodded.

“It is starting to look like a living room… I see a couch… and a television. There is something very familiar about this.” Amira wrinkled her brow, the motion making her heavy breasts jiggle inside the damp silk.

“It kind of looks like it’s becoming a typical middle-American house,” the little man sniffed. “Could be almost anywhere in the suburbs.”

“Aieee! I know this place!” Amira exclaimed, rushing around the reforming room. The silks swirled gracefully around her voluptuous 18-year-old body, the low-slung skirt riding up her smooth olive thighs. “It is the very house I grew up in! I have not dwelled in this place for many a year. Why would the magic bring us back to where I have not lived since I was a child?”

The palace dissolved completely in a blinding flash of golden light. When the light faded, Amira stood frozen in the middle of her parents’ familiar suburban living room — the same beige carpet, the same old leather sectional, the same family photos on the wall. But everything felt horribly, impossibly wrong.

Her body felt… heavy. Top-heavy in a way that made her shoulders ache. Her hips felt far too wide, her ass too round and plush, her thighs thick and soft where they used to be lean and muscular. A strange, liquid weight swayed on her chest with every breath, pulling at her shoulders. Between her legs there was nothing — no familiar weight, no cock, just a hot, slick emptiness that pulsed with humiliating need.

She looked down and her stomach dropped.

A tiny black halter top strained obscenely across a pair of massive, perky breasts that rose and fell with every panicked breath. The thin fabric was stretched so tight her dark nipples were clearly outlined. A short pleated skirt barely covered the bottom curve of her heart-shaped ass. A black thong was wedged tightly between her smooth, hairless cheeks, already soaked through. Strappy wedge sandals made her legs look endlessly long and slutty.

Her long jet-black hair cascaded down her back like a silky waterfall, brushing the top of her ass.

“What… the fuck?” The voice that came out was a sultry, musical soprano — breathy and feminine, nothing like Brody’s cocky gamer tone.

Heart hammering, she stumbled backward. One wedge caught on the carpet and she tripped hard, landing square on her plump ass with a wet squick.

“Ahh!” The impact sent a humiliating jolt straight to her clit. The sensation was so sharp and pleasurable it made her gasp.

Panicking, she shoved a trembling hand under the tiny skirt. Her fingers slid over smooth, hairless skin and dipped between her thighs. The moment she touched her soaked, puffy pussy lips, a hot spike of unwanted pleasure shot through her core. She was dripping wet. Her clit throbbed under her fingertips like a tiny electric button. The tight, empty entrance clenched greedily around nothing, aching to be filled.

“No… no, this isn’t real,” she whimpered, voice breathy and feminine. “I was just in my apartment. I was a guy. I was Brody. I was sitting in my gaming chair talking to that little man… I made that stupid wish to be surrounded by beautiful women for the rest of my life… and now I’m… I’m a fucking girl?! What the hell happened? Why am I like this? Why does my body feel so… so slutty?”

Footsteps rushed in from the hallway.

“Amira, baby! You okay?” A tall, handsome young man in a gray T-shirt dropped to his knees beside her. Strong hands slid under her arms and lifted her effortlessly to her feet. His touch on her bare waist sent another unwanted spark through her sensitive nipples.

Behind him, her parents appeared in the doorway, smiling like nothing was strange.

Her mom spoke gently. “You’ve been so clumsy since the morning sickness started, sweetie. Are you feeling all right?”

Morning sickness.

The guy — Tyler, apparently her boyfriend — kept one arm around her waist, his other hand resting possessively on the curve of her ass. “She’s been extra horny lately too,” he murmured against her ear. “Pregnancy hormones are no joke.”

Amira’s mind short-circuited. She remembered being in her LA loft as Brody. She remembered the little man on the desk. She remembered making the wish. Then… nothing. A total blank. No palace, no harem, no Sultan — just this.

She was standing in her childhood home, dressed like a total slut — halter top, micro skirt, soaked thong — in the body of a breathtaking 18-year-old Arab girl with huge tits, a perfect ass, and a small but unmistakable pooch beginning to show on her lower belly.

Her dad chuckled warmly. “We’re so happy you and Tyler flew in to tell us the news. You’ve always been our little miracle, Amira — coming here as a scared little refugee girl from the Middle East and growing into such a beautiful young woman.”

Tyler grinned, pulling her closer so her heavy breasts pressed against his chest. “Let’s get you upstairs, babe. You look like you need to lie down… or maybe something better.”

She let him guide her up the stairs on shaky legs, mind reeling, pussy still throbbing from that single accidental touch. She had no idea how any of this had happened. She only knew she was stuck like this.

Tyler helped her into the guest room, kissed her forehead, and said, “Rest up, babe. I’ll come check on you in a bit.” Then he left, closing the door softly behind him.

The second he was gone, Amira scrambled off the bed. Her heart pounded as she looked around. The room was decorated like a teenage girl’s dream — pastel pink walls, a vanity mirror covered in photos of her smiling with friends at the mall and beach, stuffed unicorns and teddy bears piled on the bed, fairy lights strung across the headboard.

On the nightstand sat a small black purse. With trembling hands she opened it and pulled out a rose-gold iPhone. It unlocked instantly with her face. The home screen was filled with apps she recognized from her old life… but so much more. Hundreds of new contacts. Text threads with girlfriends giggling about boys, shopping, and “that cute guy from the gym.” Steamy messages with Tyler — dirty talk, heart emojis, and several very explicit photos. The last one made her breath catch: a close-up of Tyler’s monster-sized cock, thick, veined, and clearly hard for her.

She scrolled further. Instagram was full of selfies — her new face pouting, smiling, showing cleavage in tight tops, ass shots in short skirts. She had a moderate following of a few thousand, mostly guys liking and commenting thirstily. There were makeup palettes, tampons, condoms, and a driver’s license in a little wallet.

Name: Amira Vale

Date of Birth: March 12, 2008

She was barely eighteen.

Hands shaking, she stepped in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door. For a long moment she just stared at the stunning Arabian Nights wet dream staring back at her — rich olive skin, exotic dark eyes, full lips, long black hair, massive perky tits, tiny waist, wide fertile hips, and that slight pregnant pooch.

Slowly, almost in a trance, she pulled the halter top over her head. Her heavy breasts spilled free, bouncing heavily. She cupped them, gasping at how insanely sensitive they were. Her thumbs brushed her dark nipples and a moan escaped her throat. Heat flooded her pussy.

She slid the short skirt and thong down her legs, stepping out of the wedges. Completely naked now, she explored her new body with both hands — tracing the curve of her waist, squeezing her plush ass, then sliding one hand between her thighs again.

Her clit was swollen and hypersensitive. The moment her fingers circled it, her knees buckled. She stumbled to the bed and lay back, legs spread, staring at her reflection in the mirror across the room. One hand pinched and rolled a stiff nipple while the other rubbed her slick pussy faster and faster. The sensations were overwhelming — deeper, wetter, more consuming than anything Brody had ever felt. Her massive tits jiggled with every frantic breath. The small pooch on her belly reminded her she was already pregnant, and somehow that only made her hornier.

She came hard within minutes — back arching, a high feminine cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clenched and gushed around her fingers. The orgasm seemed to last forever, rolling through her in powerful waves that left her trembling and breathless.

When it finally faded, she lay there panting, massive tits rising and falling, one hand still resting on her slick, sensitive pussy. She stared at her reflection — this walking Arabian Nights wet dream with a budding pregnant belly — and whispered hoarsely:

“What the hell happened to me…? How did I become… this?”

All she knew was that she had been Brody in his apartment, making one careless wish.

Everything after that was gone.


Epilogue

The Announcement

Dinner had been absolute torture.

For nearly two hours Tyler’s hand stayed hidden beneath the long tablecloth, two thick fingers buried knuckle-deep inside Amira’s soaked pussy while her parents chatted happily about baby names and crib colors. He slowly pumped them in and out, curling them against her G-spot every time her mom asked her a direct question. Amira had to bite her lip bloody to keep from moaning out loud as her walls fluttered and clenched around his invading fingers. Her juices had long since soaked through her tiny thong and were now trickling down the inside of her thighs onto the chair.

Every time she shifted, Tyler’s thumb would circle her swollen clit in lazy, teasing strokes, forcing fresh gushes of slick arousal to leak out of her. By the time dessert was served, her short pleated skirt was ruined and her face was flushed dark with barely-contained need.

Her mom, completely oblivious, smiled warmly across the table. “Amira, honey, you and Tyler seem so happy together. Have you two talked about marriage yet? Now that the baby is coming, it would be wonderful to make it official. And sweetheart… once you start showing more, you might want to think about dressing a little more conservatively. Those tiny skirts and low-cut tops are cute for now, but you’ll soon be a mother. Maybe something a bit more modest?”

Amira could barely form words. Tyler chose that exact moment to thrust his fingers deeper and grind his palm hard against her clit. A tiny, strangled whimper escaped her before she could swallow it.

“Y-yes, Mom,” she managed, voice breathy and far too sultry. “We… we’ll talk about it. And I’ll… I’ll try to dress nicer.”

Tyler grinned beside her, fingers still lazily fucking her under the table. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Vale. I’ll make sure she takes good care of herself… and the baby.”

The moment the dinner plates were cleared and the goodnight hugs were finished, Tyler practically dragged Amira upstairs and locked the guest-room door with a firm click.

He was on her instantly.

Tyler shoved her back against the wall, mouth crashing against hers in a messy, tongue-heavy kiss. His hands yanked the halter top up and over her head, freeing her massive, heavy breasts. They bounced heavily as he palmed them roughly, squeezing the soft flesh and pinching her stiff dark nipples until she moaned into his mouth.

“Fuck, these tits have gotten even more sensitive,” he growled, rolling both nipples hard between his fingers. “Gonna be so much fun when they start leaking milk for me.”

He spun her around roughly, bent her over the edge of the bed, and flipped the tiny pleated skirt up over her ass. With one sharp, violent rip he tore the soaked black thong clean off her body and tossed the ruined scrap across the room. Cool air hit her dripping, swollen pussy and she whimpered.

Tyler didn’t tease. He lined up the thick, veined head of his monster cock and slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying every inch to the hilt with a wet slap.

Amira screamed — a raw, high-pitched feminine wail of pure ecstasy.

It felt nothing like anything Brody had ever experienced. This was deeper, fuller, stretching her tight walls to their limit and grinding against every pleasure spot at once. Her massive tits swung and slapped loudly against the mattress with every savage thrust. Her swollen clit throbbed against his heavy balls every time he bottomed out.

Tyler fucked her like a pornstar — hard, fast, relentless. Skin slapped wetly against skin. Her pussy squelched obscenely around his thick cock, creamy juices coating his shaft and dripping in strings down her thighs.

She came the first time in under a minute — a shattering, squirting orgasm that soaked his balls and made her legs buckle. Her walls clamped down like a velvet vice, milking him as she screamed.

He didn’t slow down.

He flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and drove even deeper, pounding her cervix with every powerful stroke. Her huge tits bounced wildly in her face. She came again — harder — sobbing his name as her pussy gushed in messy spurts around his cock. A third orgasm crashed over her, then a fourth, each one longer, wetter, and more brain-melting than the last. She was a drooling, whimpering, squirting mess, completely lost in the endless waves of pleasure.

Being taken like this — filled so completely, dominated, claimed — sent a rush of submissive bliss through her that made her eyes roll back in her head.

After her fifth mind-shattering orgasm left her trembling and gasping, Tyler finally pulled out, his cock glistening with her cream and throbbing angrily.

“On your knees, babe. Finish me with that pretty mouth.”

Amira slid off the bed on shaky legs and dropped to her knees without hesitation. She wrapped both hands around his massive, veined cock and took him straight down her throat in one smooth, greedy motion. She gagged wetly, spit dripping down her chin onto her bouncing tits as she bobbed fast and sloppy, tongue swirling around the head every time she pulled back.

Tyler groaned, fisting her long black hair. “That’s it… good little slut… suck it just like that.”

She deepthroated him eagerly, choking and drooling, until he suddenly yanked her off with a wet pop.

“Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.”

Amira obeyed instantly, tongue extended, eyes half-lidded with lust. Tyler stroked his cock furiously for a few seconds, then groaned loudly as thick, heavy ropes of hot cum exploded across her face. One powerful shot landed across her forehead and dripped into her hair. Another painted her cheek and nose. A long, thick strand landed directly on her waiting tongue and spilled down onto her heaving tits. He kept pumping until her beautiful Arabian face and massive breasts were glazed with his load.

Amira moaned softly, tongue still out, tasting him as the last spurts landed on her chin.

Tyler panted, staring down at the cum-covered beauty on her knees with pure satisfaction. He reached down and gently stroked the slight curve of her pregnant belly.

“Goddamn, babe,” he laughed breathlessly. “You’ve been so fucking horny lately. Must be those pregnancy hormones kicking in hard. I’m not complaining though — this trip was the perfect excuse to tell your parents we’re having a baby.”

Amira knelt there, chest heaving, face and tits glistening with his thick load, pussy still twitching and dripping onto the carpet. She had no idea how she had become this breathtaking, hyper-sexual 18-year-old Middle-Eastern woman.

She only knew she was stuck like this — her parents’ adopted daughter, Tyler’s eager, dripping-wet girlfriend, and now the mother of his child — forever.

And as another lazy throb of arousal pulsed between her slick thighs, she realized with a shiver of shameful delight:

She didn’t want it any other way.


-The End-
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Raven Wilde is a 40-year-old author living on the steamy Florida Gulf Coast, where the humid nights, crashing waves, and sultry Southern heat ignite her wildest fantasies of identity, power, and forbidden pleasure.

She is the provocative queen of body swap erotica, crafting addictive tales of transformation, revenge, and irreversible feminine awakening. Her stories plunge readers into the intoxicating world of men who suddenly inhabit voluptuous, ultra-sensitive female bodies — complete with heavy breasts, wide hips, throbbing new desires, and sometimes permanent pregnancies.

From vengeful swaps and dominant husbands to magical coins, enchanted toys, and high-tech MAU devices, Raven specializes in the ultimate power flip: where control is lost and feminine pleasure becomes everything.

When she’s not writing her next sizzling body swap story or plotting delicious downfalls for her characters, Raven walks the beach collecting seashells and inspiration, experiments with spicy coastal recipes, and dreams up new ways to twist reality for her readers.

Dive into Raven Wilde’s complete collection of body swap, gender transformation, and revenge erotica today — where every swap comes with delicious, irreversible consequences.
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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.


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.


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.
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