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Chapter 1

The Bargain at the Back of the Mall

Aspen. That single word had been looping in Ryan Kessler’s head for days like a half-remembered song he couldn’t shake.

He didn’t have a hotel booked. He didn’t have lift tickets or a return flight. He just knew he couldn’t spend one more week rotting in his sterile Orlando apartment, staring at the same beige walls and the same empty side of the bed his ex-wife had vacated fourteen months ago.

Ryan was thirty-two, still a mid-level insurance analyst for a company that treated its employees like spreadsheets. The divorce had carved him hollow. She’d taken half the assets, the dog, and two weeks after the ink dried she’d married the personal trainer she’d been fucking for nearly a year. The sneaky bitch. He’d known. Deep down, he’d always known.

By most accounts he’d gotten off easy — no alimony, no kids to fight over — but the quiet ache that remained felt heavier than any courtroom battle. Work had become a gray blur of claims and conference calls. He needed out. He needed snow, thin air, and something — anything — that made him feel alive again.

So he killed the engine of his Jeep in the sprawling parking lot of the Mall at Millenia, stepped into the humid Orlando evening, and headed straight for the little travel boutique he’d used for years. Sloane always found the good stuff.

The storefront was dark. A sleek digital sign taped inside the glass read: Thank you for years of adventures. Online booking killed us. Safe travels — Sloane.

“Shit,” Ryan muttered, dragging a hand through his dark hair.

He wandered two doors down, drawn by the faint scent of incense and something warmer, richer — like melted chocolate and warm skin. The sign above the heavy wooden door read Baubles & Bargains in elegant gold script. Beneath it, smaller letters glowed softly: Everything you want… for a price.

The moment he pushed inside, the world shifted. Persian rugs underfoot, heavy velvet tapestries, shelves of ancient-looking books, and glittering curios. Mixed among them were cheap magic tricks and, perched on a pedestal near the counter, what looked suspiciously like a real human skull with a half-melted black candle on top.

“It came from a shoplifter,” a warm, fatherly voice drawled from the shadows. “Or at least that’s what I tell the kids.”

Ryan turned. Leaning casually against the counter was a middle-aged man with silver-threaded dark hair, a neatly trimmed beard, and kind but mischievous brown eyes. He wore an indigo robe embroidered with faint, shifting sigils over a faded band tee, and he was sipping an iced Cuban coffee like he had all the time in the world. Elias Hawthorne looked exactly like the cool uncle who’d seen every kind of trouble and still found it amusing.

“Looking for Sloane’s travel boutique?” Elias asked before Ryan could speak.

“Yeah… how did you—”

“It’s written all over your face, Ryan Kessler,” the man said gently, eyes crinkling.

Ryan glanced down. A cheap adhesive name tag was stuck to the left side of his shirt: Ryan Kessler – World Traveler.

“I wasn’t wearing that when I walked in,” he muttered, peeling it off and crumpling it in his fist.

Elias just smiled that warm, knowing smile. “Sloane’s doing fine. You could say she has an entirely new life now.” His gaze flicked left for a heartbeat, a spark of mischief flashing in his eyes. “Perhaps I can help. What kind of escape are you craving?”

Ryan blinked. “How did you know I wanted to get away?”

“Because you were looking for a travel agent, son,” Elias replied, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. He took a slow sip of his coffee. “So… where were you thinking?”

“Aspen,” Ryan said, the word slipping out like a confession. “Just… snow. Mountains. Something that doesn’t feel like Orlando in July.”

Elias studied him for a long moment, then reached beneath the counter and slid a small black jewelry box across the polished wood.

Ryan opened it.

Inside lay a gleaming pair of airline pilot’s wings — the kind you pin to a uniform lapel.

He let out a short laugh. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not,” Elias said, voice low and warm like a favorite uncle sharing a secret. “Put them on and you become airline staff. You fly space-available. Automatic first-class upgrade if a seat opens. No more buying tickets. Ever.”

Ryan stared at the wings, then back at the man. “Right. And the price?”

“Four hundred and twenty dollars,” Elias said calmly. “About what you’d pay for a last-minute Orlando-to-Aspen ticket in peak season. Think of it as the last airline ticket you’ll ever need to buy.”

They haggled lightly. Elias countered once, always with that gentle, fatherly patience. Eventually he produced a second, nearly identical box.

“These are a more… limited set. Half price because of the restrictions — two hundred and ten dollars. You cannot wear them for more than twenty-four hours above five thousand feet, or there are side effects.”

Ryan thought about it. Twenty-four hours? No commercial flight stayed airborne that long. Two hundred and ten bucks for unlimited free travel sounded insane… but if it actually worked?

He handed over his credit card before he could talk himself out of it.

As he turned to leave, Elias’s voice drifted after him, warm and lightly teasing:

“And be sure to read the fine print before you use them, son.”

Ryan didn’t.

He stepped back into the bright chaos of the mall, the small black box warm in his pocket like a promise… or a warning.


Chapter 2

The New Me in the Mirror

Ryan stepped back into his quiet Orlando apartment, the small black box still warm in his pocket like a secret he wasn’t sure he should keep. He kicked off his shoes, dropped onto the couch, and flicked on the TV. The travel channel was running a glossy segment on luxury escapes in India — golden palaces, spice markets, and couples feeding each other mango in silk robes. The images made his chest tighten with a strange mix of longing and restlessness.

He pulled the wings from the box and turned them over in his hands. Sleek, metallic, impossibly light. No airline logo. Just elegant silver wings with tiny pins on the back. His heart was already beating faster.

Fuck it.

He unfastened the clips, pushed the pins through the left side of his shirt, held them steady with one hand, and reached inside with the other to secure the backs.

The moment the clips clicked into place, heat bloomed across his skin like someone had poured warm honey over every nerve ending.

A soft, breathy little gasp escaped his lips — except it wasn’t his voice anymore. It came out higher, sweeter, and just a tiny bit ditzy.

“Oh my gawd…”

Blonde hair spilled across his vision in silky waves. He brushed a stray tendril away with delicate fingers and looked down.

Two full, heavy D-cup breasts strained against a crisp navy-blue uniform dress, the fabric hugging their rounded shape and pressing them together into deep, mouth-watering cleavage. The sudden weight made his back arch instinctively. His mouth fell open in a perfect, glossy O.

“No wayyy…” The words came out bubbly and ditzy even though he was trying to sound normal. “Like… what the actual heck?”

He took one shaky step toward the bathroom mirror on brand-new four-inch sexy black stilettos and immediately wobbled. The tall heels and the heavy bounce of his chest threw him completely off balance. His new breasts jiggled wildly as he stumbled, one landing first and sending a sharp, electric jolt of pleasure straight to his sensitive nipples. He hit the floor with a soft thud, legs splayed, heels clicking against the tile.

“Ow… like, ouchie!” he squeaked, the ditzy tone refusing to leave no matter how hard he tried to fight it. “These boobies are so heavyyy…”

He sat up slowly, feeling the unfamiliar sway and jiggle with every movement. Long, toned legs stretched out in front of him, sheathed in sheer black pantyhose that whispered against each other. The four-inch stilettos made his calves look impossibly sexy and his ass even rounder.

Since when did he know how to walk in fuck-me heels? The knowledge was just… there. Muscle memory. Instinct. And it felt way too good.

“The old man was totally right,” Ava Hartley breathed, the name sliding into her mind as naturally as breathing. Twenty-three. Flight attendant with United for two years. Bubbly. Flirty. Just a little airheaded in the cutest way.

She stood up gracefully despite the tall heels, smoothing her hands down the tight navy sheath dress. The apartment had completely transformed around her. Ryan’s boring bachelor pad was gone. In its place was the stylish, feminine apartment of a hot young flight attendant — soft blush-pink accent walls, plush velvet couch, mirrored furniture, fairy lights strung across the ceiling, and a massive walk-in closet bursting with tight dresses, tiny uniforms, and sky-high heels. The air smelled like vanilla body spray and expensive perfume. Even the documents on the counter had changed — driver’s license, passport, employee ID, all in the name of Ava Hartley, with cute little heart stickers on the passport.

Heart hammering with a mix of panic and growing excitement, Ava click-clacked her way to the full-length mirror in the bedroom on those four-inch stilettos.

She stared, lips parted.

Long, silky blonde hair framed a heart-shaped face with big blue eyes, long lashes, high cheekbones, and plump, glossy lips. The navy uniform hugged her body like liquid sin — gold piping accentuating the swell of her massive breasts, the dramatic cinch of her waist, and the generous flare of her hips. The short hem barely covered the tops of her thighs.

“Ohmygawd… I’m like, super hot,” she giggled, the ditzy lilt refusing to go away no matter how hard Ryan tried to push it down.

Tentative fingers traced the swell of her breasts, pushing them up until the deep cleavage spilled over the neckline. She slipped two fingers under the collar and peeked inside.

“Black lace… so pretty,” she cooed. The bra was a sexy push-up set with delicate scalloped edges, and when she lifted the hem of the dress she discovered matching black satin panties with a tiny bow on the front. The fabric was already damp against her smooth, puffy mound.

A low, needy little moan slipped from her throat as she ran a hand over the front of those panties. The touch sent sparks racing straight to her swollen clit. Her nipples tightened into hard little peaks, pressing visibly against the uniform.

She spent long, indulgent minutes in front of the mirror — turning, posing, running her hands over every new inch of her body. She cupped her heavy breasts, squeezed them gently, watched them spill and bounce in the tight dress. She smoothed the fabric down, then hiked it up again just to feel the cool air on her thighs and the silky slide of the pantyhose. She practiced walking, hips swaying naturally, the four-inch heels forcing her ass to pop with every step.

Finally she struck a pose, one hand on her hip, chest thrust out, lips parted in a perfect pout.

“Coffee, tea… or me?” she purred at her reflection, voice dripping with bubbly, ditzy seduction. Then she giggled again, the sound bright and helplessly feminine, making her clit throb even harder.

But the heat was building too fast, too strong. She needed to know if she could switch back.

Ava reached under the dress, fingers brushing warm skin and the lacy strap of her sexy bra, and unclipped the wings with trembling hands.

The change hit like a warm wave rolling backward.

Breasts deflated. Hips narrowed. Blonde hair darkened and shortened. In seconds Ryan stood there again in his old clothes, breathing hard, cock half-hard in his jeans from the lingering echoes of Ava’s arousal and that embarrassingly ditzy voice still ringing in his ears.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispered, staring at the wings in his palm. “That old man is a fucking genius… and I sound like a total airhead when I’m her.”

Over the next two weeks, Ryan became completely addicted.

Every evening after work he locked the door, pinned on the wings, and let Ava take over. Because the wings had to stay on, she could never fully strip. She learned exactly how much of the uniform she could remove without triggering the change back.

She could unbutton the top enough to free her heavy breasts from the sexy black lace push-up bra, letting them spill out while the sleeves and pinned wings stayed in place. She could hike the tight skirt all the way up to her waist, rolling the pantyhose down to mid-thigh so her soaked satin panties were completely exposed. She could even slide the panties to the side or pull them off one leg at a time, as long as the wings remained securely fastened.

The first few nights were pure, frantic exploration.

She spent hours in front of the full-length mirror, topless except for the open uniform top and pinned wings, squeezing and kneading her massive tits while she rubbed her clit through the satin. She discovered how sensitive her nipples were — pinching and twisting them until her knees buckled and her ditzy voice whimpered, “Ohmygawd… they’re so tingly…”

She learned that rubbing her swollen clit in slow circles while watching herself in the mirror made her legs shake. She experimented with different pressures, different speeds, moaning helplessly as her pussy grew wetter and wetter.

Then she found Ava’s treasure trove.

Tucked in the bottom drawer of the nightstand was a delicious collection of toys: a thick pink suction-cup dildo, a powerful vibrating wand, a curved G-spot vibrator, a set of jeweled butt plugs, and a small remote-controlled egg.

Over those two weeks she mastered every single one — always with the wings pinned securely so she stayed Ava.

She stuck the suction-cup dildo to the full-length mirror and rode it hard, skirt bunched around her waist, heavy breasts bouncing wildly while she watched herself in the reflection. “Like… it’s sooo big… ohmygawd I’m such a slutty little flight attendant…” she moaned in that adorable ditzy voice, slamming herself down again and again until she came with a squealing, high-pitched cry.

She lay on the velvet couch with the vibrating wand pressed firmly against her clit on the highest setting, legs spread wide, uniform top open, breasts spilling out as she squirted messily all over the cushions. She had to change the sheets afterward, giggling the whole time.

She worked the curved G-spot vibrator deep inside her soaked pussy while the egg buzzed mercilessly against her clit, coming so hard her vision whited out and her ditzy voice cracked into breathless, squeaky screams.

She even experimented with the jeweled butt plugs, slowly working the largest one in while she rubbed her clit, the fullness making her orgasms feel even more intense and dirty.

Every single session left her trembling, panting, and dripping. Every orgasm made the addiction stronger. Every time she finally switched back to Ryan (always keeping the wings on until the very last second), her body still hummed with aftershocks and her cock stayed rock-hard for hours, remembering exactly how it felt to be Ava — wet, needy, and helplessly horny.

During the day he lived as Ryan — work, gym, takeout, the usual. But every evening he became Ava. He read her employee handbook cover to cover, practicing the safety briefing in front of the mirror until the words rolled off her tongue in that cute, bubbly, slightly ditzy tone.

He learned how their lives synced: when Ryan took vacation days, so did Ava. When Ryan earned pay, Ava’s account grew too. It was the perfect double life.

And every time he became her, the sensations grew more addictive.

The way the tight uniform hugged her curves. The heavy, bouncy weight of her D-cups. The silky slide of pantyhose against smooth thighs. The constant, low thrum of arousal that seemed to live just beneath her skin — and that helplessly ditzy voice that made everything she said sound flirty and fuckable.

By the end of those two weeks, Ryan was already counting down the hours until his next flight… and wondering how long he could stay as Ava before the twenty-four-hour limit became a very real problem.

He promised himself he’d be careful.

He also promised himself he’d go back to Baubles & Bargains someday and thank Elias properly — maybe with a kiss on the cheek… depending on which version of himself showed up.


Chapter 3

High Heels and Low Clearance

Ava’s bubbly little brain already knew all the tricks. The best chances to snag a space-available seat were stupid-early or super-late in the day. She also knew Aspen in late fall could be crisp and snowy, so Ryan packed mostly warm layers as himself that morning. That way, when he switched, he wouldn’t look like a total Florida tourist.

He set the alarm for the crack of dawn, showered, scarfed down a quick breakfast, and dressed in cozy jeans and a hoodie as Ryan. Then, heart racing with nervous excitement, he pinned the wings to the left side of his shirt and let the magic take over.

Heat flooded his body like liquid sin. In seconds the change hit, and Ava Hartley stood there in full uniform, four-inch black stilettos already making her calves flex and her ass pop.

“Ohmygawd…” she giggled, the ditzy tone bubbling out automatically. “Like, here we gooo!”

She checked her carry-on. Ryan’s boring bag had transformed into a cute pink rolling suitcase packed with Ava’s things — extra panties, makeup bag, snacks, and a tiny bottle of vanilla body spray. Perfect.

As she locked her apartment door, her neighbor Sherry leaned out of her own doorway and gave an exaggerated sigh.

“So the glamorous Ava is jet-setting around the world again while I’m stuck answering phones all day? So unfair!”

Ava flashed a bright, flirty smile and twirled a lock of blonde hair around her finger. “Don’t worry, bestie! I’ll bring you back something super cute from Aspen… maybe a snow globe with a little skier on it!”

She click-clacked down the hallway on her sky-high heels, hips swaying naturally, heavy breasts bouncing with every step. The uniform hugged her curves like a second skin, the short hem teasing the tops of her thighs and the black lace bra underneath giving her amazing cleavage.

At Orlando International she parked in employee parking — perk number one: no fees. Score!

After the shuttle ride she rolled her suitcase into the Landside Terminal, the four-inch stilettos making a sharp, sexy click-clack-clack that turned more than a few heads. She adjusted the strap of her purse on her shoulder and tried not to blush as she felt eyes on her ass.

The employee shuttle to the terminal was already waiting. Ava stepped on, rolling her suitcase behind her, and immediately noticed the tall, broad-shouldered hunk in full USAF uniform sitting near the back. Short dark hair, strong jaw, and shoulders that filled out his uniform perfectly. He looked up and his eyes locked on her like she was the only person on the bus.

He gave her a slow, appreciative smile. “Well damn… morning just got a whole lot better.”

Ava felt her cheeks heat and her clit give a happy little twitch. “Like, hi there,” she giggled, the ditzy lilt slipping out automatically. She took the seat across from him, crossing her legs so the short uniform skirt rode up just enough to show a flash of thigh.

“Heading out west?” he asked, voice low and smooth.

“Mmhmm. Trying to get to Aspen. You?”

“Peterson Space Force Base, then maybe some leave in the mountains.” His eyes drifted down to her cleavage for a second before flicking back up. “Name’s Captain Marcus Hale. And you are way too pretty to be flying standby in coach.”

Ava bit her glossy lip and twirled a strand of blonde hair. “Aww, you’re sweet. I’m Ava. And thank youuu.”

They flirted the whole short ride. He complimented her legs, her smile, the way her uniform hugged her body. Ava giggled and batted her lashes, feeling her nipples tighten against the lace bra and a fresh rush of warmth soak into her satin panties.

As the shuttle slowed, Marcus leaned in a little closer, voice dropping to a dirty whisper. “You know… if you ever want a real tour of the cockpit, I’d be happy to show you mine. Private. Very hands-on.”

Ava’s pussy clenched hard. She let out a breathy little laugh, cheeks flushing pink. “Ohmygawd, you’re bad! I’m flattered, but… like, I’m a good girl. Mostly.” She gave him a playful wink, heart racing, clit throbbing so hard she had to press her thighs together.

Marcus just grinned, clearly not offended. “Offer stands, gorgeous.”

She stepped off the shuttle still buzzing, panties definitely damp, her body humming with fresh arousal.

At the United counter she swiped her ID and pushed through to the crew area. She logged in and signed up for space-A to Denver. The early flight was full, but a later one had room — United Flight 424, Orlando to Denver, departing 9:15 a.m.

Security was the usual mix of cold floor on her pantyhose and the wand chirping over her underwire bra and jewelry. She slipped her stilettos back on and click-clacked toward the gate, every step making her heavy breasts bounce and her ass sway. She felt eyes on her the whole way and, embarrassingly, she kind of loved it.

At the gate she pulled out her steamy Harlequin romance and tried to focus, but her mind kept drifting back to Marcus and his dirty little offer.

When the crew arrived, Susan spotted her and waved her over. “Flying with us today, Ava?”

“Yep! Space-A to Denver, then hopefully Aspen. I’m like, so over Orlando right now,” Ava replied, still a little flushed.

“Girl, same. Come on down and chat with us.”

Ava followed the crew down the jet bridge, helping a little with pre-flight prep while mostly watching and giggling at their jokes. When boarding started she took a seat in the back — coach again. Another deadheading flight attendant took the jump seat.

As the crew began the safety briefing, Ava mouthed along in her bubbly voice, the words feeling strangely hot coming out of her glossy lips.

The flight to Denver was mostly uneventful… until about an hour in.

Ava unbuckled and stood up to use the lavatory, the tight uniform skirt riding up her thighs as she walked down the aisle. Her four-inch stilettos made her hips sway more than usual, and every step sent a little jolt through her still-sensitive clit.

She was halfway down the aisle when she nearly bumped straight into a broad uniformed chest.

“Ohmygawd, sorry!” she squeaked.

Marcus looked down at her, eyes lighting up with pure delight. “Well hello again, gorgeous. Small world.”

Ava’s clit gave a hard throb. “Like, hi again, Captain Hale…”

They laughed and bantered quietly for a moment, his eyes flicking over her body with obvious hunger. The chemistry was instant and filthy.

A few minutes later, when the cabin lights were dimmed and most passengers were dozing or watching movies, Ava slipped into the forward lavatory. She had barely locked the door when there was a soft knock.

She opened it just enough to see Marcus standing there with a wicked grin.

Without a word she pulled him inside and locked the door again.

The second the latch clicked, Marcus had her pressed against the wall, big hands sliding up her thighs under the short uniform skirt. “Fuck, you’re even hotter up close,” he growled.

Ava moaned softly as his fingers found her soaked satin panties and pushed them aside. “Ohmygawd… yes…”

He dropped to his knees, hiked her skirt up, and buried his face between her legs, tongue dragging through her slick folds. Ava’s head fell back against the wall, one hand gripping his short hair, the other covering her mouth to muffle her ditzy little whimpers.

“Like… right there… ohhh!”

He ate her like a starving man until her legs shook and she came hard, biting her lip to keep from squealing too loud, her pussy gushing against his tongue.

Then he stood, spun her around, bent her over the tiny sink, and freed his thick, hard cock. He rubbed the swollen head against her dripping entrance once, twice, then thrust in deep.

Ava’s eyes rolled back. “Fuuuuck… so big…”

He fucked her hard and fast, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching around to rub her swollen clit. The mirror showed her flushed face, bouncing tits, and the way her ass jiggled every time he bottomed out.

“Come for me again, baby,” he growled against her ear.

Ava shattered, pussy clenching around him like a vice, a high-pitched, ditzy moan escaping despite her best efforts. Marcus followed right after, burying himself deep and filling her with hot, thick pulses.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing hard, before quickly cleaning up and slipping back out one at a time with innocent smiles.

Ava returned to her seat on shaky legs, thighs slick, heart racing, already aching for more. She kept catching Marcus’s eye across the cabin, both of them sharing secret, dirty little grins.

By the time they landed in Denver, Ava was flushed, satisfied, and already wondering how soon she could get into more trouble.

After landing in Denver she found a computer in the employee lounge and started hunting for the next leg to Aspen. Weather delays in the mountains were creating openings. Around noon a crew leader named Nancy spotted her.

“Hey Ava, I hear you’re trying to get out west?”

“Totally! To Aspen if I can,” Ava replied, twirling her hair.

“Not direct, but close — Colorado Springs. Lisa called out sick, so I’d have to bump you up to work the flight. You cool with that?”

Ava’s eyes lit up. Working the flight meant it counted as a duty day instead of vacation. Plus… more time as Ava.

“Like, yes please! Which flight?”

“Flight 6139, departing 7:00 p.m. You’ve got about an hour to freshen up and get your cute self ready.”

Ava spent the next hour touching up her makeup in the restroom, redoing her lipstick, fluffing her hair, and grabbing a quick salad. While walking through the crowded terminal someone pinched her ass. She spun around with a little squeak, but couldn’t tell who did it. The nerve! It made her feel like a piece of meat… but also super sexy. She bit her lip and whispered to herself, “Such a naughty little slut,” then giggled and kept walking, her heels forcing that extra sway in her hips.

By the time she reached the gate her panties were noticeably damp again.

She was ready.


Chapter 4

Cabin Pressure and Curvy Displays

Ava was the first crew member to reach the gate at Colorado Springs. The terminal was packed with passengers — lots of military guys in uniform, families heading to the mountains, and a few business travelers. The flight to Denver was going to be completely full.

She punched in the gate code, the door buzzed open, and she click-clacked down the jet bridge on her four-inch stilettos. At the bottom she stepped onto the plane alone. The cabin smelled like fresh coffee and jet fuel. She stowed her pink suitcase, then walked slowly down the aisle, hips swaying, enjoying the way the tight uniform skirt rode up her thighs with every step.

Before long she heard voices. Nancy and the rest of the crew were coming aboard.

Prep work began immediately. Ava started by walking the cabin and picking up stray trash from the previous flight. She bent and stretched, feeling her heavy breasts shift and bounce inside the sexy black lace bra. The short skirt kept riding up, giving teasing glimpses of her pantyhose and the curve of her ass. She loved how every little movement made her feel so… noticeable.

They did a quick equipment inventory, ran through the safety checklist, and stowed the beverage and meal carts for the longer flight. Ava was impressed by how everything locked neatly into place. It was a bigger plane, but only three flight attendants in the cabin. Nancy checked the manifest and confirmed it — every seat was taken.

As boarding started, Ava spent most of her time helping passengers stow their bags in the overhead bins. She had to stretch up on her toes in those stiletto heels, pressing her breasts forward and making the hem of her skirt ride dangerously high. Her tits jiggled with every reach, and when she had to squeeze past someone in the crowded aisle, she inevitably brushed her chest or her round ass against them.

She felt eyes on her constantly. Some of the military guys watched openly, their gazes lingering on her cleavage and legs. Every time she caught one staring, her clit gave a warm little throb and her ditzy voice wanted to giggle.

But the real show was the safety demonstration.

Nancy’s cheerful voice came over the intercom: “Now we request your full attention as the flight attendants demonstrate the safety features of this aircraft.”

Ava had to wiggle her little butt all the way to the front of the cabin. She gave the passengers her brightest, flirtiest smile and held up the seat belt assembly, demonstrating how to fasten and release it while her hips swayed gently.

“When the seat belt sign illuminates, you must fasten your seat belt…” she recited in her bubbly, slightly ditzy tone, making sure to keep smiling the whole time. She demonstrated the oxygen masks, pointed out the emergency exits, showed the life vests, and held up the safety cards. The entire time she could feel a hundred pairs of eyes on her — on her bouncing breasts, on the way her skirt tightened across her ass when she reached up, on her long legs in sheer black pantyhose and those sexy stilettos.

Some passengers just read or looked out the window, but plenty watched her. Really watched her. When a handsome soldier in the front row smiled at her with clear hunger, Ava felt a rush of heat between her legs. She suddenly understood what it felt like to be desired — to be pretty, sexy, and on display. And she loved it.

The plane was ready to push back when they got word of a thirty-minute weather delay. Eventually they took off. Early in the flight Ava and her partner Jeanne pushed the service carts up and down the aisles, reaching over passengers to hand out drinks and meals. Every stretch made her uniform pull tight across her chest and ass. Jeanne would give her subtle little nods toward the cutest guys, and Ava would reward their flirty comments with a wink and a giggle, her panties growing steadily wetter.

Midway through dinner service, the plane hit a sudden, violent patch of turbulence. The cart jolted hard. Ava’s four-inch stilettos lost traction on the carpet and she tumbled forward with a startled squeak — straight into the lap of a sharply dressed businessman seated in the window seat.

“Ohmygawd!” she gasped, her ditzy voice coming out high and breathy.

She landed heavily on his strong thighs, her short uniform skirt riding all the way up so the front of her soaked black satin panties pressed firmly against the rapidly swelling bulge in his slacks. The heat of his cock was immediate and unmistakable — thick, heavy, and hardening fast beneath her. Every frantic little shift of her body made her slick pussy grind along the growing length of his erection through the thin layers of fabric. Her heavy D-cup breasts squished against his chest, stiff nipples dragging across his shirt and sending sparks straight to her clit.

For several long, electric seconds they were frozen like that. Ava’s round ass nestled perfectly in his lap, her soaked panties rubbing directly against the thick ridge of his cock as the plane continued to shake. She could feel him pulsing and swelling thicker with every heartbeat, the head of his cock pressing insistently right against her swollen clit. A fresh gush of slick soaked through her panties and onto his pants.

The businessman’s hands instinctively shot to her hips, gripping her soft curves to steady her. His fingers dug in just enough to make her whimper. “Easy there, gorgeous,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with sudden, raw arousal. His breath was hot against her ear. “You okay, sweetheart?”

Ava’s face burned bright pink. Her heart hammered wildly. Every tiny bump of turbulence made her slide along his now fully hard cock, her soaked pussy lips parting around the thick shaft through the damp fabric. She could feel the heat, the throbbing veins, the way he was getting even bigger beneath her. Her clit throbbed desperately against him. Another helpless gush of wetness leaked out of her.

“Like… I’m so sorry!” she squeaked, the ditzy tone making it sound helplessly flirty. She tried to push herself up, but another jolt of turbulence pressed her back down harder, grinding her dripping cunt along his entire length. “Ohmygawd… you’re… um… really big…”

He let out a low, strained groan, his hands tightening on her hips, thumbs brushing the bare skin just under the hem of her hiked-up skirt. “Fuck… you’re soaked, baby,” he whispered hotly against her ear, voice dark with lust. “I can feel how wet you are through my pants. You keep squirming like that and I’m not gonna be responsible for what happens.”

Ava whimpered, biting her glossy lip. Her nipples were painfully hard, breasts heaving against his chest. She could feel his cock twitching and throbbing against her clit with every word. For one dizzying moment she imagined pulling her panties aside and sinking down onto that thick cock right here in the middle of the cabin.

She finally managed to push herself upright on shaky legs, smoothing her skirt down with trembling hands. Her panties were absolutely drenched, her clit aching with need, and her nipples visibly stiff and poking against the tight uniform. She gave him one last flustered, flirty little smile, cheeks burning with embarrassment and arousal.

“Anytime you want to fall into my lap again… feel free.”

Ava hurried back to the cart on trembling legs, thighs pressed tightly together the whole way.

Jeanne caught her eye and raised an eyebrow. Ava just bit her lip and whispered, “Such a naughty little slut,” under her breath, then giggled helplessly.

When dinner service finally ended, they retreated to their jump seats at the back. The cabin lights were dimmed, most passengers trying to sleep. Nancy asked where Ava was headed.

“Like, Aspen if I can make it!” Ava replied, twirling her hair. “Or maybe I’ll just stay in Colorado Springs for a bit. It sounds so pretty!”

Jeanne chatted about a fantastic ski trip she’d taken to Aspen and how the airline had easy hops from Denver. Ava listened, already imagining herself on the slopes in a cute little ski outfit… and maybe something even cuter afterward.

As they flew west they hit more turbulence, and the pilot had to reroute. The headwind was strong, turning what should have been a three-hour flight into four and a half. By the time they landed and the last passenger disembarked, the cabin was a mess — extra trash, spilled drinks, and exhausted crew.

Ava helped clean up, bending and stretching in her tight uniform, feeling the fabric cling to her damp skin and her breasts sway with every movement.

In the concourse she found an open computer at gate 10 and checked flights. There was one to Denver at 6:42 a.m. with space available. She printed the info and glanced at the time: 11:42 p.m. She’d been on her feet for a very long day. No wonder she was tired.

Nancy, Jeanne, the pilots, and Ava shared a motel shuttle to the Hilton Garden Inn. Everyone was too wiped out to explore the town, and Ava couldn’t go out with them anyway — changing clothes meant removing the wings and turning back into Ryan.

She got to her room, set her suitcase on the rack, sat on the bed, kicked off her four-inch stilettos with a sigh of relief, and…

…woke up to the sound of a door slamming down the hall.

“Shit, what time is it?” she squeaked in her ditzy voice. It was just after 5 a.m. Boarding for her next flight was at 6:15 a.m. She still had to check out, get to the airport, clear security, and make it to the gate.

She had to move — now.

Thankfully Colorado Springs airport was small and quiet that early. She breezed through security and reached the gate with time to spare. She didn’t know the crew, but they were friendly enough and assumed she was deadheading to Denver. That was perfect — she needed the extra sleep on the short hop.

The flight to Denver was uneventful, and they arrived a little ahead of schedule at 7:30 a.m.

Ava found a computer and checked flights again. Perfect: United 6070 to Aspen, departing 8:19 a.m., with seats available and the gate just a short walk away. She was feeling good… until the cancellation notice popped up. Mechanical issue. The part had to be flown in. Passengers got priority rebooking, and by the time Ava checked, every earlier flight to Aspen was full. She finally found a seat on United 6276, departing at 8:50 p.m.

It was going to be another long day in the airport, but at least she could nap in the employee lounge.

Finally, at 8:00 p.m., after twelve exhausting hours at Denver International, Ava made it to the gate and got her boarding pass. So much for the glamorous jet-set life.

The gate agent let her swipe her ID and head down to the plane. The cabin crew was already working and let her freshen up in the bathroom before passengers boarded. There was also a pilot deadheading back to Aspen — Devin, an older, married guy who’d just come off reserve at Chicago.

During the flight they talked mostly about Aspen and skiing. Ava mentioned she was on vacation, and Devin gave her great tips on where to stay and what to do. Later the conversation turned to flying, and Ava teased him in her bubbly voice:

“You guys just put it on autopilot and kick back, while we flight attendants have to cater to everyone’s whims!”

Devin chuckled. “You might be right about that, Ava.”

She giggled, crossing her legs and feeling the pleasant ache between them from earlier activities. The day had been long, but every sway of her hips, every bounce of her breasts, and every flirty smile had left her deliciously turned on.

She couldn’t wait to get to Aspen… and see what kind of trouble pretty little Ava Hartley could find in the snow.


Chapter 5

Turbulence

The airplane touched down at Aspen-Pitkin County Airport just after 9 p.m., the runway lights cutting through the crisp mountain darkness. Devin, the deadheading pilot, offered Ava a ride into town since he lived nearby.

“Least I can do after all that turbulence,” he said with a kind smile.

Ava flashed her brightest, ditziest grin. “Like, that would be so sweet! Thank youuu!”

Before they left the plane, she fished her belted trench coat out of her pink suitcase. As she swung it over her shoulders, the lapel snagged on her uniform’s wings. One of the tiny tabs popped off with a soft click, and the whole set shifted, hanging crookedly on one side.

Ava gasped, freezing in place.

She waited for the familiar warm rush — the shrinking breasts, the broadening shoulders, the return of Ryan’s deeper voice. Nothing happened. She stayed Ava. Curvy, blonde, four-inch stilettos and all.

Devin noticed the crooked wings and chuckled. “Hate when that happens. They’re always coming loose. You good?”

Ava laughed nervously, the sound coming out bubbly and high-pitched. “Y-yeah! Totally fine!” She reached into the front of her dress, fingers brushing the lacy edge of her bra, and fumbled the tab back into place, re-securing the wings against her chest. The whole time her heart hammered with a dizzying mix of relief and terror.

During the short drive into town, Ava was mostly quiet, staring out the window at the snow-dusted pines while her mind raced. She was happy she hadn’t been exposed in front of Devin… but why hadn’t she changed back? The wings were still on. She should have flipped the moment the tab came loose.

Devin pulled up in front of the Hotel Aspen, a cozy boutique spot glowing with warm lights. “Take it easy if you head up into the mountains,” he warned gently. “Altitude can sneak up on you. Breathing gets harder up there.”

Ava mustered her biggest, flirtiest smile. “Aww, thanks Devin! You’re the best. Safe drive home!”

She waved as he pulled away, then hurried inside. Thankfully, they had a room available. She kept her bubbly smile all the way to the front desk and up the elevator, but the second the door clicked shut behind her, the mask dropped.

Ava dropped her suitcase, rushed into the bathroom, and locked the door. Her hands were shaking so badly she could barely undo the clasps. Finally the wings came off.

She stared into the mirror.

Still Ava. Still blonde. Still curvy. Still wearing the tight navy uniform that hugged her heavy D-cups and flirty hips.

“No… no, no, no…” she whimpered, the ditzy lilt making even her panic sound cute. She held the wings up to the mirror like they might magically fix everything. “See? See? Change back!”

Nothing.

She slumped onto the toilet lid, legs splayed in her pantyhose, and started bawling. Fat tears rolled down her flushed cheeks. “Why? Like… why is this happening to meee?”

After several long minutes of crying, she managed to calm down enough to peel off the uniform. She stood there in just the sexy black lace push-up bra and matching satin panties, the tiny bow on the front now slightly askew. The cool air made her nipples tighten again.

She wrapped herself in the soft hotel robe and crawled into bed, but sleep wouldn’t come. Devin’s warning kept echoing in her head: Breathing gets harder up there.

Altitude.

She sat up suddenly, heart pounding. The wings couldn’t be worn above 5,000 feet for more than twenty-four hours or the change became permanent. She had assumed altitude meant relative to the ground — like how high the plane was flying. But it was relative to sea level.

Orlando was basically at sea level. The long flight from Orlando to Colorado Springs, then staying overnight in uniform at the hotel (well above 5,000 feet), plus the entire day in Denver and the layover… it had easily passed twenty-four hours.

All of these places were well over 5,000 feet.

Ava stumbled out of bed, washed her face so the tears wouldn’t show, threw on some casual clothes from her suitcase (a tight pink sweater that hugged her breasts and yoga pants that clung to her ass), and hurried down to the lobby. The hotel had a business center computer in the bar area.

She Googled everything — flight paths, airport elevations, hotel altitudes, the exact wording of the curse she could remember. The truth hit her like a slap.

She was never going back.

She was Ava Hartley now. Permanently. The perky, bubbly, slightly ditzy twenty-three-year-old flight attendant with the killer body, the sexy lingerie, the four-inch stilettos, and the endless, aching horniness that came with every sweet, sugary rush of attention.

Ava stared at her reflection in the dark computer screen — big blue eyes, plump lips, blonde waves framing a face that looked both terrified and strangely thrilled.

She whispered in that helpless, adorable voice, “Like… I’m stuck like this forever?”

A tiny, traitorous giggle escaped her lips as fresh heat bloomed between her thighs.

She was Ava now.

And deep down, a very naughty part of her was already excited to see what came next.


Epilogue

Mountain High

(One day later)

The ski lodge bar at the base of Aspen Mountain was pure magic. Snow fell in fat, lazy flakes outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, the roaring stone fireplace cast a golden glow over everything, and soft acoustic guitar music mixed with laughter and the clink of glasses. It felt warm, cozy, and just a little naughty.

Ava Hartley sat at the center of the long mahogany bar in a tight cream-colored cable-knit sweater that hugged her massive D-cups like a lover’s hands and a short black pleated skirt that showed off her long legs and four-inch black stilettos. Her blonde hair spilled in soft waves over one shoulder, and her glossy lips curved in a constant, bubbly smile.

She was the center of attention, and she loved it.

“Another round for the prettiest flight attendant in Aspen!” a tall skier in a half-zipped fleece called out, sliding a fresh cosmopolitan in front of her. Three other guys immediately chimed in, buying drinks, laughing at her every ditzy little giggle, and openly flirting.

“Ohmygawd, you guys are so sweet!” Ava giggled, the bubbly voice automatic now. She crossed her legs, letting the short skirt ride higher, and took a slow sip. Deep down, Ryan knew he would have hated this — the constant male attention, the objectifying stares, the way they talked to her tits instead of her eyes. But as Ava? She thrived on it. Every compliment made her nipples tighten against the lace bra. Every lingering gaze sent fresh heat flooding between her thighs. Her satin panties were already soaked, and she loved every second of it.

One of the guys, a rugged snowboard instructor, leaned in close. “You know, if you get cold later, my chalet has a hot tub and a very big bed…”

Ava bit her glossy lip and gave him a playful wink. “Like, you’re so bad! But a girl’s gotta sleep sometime.” She giggled again, thighs pressing together under the bar as another rush of arousal made her clit throb.

She let it go on for another hour — laughing, flirting, being the center of every man’s world — until the ache between her legs became too much and the drinks started to hit. With a bright, apologetic smile she slid off the stool.

“Night-night, boys! I gotta call it a night before I do something naughty,” she announced in her cutest ditzy voice. A chorus of disappointed groans and playful begging followed her as she click-clacked toward the elevators, hips swaying, ass popping with every step.

The elevator doors opened just as she reached them. Ava stepped inside and immediately bumped into someone soft, warm, and tall.

“Ohmygawd, I’m so sorry!” she squeaked, steadying herself against the other woman. Their bodies pressed together for a heartbeat — soft breasts brushing, hips aligning — and Ava felt a spark shoot straight to her core.

The stranger was stunning — a classy, beautiful brunette in her mid-thirties, maybe 5'9" in elegant knee-high boots, with long glossy dark hair, sharp cheekbones, and piercing green eyes. She wore a tailored black turtleneck that showed off subtle but perfect curves and tailored pants that made her legs look endless.

The woman smiled, warm and knowing, and didn’t pull away. “No harm done. I saw you at the bar earlier. You were… hard to miss.” Her voice was low and smooth, like velvet. One hand lingered on Ava’s waist a second longer than necessary, thumb brushing the curve of her hip.

Ava’s breath hitched. “Like, thank you! I was just trying to be friendly,” she replied, her ditzy tone turning the words into a flirt without her even trying. The elevator doors closed, sealing them in the small, mirrored space. The air felt thicker, warmer.

Elena — she introduced herself with a soft laugh — tilted her head. “Friendly? Sweetheart, you had half the lodge wrapped around your little finger.” Her fingers traced a slow, light circle on Ava’s waist through the sweater. “You move like you know exactly what you’re doing to people.”

Ava giggled, cheeks flushing, but she leaned into the touch instead of pulling away. “Ohmygawd, you’re making me blush!” She bit her lip and looked up at the taller woman through her lashes. Their bodies were still close, almost touching. Elena’s perfume — something expensive and smoky-sweet — wrapped around her like a caress.

The elevator rose slowly. Elena’s hand slid a fraction higher, thumb brushing the underside of Ava’s breast. “You’re adorable when you blush,” she murmured. “And those eyes… I could get lost in them.” She leaned in just enough that their lips were inches apart, breath mingling, but didn’t kiss her — not yet. The almost-kiss hung in the air, electric and teasing, while Elena’s fingers continued their lazy, deliberate path along Ava’s side.

Ava’s heart hammered. Her nipples were stiff peaks against the lace bra, and she could feel fresh slick soaking her panties. “You’re… like, really good at this,” she whispered, voice breathy and ditzy.

Elena smiled, slow and knowing. “Only when I see something I want.” The elevator dinged at her floor. She held the door open with one hand and looked at Ava with pure invitation. “I have a very nice suite with a fireplace and an excellent bottle of wine. If you’re not too tired… I’d love some company. No pressure. Just… whatever feels right.”

Ava’s pussy clenched hard. She stepped out with her. “Like… yes please.”

Elena’s suite was luxurious — low lighting, a crackling fire, a king-sized bed piled with soft blankets. They sipped rich red wine on the couch, conversation growing slower and heavier. Elena’s fingers brushed Ava’s knee, then traced higher under the short skirt with deliberate, unhurried strokes. Every touch was calculated, loving, like Elena was memorizing her.

“You’re beautiful,” Elena whispered, leaning in. Their first kiss was slow, deep, and electric. Ava melted into it, moaning softly as Elena’s tongue teased hers with patient skill.

Clothes came off piece by piece, but Elena took her time. She peeled Ava’s sweater off like unwrapping a gift, kissing every inch of newly exposed skin. She freed one heavy breast from the sexy black lace push-up bra and lavished it with slow, worshipful attention — sucking the stiff nipple, swirling her tongue, gently biting until Ava was whimpering and arching. “So perfect,” Elena murmured against her skin. “Let me take care of you.”

She slid the short skirt up Ava’s thighs, rolling the pantyhose down slowly while kissing the inside of her legs. When she finally hooked her fingers in the satin panties and pulled them aside, she looked up at Ava with dark, hungry eyes. “I’ve been thinking about this since the bar.”

Elena’s mouth was heaven — slow, deliberate licks along Ava’s slick folds, savoring every taste. She explored with her tongue like she had all night, circling the swollen clit, then sucking it gently between her lips while two fingers curled deep inside, stroking that perfect spot with calculated precision. Ava’s ditzy moans filled the room as she came the first time, thighs trembling, fingers tangled in Elena’s dark hair.

But Elena didn’t stop. She stripped herself with graceful movements, revealing a toned, elegant body with full breasts and smooth, glistening skin. She pulled Ava on top of her, guiding their bodies together in a slow, grinding rhythm — breasts pressing, wet pussies sliding against each other in slick, delicious circles. Elena’s hands roamed Ava’s back, cupping her ass, pulling her closer while whispering soft praises: “You feel so good… so wet for me… let go, baby.”

They moved to the bed. Elena straddled Ava’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto the blonde’s eager tongue while leaning forward into a perfect 69. Ava licked and sucked with eager, ditzy enthusiasm, tasting another woman for the first time and loving every second of it. Elena’s tongue and fingers drove Ava wild — slow, deep thrusts, gentle suction on her clit, never rushing, always building until both women came together in shuddering, gasping waves, soaking each other’s faces.

Elena wasn’t finished. She rolled Ava onto her back, slid between her thighs, and made love to her with her mouth and fingers for what felt like hours — long, luxurious strokes, changing angles, adding a sleek black toy from her suitcase to press against Ava’s G-spot while her tongue worked her clit. Every orgasm was drawn out, intense, and full of eye contact and soft kisses. Elena kept murmuring, “I’ve got you… just feel me… you’re so beautiful when you come for me.”

Ava lost count of how many times she shattered — each one deeper, wetter, more overwhelming than the last. She returned the favor with trembling hands and mouth, learning exactly how Elena liked to be touched until the older woman was trembling and moaning her name in a low, throaty voice.

By the time they finally collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied tangle of limbs, the fire had burned low and snow was still falling outside the window.

Ava lay with her head on Elena’s chest, glowing, satisfied, and happier than she had ever been as Ryan.

Elena stroked Ava’s blonde hair gently and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

“Stay for breakfast?” she asked, voice warm and hopeful. “I make a mean French toast… and I’d really like to wake up next to you again.”

Ava’s heart fluttered. She looked up into those beautiful green eyes and smiled — a real, genuine smile that wasn’t just ditzy flirtation.

“I’d like that,” she whispered. “A lot.”

Deep down, Ryan knew the truth: it had taken becoming Ava — bubbly, curvy, shamelessly horny Ava — to finally find this kind of connection. To be wanted. To be seen. To fall into something that felt like the beginning of real romance.

As snow continued to fall outside and Elena pulled her closer under the warm blankets, Ava closed her eyes with a contented little sigh.

For the first time in a long time, she wasn’t running anymore.

She was exactly where she was meant to be.


-THE END-
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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.


Sugar Rush

Chase Wilder’s sweet tooth was out of control—until a mysterious shopkeeper sold him the perfect fix: one chocolate orb that promised zero weight gain, forever.

One bite later, Chase wakes up as Candi Cane—stacked, blonde, and so sensitive that every lick of sugar sends her new pussy gushing. Calories don’t go to her hips anymore… they go straight to her clit. Now she’s dripping in public, humping strangers in elevators, and working the dessert bar at Sinfully Sweet, where every cinnamon roll on stage turns into a screaming, squirting orgasm for the whole crowd.

She’ll never be a man again. She’ll never stop craving the rush. And she’s never been wetter.

A scorching body-swap transformation story packed with magical gender change, sugar-fetish orgasms, public sex, and zero regrets.

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Perfect Toy

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

Now the tables have turned in the most humiliating way possible.

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

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

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


The Silver Craving

One ancient silver coin. One forbidden wish. One addiction that can never be satisfied.

When Alex finds a mysterious coin that can rewrite bodies and reality itself, he and his wife Jordan make a dangerous pact: one week of living each other’s lives. What begins as playful experimentation quickly spirals into something darker… and far more addictive.

As Jordan transforms into the young, voluptuous Riley, she discovers an uncontrollable hunger — an overwhelming, soul-shattering craving for her husband’s cum. Every thick, hot load triggers a euphoric high more powerful than any drug. With each shattering orgasm, her mind fractures, her resistance crumbles, and she becomes a desperate, dripping slut who will do anything for the next hit.

But magic always demands a price.

Raw. Addictive. Impossible to put down.

One coin. Endless hunger.
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