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Chapter 1: The Drunken Delivery

Alex Rivera snatched the stack of mail off the kitchen counter of his cramped off-campus apartment and headed upstairs. The place reeked of stale energy drinks and old pizza. He dropped onto the edge of his messy bed, tore open the small padded envelope, and stared at the return address. Bauble’s & Bargains.

He didn’t remember ordering anything, but last weekend had been a whiskey-soaked blur of avoiding his roommates. Inside was a simple business card and a cheap, ratty rabbit’s foot on a tarnished keychain. The card read:

Enclosed is your genuine Magic Rabbit’s Foot from Bauble’s & Bargains. Hold it firmly and speak your desire aloud. No limits. Enjoy responsibly.

His bank app pinged — $99.99 charged. “Fuck… what the hell was I thinking?”

He pulled out the mangy little charm. It looked pathetic. Still, for a hundred bucks he might as well try. Chuckling at his own stupidity, Alex wrapped his fingers around the soft, slightly greasy fur and spoke.

“I wish I could see Brielle Hart naked.”

A warm electric current raced up his arm. His laptop flickered to life on its own. A razor-sharp window opened — live video of Brielle Hart, the university’s most untouchable dance team captain and social media queen, standing in her sleek bathroom wearing only a tiny black lace bra and thong. She was slowly combing her long, glossy chestnut hair, hips swaying.

Alex’s mouth went dry. He grabbed the mouse and discovered he could control the camera — zooming in close, circling her, even slipping impossibly inside the mirror. When Brielle reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, the lace fell away, revealing her full, firm C-cup breasts. Her rosy nipples tightened instantly in the cool air, pebbled and begging for attention.

Her phone rang. She answered, and the motion made her perfect tits bounce deliciously. “Hey babe, yeah I’m just about to shower and get ready for the party.” She tossed her hair, turned sideways, and admired her round, tight ass in the mirror while her hands slid up her flat, tanned stomach to cup and squeeze her breasts together in a sultry pose.

Alex’s cock throbbed painfully against his jeans. When she hooked her thumbs into her thong and slowly peeled it down her long, toned legs, revealing a neat little landing strip above her smooth, puffy pussy lips, he knew for sure she was a natural brunette — and already glistening with arousal.

He gripped the foot tighter, palm sweaty. The magic answered his will like warm silk sliding through his veins. Suddenly he was right there in that steamy bathroom, sitting on the closed toilet, still clutching the keychain, his erection straining hard against his pants. Brielle stood completely naked just steps away, adjusting the shower, water already cascading.

She turned, saw him, and her eyes widened for half a second. Then she shrugged casually, as if he’d always belonged there.

“Hey… you’re that quiet guy from comp-sci, right? Alex? The one who stared at me the whole time during that group project. My boyfriend roasted you pretty hard online.”

The old humiliation burned hot in Alex’s chest — the same girl who had laughed at him with her friends, the same girl whose boyfriend had mocked him in her comment section. Now she was standing naked in front of him like it was the most normal thing in the world. The rush of power made his cock twitch.

He let the command flow naturally through the magic. “Brielle, you’re incredibly horny right now. You want to drop to your knees and give me the sloppiest, most eager blowjob you’ve ever given anyone. Then you want me to fuck you senseless. I’m the sexiest man you’ve ever seen.”

Brielle’s tanned, naked body shuddered hard. She closed her eyes, let out a soft, needy gasp, then opened them again, staring at him with pure, dripping lust. She licked her soft pink lips slowly.

“What are you just standing there for, stud? Get over here. I need that dick in my mouth right now.”

Alex nearly tripped crossing the wet floor. Brielle tossed her long hair back, dropped gracefully to her knees, and yanked his pants down. “Silly, you’re gonna get your clothes all wet… here, let me help you.”

She took his hard cock in her warm, soft hand and stroked it slowly, eyes locked on his. “Mmm, look how fucking thick you are… I can’t wait to choke on it.” She leaned in and slid him deep into her hot, wet mouth.

A loud knock rattled the door. “Brielle, hurry up! I need to get ready too!”

Brielle let his cock slip from her lips with a wet pop, still stroking him fast. “Hold on! I’m busy in here, Mom!”

Alex smiled darkly. The magic responded instantly. “Your mom is fine with you taking as long as you need.”

“Take as long as you need, honey!” her mom called cheerfully.

Brielle smiled wickedly, stuck out her tongue, and swallowed him to the root again. Her head bobbed faster and faster, wet, obscene sucking sounds filling the steamy room. Alex groaned as his orgasm built quickly.

She suddenly popped off, stroking him with her slick hand, and smiled up at him with lust-glazed eyes. “You gonna cum for me, baby? Here — shoot it in my hand… I want to feel it.”

“Swallow every fucking drop and love it,” Alex commanded, voice thick with power.

Brielle’s eyes widened with hungry delight. She instantly wrapped her plush lips back around him and sucked even harder, making sexy little whimpering moans as she sped up, one hand stroking the base of his shaft. Alex came hard, groaning as thick ropes pulsed down her throat. She kept sucking greedily, nursing every last drop until his cock softened, then finally let it slip from her mouth.

“Thanks… that was amazing,” she breathed, standing up and pressing her hot, naked body against his chest. “I’ve never swallowed before, but I fucking loved it.” She licked his ear, voice dripping with need. “Now fuck me, Alex. I need that cock stretching my tight little pussy so bad.”

He spun her around and pinned her against the tiled wall. Brielle arched beautifully, pushing her ass back, her pussy visibly dripping. He rubbed the thick head of his cock along her soaked slit, teasing her swollen clit until she was whimpering and grinding back desperately.

When he finally thrust deep inside her, Brielle cried out in pure pleasure. She was scorching hot, silky, and impossibly tight. Alex fucked her hard against the wall, the wet slap of skin echoing over the running shower. He came incredibly fast, groaning as he flooded her.

When she tried to pull away, he simply willed it. Brielle immediately ground back onto him, milking every last drop deep into her tight, wet pussy with eager rolls of her hips.

She instantly wanted more. Dropping to her knees again, she rubbed his softening cock between her firm, high breasts, pleading breathlessly, “Please get hard again… I’m so fucking empty without you inside me.”

Alex stared down at the gorgeous, cum-slick girl between his legs, heart pounding with dark delight. This was the same bitch who used to laugh at him. Now she was on her knees, begging for his cock like a desperate slut. The power rush was intoxicating.

He let the magic flow smoothly through his thoughts. Brielle’s breasts began to swell and inflate right in her hands, growing heavier, rounder, fuller — three full cup sizes bigger — until they completely engulfed his now-hard cock in soft, warm flesh. “Wow… my tits are so fucking big!” she gasped, voice thick with pleasure and awe.

Everyone would remember they grew that big suddenly last summer. All her clothes and bras had changed to fit them. And these tits… they were insanely sensitive now. She could cum just from having them touched.

Brielle moaned loudly as her large pink nipples sprang erect. They were thick and prominent, standing out over an inch, already throbbing with sensitivity.

“How big are your breasts now, Brielle?” Alex asked again, voice low and commanding.

“Oh… oh fuck…” she moaned, voice breaking with pleasure as she rolled his cock between her massive new tits. “They’re… they’re 36DD…”

“How do you feel about them?”

“It’s a little embarrassing, especially since they grew so suddenly last summer… they make dancing and working out way harder… but fuck… oh god, they feel so good to touch,” she whimpered, pinching her sensitive nipples while sliding her heavy breasts up and down his shaft.

“Don’t worry,” Alex said, letting the magic flow. “Even though you get embarrassed when people stare or ogle these huge tits, it turns you on even more. From now on, any kind of embarrassment makes you wet and horny.”

Slutty tan lines appeared on her bronze skin — crisp white triangles framing each heavy breast, as if she’d been tanning in the tiniest bikini top possible. The obscene contrast made her new tits look even bigger and sluttier on her slim athletic frame.

Brielle sped up, eagerly working his cock between her massive, deeply tanned tits. The soft, warm flesh squeezed and slid around him, her thick nipples dragging against his shaft with every stroke. Alex watched in pure dominance as the girl who once mocked him now titfucked him with desperate hunger, her own moans growing louder as the sensitivity overwhelmed her.

The sight and sensation were too much. Alex groaned and came hard, thick ropes splashing across her cleavage and collarbone. At the same moment, Brielle cried out as a powerful orgasm ripped through her — triggered purely by the overwhelming pleasure in her hypersensitive breasts. Her hands flew between her legs, rubbing frantically while her massive tits bounced and jiggled, cum dripping down her chest.

“Oh… that felt so fucking good,” she panted, running her hands up over her cum-covered breasts and spreading the warm seed across her throbbing nipples. Sweat glistened on her pretty face and damp hair.

“Go ahead and shower now, Brielle. Then go to your party with your boyfriend. I’ll see you both there,” Alex commanded, voice thick with satisfaction.

She obediently stepped into the shower. He watched her huge new tits jiggle and sway as she soaped up, the heavy globes bouncing naturally with just enough sag to prove they were real. They looked ridiculously sexy on her small, athletic body. She was definitely going to have back problems carrying those around.

He let the final commands flow through the magic. “After I leave, you won’t remember any of this ever happening. All my other changes stay in place. Your libido is now four times stronger than before… and no matter how embarrassing or awkward these huge tits become, or how much people stare and comment, the way they feel when you touch them is just too good for you to ever consider getting reduction surgery.”

That should fix her bitchy attitude for good, Alex thought with a dark, satisfied grin. He pulled up his pants and watched her rinse his cum off her chest. Brielle closed her eyes in bliss as she rubbed the soap and leftover seed over her bouncy, jiggling breasts.

Satisfied for now, Alex gripped the rabbit’s foot. “I wish I was back at my apartment.”


Chapter 2: Bullies Become Babes

The world spun in a dizzying rush and Alex suddenly found himself standing in the middle of the dark sidewalk right in front of his off-campus apartment building. He barely had time to steady himself before two large, meaty bodies slammed into him, sending him sprawling hard onto the concrete.

“What the fuck, man?” Jim Clark snarled, looming over him like a shaved-head gorilla.

Jim and his buddy Rocco had been terrorizing Alex for years — shoving him around, shaking him down for cash, laughing when Rocco stole his mountain bike right out of the garage. They were older, bigger, dumber, and still lived in their parents’ garages while playing in a shitty punk band that was mostly just getting high and drunk.

“Where the hell did you come from, ya little pussy?” Rocco growled, kicking Alex in the ribs with his heavy combat boot.

Alex hit the ground hard, but a savage grin spread across his face as he reached into his pocket and closed his fingers around the warm rabbit’s foot. “Oh, I’ve got something really good for you two tonight,” he said quietly.

“What was that, bitch?” Rocco demanded.

Alex stood up slowly, brushing himself off. “Nothing much… except I think it’s you two who are gonna be the bitches from now on.”

The magic answered Alex’s silent, vicious wish instantly.

Jim froze mid-step, eyes widening as a deep, tingling heat flooded his body. His voice cracked sharply, shooting up several octaves into a soft, breathy feminine pitch. He grabbed his throat in panic. “I don’t feel so…”

Rocco turned. “You okay, man?” But the words died in his throat as his own legs buckled. His combat boots suddenly felt enormous; his baggy army pants pooled around his ankles as his entire frame began to shrink rapidly. He stumbled, hands flailing inside sleeves that were now comically oversized, and let out a high-pitched shriek that sounded exactly like a terrified little girl.

Alex leaned against the wall and watched with dark, throbbing satisfaction. These were the same two thugs who had made his life hell for years. Now they were turning into each other’s perfect wet-dream woman — and they could feel every humiliating second of it.

Jim’s shaved head sprouted long, silky black-and-purple hair that cascaded down his back in thick, messy punk-goth waves. His lips plumped into a perfect cock-sucking pout while his skin lightened to creamy ivory. His black t-shirt stretched obscenely tight across his chest as two soft, swelling breasts ballooned outward, nipples hardening into thick, aching peaks that poked desperately against the fabric.

Rocco shrank even faster, dropping to barely five-foot-one. His skin took on a smooth, golden-tan Korean tone, delicate features sharpening into an incredibly young-looking, almost doll-like 18-year-old face. His hair became straight, glossy black with cute blunt bangs. His black jeans and boxers slid down his newly smooth, curvy legs, and his hands flew desperately to his crotch just in time to feel his cock and balls shrink away completely — replaced by a soft, puffy, already-slick feminine slit that throbbed with unwanted heat.

“Please… make this stop…” Jim begged in a breathy whisper, voice now soft and girlish. His hands cupped the growing C-cup tits on his chest, feeling them swell even larger under his palms, heavy and sensitive.

Alex laughed low and cruel. “You two are gonna wake up the whole neighborhood. Neither of you can leave this spot or speak above a whisper.”

Their frantic voices instantly dropped to desperate, husky whispers.

Alex let the next command flow through the magic with wicked pleasure. “You’re both dressed exactly the way you always wanted your dream girls to look.”

The change hit instantly and obscenely.

Jim’s baggy camo pants shot back up his legs, shrinking and tightening into an impossibly short, torn black denim skirt that barely covered his plump, heart-shaped ass. A tiny, lacy black thong appeared beneath it, the thin string disappearing between his round cheeks and rubbing teasingly against his new, sensitive pussy. His t-shirt morphed into a tight, black leather corset that cinched his waist dramatically and pushed his swelling tits up into overflowing cleavage, the tops of his pale breasts spilling out. Fishnet stockings climbed his smooth legs, ending in heavy, sexy black combat boots with massive six-inch spiked heels that forced him into an exaggerated, hip-swaying strut. Dark purple lipstick, heavy black eyeliner, and smoky shadow completed the slutty punk-goth look.

Rocco — now a tiny, barely five-foot Korean beauty who looked like a fresh-faced 18-year-old — stood shivering in a skimpy, skin-tight red micro-dress that screamed cheap stripper. The dress was so short it barely covered the bottom curve of his huge, jiggling ass, with a plunging neckline that barely contained his massive DD-cup tits. Thin spaghetti straps kept slipping off his delicate shoulders. His petite feet were squeezed into clear 6-inch platform stripper heels, and cheap, flashy hoop earrings dangled from his ears. Heavy glittery makeup and glossy pink lips made him look like a prostitute ready for the corner.

“Much better, girls,” Alex purred, cock already throbbing at the sight. “Didn’t realize Rocco was such a massive tit man. Too bad for you, huh… Jen?” He looked straight at the tiny Korean girl and grinned wickedly. “Me so horny… me love you long time.”

Rikki whimpered in a high, heavily accented voice, her English broken and pathetic. “P-please… no… me so scared… body feel so wrong… why me so wet down there?”

Alex wasn’t finished. He let the rest of his cruel vision pour through the magic, savoring every word as it reshaped reality.

In his mind he pictured their new lives clearly: the world would remember them as Jen and Rikki — two air-headed, slutty lesbian roommates who had always lived together in that garage. Their IDs, clothes, everything would match. They’d remember who they used to be, but they could never tell anyone except each other, never change their looks, never seek help. They would always think of and refer to themselves as girls, no matter how hard they fought it. In public they’d act like perfect feminine sluts. And from now on their libidos would be four times stronger — constantly aching for each other’s hot, multi-orgasmic bodies whether they wanted it or not. They were each other’s perfect sexual partner now.

Jen looked at Rikki. A visible wave of raw, unwanted lust crashed over her face. Her thick nipples stiffened into thumb-sized points under the tight corset, and a fresh trickle of wetness slipped down her inner thighs. She tried to look away but couldn’t stop staring at Rikki’s enormous, straining tits and tiny waist.

Rikki whimpered again, longer and more broken this time, her heavy accent thick with shame. “No… p-lease… me no want this… but me so horny already… why my pussy feel so empty and wet?”

Alex grinned. “The first chance you get, you’re both going to a piercing shop. Six piercings in each ear with big silver hoops and studs. Nipple barbells thick enough to show through any shirt when you’re hard. After those heal, small silver hoops in your lips — at least two each — and a fat stud in the middle of your tongues plus a big ring at the tip that makes you lisp just a little. And pretty clit jewelry — the girliest, sparkliest kind they have. You’ll never leave the house without all of it in. The whole process is going to feel incredibly erotic, even when it hurts and you’re scared and embarrassed. When they pierce your nipples or your clit… you’re both going to cum hard.”

Both girls shivered, a filthy mix of dread and arousal flashing across their faces.

Alex kept going, voice low and dripping with revenge as more wishes flowed naturally from his thoughts. They would both work as nude goth/punk cam girls doing live sex shows together. Most of their money would go straight to the sluttiest clothes, heels, lingerie, and makeup they could find. They’d never step outside unless they were fully made up like the little whores they now were. They’d get addicted to tattoos — girly, feminine ones covering their arms and legs completely, plus sexy tramp stamps right above their asses. And right above their smooth little pussies, in pretty cursive, they’d each have their old male name tattooed so every time they looked down they’d remember exactly what they used to be.

Jen and Rikki began whispering desperate pleas, but the words kept turning filthy against their will. Jen clapped a hand over her mouth when she suddenly moaned, “I’ll… I’ll suck your dick if you change us back…”

Alex laughed, cock twitching. “That’s not a bad idea, Jen. But I’ve got something better.” He pushed the final curse through the magic with dark delight. Even though they were both raging lesbians who weren’t attracted to men, every three days they would start craving cum so badly they couldn’t think straight. They wouldn’t be able to cum no matter what they did to each other until a man filled one of them. The second that hot load pumped inside, they’d have the biggest orgasm of their lives and the craving would vanish for three more days. They would hate every second of it… but the horniness would keep building until they were begging for it.

Rikki whimpered again, longer and more broken, her heavy accent cracking with shame and heat. “No… p-lease… me no want man cum… but me already feel so empty… why body betray me like this?”

Alex gave one last set of commands, voice thick with lust. “Now go back to your garage. You’ll find it stocked with every strap-on, vibrator, and toy you can imagine. You’re going to take each other’s virginities tonight, fucking each other senseless until you’ve both cum at least ten times. Set up the cameras — you’re making content for your new cam page tonight.”

The two transformed girls turned, hips swaying involuntarily in their tiny outfits and sky-high heels. Jen’s hand slid down the back of Rikki’s micro-dress, squeezing and kneading her plump ass as they walked. Rikki moaned softly in her heavy accent, pressing back into the touch even as tears of humiliation glistened in her eyes. Their bodies were already betraying them — Jen’s fingers slipping lower, brushing against the soaked thong between Rikki’s thighs, both of them whimpering helplessly as fresh waves of unwanted lust made their new pussies throb.

Alex watched their perfect asses sway down the street, already imagining the night ahead — the party, Brielle’s newly massive tits, and the delicious knowledge that his two worst bullies were about to spend hours desperately fucking each other while their new bodies betrayed them with wave after wave of unwanted pleasure.

He turned and walked back into his house, anxious to tell his buddy Steve about what had happened, and pay a visit to that big party that Brielle had mentioned.


Chapter 3: The Desperate Ride Request

My phone lit up with a rapid string of texts.

Alex: bro you gotta get over here RIGHT NOW

I sighed and kept typing. I still had half this fucking term paper left and I’d already told him I couldn’t screw around tonight.

Steve: dude I told you I have to finish this paper. plus I don’t even have a car tonight — parents took one and Ryan flew in from college so he’s got the other

Alex: I’m not joking man. get over here. I’ve got something insane to show you

Steve: can’t. seriously

Alex: wait… is your stepbrother’s hot girlfriend Ava there with him?

Steve: yeah but remember she fucking hates us especially after she caught you trying to sneak pics of her changing last summer. don’t even think about pulling any shit with her again. Ryan kicked both our asses, remember?

Alex: bet she’d give you a ride over here if I told her to

Now he was really starting to piss me off. I tossed the phone aside and tried to refocus.

A soft, hesitant knock at my bedroom door broke my concentration.

“Yeah, what is it?” I called, expecting my mom.

“Hey… uh, Steve? It’s Ava. Can I talk to you for a second?” came a breathy, nervous voice from the other side.

Why the hell would Ava want to talk to me? She made no secret of how much she despised me — especially after that incident last summer when Alex tried to sneak pictures of her changing. Ryan had beaten the shit out of both of us because of it.

“Yeah… um, sure. Come in,” I said cautiously.

She stepped inside and my cock twitched before my brain even caught up. Ava looked fucking sinful tonight. Petite knockout brunette with long, straight chestnut hair that cascaded all the way down to her juicy, heart-shaped ass. Her tight red short-sleeve sweater clung to her full, heavy breasts like a second skin, the deep V-neck showing just enough soft cleavage to make my mouth water. Low-cut blue jeans hugged her hips and revealed a tantalizing strip of smooth, tanned stomach. She was clearly dressed to go clubbing — glossy lips, smoky eyes, and sexy red high heels that made her legs look endless.

“Hey, uh… I heard you need a ride over to Alex’s place,” she said, voice shaky and low. “Ryan’s still getting ready, so… I could drive you… if you wanted.”

She seemed really nervous, which wasn’t like her at all. Her cheeks were flushed pink, beads of sweat glistened on her forehead, and she kept shifting her weight like she was trying not to squirm.

“Um, I’m kind of busy,” I replied, confused. “I don’t really have time for whatever gag you and Alex are pulling.”

“No joke, seriously,” she insisted, stepping closer until she was right beside my chair. “I… I feel bad about how bitchy I’ve always been to you. I thought I might… make it up to you. I can give you a ride over to Alex’s, no problem…”

Ava was now standing so close I could smell her sweet perfume mixed with something warmer — the faint, unmistakable scent of a woman getting wet. Her nipples were rock-hard, visibly poking against the thin red fabric of her sweater.

“Um… okay, really it’s no big deal,” I muttered, quickly glancing away when I caught myself staring at those stiff peaks.

“Come on, Steve… let me make it up to you,” she whispered, her voice dropping into a needy, husky tone. “I feel really guilty about how I’ve treated you in the past…”

“Seriously, it’s fine,” I said, trying to focus on my screen. “But I have this paper to write, and—”

“Oh fuck your paper…” Ava suddenly burst out, desperation cracking her voice. She spun my computer chair around so I was facing her completely. “I need you… I mean, I need to make it up to you right now!”

Before I could react, she threw herself into my lap, straddling me. Her soft, heavy tits mashed hard against my chest, the heat of her body radiating through her clothes. As I opened my mouth to protest, she crushed her glossy lips to mine, shoving her wet, eager tongue deep into my mouth. My cock surged to full, aching hardness instantly as she ground her soaked pussy against my bulge, her long, sweet-smelling hair falling all around us like a curtain.

“Hey Ava… oh my god!” I broke the kiss in terror when I saw my stepbrother Ryan standing in the doorway, face twisted with rage.

“Ava… what the fuck! What are you doing?!?” he stammered.

“I can’t help it, Ryan…” Ava gasped through heavy, panting breaths, still shamelessly grinding her dripping crotch against me. “Your brother is just so fucking hot… ever since last summer I couldn’t stop thinking about how bad I want him… how much I need his cock…”

She slid her hand down between us and squeezed my rock-hard dick through my cargo shorts, stroking me shamelessly. I yelped at the bold touch.

“I can’t believe this… I…” Suddenly a strange, blank look washed over Ryan’s face.

“I’m… uh… oh yeah, I’m glad you finally told him. You’ve been talking about him for so long. Why don’t you two have a good time? Then you can use the car to give him a ride over to his cool friend Alex’s house. I forgot I have something I need to do before we go out tonight anyway.” He smiled vacantly and walked off.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Had they both lost their minds?

Ava didn’t waste another second. She yanked her tight red sweater up over her head, revealing a low-cut black bra that was struggling to contain her full, heaving breasts. Her nipples were so hard they looked painful. She rose up in my lap so those warm, soft tits were right in my face.

“Now… where were we?” she purred, voice dripping with pure lust. She pressed them against me, smothering my face in warm, scented cleavage while her hands frantically worked at my shorts. “I’m so fucking wet for you already… feel how soaked my panties are…”

I quickly forgot how weird this was as she attacked me like a woman possessed. She shoved me back onto the bed and ripped my shorts and boxers down in one desperate motion. “You don’t have a girlfriend, do you?” she asked breathlessly as she peeled her own tight jeans down, revealing a tiny black thong that was absolutely drenched — the dark wet spot clearly visible between her perfect, curvy ass cheeks.

“Uh… no… not really,” I stuttered. Truth was I’d never really had a girlfriend.

“Shit, I can’t believe it! You’re so fucking hot…” She licked her glossy lips like she was starving. “Well, I’m gonna make you forget every other girl out there. I’m gonna suck this cock so good you’ll never want anyone else.”

She jumped onto the bed between my legs wearing only her bra and soaked thong, yanked my boxers off, and slid her soft, wet lips over my rock-hard cock. I groaned loudly as she took me deep in one eager glide, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting the salty precum that was already leaking for her. She sucked with wet, filthy enthusiasm — loud, sloppy sounds filling the room as saliva dripped down my shaft and balls. One hand pumped the base rhythmically while her other hand slipped between her own thighs, rubbing her dripping pussy through the thin, ruined thong with frantic little circles. Every few seconds she let out desperate, whimpering moans around my cock, the vibrations shooting straight to my balls.

“Mmm… you taste so fucking good…” she gasped, pulling off just long enough to catch her breath before diving back down, taking me even deeper. “I’ve been dreaming about this thick cock for so long… I’m so wet I’m dripping down my thighs…”

Meanwhile, across town…

Alex leaned back in his chair, a smug, rock-hard grin on his face as he watched the live feed. The look on Ryan’s face when Ava threw herself at Steve had been pure gold. That stuck-up bitch had finally gotten what she deserved for making such a big deal about him trying to peep on her last summer.

He let the rest of his wicked ideas flow naturally through the rabbit’s foot, savoring every filthy detail in his mind. Whenever Ava was within one mile of Steve she would become insanely horny and attracted only to him, thinking he was the sexiest person alive. She would no longer feel anything for Ryan or any other guy. She’d believe she’d only dated Ryan all these years just to get closer to Steve. Her IQ would drop to pure airhead levels, leaving her with one overwhelming need — to please Steve in every way possible, get herself off as often as she could, and do anything he asked. The moment she got more than a mile away, she’d return to normal within ten minutes… but she’d remember every filthy thing she’d done.

As for Ryan… that arrogant prick deserved something special. Alex let the next command pour out with dark glee.

Lexi was really late! She quickly called a cab and realized for some stupid reason she’d gotten dressed in one of her brother’s oversized designer suits. It looked ridiculous on her petite frame. She was going to have to hurry up and change if she was going to win the $150 prize for the amateur strip-off at The Titty Twister tonight!

She ran into her bedroom and quickly changed into a slutty pink thong with “Juicy” written across the front, a tiny white tank top that said “Bimbo” in big pink letters, and her tightest, super-skimpy daisy-duke jean shorts. She slid her feet into a pair of shiny pink 4-inch toeless high heels.

Standing in front of the mirror, she turned and struck sexy poses, tossing her long platinum-blonde hair. Her tight ass looked incredible in the high-cut shorts, the pink thong strings clearly visible above the waistband. She applied hot pink makeup and matching glossy lipstick until she looked like a total centerfold.

Then a strange thought crossed her mind. She cupped her firm B-cup breasts and frowned. Were they too small? She hoped she wasn’t going to lose because her boobs were too small! Guys liked really big boobs, right?

The magic tingled.

Lexi’s tits suddenly began to swell. She held them in her hands, staring into the mirror in shock as they grew heavier and rounder, stretching the tiny “Bimbo” top until it barely covered her nipples. Bigger… bigger… forming stretch marks at the edges, blue veins showing against her tan skin, until they ballooned into full, natural G-cups. They were high and perky with just the slightest hint of natural sag that proved they were real — impossible for a second growth spurt like this, but the doctors she’d seen over Christmas break had been completely baffled. They had no explanation for how a girl could go from B to G cups so suddenly and perfectly.

Lexi adjusted the tiny top to show even more of her massive, jiggling cleavage. God, were they sensitive now. Every little movement sent electric jolts straight to her clit. Her big, natural G-cup tits were such a great idea. Sure, they’d gotten her a lot of uncomfortable stares at college after they exploded over Christmas break, and it was awkward to do almost everything now — walking, working out, driving, even sleeping. She’d had to buy all new clothes and get specially made bras… she couldn’t even play hockey anymore, but why would a girl want to play hockey anyway? Tonight these massive natural tits were finally going to pay off when she won that $150 prize at The Titty Twister!

She grabbed her purse, making sure to slide her pocket rocket vibrator inside, and yelled goodbye to her brother and Ava. She could hear Ava moaning loudly as she and her stepbrother fucked in the next room. Lexi felt a tiny twinge of jealousy, but it faded quickly as she heard the cab honking outside.

As Lexi minced out to the cab in her high heels, her massive new G-cups bounced and jiggled wildly with every step. The heavy, sensitive flesh swayed and slapped against her ribcage, sending sharp sparks of pleasure straight to her clit. She had to cup them with both hands just to keep from toppling forward, her face flushing with embarrassment and unwanted arousal as the fat old cab driver stared openly at her ridiculous chest.

Alex laughed out loud at the sight. This rabbit’s foot was the best thing that had ever happened to him. He sent one more quiet wish: Lexi would offer to let the fat old cabby feel her up as his tip when they arrived, then go into The Titty Twister and try her hardest all night to win that prize and turn on as many guys as possible. She would continue acting like a horny bimbo airhead, and at the end of the night she’d go home with whoever tipped her the most and happily do whatever he wanted for twenty dollars.

Then, just for fun, he wished that everyone would always remember her as Steve’s slutty stepsister Lexi — except for himself and Steve. Maybe in a couple days he’d let Ryan remember who he really was and watch him freak out over all the disgusting things he’d done.

With that taken care of, Alex turned back to his monitor, already planning the rest of the night before Steve and the newly desperate Ava showed up.


Chapter 4: Post-Coital Drive

I still couldn’t believe my luck as Ava and I sped down the street in my parents’ car toward Alex’s place. I’d finally lost my virginity — and not just to anyone, but to my stepbrother’s insanely hot girlfriend Ava. Ryan hadn’t even seemed to care when he caught us! How Ava could have secretly wanted me this whole time, I had no idea; she’d always been such a bitch to me. But after that incredible, mind-blowing sex, I had to believe it.

“Well, we’re here, cutie,” Ava purred as she pulled up in front of Alex’s apartment. “Thanks for the amazing fuck! Anytime you want me, just call my cell. I’ll be ready and dripping for you.” She leaned over, kissing me deeply, her tongue sliding wetly into my mouth while my hands roamed up under her sweater, pinching and rolling her hard nipples. She moaned into my ear, arching her back so her heavy tits pressed harder into my palms.

“You better stop that or I’m gonna have to fuck you again right here in the car,” she giggled breathlessly, her voice thick with fresh lust. I reluctantly pulled my hands away, still in shock but grinning like an idiot, and climbed out.

Ava watched Steve walk up to Alex’s door, her body still buzzing. The second he was out of sight she felt that familiar overwhelming heat surge between her legs again. Kissing him and letting him grope her tits had left her soaked. Her pussy was still slick and throbbing from the way Steve had fucked her earlier — his cock had felt so perfect stretching her, filling her completely, hitting every spot that made her see stars. She couldn’t believe how lucky she was to finally get him in the sack. He was so fucking hot.

She started driving back toward Ryan’s parents’ house, but the ache was too much. Halfway there she had to pull over to the shoulder of the road. With a desperate whimper she unbuttoned her jeans, shoved her hand down beneath her drenched black thong, and started furiously rubbing her swollen clit. Her fingers slid easily through her slippery folds as she replayed every filthy second — Steve’s thick cock sliding deep inside her, the way she’d sucked him off and swallowed every drop, how she’d begged him to cum on her face and in her hair while she rode him like a slut. It was so fucking hot. She sped up her hand, two fingers plunging in and out of her dripping pussy while her thumb worked her clit in tight, frantic circles. An orgasm crashed through her almost instantly, her whole body shaking as she screamed out in pleasure, thighs trembling, pussy clenching hard around her fingers.

But as the shockwaves faded, the scream turned into one of pure horror. The fog in her head suddenly cleared.

“Oh my god!” she gasped out loud. “What the fuck did I just do?!? I just… no… I couldn’t have…”

Her eyes widened in disbelief as the memories flooded back — riding Steve’s cock like a desperate whore, moaning his name while her own boyfriend was in the next room, swallowing his cum, begging him to fill her up. She had let Keith’s dorky little stepbrother fuck her brains out. She had cum harder than she ever had in her life.

The realization hit her like a slap. Ava’s face drained of color. She slumped sideways into the passenger seat and passed out cold from the overwhelming shock.

Meanwhile, across town…

Alex couldn’t stop laughing as he watched Ava faint in the car the moment she left Steve’s one-mile radius and the wish wore off. That’d teach that stuck-up bitch a thing or two, he thought with dark satisfaction. She’d remember every filthy detail when she woke up — every moan, every thrust, every drop of cum she’d eagerly swallowed.


Chapter 5: The Big Reveal

I walked into Alex’s room, still riding the high from the mind-blowing sex with Ava, and started excitedly telling him everything. Then I trailed off as I looked at Alex sitting in front of his computer, smiling like a shark. He looked… different. Dangerous.

Alex stood up and my mouth fell open. He was at least a foot taller than the last time I’d seen him, and his large gut was completely gone. He wore a tight-fitting shirt that hugged his newly broad chest and showed off very large, powerful muscular arms.

“What… how…?” I stammered.

Alex began telling me about the weird package from Bauble’s & Bargains and the rabbit’s foot. He told me about Ava, what he’d done to her, and how he’d turned Ryan into Lexi and sent her to The Titty Twister for the amateur strip-off.

“I can’t believe this… magic rabbit’s foot? This is… it’s impossible,” I said.

“Sure it’s impossible, but what do you think, I suddenly grew a foot taller and all these muscles last night? Ha, and Ava has a secret crush on you? Come on man, it’s for fucking real!” he said, holding the rabbit’s foot up with a wicked, knowing grin.

“In fact, you should see what Ryan is doing right now!” He turned and brought up a window on the huge flat-screen monitor that now hung on his wall. A live video showed a stunningly attractive blonde girl with obscenely large natural G-cup tits sliding around a pole at The Titty Twister. She was incredibly good-looking with a beautiful face, but her breasts were so gigantic and perfectly formed that she looked almost like a walking wet dream — high and perky with just the slightest hint of natural sag that proved they were real.

“See that girl on stage? That’s Lexi, your new slutty stepsister!” Alex explained with a big evil grin as he described exactly what he’d done — the sudden overnight transformation, the ridiculous new body, the way her massive sensitive tits bounced and jiggled with every move on stage.

Lexi kept thinking the same thing over and over as she danced: Over Christmas break my tits just… grew from B to G cups. The doctors told me they have no clue how it happened. She kept thinking, God, they’re so fucking sensitive now…

Alex laughed hard, eyes gleaming with cruel delight. He could hear every word she was thinking as it played across the TV speakers. Yeah, because I jacked up their sensitivity… she could cum just standing naked in a light breeze, he thought smugly.

“Holy shit!” I was almost speechless. If what he was saying was true, this was beyond fucked up… but how could this be true? Magic? Come on.

“Yeah, well I figured you and Ava would want Ryan out of your hair for a few, so I turned him into Lexi there and sent her over to The Titty Twister for the amateur strip-off. I also gave her those massive natural G-cups,” Alex laughed hard at this.

“Man, this is just… wrong, Alex,” I said, starting to feel a little scared.

“Oh come on, after all the bullshit he’s put you and me through since your dad married his mom? Don’t worry, I’ll change her back later. I just couldn’t resist getting some revenge on him.”

“Just wait a sec man, and see what Jim and Rocco are up to! Or should I say Jen and Rikki!” He clicked his mouse and launched another window. “Come on, you’re gonna love this. You always hated those two pricks!”

I watched as a gorgeous tall goth girl with long dyed black-and-purple hair lay on a couch performing vigorous oral sex on a short, sexy, and very busty Asian girl. Both girls were totally nude and covered in sweat. The Asian girl was screaming out in passion as the goth girl used her tongue and fingers to bring her to her fifth orgasm of the night, her hips bucking wildly.

“Dude, I don’t think this is right… maybe you should just set things back now…” I was starting to feel really nervous. Alex shouldn’t be messing with people’s minds and bodies like this, even if they were jerks to us.

“I can’t believe that’s them… I really don’t think this is right, Alex,” I said. Sure I hated those two bullies, but this was too much. Alex was totally destroying people’s lives with this thing!

Alex leaned back in his chair, eyes gleaming with dark amusement. Oh fuck man, I wish you’d just not worry about what I’m doing with this rabbit’s foot and have a good time with it.

I felt a strange, warm tingle settle deep in my head.

“Well, I guess… if you change them all back later…” I found myself saying, the sharp edge of worry suddenly feeling distant and unimportant.

“Come on now Steve, speaking of revenge, we have a party to go to…” I glanced at the computer screen and saw Lexi gyrating on stage, bouncing her ass and strutting her long legs while she dangled her gigantic tits in front of a pack of horny guys who were fighting to stick dollar bills into the waist of her tiny daisy-duke shorts. This was turning out to be a really strange night.


Chapter 6: Party Crashers with Benefits

Alex and I walked up the porch to the big off-campus house. I still couldn’t believe everything that had happened, but I couldn’t seem to say no to any of Alex’s ideas. In the back of my mind I knew what we were doing was wrong and very dangerous, yet it just felt easier not to worry about it right now. Plus, he’d promised he’d change everything back tomorrow. Might as well just have fun with it for tonight.

“All right man, here we are! Our first big party with the popular crowd!” Alex said, slapping me hard on the back. I flinched and rubbed my shoulder.

“Oops, sorry, still not used to how strong I am now!” he laughed, flexing his thick muscular arm.

We stepped inside and I glanced around nervously at all the attractive, rich college kids packed into the house. I’d never been to a party like this before — loud music, red Solo cups, and half-dressed girls everywhere.

Alex grinned and let the wish slide naturally through the rabbit’s foot. “Every girl at this party is now incredibly attracted to Steve and me, and they’ll do anything we want.”

I blushed as every girl we passed began to smile at me with hungry, seductive eyes. Riley West, an incredibly hot redhead from our school, immediately came up and asked if I’d like a drink. I’d admired her from afar for years, but she’d never so much as spoken to me before. She sucked on her straw seductively with her full red lips, and I tried not to stare at her small, perfect body and her rather large, high breasts barely contained in a low-cut top and push-up bra. I stuttered as I told her I would like a drink. She flashed me a wicked smile and deliberately brushed her tight, perfect ass against my crotch as she passed by to head toward the kitchen. I gawked at her gorgeous, petite but very shapely body as she walked away.

Alex chuckled and added another quiet wish. “Riley West now has a sex drive five times as strong as it used to be, and she thinks Steve is the sexiest guy she’s ever seen.”

“You have fun, buddy. I have some people to see,” Alex said and walked off, glancing around to take in the party like a king surveying his new kingdom.

Alex wished out loud that he knew and could see where Ava was, because he wanted to see how she was getting along with her… improvements.

Suddenly he could see her in his mind’s eye. She was upstairs in a dark closet with her boyfriend Brandon, the star quarterback. He was the same asshole who’d beaten Alex up last year and locked him in his own locker for supposedly staring at Ava too much. Alex smiled darkly as he thought up exactly what he would do to him…

“What the fuck…” Brandon stammered as Ava moaned loudly, pressing back into him harder and harder, trying to keep him inside her as his hard cock began to shrink! Frustrated and needy, she brought her hand back between her legs to try and hold him inside her throbbing, needy pussy, but his prick was so small now it could barely penetrate her! Brandon cried out at the horrifying feeling of having his still-hard cock shrink so small that it was barely penetrating the wet lips of his girlfriend’s vagina. At the same moment he realized his shirt was… swelling! He raised his hands in surprise as it ballooned out into two impossible shapes. He had tits on his chest! He stared down in horror, unable to do anything, and watched as they jiggled with each of Ava’s desperate thrusts. He reached up and grabbed them and instantly let out a girlish squeak as he touched his now-large sensitive nipples… they were real tits! This wasn’t right… what was happening to him?

His head fogged as the rest of Alex’s wish went into effect. Brandon now had all the same wishes in place on him that Alex had placed on Ava. Last summer, Brandon’s chest had grown super-sensitive sexy breasts that swelled three cup sizes in as many months, and he suddenly found himself with a libido four times as high as he’d had before, exactly like what had happened to Ava! Then for good measure, Alex had also wished that Brandon’s dick would only ever have been the size of a big clit — his balls had never been normal-sized, always tiny and underdeveloped, shrinking even smaller now until his sack pulled tight and flat against his body. Puberty had never really taken place for Brandon; his body while male always produced far more estrogen than testosterone because his testicles never fully developed. Body hair retreated rapidly from his skin, leaving it soft, shiny, and glowing with a feminine sheen. His lower half transformed completely — hips widening into sexy baby-making curves, waist narrowing dramatically, and ass swelling into a perfect, round apple-bottom. From the waist down he now looked unmistakably female. His crotch now looked completely female except for the lack of a slit; anyone glancing down would assume he was a girl. He even moved with a naturally sexy, feminine gait now. In fact, his whole body had a decidedly female appearance, and on his best days, he could pass as androgynous.

Brandon’s face burned with humiliation as he felt the last traces of his masculine frame melt away. He looked down at the soft, hairless curves of his hips and ass, the way his thighs now touched in a distinctly feminine way, and the smooth, puffy mound where his balls used to be. Oh god… I look like a fucking girl down there, he thought, mortified. The tiny wang doodle between his legs twitched uselessly, already leaking a pathetic drop of fluid just from the friction of his thighs.

He continued to try to fuck Ava with his tiny dick while his hands roamed desperately over his own bouncing breasts, pinching and squeezing his girlish pink nipples through his shirt. Damn these tits! Why did this happen to him? And why did they have to feel so damn good? He could barely keep his hands off of himself anymore. Every squeeze sent humiliating sparks of pleasure straight to his pathetic little nub, making it throb and leak even more.

Early last summer, he’d awoken one morning and his nipples were all puffy and pink, and he couldn’t stop touching them. His dick had also become super sensitive, and he’d get erections the second he touched it or brushed it against his clothes. For the next few months, his chest started to grow every day, losing all its hair and swelling into two large firm breasts that any girl would have been jealous of. As his boobs had grown, his penis began to shrink, until after a few weeks it was barely an inch big when fully hard. He was so embarrassed that he’d stayed in his room half the summer. Plus, he’d become so horny all the time that he couldn’t stop masturbating. He’d spend entire days just feeling himself up and rubbing off his tiny penis over and over again. He soon found he could even achieve orgasm just by playing his chest and nipples!

Finally his parents found out and made him go to a doctor. It was incredibly embarrassing and they’d offered to perform operations to try and correct his strange condition, but he just couldn’t bring himself to lose his C-cups (he knew the size from the tight sports bra he wore to try and hide them), even though they embarrassed him so badly that he had dropped off the football team. There was no way he could go into a locker room ever again! He’d strap ace bandages over his sports bra, and wear loose-fitting sweatshirts to try and hide his shame over his big girly tits. He’d also taken to putting a rolled-up sock in his now-loose-fitting underwear, as well as wearing baggy-fit pants all the time. In fact, this was the first time he’d gone out other than school (which his parents forced him to still attend) since it had happened, and even though he was embarrassed that Ava had seen his tits and his tiny pecker, he was so horny he couldn’t resist fucking his old girlfriend… and strangely enough, she hadn’t seemed to think it weird enough to keep her from fucking him!

Ava cried out with need as Brandon’s tiny penis slipped ineffectually out of her again. She reached back and delicately took hold of it between her thumb and forefinger and tried to slip it back inside her. Brandon grunted as the feel of her two fingers on his tiny dick made him instantly orgasm onto the back of her legs, his smooth, hairless thighs trembling with shame.

Ava turned and began to pull her skirt back up in frustration, wiping away the few minuscule drops of cum that had shot from his dick onto her leg. His prick was just too small and he couldn’t even last more than thirty seconds! She hadn’t even gotten off once yet! This is the last time I’d ever try and fuck Brandon, she thought angrily as she pushed past him and headed out into the party to try and find a real man who could satisfy her urgent, dripping needs, like that guy Alex who had a locker near hers and was always staring at her in the halls.

Brandon threw his arm across his bare breasts and let out a high, girlish squeal, terrified someone might see him, as Ava slammed the closet door behind her.

Well, that should take care of him, Alex thought with a satisfied, cruel smile as he headed back into the party. Look at that pathetic little sissy femboy trying to act like a man while his body turns into a fuckdoll. He’ll never live this down.


Chapter 7: Bathroom Blowjob Interruptus

I was in the bathroom getting the sloppiest, most eager blowjob of my life from Riley West.

She had dragged me in here only minutes after we met, eyes wild with lust, practically ripping my pants down the second the door clicked shut. Now she was on her knees on the cold tile, long curly red hair bouncing wildly around her flushed face as she devoured my cock like she was starving for it. Her full red lips were stretched obscenely wide around my thick shaft, sliding up and down with wet, filthy sounds that echoed off the walls. Every time she took me deep her throat tightened around the head, milking me with rhythmic little swallows that made my knees buckle.

“Fuck, Steve… you taste so fucking good,” she moaned around my cock, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Her voice was husky and desperate, the 5x sex drive Alex had given her turning her into an absolute cock-hungry slut. She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of thick saliva connecting her glossy lips to my glistening shaft, and looked up at me with glassy, worshipful eyes. “I’ve wanted this dick for so long… you’re so much bigger and hotter than I imagined.”

Then she dove back down, taking me to the back of her throat in one smooth glide. Her tongue swirled and lapped along the underside while one hand pumped the base in tight, twisting strokes. The other hand slipped between my legs, gently rolling and tugging my balls, nails lightly scratching the sensitive skin. Spit dripped messily down her chin and onto her low-cut top, soaking the fabric over her heavy tits until her hard nipples were clearly visible through the wet material. She moaned and hummed the whole time, the vibrations making my cock throb harder in her mouth.

I tangled my fingers in her thick red curls, guiding her head as she bobbed faster, gagging softly every time the head bumped the back of her throat. She didn’t pull away — she pushed deeper, tears pricking the corners of her eyes as she forced herself to take every inch. “Mmmph… yes… use my throat,” she gasped when she finally came up for air, stroking me furiously with both hands while she licked and sucked at the sensitive underside of the head. “I want you to cum down my throat… I want to taste every drop… please, Steve, I’m so fucking wet for you right now.”

She was practically grinding her thighs together, her short skirt hiked up, the scent of her arousal thick in the small bathroom. Her free hand slipped between her own legs for a moment, rubbing her soaked panties before she brought her glistening fingers up to my cock, smearing her juices along the shaft and licking them off with filthy enthusiasm.

The air suddenly tingled with that familiar magic spark.

“What the fuck, man!” I yelled as Alex suddenly appeared right beside us out of thin air.

“Oops, sorry,” Alex said with a lazy grin. “I wished to find you… didn’t realize you were busy.”

“Riley, get out of here for a minute,” Alex commanded.

“Ahhh…” she pouted, wiping a thick string of spit and precum from her glossy lips with the back of her hand. “Call me as soon as you’re ready for me to finish, stud.” She leaned in, pressing her full, soft tits hard against my chest, licked slowly up the side of my neck, and gave my throbbing cock one last teasing jerk before she reluctantly slipped out of the bathroom.

“What the fuck did you stop her for?” I groaned, blue balls already aching as I quickly yanked my pants up.

“Oh come on, you can do that later,” Alex said, eyes gleaming. “I want you to see what I’ve got planned next.”

I felt a creeping dread settle in my gut as Alex pulled out the rabbit’s foot. Riley leaving me with this painful ache in my pants had somehow cleared the fog in my head. Alex was seriously messing people up with this thing. He’d forced girls into sex, turned men into women, destroyed lives for fun… I had to do something. Even if I could just get him to slow down and change back the people he’d already fucked with — like my stepbrother.

“Alex, why don’t you hold off a bit?” I said carefully, easing closer to him. “Maybe we should go undo some of the shit you did to everyone earlier… I mean, you can still have fun with this thing without totally screwing with people, right?”

He stared at me and took a step back. My heart hammered. I lunged forward, trying to snatch the rabbit’s foot from his hand.

“You just want this power for yourself, don’t you?” His voice had a wild edge now. I realized how much bigger he was in that new muscle-bound body he’d given himself. I was six feet tall, but he towered over me. He easily shoved me back with one powerful arm.

“And after all the shit I’ve done for you tonight? Getting revenge on your stepbrother for everything he’s put us through? Hooking you up with Ava? I was about to give you Riley as your personal slut girlfriend.” He smiled, but there was nothing friendly in it. “No… I’ve got a better idea though.”

“Wait a minute,” I pleaded, turning and bolting for the door. “This isn’t—”

I heard him quietly start to speak: “I wish…”

Suddenly I felt myself collapsing in the middle of the crowded room I was sprinting through. Everything went black.

When I came to, I was lying on the floor with a bunch of people from school staring down at me. I felt… weird.

“You okay?” asked a tall brown-haired girl I vaguely recognized from one of my classes.

“Yeah, I think sooo…” My hand flew to my mouth. My voice sounded completely wrong — high, breathy, and girly as hell. My face felt bizarre. Smooth. I licked my lips and they felt plump and pillowy.

“What the…” My voice was fucked up! It was really high and feminine.

“Riley, what’s wrong?” the girl asked, looking concerned.

Oh shit.

I sat up and immediately knew exactly what Alex had done to me. Two firm, perfectly shaped breasts bounced heavily on my chest with the movement. The sudden weight pulled on my back and shoulders in a way that felt completely alien. I looked down into the deep, soft white expanse of slightly freckled cleavage spilling out of the low-cut pink top I was now wearing. I could even see the prominent outline of two large, stiff nipples poking obviously through the thin fabric, rubbing against the material with every breath and sending unwanted little sparks straight between my legs.

Long, curly red hair tumbled around my shoulders, obscuring my vision as a high-pitched scream tore from my mouth.

That fucker had turned me into a girl… specifically, the exact object of my biggest crush — Riley West.

Between my thighs there was only a strange, empty ache and a smooth, sensitive slit where my cock used to be. The absence hit me like a punch to the gut.


Chapter 8: Anchorwoman's On-Air Meltdown

“And coming up next, a story about what you can do to save big money on your power bill!”

“And we’re out,” the stage manager called from behind the camera.

Megan Harlow let out a loud, irritated sigh as her makeup artist rushed in and started touching up her eyeliner and lipstick. “Watch what you’re doing!” she snapped, batting the woman’s hand away like an annoying insect. Megan was the bitchy but drop-dead gorgeous star anchor on Channel 14 News, and she knew it.

“Megan, it’s going great!” the director said as he walked up to the desk.

“Of course it is,” she replied, rolling her stunning green eyes. She’d been the lead anchor for two years now, ever since she’d been promoted from weather girl at 27. Her sexy looks, low-cut designer outfits, and curvy knockout body had rocketed the station to the top of the ratings. She could pretty much do whatever she wanted as long as the numbers stayed high.

“We’ll be back on in four minutes, everyone!” the stage manager called.

Megan checked herself in the small mirror she kept under the desk. Her short, stylish ear-length brunette hair framed her sexy face perfectly. She reached down and adjusted her large, heavy breasts, pushing them up to show just the right amount of deep, soft cleavage. She knew exactly what the viewers were really tuning in for.

As she picked up her notes, her mind suddenly drifted to her fiancé, Preston Harrington. He was old-money aristocracy, the kind of rich lawyer whose family had been on the social register for generations, and she had zero problem admitting she was marrying him strictly for his vast family fortune. It struck her as odd that he had popped into her head — she rarely thought of him unless she wanted something. Most of the time he just annoyed her.

Their relationship was basically a business arrangement. Sure, he was attractive enough, and she had no trouble spending his money, living the high life, and bossing him around with the occasional promise of sexual favors.

Her mind wandered back to one such “favor” a week before her last birthday. She wasn’t really into kinky stuff or even sex much — it was mostly a tool to get what she wanted — but she had really wanted that new Mercedes, so she had laid it on thick that night.

Megan knew the car was as good as hers the moment Preston Harrington walked into the bedroom and saw her in that ultra-tight black teddy, black stockings with garters, and six-inch black high heels. She had strutted around the room like a whore in heat, swaying her hips and ass, showing off her long legs and perfect curves, putting on a filthy little show just for him.

It was weird. At the time that night had felt like a chore, but remembering it now — very vividly — was making her incredibly horny.

She felt a hot, erotic tingle in her nipples as she recalled dropping to her knees, pulling her big tan D-cup breasts out of the lacy black teddy, and slowly running her hands over them while she leaned between his legs. After letting him grope and pinch her sensitive nipples for several long minutes, she had wrapped her heavy tits around his hard cock and started sliding them up and down, flashing him her sexiest smile while tossing her hair.

“Two minutes till we’re live, people!” the stage manager yelled.

Megan could feel sweat breaking out on her forehead. She dabbed at it quickly, trying to regain her composure, but her nipples were now rock-hard and visibly poking through her tight top. She squeezed her shapely thighs together and realized her expensive silk panties were already soaked. Her pussy was throbbing, warm and slippery, aching in a way it never had before.

“Thirty seconds!”

She shook her head, trying to clear the dirty thoughts, but they only grew stronger. She remembered the sound of her ass slapping against Preston’s thighs as he took her from behind, the way she had faked her orgasm while secretly hating every second of it. Now the memory was making her clit pulse with real need. She was so fucking wet she could feel her juices starting to trickle down her inner thigh.

“We’re back!” The red on-air light lit up.

“Welcome back to Channel 14 News, I’m Megan Harlow,” she said into the camera, flashing her famous sexy smile and trying to sound professional.

“Our lead story tonight is about my last birthday,” she continued, the words scrolling across the teleprompter making her eyes widen in horror. “It seems that I really wanted my rich trophy fiancé — who I can’t really stand — to buy me an expensive car. So I dressed up in a skin-tight and veeeerrrry slutty black teddy and waited for him in his bedroom.”

Her mind screamed at her to stop, but her mouth kept moving, her voice turning breathy and horny. “I had on high heels, garters, the works. I looked fucking amazing, of course. I gave him a long, sexy show as I strutted around the room flaunting my big tits and ass, then a pretty fucking incredible blowjob and titty-fuck, if I do say so myself.”

She was horrified, but her hands reached up on their own and roughly squeezed her heavy breasts together, pushing them up toward the camera. “I’m sure you fellas at home can imagine how good it must feel to have these whoppers wrapped around your stiff dicks?” She winked, her voice dripping with lust.

Her right hand slipped beneath the desk, sliding up under her skirt. “In fact, if any of our home viewers are feeling their dick stiffening right now, feel free to pull it out and wank it to me while I continue the story.”

She smiled slyly as her fingers rubbed slow, wet circles over her soaked silk panties, a soft moan slipping from her lips. “After several minutes of gobbling his little knob, I let him handcuff me to the bed on my hands and knees, with my ass up in the air for him to spank.”

Her fingers pushed the soaked fabric aside and slid two digits deep into her dripping pussy, pumping slowly while she continued reading with a dreamy, horny smile. “Then he took me from behind like a dog. I put on quite a show for him, tossing my hair around and moaning like a whore while he squeezed my big tits, pinched my hard nipples, and slammed into my tight, cleanly shaved pussy.”

The monitors suddenly switched to high-quality video footage of her in the black teddy, eagerly sucking Preston’s cock, then tit-fucking him with her heavy breasts, and finally getting fucked doggy-style, her ass rippling with every thrust.

As quickly as it had started, she was free. Megan let out a blood-curdling scream.

The newsroom exploded into chaos. “What the hell! Get us off the air! NOW!!” the director yelled as test patterns replaced the footage of Megan’s tits bouncing while she got railed.

Megan sat there for half a second in total shock, then bolted from the desk and ran off the soundstage, past the stunned faces of the crew, slamming the door to her dressing room behind her and locking it. She pressed her back against the door, chest heaving, still desperately horny.

“What have I done…” she whispered, utterly mortified and humiliated beyond belief. Her panties were soaked through, her clit throbbing, her nipples aching.

“Hello, Megan!” a cheerful voice said from the other side of the room.

She spun around. Alex was leaning against her desk, the rabbit’s foot dangling from a chain around his neck. He squeezed it as he spoke.

“I’m your new boyfriend, Alex.”

Megan tried to scream, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, a lust-filled haze washed over her face. She bit her plump red lip and started swaying her hips, running her hands slowly up and down her stunning body.

She couldn’t remember why she had been upset. All she knew was that she was really, really turned on… and this really hot guy in front of her was her boyfriend. She decided she should do a strip tease for him. Maybe then he’d fuck her and give her the relief her aching pussy desperately needed.

With a wiggle of her voluptuous hips, she sauntered up to Alex and began sliding out of her skirt, slowly dropping it to reveal her long, sexy legs and her tight black silk panties. Most of what she learned in high school slipped away like her skirt.

Alex sat down in a chair and she turned her back, running her hands through her short black hair as she threw a sexy look over her shoulder at him, bending back to give him a perfect view of her incredible ass. She backed up and grinded it into his lap, squealing as she felt his hard cock pressing through his pants and into her butt. Her voice sounded somehow different than normal, but she wasn't really too worried about it.

“You like my big slutty ass?” she asked as she continued to rub it against Alex’s crotch. Her voice seemed to be higher than normal.

“I love it,” Alex said, giving her butt a hard, loud slap. She giggled, glad that her new boyfriend had complemented her. She wanted nothing more than to turn him on and make him happy. He slapped her again as she bent over more, leaving a large, angry red handprint across her stinging ass that sent electric shivers through her needy pussy.

“Oooh, I love it when my boyfriend spanks my naughty rear.” Her voice was easily three octaves higher than it had been before, making her sound like a total stereotypical bimbo. Megan would sound pretty silly reading the news now, although as she turned around and unhooked her bra, wrapping it around Alex’s neck, wiggling her big firm double D cup breasts in front of his face, reading big confusing words like she used to do on the news became a skill set she no longer possessed. “STOP” and “CAT” would be about as complex as she could get without clumsily sounding out things aloud. All she knew now was how to suck and fuck to perfection, because why would a girl need to know anything else?

Turning around, she looked down at him and ran her hands over her large tits, stopping to slightly pinch her darkly colored, rock hard nipples, and then using her upper arms to squeeze her breasts together inches from Alex’s face. She then let them bounce free, and ran her hands slowly down her stomach as he began to unbutton his pants. Sliding out of her panties and pushing them down her legs Megan was excited to reveal her wet, clean shaven pussy to her hot new boyfriend. She stepped out of her panties, shaking them off of the ends of her high heels, as her IQ sunk even more leaving her a vapid, giggling, horny airhead.

Megan shrieked out with lust as an orgasm shook her body the second she pushed herself back onto Alex’s huge cock. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her as she slid back and forth on his dick, her ass in the air as he took her doggy style on her dressing room desk. He reached up and mauled her breasts with his hands, roughly twisting and pinching her nipples, making her cum even harder with each stroke of his dick. Faster and faster, crying out like a porn star she continued cumming, until Alex finally reached an orgasm himself, shooting cum deep inside of her tight, throbbing pussy.

Megan’s eyes rolled back, her tongue lolling out as thick ropes of Alex’s hot cum flooded her spasming cunt. She let out a long, brainless giggle, wiggling her ass happily while his seed leaked down her thighs. “Mmm… boyfriend’s cum feels sooo good inside my slutty pussy…” she cooed, already grinding back against him for more, completely oblivious to the fact that the old, sharp-witted Megan Harlow was gone forever.

Needless to say, Alex was more than pleased with his choice for a new girlfriend.


Chapter 9: The Text That Changed Everything

I could hear my cell phone vibrating on the table next to me for a while before it finally became annoying enough to wake me up from the weird dream I’d been having. Still half asleep, I reached over and grabbed it, to see what the hell was so important. Bleary-eyed, I could see that the small, pink cell phone was not mine. I snapped fully awake as I also realized the small feminine-looking hand holding it was not mine either.

“Oh fuuuck me!” I exclaimed as I jerked up and ripped the covers off of myself. My voice was the high-pitched, breathy voice of a teenage girl.

That was no dream last night. Alex really had a magic rabbit’s foot. He really had been using it to get girls and get revenge on other guys by turning them into girls… and he’d done it to me!

Mouth agape, I stared down at Riley West’s very female body. As I sat up in the bed, pushing aside the white, flowery sheets, I watched as my chest jiggled slightly in the tight pink push-up bra I wore on my shapely chest. I unbelievingly ran my hands down my soft, smooth, well-defined stomach, stopping just above the matching pink bikini-style panties that covered my crotch. I slowly moved both of my hands to the inside of my thighs, almost afraid to continue my exploration, and then quickly moved on to the soft female mound that was now between my legs. My eyes went wide as I found my familiar penis and balls missing, and instead touched the puffy, sensitive lips of Riley’s vagina through the tight pink panties.

I was definitely a girl!

“Riley, you’re late for school!” a female voice yelled from outside the closed door (that had a poster of Johnny Depp on the back of it). I guiltily yanked my hands away from my crotch, startled, and leapt out of the bed. I was in a large bedroom, with nice furniture, a big TV, computer, and tons of clothes and girly stuff everywhere. It had to be Riley’s room! Somehow, I’d ended up in her bed!

“Riley, what are you doing? Did you hear me?” The woman yelled again, this time from directly behind the door. I assumed that it must be her mom.

“Uh…” I started to answer, but stopped because it sounded bizarre to talk and hear Riley’s breathy, high-pitched voice coming from my mouth.

I tried to gather myself as best I could.

“Uh… ok. Sorry, I’m just uh… getting ready.” Hopefully that would buy me a little time. The last thing I wanted to have to do was interact with her family… or go to school!

“I have to get to work, Riley. You better hurry up though, your ride will be here soon.” The woman’s voice came again, and I breathed a sigh of relief as I heard her walking away from the door. Then her footfalls stopped.

“Oh yeah!” she added. “Your friend Alex called for you. He said he’d text you, and you should check it. Have a great day, sweety!”

Alex! I grabbed for the phone on the nightstand and checked the text.

“Hey RILEY” It read, her name in all caps.

“Having fun? You should never have pissed me off last night, but I am forgiving. As long as you show up to school today, I’ll probably find it in my heart to forgive you… but if you don’t you might as well get used to sitting down to pee haha. I want you to go to Riley’s classes as well. I’ll find you at some point.”

Great. I wasn’t only stuck as a girl, but I had to show up at school like this AND go to Riley’s classes? Why was Alex doing this to me?

I turned to look around the girlishly decorated room, staring at the stuffed animals and posters of male movie and pop stars, wondering what the hell I was going to do when I noticed a large full-length mirror mounted next to an open door leading to a bathroom. I had to admit I was pretty curious as I cautiously approached it.

Riley — or I — was gorgeous. Standing there in nothing but a bra and panties, Riley’s body looked sexier than I’d ever imagined it would, all those times I’d fantasized about her at school. It felt awkward staring at her, like I should glance away nervously, still unable to fully accept that it was myself I was seeing in the mirror.

I ran my hands up to my face and moved closer to the mirror, staring at my intense green eyes with their lengthy, lightly colored eyelashes that tickled each time I blinked, and brushed my long curly red hair back out of my face and over my pale, slightly freckled shoulders. I could feel it against my bare back, hanging down around my small, athletic but very shapely frame, all the way down to just above my ass.

It felt weird to be so much shorter — I’d guessed I’d lost a good 8 or 9 inches from my previous height of 6’1”. I reached back and put my hands on my butt, slowly squeezing the high, firm but soft ass cheeks. I’d always loved looking at her amazing shapely ass in those tight jeans she wore at school; there was no way I could resist feeling it up now that I had the chance. I couldn’t tear myself away from gazing at my new face, the deep green eyes, the high cheekbones, the small pert nose, the big, soft pink lips (the term “DSL lips” popped into my mind as I remembered how they’d felt wrapped around my penis just last night, and I quickly tried to forget it). My hands ran back and forth along my thin waist to the soft, round curves of my hips. Riley could easily have been a model if she wanted, I thought… Or I guess, I could easily be a model.

My green eyes widened as my hands found their way inevitably to my chest. I cupped Riley’s boobs and squeezed them, deepening the cleavage in the pink, slightly padded bra that held them tightly together. Slowly, I pulled the bra cups down and slid it beneath my chest as my breasts bounced free. The cleavage fell away as they separated from the constraints of the bra, each standing firm, perfectly shaped and very perfectly sized for Riley’s petite frame at just a handful each. They stood defying gravity almost at the same height they were with the bra on. The small pink nipples were surrounded by rather large areoles, and the entire breasts soon became covered in small goosebumps as they were exposed to the cold air of the bedroom.

I unclasped the bra with a little trouble (I couldn’t help but notice a tag on it read “Victoria’s Secret — 32C” while I struggled to get it off) and dropped it to the floor in front of me. I cupped the bare, pale flesh and lifted my breasts from beneath, squeezing them together and watching amazed as they formed a deep cleavage, then letting them bounce free and watching them jiggle. A surprised gasp escaped my lips as I touched the nipples with my fingers, causing me to yank my hands away from the intense and strange sensation. My nipples quickly became erect, both popping forward and out. I reached up and cautiously touched my index fingers to them, taken aback at how sensitive the very female nubs were, and how good it felt as I gently brushed the palms of my hands over them and traced my forefinger around the outline of the large, bubble-gum pink areoles.

I looked away from my breasts and back into the mirror at the amazing sight of Riley West, topless, squeezing her high perky breasts and playing with her nipples. I stared at myself, finding it easy to make a sultry expression, like the models on the internet I often perused late at night did, and licked my lips slowly, the lower one, then the upper until they were slick and shiny. I was enthralled by the feel of my large, sensuous lips against my tongue as I stared at my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a fucking wet dream! I felt a warmness spreading over my alien body that was very odd, but somehow familiar. I was getting horny… really horny! It was a bizarre situation, looking into a mirror and getting completely turned on by my own reflection. As stupid as this was, considering the pressing matter of needing to figure out how the hell to get to school and get Alex to give me my body back, I was getting so worked up that I just couldn’t stop.

Tentatively I reached one hand away from the growing pleasure of kneading my breasts, and slid it down to my crotch to confirm what I had begun to feel between my legs. The tight fitting panties were hot… and wet! I really was worried about how the hell I was going to get my body back, and yet, I couldn’t keep myself from sliding my panties down my long, soft legs, and reaching through the small, neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair (I was definitely a real redhead!) to the soft, wet lips of my very female sex. I probed the opening of my new sex with my finger as I dropped back onto Riley’s soft bed.

I was pretty inexperienced, just losing my virginity to Ava less than 48 hours ago, so I was still fairly new to what feels good to women, but in my current situation it was pretty easy to figure out.

I raised one hand back up to my jiggling, sensitive breasts and pinched each of my erect nipples as I began to stroke my clit, gasping as I delicately fingered the tiny but amazingly sensitive button. Faster and faster my finger went, my breathing speeding up as the sensations intensified and a very female smell of sweat and sex filled the room. I had to bite my lower lip to stop a high-pitched moan that was escaping my lips. I dropped the hand on my breasts back between my legs and I carefully spread the wet lips of my new sex with one hand, while sliding the small, delicate middle finger of the other inside myself. The sensation of penetration was like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was so different than masturbating in my real body, but it felt equally pleasurable and possibly even more intense.

My mind raced as I imagined myself in my own body, sliding my penis inside of the tight, wet space my finger occupied. I imagined lying atop the body I now possessed, thrusting into it over and over again. At the same time though, an image of someone else laying atop my now female body popped into my head. Someone large and strong, filling me up inside.

Sweat soaked my body as my hips started bucking and a warmth started to well up deep in my stomach. The feeling grew and grew, becoming more intense as I continued to fuck myself with my finger faster and faster, using my other hand to rub my clit in small, quick little circles until the sensations finally peaked.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I couldn’t help but yelling out as my body shook with an utterly intense and utterly unique orgasm, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My tight pussy spasmodically clenched on my finger as it continued for what seemed like several minutes of pure ecstasy. Finally the waves of pleasure subsided and I pulled my hands back from my spasming crotch, lowering my sweat-soaked hips and collapsing on the bed, my long red hair sticking to my sweat-soaked shoulders, face and heaving breasts.

“Riley, you up there?” a male voice yelled from what sounded like downstairs.

I jumped up out of the bed, almost falling from the awkwardness of my shorter legs and strange new center of gravity.

“Don’t come in!” I screamed, as I frantically looked around for something to cover my nude body with. I grabbed a small towel and wrapped it clumsily around myself. I could hear footsteps climbing a staircase. I ran into the bathroom and slammed the door and locking it, wincing as the towel rubbed roughly against my very sensitive nude body.

I glanced at myself in the bathroom mirror, wild red hair all disheveled, sweaty but still a total knock-out. I reeked of sweat and female sex. There was no way I could let anyone see me like this!

I heard the bedroom door open and someone walk in. I quickly turned the shower on.

“Riley, come on, it’s JT. We’re gonna’ be late for school!” the deep male voice said from right outside the bathroom door, as whoever it was tried the handle.

Shit! JT Anderson! That was Riley’s boyfriend! He was kind of a rebel at school, known for partying and being a badass. I didn’t really know the guy, but he always seemed like kind of a meathead to me, and I really did not want to have to deal with him while I was stuck in his girlfriend’s body… even if he was kind of cute, with his well-muscled body and sexy, shoulder-length blonde hair, scruffy facial hair, and broad shoulders. Wait… there’s no way I just thought that about a guy like that! I splashed cold water from the sink across my face to try and get a grip on myself.

“I’m showering, give me a minute,” I yelled as I jumped into the shower, grabbing some soap to try and quickly wash the musky female smell off of myself, trying hard to ignore the pleasurable feeling of running my sudsy hands over my sexy body, still sensitive from the incredible orgasm that had just rocked it. I needed to concentrate on getting out of this, not wasting any more time molesting myself, no matter how good it felt!

“Hey come on, your mom’s gone, let me in!” I heard the doorknob jiggling.

“Just wait a minute!” I screamed as I got out of the shower and quickly toweled off. Luckily, there were clothes thrown everywhere in the bathroom. I dug around, looking for something to wear that wasn’t a skirt or low-cut jeans. Finally I found a pair of fairly modest (but pink…) panties and some sweatpants and slid into them. I grabbed a large grey hooded sweatshirt that had a skateboard logo across the front and put that on as well, rather clumsily as my wet hair kept falling down all over me, in my eyes and soaking me. I finally tied it back with several multicolored rubber bands I found by the sink. It still swung around like crazy every time I moved or turned my head, but it wasn’t as bad with it out of my face.

“Come on babe, let me in!” JT yelled, knocking angrily at the door.

“Just wait, I’m getting dressed,” I said as I slid on the sweatshirt over my head and looked at myself in the mirror. The sweatshirt clung at my chest, clearly showing the shape of my tits. Plus, it scratched uncomfortably as I moved against my very sensitive nipples. Shit! I was going to need a fucking bra.

“Geez, when did you get shy all of a sudden,” he replied, and I could hear him walk away from the door.

I dug through a large pile of clothes, throwing aside a few different colored frilly-looking bras and finally settling on a spandex sports bra.

“Just hold on!” I yelled, as I struggled into it, putting it on like a shirt and then pulling it down and scooping each of my breasts into it, and then pulling the sweatshirt back on. As much as I wanted to avoid JT, he seemed to be my only hope of getting to school on time, as I had no idea where I was or how Riley normally got to school. The last thing I wanted was to walk around with Riley’s boyfriend, or go to my high school as a girl, but I really had no choice but to do what Alex wanted if I was going to get my own body back.

I slowly opened the door and peeked out, sighing in relief as I saw it was empty. JT must have gone downstairs. I needed to find some socks and shoes, and hopefully some kind of hat or something to help deal with all this annoying hair. I walked over to the closet to take a look.

“Hey beautiful!” I jumped as I was suddenly grabbed from behind. I let out a quick, girlish scream as I was spun around by someone much larger and stronger than myself. JT grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up and forward. Before I could do anything he was kissing me!

I tried to say something in protest, but as soon as my mouth opened he jammed his tongue into it! I wiggled, but his strong arms held me tight. His hands slid down the back of my sweatpants and squeezed my ass, pulling me against him and pressing what I realized was his rather large, hard penis poking through his pants against my stomach. A shock went through my body as my breasts were mashed against his strong chest, and a familiar tingling warmth stirred between my legs.

I melted into his arms like warm butter. My hands slid up his muscular back as my tongue swirled desperately against his, moaning softly into his mouth. JT growled and deepened the kiss, his tongue fucking my mouth while one hand squeezed my ass cheek hard and the other slid up under my sweatshirt to grope my heavy breast, thumb flicking across my stiff nipple. I whimpered into the kiss, grinding my hips forward so my soaked pussy rubbed against the thick bulge in his jeans. My panties were drenched, my clit throbbing, my nipples aching as he pinched and rolled them.

We were seconds away from full-on sex. I could feel his cock twitching against my belly, his hands tugging at my sweatpants, ready to yank them down and bend me over right there. My body was screaming for it — my pussy clenching emptily, dripping down my thighs, my mouth sucking greedily on his tongue like I needed his cock inside me instead.

JT broke the kiss just enough to growl against my lips, “Fuck, babe… you’re so goddamn wet already. Let me bend you over and fuck that tight little pussy before school…”

I almost said yes.

He spun me around fast, pressing my chest against the closet door. One strong hand yanked my sweatpants and soaked panties down in one rough motion, baring my dripping pussy and perfect ass. I gasped as I felt the thick head of his cock nudge against my slick folds, then push forward, sliding easily into my tight, soaking wet heat. He groaned and thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth stroke.

My mind screamed in horrified rejection — This isn’t me! I’m not a girl! I don’t want this! — but my body betrayed me completely. A wave of pure hormonal bliss crashed over me as his thick cock stretched and filled my new pussy. My walls clenched greedily around him, gushing fresh wetness down his shaft with every thrust. I moaned like a whore, pushing my ass back to meet him as he started pounding me hard and fast, the wet slapping sounds of skin on skin filling the room.

JT gripped my hips, slamming into me with deep, powerful strokes, his heavy balls slapping against my clit. “Fuck, Riley… your pussy is so fucking tight and wet,” he growled, reaching around to roughly squeeze and pinch my swinging breasts. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure through my body, my nipples aching, my clit throbbing, my mind melting into pure sex-bliss even as the last sane part of me screamed to stop.

I was so close. My pussy fluttered and clenched around his cock, an orgasm building fast, my legs shaking, my voice cracking into high-pitched whimpers. JT was grunting, thrusting harder, right on the edge too…

Suddenly my phone alarm blared from the nightstand — loud, shrill, and impossible to ignore.

The sound snapped me out of the hormonal fog like a slap. Horror flooded back in. I yanked forward hard, causing JT’s thick cock to slide out of my dripping pussy with a wet pop. My empty cunt clenched desperately around nothing, still right on the edge of a massive orgasm, my thighs trembling, juices running down my legs in thick, shiny trails.

I fought with everything I had against the overwhelming urge to push back and finish it, to let him fill me up and make me cum like the desperate little slut my body wanted to be.

“Hey, what’s your problem, Red?” he asked, clearly annoyed. JT was easily over 6 feet tall, and very muscular. I was much, much smaller and weaker in Riley’s body. It was intimidating… and also, for some disturbing reason, strangely exciting.

“Uh… sorry,” I stammered, trying not to look at him. “You scared me.”

“Ah I’m sorry baby, here let me make it up to you,” he said with a smile as he reached out for me again. I tried to move away and he grabbed at me, his large hand squeezing my left breast before I could twist away again. I tried to ignore the tingling where his fingers had groped my chest as I ran to the closet and began looking for some shoes.

“Come on… let’s just go,” I stuttered, flustered at the horrible situation I’d been put in, and at how my body was reacting. “We’re… we’re gonna’ be late for school.”


Chapter 10: Breakfast Blowjobs and a New Maid

(One hour earlier, Monday morning)

Alex woke up in the large, luxurious bed and rolled onto his side, throwing off the high-priced silk sheets. A wicked, satisfied smile spread across his face as he ran his hands slowly along the stunningly attractive body of the tall, naked teenage girl lying asleep beside him. Josie Delson — the girl whose house the party had been at last night, and whose parents’ bed Alex and she now occupied — was easily one of the most fuckable girls he’d claimed. Her long coltish legs were partially wrapped around his, and she still reeked of sweat, cum, and raw, filthy sex from the night’s marathon activities. Her lengthy blonde hair partially lay across Alex’s chest; he brushed it aside as he rolled over to admire the woman on his other side.

As he turned, he began running his hand along the firm, toned stomach of the attractive, well-tanned 41-year-old MILF curled up next to him, sliding down to the small, neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair between her naked thighs. Marsha Delson, Josie’s mother, stirred the moment he squeezed the rabbit’s foot that hung from a chain around his neck. During the night he had wished that he could now trigger the foot just by gripping it and thinking the command — and now he did exactly that.

Marsha’s eyes fluttered open and she immediately smiled with pure, obedient lust. Without a word she slid down between his legs, laid her head in his lap, and began to slowly, lovingly lick his large, semi-flaccid cock. She tossed her long blonde hair out of the way and looked up at him submissively as she rose onto her knees and elbows so she could work him with both hands as well. Her very large (and very expensive) breasts hung down enticingly, heavy and swaying, the view quickly bringing Alex’s cock to full, throbbing attention.

Alex remarked aloud how much her daughter looked like her — especially now that Josie was sporting the same large, perfectly round C-cup implants as her mother. Marsha tried to agree, but her words came out as wet, garbled moans because she was already deep-throating his thick cock, gagging softly as she forced more of him down her eager throat, saliva dripping down his shaft and balls.

At first Alex had been quite taken with Josie’s small, perky A-cup breasts on her long, thin body the first time he’d fucked her in the middle of their living room. But after meeting her mom, he couldn’t resist giving Josie a matching pair of implants, just like the ones her rich mother proudly carried. The family resemblance was now perfect — and ridiculously fuckable.

Josie began to stir as Alex reached over and felt up her newly enlarged tits, kneading the firm, tightly stretched implants through her skin. She moaned sluttily as he pinched her sensitive nipple, and soon she was sliding down between his legs as well, joining her mother in a filthy mother-daughter wake-up blowjob.

“Monsieur, I have brought you fruit and breakfast,” a girl said in an exaggeratedly high-pitched French accent as she entered the large bedroom. She was very short, and her ridiculously curvy body was poured into a tiny, super-tight French maid outfit that barely contained her. She expertly carried a heavy tray of fresh fruit and food as she strutted across the room in sky-high heels, her huge, fleshy breasts bouncing heavily with every step, large erect nipples clearly pushing through the thin material of her uniform, threatening to spill out at any moment.

“Thank you, Kent,” Alex said, hardly even looking her way. “Why don’t you sit on the bed here next to me and serve it, while I get a blowjob from your girlfriend and her mom here.”

“But of course, sir,” she replied with a bright, sexy smile, sitting on the bed beside him. She took out a small fan and began to wave it gently at him, cooling his skin as she slowly fed him slices of fruit from the tray. Alex slid his hand beneath her soft, plump ass cheeks and began kneading them in rhythm with the slow, luxurious double blowjob Josie and Marsha were giving him, occasionally slipping a finger between her thighs to tease her already dripping pussy.

Alex leaned back, hands behind his head, thoroughly enjoying the sensation of Mrs. Delson’s warm, wet mouth slowly sucking on his heavy balls while her daughter worked his thick shaft with wet, sloppy enthusiasm — tongues swirling, lips smacking, soft gagging sounds filling the room. He closed his eyes and smiled, replaying all the filthy fun he’d had with the rabbit’s foot at the party last night.

After he’d finished with Christy’s now-tiny-dicked, big-titted boyfriend, he’d had to set his former friend-turned-buzzkill Steve straight. That had been something else — watching Steve suddenly wake up in Riley West’s body, freaking out and trying to attack him. A few quick wishes later and “she” had passed back out and been taken home by her girlfriends, who all thought she’d just had too much to drink. Alex had made everyone believe Steve was away on an overseas exchange program, so he could leave her like that for as long as he wanted. The real Riley West was now happily running around the neighborhood as an orange cat who couldn’t even remember she’d ever been a teenage girl. He was looking forward to checking in on Steve this morning to see what kind of awkward, hormone-soaked shit she’d had to deal with while stuck in a teenage girl’s body with raging hormones.

“Pass me my phone, Kent,” Alex said to the maid, who stopped feeding him grapes and picked up his phone from the nightstand.

“Here you are, monsieur,” she replied with a sexy smile, brushing her long black hair aside and handing it to him.

“Thank you, babe,” Alex said, reaching over and roughly squeezing her large, firm left breast, giving the thick nipple a hard tweak that made her squeak. She giggled and went back to fanning him and feeding him fruit.

He sent a quick text to Riley’s phone to make sure Steve showed up at school today for some more fun, then leaned back, closing his eyes and savoring the triple service. He continued thinking back over the rest of the amazing, depraved night he’d just had.

After dealing with Steve, the real fun had kicked into high gear. Alex had gotten ridiculously turned on from using the rabbit’s foot, and was pleased when he stumbled upon two really hot girls — one brunette, one blonde — making out heavily with their boyfriends on a pair of couches in another bedroom. The two boys suddenly found themselves alone together on a different couch. As soon as they made eye contact, they became uncontrollably, desperately attracted to each other. Alex made sure they would stay that way for the next two hours while he had his way with their girlfriends. He proceeded to fuck each girl several times in wild, animalistic positions (his sexual stamina was now limitless), then decided they would make perfect sexy lesbians and fall deeply in love with each other.

It had been fun at first watching their boosted libidos take over as they greedily groped each other’s soft teenage bodies and kissed deeply, tongues sliding, hands squeezing tits and asses. But soon he grew bored, so he regressed the blonde girl’s shapely C-cup breasts backwards by five years or so. It was hilarious watching them shrink through puberty until they were cute, almost non-existent bumps with tiny, feelingless, boyish nipples. At the same time he added her former endowment to the brunette’s already ample chest. They kept rolling around kissing, not even noticing the changes yet, their bodies grinding wetly against each other.

The now-flat blonde eagerly sucked on her lover’s huge E-cup breasts, twisting and tweaking the extremely large, ultra-sensitive nipples while the brunette moaned and fingered her. The two girls wouldn’t notice the changes until the next morning, and would remain in lust and love with each other for the rest of their lives. As he walked out of the room, a final cruel afterthought hit him: he made sure both girls would be completely embarrassed by the changes to their chests, yet also jealous and sexually infatuated with their lover’s boobs (or lack thereof). One girl would have constant back trouble from her massive tits, the other would have to stuff socks in her bra every day. What a perfect, twisted couple.

After that, Alex had wandered the crowded party randomly fucking with people, feeling more and more like a god with every wish. A pretty girl in her early twenties wearing tight white pants walked by and cracked open a beer that looked good to Alex, who was pretty thirsty after all that sex. As soon as she took a sip, a quickly spreading warmth hit between her legs as she began uncontrollably urinating in her pants. With a single thought, Alex had reduced her bladder to that of a six-month-old. He grabbed the beer from her hand and took a sip while she ran toward the bathroom, desperately trying to cover the spreading wet stain. He laughed out loud, thinking how she wouldn’t be wearing jeans that tight for several more years unless she wanted everyone to see her adult diapers — at least until her bladder and muscle control aged enough for her to potty-train herself again and start wearing her big-girl panties.

An attractive couple walking by the girl hooted, laughed, and pointed when they noticed her predicament. They both stopped laughing, however, as Alex focused the rabbit’s foot on what was in each of their underwear, regressing them just as he had the girl’s bladder. They both shifted awkwardly and adjusted their pants, trying to figure out the strange feeling as hair disappeared and flesh became much, much smaller and younger, tightening and shrinking until they were each sporting the version of their genitals they’d had at age two. Hopefully neither of them were planning on having sex again for quite some time, because at the stage Alex left them they both had a lot of growing up to do before they’d be even remotely adult where it counted.

He sipped his beer and scoped out the crowded party. A really tall college guy dancing with his much shorter longtime girlfriend was rightfully alarmed as he began shrinking until he was the same height as her — just barely 5’2”. Neither could say anything or react, and they kept dancing even though he kept stumbling in his now-ill-fitting clothes. His basketball career would never be the same, but to make up for it Alex added his lost height to his penis, which was now over a foot long. He also made sure his girlfriend’s vagina would always be as tight as it had been the night she lost her virginity to him years ago, and that she would even re-grow her hymen after every time she had sex. They were going to have a very interesting experience the next time they slept together.

A slightly overweight but cute girl with short bleached-blonde hair and big tits noticeably on display in a tight tank top bumped into Alex. He gave her a completely upturned pig nose with a large steel ring through it. To be kind, he also gave her a matching set of rings through her ears and her now-pierced nipples, all made of solid titanium with no way to remove them short of bolt cutters or a welding torch. He removed her excess fat and gave her a porn-star body worthy of the screen, then boosted her sex drive so she would uncontrollably snort and squeal whenever she was getting fucked. Unable to notice the changes until after her next orgasm, she danced along looking for a guy to help with her sudden horniness, wondering why everyone was staring at her. Alex figured no one would probably want to bring her home for Christmas, but with a body and sex drive like that, plenty of guys would be able to look past her nose and bizarre sex noises for a roll in the hay… or pig pen.

Another girl with long black hair, dressed in a tight short black skirt that showed off her sexy and rather large round ass, was dancing with her back against her partner, smiling over her shoulder as she ground her butt against his crotch. Alex gave the lucky guy a thumbs-up and instantly the dancers found themselves joined tightly together, with the boy’s rather large erect penis sticking beneath her skirt, through a hole that had suddenly appeared in her panties, and all the way up her ass. They screamed and struggled, and he tried to pull away, but was unable to get it out no matter what they did. After several minutes of her desperate yelling for help, cursing at him, and frantic stumbling and wiggling (which looked like dancing to everyone else in the room), the sensations of their struggling finally caused him to cum deep inside her tight ass. To her surprise, the throbbing pain of his dick inside her became sudden intense pleasure as she had a huge orgasm just as his cum shot inside her. As his softening penis finally slid free, she somehow knew she would never again be able to orgasm without something jammed up her butt.

A short, petite girl Alex recognized from one of his classes suddenly had an uncontrollable urge to strip off her shirt and bra and expose her small breasts with their tiny sensitive nipples to the whole party. Even though she was mortified, she began walking around the dance floor completely against her will with a big smile, asking guys to feel her up. Every time a guy obliged and grabbed her tits, she would have an orgasm and her breasts would swell in size. After 8 or 9 of the most incredible orgasms she would ever have, she found herself back in control of her body and sporting huge, fleshy breasts the size of soccer balls, each capped by a still-tiny pink nipple. She screamed and stumbled out of the room, barely able to balance with the ungainly weight of her gargantuan boobs bobbling as she ran. She’d be even more horrified when she realized that from now on she would find herself unable to wear any clothes unless they were several sizes too small, making her huge tits look ready to burst and forcing her to sport an obvious camel toe in every pair of pants or shorts she tried to wear.

All this fun had made Alex horny again, so he had two of the best-looking girls drop to their knees and give him a team blowjob right in the middle of the dance floor while everyone else kept partying and dancing around them like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. The girls found themselves unable to stop enthusiastically sucking him off until he finally came twice in a row, once into each of their pretty faces. He then sent them back to the party, unable to act like anything out of the ordinary had happened, and not even able to do anything about the semen that was drying in their hair and dripping down their faces. They would have to keep it there until someone told them to clean it off. Also, both girls would find that they now had a nagging, steadily growing urge to suck dick and have a guy cum on their face at least twice a week.

Finally, after plenty more of Alex’s fun, the party had died down and people began to leave — those he’d changed unable to discuss what had happened, and the rest of reality altering to seem that they’d always been the way they now were, no matter how bizarre the changes.

As the last guests finally left, Alex wandered over to Josie Delson, who was wearing ultra-tight jeans and a small tight zip-up sweater that clung to her slight, lean curves and left her sexy, tight stomach exposed.

“Hello,” he’d said. “Is this your house?”

“Sorry buddy, party’s over.” Her boyfriend Kent had walked up behind Alex and put his hand firmly on his shoulder.

“We gotta get this all cleaned up before her parents get home from vacation in a few hours, so you gotta be on your way.” He was a rather big guy with short military-cut hair, and Alex could tell he was used to intimidating people.

“But I think your girlfriend wants me to stay,” Alex said in a matter-of-fact manner.

At that point Josie looked up at Alex, who was gripping the rabbit’s foot. She brushed her long, curly blonde hair back as her large, pretty blue eyes widened. She found herself totally and completely overcome with lust for the boy standing before her.

“I said we have to clean up, buddy,” Kent said angrily, trying to push Alex toward the door.

“Then why don’t you get started while I fuck your girlfriend,” Alex responded with a smart-ass grin.

“What the hell?” Kent said as he looked down to find himself wearing a tight, ill-fitting French maid costume. He threw down the feather duster that had appeared in his hand as he tugged at the black lacy fabric unbelievingly.

“Like I said, get to cleaning,” Alex laughed. Josie was now standing next to him with a hungry look in her eyes, practically drooling over him. “Fuck you!” Kent yelled as he lunged toward Alex, who was holding the rabbit’s foot again.

Kent flew past Alex and landed on his hands and knees on the ground. Long black hair fell in his face as Alex pulled Josie to himself and admired Kent’s now very large, round female ass.

Kent stood back up, balancing perfectly on his high heels and brushing his long black hair out of his face, no longer in control of his body.

“I’m so sorry monsieur! I vill clean the room now,” he said in a cartoony French accent. His voice was ultra-high and feminine, matching the short but very curvy female body he now possessed. Kent now fit his tiny French maid costume more than adequately.

Stupefied eyes darted around in horror as Kent found himself trotting and bouncing around the messy house in high heels, his tiny French maid outfit barely covering his soft, buxom female body with its large, heavy breasts. As he began to clean the house, Alex and Josie started having sex right in the middle of the room.

That had continued the fun — Kent cleaning while Alex and Josie fucked — until finally Josie’s parents got home around 4 a.m. Alex was standing with Josie bent over the dining room table when they entered the room.

“Hi Mom!” she’d said happily between grunts, on her way to another incredible orgasm courtesy of Alex, who was roughly taking her from behind.

Her very attractive mom had dropped her tiny toy poodle, Mr. Fluffy, and screamed. Her dad had instantly charged Alex with murder in his eyes.

Twenty minutes later Alex was getting head from the mother while he performed oral on Josie in the large bed in the parents’ swank master bedroom, while Mr. Fluffy amorously chased a terrified female toy poodle (who happened to be in heat) all around the house.

Kent had continued his cleaning, merrily singing to himself in French with his pretty contra-alto voice, stopping only occasionally to put one of his large breasts back into his uncomfortable, skin-tight outfit, as they tended to suddenly pop out when he was scrubbing floors or leaning over to pick things up. He screamed over and over in his head for his new body to stop, but it had no effect at all.


Chapter 11: Closet Confessions

The drive to school from Riley’s house (which turned out to be in a rich neighborhood east of my place, not too far from where the party had been the night before) was considerably awkward. JT thought it was pretty strange how I was dressed (sweatshirt, sweatpants, a black ski cap I’d found that did a good job of keeping all that annoying hair out of my way, and running shoes), but I was able to kind of convince him that it was for some school project. I hadn’t even thought of it, but he also kept asking why I wasn’t wearing any makeup. I told him I was in too big of a hurry, but he still eyed me suspiciously.

Much to my dismay, I had to ride on the back of JT’s motorcycle. I tried sitting as far back as possible, but as soon as the bike started up I found myself gripping onto him for dear life. My chest mashed into the back of his leather jacket awkwardly, the soft weight of my breasts pressing and jiggling against him with every bump. The combination of the deep vibrations from the motorcycle rumbling straight through my core and my legs wrapped half around his hips kept sending hot, shameful shivers of pleasure through my body. My new pussy throbbed and grew slicker with every mile, my sensitive clit rubbing against the seam of my panties. Several times at stoplights he reached back and groped my thighs, his strong fingers digging into the soft flesh. My wriggling did nothing to stop his grabbing or the pleasurable feelings it caused in my now very female body… in fact, it only seemed to encourage him.

When we got to school, it turned out our first class was together. I excused myself to use the restroom, and after going through the bizarre, awkward and humiliating experience of sitting down to urinate in the ladies room — feeling the warm stream trickle from my smooth, puffy lips — I called Alex from Riley’s cell phone. He didn’t answer, but I got a text saying “get to class or else,” so I figured I should.

I met back up with JT, who had the same first class as me and followed him to the room, trying to act as if I knew where we were headed. There were only a few seats left, and I took one far across the room from JT, but unfortunately the teacher quickly dismissed us to go work on some project, and it turned out JT was my partner.

I awkwardly held my books to my chest with both hands as we walked to the library. JT insisted on putting his arm around me, and it felt like everyone we passed by was staring at me. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was in drag or something, with my female hips swaying with each step and the weight of Riley’s breasts hanging at my chest in the tight fitting sports bra. It was impossible to get used to.

Once in the library, I tried to sit on the opposite side of the table from JT, but he moved around it and sat next to me. I pretended to read a book, becoming growingly uncomfortable as I realized we were in a rather secluded part of the room. I was turning the page, when suddenly he leaned in, pulled my sweatshirt aside from my shoulder and kissed my neck.

I wanted to jerk away… to jump up… but I found myself unable. It felt… good! I closed my eyes and shivered, turning my head to the side as he sucked slightly on the soft, white flesh where my neck met my shoulder, his hot breath warming my entire body and making my nipples harden instantly against the fabric of my bra.

After a few seconds of this, I was able to push him away, even though my gut fought to keep from doing it.

“Come on… we should work on this stuff…” I tried to be firm, but Riley’s soft voice sounded flustered and unconvincing even to me.

He leaned back in his chair with a smile and ran his large, strong hand up my leg. Hidden underneath the table, he slid up and up, and quickly had his hand in the elastic waistband of my sweatpants.

“Stop…” I pleaded, but I wasn’t even sure if I meant it. I wanted to move away, but something wouldn’t let me.

“Why?” he said with a handsome smile that made me tingle where his hand touched my inner thigh as he leaned forward and pretended to read the book with me.

I gasped as his fingers secretly moved into the top of my panties. I could feel the warmth and wetness spreading through my crotch like electricity, my slick folds already parting for him.

“Please… someone will see…” I looked around nervously, but did nothing to move his strong hand away from me. His hand was now covering the small patch of red hair above my newly acquired female mound, and one of his fingers quickly found the sensitive nub between my legs. It felt incredible! He soon was expertly working me, better than I had done myself earlier that morning. The wetness spread even more between my legs and I couldn’t help but close my eyes and bite my lip.

“No one can see anything… besides I can tell you like it…” He laughed quietly as he continued his administrations to my unbelievably sensitive clit, circling it faster, then sliding two thick fingers down to tease my dripping entrance.

His fingers sped up and so did my breathing. My shapely hips began to rock slightly up and down and my hands had slid beneath the table, one gripping the arm of my chair, and the other onto his large, manly leg. I could no longer control myself. It felt good. Amazingly good!

Suddenly he slowed his fingers.

“What… I … what are you doing?” To my horror I found myself actually begging him to continue touching me!

“Please… don’t stop,” I said, flashing him a girlish pout that came naturally to my face.

“You gotta’ encourage me,” he said as he grabbed my hand and slid it up his well formed thigh, right into his crotch.

I knew I should have been revolted as I was now touching his stiffening cock through his loose fitting shorts, but I needed him to continue no matter how disgusted with my situation I was. It was like a drug or something… it felt so fucking good! It actually began to excite me even more as I slowly slid my hand along his length, squeezing him as I had once done to my own dick, rubbing the shaft just up to the head and then back down again through the material of his shorts.

I started to speed up my strokes through his pants and he began to work on my pussy even more intensely than before. I could feel him swelling from my touch as his finger stroked my wet clit up and down, back and forth, and in tiny circles. His cock now felt huge in my delicate female hand.

I sped up. He sped up. I tried not to make too much noise as I began to get closer and closer to an orgasm. I gripped him tighter, trying to encourage him to get me off. I needed it fucking bad!

Suddenly he parted the wetness between my legs and penetrated me with his middle finger.

“Oh!” I blurted out and my knee spasmed, smacking into the bottom of the table with a loud thud. We both shot our hands back up on top of the table as people around the library looked in our direction.

“Now, we gotta’ find somewhere a little more private so we can take care of each other,” he said with a smile.

My eyes widened and I jumped up. What the hell had I just done?

“No!” I yelped.

“What do you mean?” he said looking very annoyed. “What the hell is your problem today?”

“Oh, I… I gotta’ use the bathroom,” I said to him as he rolled his eyes.

“I’ll be right back.”

I left the library and walked straight into the men’s room without thinking. A group of guys started laughing and hooting at me as my whole body blushed and I ran out of the room. I turned and found a half-open storage closet and went in, locking the door behind me.

Maybe I could just hide out here until the class was over… and hopefully I could do something to relieve myself. I was incredibly horny even though I was completely humiliated by what had just happened! I wasn’t gay, but this body was just out of control. It was practically humming.

I couldn’t get out of my head how it had felt when his finger had slid inside me, and I quickly slid my right hand down my pants and tried to re-create the sensation of his large finger filling me up.

My free left hand automatically reached up beneath my loose fitting sweatshirt and began to softly knead my breasts through the tight fitting bra. I could feel the orgasm I’d been so close to in the library rising up again from deep within. If I could just cum I knew I’d be able to get myself back under control. In my mind an unbidden image came of JT throwing me down on the floor in front of everyone in the library, pulling his shirt off, ripping off my clothes… unbuckling his pants… pressing our bodies together as my legs spread…

Just as I was on the brink of letting loose, the closet door handle began to jiggle. Fuck, I was so close! I scooted to the back of the closet and tried to remain completely silent, hoping whoever it was would go away.

“Come on and open it Steve!” said a familiar voice from outside. “I know you’re in there!”

It was Alex! Finally! Hopefully he had come to his senses and was going to change me back into myself again. After quickly pulling up my pants and trying to somewhat regain my composure, I unlocked the door and slowly opened it.

“Well, well, well, look at you!” he said with a big smile. He was wearing what looked to be a very expensive tailored suit, and a gorgeous, heavily made up and somehow familiar looking girl with ear-length brunette hair was hanging off his arm and giggling at me. She wore high-heeled green stiletto stripper shoes and a matching tiny one-piece latex mini skirt, and her huge, tan breasts were practically bursting out the top.

“Come on,” I said nervously, frustrated at how high my voice sounded. “You gotta’ change me back! This is awful!” I gestured to my body.

“Whoa, whoa, slow down there gorgeous. First I want to make sure you’ve realized the error of your ways. Why don’t you tell me what you’ve been up to this morning… especially the juicy sex stuff,” he said with a leering smile.

“Yeah, especially the juicy stuff!” the girl said with an air-headed giggle.

“Oh how rude of me!” Alex said, looking at her.

“I forgot to introduce you two girls. Steve, meet my new girlfriend Megan Harlow. You might recognize her, she’s anchorwoman on channel 14?”

I knew she’d looked familiar. But Megan Harlow was easily in her late 20s or early 30s, and the girl standing before me, curvy as she was, couldn’t have been over 18.

“Hi, I’m Megan!” she said in her super high-pitched ditzy voice, shaking my hand. Alex grabbed her ass and she let out a squeak and giggle.

“I saw her on TV this morning over at Josie’s house, and decided to make her my girlfriend,” he said as he continued to grope her ass.

“I also made her 17 years old so she could go to school with us. Pretty cool, huh?”

“Yeah!” she said proudly in her high-pitched voice, enthusiastically wiggling her ample chest in my direction.

“Check out my boobies! Alex made them good as new!”

I had to admit they did look pretty good. She was easily a ten.

“I also brought her IQ down a bit and boosted up her sex drive, to make her more fun.” At that she giggled again. He’d turned her into a total ditz.

“Now, where were we?” He turned, focusing his attention back on me.

“Oh yes, you were about to tell Megan and me about the juicy stuff.”

“What… what do you mean?” I stammered unconvincingly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about…” This was not going as I had hoped.

“Oh come on, don’t make this hard. I ratcheted up the sex drive about 5 times normal in Riley’s very fine body last night at the party, or have you already forgotten the treatment she was giving you back when you were still… you.” He chuckled at his joke.

“You libido is so high that there’s no way you made it the whole morning without getting into any trouble… you’ve got the urges of a normal teenage boy and a nymphomaniac girl all stuck in the same body!”

So that’s why I’d been acting like this! That bastard!

“On top of that,” he continued, “I made sure that your boyfriend would be plenty turned on today as well, so you’d get a lot of extra attention.” No wonder JT had been all over me this morning.

“Now come on, do I have to order you? Tell Megan and me all the sexy hijinks you’ve been up to this morning, in detail.” He was gripping the rabbit’s foot that hung from a chain around his neck.

As soon as he said that, I began going into a rather long, descriptive story about my entire day. I felt myself blushing again as I found myself unable to stop describing my masturbation this morning, and feeling myself up in the shower. Alex and Megan both laughed cruelly at me and called me a slut as I told them about kissing JT, and him fingering me in the library.

“Guess what they say is true… if there’s red on top, there’s a fire down below!” He’d said to Megan, both of them laughing and hooting as I told them about how turned on I’d been when I was stroking his cock through his pants a few minutes ago.

Just then I was interrupted as I heard JT’s voice from behind Alex.

“There you are! What the hell is going on here?” JT said, looking fairly angry at finding me standing in a closet talking to Alex and his slutty-looking girlfriend after I’d left him so abruptly (with a bad case of blue balls) in the library.

“So, this is your boyfriend that has you so hot and bothered, huh?” Alex said, stepping in front of JT.

“I don’t know who you are,” JT said trying to push Alex aside, “but this is between me and my girlfriend, none of your business.”

“Oh actually I think it’s none of your business,” Alex said, shoving JT and sending him flying backwards into a school basketball display. He fell down and a giant basketball poster fell off the wall, completely covering him. Alex smiled and gripped the rabbit’s foot.

JT struggled from beneath the poster, but it was a far different JT that emerged. Where the large 18-year-old wearing a leather jacket had been seconds ago, there was now a very confused looking young girl climbing from beneath the poster. She had long slightly curly bleached blonde hair tied in pigtails and wore a short pink skirt and a tight pink tank top that matched the large hoop earrings in each of her ears and the cute sneakers on her feet. Small girlish breasts pushed out her tight tank top just enough to be noticed. She was rather short and in spite of her heavy and not too expertly applied makeup, you could tell she was barely a teenager. She actually looked a lot like that popular young sexy former Disney star Sabrina Carpenter mixed with McKenna Grace — all cute, perky, and innocently fuckable.

“Wha… what happened to me…” the girl stammered with a slight lisp caused by the braces on her teeth. Tears filled her large blue eyes and her heavy eye makeup began to run as she stared down at her body, running her small hands with their short pink fingernails over her barely budding chest and soft, slightly paunched stomach. She began to cry harder as her hands dropped from her small breasts and puffy nipples encased in their training bra, down her body and between her legs, finding something much different than the fairly large penis that JT had sported seconds ago.

Alex and Megan laughed hysterically.

“I think you’re at the wrong school JT, the middle school is across the street. You’re in grade 7 I believe?”

Just then an attractive older woman that bore a strong resemblance to JT stormed up and grabbed his arm, wrenching him up, his long blonde hair flying in his face.

“There you are young lady!” JT’s Mom screamed at him.

“I’ve been looking all over for you! Skipping school, eh? And what did I tell you about wearing makeup! Not until you’re 15! You are soooo grounded! No mall for you this weekend!” she said as she began dragging the crying young girl down the hall.

JT tried to struggle loose and run back, desperately pleading for his Mom to let him go, but he was so small and weak and he couldn’t even get loose from his Mother’s grasp. Between feminine sobs, he tried to explain to her that he was not a girl, and they had done something terrible to him, but he found himself unable to say anything about what had just happened. He began to uncontrollably sob and wail in his high little girl voice.

To the rest of the world JT, or Justine, was and had always been the 13-year-old 7th-grade girl he now wore the body of. Even though he knew what had happened, he would never be able to discuss it with anyone in any way for the rest of his, now her, life. In fact, as the next few days passed, he would find it harder and harder to not act like the 13-year-old girl he now was, even though he would always remember that he was once an 18-year-old man.

“She’ll get used to it,” Alex laughed.

“Once puberty hits her full on over the next 6 months, she’ll be the most boy-crazy girl at her school, no matter how she tries to resist… and she’s quickly going to develop a body that should make it easy for her to be very popular with the guys!” Alex and Megan both roared at this.

“Oh Alex, you’re so funny! Looks like you’re gonna’ need a new boyfriend, huh?” Megan said to me in her bimbo voice.

“I know babe,” he said as he grabbed her and kissed her, to her obvious pleasure.

“Now back to you Steve… or I guess I should say Riley.” I shrunk back into the closet as he eyed me up and down.

“What the hell is with that get-up?”

I looked down at my loose fitting sweatshirt and sweatpants.

“No, not very flattering at all…” Alex gripped the rabbit’s foot.

I felt another tingle and suddenly my clothes shrunk, tightening around the curves of my body. The arms of the hooded sweatshirt disappeared, revealing the creamy, slightly freckled flesh of my shoulders and arms. My sweatpants climbed up my thighs, revealing my shapely hairless legs as they attached to my shrinking shirt and turned into a very short skirt. Quickly my new outfit turned yellow and green, our school colors, and the name of our school basketball team appeared on my chest, which was now pushing through the tight top. My sneakers morphed into open-toe shoes with a slight heel. I stumbled a bit as I regained my balance.

I was now dressed in the skimpy uniform of one of our school cheerleaders.

“Much better!” Alex said. “What do you think Megan?”

Megan eyed me up and down appraisingly. She looked at my long red hair that was hastily hanging out the back of the black stocking cap on my head.

“She needs some makeup… and her hair done!” she said.

“Done and done!” Alex made another wish.

My hair suddenly filled my vision as it now hung loose down around my shoulders. Brushing it out of my eyes, I could see it had changed. It was still red, but had been brushed and styled wildly out, and there was now a bleached blonde streak in the bangs that hung to the left of my face.

I licked my lips and could taste the strange taste of lipstick on them. My fingernails were now longer, and they were painted alternately green and yellow (the school colors) and I saw that my small toes, sticking out the ends of the opened-toed, heeled shoes I now wore, were painted to match.

A sudden sharp pinch made me wince and reach for my stomach. I felt a long dangling gold chain hanging there, and tugging on it, I found it was firmly attached to my now-pierced bellybutton.

“Goddamn you!” I screamed.

“You can’t do this to me… It’s me Steve! I’m a man, not a girl!” I couldn’t hold my tongue. This was beyond humiliating.

“That’s weird, you sure don’t look like a man. To make things easier for you, from now on you’ll always refer to yourself as Riley West, a girl, no matter how hard you try to think of yourself as a man.”

“Now… tell me your name!” he commanded.

“Ri… Riley…” I stuttered, unable to say Steve no matter how hard I tried.

“Riley West!” I blurted out.

“You fucker! I’m female! I’m a… gr… a girl!” I stumbled over my words. I was thinking “man,” but all that kept coming out of my mouth was “girl,” “female,” or “woman”!

I’d had enough. Alex was torturing me and had pushed me past the point that I could bite my tongue.

“I look ridiculous you fucking prick!” I blurted out. Alex stared at my chest and legs, an angry look on his face. I folded my arms across my chest and held my soft, freckled bare shoulders, trying to cover myself best I could in the skimpy cheerleader outfit. I began to regret my outburst as Alex twirled the rabbit’s foot in his hand.

“You’re gonna need some new underwear too…” Alex said, and with another silent wish, I felt the tiny strap of a g-string slide between my ass cheeks. My tits swelled up as they were grasped and pushed together by a slightly padded push-up bra. Instead of holding them in place and giving me support like the sports bra I’d been wearing had, they created awkward, bouncing cleavage that jiggled and bounced with my slightest movement. Looking down I could see my chest was much more noticeable and pronounced, pushing out proudly against the tight cheerleading uniform.

Megan jumped up and down clapping. “She looks hot now!” she said happily. Alex laughed as he eyed me up and down.

I crossed my arms as best as I could in front of my breasts trying to somewhat cover myself. “Fuck me…” I said as I stared down at my new outfit, my tits sticking out with the school logo emblazoned across them.

“I’m sure plenty of guys would!” Alex laughed.

“Please… Alex, come on… don’t do this to me!” I pleaded.

“That should teach you to raise your voice to me…”

Just then the class bell rang and Heather Hanson turned the corner with her boyfriend, Sid. Heather was one of the star cheerleaders, a gorgeous blonde who was well known as being one of the most popular and best-looking girls in school, as well as one of the meanest of the “in” crowd. She had an amazing, curvy body that looked great in her tight cheerleader outfit, although, I thought to myself, in this get-up I could probably give her a run for her money.

Her boyfriend Sid was a good-looking, tall senior, and the star forward of the basketball team. He had been dating Heather the entire year.

“Who the hell?” Heather said when she saw me.

“Riley? Is that you?” She stared at my body… I obviously looked different than last time she had seen me.

“Why the hell are you dressed like a cheerleader? You’re not even on the squad!”

“Oh she is now!” Alex said.

“Fuck you dork,” Heather said dismissively glancing at him and turning back to me.

“Huh…” Alex said.

“Actually, I believe Riley has your spot on the cheerleading squad.”

I felt that tingle once again.

“What the fuck?” Heather said as her cheerleading outfit turned into a one-color dress, the school logo fading away.

“Yeah, I’m afraid that Riley is the star cheerleader, not you… also…” Alex trailed off as he gripped the rabbit’s foot.

A strange look crossed Sid’s face. He stepped a few paces away from Heather. Suddenly he found her completely unattractive. Why was he dating her? She wasn’t even a cheerleader!

“Um… Heather, I’m breaking up with you. I don’t even know why I ever dated you to begin with,” he said with a rather confused look on his face.

“You know, there is the Halloween dance Friday,” Alex interrupted before Heather could snap out of the shock at what was happening and respond.

Sid turned to me. “Hey Riley… if you’re not doing anything tonight, would you be into going to the dance with me?” he said with a smile. I opened my mouth to say no, but then felt another all-too-familiar tingle run through my brain.

As I looked up at Sid, my mouth literally fell open. He was… hot! I don’t think I had ever felt so attracted to anyone in my entire life! He was so good-looking and tall and strong…

“I mean, if you don’t already have a date. The Halloween dance should be pretty fun… we can wear costumes and stuff… maybe drink some beers before we go,” he continued in his deep, sexy voice. He was so unbelievably good-looking!

I could feel my body warm, breaking out in a sweat as he talked to me. Not only that but, my pussy was practically throbbing!

I tried to snap myself out of it, knowing that this was just something Alex had done to me, but I just couldn’t. The idea of having Sid take me to a dance sounded… amazing!

“I’d love to,” I heard myself say.

“You fucking bitch! … That’s my boyfriend! He can’t dump me, I dump him! I’m the cheerleader here!” Heather said, as she pushed me away from her ex-boyfriend.

“Heather, come on now… how can you be a cheerleader with a jock boyfriend when everyone knows you’ve become completely overweight and you’re 8 months pregnant with triplets.” Alex grinned like a shark.

Heather stumbled backwards and began to scream. Her posture slumped as her bare arms began to lose all their definition, swelling rapidly into soft, flabby flesh that jiggled with every panicked movement. Her breasts fattened dramatically, swelling like heavy, misshapen balloons that drooped and sagged under their own sudden weight, the once-perky nipples darkening and thickening as they pushed against the fabric of her top, already leaking thin streams of warm milk that soaked through in dark, spreading wet spots. The sensation made her gasp — a mix of horror and unwanted, electric pleasure shooting straight to her clit as her tits grew heavier and more sensitive by the second, milk beading at the tips and dripping down her swollen curves.

Her clothing morphed into a huge, loose-fitting maternity dress, but even the oversized fabric strained and stretched taut over her rapidly expanding belly. Her stomach ballooned outward in powerful, rhythmic surges, pushing out into a massive, tight, shiny mound the size of a beach ball. The skin grew tight and shiny, stretch marks blooming across it like lightning as the enormous pregnant belly forced her to arch her back, the weight pulling on her spine and making her moan involuntarily. Inside, she could feel the heavy, kicking weight of triplets shifting and pressing against her bladder and pussy, sending deep, throbbing waves of pressure and unwanted arousal through her core — each kick making her clit throb and her soaked pussy clench with humiliating need.

Her hips and ass swelled dramatically, widening into thick, fertile child-bearing curves that made the dress ride up and expose the soft, cellulite-dimpled flesh of her thighs. Her ankles and calves bulged, reddening as fluid and fat spread down from her once-shapely legs. Her expensive open-toed shoes pinched painfully on her swollen, puffy feet. She had easily gained over 100 pounds in the last 30 seconds, her once-sexy body now a soft, heavy, hyper-fertile mess of curves, her massive leaking tits swaying heavily and her enormous belly protruding so far she had to waddle to keep balance.

Heather’s once-sexy face became chubby and blotchy, with an unattractive double chin that jiggled as she turned her head in horror. Her hands flew to her massive, leaking breasts, milk squirting between her fingers as she squeezed them, unable to stop the humiliating pleasure that made her knees buckle and a low, needy moan escape her lips despite the terror in her eyes. Another hard kick from the triplets pressed right against her swollen clit, forcing a fresh gush of slick arousal to soak her thick thighs.

“Please… make it stop!” she cried, but her voice cracked into a desperate, horny whimper as another gush of milk soaked the front of her dress and a fresh wave of slick heat flooded between her thickened thighs. The triplets kicked hard inside her, pressing against her swollen clit and making her stagger, her heavy belly swaying and her fat ass jiggling with every step. She was a bloated, leaking, hyper-pregnant mess — and the worst part was how good it felt, how her body betrayed her with every throb and leak and kick.

Embarrassed to see Sid asking out sexy and popular Riley West (who had taken her spot on the cheerleading team), she waddled off down the hall, hands cradling her enormous belly and leaking tits, milk still dripping down her swollen curves as she awkwardly jogged as fast as her sore feet could carry her into the bathroom.

“Hey Riley…” I turned to face Sid, who was still standing there as if nothing strange had happened. For some reason it seemed like no one passing by in the busy hall had even noticed the grotesque transformation Heather had just gone through.

“So, I’ll pick you up around 7?” Sid said with a smile that made me feel like I was melting. I tried to break myself from the feelings of my nympho body, but there was no hope for me. Say no, just say no, I told myself. Say NO!

“Yeah… that sounds awesome,” I said instead, and gave him my sexiest smile. Then, I actually stood up on my tip toes as the much taller boy leaned over and gave me a tight hug. My body felt like it was on fire as my breasts with their now rock-hard nipples pushed into his strong chest and his muscular arms wrapped around me. Thoughts of him shirtless, embracing me with his big, strong body filled my head… I put my mouth right up to his ear.

“Can't wait for the dance,” I whispered, my voice oozing sex as my body hummed with lust. Sliding out my wet tongue I gave his ear a quick lick before somehow gaining my composure enough to turn and hurry off in the opposite direction as fast as I could.

I knew I had to get away from Sid quickly, afraid that I might suddenly just jump his bones right there in the middle of the crowded hallway! I had to mince my steps slightly in the awkward heeled shoes I now wore to keep my tits from jiggling out of control as I held my short cheerleader skirt down with one hand, my hips swaying side to side as I walked. I could almost feel Sid’s eyes on my ass as I hurried down the hall after Alex and Megan, who had wandered off to leave me alone with Sid. Deep inside I hoped that he liked what he saw.

“Wait… Alex!” I yelled, as he turned and rolled his eyes at me.

“What now? I figured you’d want to be alone with your new boyfriend,” he said.

“Please… I’m begging you. You can’t do this to me,” I said, still clumsily trying to cross my arms in front of my now very exposed body in my tight cheerleader uniform.

“Look… just have fun with it this week, baby. I’ll see about turning you back at the Halloween dance Friday night…”

“I don’t see any reason why I shouldn’t be bored of this by then,” he began to turn away from me dismissively. I reached out and grabbed his shoulder.

“Wait! Where are you going? You seriously cannot leave me like this!” I was beyond desperate now, especially after how I had just acted around Sid.

“Yeah I can, Red. Megan and I are going to Vegas for a few days, but don’t worry, we’ll meet up with you and Sid for a double date before the dance Friday.” He slapped me right on my ass, making me stumble.

“Fuck you!” I blurted out and, before I realized what I was doing, I slapped him as hard as my girlish hand would across his bemused face.

“Wait… I’m sorry…” I backed up as he gripped the rabbit’s foot hanging loosely around his neck once more.

He reached down and put his other hand beneath my chin, turning my face up to look at him as he stared right into my eyes.

“Look Riley, this is your last chance. You are to go to all of Riley’s classes. You’ll go to your new cheerleading practice. You’ll live your girly life for the rest of the week, and not bother me. If you do not do this, I will know, and you will be sitting down to pee and buying tampons for the rest of your life.” I grimaced slightly as he said that.

“But, if you mind my words, and if I feel like you’ve learned your lesson, and taken your punishment like a man… as it were… when I see you at the dance Friday, I, being the benevolent god that I am, will consider giving you back your old body.” His voice was quiet, angry, and scaring the hell out of me.

“And, as for slapping me…” He brushed my hair to the side of my face as I stood there listening, afraid to move away.

“Here’s something to remember who’s boss while I’m gone… and make things a little more interesting for you.”

I felt a tingle go through my body. Looking down, I saw that I now had a small pink gym bag wrapped around my shoulder. Other than that though, I seemed to be the same… although I was scared to imagine what he may have just done to me, or what might be in the bag.

With that Alex turned and waltzed off down the hall, Megan on his arm.

“See you when we get back from Vegas! Have fun!” he called over his shoulder at me with a happy wave, as I helplessly watched them leave.


Chapter 12: The Coming End

After Alex left me standing there in the hallway, I found myself in the terrible situation of having to pretend to be Riley West for the rest of the week. I figured the first thing I should do is go to the office and ask for a printout of her classes, so I could at least follow Alex’s stupid order and hopefully get him to end this torture as soon as possible.

As I walked through the hall in my skimpy, embarrassing cheerleader outfit, I was totally self-conscious about how I must look. I could feel virtually every guy I passed drilling into me with their eyes as my breasts bounced heavily and my hips swayed with that unnatural feminine roll, my long red hair falling into my face with each step. Had I been that obvious when I scoped out girls? I now figured I probably was.

The short skirt blew up slightly as I walked, giving everyone a fine view of my sexy, ivory-colored legs and the teasing flash of my pink g-string underneath. Several guys didn’t even bother to hide their stares. I tried to ignore them, but I started to blush as I overheard two guys (one that was kind of cute and had a nice butt) saying something that ended with “hittin’ that” as I opened the door to the school office… and once again I found myself uncontrollably noticing guys in a very disturbing, heated way.

The bathroom was empty, so I walked up to a mirror and saw myself for the first time since Alex and Megan’s makeover. I put one long green-painted fingernail to my lips, which now looked even plumper as they shone with soft pink, glossy lipstick, and my green eyes now had heavy black eyeliner along with green eyeshadow (that matched my eyes, of course), giving them a permanent “bedroom” look no matter what the expression on my face. My hair seemed to be even longer, laying soft and full around my shoulders, and the bleached blonde streak right at the front definitely did nothing but increase my already considerable sex appeal. I once again found myself feeling turned on just from looking at my own reflection in the mirror — my pussy already growing slick and needy again.

I splashed cold water on my face to try and calm myself down, and used paper towels to scrub off the makeup. Then, I twisted my hair back into one large braid and clumsily tied it in a loose knot to keep it out of my face. After that, I cautiously opened the gym bag to look through its contents.

Before I could take a look at the items, I grabbed a large hairbrush out and closed the bag, turning back to the mirror just as that horrible tingling feeling spread through my body yet again.

I found myself untying and brushing out my long auburn hair, staring into the mirror and primping it around my shoulders. Then, a tingle came over my hands, and my feet planted themselves in place in front of the mirror as I pulled lipstick and eyeliner out of the bag, and began to expertly re-apply the makeup I had just washed off.

“Motherfuck…” I said between my puckered lips as I applied sexy black eyeliner around them, and then blew a juicy kiss at the mirror. As soon as the task was completed, I found myself back in control of my body again.

I wanted to throw the bag into the trash, but I found myself completely unable to do so, no matter how I tried. After putting the makeup and hairbrush away, I couldn’t even get myself to open it back up and take a look at what else might be inside, and I was afraid of other compulsions my body might suddenly act out.

I walked out of the bathroom and headed towards Riley’s next class (and tried to ignore the not-so-hidden stares at my body from a group of boys standing outside the cafeteria as I passed it). The rest of the week was fairly normal and uneventful — if you can call being forced to act incredibly girly and constantly horny “normal.” I went to all of Riley’s classes, cheered at practice (my body somehow knew every routine perfectly), and tried to keep my head down. But the constant, throbbing arousal never let up. My nipples were always hard against the tight uniforms, my panties stayed damp, and every little brush of fabric or accidental glance at a cute guy sent fresh waves of needy heat through my pussy.

By Wednesday I was breaking down. A nerdy college classmate named Ethan asked me out after a group project. I wanted to say no — I screamed “no” inside my head — but my mouth betrayed me with a shy, flirty smile and a soft “Yeah… I’d like that.” The date ended up going extremely well. Ethan was surprised when I knew video games, D&D, and general nerd culture (apparently Riley had been a secret geek). The sci-fi movie we went to was a ton of fun, and when he finally made a move in his car afterward, I was so pent-up sexually from being constantly horny that I basically attacked him.

I nearly raped him right there in the driver’s seat — climbing over the console, yanking his pants down, and sinking down onto his surprisingly huge, thick cock with a desperate moan. To my shock, he was incredibly well-endowed and knew exactly how to use it. He sent me to heaven throughout the night, one mind-shattering orgasm after another, my tight new pussy clenching and gushing around him as I rode him like a bitch in heat. The compulsions Alex had put on me made things easier — my body went on autopilot, hips rolling, tits bouncing, voice cracking into high-pitched slutty moans while my mind floated in pure hormonal bliss. I came so many times I lost count, soaking his lap and the seat beneath us.

The Halloween dance on Friday came and went, and Alex and Megan never showed up. To my dismay, they simply vanished. That had been nearly two years ago. I still don’t know what happened to them. I tried searching the internet for any news out of Las Vegas, but nothing ever turned up.

I’m now a junior in college, and the cheerleading team which I lead has recently won a national cheer championship. I guess when Alex made me a cheerleader, he gave me all the skill needed. The guy I went on the date with before that Friday dance — Ethan — well, we hit it off from that very first date and never looked back. What started as a desperate, hormone-driven night in his car turned into something real and deep. We’ve been together ever since, and the sex has been constant and mind-blowing. Riley’s body never stopped craving him — she’s ridden him in his dorm, sucked him off in his car, and let him bend her over in the cheer squad locker room more times than she can count. Even now, as a junior in college and captain of the national-champion cheer team, I still get soaking wet just thinking about Ethan’s hands on me. I’ve been patiently waiting for him to finally ask me to marry him; I know the ring is coming soon, and the thought of walking down the aisle in white while already imagining the honeymoon fuck-fest makes my pussy throb with anticipation.

Justine (formerly JT) tried to fight it at first. The 13-year-old girl’s body felt wrong, humiliating, and weak. She rebelled against the cute clothes, the makeup, the giggles that kept slipping out. But Alex’s wish was ironclad. Puberty hit her like a freight train over the next six months, flooding her with hormones that turned her into exactly what he had promised — a boy-crazy little slut. She went from fighting the short skirts to begging her mom for shorter ones. She went from avoiding boys to sneaking behind the bleachers to make out with them, letting them grope her budding tits and finger her until she was a whimpering, dripping mess. Eventually she stopped fighting and accepted it. She’s now the most popular, flirtiest girl in eighth grade, proudly embracing her reputation as the school’s biggest tease. She still remembers being JT, but those memories only make her giggle and get wetter when she’s making out with some cute boy after school. She’s made the best of her situation and, in her own way, she’s happier than she ever was as a cocky 18-year-old guy.

Heather had her triplets and is now a single mom raising three energetic kids. She’s overweight, exhausted most days, and her once-perfect body is soft, heavy, and marked with stretch marks. Her massive breasts are constantly leaking milk, and she spends half her time waddling around in oversized maternity clothes that still barely contain her. But somewhere along the way she found a surprising amount of joy in motherhood. The constant chaos of three babies actually grounds her. She has a tight-knit group of other young moms who support her, trade babysitting, and laugh about the mess their lives have become. She’s surprisingly content. Recently she started dating a really kind, average-looking guy named Marcus — the kind of sweet, slightly nerdy man she would have never given a second glance to before the change. He adores her curves, helps with the kids, and makes her feel wanted without any games. For the first time in years, Heather feels genuinely loved, and she’s starting to believe this softer, messier life might actually be the best thing that ever happened to her.

As for Alex and Megan… no one knows for sure what happened in Vegas. They simply vanished. The rabbit’s foot disappeared with them, and every change it made remains permanent. Riley still wonders sometimes if Alex ever regretted what he did. But she’s stopped waiting for answers. She has a life now — one that’s messy, horny, and surprisingly wonderful — and for the first time in two years, she’s truly happy with who she is.

Life isn’t perfect for any of us, but we’ve all found our own version of happiness in the aftermath of Alex’s chaos. Some of us changed more than others, but in the end, we’re all making the best of the bodies and lives we were given. And maybe that’s the closest thing to a happy ending any of us could ask for.

Except… there was one last rumor that trickled back from Vegas months later.

They said a new headliner had taken the main stage at one of the smaller clubs off the Strip. A voluptuous 38-year-old MILF stripper named Destiny — long wavy brunette hair, full cock-sucking lips, heavy breasts that strained every top she wore, wide fertile hips and a thick, jiggling ass that made every man in the room forget his own name. She had two kids waiting at home with a babysitter — a four-year-old daughter named Megan and 18-month-old twins — and she danced every night like her life depended on it, tears sometimes glistening in her eyes as she ground against the pole, whispering “If only…” under her breath between songs while the crowd cheered and stuffed bills into her thong.

No one knew her real name. But those who remembered the old stories whispered that she used to be someone else… someone who once held all the power in the world and used it to ruin lives for fun.

Now she was just another broken, regretful MILF stripper, paying the price for every cruel wish she’d ever made.

And the rest of us? We kept living.

THE END?
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"When I write, I feel like an armless, legless man with a crayon in his mouth."

- Kurt Vonnegut


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

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.


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.


The Desire Bracelet

When Alex and Mia stumble upon an ancient bronze bracelet in a Key West antique shop, their romantic anniversary vacation explodes into a nonstop festival of filthy body swaps and uncontrollable lust. The cursed artifact doesn't just switch bodies—it reshapes them into the closest person's deepest sexual fantasy with every click. Mia swells into a perky, barely-legal 18-year-old with massive bouncing tits and a dripping-tight pussy, then transforms into a voluptuous Cuban MILF with a thick juicy ass, breeding hips, and a sultry Spanish accent that has her begging for cock in ways she never imagined. Alex experiences the other side, shrinking into a petite submissive nympho before becoming a heavy-breasted, hypersensitive woman whose new body craves to be filled and dominated, flooding them both with mind-altering urges, multiple orgasms, and an addictive hunger for the "wrong" gender. Weeks of raw, animalistic sex in swapped forms push them to the edge—until the bracelet delivers its final shock: Alex is permanently transformed into a woman... and pregnant with their daughter. Years later, with two kids and their locked-away secret, the bracelet resurfaces in the hands of their teenage daughter's boyfriend, restarting the cycle of taboo transformations, forbidden family lust, and insatiable desires. A scorching hot body-swap erotica packed with rapid gender transformation, age regression, MILF curves, pregnancy kink, lesbian play, breeding, and multi-generational taboo—for readers who crave irreversible changes and the thrill of becoming someone else's filthiest fantasy.


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.


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.


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.


The Perfect Toy

After two years of lies and a cold-blooded betrayal, cocky COO Kristopher A. Deed is about to learn that some debts are paid in flesh. Using a forbidden fusion of high-tech and ancient ritual, his ex, Lila, subjects him to the ultimate humiliation: a total biological rewrite into Krysti Brooks, a tiny, blonde bombshell with a mind wiped clean of everything but a desperate, dripping need to serve. Reconfigured with gravity-defying curves and erogenous zones rewired for total submission, the former tech bro is thrust into a nonstop gauntlet of strip clubs, gloryholes, and public degradation where every swallow is pure, mind-shattering ecstasy. As Krysti loses herself in a blur of service and salt, Lila watches the live feed of her ex’s total destruction, savoring a revenge that is as dark as it is delicious.


The Silver Craving

Bound by an ancient silver coin and a forbidden pact, Alex and Jordan enter a dangerous game of rewriting reality that quickly spirals out of control. When Jordan transforms into the voluptuous Riley, a playful experiment turns into a dark, soul-shattering addiction fueled by an uncontrollable hunger for her husband’s seed. Every encounter delivers a euphoric high more potent than any drug, fracturing her mind and eroding her resistance until she is nothing more than a desperate vessel living for the next hit. Raw, visceral, and impossible to put down, this is a descent into a magical craving where the pleasure is peak, but the price is everything.


A Cunning Switch

Jax Rivera, a cocky star quarterback, attempts to bribe his principal, Kara Voss. The conflict leads to a magical swap where Jax ends up in Kara’s body—pregnant and facing the physical toll of labor—while Kara takes over his athletic life.


The Hostile Makeover

Caleb, a father and care home worker, undergoes a botched ritual that permanently transforms him into "Joan." The story focuses on the "liquidation of the male ego" as he is overwritten by this new, maternal identity.


Gridiron Glitches - A Tale of Two Nerds, a Genie, and a Very Short Skirt

When two Texas high school nerds wish on a genie to help the football team, the magic glitches hard—one becomes a muscled running back, the other a busty cheerleader in a scandalously short skirt. Trapped in hyper-feminine bodies that betray them with every bouncing tit and clit-throbbing kick, the former boys endure humiliating routines, locker-room domination, soaked thongs, and a growing hunger for the very jocks they once idolized. Another botched wish seals their fate as cheer sluts for a year or more... unless they can win a championship before their minds (and pussies) completely surrender to their new, dripping-wet reality.


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.


Wish Granted, Body Betrayed: From Quantum Genius to Dripping Pleasure Slave

Brilliant quantum professor Ethan Calder thought he’d found the ultimate shortcut: three years of pure, uninterrupted focus to unlock real magic. The ancient vessel granted his wish—in the most devastating way possible—by swapping him into the lush, dripping body of Lila Kane, a fertile 19-year-old college sophomore blessed (and cursed) with massive, heaving breasts, an insatiable arousal that never fades, and a slick, eager pussy that betrays every rational thought. Sold at twenty-five as a virgin fetish bride, the once-arrogant genius is locked inside a mirrored boudoir and subjected to ruthless, hours-long sexual training by her demanding new master. Corseted, veiled, and constantly soaked, Lila fights the overwhelming waves of pleasure flooding her new form… until Ethan’s proud scientific mind finally cracks. Horrified resistance slowly melts into shameless, dripping craving as the fallen professor drops to her knees, begs for more, and rides with wild abandon—discovering that true power only comes through total, ecstatic surrender. A scorching gender-swap transformation packed with intense humiliation, deep mind-break, relentless fetish training, corset-tight bondage, and the delicious slide from arrogant genius to eager, pleasure-addicted slave.


The Hostile Takeover

Maya thought she was living her life. She thought her memories of her wedding, her youth, and her husband, Liam, were hers to keep. She was wrong. In the world of The Hostile Takeover, the soul is just another asset, and Maya’s youth is the target of a predatory acquisition. As her memories begin to "grey out" and a stranger starts wearing her skin like a tailored suit, Maya must find a way to reclaim her flesh before the clock strikes midnight and the merger becomes permanent.


Devious Enchantment's: The Blue Goo Swap

Dylan and Jenna use an enchanted product from a shop called "Devious Enchantment." The "Blue Goo" causes them to swap bodies, leading to a night of sensory exploration and a struggle with the decision of whether to swap back.


Borrowed Flesh

Blacklisted card counter Ethan Kessler was a ghost on the Vegas Strip until he discovered Madame Lin Wei’s glowing red orb—the ultimate tool for a man who wants to hide in plain sight by stealing the bodies of others. What begins as a clever gambling scam quickly devolves into a filthy, hedonistic spree as Ethan slips into the gravity-defying curves of a stripper and the milk-heavy, aching form of a pregnant beauty, losing himself in waves of raw, dripping ecstasy. From drug-fueled orgies to depraved sensory highs, he treats every new identity like a disposable toy, but the house always wins. As the borrowed forms grow increasingly broken and the pleasure twists into horror, Ethan makes a final, greedy mistake, trapping himself in the decaying, 489-pound body of a dying octogenarian. Now floating in a narcotic haze of catheters and humiliation, he must pay the ultimate price: living out the slow, sensory decay of a life that was never his.


Sugar Rush

Chase Wilder thought he’d found the ultimate dietary hack when a mysterious shopkeeper promised him a way to indulge his sweet tooth without the weight gain—but the "cure" comes with a permanent, feminine twist. One bite of a magical chocolate orb transforms him into Candi Cane, a stacked blonde whose metabolism has been rewired for pure pleasure: now, every calorie consumed bypasses her hips and goes straight to her clit. From dripping in public to headlining the dessert bar at Sinfully Sweet, Candi discovers that sugar is the ultimate aphrodisiac, triggering screaming, squirting orgasms with every decadent bite. In this scorching, sugar-fueled transformation tale, the man Chase once was is gone forever, replaced by a bimbo who lives for the rush and has never been wetter.


Genie in the Garage: Ken’s Wild Ride into Kayami

Ken Newland is a lazy, car-obsessed slacker rotting in his parents’ basement, dreaming of the ultimate JDM ride that will make heads turn on Austin’s streets. When he accidentally frees a real genie in a junkyard and blurts out, “I wish I had a car that would turn heads whenever I drove by,” the magic answers in the cruelest, hottest way possible. Suddenly, every time Ken slides behind the wheel, his body transforms into an absolute bombshell—first a busty platinum blonde spilling out of a tiny tube top, then a seductive 18-year-old Japanese schoolgirl named Kayami with perky tits, a short pleated skirt, and an irresistible accent. Guys stare, horns blare, and catcalls follow. But the real curse is the car’s twisted compulsion: admiring eyes trigger an uncontrollable urge that forces Kayami to pull over, drop to her knees, and eagerly service strangers with expert, drooling blowjobs that taste like sweet strawberry-vanilla cream. What begins as humiliating roadside encounters in the family sedan quickly spirals—vibrating seats, warm shifters, frantic rides in the back seat—until Ken is completely remade into Kayami Nakamura: a gorgeous long-haired Japanese beauty in a perpetual thong, addicted to pleasure and profit. Three disastrous wishes later, a “perfect hot car” lands her in a stolen Acura Integra Type S, complete with handcuffs and a one-way ticket to prison. After months of street service, Kayami finds herself at the Moonlite Bunny Ranch, rocking her schoolgirl fantasy uniform and becoming one of the highest-earning girls. Some compulsions never fade… and some girls never truly learn their lesson.


Bred in The Ice Age

When a ruthless male scientist slits his rival’s throat and flees through her time portal, he never expects to wake up as a tiny, fertile Ice Age beauty—petite breasts bouncing, virgin slit already slick and aching, body sliding helplessly into heat the moment a towering Neanderthal brute catches his scent. Now trapped in a delicate hundred-pound frame, he’s hunted, drugged, pinned down, and brutally bred again and again—stretched wide by a nine-inch prehistoric cock, pumped full until his belly swells, and slowly broken into the tribe’s warm, leaking breeding slave. From cold-blooded killer to eternally pregnant Golden One, this is the ultimate dark justice: a male mind shattered inside a body built only for submission and endless motherhood in the frozen hell of 55,000 BCE.
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