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Chapter 1

Cherry on the Edge

“You know you want this, babe.”

Morgan froze on the oversized sectional, the warm coastal breeze licking across his skin like a filthy promise. He and Taylor had joked about the new MorphPops for weeks, but he never imagined she’d actually bring some home — or that the sight of her holding them would make his cock twitch and thicken before she even spoke.

“Honey, I wasn’t being serious. Who the hell lets a magical lollipop rewrite their entire body? It’s not natural.”

Taylor pouted, her full lower lip glistening. In the two years they’d been together, she had perfected that exact look — the slow, heavy-lidded flutter of her lashes, the way her tits pressed forward as she leaned in, the subtle roll of her hips that always made his resistance crumble and his cock stir. She stepped closer, silk shorts riding high on her thighs, and pulled a bright red-wrapped sucker from her pocket.

“You’re overreacting,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth as she closed the distance, her breasts brushing his chest. “None of my friends had any bad reactions. We’ll be completely safe.”

Her hand reached into her pocket again and presented the small candy sucker wrapped in vivid red foil. She held it casually between two fingers, tilting her head while staring straight into his eyes, making guilt and heat coil low in his gut. She knew exactly which buttons to press — and she pressed them with wicked precision.

Morgan’s pulse hammered. These MorphPops didn’t just tweak appearances. They were rumored to reshape a person into someone else’s deepest, filthiest fantasy — thorough, invasive, and sometimes permanent. The suckers could alter just one part… or completely transform you inside and out, rewriting desires right along with flesh.

“Baby, I really don’t think this is a good idea,” he tried again, voice rougher than he intended as his cock continued to swell uncomfortably against his sweats.

Taylor’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Does this make you feel better?” She produced a second identical sucker. “One for you… and one for me. See? We’ll do this together.”

He hardly felt reassured, but the thought of disappointing her twisted hotly in his chest. “What do they even do?”

“It’s a secret,” she answered in a playful, sing-song lilt that sent a fresh throb through his thickening cock. “Just trust me. This is going to be the best thing that’s happened to us in a long time.”

Taylor smiled, sultry and confident, and pressed the unwrapped candy into his hand. Before he could second-guess, she grabbed his wrist, peeled the bright red wrapper away with her teeth, and guided the slick, glistening orb straight to his lips.

“Just… put… it… in…” she whispered, voice husky and dripping with filthy promise. Her eyes darkened with raw arousal as she watched his mouth part for her.

The moment the wrapper came off, a thick, ripe cherry scent flooded his senses — deep, juicy, almost obscenely sweet. It wrapped around his tongue like warm, sticky sin, coating every inch of his mouth and making his cock throb hard against his sweats. Morgan’s breath hitched sharply as Taylor slowly pushed the glossy sucker past his lips, the smooth orb gliding over his tongue and filling him with overwhelming, syrupy cherry flavor.

He couldn’t stop the low, guttural groan that escaped him. The taste was so intense, so fucking good, it sent a hot pulse of unwanted lust straight to his groin, his cock leaking a bead of precum into his underwear. Taylor’s eyes sparkled with triumph as she held the stick steady, feeding him the candy like a filthy secret they now shared, her breath warm against his cheek while she watched every second of his surrender.


Chapter 2

Cherry Heaven

The moment the wrapper came off, the thick, ripe cherry scent slammed into Morgan like a drug — deep, juicy, and filthy-sweet. It flooded his nostrils and made his mouth water instantly, the aroma so potent he could almost taste it before the candy even touched his lips. Cherry. Not the innocent kind from childhood. This was something darker, richer, something designed to seduce and corrupt.

He remembered those childhood suckers — pure nostalgia on a stick, simple and harmless. Back then candy was just candy. No hidden purpose. No depraved agenda. But this MorphPop wasn’t innocent anymore. One lick and it could rewrite your entire life, twist your body and cravings into someone else’s filthiest fantasy. A single piece of candy now held that kind of power.

The smell was so strong it made his cock twitch and leak again before Taylor even guided it closer. She parted her lips slightly in silent suggestion, her own eyes heavy with lust as she slowly pushed the glossy, slick orb past his teeth.

The second it touched his tongue, the world dissolved into pure, sticky pleasure. Cherry flavor exploded across every taste bud — thick, warm, syrupy, coating the inside of his mouth like liquid sin. The lollipop dominated him completely, forcing his tongue and lips to pull it deeper, suck harder, desperate for every drop. There was so much flavor it made his head spin and his cock throb heavily.

Reflexively, Morgan began to nurse the sucker with long, greedy pulls, hollowing his cheeks as he drew out every bit of that juicy sweetness. His eyes rolled back and fluttered shut. A low, guttural moan vibrated deep in his throat as the intense flavor sent hot pulses of pleasure straight down his spine and into his leaking cock. He brought his hand up, fingers wrapping tightly around the stick, and surrendered completely to the sensation.

It didn’t feel like falling. It felt like floating — drifting weightless along a slow, cherry-flavored river of pure, throbbing bliss. Another deep, needy moan slipped from his lips as the euphoria wrapped around his brain and stroked every nerve ending. His cock throbbed heavily, already leaking steadily into his sweats, while a warm, tingling heat spread through his chest and down between his legs, making his balls tighten with building need.

“They’re good, aren’t they?” Taylor asked with a wicked little wink, her voice husky and dripping with promise.

Morgan could barely speak around the thick candy filling his mouth. He gave a slow, dazed nod, eyes still half-lidded in ecstasy. This was easily the best thing he’d had in his mouth in years — strong, full-bodied cherry that coated his tongue and throat without any cloying aftertaste, just pure, addictive sweetness that made him want to keep sucking forever while his cock leaked for more.

“Well, we have all night to enjoy it,” she purred, leaning in so close he could feel the heat of her breath on his cheek and smell the cherry on her own lips.

Now that the initial rush had settled into a steady, pulsing throb between his legs, Morgan noticed the little white stick poking out from the corner of Taylor’s mouth. She was already sucking on her own MorphPop, cheeks hollowing slightly with each slow, sensual pull, her lips shiny and wet. The sight sent another hot, insistent throb through his cock.

He was lost in the cherry heaven flooding his senses, but somewhere deep down a small voice whispered that this was only the beginning — and that by the end of the night, nothing about him was going to feel the same.


Chapter 3

Couch Cuddles and Porno Sparks

We sank down onto the wide sectional, bodies pressing close as the warm breeze drifted in. Morgan was still floating on that thick cherry high when he spotted the little zipper bag of MorphPops on the side table. That little minx, he thought, a fresh pulse of heat sliding through his veins. She was clearly expecting a whole night of sucking.

Taylor grabbed the remote and flicked the smart TV straight to the adult section. Morgan shot her an incredulous look. She just smiled, shrugged one smooth shoulder, and kept lazily sucking on her own MorphPop, cheeks hollowing with each slow, sensual pull.

The movie started. Taylor rolled over, settling her head heavily in his lap. The warm weight felt delicious — right where her cheek rested against the growing, thickening bulge in his sweats. She was an expert at giving head, and the thought of her hot, wet mouth wrapped around him later sent another heavy throb through his cock. He let his mind linger on that image… then it drifted dangerously further.

What would it feel like to be the one with a thick, hard cock right under your lips like this? To have it pulsing hot and heavy, inches from your face, begging to be tasted and worshipped?

His imagination took over. He pictured himself on his knees, lips stretching wide around a swollen shaft, sliding down until the fat head bumped the back of his throat. He wondered how it would taste — salty skin, warm precum leaking onto his tongue, the heavy, masculine musk filling his mouth. The fantasy made his own mouth water around the MorphPop and sent a fresh rush of slick heat to his groin.

Subconsciously, Morgan started sucking harder, pulling the cherry flavor deep with long, greedy strokes. His head began to bob slowly back and forth in perfect rhythm with the filthy thoughts flooding his brain, the stick sliding between his lips like he was already practicing on a real cock.

The porno played on, but neither of them was really watching anymore. They were both lost in the candy filling their mouths. For the last few minutes the lollipop had been shrinking, and Morgan let out a soft, breathy giggle at the thought that he was making serious headway… head-way.

Taylor’s hand slipped under the throw blanket and started rubbing his cock in slow, firm strokes, her palm pressing and squeezing the hard length through the fabric. She was moaning softly around her own sucker, the sound low and needy, vibrating against his thigh.

Curious, Morgan glanced at the screen. A couple was fucking hard — passionate, raw, bodies undulating together. The woman panted and moaned in open-mouthed ecstasy while the man thrust between her spread legs, his darkened, muscular ass flexing with every powerful, deep stroke.

Oh fuck… Morgan moaned quietly to himself, the sound muffled by the MorphPop. He’d give anything to feel that kind of overwhelming, mind-melting pleasure. His eyes locked on the man — so strong, so dominant, driving deep into her with long, confident strokes. Without meaning to, Morgan found himself imagining what it would feel like to be the one getting fucked like that, legs spread wide, taking every thick inch while moaning like a slut.

The woman’s loud, breathy moans sent another shiver through him. In that hazy moment of clarity he wondered why he was staring at the man’s cock instead of the woman. It had to be huge if she was moaning that loud. He tried to catch a glimpse of it on screen — the thick, glistening shaft sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, stretching her open with every thrust.

Another soft, guilty giggle escaped around the MorphPop. Here he was with his girlfriend’s head resting in his lap, and he couldn’t stop hunting for that cock on the screen. The more he watched the man thrust, the more his own mouth worked the cherry sucker in perfect time with the rhythm, sucking harder, deeper, as if he were the one on his knees.

He was definitely enjoying the man more.


Chapter 4

Creamy Explosion

CRUNCH…POP!

A new flavor suddenly burst across Morgan’s tongue — warm, thick, and decadently creamy. He had sucked the cherry shell long enough. Now a rich, silky ooze flooded his mouth, coating every taste bud with luxurious, mouthwatering sweetness that made his eyes roll back.

Mmm… It was every bit as addictive as the cherry had been, maybe even better. The cherry flavor had started to fade, but this creamy center was pure, sinful indulgence — smooth, velvety, and strangely sexual, like warm cum melting on his tongue.

As he slowly swirled the new flavor around his mouth, savoring the way it clung thickly to his tongue and throat, Taylor gasped sharply beside him. Her moan deepened into something raw and throaty, almost identical to the woman getting pounded on the television. She must have hit the creamy center of her own sucker too.

The movie had clearly done a number on him, because Morgan’s entire body was lighting up with electric tingles. They raced across his skin like liquid sparks, dancing over his nipples until they stiffened into tight, aching peaks, then raced down his stomach and straight into his cock. The sensations were so intense he broke into a soft, breathless giggle fit. His skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve alive and begging to be touched.

Taylor wasn’t giggling. She was moaning and panting openly now, just like the girl on screen — desperate, needy sounds that made Morgan’s cock throb painfully against the blanket.

After a slight, trembling hesitation, Taylor threw the blanket off them both. Her eyes locked onto his crotch with pure, starving hunger. Morgan lifted his hips without thinking, helping her yank his pants and boxers down in one eager motion. His cock sprang free, straining upward, flushed a pretty, delicate pink and already glistening at the tip with precum.

If she wasn’t there, he would have wrapped his own hand around it instantly. He stared down at it, mesmerized. It looked… beautiful. Standing strong and proud, little tendrils of blue veins spreading delicately over the smooth, flushed skin. His girlfriend was in luck tonight.

Like a woman starved for days, Taylor descended on his cock with raw hunger. Her fingers wrapped tightly around the thick base, squeezing possessively, while her hot, wet mouth lowered onto the swollen head. Her lips stretched wide around him as she took him deeper in one smooth glide.

The sucker stick fell forgotten onto the cushion beside his hip as Taylor began to move — slow, wet, perfect strokes, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside while her cheeks hollowed with every downward suck.

The pleasure from earlier came roaring back tenfold, crashing through Morgan’s body in hot, liquid waves. He could do nothing but collapse back against the couch, head tipping back, a long, broken moan tearing from his throat as Taylor worshipped his cock with greedy, hungry devotion.


Chapter 5

Roller Coaster of Bliss

It didn’t take long for Taylor to work Morgan’s entire cock down her throat. She had done this many times before, but tonight she was ravenous — eyes closed in pure bliss, face flushed, taking him to the hilt with hungry, wet gulps like she couldn’t get enough of his taste.

Morgan looked down and felt another hot spike of lust. She was relishing every thick inch, lips stretched obscenely around his shaft, saliva dripping down to his balls. He decided to let her have him completely. He sank deeper into the couch, surrendering as waves of slick, mind-melting pleasure crashed through him.

She was using both hands and her mouth in ways he’d never felt before. One fist stroked the slick shaft in tight, twisting strokes, using her spit as perfect, slippery lube. The other hand cradled and massaged his balls, fingers teasing the sensitive skin just behind them. Pleasure radiated outward from his groin in hot, liquid pulses, drowning him in wet, throbbing ecstasy.

He spread his legs wider, giving her full access, and closed his eyes. His mind slipped into dangerous, filthy territory. What would it feel like to have a thick, hard cock to suck whenever he wanted? To drop to his knees and worship it any time the craving hit? It didn’t seem wrong anymore. If she could do it, why couldn’t he?

In his fantasy he was on his knees in front of the man on the television. His mouth slid slowly up and down that thick phallus, lips stretched wide, tongue swirling greedily around the swollen head while he gazed up with lust-drunk eyes. The man groaned, lost in the pleasure Morgan was giving him. Could he take it all the way to the base like Taylor was doing right now? Would he reach up and play with those heavy, swinging balls too?

The fantasy pulled a louder, needier moan from Morgan around the MorphPop still filling his mouth. The pleasure tonight was unreal — stronger, deeper, wetter — and he was sure the sucker was flooding his system with pure sex.

He giggled breathlessly as the daydream shifted. Suddenly he was straddling a wild roller coaster, gripping the bar tight so he wouldn’t fly off the steep drops and sharp curves. Panting and moaning, the ride slammed him up and down in relentless waves of pure, electric ecstasy. The cart bucked and twisted so violently that his chest started to jiggle heavily, the new weight shifting and bouncing inside his shirt.

He grabbed at it instinctively — and froze.

It felt… different. Softer. Much heavier. There was more to grab now, full, plush mounds that sloshed and bounced with every jolt. Two stiff, hypersensitive nipples lit up like live wires, sending crackling bolts of pleasure straight down to his cock. Every bounce dragged them against the fabric, shooting sparks through his entire body. The current flowed from those aching peaks directly to his groin, where Taylor’s hot, wet mouth continued to stroke and suck, coaxing him relentlessly toward the edge.

Her other hand had found that sensitive spot just behind his balls and was gently probing, pressing, teasing it with slick fingers. The combined sensations sent Morgan reeling — dizzy, overwhelmed, lost in the wild ride.

Then the man from the movie appeared ahead on the roller coaster track — completely naked, his thick cock standing hard and proud. He beckoned Morgan forward with a confident, predatory grin.

He was so perfect.

Oh yes… Let me have you.

As the coaster churned through loops of pure sexual abandon, the man bent Morgan back, spreading his legs wide. Morgan begged shamelessly. “Please… enter me. I need you inside.”

Smiling like a predator who had finally caught his prey, the man pushed forward, guiding his thick cock into the slick, waiting space between Morgan’s thighs. Morgan cried out at the stretch, the sudden intense pressure as his brand-new pussy lips parted around the invading head.

The wet sleeve around his cock wasn’t moving up and down anymore — it was flicking and rubbing frantically while something thick and insistent pressed deeper inside him from below.

Slowly, relentlessly, the man sank into him, stretching Morgan open inch by delicious inch.

Morgan’s eyes flew open.

Between the soft, heavy, jiggling mounds of his own new breasts, he saw Taylor looking up at him with a wet, wicked smile. Her hand was wrapped around a thick plastic cock, steadily pressing it deeper into his dripping, clenching pussy.

“More!” Morgan screamed, his voice coming out high, melodic, and dripping with desperate, slutty need. “Please give me more!”

He panted and writhed, shifting his hips frantically to take every inch. His legs spread as wide as they could go, hips jerking forward greedily. “More!”

Back and forth the toy slid, every thrust stretching his tight new walls, every withdrawal creating a hungry suction that tried to pull it back in. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the room, mixing with his heavy, broken moans.

“Oh my god… I can’t get enough…”

The pleasure swelled and blossomed, growing impossibly stronger. The toy sank deeper. More. The pressure built and built until his whole body seized in an uncontrollable convulsion. For one blinding moment his eyes rolled back and he surrendered completely, thrashing wildly on the couch as the most intense orgasm of his life ripped through him — powerful contractions milking the toy, fresh slick gushing around it, his new breasts bouncing heavily with every spasm.

Absolute heaven.

When the peak finally began to ebb, Taylor crawled up behind him, sliding in close. She wrapped her arms around his new, sensitive breasts, her still-wet hands cupping them possessively, thumbs brushing and pinching each stiff nipple. They lay together as smaller, fluttering aftershocks continued to ripple through Morgan’s trembling, satisfied body.


Chapter 6

Mirror, Mirror on the Wall

My post-coitus nap didn’t last long. The lingering aftershocks were still fluttering deep in my new core, but I desperately needed to see what the MorphPop had done to me.

I slowly untangled myself from Taylor’s arms. When I glanced back, I saw a very pretty girl lying there — hair deliciously tousled, lips parted in a satisfied little smirk. She looked adorable. Cute, even. But that was the problem… I didn’t feel any sexual pull toward her anymore. No spark. No ache between my legs. Just warm affection. The realization settled in my chest like a quiet, disheartening ache.

“You turned me into a girl,” I said softly.

Taylor’s eyes fluttered open. “Yes… and you are so fucking sexy,” she replied, voice still husky.

My skin had taken on a warmer, sun-kissed brownish tone. “Yay, I won’t need a tan this summer,” I muttered to myself.

“Baby,” Taylor said gently, “you won’t be a girl this summer. You’re still a guy inside there.”

A tiny pout formed on my lips. Then my gaze dropped lower.

“Oh… look at these boobs,” I breathed, the words slipping out in a delighted, needy squeak.

Pert, full breasts sat high and proud on my chest, topped with large, dark brown cone-shaped nipples that pointed forward, already stiff and begging for attention. Below them, a neat little crop of soft hair framed the smooth, puffy lips where my cock used to be. The sight made it undeniable — I was unmistakably a girl now.

I cupped them with upturned palms, lifting gently. My hands felt the soft, warm, pliable flesh… but my chest felt the delicious, heavy pull as they shifted and settled. They were full. Real. Part of me. The sensation sent a warm, pleasurable shiver straight down to my core.

This was all so silly… and so fucking hot.

In a burst of giddy appreciation, I danced around in place, hips rolling smoothly, singing an impromptu little song about the beautiful breasts now hanging off my chest. Taylor burst into giggles, watching me with sparkling, hungry eyes.

Wait a minute.

I stopped mid-twirl and turned to her. “Didn’t you have a sucker in your mouth too?”

She looked down with a sly, guilty grin, a soft rose blush spreading across her cheeks. “You saw that, huh? Well… I knew you were going to be a sexy little girl this weekend, so I needed some help getting over my issues with being with a girl. It made me like girls.”

“That is so sweet,” I gushed, sitting beside her and pulling her close.

Taylor leaned in and kissed me deeply. She tasted like sweet peaches. We rolled around on the couch, making out, her hands roaming over my new curves. But… I felt nothing sexual. No spark between my legs. No hardening. Nothing.

I couldn’t let her know. She had just taken a lesbian-loving spell for me — it would crush her if I didn’t feel the same.

Then it hit me like a lightning bolt.

She wasn’t turning me on at all.

This whole kissing session was doing nothing for me.

That could only mean one thing… I liked guys now.

The realization sent a rush of vivid images flashing through my mind — hard chests, strong hands gripping my hips, thick cocks sliding between my lips or stretching my new pussy open. Instant, electric tingles erupted between my legs and in my sensitive nipples. Oh shit. I was getting seriously turned on just thinking about cock.

Another soft, breathy giggle escaped, breaking the kiss. Taylor looked at me quizzically but kept rubbing my body, caressing my face, and kissing me with growing hunger.

Inside my head, a brand-new song was playing on repeat: I like cock… I like cock… I want a man. Mmmm, sexy, sexy men.

The space between my legs was already soaked, slick heat dripping down my inner thighs from the sheer intensity of my excitement.

Taylor was getting worked up, her breathing heavier, hands wandering lower. I needed to change the subject — fast.

“I saw the other lollipops,” I blurted out awkwardly.

She stopped and stared at me. “They’re right on the table, silly. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

I broke away from her grip and walked over to the table. My steps were wide and rolling, hips swaying with a natural, feminine rhythm. Each footfall sent ripples through my rounded ass and made my full breasts bounce heavily, nipples dragging teasingly against the fabric of my shirt.

Before I reached the table, I caught my reflection in the dining room mirror.

I stopped dead and stared, drinking in every lush curve.

My skin had deepened into a rich, golden-bronze glow. My eyes had taken on a sultry almond shape. Short, messy brunette hair framed a face that looked like it belonged on a tropical island — full lips, high cheekbones, exotic and utterly fuckable. From this angle my breasts looked perfect — full, round, and proud, the dark nipples stiff and prominent. Between my thighs, my new pussy lips looked visibly swollen and slick.

Tee hee… I looked dark and mysterious. And so fucking hot.

An open zipper bag lay spilled across the kitchen table, a dozen brightly wrapped MorphPops scattered like colorful temptations. I reached down and started sorting through them. Barefoot and Pregnant looked promising. Ditzy Bimbo too. Then my eyes landed on one called Brand New Man.

Thinking back to Taylor’s little trust speech gave me a wicked idea.

Yeah… two can play this game.

She could change for me this time.

A steady stream of naked men and their hard cocks kept flashing through my mind, each image making my new pussy wetter and stickier. I wanted to know exactly what it felt like to be taken by a man — to be pinned down, stretched open, filled deep and claimed. Mmm… I couldn’t wait to spread my legs and let a sexy man slide all the way inside me.

I was still replaying the guy from the porno — that tight, tan ass flexing as he drove his thick cock into the wailing girl — when Taylor’s voice called from the couch.

“Hurry up and pick another one.”

I startled, blinking. Damn, these suckers were really messing with my focus. I felt… ditzy. Floaty. Totally scatterbrained now.

I grabbed one for her, tore off the wrapper, and sang back cheerfully, “Coming!” while skipping back into the television-lit room, my heavy breasts bouncing with every bouncy step, slick thighs rubbing together deliciously.


Chapter 7

Fair Play

“Do YOU trust me?” I asked with a playful giggle and a wicked little smirk, holding the unwrapped MorphPop right in front of Taylor’s lips like a filthy promise.

“Don’t play around with those, baby,” she scolded, though her voice had already taken on a slightly breathy edge. “You could do some serious damage if you eat the wrong one.”

I ignored the motherly tone completely. Instead, I pressed the glossy watermelon sucker against her soft lips and whispered, “Open up.”

She gave me a look of pure derision. I just smiled wider, all sweet and innocent, until she finally relented.

“Okay,” she sighed. “I guess it’s fair play, huh?”

I didn’t answer with words — I just pushed the candy past her lips and watched her take it.

She hesitantly accepted the sucker, but I could see the wariness in her eyes. Inside, I was already buzzing with filthy excitement. She’s going to have so much fun. I couldn’t hold back the giggles anymore and collapsed onto the couch in a fit of laughter, tears of pure glee pricking at the corners of my eyes.

Through blurry vision I watched her. She was staring off into the distance, eyes slightly glazed. Perfect.

I took the opportunity and gently guided her onto her back on the couch. Leaning down, I started kissing her breasts — soft, lingering kisses that turned into open-mouthed licks across her nipples. I didn’t feel much from it anymore, but I knew exactly where this was heading. Soon I’d be between her legs with a hot, thick, throbbing cock filling my mouth. At this point I wanted cock so badly I’d do almost anything to get it.

Taylor moaned softly, her hands running up and down her own body as the MorphPop started working its magic. The sucker was definitely taking effect. Oh god, I couldn’t wait to taste what it was about to give me.

“Stop!” she suddenly screamed. “Stop!”

I jerked upright and looked into her eyes. They were slightly unfocused, but it was obvious she was fighting something deep inside.

Bouncing up quickly, I pulled the sucker from her mouth by the stick. “Are you okay?”

“You don’t have a sucker,” she said, sounding genuinely upset.

She was right. If we were going to do this, we were going to do it together.

I rolled off the couch impatiently and padded over to the table, my heavy breasts bouncing with every eager step. Taylor was already starting to moan again, low and needy, so I didn’t waste time picking. I grabbed the first one I saw, tore off the wrapper, and popped it straight into my mouth.

The flavor hit me like a freight train — bright, juicy watermelon exploding across my tongue with such force I actually grunted. It raced straight to my brain, making my knees weak and my new pussy clench hard. I had to grab the back of a chair to keep from collapsing as the rush flooded my system.

They really need a warning label on these things, I thought with a dizzy, horny giggle. Do not drive or operate heavy machinery.

If I played my cards right tonight, I might be operating some very heavy machinery of my own.

Still, I reluctantly pulled the sucker from my mouth with a little whimper — I wanted to taste every sweet inch of it — and hurried back to my moaning, writhing, spread-legged girlfriend on the couch.

I set the watermelon MorphPop on the table beside me, already missing its flavor, because right now I needed to taste something far more important.

I was coming back for it in a moment… but first, I needed to finish what I’d started between her legs.


Chapter 8

Worshipping the Growing Cock

Not wasting any time, I dropped to my knees between Taylor’s outstretched legs. I placed my hands on the soft insides of her thighs, spreading her wide, and lowered my mouth to her still-familiar folds.

I noted a slight distaste at first — old instincts — but I pushed past it, eagerly waiting for the MorphPop to work its magic. I licked and sucked her exactly the way I always wished she would do to me, determined to make her come before the real change took over.

Mechanically at first, I licked and rubbed every spot that pulled the loudest moans from her. My tongue flicked over her clit while my fingers stroked her folds, creases, and swollen lips. Thankfully the sweet watermelon flavor still coated my mouth, so her juices didn’t gross me out too much. More than that, I wanted to repay every single time she had taken me deep into her throat.

Her grunts and moans were already growing hoarse. Then I felt it — her legs and groin were bulking up, the skin turning a darker, richer tan. The soft, familiar underside of her thighs was hardening into solid muscle. My fingers, which had once caressed smooth feminine flesh, were now sliding over firmer, stronger contours.

Again, a deep, hoarse grunt rumbled from above my head.

As much as I was performing, she still wasn’t getting properly wet. She was reacting — hips twitching, moans growing louder — but her pussy wasn’t producing lubrication. If anything, it was puffing out, swelling, changing.

I kept working her with my tongue and hands, centering everything on her enlarging clit. It wasn’t much bigger yet, but it was swelling outward from her folds, thick and proud. Admittedly, I was soaking wet myself. I couldn’t stop moaning into her sex. Every so often, as my hand glided around her swollen womanhood, I snuck a quick tease between my own legs — sliding two fingers into my dripping new pussy. It felt so fucking divine to be opened up like this while I worshipped her.

Oh God… I can’t wait to get filled by a real cock.

Her clit kept pulsing and swelling harder, growing longer with every hungry lick. Below it, her pussy was swelling closed, the lips pulling inward as something thick and heavy began to push outward.

Her grunts were definitely masculine now — deep, resonant, vibrating straight through my core. The clit kept growing. Larger. Thicker. Veinier.

I could finally wrap my lips fully around it, sucking and buffing the sensitive head while it answered with heavy, insistent pulses against my tongue.

Each time it grew a little more.

Larger.

And larger.

I wasn’t sure who was grunting or moaning louder anymore. We were both lost in it. I almost forgot I had been performing this on a girl just moments ago.

As if someone had recorded every filthy fantasy I’d had earlier and was playing them on repeat, every motion of my mouth and tongue was now calculated to give maximum pleasure to her growing cock.

Here I was — on my knees, worshiping his cock, giving my man the sloppy, eager blowjob of his dreams.

It had gotten big enough that wet, audible slurps filled the room. I had to wrap my hand around the thick, throbbing base to stroke what my mouth couldn’t yet reach. As I slid my head up, I tightened my lips and sucked hard, trying to coax the cum out. Then I breathed in deeply and sank back down, cradling his stiff, pulsing cock on my tongue while my hand twisted and wrung the base with firm, hungry strokes.

Up and down I went, lost in pure cock worship, moaning around the thickening shaft like the cock-hungry girl I was quickly becoming.


Chapter 9

Mounting the New Man

Feeling that he had finally finished and wanting a moment to catch my breath, I began my slow, trembling ascent upward.

Wiry, dark hairs trailed from his cute belly button in a perfect treasure trail that pointed straight down like an arrow to the thick, turgid cock still pulsing hot and heavy in my hand. Taylor’s once-soft midsection had hardened into ridges of an undeveloped six-pack, his waist narrow and powerful. His skin felt tougher, more resilient under my palms, and those cute breasts I had played with for years had bulked up into a solid, masculine chest.

“Oh my God…” played on repeat in my mind as I drank in every change the MorphPop had made. Taylor was now a complete hunk — every bit the strong, virile man from my filthiest fantasies.

His head lay back against the couch, eyes closed in a daze. He was completely at my mercy, and I intended to savor every second.

In my hand rested a pulsing, hot muscle of flesh I couldn’t look away from. It was hypnotizing. Thick as a cucumber, it throbbed and jerked with raw anticipation, hard as steel but covered in that velvety-soft layer of skin. The tip swelled into a fat, crimson head. I gave it a slow, teasing pull, trying to make it even bigger. At that moment, it was my entire universe — and I needed it buried deep inside me.

By now I had climbed fully onto his abdomen, leaning over his face. My heavy breasts hung freely beneath me, swaying and bouncing with unrestrained weight, nipples stiff and aching. Remembering I still had the watermelon MorphPop, I leaned down and popped it back into my mouth, sucking lazily on the stick while I took in the view.

I paused, playing with the candy between my lips, as the realization hit me: the man I was straddling was the same powerful figure from the porno… but he was also my girlfriend. Most importantly, he was the bearer of this amazing, throbbing cock that was about to stretch me open and ruin me for anyone else.

His open mouth formed soundless words. He was lost — so I had to bring him back.

I reached between my legs, grabbed the thick phallus, and squeezed it a few times, feeling it swell back to full, steel-hard readiness in my grip. Without opening his eyes, he let out a deep, guttural moan and his cock twitched hard against my palm.

My left hand guided the fat, leaking head back and forth over my soaked pussy lips, coating every inch with my dripping nectar. Back and forth I slid him with trembling hands, spreading my slick wetness along the swollen tip and all around my eager, clenching entrance.

It was time.

On shaky legs, I aimed the broad head right at my dripping core and leaned back gently. At first it pressed against my tight opening. Then, suddenly — as if it had found the perfect weak spot — it rushed inside me, spreading my inner walls with a sharp, gasping stretch that stole my breath.

I no longer felt him as something outside me. He was part of me now. The deep, burning pressure and delicious friction became the center of my entire being.

Slowly, I pressed down, letting gravity guide me. Inch after thick inch sank deeper until I couldn’t tell where I ended and he began. My ass finally came to rest against a bed of coarse hair, his cock buried to the hilt inside my clenching, fluttering pussy. The sensations were so intense I had to pause, just breathing, letting my body adjust to being so perfectly, completely full.

Inside, I could feel his cock pulse and throb, alive and powerful, pressing right against my cervix. This is my purpose, I thought. I’ve never felt more right, more complete, than I do right now. This is exactly where I belong.

Once I grew used to the exquisite stretch and fullness, I began to move — gently rolling my hips up and down at first, accompanied by high-pitched, needy whimpers. Soon I was actively squeezing his thick cock with every upward stroke and grinding down hard on every descent, my walls fluttering and milking him greedily.

The lollipop in my mouth kept me from screaming, but it couldn’t stop the loud, shameless moans and grunts pouring out of me.

Our rutting grew stronger, more forceful, skin slapping wetly together.

Taylor reached up and cupped my bouncing breasts, capturing my hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He pinched and twisted it hard, sending sharp bolts of electricity shooting from my chest straight to the spot deep behind my belly button. The energy crackled through my arms and legs, centering low in my core where it grew hotter and tighter.

It was familiar — the same building pressure I’d felt when I first changed. Mmm… I was starting to come. It was coming fast.

I leaned forward, desperate for more friction on my swollen clit grinding against the base of his cock. His hips jerked upward to meet me, matching every frantic rise and fall. I couldn’t stop my movements. My body knew exactly what it needed.

“Please cum,” I cried between desperate pants, dribbling watermelon-flavored drool onto his chest. “Please cum in me. Fill me up.”

He was panting and grunting beneath me, thrusting as deep as he could go.

“Make me yours,” I pleaded, voice breaking with raw need.

The intensity became too much. My vision blurred and my eyes rolled back as my hips convulsed, frantically trying to fuck every last inch of his cock into my greedy pussy. With a sudden, shattering explosion, my body seized up hard, released, then seized again — knocking the breath from my lungs. Powerful contractions ripped through me, my walls milking his cock in rhythmic spasms while fresh slick gushed around him.

Waves of blinding pleasure radiated from my core, forcing my back to arch sharply and bend me backward on his cock. I stayed locked there, impaled and trembling, until bright stars burst behind my eyes.

Completely spent, I collapsed onto his broad chest, my head nestled in the crook of his neck. The lollipop rested forgotten in my semi-open mouth.


Chapter 10

Afterglow and Barefoot Surprise

After a long, trembling moment, I slowly came back to myself, still draped across his broad chest. A small puddle of light-red-tinged spit had pooled in the hollow of his collarbone from the lollipop still loosely held between my lips. Groggily, I pushed myself up and rolled off him, collapsing onto the couch beside his warm body.

A lazy, golden haze wrapped around my thoughts as I replayed every filthy second — the deep stretch, the relentless pounding, the way I had begged him to breed me. My hand drifted down between my legs. I winced at the delicious soreness, my newly formed pussy still puffy, tender, and leaking. A thick, warm dribble of his cum escaped my well-fucked hole, sliding slowly over my ass and onto the cushion beneath. I let out a soft, satisfied little moan at the messy evidence of how thoroughly he had claimed me.

The lollipop was still in my mouth, slowly melting. I looked over at Taylor. His cock had softened but still looked impressive, lying sideways across his powerful thigh, glistening and pointing lazily in my direction.

“Hello there,” I teased, my voice low and husky with lingering lust as I stared at the spent shaft.

His head turned toward me, and a slow, sated smile spread across his face. “I guess I didn’t think this one through, huh?” he said, voice deliciously deep. “When I gave you the Sexpot lollipop, I didn’t expect you to want a man so soon. I asked for this…” He motioned down at his powerful new body. “Didn’t I?”

“Yeppers,” I replied with a dreamy, cock-drunk smile. “I can’t stop thinking about having a cock in me. I already want it again.”

My former girlfriend — now very much my man — pushed himself up off the couch and stretched, powerful muscles flexing under his tanned skin. “Say… which lollipop do you have now?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I didn’t check.”

He walked around the couch toward the table. The watermelon MorphPop continued to melt sweetly on my tongue as I lay there, thighs sticky with his cum, lazily rolling the stick between my lips.

I wonder which one I grabbed, I thought, a pleasant, hazy fog still clouding my mind.

At that exact moment, the lollipop popped in my mouth, releasing a fresh wave of thick, creamy flavor that made me moan out loud with renewed pleasure.

From the kitchen area, Taylor’s voice drifted back, half-amused and half-horrified.

“Say… why the hell is there a ‘Barefoot and Pregnant’ wrapper on the table?”

My eyes widened. Another warm, creamy burst flooded my mouth as a fresh, liquid heat bloomed low in my belly — deeper this time, spreading through my womb with a soft, insistent glow.

Then I felt it.

A strange, pleasurable ache bloomed in my breasts, a heavy, tingling fullness that made them feel suddenly tighter and more sensitive. My nipples stiffened instantly, throbbing with need, a faint milky tingle spreading through them. At the same time, my stomach began to expand — slowly, steadily, the skin stretching as it rounded outward. In seconds it looked like I was already two months pregnant, a gentle but unmistakable swell pushing against my palm when I placed my hand there in breathless wonder. Deep inside, I felt a soft flutter in my womb, warm and alive.

A slow, wicked, utterly satisfied smile curved my lips around the lollipop as fresh heat pulsed through my newly fertile body.

The night was far from over… and it looked like our little game had just taken a very permanent, very pregnant turn.


A Note from Raven Wilde

Thank you so much for spending time within these pages. Bringing these stories to life is a passion, but the journey doesn't truly end until the book finds its way into the hands of a reader like you.

If you enjoyed this story, I have a small but significant favor to ask: Please consider leaving a review.

Why Your Voice Matters

In the world of independent publishing, reviews are the lifeblood of a book's success. You might hear authors talk about "the algorithm “the complex system that determines which books get shown to new readers. Here is how your review helps:

	Visibility: Digital storefronts prioritize books with active engagement. Every review tells the system, "People are reading this," which pushes the book higher in search results.
	The "Magic Number": Reaching certain review milestones (like 10, 25, or 50) triggers the algorithm to include the book in "Recommended for You" lists and newsletter features.
	Social Proof: New readers often look to the community before taking a chance on a new title. Your honest feedback—whether it’s a few sentences or a deep dive—helps them decide to hit that "Buy" button.


Beyond This Book

If you have recently read other titles from Metamorphosis Press, or any other stories I've put out into the world, leaving a rating for those helps just as much. It creates a "halo effect" that supports the entire catalog, ensuring I can keep crafting the down-to-earth, character-driven tales you enjoy.

Thank you for being part of this journey and for supporting independent fiction.
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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.



Books By This Author

Out of My Skin

When broke college nerd Alex Rivera drunkenly drops $99.99 on a sketchy rabbit’s foot from Bauble’s & Bargains, he never expects it to actually work. One whispered wish later, he’s living every powerless loser’s fantasy — turning the hottest, bitchiest girls on campus into desperate, hyper-sensitive, cum-craving sluts with bodies built for sin.

Bullies become busty lesbian cam-girls. Arrogant jocks watch their cocks shrink while their chests explode into hypersensitive G-cups. Even his own arrogant stepbrother ends up as a leaking, pregnant stripper grinding for tips. With unlimited power and zero consequences, Alex’s revenge spirals into a non-stop orgy of mind control, body worship, and public humiliation.

But magic always demands a price. Two years later, the changes are permanent. The victims have adapted to their new lives in the hottest, most humiliating ways possible — and the once all-powerful Alex has vanished.

What happened in Vegas didn’t stay in Vegas.

A deliciously dark, wildly erotic tale of transformation, revenge, and karmic payback that will leave you soaked, shocked, and strangely satisfied.

Misdirected Desires

Sofia Luna Reyes thought swapping bodies with her arrogant boss Jordan Ellis would be the ultimate revenge—until a botched “justice spell” from a shady psychic sends everything spiraling into chaos. Instead of waking up as the powerful lawyer, 84-year-old Alex Torres, Jordan’s gentle silver-fox neighbor, opens his eyes in Sofia’s breathtaking 26-year-old body—complete with heavy, sensitive breasts, a slick, throbbing core that never stops aching, and a relentless feminine libido that demands satisfaction. Trapped in her stunning form while the real Sofia perishes in his frail body, Alex must navigate heels, raging hormones, and the overwhelming rush of raw, feminine ecstasy. As the new Sofia, she fights to conceal the wise older soul behind those emerald eyes, but Jordan finds himself inexplicably drawn to his once-hostile receptionist, the electric chemistry between them impossible to deny. From frantic mirror explorations and secret garden romps to a passionate wedding night filled with multi-orgasmic bliss, “Sofia” discovers that being a woman is far more intoxicating than she ever dreamed. Misdirected Desires is a scorching body-swap erotic romance packed with explicit gender transformation, intense female pleasure, forbidden age-gap tension, and a heartfelt love story that proves the sweetest revenge is surrendering to delicious desire in someone else’s skin.

Dripping Spirits: From Olympic Dreams to Bimbo Cream

Tyler’s quest for Olympic glory takes a devastatingly erotic turn when a genie’s wish transforms him into Taryn, a busty, auburn-haired swim star whose high-performance body comes with an insatiable new hunger. After weeks of locker-room humiliations and falling into "girlfriend mode" under the relentless touch of a magically created hunk, a desperate attempt to swap bodies backfires, plunging him even deeper into a permanent feminine abyss. Now trapped as Chloe—a golden-blonde, hyper-curvy bimbo with gravity-defying breasts and a mind flooded with pink, cock-obsessed thoughts—every trace of Tyler is wiped away by a brainless, giggling devotion to being a perfect, dripping slut. From frantic hallway encounters to all-night breeding sessions, Chloe lives only to please her man and dream of a pregnant walk down the aisle. This is a scorching tale of total bimboification and mind-altering surrender, where the only thing more permanent than the curves is the lust.


A Harem Wish

Brody Vale’s cocky swagger vanishes the moment a genie grants his wish to be surrounded by beautiful women—by turning him into the most breathtaking one of all. Now Amira, an eighteen-year-old Arabian masterpiece with gravity-defying curves and a body built for surrender, the former streamer is forced to dance for her masters before being claimed in a honeymoon of shattering, addictive pleasure. When a desperate final wish to undo the magic backfires, Brody finds himself permanently reset as his parents’ adopted Middle Eastern daughter, already pregnant and dressed like a walking wet dream. Trapped in a loop of surging hormones and a constant, dripping need for her boyfriend’s touch, Amira must accept that her old life is dead and her new reality is a perpetual state of erotic service. A Harem Wish is a steamy, humiliating descent into permanent transformation, where every curve is a cage and every climax is a reminder that some wishes should never come true.


Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers

Alex Rivera believed the mysterious silver ring was nothing more than a harmless fantasy tool—until a single touch granted him the power to become anyone he desired. But a private night of exploration turns into a permanent trap when Alex finds himself caught in his gorgeous neighbor's skin, only to lose the ring and his identity in one devastating moment. Now forced to live as Mara Kane, Alex must navigate a world of hyper-sexualized attention, navigating the dizzying heights of supermodel fame while his mind buckles under the constant, addictive thrum of his stolen body’s desires. As the boundaries of his old self dissolve into a haze of bouncing curves and overwhelming arousal, he faces the ultimate dark temptation: to stop fighting and finally surrender to the beauty he stole. Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers is a raw, unapologetic dive into extreme transformation and the delicious, taboo price of a life lived as someone else.


High Altitude Heat

Divorced and desperate for a fresh start, Ryan Kessler thinks he’s bought a ticket to freedom when he pins on a pair of enchanted pilot’s wings—only to find himself grounded in the body of Ava Hartley, a bubbly, ditzy 23-year-old flight attendant built for seduction. With every click-clack of her four-inch stilettos and every straining button of her tight navy uniform, Ryan’s old life dissolves into a haze of high-altitude arousal and an addiction to the hungry stares of everyone he meets. What starts as private exploration with black lace and toys turns into a permanent reality when a magical restriction traps him in Ava's form forever, forcing him to trade his identity for a life of mile-high tension and luxury. From grinding through turbulence to a steamy, snow-bound lesbian encounter in an Aspen suite, Ava fully embraces her role as the ultimate airhead center of attention. Packed with uniform fetish, explicit transformation, and a total surrender to desire, High Altitude Heat proves that some escapes are impossible to leave—and even better to experience.


Taylor Made 

What begins as a simple favor on the greens of TPC Sawgrass turns into a permanent nightmare of identity and submission. When Ryan uses a mysterious artifact from Baubles & Bargains to swap bodies with his girlfriend Lexi, he expects a quick victory and a night of passion; instead, he finds himself ensnared by a merciless magical compulsion that rewrites his mind to match his new, hyper-feminized form. As his identity dissolves with every throb of arousal and heavy bounce of his stolen curves, a brutal double-cross leaves him trapped forever in the athletic body of Lexi’s rival, Taylor. Now a pampered daughter subjected to a world of full-body waxes and relentless grooming, the last traces of Ryan vanish into a life of luxury and total feminine surrender. This is a chilling, high-stakes transformation journey where the game ends, the swap becomes permanent, and the "good girl" left behind has never been wetter.


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

Brady and Colt have spent years lusting after Valentina Morales, the untouchable fitness influencer next door, but her total lack of interest in men makes her the ultimate forbidden fruit. Everything changes with AlterEgo, a dark-web app capable of rewriting biology with a single touch, allowing one brother to transform into Jeri—a perky, sassy knockout designed to bypass Val’s defenses and slide straight into her bed. What begins as a high-stakes infiltration evolves into a filthy, wine-soaked romance of slow domination and permanent surrender, blurring the lines between the ultimate score and total identity loss. In this dark, no-escape transformation tale, one brother marries the woman of his dreams, while the other discovers that playing the perfect woman comes with a price that is as permanent as it is addictive.
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