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The Girl Next Door




Brady Hayes pressed his forehead to the cool glass of their South Beach condo window, the humid Miami air already thick enough to taste—salt, coconut sunscreen, and that unmistakable South Beach heat that made everything feel slick and alive. Down on the palm-lined stairs leading to the beach path, Valentina “Val” Morales bounced down each step with the effortless rhythm of someone who lived for the camera.

Her black sports bra clung like a second skin to those full, mouth-watering D-cup breasts, the golden-tan Latina curves jiggling just enough with every stride to make Brady’s cock twitch hard in his board shorts. Sweat already glistened along the deep valley between them, tracing down to her chiseled abs that flexed visibly under the thin fabric. Long, wavy jet-black hair was pulled into a high, swinging ponytail that begged to be wrapped around a fist. Tiny neon-pink shorts rode high on her round, heart-shaped ass—thick from years of squats and beach runs—leaving those long, toned legs on full display. At the end of a heavy leash, her massive Rottweiler, Titan, strained forward, muscles rippling, heavy balls swinging low as he knew it was time for his daily sprint along the sand.

“Bro… she’s straight-up lethal,” Brady growled, voice already rough with want. A hot pulse of pure lust coiled low in his gut, the kind that made his balls tighten and his mind flood with filthy images—those full lips wrapped around him, that thick ass bouncing in his lap while she moaned in Spanish. “I’d do anything to get to know her better. Like, ruin-my-life better.”

Colt Brooks wandered over from the open kitchen, still gripping the carton of oat milk like it owed him money. He leaned in beside Brady, hazel eyes locking onto Val’s retreating form. “You said it, dude,” he breathed, throat working. He shoved the carton back into the fridge but stayed glued to the window, one hand unconsciously adjusting the growing bulge in his gym shorts. “So why don’t you go talk to her? Slide in there with that cocky frat smile and make her forget every other guy on the beach.”

Brady tore his gaze away long enough to glare at his roommate. “I was just giving you the first shot, man. You know once she gets a taste of me, your sorry ass won’t have a prayer.”

Colt snorted so hard he nearly sprayed oat milk across the tile. “Yeah, right!” he shot back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Like she’d ever pick your sandy-haired ass over this.” He flexed one tanned, muscular arm for emphasis, the same cocky grin he’d worn since their lacrosse days at FSU spreading across his face.

Brady leaned back in his chair, smug as hell, blue eyes sparkling with challenge. “Okay then, hotshot,” he retorted, voice dripping with mock generosity. “I officially give you my permission to steal her from me. Go get it, champ.”

Colt glared, suddenly on the spot. The silence stretched for two heartbeats. “Fine,” he finally answered, setting his glass down with a decisive clink. “I will.” He squared his broad shoulders, adjusted his backward cap, and strutted toward the door like he was walking onto the field for a championship game.

Less than five minutes later the door slammed open again. Colt shuffled back in looking like a kicked puppy—shoulders slumped, cheeks flushed with humiliation, that cocky grin nowhere to be found.

Brady couldn’t resist. “Damn, bro, you got shot down faster than a bad Tinder opener,” he laughed, leaning forward with a shit-eating grin. “Told you she’d want me instead.”

Colt shot him a defensive glare, running a hand through his dirty-blond fade. “At least I got her name, asshole. It’s Val—Valentina Morales. Fitness influencer. Four hundred thousand followers. I got farther than your sorry ass ever will.”

He grabbed the oat milk again, but this time his hand shook just a little. Outside the window, Val’s ponytail was already disappearing down the beach path, Titan bounding beside her, and both frat bros felt that same hungry ache settle deep in their chests.

They had no idea yet how badly they were about to fuck up their lives trying to get what they wanted.
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Decoding the Signs




Brady cracked open another ice-cold White Claw, the can hissing in the humid Miami night air that drifted through the open balcony doors of their South Beach condo. The three of them—Brady, Colt, and their neighbor Nico—were sprawled across the oversized sectional, the massive TV glowing with the replay of the F1 Miami Grand Prix highlights. Engines screamed, cars blurred past the Hard Rock Stadium, but Brady’s mind was still stuck on that perfect ass in neon-pink shorts bouncing down the stairs this morning.

He twisted in his seat, ignoring Colt’s death glare, and grinned at Nico. “Dude, you should’ve seen Colt this morning. He strutted out there like a goddamn peacock, tried to hit on Val, and got absolutely torched. Flames, bro. Actual flames.”

Colt’s face flushed red under his backward cap. “Shut the fuck up, Hayes.”

Nico narrowed his dark eyes at Colt, then let out a low, knowing chuckle that made his curly hair shake. He was lounging in a fitted black tank and joggers, the kind of effortless Miami style that screamed “I actually belong here.” “Nah, I don’t blame her for shooting you down, man. You’re just… not her type.”

Colt frowned, hazel eyes flashing. “What the hell do you mean, not her type? We’re not ‘California dudes’ or some shit? Come on, we’ve only been in Miami six months. Our Midwest vibes that obvious?”

Nico chuckled again, deeper this time, and took a slow pull from his own drink. “Relax, bro. It’s not the Midwest thing. It’s not even the frat-boy energy. It’s that you’re guys.” He let the words hang, watching the realization hit.

Brady leaned forward, elbows on his knees, sandy-brown hair falling into his blue eyes. “Wait… you’re saying she’s a… lesbian?”

Nico’s smile widened, slow and knowing. “Bingo. Now you see why you two don’t stand a chance.” He kicked back, the city lights of South Beach glittering behind him through the glass. “You gotta learn the signs if you’re gonna survive down here.”

“Signs?” Colt echoed, voice tight with embarrassment and fresh curiosity.

Nico nodded toward the window like Val might still be out there. “Look, she’s a girl, right? Out walking a dog every morning, right?” Both frat bros nodded, confused. “And it’s not just any dog—it’s a big, hulking Rottweiler with balls swinging low enough to drag sand. Whenever you see a girl like Val—toned, confident, always in tiny shorts—power-walking a massive male dog like Titan? Ninety-nine percent chance she’s sending a very clear message: ‘Stay the fuck away, straight boys.’ Especially if those balls are on full display. It’s basically a lesbian bat-signal. Girl + big male dog + zero interest in dudes? Lock it in.”

He laughed softly, the sound warm and teasing. “Welcome to Miami, boys. This sure as hell ain’t Kansas anymore.”

Brady glanced sideways at Colt, then shook his head, a hungry grin spreading across his face. His mind flashed again to Val’s sweat-slicked cleavage, the way her thick thighs flexed with every step, that heart-shaped ass begging to be grabbed. “Fuck it. I’d still kill to get in her pants. She’s so goddamn hot it hurts.”

Nico shot him a sideways look, one eyebrow raised. “Even knowing she’s a lesbian?”

Colt met Brady’s eyes, the competitive fire sparking again. “Bro… it’d almost be worth turning into a chick for a day or two. Just to get close. Feel what it’s like when she’s actually into you. Those full lips, that body pressed against yours, her hands sliding down—” He cut himself off with a sharp laugh, but the image hung heavy in the humid air, thick with forbidden heat. “Like that shit would ever happen, right?”

Nico didn’t laugh. His expression went dead serious, the TV light flickering across his face. It took a couple of seconds before Brady and Colt noticed the shift.

“What?” Brady finally asked, voice dropping.

Nico leaned in, elbows on his knees, voice low and calm. “You boys serious about that? About becoming a chick—even for a day—to get with her?”

Colt felt a shiver race down his spine. Nico wasn’t joking. Not even a little. “Yeah… sure. But that’s impossible, dude.”

A slow, wry grin crept across Nico’s face, the kind that promised trouble. “Maybe not.” He watched disbelief bloom on both their faces, eyes wide, mouths half-open. “I didn’t pick up some junkyard box. I downloaded this shady app last week—AlterEgo. Some dark-web link a guy at the studio passed me. It’s not just filters or AI bullshit. You snap a photo of someone—or yourself—press your thumb to the screen, picture exactly what you want to change… and hit Accept. The target changes. Instantly. Body, face, everything. I’ve tested it. It’s real.”

Colt’s eyes narrowed. He glanced at Brady, then barked out a laugh. “Yeah, okay, good one, Nico. ‘Alien app that turns you into a chick.’ We didn’t fall off the turnip truck yesterday, man.”

Nico just shrugged, pulling his phone from his pocket and holding it up like a dare. The screen glowed faintly. “Don’t believe me? I can prove it right now.”

Brady’s heart kicked hard in his chest. The room suddenly felt ten degrees hotter.

“Okay,” he snapped, leaning forward, voice thick with challenge and something dangerously close to excitement. “Prove it, then.”
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The App




The humid Miami night pressed against the open balcony doors of Nico’s South Beach condo, carrying the distant crash of waves and the low thump of bass from Ocean Drive. The three of them stood in the living room, the massive TV now dark, the air thick with salt, coconut, and the sharp edge of nervous excitement. Nico pulled his phone from his pocket like it was no big deal and held it up. The screen glowed with a sleek black app called AlterEgo—a single glowing icon that looked almost too innocent for what it could do.

“Okay, so it’s some shady dark-web app,” Brady said sarcastically, arms crossed. “Big deal. Prove it.”

Nico’s smile was slow and wicked. “Watch.” He opened the app, swiped to the camera, and snapped a quick photo of the empty space where Val had been this morning. The screen instantly rendered a perfect 3D holographic preview of Valentina Morales—every golden-tan curve, every flex of her abs, every swell of her full D-cup breasts. Except this version was completely, gloriously nude. Her dark nipples were already pebbled, her shaved pussy lips glistening faintly under the digital light.

Brady snorted. “Cute AI filter, bro. You gotta do better than that.”

Nico laughed softly. “Skeptical. I like it.” He pressed his thumb to the screen, eyes half-lidded in concentration. “Accept.”

The change hit him like a wave of liquid heat.

Nico’s body rippled. His slim male frame stretched and softened in seconds—shoulders narrowing, hips flaring wide, ass rounding into a thick, heart-shaped perfection. His chest pushed outward with a wet, heavy swell, two full, golden breasts blooming into existence, jiggling as they settled into perfect teardrops. Dark, sensitive nipples tightened instantly in the cool condo air. Between his—her—new thighs, his cock shrank away with a slick, sucking sensation, replaced by plush, velvet folds that were already growing damp. Long jet-black hair cascaded down her back as the last of Nico’s masculine features melted into Val’s stunning Latina face.

She stood there completely naked, hands sliding up to cup the weight of her new breasts, thumbs brushing those aching peaks. A soft, feminine shiver ran through her. “Holy fuck… it’s cold in here,” she purred in Val’s sultry voice, nipples hardening even more under her own touch. “Still think I’m joking?”

Colt’s jaw hit the floor. “N-Nico…?” he stammered, eyes wide, cock already straining hard against his shorts at the sight of that perfect nude body—breasts heaving, pussy lips visibly glistening, thick thighs pressed together.

“In the flesh,” the new Val grinned, twirling slowly so her ass flexed and her tits bounced. She dropped her arms, nipples stiff and begging for attention. “If you don’t mind, I’ll switch back before Brady creams his shorts.” She thumbed the screen again, causing a shimmering effect, and Nico reappeared—male, fully clothed, smirking. “Believe me now?”

Brady’s head was spinning, blood roaring in his ears. The air felt ten degrees hotter.

Colt still wasn’t fully convinced. “Cute trick. And that whole ‘she’s a lesbian’ thing was just to sell it, right?” He shook his head. “I’m not buying it.”

“But we literally watched him change,” Brady protested, voice hoarse.

Colt crossed his arms. “Magician’s trick. Prove it for real.”

Nico shrugged and handed him the phone. “Your turn, skeptic.”

Colt took it, thumb on the screen. He pulled up Val’s model again, then started mentally sculpting—bigger. The holographic tits ballooned outward to obscene G-cup size, heavy and pendulous. Waist cinched dramatically, hair lengthened into thick auburn waves, hips widened, ass rounding out into a juicy, fuckable bubble. He stepped back. “There. Let’s see your app do that.”

Nico just grinned. “You’re the one who doesn’t believe. Go prove it to yourself.”

Colt hesitated, then pressed his thumb hard to the screen and hit Accept.

The change slammed into him like lightning wrapped in silk.

His chest exploded outward—massive G-cup breasts swelling so fast and heavy they made him stagger, the sudden weight yanking a choked gasp from his throat. His nipples stiffened into fat, throbbing peaks, so sensitive the condo AC felt like a lover’s tongue. His waist sucked in, hips flaring wide, ass ballooning into plush, jiggling perfection. Between his legs his cock shrank away with a wet, sucking pull, replaced by a slick, aching pussy—plump outer lips already glistening with fresh arousal, clit pulsing visibly. Long auburn hair tumbled down his back as his voice cracked into a breathy alto.

“Holy shit!” Colt squeaked, dainty hands flying up to cup the impossible weight of his new tits. They overflowed his palms, soft and heavy and warm. One trembling hand slid down his flat tummy, over the new flare of his hips, and between his thighs. Fingers met slick, velvet heat—his new pussy lips parting easily, clit throbbing under his touch. “This thing really fucking works…”

Brady was staring like a starving man, blue eyes dark with raw lust, cock rock-hard as he drank in every naked inch of his roommate’s new body.

Colt caught the look and snapped, “Whoa—eyes up, asshole. It’s still me in here.” He tried to cover himself, suddenly burning with shame even as his new clit gave another needy throb.

Nico stepped between them. “Change back, Colt. Before Brady loses his mind.” A quick thumb press later and Colt was himself again, breathing hard, face flushed.

Nico laughed, low and warm. “Alright… who wants to be the one to get into Val’s pants?”

Both frat bros answered at the same time: “Me.”

Nico chuckled. “Colt already had his shot this morning. Brady—you’re up first.” After a few seconds of arguing, Brady won out.

Nico sculpted a new form on the screen—athletic, 5'8", short sassy brunette pixie cut, soft brown eyes, perky C-cup breasts with big dark nipples, trim waist, round bubble butt, long toned legs. “This is exactly her type,” he explained. “I know what she likes.”

Brady gulped, heart hammering, then pressed his thumb and hit Accept.

The transformation rolled through him in waves of liquid fire. Height shifted, muscles softened and rearranged, chest blooming into perfect perky tits that bounced with every breath. His cock melted away into a tight, slick pussy, clit already tingling with new sensitivity. Short brunette hair framed a stunning feminine face, full lips parting on a husky moan as he ran trembling hands over every new curve.

“Wow…” Brady breathed in that sultry new voice, fingers exploring the soft weight of his breasts, the dip of his waist, the round fullness of his ass. “This feels… insane.”

Nico’s eyes sparkled. “There’s one problem—you can’t exactly stroll over there naked.” He took Brady’s smaller hand and led him into the bedroom. When he opened the closet, an entire wardrobe of women’s clothes spilled out—dresses, lingerie, heels, makeup.

Brady’s jaw dropped. “Dude… what the hell?”

Nico just smiled, calm and confident. “You boys still have a lot to learn about Miami. Yes, I’m a cross-dresser. And yes… I’m gay.” He watched the words sink in. “Your farm-boy brains never suspected, huh?” He started pulling outfits. “Now let’s get you dressed, princess.”

Twenty minutes later Brady—now Jeri—stepped out looking like pure sex on heels. Tight little black dress hugging every new curve, makeup flawless, short hair styled to perfection. Colt stared in total awe and confusion.

Jeri swallowed nervously. “Wish me luck.” She turned and walked unsteadily toward the door, ass swaying, new breasts bouncing with every step.

Nico watched Colt’s stunned face with growing amusement. “Still confused, big guy?” He tugged Colt toward the phone. “Go on—design your dream girl. I’ll show you exactly how good this app can feel.”

Colt, still dazed, let his mind run wild. The screen filled with a ridiculous hourglass redhead—massive G-cups, tiny waist, thick ass, long auburn hair. “Healthy, huh?” Nico teased with a grin. “Wait right here.”

Nico pressed his thumb, stepped through the shimmer… and out walked Colt’s ultimate fantasy. Huge breasts straining against nothing, nipples hard, hips swaying seductively. “How’s this?” she purred in a breathy alto, cradling her massive knockers. Her eyes dropped to the massive bulge in Colt’s shorts. “Oh… I see you like this body.”

She grabbed Colt’s hand and planted it right on one heavy, warm tit, then pressed close, nibbling his ear. “How about we put that,” she purred, palming his throbbing cock through his shorts, “to good use?”

Nico’s full, pouty lips curved into a wicked smile as she dropped gracefully to her knees right there in the humid Miami living room. The movement made her massive G-cup tits bounce heavily, the soft, warm weight swaying and jiggling with every breath. Colt’s eyes were glued to them, his cock surging so hard against his shorts it hurt.

“Fuck, look at you,” she whispered in that breathy alto voice, fingers hooking into his waistband and yanking his shorts down in one smooth tug. His thick, veiny cock sprang free, slapping against his abs with a wet sound. “So big and hard for me already.”

She wrapped both soft hands around his throbbing shaft, stroking slowly from base to tip while her huge breasts pressed against his thighs. Colt groaned, hips jerking. Nico leaned in and dragged her warm, wet tongue up the underside of his cock in one long, slow lick, then swirled it around the swollen head, tasting the bead of pre-cum that had already leaked out.

“Goddamn, Nico…” Colt gasped, one hand tangling in her long auburn hair.

She looked up at him through thick lashes, lips shiny. “It’s all real, baby. These tits? This mouth? This tight little pussy?” She squeezed her breasts together around his cock, creating a perfect, warm valley of soft flesh, then started sliding them up and down his length in slow, slick strokes. “Feel how heavy they are. Feel how they bounce.”

Colt’s head fell back, a guttural moan ripping out of him as her massive tits fucked his cock. The sight was obscene—her nipples hard and dark, rubbing against his shaft with every glide, her full lips parted as she licked the head every time it poked up between her cleavage.

She kept going, faster, squeezing tighter, until Colt was panting and thrusting between her tits. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m close already—”

“Not yet,” Nico purred, pulling back with a wicked grin. She stood, turned, and bent over the back of the couch, arching her back so her round, juicy ass pushed out and her dripping pussy winked at him. “Come and take this body the way you’ve always wanted.”

Colt didn’t need telling twice. He stepped forward, lined up, and pushed inside her in one long, smooth thrust. The sensation was insane—tight, velvet heat gripping every inch of him, silky walls fluttering and squeezing as he bottomed out.

“Oh my God,” Nico moaned in that sultry voice, pushing back against him. “So fucking deep… fill me up, Colt. Fuck this pussy like you mean it.”

He gripped her wide hips and started pounding her hard, the wet slap of skin echoing through the condo. Her massive tits swung and bounced beneath her with every brutal thrust, nipples brushing the couch cushions. Every time he slammed in, her ass rippled, her walls clenched, and little gasps and whimpers spilled from her lips.

“Harder,” she begged, voice breaking. “Make me feel it—fuck, right there—yes!”

Colt reached around and grabbed two handfuls of those enormous bouncing tits, pinching her stiff nipples as he railed her. Nico’s whole body started shaking. Her pussy fluttered wildly around his cock, getting wetter and tighter with every stroke.

“I’m gonna come—fuck, Colt, I’m coming on your cock!” she cried.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—her walls clamped down, pulsing and milking him as she moaned loud enough for the neighbors to hear. Slick juices ran down her thighs. Colt kept fucking her through it, chasing his own release, until the pressure became too much.

He pulled out at the last second, spun her around, and shoved his cock back between her huge, sweat-slicked tits. Two more strokes and he exploded—thick ropes of cum painting her cleavage, her neck, even splashing across one hard nipple while she moaned and rubbed the head against her skin, milking every last drop.

They stayed like that for a long moment—panting, sweaty, Nico’s massive breasts glistening with his release, her new pussy still throbbing and dripping from the best fuck either of them had ever had.

Nico looked up at him with a lazy, satisfied grin, licking a stray drop of cum from her lower lip.

“Still think the app isn’t real?” she whispered, voice husky and teasing.

Colt could barely speak. All he managed was a shaky laugh and one word:

“…Again.”
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Doggy Style




Jeri slammed the condo door so hard the frame rattled, muttering under her breath in that new husky, sultry voice. “Nico? Colt?” No answer. The humid Miami night air clung to her skin like a second layer as she stepped gingerly into the living room, heels clicking on the tile, the too-short black dress riding up her round new ass with every frustrated step. The AlterEgo phone sat dark on the coffee table. Nothing.

Then she heard it — a low, throaty moan drifting from Nico’s bedroom, followed by the wet, rhythmic sounds of a very happy mouth at work.

Jeri’s jaw dropped as she pushed the door open.

Colt was sprawled naked on his back across Nico’s king-sized bed, legs spread wide, head thrown back in pure bliss. His thick cock glistened with spit and disappeared again and again between the full, pouty lips of the busty redhead kneeling between his thighs. Nico — still in that obscene dream-girl body — was working him like a pro. Her massive G-cup tits swayed and bounced heavily with every bob of her head, nipples stiff and dark, brushing Colt’s thighs. Long auburn hair spilled over his lap as she sucked him deep, throat fluttering, tongue swirling, one hand stroking the base while the other gently rolled his balls.

Colt’s fingers were tangled in that silky hair, hips twitching upward. “Fuuuuck, Nico… your mouth feels so goddamn good…”

Nico pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her shiny lips to his throbbing cock. She gave the swollen head one long, slow lick, then smiled up at Jeri like she’d been expecting her. “Mmm. So how was she, princess?”

Jeri’s face clouded with pure frustration, her perky B/C-cup breasts heaving under the tight dress. “I don’t fucking know,” she snarled, voice cracking with humiliation. “Val was interested — I could feel it — but that goddamn Rottweiler Titan wouldn’t let me get within ten feet. Kept growling and blocking me like I was a threat. I changed into this hot little body for nothing!”

Nico frowned, which somehow looked adorable on her lush redhead face. “Shit… I forgot about Titan.” She rose gracefully from the bed, those enormous tits bouncing and jiggling wildly with the movement, still shiny with a mix of spit and Colt’s pre-cum.

Jeri looked like she was about to cry. “So I go through all that — the tits, the pussy, the heels — and you two are in here getting your brains fucked out while I get cock-blocked by a dog? It’s not fair!”

Nico’s full lips curved into a wicked little smile. She stood there completely naked, cum still glistening on her cleavage, and stepped closer. “Okay… I think I’ve got an idea to fix that.” She reached down and took Colt’s hand, tugging her very satisfied, very naked lover off the bed. The three of them — two of them still flushed and glowing from orgasm — walked back into the living room.

Nico picked up the phone and pressed her thumb to the screen. Within seconds the holographic preview shimmered to life: a perfect female Rottweiler, muscular, sleek, and unmistakably in heat.

Colt snapped out of his post-blowjob haze. “Whoa, whoa — you want me to change into a dog?”

Nico turned, pressing her naked, cum-slicked body right up against him. Those massive, heavy G-cups squished warmly against Colt’s chest, stiff nipples dragging across his skin as she rose on her toes and nibbled teasingly on his ear. “Please, baby?” she purred in that breathy alto, voice dripping with filthy promise. One hand slid down to stroke his half-hard cock again, slow and teasing. “Just for a little while. I’ll make it so worth your while when you turn back… I’ll ride you until you forget your own name.”

Colt’s eyes fluttered. He was already getting hard again in her soft grip. “Fuck… okay. For you.”

He stepped forward, pressed his thumb, and hit Accept.

The change hit fast. Colt’s body dropped to all fours as fur rippled across his skin, muscles bulging and reshaping into a powerful female Rottweiler. His cock shrank away, replaced by a slick, swollen canine pussy already dripping with heat-scent. A long tail sprouted, ears flopped, and a soft whine escaped his new muzzle.

The big dog looked up at Nico with wide, pleading eyes and whined again.

Nico smiled down at her, reaching out to scratch behind those soft ears. “Good girl,” she purred, voice low and satisfied. “That’s perfect.”

Jeri’s hands trembled on the leash as she stood outside Val’s sleek ocean-view condo, the humid South Beach afternoon wrapping around her like a lover’s breath. The tight black dress Nico had chosen hugged every new inch of her body — the fabric stretched obscenely across her round, jiggling bubble butt and the perky tits that bounced with every nervous step. Her short sassy pixie cut framed a stunning feminine face, full lips parted, soft brown eyes wide with equal parts hope and terror. Between her toned thighs, her brand-new pussy was already slick and aching from the constant low thrum of feminine arousal she couldn’t turn off.

She took a shaky breath and pressed the doorbell.

Inside, Titan barked loud and deep. The door cracked open, and Val’s gorgeous face peeked out — golden-tan skin glowing, hazel-green eyes sparkling with surprise. “Oh my God, Jeri… you came back,” she said, voice warm and a little husky. “I was afraid Titan scared you off for good.”

The door closed for a second, the safety chain rattled, then swung wide. Val stood there in nothing but a black sports bra and tiny neon-pink shorts — the same ones from this morning — the thin fabric still damp with dried sweat and clinging to every curve. Her full breasts strained against the bra, nipples faintly visible through the material, abs flexing with each breath. The high ponytail made her look both innocent and filthy at the same time.

“Please, come in,” Val said invitingly, stepping back with a smile that made Jeri’s new clit throb.

Jeri glanced inside and saw Titan straining hard at the end of Val’s grip, massive Rottweiler muscles rippling, heavy balls swinging low. “I couldn’t stay away,” Jeri said softly, voice still husky and feminine. She glanced nervously at the dog. “I was hoping… maybe if I brought my girl, Titan would have someone to play with. So we could actually get to know each other without him playing bodyguard.”

Val looked surprised, then her full lips curved into a delighted smile. “That is so thoughtful. What’s her name?”

Jeri gulped. “Uh… Queen. Her name’s Queen.” She reached down to pat the big female Rottweiler’s head. Queen tried to back away, eyes wide and panicked, but Jeri held the leash firm.

Then Titan caught the scent.

The huge male Rottweiler stopped snarling and started sniffing frantically, nose working down Queen’s flank, hot breath huffing against her fur. Queen whined and tried to twist away, paws scrambling on the tile. But the leash tangled around Jeri’s legs in a chaotic loop, yanking tight and pinning her in place — wedged helplessly between the doorframe and the two massive dogs.

Titan didn’t waste the chance.

He lunged, front paws slamming onto Queen’s back, powerful hips thrusting forward. His thick, red canine cock slid out of its sheath, slick and throbbing, and he started humping furiously — hard, fast, animalistic strokes that made Queen’s whole body jolt. The wet, obscene slapping sounds filled the hallway as his heavy balls swung against her.

Then it happened.

Titan’s cock swelled inside her, expanding rapidly, the thick knot inflating like a balloon at the base of his shaft. It pushed deeper, stretching Queen’s slick canine pussy wider than anything Colt had ever felt, locking them together in a hot, pulsing tie. The knot pressed right against that perfect spot inside her, throbbing, pulsing, flooding her dog body with waves of raw, instinctive pleasure. Queen’s tail wagged involuntarily, her hips bucking back on their own as bliss crashed through her — intense, animal joy that made her whine and clench hard around the massive knot. Her swollen pussy squirted in rhythmic pulses, soaking Titan’s balls, the overwhelming ecstasy short-circuiting Colt’s horrified human mind with pure, humiliating joy.

Jeri stood frozen, leash wrapped around her calves, forced to watch inches away as her roommate got knotted and fucked like a bitch in heat — Queen’s eyes rolling back, body trembling with forced canine orgasms.

Val watched the whole thing, one hand still on the door, and started giggling — low, breathy, and unmistakably turned on. She stepped closer to Jeri, close enough that her full breasts brushed Jeri’s arm and the scent of her coconut-lotion skin filled the air. Val’s hazel-green eyes were dark with lust as she licked her full lips slowly, gaze sliding up and down Jeri’s trembling body.

“Mmm… look at them go,” Val purred, voice dripping with filthy heat. She reached out and traced one finger lightly down Jeri’s neck, then lower, brushing the swell of her breast through the dress. “Titan’s knot is so fucking big, isn’t it? Swelling inside her, locking her in place… making her take every thick inch.” Val’s tongue flicked across her lower lip again. “It’s making me so wet just watching. That desperate little whine she’s making? That tail wagging like she loves it?”

Val leaned in until her lips brushed Jeri’s ear, breath hot and sweet. “It’s giving me all kinds of ideas, Jeri… like bending you over my couch, spreading those pretty thighs, and seeing exactly how wet this tight little body gets when I take control.” Her fingers teased lower, grazing Jeri’s hip. “You want that, baby? You want me to make you feel even better than Titan’s making your dog feel right now?”

Val didn’t wait for an answer.

She grabbed Jeri by the wrist, pulled her inside, and kicked the door shut with her heel. The sound of Titan still furiously knotting Queen in the hallway faded as Val spun Jeri around and slammed her back against the wall. Their mouths crashed together in a hungry, wet kiss — Val’s full lips soft yet demanding, tongue sliding deep, tasting like coconut lip gloss and pure sin. Jeri tried to take control, hands fisting in Val’s ponytail to pull her closer, but Val just smiled against her mouth and pinned both of Jeri’s wrists above her head with one strong hand.

“Uh-uh, baby,” Val purred, voice low and dripping with dominance. “Tonight you’re mine. I’m going to ruin that pretty pussy until you can’t even remember your own name.”

Jeri’s breath hitched. She tried to push back, to flip them, to be the one in charge like she always had been — but Val’s thigh slid between her legs, pressing hard against her already-soaked panties. The pressure on her swollen clit made Jeri’s knees buckle.

“Oh fuck…” Jeri whimpered, hips jerking involuntarily.

Val laughed softly, dark and delighted. “See? Your body already knows who’s in charge.” She yanked the tight black dress up over Jeri’s hips, then ripped the soaked panties down her thighs in one rough tug. Two fingers slid straight through Jeri’s slick folds, circling her aching clit before plunging deep inside. Jeri cried out, walls clenching greedily around the intrusion.

Val finger-fucked her slow and deep, curling those long fingers against Jeri’s G-spot with every stroke. “So fucking wet for me already. This tight little cunt is dripping down my wrist, Jeri. You love being held down like this, don’t you?”

Jeri tried again — she grabbed Val’s sports bra and tried to pull it off, tried to suck on those perfect brown nipples — but Val simply spun her around, bent her over the back of the couch, and smacked her round ass hard. The sting made Jeri’s pussy gush.

“Bad girl,” Val growled. “You keep trying to top me and I’ll have to punish this pretty ass.” She dropped to her knees, spread Jeri’s cheeks, and buried her face between them. Her tongue licked a long, slow stripe from clit to asshole, then speared deep into Jeri’s dripping pussy while her thumb rubbed tight circles on her swollen clit.

Jeri’s legs shook. “Val—oh my God—fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Cum,” Val commanded, sucking her clit hard. Jeri shattered. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning — harder than anything she’d ever felt — her pussy squirting all over Val’s tongue in hot, rhythmic pulses. She screamed, eyes rolling back, thighs quivering uncontrollably.

Val didn’t stop. She kept licking and fingering through the aftershocks until Jeri was a sobbing, oversensitive mess. Only then did Val stand, strip off her own sports bra and tiny shorts, and pull Jeri into the bedroom.

She pushed Jeri onto the bed on her back, climbed on top, and straddled her face. “Eat my pussy, baby. Show me how grateful you are.”

Jeri dove in like she was starving — tongue lapping at Val’s slick folds, sucking her swollen clit, moaning into her as Val ground down harder. Val rode her face with slow, rolling hips, smearing her juices across Jeri’s chin and cheeks while she reached back and pinched Jeri’s nipples.

“That’s it… good girl… just like that,” Val moaned, voice getting breathier. She came hard, thighs clamping around Jeri’s head, flooding her mouth with sweet, hot girl-cum.

When Val finally slid off, she was smiling like a predator. She reached into her nightstand and pulled out a massive, thick black strap-on — easily nine inches, veined, with a bulbous head and a second smaller bulb that would grind against her own clit. She buckled it on slowly, stroking the huge cock like it was real.

Jeri’s eyes widened. “Val… that’s… fuck, that’s too big—”

“You’re going to take every inch for me,” Val said, voice low and commanding. She pushed Jeri’s legs wide, lined up the fat head, and drove forward in one long, relentless thrust.

Jeri screamed in pleasure-pain as the huge strap-on stretched her virgin pussy to its limit. The fullness was obscene — she could feel every ridge, every vein dragging along her walls. Val bottomed out, the base grinding against Jeri’s clit, and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes.

“Tell me who owns this pussy,” Val demanded, pounding harder.

Jeri tried to fight it — she grabbed Val’s hips and tried to flip them again — but Val just pinned her wrists down and fucked her even deeper. Each thrust slammed against Jeri’s G-spot until she was seeing stars.

“I—I can’t—”

Val slowed, rolling her hips in filthy circles, grinding the strap-on against Jeri’s cervix. “Say it, baby. Tell me you’re my little bitch.”

Jeri’s eyes rolled back. Another orgasm was building — bigger, deeper, scarier than the first. “I’m… I’m your bitch,” she gasped, voice breaking.

“Louder.” Val slammed in hard.

“I’m your bitch! Your fucking plaything!” Jeri sobbed, hips bucking up to meet every thrust. “Do whatever you want to me—please—fuck me harder—”

Val’s eyes blazed with triumph. She fucked Jeri through a second shattering orgasm, then a third, flipping her onto all fours and railing her from behind while reaching around to rub her clit. Jeri came so hard on the fourth one that she squirted all over the sheets, screaming Val’s name, body convulsing uncontrollably.

Only then did Val pull out, unbuckle the strap-on, and pull Jeri into her arms. She kissed her slow and deep, stroking her sweat-damp hair.

“That’s my good girl,” Val whispered against her lips. “My perfect little plaything. And from now on, you’re going to come to me whenever I want this body… aren’t you?”

Jeri could only nod, trembling, pussy still pulsing with aftershocks, completely, utterly owned.

In the hallway, Titan was still locked deep inside Queen, and Jeri had never felt more broken… or more alive.
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Trading Places

Jeri lay sprawled across Val’s silk sheets, body still trembling from the aftershocks of the most intense orgasms she’d ever experienced. The Miami night breeze drifted through the open balcony doors, carrying the distant crash of waves and the faint thump of bass from Ocean Drive. Val lay beside her, golden-tan skin glistening with sweat, magnificent D-cup breasts rising and falling with every satisfied breath. Her dark nipples were still stiff, her shaved pussy lips puffy and shiny from their mingled juices.

Jeri sighed deeply, a lazy, feminine smile on her full lips. “God… you were fucking incredible,” she murmured in that husky new voice. Val had given her a masterclass in woman-to-woman sex — strap-on pounding, face-sitting, multiple squirting orgasms that left her pussy still fluttering and leaking onto the sheets. For the first time since the swap, Jeri felt completely, blissfully used.

A small, pathetic whimper came from the foot of the bed.

Jeri cracked one eye open. Queen — Colt in his humiliated Rottweiler body — had her big head resting on the mattress, eyes full of pure murder. Titan was sprawled nearby, fast asleep and snoring, but the wet sounds earlier had been unmistakable. Titan had mounted and knotted Queen at least four times while Val and Jeri had been lost in each other. Queen’s tail was tucked tight between her legs, her swollen canine pussy still visibly dripping.

Val stirred, purring like a contented cat. “Mmmm…” She rolled over, full breasts jiggling heavily, and cupped one of Jeri’s perky tits possessively. Her lips found Jeri’s in a slow, deep kiss, tongue sliding in like she owned her. “You taste so fucking good, baby,” Val whispered when she pulled back, thumb lazily circling Jeri’s nipple. “I could eat this pussy all night.”

Jeri smiled, heat blooming low in her belly again. “So could I,” she breathed, hands already sliding down Val’s toned abs toward that slick, perfect cunt.

But Queen snarled — a low, furious growl that made Jeri freeze.

Jeri shot the dog a warning look. “Hush,” she whispered. “You’ll get your turn back soon, I promise.”

Val misunderstood completely. She sat up with a wicked little grin, breasts bouncing, and put two fingers to her lips. “Titan! Here, boy!”

The massive Rottweiler woke instantly, bounded onto the bed, and zeroed in on Queen. His thick red cock was already sliding out again as he mounted her right there at the foot of the bed. Queen’s eyes went wide with fresh humiliation, but her traitorous dog body pushed back, tail flagging as Titan’s knot swelled and locked inside her once more. Wet, rhythmic slapping filled the room while Queen whined in helpless pleasure.

Val watched for a second, biting her lip. “Mmm… that’s hot. But I want you all to myself right now.” She pulled Jeri on top of her, kissing her deeply as Titan continued knot-fucking Queen just feet away.

Val’s eyes softened the moment the words left her lips. The fierce, dominating fire that had just wrecked Jeri so beautifully faded into something deeper, warmer, almost reverent. She had already broken her new lover — had fucked her senseless, made her scream and squirt and beg — and now she wanted to cherish what she’d claimed.

Still straddling Jeri’s hips on the rumpled silk sheets, Val leaned down slowly, brushing sweat-damp strands of pixie-cut hair from Jeri’s flushed face. “You’re so beautiful like this,” she whispered, voice husky but tender. “All soft and open for me… my perfect girl.”

She kissed Jeri slowly, deeply, pouring every ounce of sudden affection into it — lips parting, tongues sliding in a lazy, loving dance. Val’s breasts pressed warmly against Jeri’s smaller ones, nipples brushing with every breath. Her hands roamed with gentle worship: cupping Jeri’s perky tits, thumbs circling the dark, sensitive peaks until they tightened into aching little points.

Jeri melted instantly, any last spark of resistance gone. She arched into Val’s touch with a soft, needy whimper, completely surrendered.

Val smiled against her mouth. “That’s it, baby… just let me take care of you.” She kissed her way down Jeri’s throat, then lingered on her breasts, sucking one stiff nipple deep into her warm mouth while her fingers teased the other. Every lick was slow, devoted, loving. Jeri’s hands tangled gently in Val’s ponytail, not pulling, just holding on as soft, breathy moans filled the room.

Lower still. Val slid down between Jeri’s trembling thighs, kissing the sensitive skin there, nuzzling the crease where thigh met hip. “Look at this pretty pussy,” she murmured reverently, eyes dark with adoration. “So swollen… so wet… all for me.” She dragged her tongue in one long, slow lick from entrance to clit, savoring the taste like it was everything she’d ever wanted. Then she made love to it — gentle, worshipful licks and kisses, two fingers sliding in deep and curling lovingly against Jeri’s G-spot in a slow, steady rhythm.

Jeri’s back arched off the bed. “Val… oh my God…”

“I’ve got you, mi amor,” Val whispered against her folds, voice thick with emotion. “Just let go for me.” She kept the pace tender and relentless, sucking Jeri’s clit with soft, rhythmic pulls while her fingers stroked that perfect spot inside. When Jeri came it was a long, rolling wave of pure bliss — deep and golden — her pussy pulsing sweetly around Val’s fingers as she cried out Val’s name.

Val stayed with her through every aftershock, kissing her thighs, her mound, her lower belly, murmuring soft praise. “Such a good girl… so perfect for me.”

She crawled back up, kissing Jeri’s lips so she could taste herself, then rolled them gently so Jeri was on top. Val reached for the strap-on again — but this time she slid it on with slow, caring movements. She held Jeri’s hips and guided her down onto the thick length inch by inch, eyes locked the entire time.

“Easy, baby… breathe… that’s it,” Val whispered, voice full of love as Jeri took every inch. “You feel so good around me… so warm and tight.” She rocked up in slow, deep circles, hands roaming Jeri’s back, cupping her ass, guiding her in a sensual rhythm that ground the base perfectly against both their clits.

Their foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling. “I love how you feel,” Val breathed between kisses. “Like you were made for me.” She kept the pace loving and deep, one hand sliding between them to rub Jeri’s clit in gentle circles.

Jeri came again — softer this time, but no less intense — shuddering and moaning into Val’s mouth as her pussy clenched rhythmically around the strap-on. Val followed right after, arms wrapped tight around her, whispering “I’ve got you, I’ve got you” as her own orgasm rolled through her in warm, pulsing waves.

They stayed locked together like that for long, blissful minutes — foreheads touching, hearts pounding in sync, skin flushed and glowing. Val stroked Jeri’s hair, kissed her temple, then her lips, slow and sweet.

“Stay with me tonight,” Val whispered, voice full of quiet emotion. “I don’t want this to end yet… I think I’m falling for you already, Jeri.”

In the hallway, Titan was still knotted deep inside Queen… but in Val’s bed, Jeri had never felt more safe, more wanted, or more completely hers.

Back at Nico’s condo thirty minutes later, Brady sank into the couch with a heavy, very satisfied sigh. Her dress was wrinkled, her thighs still sticky, and her pussy throbbed with that delicious used feeling. “Damn… she’s good,” she breathed, voice husky. “That might’ve been the best sex I’ve ever had in my life.”

Nico — back in his male body, curly hair tousled — grinned from across the room. “You liked getting dominated by her, huh?” he asked with a knowing wink.

Brady grinned back. “She wrecked me. Multiple times. I came so hard I saw stars.”

Queen — still in her Rottweiler form — bared her teeth and growled, ears flat against her head.

Nico laughed. “Alright, girl, let’s get you back to normal.” He grabbed Queen’s collar and led the big dog over to the phone. “Hmm… let’s try something fun.” He lifted Queen’s paw to the screen. The holographic preview shimmered and shifted until Colt’s original male body appeared. The app had read every thought, even through the dog form.

“Well, what do you know?” Nico said, impressed. “Here you go, girl.”

Queen pressed the button and started transforming back into his male human body. Colt gasped — naked, sweaty, and pissed beyond belief.

“I oughta fucking kill both of you,” he snarled, face red, fists clenched. “That wasn’t funny, you bastards!”

Nico just laughed. “Come on, you needed to keep Titan busy, right? What better way than a bitch in heat?”

Colt’s humiliation turned to pure rage. “You tricked me! Let’s see how you two like getting fucked like dogs!” He lunged toward Brady.

Brady backed up fast. “It was Nico’s idea!” she yelped.

Colt spun toward Nico — but Nico had already vanished. The phone screen glowed. A second later the shimmer appeared again and out stepped Colt’s ultimate dream girl: the busty auburn-haired redhead with massive G-cup tits, tiny waist, and an ass that could stop traffic. She sauntered forward, hips swaying, huge breasts jiggling hypnotically.

Colt’s murderous expression melted instantly. His cock twitched hard at the sight.

But then he caught Brady moving toward the phone out of the corner of his eye.

“Not so fast!” Colt snapped. He grabbed Brady’s slender wrist in an iron grip and started dragging the protesting girl toward Nico’s bedroom. With his other hand he grabbed the dream-girl Nico’s wrist too, pulling both of them along without resistance.

“And the first thing I’m doing,” Colt hissed, voice thick with revenge and fresh lust, “is fucking you doggy style, “JERI!” Both of you. Right now.”

Colt kicked the bedroom door shut behind them with a bang that made Jeri jump. The rage and raw humiliation of being knotted and bred like a bitch in heat was still burning through his veins — Titan’s thick cock swelling inside him, the helpless pleasure, the way his dog body had betrayed him and come over and over. Now he was going to give it back — twice as hard.

“On the bed. Both of you. Asses up,” he growled, voice low and dangerous.

Nico’s dream-girl body — the busty auburn-haired redhead with massive tits and a juicy heart-shaped ass — obeyed instantly, dropping to all fours on the mattress with a needy little moan. She already loved being the bottom, and the look in Colt’s eyes had her dripping.

Brady tried to resist. “Colt, wait — we can talk about—”

Colt grabbed her by the hips, spun her around, and shoved her down beside Nico. He yanked the wrinkled black dress up over her round bubble butt and ripped her soaked panties to her knees in one rough motion. “No talking. You’re both my bitches tonight.”

He dropped to his knees behind Brady first, thick cock rock-hard and throbbing from the memory of every humiliating thrust Titan had given him. Without warning he slammed in — one brutal stroke that buried him balls-deep in her still-sensitive pussy.

Brady screamed into the sheets, back arching hard. “Fuck! Colt—!”

“Yeah, that’s right,” he snarled, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as he started pounding her in deep, animalistic strokes. “This is what it felt like. Getting mounted. Getting stretched. Getting used.” Each thrust slammed against her cervix, making her perky tits swing wildly beneath her. “You feel that? That’s me taking back what you made me endure.”

Brady’s hands fisted the sheets, trying desperately to stay in control, but her body betrayed her the same way Queen’s had — pussy clenching greedily around his thick cock, juices squirting with every savage thrust. “Colt… please… I’m sorry—”

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he demanded, reaching around to slap her clit lightly with every stroke. “Say it!”

Brady broke in seconds, voice cracking. “I’m… I’m your bitch! Your fucking plaything—oh God—”

Colt laughed darkly and fucked her harder, making her squirt again, soaking his balls and the sheets. He pulled out right as she was about to come a third time, leaving her whimpering and empty, then moved to Nico.

The busty redhead was already arching her back, massive tits hanging heavy, ass presented like an offering. “Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, voice breathy and eager. “Use me.”

Colt mounted her the exact same way Titan had mounted him — chest pressed to her back, arms wrapped around her waist, hips snapping forward in hard, possessive thrusts. Nico’s huge G-cups bounced and slapped together beneath her as he railed her deep, the wet slap of skin echoing through the room.

“Fuck yes,” Nico gasped, pushing back to meet every stroke, loving every second of being dominated. “Harder—give it to me just like that—”

Colt reached around and grabbed two overflowing handfuls of those massive tits, pinching her stiff nipples as he pounded her. “This is what you turned me into,” he growled against her ear. “A desperate, dripping bitch. Now you both get to feel it.”

He switched back and forth between them — fucking Brady until she was sobbing and submissive, then switching to Nico and letting her moan and beg for more. Every time Brady tried to push back or take control, Colt smacked her ass hard and drove deeper, forcing her to submit completely.

“Say it again,” he demanded, balls slapping Brady’s clit as he railed her from behind.

“I’m your bitch!” Jeri cried, voice breaking as another orgasm tore through her. “Your plaything—do whatever you want to me!”

Colt pulled out, spun Nico onto her back, and slammed back into her soaked pussy in missionary. He pinned her wrists above her head with one hand while his other rubbed her clit in tight circles. “And you,” he growled at Nico, “you love being my little cumslut, don’t you?”

“Yes—fuck yes, Colt—fill me up!” Nico came hard, walls milking him as her massive tits bounced with every thrust.

Colt finally let go. He pulled out of Nico and shoved his cock between Brady’s lips, forcing her to taste both of them while he exploded down her throat in thick, hot spurts. Then he painted Nico’s huge tits with the rest, marking both girls as his.

He collapsed between them, breathing hard, one hand possessively cupping Brady’s ass and the other stroking Nico’s cum-slick breast.

“Next time you two decide to turn me into a dog,” he panted, voice still thick with satisfaction, “remember — payback’s a bitch.”

Brady and Nico lay there panting, bodies trembling, pussies still pulsing — completely used, completely owned, and both secretly loving every second of it.
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The Dream Girl’s Offer

Queen whimpered pitifully as her “mistress” led her down the hallway the next evening, big Rottweiler paws dragging on the cool tile. The female dog’s swollen, virgin pussy was already tingling with nervous heat, and every step made fresh tears well up in her big brown eyes. Brady — trapped inside the dog’s body — was terrified. He hadn’t been fucked by Titan yet. The thought of that massive, knot-swelling cock mounting him again made him whine and cry openly, tail tucked tight between his legs.

Cody — now in the athletic brunette Jeri body Val had worshipped and fucked senseless the night before — stopped and glared down at the dog. The short sassy pixie cut framed her stunning feminine face, soft brown eyes narrowing in irritation. Her perky C-cup tits strained against the slinky emerald evening dress, nipples still faintly sensitive from Val’s mouth. The dress hugged her trim waist and round bubble butt perfectly.

“Shut up, Brady,” Cody hissed in that husky, sultry voice, tugging the leash sharply. “I did this for you last night — let you watch while I fucked both of us raw as a man. Now you’re gonna do this for me. You be a good little bitch and keep Titan busy while I take Val out on the date you were supposed to have.”

Queen’s ears flattened. A terrified, broken whine escaped her throat as tears actually dripped from her dog eyes. She knew what was coming.

Cody straightened the neckline of the dress, making her boobs jiggle, then pressed the doorbell.

Val’s shadow appeared behind the peephole. The door opened, and there she stood — breathtaking in a clingy crimson dress that clung to every golden curve, long black hair loose and wavy. Before Cody could speak, Val stepped forward, cupped her face, and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues met instantly, slow and hungry, and Cody felt fresh wetness bloom between her toned thighs.

Val pulled back just enough to lick her lips. “Sorry it took so long to get ready,” Cody said lightly, voice soft and feminine.

“You’re worth every second,” Val purred, eyes dark with desire. She glanced down at the big Rottweiler. “You want to leave Queen here while we’re out?”

Cody smiled, reaching down to scratch the dog’s ears. “Why not?” She bent close to Queen’s head and whispered, “You be a good girl now, you hear? Be nice to Titan.” For a split second she swore she saw real panic and fresh tears in the dog’s eyes. Then she let Val take her arm and lead her out into the warm Miami night.

The South Beach breeze kissed their skin as they walked the short distance to the restaurant, Val’s fingers laced through Cody’s like they’d done it a thousand times before. Val had chosen a sleek little Italian spot right on Ocean Drive — candlelight flickering on white tablecloths, the ocean roaring softly in the background, and a jazz trio playing low and sultry in the corner.

They were seated at a private table overlooking the waves. Val ordered a bottle of expensive Amarone, and by the time the first glass was poured, her hazel-green eyes were sparkling with something deeper than just lust.

“You seem… different tonight, Jeri,” Val said softly, swirling her wine. “In a really good way. You’re more confident. More carefree. Like you finally decided to stop holding back.” She leaned in, lips brushing Cody’s ear. “And way more sexual. I like it. A lot.”

Cody grinned — that cocky frat-bro smirk still lurking behind Jeri’s soft feminine features — and raised his glass. “Maybe I just needed the right woman to bring it out of me.”

Dinner was pure romance. They shared oysters and lobster risotto, feeding each other bites across the table, laughing as the wine loosened their tongues. Cody’s hand stayed on Val’s thigh under the tablecloth the entire time, fingers tracing slow circles higher and higher until Val was biting her lip and squirming in her seat.

By the time they left the restaurant they were both buzzed — cheeks flushed, bodies humming with wine and want. Val pulled Cody straight into a nearby gay club on Ocean Drive, the bass thumping through the humid night air.

Inside, the dance floor was packed with beautiful bodies moving under neon lights. Val dragged Cody straight into the middle of it. The music was sensual and heavy, and within seconds they were pressed together, hips grinding, Val’s full breasts crushed against Cody’s smaller ones.

Cody took control immediately. He spun Val around so her ass was against his crotch, hands sliding possessively down her sides, gripping her hips as he rolled against her to the beat. His lips found her neck, sucking and biting while one hand slipped under the hem of her red dress, fingers brushing the edge of her soaked panties.

“You’re mine tonight,” Cody growled into her ear, voice low and dominant in that sultry feminine tone. Val moaned and pushed back harder against him.

They danced like that for over an hour — drunk, sweaty, hands everywhere. Cody kissed her deep and filthy on the dance floor, tongue fucking her mouth while his thigh pressed between her legs. Val was panting, grinding on him shamelessly, whispering “Take me home” between kisses.

The Uber ride back was torture. They made out in the backseat like teenagers, Cody’s hand up Val’s dress the entire time, two fingers slowly pumping in and out of her dripping pussy while the driver tried to pretend nothing was happening.

The second they stepped into Val’s apartment, Cody became pure dominance.

He slammed the door, spun Val around, and shoved her against it. “Dress off. Now,” he ordered. Val’s hands shook with excitement as she peeled the red fabric down her body. Cody stripped his own emerald dress in one fluid motion, leaving both of them in nothing but heels and soaked panties.

He grabbed Val by the hair and pulled her into a bruising kiss, then shoved her onto the bed on her back. “You’ve had your turn being in charge,” Cody growled, climbing on top. “Tonight I’m fucking you the way I want.”

He pinned Val’s wrists above her head with one hand and attacked her breasts — sucking hard on one dark nipple while his free hand shoved Val’s panties aside and thrust three fingers deep inside her. Val cried out, back arching, pussy clenching greedily around the sudden fullness.

Cody finger-fucked her hard and fast, curling against her G-spot while his thumb ground on her clit. “That’s it, baby. Scream for me.” Val came within minutes, squirting all over Cody’s hand with a broken moan.

But Cody wasn’t done.

He grabbed the massive black strap-on Val had used on Brady the night before, buckled it on with a wicked grin, and flipped Val onto all fours. “Ass up,” he commanded. Then he slammed every thick inch into Val’s dripping cunt in one powerful thrust.

Val screamed in pleasure. Cody fucked her like a man possessed — hard, deep, relentless — hips slapping loudly against her ass while he reached around and rubbed her clit. “This is what you turned me into,” he growled. “A horny, dominant little slut who’s going to wreck you tonight.”

He made Val come three more times — once on the strap-on doggy style, once while riding his face, and once with Cody on top in deep, passionate missionary, foreheads pressed together, eyes locked as he ground the strap-on against both their clits.

When Val was a trembling, overstimulated mess, Cody finally unbuckled the toy and pulled her into his arms. They kissed slowly, lovingly, bodies slick with sweat and cum.

“You’re staying with me,” Val whispered against his lips, voice hoarse. “I don’t care what it takes. You’re mine now, Jeri.”

Cody smiled in the dark, one hand possessively cupping Val’s ass, already thinking about how long he could keep this perfect life…

…while in the hallway just outside the bedroom door, Queen the dog was still being relentlessly bred by Titan.

All night long Brady had tried desperately to escape. He’d run, hidden under furniture, whined and cried and fought with every ounce of strength his Rottweiler body had — but Titan was bigger, stronger, and driven by pure animal instinct. Every time Brady thought he’d gotten away, the massive male would find him again, mount him without mercy, and force that thick, swelling knot deep inside his dripping canine pussy.

Brady had come harder than he ever had in his life — over and over — intense, primal, body-shaking orgasms that left his dog legs shaking and his mind reeling in humiliated bliss. The knot locked them together for long minutes each time, pulsing and throbbing, flooding him with wave after wave of unwanted pleasure until he was a whimpering, squirting mess.

Even now, as Cody lay in Val’s arms, Titan was still mounted on Queen’s back in the hallway, hips thrusting in short, powerful strokes, knot fully swollen and locked inside her once more. Queen’s eyes were wide with shame and exhaustion, tears streaking her fur, but her traitorous body kept pushing back, tail flagging, another shattering canine orgasm ripping through Brady as Titan bred him yet again.

The sound of wet, rhythmic slapping and Queen’s broken, ecstatic whimpers drifted faintly through the door… while Cody smiled against Val’s neck, completely lost in his new dream-girl life.

Colt woke slowly the next morning, the sensations flooding his body completely wrong and yet so fucking right. A warm, silky weight was draped across his chest. He cracked one eye open and saw Val’s beautiful face nestled against him, her long black hair fanned across the pink satin sheets of her bed. Early sunlight filtered through the lacy curtains, painting her golden skin in soft gold.

His hand moved up automatically and cupped the heavy, warm weight on his chest. A breast. His breast. Full, soft, and sensitive. The memories rushed back in a heated wave — the romantic dinner overlooking the ocean, dancing at a little salsa club, Val’s body pressed tight against his the entire night, her hands sliding under his dress on the Uber ride home, the long, passionate hours of lovemaking that followed.

Val had been an absolute wildcat… but also incredibly tender. She had worshipped every inch of this borrowed body like it was the only one she’d ever wanted.

Colt sighed contentedly, pussy still pleasantly sore and slick between his thighs.

Val stirred, sensing he was awake. “Morning, lover girl,” she purred, voice sleepy and sexy. Her hand slid up to cup his heavy breast, thumb brushing the stiff nipple. Colt’s back arched on instinct, pressing the soft flesh harder into her palm as a spark of pleasure shot straight to his clit.

He turned and kissed her deeply, letting their tongues dance slow and lazy. Val’s hand kneaded his breast lovingly while her other slid down to cup his soaked pussy, two fingers gently stroking his swollen lips.

“Mmm, you’re already wet for me again,” Val whispered against his mouth, smiling. “I can’t help myself around you, baby. You make me so fucking hot.”

She lowered her head and took his nipple into her warm mouth, sucking gently while her fingers circled his clit in slow, perfect strokes. Colt moaned, hips rolling up into her touch. Val took her time — kissing, licking, worshipping every curve, every sensitive spot — until Colt was trembling and whimpering her name.

Val finally slid two fingers deep inside him, curling them lovingly against his G-spot while her thumb kept rubbing his clit. “Come for me, mi amor,” she whispered, eyes locked on his. “I want to feel you fall apart in my arms.”

Colt came hard — a long, rolling orgasm that made his entire body shudder and his pussy clench rhythmically around her fingers. Val held him through it, kissing him softly, murmuring sweet praise against his lips.

When the last aftershock faded, Val propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him with soft, serious eyes. A single tear slipped down her cheek.

“I know we just met,” she said quietly, voice thick, “but I really want you to think about my offer. Move in with me, Jeri.”

Colt’s heart clenched. If he were still a guy, he would’ve said yes in a heartbeat. But this body… this life… Val’s hopeful eyes…

“I’ll think about it,” he said softly, trying to sound convincing. “You’re pretty damn tempting.”

Val smiled, but the tear slipped free. “I know you said you’re only visiting your cousin for a few days, but I really want you to stay. Miami’s good to people who belong here… and you belong with me.”

She dropped her gaze, embarrassed. “It’s weird, and I don’t know how to explain it… but it feels like you’re everything I’ve ever wanted. Like my dream girl came to life.” Her voice cracked. “I think I’m falling in love with you, Jeri.”

Val looked down, cheeks flushed, then tried to laugh it off. “I know it sounds crazy… but it’s true.”

Colt lay there in stunned silence, Val’s warm body pressed against his, her confession hanging in the salty Miami air like a promise… while Queen the dog whimpered softly from the foot of the bed, still trapped and aching.


7

The Point of No Return

Cody led the female Rottweiler up the stairs of Nico’s South Beach condo building, the leash tight in her manicured hand. The dog — Brady trapped inside Queen’s exhausted, trembling body — periodically snarled up at her, teeth bared, then fell silent again, tail tucked tight between her legs. Every step made Queen’s swollen, puffy canine pussy leak fresh globs of Titan’s thick cum down her furred thighs. The massive Rottweiler had bred her relentlessly all night long — mounting her over and over, forcing that huge, swelling knot deep inside her until she screamed in broken, humiliating ecstasy. Brady had fought, run, hidden, and cried the entire time, but Titan was bigger, stronger, and driven by pure animal lust. The orgasms had been the most intense, basic, primal pleasure Brady had ever felt — wave after wave of squirting, body-shaking bliss that left his dog mind reeling in shame.

Cody glanced down with a smirk, her perky C-cup breasts bouncing lightly under the slinky emerald dress she’d worn on the date with Val. “That Titan is a friendly pooch, isn’t he, girl?” she teased, voice still husky and feminine. The dog snarled viciously. Cody just laughed. “I know how you feel, Brady. Remember! So you can’t get mad at me now.”

They took the last few steps. Cody knocked on Nico’s door.

Nico opened it instantly, face ashen, eyes red-rimmed. He ushered them inside and slammed the door, locking it like the world outside might hear.

“What’s wrong?” Cody demanded, voice sharp even in Jeri’s sultry tone.

Nico glanced at Cody, then at the miserable, cum-leaking dog, then back at Cody. “It’s broken,” he whispered hoarsely.

Cody’s stomach dropped. “Broken? Are you sure?”

Nico nodded and grabbed the phone off the coffee table. He pressed his thumb to the screen again and again. Nothing happened. The AlterEgo app stayed dark except for rows and rows of glowing red strange symbols scrolling endlessly. The unknown seven-day trial timer had hit zero hours ago. Even the emergency “revert” button was grayed out and dead.

Cody sank slowly onto the couch, feeling like the air had been punched out of her lungs. “You mean… we’re stuck?” she asked, voice small, glancing down at the dog whose was still visibly dripping Titan’s seed onto the floor.

Nico nodded, tears already welling up. “I’m afraid so.”

Queen bounded forward, pawing frantically at the phone screen with desperate, frantic scratches. She barked and snarled, trying to hit the app with her paw over and over, but the app didn’t even flicker. The dog’s eyes were wide with terror and exhaustion, fresh tears streaking her fur as another thick glob of Titan’s cum leaked out of her abused hole and splattered on the tile.

Nico dropped to his knees beside the dog and wrapped his arms around her thick neck. “Oh god… I’m so sorry, Brady. I’m so fucking sorry!” Tears streamed down his face. “I never meant for this to happen. I thought we had more time…”

Cody stared at the phone in numb horror. “We can’t go back to our old apartment. People are going to start asking questions about the two guys who just vanished. No ID, no bank accounts, no jobs…” She swallowed hard. “I guess… we could go live with Val. At least we’d have a roof over our heads and she’s already crazy about this body.”

Nico wiped his eyes, still hugging the trembling, cum-soaked dog. “I don’t know what else we can do. We’re completely fucked.”

Queen let out a long, broken whimper, collapsing onto the floor in utter misery — pussy still pulsing and leaking from the night of nonstop breeding, mind reeling from the most intense, shameful orgasms of Brady’s life… while Cody sat there in Jeri’s perfect body, already wondering how long she could keep Val from ever finding out the truth.

The point of no return had come and gone.


8

A Permanent Lesson




The two women jogged happily along the palm-lined path in South Pointe Park, early Miami sunlight turning the ocean into liquid gold. Jeri (Cody in her athletic brunette body) ran with an easy, confident stride, her short pixie cut bouncing, perky breasts held snug in a neon sports bra. Beside her, Val glowed in her usual black sports bra and tiny shorts, golden-tan skin glistening, full breasts bouncing with every step, ponytail swinging like a tease.

Their dogs ran free beside them — Titan bounding ahead with powerful grace, and Queen (Brady) trailing slightly behind, her thick Rottweiler body still leaking the evidence of last night’s endless breeding.

Nico spotted them from a bench and waved, forcing a smile. “Hey, Val! Jeri! How’s it going?”

Val beamed, slowing to a stop. “Great,” she answered enthusiastically, barely winded. “How’s the puppy?”

Nico winced but kept the smile plastered on. He glanced at Queen and saw the furious, humiliated glare in her eyes. “She’s… growing fast.”

Jeri had a pained expression too, but she hid it well from Val. “I’m glad we found homes for all of them,” she said sadly, reaching down to unclip Queen’s leash. The dog bounded across the grass immediately, desperate for any sense of freedom. Val let Titan follow, laughing as the two big Rottweilers chased each other.

Val shrugged, wiping sweat from her cleavage. “I’m glad we got her spayed, though. I don’t want to go through that again.” A quizzical look crossed her face. “Funny thing, though. Even though she’s fixed, it seems like she’s always in heat.” She didn’t notice Jeri and Nico both wince hard. The AlterEgo app had taken their original horny idea literally — Queen gave off the permanent scent of a bitch in heat, spayed or not.

Val glanced toward the dogs and grinned. “See what I mean?” A massive Great Dane had already zeroed in on Queen from across the park. Before Jeri could move, Val laughed. “I’ll get her!”

But it was too late.

The Great Dane mounted Queen in one powerful leap, front paws locking around her hips. His huge red cock speared into her slick, swollen pussy with a wet slap. Queen let out a broken, high-pitched whine — but this time Brady didn’t fight. He couldn’t anymore.

The knot swelled violently inside her, ballooning thicker and hotter with every heartbeat, stretching Queen’s slick canine walls to their absolute limit. Brady felt the massive bulb lock behind his pelvic bone with a wet, audible pop, sealing the Dane’s cock impossibly deep. The pressure was obscene — a burning, throbbing fullness that made his hind legs shake uncontrollably.

Then the orgasms hit.

They weren’t gentle. They were raw, brutal, and completely mind-shattering. Every powerful throb of the swollen knot pressed mercilessly against that perfect, hypersensitive spot deep inside his pussy, sending explosive waves of pure primal ecstasy detonating through every nerve in Brady’s body. His hips bucked back on their own, tail flagging high as his swollen cunt clenched and squirted violently around the thick intruder. Hot gushes of girl-cum sprayed across the grass in rhythmic pulses while orgasm after orgasm ripped through him — harder, deeper, and more intense than anything he had ever felt as a man.

Brady tried to fight it at first.

He whined desperately. He clawed at the grass. He twisted and struggled with every ounce of strength his Rottweiler body possessed, trying to pull free from the relentless breeding.

But the pleasure kept coming.

Each heavy throb of the knot sent another shattering climax crashing through his trapped mind, frying his thoughts, melting his resistance. Shame and humiliation burned away in the face of this overwhelming, addictive bliss. His dog body betrayed him completely — pussy spasming, squirting, milking the thick knot with greedy contractions as wave after wave of raw, basic, animal orgasm consumed him.

A long, broken, ecstatic whine tore from Queen’s muzzle as yet another devastating orgasm ripped through Brady’s body. His eyes rolled back. His tongue lolled out. His tail wagged weakly on its own as another powerful contraction milked the Dane’s swollen knot, his canine cunt gushing again in helpless surrender.

Brady broke.

The shame was still there — burning hot in the back of his mind — but the pleasure was stronger. So much stronger. The intense, primal orgasms became his escape. His new coping mechanism. His new reality.

This is my life now… he realized as the tenth orgasm in the last hour tore through him, making his legs give out completely. No more pretending to be human. No more fighting. Just this — this constant, relentless, brain-melting ecstasy flooding his body again and again. The shorter lifespan as a dog didn’t matter anymore. Not when every moment could feel like this. The knot pulsed again and Brady pushed back harder, fully giving in, tail wagging, body trembling, letting the pleasure take him completely.

He had found his escape.

Queen’s eyes fluttered half-closed in exhausted, orgasm-drunk bliss. Another powerful contraction milked the Dane’s knot as fresh waves of hot cum flooded deep inside her. Brady wasn’t fighting anymore.

He was finally free.

Val and Jeri watched from a distance, both wincing but saying nothing.

Later, back at their new oceanfront condo, Jeri and Val sat on the balcony overlooking the waves, wine glasses in hand, the dogs curled up asleep nearby. Queen’s eyes were half-lidded in exhausted, post-orgasm bliss, her body still twitching occasionally.

Val leaned her head on Jeri’s shoulder. “I can’t believe our wedding is only three months away,” she said softly, smiling. “I still can’t decide who wears the tux and who wears the dress. You look so fucking hot in a suit… but I also love the idea of you in a white dress, all feminine and mine.”

Jeri laughed, pulling Val closer. “I vote you in the dress. I want to be the one who gets to rip it off you later.” She kissed Val’s temple. “We’ll figure it out. As long as I get to marry you, I don’t care what I’m wearing.”

Val sighed happily, then grew thoughtful. “You know… I’ve been thinking about work lately. The influencer grind is getting old. The constant posting, the angles, the pressure to stay perfect…”

Jeri grinned, a cocky little smirk that still looked perfect on her feminine face. “Funny you say that. Remember when I talked you into starting that OnlyFans account together? The couples content?” She sipped her wine. “We made more last month than you made in an entire year as a fitness influencer. We don’t have to work anymore, baby. Not really. We can just live. Travel. Fuck on camera when we feel like it. You don’t have to kill yourself posting workout reels every day.”

Val’s eyes widened, then softened with relief and love. “You’re right… I hadn’t realized how free we are now.” She turned and kissed Jeri deeply, slow and full of promise. “Thank you for pushing me into it. Thank you for everything.”

They sat in comfortable silence, watching the sunset paint the sky pink and orange, the dogs snoring contentedly at their feet.

Queen lifted her head once, eyes meeting Jeri’s for a long moment. There was no more anger there — only tired acceptance… and the faint, lingering haze of pleasure still echoing through her body. Brady had found his escape. The intense, relentless orgasms had become his new reality, a constant, primal high that helped him let go of the life he’d lost. Shorter lifespan or not, he wasn’t fighting anymore.

Jeri reached down and gently scratched Queen’s ears. “Good girl,” she whispered.

Val smiled, oblivious and happy. “Our little family,” she said softly.

And in the golden Miami twilight, with the ocean whispering below and a future of love, wealth, and freedom stretching out ahead of them, Jeri pulled Val into a deep, loving kiss.

For the first time in months, everything felt… right.


-THE END-
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