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Chapter 1

The Arrangement




“Good evening, Ms. Voss.”

“I trust you had no issues finding me?”

“It’s nice to finally meet you, Mr… X.”

“No, the directions in your email were perfect. It’s weird—I’ve driven past this stretch of South Congress a hundred times and never noticed the building. But I guess a lot of impossible shit is about to happen today.”

“Yes indeed, Ms. Voss. I make it a point not to be found unless I want to be.” Mr. X’s smirk was sharp, predatory. “Sorry to be blunt, but did you bring the full payment? I apologize for demanding it upfront, but some people tried half now, half later. They learned the hard way that the changes might not land exactly as they fantasized.”

“Oh no, you were crystal clear in our emails. I have the full amount wired and ready. I’m not expecting every single item on my wishlist, but God, I hope I get most of them. This is a stupid amount of money for revenge… but I can afford it. And I want this more than I’ve wanted anything in my life.”

“You won’t be disappointed,” Mr. X said, the smirk deepening into something almost filthy. “I’m very, very good at what I do.” He gestured toward a plush, charcoal leather sofa that looked like it cost more than most people’s cars. “Please, sit. Let’s get the money out of the way first.”

Lila Voss lowered herself onto the cushions, the soft leather hugging her thighs like a lover’s hands. Mr. X returned to his sleek glass desk, a wall of curved monitors and glowing laptops humming behind him like a digital altar.

“Before we begin,” he continued, “I need to be sure you understand the timeline. I can steer the target toward your preferences, but I refuse to rush the universe. Each shift needs time to settle—hours, sometimes days. I’ve learned the hard way: observe, let reality adjust, then nudge again. The universe is lazy. It changes as little as possible to make the new life feel natural. That works in our favor.”

He waved a hand at the massive 85-inch TV mounted on the exposed-brick wall.

“This screen is going to be your new obsession. Live feed of the target, plus every metric we could ever want—biometrics, neural patterns, even subconscious cravings. It took years, but we’ve finally fused bleeding-edge tech with something… older. Supernatural doesn’t even begin to cover it.” He tilted his head. “Drink? Snack? Espresso? Something stronger?”

“No, thank you. I’m too wired already. I’ve been dreaming about destroying that bastard for years.”

Mr. X’s eyes glittered. “Then today your dream gets very, very real. Tell me exactly what you want the end result to be, Lila. Give me the fantasy. I’ll engineer the most elegant, cruel path to get you there.”

Lila’s pulse hammered. Excitement and nerves twisted together low in her belly. She took a slow breath, then let the words spill out like venom she’d been holding for a decade.

“I met Kris my freshman year at UT. He was a junior—cocky, brilliant, already interning at Nexus Dynamics. We dated two years. I thought we were endgame. I was planning our proposal, our future, our everything. The day he graduated I stood outside the stadium in that ridiculous heat, waiting. He never came out. Never texted. Ghosted me completely. After two weeks of radio silence I drove to his parents’ place in West Lake Hills to confront him.”

“His mom looked confused when she let me in. I stormed upstairs, threw open his bedroom door… and there he was, balls-deep in my best friend. She was on all fours, moaning like a whore while he fucked her from behind. I screamed until she ran out half-naked. Then Kris finally looked at me—really looked at me—and laughed. He told me the truth like it was nothing. He hadn’t ‘left me for her.’ She was just one of dozens. He’d been cheating the entire two years. Half the campus had ridden his dick. When I asked why, he shrugged and said, ‘You’re hot as fuck, Lila, but you’re boring in bed. You suck cock like you lost a bet. So I kept a rotation of eager little fucktoys on the side.’”

The memory still burned like acid between her legs. Lila’s voice dropped, low and vicious.

“That’s what I want. Poetic fucking justice. I want Kristopher A. Deed turned into the perfect, brainless little fucktoy. The kind every sleazy tech-bro in Austin knows by name. A walking, dripping wet dream who lives for cock and can’t get enough. And most of all… I want her to suck dick better than any woman on the planet. Better than Kris ever dreamed possible. I want her lips and throat to be legendary.”

Lila sank back into the sofa, chest heaving, cheeks flushed. She hadn’t meant to sound quite so raw, but the words felt right—filthy, honest, soaked in years of rage and shame.

Mr. X simply smiled, slow and appreciative, like he’d just tasted something delicious.

“Justification not required… but I do enjoy the visuals.” He tapped a key. The massive screen flickered to life.

Half the display showed a crisp, hidden-camera feed: a sleek conference room overlooking Lady Bird Lake. Kristopher A. Deed—tall, tailored, every inch the Austin tech god—stood at the head of the table in a charcoal Tom Ford suit, commanding the room with effortless arrogance. Every time he gestured, the executives laughed or nodded like trained seals.

The other half scrolled with merciless data.

Subject Profile: [Kristopher A. Deed]



Core Identity & Logistics

	Name: Kristopher A. Deed 
	Location: The Independent, Downtown Austin, TX 
	Occupation: Chief Operating Officer, Nexus Dynamics 
	Residence: Penthouse 3201, 1600 Pearl Street, Austin, TX 


Physical Specifications

	Age: 32 
	Height: 6'2" 
	Weight: 184 lbs 
	Eye Color: Blue 
	Hair Color: Dark Brown 


Biometric Metrics

	Chest: 40" 
	Waist: 34" 
	Hips: 38" 
	Buttocks: 40" 


Neurological & Performance Assessment

	IQ: 117 
	Physical Fitness: Elite 
	Energy: High 
	Stamina: Exceptional 


Behavioral & Intimate Profile

	Sexual Appetite: Insatiable 
	Inhibitions: Minimal 
	Sexual Partners (documented): 47 




System Status: Data stream stabilized. Monitoring further invasive updates.

Lila had to look away. Forty-seven. She had been number one on that list—her virginity, her heart, her everything—and she’d been nothing but a placeholder for his rotating roster of side pieces.

On the live feed, Kris was wrapping up another flawless presentation. “Next quarter’s numbers are up twelve percent…”

Lila’s nails dug into the leather. “That’s him. I hate how fucking successful he still is.”

Mr. X leaned back, eyes gleaming with dark promise. “Was,” he corrected softly. “The key word is was.”

He cracked his knuckles once. “Ready to begin?”

Then the screen flickered and the transformation began in real time…


Chapter 2

Youth Restored

Mr. X smiled, slow and wicked. “Was is going to be the key word very, very soon. But first—let’s lock in the end-goal age before we twist anything else.”

“I want to erase every second he had with me,” Lila said, voice tight with old pain. “I know the universe doesn’t work like that, but I want her to be exactly the age he was when he met me. Nineteen.”

Mr. X’s fingers flew across the keyboard with predatory grace. “Nineteen it is. Let’s enjoy the show.”

On the massive screen, Kristopher A. Deed was wrapping up another flawless presentation inside the glass-walled conference room at Nexus Dynamics, the Austin skyline and Lady Bird Lake glittering behind him. His mind was already three steps ahead—finish this, corner Sharon in the hallway, and fuck the smirk right off her pretty face. She’d been eye-fucking him the entire meeting.

Then the room’s energy shifted. Executives who had been leaning forward suddenly recoiled, faces twisting in horror and confusion. Kris spun around, expecting some viral meme on the final slide. The deck was fine. But the hand gripping the clicker… that wasn’t his hand. It was smaller. Smoother. Familiar in the worst possible way.

A dizzying wave slammed into him. The world tunneled to black, a low resonant hum vibrating through every cell like a tuning fork struck against his soul.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

Kris’s arm shot up to silence the alarm and cracked hard against a cinder-block wall. “OWWW—fuck!” he groaned, voice thick with sleep.

His eyes snapped open.

This wasn’t his penthouse. This wasn’t even his city. He was in a cramped dorm room—fairy lights strung across the ceiling, a UT Longhorns poster on one wall, and the distinct scent of vanilla body spray and cheap laundry detergent. A girl’s dorm room. West Campus. Riverside Residence Hall.

What. The. Actual. Fuck.

He bolted upright, heart hammering. He was wearing nothing but a pair of black boxer briefs that suddenly felt two sizes too big. A pair of skinny jeans and a faded crop-top T-shirt lay crumpled on the floor. His brain scrambled for an explanation—maybe Sharon roofied him after drinks? But Sharon was twenty-eight, climbing the corporate ladder, and definitely not living in a freshman dorm.

He reached for the shrieking alarm clock on the nightstand. The hand that moved was delicate. Slender fingers. Short, neatly painted nails. He froze. Then his eyes dragged down his body—lean, smooth, no trace of the hard-earned six-pack he’d maintained since college. His chest looked… softer. His hips wider.

He stumbled to the full-length mirror on the closet door.

Holy shit.

The face staring back was nineteen again. Fresh. Soft jawline. Big blue eyes wide with panic. The same face he’d had the day he met Lila Voss at UT orientation… but now it was framed by shoulder-length honey-blonde hair.

This is impossible.

Back on the sofa, Lila’s breath caught. “What do you think so far?”

Mr. X chuckled. “This is so cool. I wouldn’t have believed it unless I just saw it happen.”

“So Kris is standing there right now, in a girl’s dorm room, losing his goddamn mind?”

“You don’t need to ask me,” Mr. X said, tapping the screen. “The feed shows exactly what he’s thinking. And it’s live.”

Lila squirmed on the leather, thighs pressing together. “Yeah… stupid question. Can we keep going?”

Mr. X wagged a finger. “Ah-ah-ah. We wait until the universe finishes knitting the new reality. Memories are already bleeding in. He’ll fight them at first—birthdays, childhoods, first kisses—but eventually the new life wins. That’s when the real fun starts.”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry. I’m just… fuck, it’s actually working.”

Kris was still reeling, staring at the phone on the nightstand: 11:07 a.m. Friday. Five minutes ago he’d been closing a $40 million deal. Now he was in a dorm? At UT? The knowledge felt like it had always been there—Bio 301 at 12:30, Mia waiting for him after…

A key clicked in the lock.

The door swung open and Mia Reyes stepped in—five-foot-six of sun-kissed perfection. Caramel skin glowing, long dark waves cascading over one shoulder, full lips curved in a wicked little smile. She wore tiny denim cutoffs and a cropped tank that showed off the smooth strip of stomach and the swell of perky C-cup tits.

“Hey babe,” she purred, kicking the door shut. “Skipping class today?”

“Uh… yeah. Skipping… Bio!” Kris blurted, latching onto the sudden memory like a lifeline. It still felt wrong, but it was something.

Mia’s eyes raked over him, hungry. “Good. I’ve got an hour until my next lecture.” She peeled the tank top off in one fluid motion, revealing a lacy black bralette barely containing her breasts. “Wanna pick up where we left off last night? You’re already dressed for it.” She giggled, low and throaty, and shimmied out of the shorts, leaving nothing but a tiny black thong that disappeared between the smooth cheeks of her perfect ass.

Kris’s mouth went dry. Mia was stunning—tight waist flaring into hips that begged to be gripped, thighs that could crush a man’s skull in the best way. His cock—still very much male for the moment—throbbed hard against the boxer briefs. The confusion in his head short-circuited the second she sauntered toward him, hips rolling with deliberate, filthy grace.

Suddenly figuring out the impossible seemed a whole lot less urgent.

He stared, pure animal lust flooding his veins as Mia pushed him back onto the unmade bed and climbed on top, straddling his hips. Her thong was already soaked; he could feel the wet heat grinding against the rigid length of his cock through the thin fabric.

And for one perfect, stolen moment, Kris forgot everything else in the world except how badly he needed to be inside her.

Suddenly the entire situation seemed a lot less important to figure out now. Every rational thought in Crystal’s head melted away the second Mia Reyes sauntered toward the bed like pure sex on legs.

Her hips rolled in slow, filthy circles, the tiny black thong doing nothing to hide how soaked her smooth, puffy pussy lips already were. Her full, caramel tits strained against the lace bralette, dark nipples stiff and begging to be sucked. Long dark waves tumbled over one shoulder as she gave him a wicked, hungry grin.

“And it looks like you’re so fucking ready for me,” Mia purred, voice thick with lust. She shoved Kris back onto the rumpled dorm bed and climbed on top, straddling his hips like she owned every inch of him. Her soaked thong dragged along the rigid length of his cock, leaving a hot, slippery trail on the fabric.

“Mmm, fuck, baby… you’re throbbing,” she moaned, grinding down harder, her slick folds parting around the thick ridge through his boxers. She reached between them, yanked the waistband down, and freed his aching cock. In one greedy motion she sank all the way down, taking every thick inch until her ass kissed his hips.

“Oh shit… damn, you’re so fucking tight,” Kris groaned, eyes rolling back as her scorching, velvet pussy clenched around him like a hot, sucking mouth. Mia started riding him hard—bouncing that juicy ass up and down, tits jiggling wildly, dark nipples tracing circles in the air. Wet, filthy slapping sounds filled the tiny dorm room: skin on skin, her creamy arousal coating his shaft and dripping down to soak his balls.

“Fuck yes… just like that,” Mia gasped, head thrown back, riding him like a slut in heat. “God, your cock feels so good stretching me… harder, baby—give it to me!”

Kris’s fingers dug into her hips, thrusting up to meet every bounce. The pressure in his balls built fast, white-hot and desperate. “Mia… fuck, I’m gonna cum already—I can’t hold it—”

But the orgasm wouldn’t break.

No matter how perfectly her slick walls milked him, no matter how hard she slammed down, he stayed trapped on that agonizing, throbbing edge. But the orgasm wouldn’t break. No matter how perfectly she milked him, he stayed trapped on that agonizing, throbbing edge. The pleasure only grew sharper, crueler… Mia noticed.

A wicked little smile curved her lips. She lifted off him with a wet pop… and reached under the bed. “Mr. Happy” — a thick, veiny purple strap-on — jutted obscenely from her hips. “On your back, legs open wide like a good girl,” she commanded, voice dripping with filthy promise.

The moment the fat dildo stretched him open, Kris’s world detonated. A scream ripped from his throat—high, breathy, shamelessly slutty. His chest swelled outward in two heavy, sensitive tits… His cock twitched violently, then shrank inward, inverting into a slick, aching pussy…

Kris’s mind spun, but his body obeyed. Mia pushed his thighs apart, lined up the thick head with his ass, and thrust forward hard.

The moment the fat dildo stretched him open, Kris’s world detonated.

A scream ripped from his throat—high, breathy, shamelessly slutty. His chest swelled outward in two heavy, sensitive tits topped with stiff pink nipples. His cock twitched violently, then shrank inward, inverting into a slick, aching pussy that clenched desperately around nothing. Long honey-blonde hair spilled across the pillow as his face softened into delicate, cock-hungry beauty.

“Nnnngh… aaaaaahhhhh!” The new voice that tore out of Crystal was pure porn-star whimper.

Mia’s eyes widened for half a second—then that wicked, predatory grin spread across her full lips like she’d just won the lottery.

“Oh my fucking God… look at you,” she breathed, voice husky with pure lust. “You’re already creaming down your thighs, you little whore. Legs up. Now.”

Crystal’s body betrayed her instantly. Her thighs parted on their own, knees falling wide like a desperate slut in heat. Mia lined up the fat, bulbous head and slammed in with one brutal thrust.

The pleasure detonated like lightning straight to Crystal’s brand-new clit.

“Fuuuuck—aaaaahhhhh!” The scream that ripped out of her was high, breathy, and shamelessly pornographic. Her heavy new tits bounced violently as Mia started pounding her with deep, punishing strokes. The thick silicone cock stretched her slick pussy to its limit, dragging against every sensitive ridge inside her, bottoming out against her cervix with wet, filthy squelch-squelch-squelch sounds that echoed off the dorm walls.



Back on the sofa, Lila Voss was gripping the leather so hard her knuckles were white.

“Ugh! This is NOT what I want to see!” she snarled, thighs pressed together. “Not only is he about to get exactly what he wants, but according to this screen his entire life is going great!”

Mr. X raised a calming hand, eyes sparkling with amusement. “Lila, please. I know this is difficult to watch, but trust me—things are moving exactly as they should. The universe is creative. You never know how deliciously it will reshape reality. And I promise… you’re going to enjoy where this is headed very, very soon.”

On the screen, Mia was still railing the newly transformed Crystal, who was moaning like a whore despite the horror in her eyes.

Lila leaned forward, breathing faster, a dark smile slowly spreading across her lips.

“…Keep going.”



Mia fucked her like she was trying to break her. Hard. Fast. Relentless.

“Take it, baby—take every fucking inch,” Mia growled, sweat already glistening on her caramel skin. Her own tits bounced wildly with every thrust, dark nipples stiff and begging. “God, your cunt is gripping me so tight… you’re soaking my cock, you filthy little slut. Listen to how wet you are.”

Crystal’s head thrashed on the pillow. Her brand-new pussy clenched and fluttered greedily around the invading dildo, creamy arousal gushing out with every withdrawal and splattering Mia’s thighs. Her swollen clit throbbed painfully, each slam sending electric jolts of ecstasy through her entire body. Her huge tits heaved and jiggled, sensitive nipples brushing her own arms and sending sparks straight to her core.

Mia leaned down, capturing one stiff pink nipple between her lips and sucking hard while she kept railing her. Crystal’s back arched violently.

“Oh my God—yes—fuck—don’t stop!” The words tumbled out before Crystal could stop them. Her voice was pure feminine porn—high, needy, dripping with desperation.

Mia laughed breathlessly against her tit and bit down just hard enough to make Crystal’s eyes roll back. “That’s it, Crystal… scream for me. Let the whole floor hear what a cock-hungry little whore you are.” She reached between them and rubbed tight, frantic circles over Crystal’s swollen clit while pounding even deeper.

Crystal shattered.

Her first orgasm as a woman hit like a freight train. Her brand-new pussy clamped down vise-tight around the dildo, squirting hot, clear girl-cum all over Mia’s stomach and the harness. Her whole body convulsed—tits bouncing, thighs shaking, toes curling so hard they cramped. A long, broken wail tore from her throat: “I’m cumming—I’m fucking cumming—oh God don’t stop!”

But Mia didn’t stop. She fucked her straight through it, drawing the orgasm out into a second, even more violent one. Crystal’s eyes crossed. Her tongue lolled out. Drool slipped from the corner of her mouth as she came again, pussy spasming and gushing, soaking the sheets beneath them.

Only then did Mia finally slow, pulling the dripping dildo free with an obscene schlorp. She sat back on her heels, chest heaving, staring down at the quivering, wrecked mess that used to be Kris.

Crystal lay there panting, tits rising and falling, pussy still twitching and leaking. For one blissful second the overwhelming pleasure drowned out everything else.

Then reality crashed back in.

“Wait!” she tried to yell, but it came out as a needy, whimpering gasp. “This is wrong… I’m the boy… oh fuck, I’m supposed to be a— boy?”

Mia sat up looking confused, then angry, then very fucking angry.

“Crystal!” she snapped, voice sharp as a whip. “Look. I know you, like, have a serious case of penis envy or whatever, but we agreed we would take turns being the boy. You wore Mr. Happy the past three times, so I got to wear it this time! If you’re going to be a bitch about it then maybe you can just fuck yourself!”

She yanked the strap-on off with an irritated huff and hurled the glistening purple dildo onto the bed beside Crystal. It landed with a wet slap, still coated in Crystal’s creamy cum.

Mia quickly threw her clothes back on—tiny shorts and cropped tank—grabbed her backpack, and stormed toward the door.

Crystal was overwhelmed. The confusion of the situation was somehow dwarfed by the shame that crashed over her like ice water. Her cheeks burned crimson. Tears welled up instantly.

Mia paused at the open door, looking back. She shook her head, a mix of exasperation and amusement on her face. “Crystal, you’re such a mess. I don’t know how I’d live with you if we weren’t roommates.” Then her smirk turned devious. “I’ll be back after class. Besides… it sounded like you were loving it, you little slut.”

She blew a mocking kiss and closed the door behind her.

Crystal’s whimper turned into soft, squeaky sobs. She curled onto her side, still naked and leaking, the thick purple dildo lying accusingly beside her.

Jennifer was right. Deep down Crystal had always fantasized about this—having a big, hard cock hanging between her legs, bending some pretty girl over and pounding her tight little ass until she filled her up. The mental image made her brand-new pussy clench hard. A fresh trickle of arousal slipped down her thigh. Her hand moved almost on its own, sliding between her shaky legs to cup her dripping, puffy folds.

The moment her fingers brushed her swollen clit, a needy little moan escaped her lips.

Wait. Wait! This wasn’t right.

She did have a penis—at least she did before. Something changed her. What if it kept changing her? What if she was stuck like this forever?

Panic slammed into her chest. She had to get out of here. She had to find help. She was naked, soaked, and her body was still trembling from back-to-back orgasms.

She stumbled to the closet on shaky legs and yanked the door open. Half of her expected to see men’s clothes. The other half—the part that had apparently lived here for months—knew exactly what was inside.

The full-length mirror on the back of the door caught her first.

The girl staring back was breathtakingly beautiful… and completely foreign. Wide blue eyes, plump cock-sucking lips, long honey-blonde hair. Tiny B-cup breasts that still felt heavy and sensitive on her chest. Soft, untoned stomach. Flared hips and a big, round ass that jiggled with every movement.

But these memories couldn’t be real. She was a successful thirty-two-year-old man! A COO at Nexus Dynamics, for fuck’s sake!

“I gotta get out of here!” she whispered in that soft, girly voice that still startled her.

She grabbed the first things she could reach: a pair of soft pink pajama pants and an oversized UT Longhorns T-shirt. The pants stretched obscenely over her fat ass—she had to wiggle and tug to get them up, the thin fabric molding to every curve like a second skin. She resisted the sudden, filthy urge to smack her own ass just to watch it jiggle in the mirror.

Conflicting thoughts slammed through her head: a lifetime of male confidence and power crashing against a lifetime of feminine self-consciousness and raw, slutty desire. She yanked the baggy T-shirt over her head, the soft cotton brushing her sensitive nipples and making them stiffen instantly. She instinctively tucked her light-brown hair behind her ears.

The movement in the mirror caught her again.

She bit her plump lower lip, staring at her reflection. “I’m not wearing any underwear…” she whispered in the most seductive, breathy voice she could manage.

A fresh gush of arousal soaked the crotch of her pajama pants.

Then horror hit her like a slap.

She squeaked—an actual high-pitched, girly squeak—and bolted for the door, tits bouncing, ass jiggling, pussy still dripping down her thighs as she ran out into the hallway of the dorm.



Holding back tears of laughter, Lila Voss was grinning like a kid who’d just ripped open the best Christmas present of her life. Her cheeks hurt. Her thighs were still clenched tight from the show she’d just watched, and she couldn’t stop the giddy little laugh that kept bubbling up.

“You are the fucking master,” she breathed, eyes sparkling. “I will never doubt you again.”

Mr. X leaned back in his chair, looking smug as hell. “What can I say? I’m very, very good at what I do.”

Lila wiped at the corner of her eye, still half-laughing. “So… what are your plans next? She’s still heading to class like a good little student. Still on track to graduate and be… successful?”

Mr. X gestured lazily at the screen, where the live feed now showed Crystal sprinting down the dorm hallway in her stretched-out pajama pants and oversized Longhorns T-shirt, tits bouncing wildly, ass jiggling with every panicked step.

“Well, as you can see,” he said smoothly, “despite Crystal’s very well-founded sexual preferences, she’s still trying to be a studious, traditionally proper young lady. Same major, same trajectory, same drive to succeed. She’ll probably end up just as successful as the old Kris — maybe even more so.”

Lila’s grin faltered for half a second. “Unless…!” she nearly shouted, leaning forward in pure, vicious excitement.

Mr. X’s smile turned dark and delicious. “Unless we intervene, of course.” He cracked his knuckles once, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “This next batch is going to be my favorite part. You see, Lila, every woman has a breaking point. A girl born with big tits might still turn out sweet and innocent. A girl born with big tits and the perfect hourglass body to match? That’s no guarantee either. But with every little shift we make, the odds tilt. The universe starts nudging her toward using those assets. The slutty thoughts get louder. The shame gets quieter. The need gets stronger.”

He tapped the screen, and the metrics on Crystal’s profile began to pulse and shift.

“This is what I call the breaking point. We’re going to find Crystal’s… and then we’re going to shatter it.”

Lila’s breath hitched. She licked her lips slowly, eyes locked on the screen as the live feed followed Crystal bursting out of the dorm into the bright Austin sunlight.

“Make her break,” she whispered, voice low and dripping with years of pent-up venom. “Make her break so hard she never puts herself back together again.”

Mr. X’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, eyes gleaming with wicked promise.

“Oh, Lila… by the time I’m done with her, the only thing Crystal will be studying is how deep she can take a cock down her throat while she begs for more.”

He smiled.

“Ready for round two?”


Chapter 3

The Breaking Point

Crystal waited impatiently by the elevator, foot tapping frantically against the tile floor. “Fuck… why do I have to live on the fourth floor?” she muttered angrily in that soft, girly voice that still made her stomach twist.

The elevator light was stuck on the ground level again. She couldn’t wait another second.

“Screw it. I’ll take the stairs!”

She bolted for the stairwell door and threw it open. The moment she started down the first flight, her small breasts began to bounce lightly with every hurried step. She cursed under her breath for not grabbing a bra in her panic — the thin T-shirt offered zero support, and every little movement made her nipples drag teasingly against the cotton, sending tiny unwelcome sparks straight to her core.

By the second flight, something was already wrong. The bouncing had grown heavier, fuller, slapping against her ribcage with noticeable weight. Her nipples — suddenly hypersensitive — scraped back and forth against the fabric with every step, the friction turning into a constant, throbbing tease that made her brand-new pussy flutter and clench. A hot little pulse throbbed between her thighs.

“Shit… what the hell is happening?” she whispered, voice cracking.

Third flight. They were really bouncing now — heavy, pendulous, almost painful. Each step sent them jiggling wildly, the soft flesh slapping audibly against her chest. Her stiff nipples rubbed constantly, the delicious friction turning into a relentless, aching tease that made her clit swell and throb. “Yip!” A humiliating little squeak tore out of her before she could stop it. The sensation was too much. She grabbed her breasts desperately with both hands, trying to pin them still.

But there was far more here than there had been just minutes ago.

Her hands — the same hands that used to cup her entire chest easily — could now only contain a portion of the soft, warm, jiggling flesh. The rest spilled between her fingers, heavy and sensitive, bouncing even as she tried to hold them down. Every hurried step made them wobble and sway, nipples scraping harder, sending electric jolts straight to her dripping core. Shame burned across her cheeks, but her pussy was getting wetter with every bounce.

By the time she reached the bottom landing and burst out into the bright Austin sunlight, she was panting hard, face flushed, thighs slick.

She looked down.

The oversized T-shirt that had hung loosely moments ago now stretched tight across her chest like a second skin. Two very prominent, rock-hard nipples poked obviously against the fabric. They were so perky and full she couldn’t stop herself — she hooked a trembling finger into the neckline and pulled it forward.

Two perfect, round, mouth-watering tits greeted her. Full C-cups at least, sitting high and proud on her chest like they belonged on an Instagram model — soft, perky, and topped with puffy pink nipples that were aching to be sucked.

“Nnnooo…” she whimpered, voice breathy and broken.

Then the next change slammed into her.

A crushing tightness seized her midsection. Crystal doubled over with a sharp gasp, arms wrapping around her stomach as tears sprang to her eyes. It felt like an invisible corset was cinching tighter and tighter, forcing the air from her lungs. Her waist contracted dramatically while her hips flared outward. The pressure was intense, almost painful — then suddenly released.

She straightened up slowly, breathing hard.

Her arms were now wrapped around bare, smooth midriff. The T-shirt had completely transformed. What had been baggy cotton was now a tight white cropped tank top that ended several inches above her belly button, putting her newly flat, toned stomach and dramatic hourglass figure on full display. The deep scoop neckline proudly framed her enhanced cleavage like it was meant to be stared at.

“Wow…” she heard herself whisper in a breathy, appreciative tone as she stared at her own tits.

She shook her head violently. No. Focus, you idiot!

Crystal scanned the busy campus and locked onto the bus stop across the lawn. That was her best chance. She started walking, trying to look casual despite the fact that she was wearing pajamas in public and her body felt completely alien.

But something was still changing.

Every step felt different now. Her hips rolled more. Her ass felt heavier, rounder, softer. Her thighs rubbed together with new plushness. Her heart began pounding harder when she noticed a group of guys walking toward her on the sidewalk. Their conversation died instantly. Several of them openly stared. One in particular — tall, broad-shouldered, with hungry eyes — looked like he wanted to devour her on the spot.

A filthy fantasy flashed through her mind unbidden: that guy grabbing her, shoving her onto the bus stop bench, ripping her pants down and fucking her senseless in broad daylight while his friends watched and cheered.

The image should have terrified her.

Instead, a hot little pulse throbbed deep in her pussy.

Focus, she whispered desperately. Just walk normally—

Click!

Her hips popped loudly. The sudden shift nearly made her stumble. Another pop followed as her pelvis tilted forward and her ass pushed out dramatically. Her walk changed permanently. She was swaying now — hips rolling in an exaggerated, fuck-me rhythm she couldn’t control. Her fat new ass jiggled and bounced with every step like it was begging for attention.

The guys had stopped walking completely, mouths open, staring shamelessly at the way her body moved.

Crystal’s cheeks burned with humiliation… but her pussy was getting wetter by the second.

She stopped and looked down at her pants just in time to watch the final transformation finish. The legs of the pajama pants dissolved upward, shrinking rapidly until they became tiny, skin-tight white boyshorts that hugged every curve of her plump ass and camel-toed her puffy, dripping pussy lips obscenely.

“Eek!”

The girlish shriek that came out of her was mortifying. The white fabric was already turning translucent from how soaked she was. A thick bead of creamy arousal slipped down her inner thigh.

She wiped it up with two fingers without thinking… then, in a daze, brought them to her nose and inhaled.

The musky, sweet scent of fresh pussy and leftover cum hit her like a drug.

Oh my god… that’s me. I’m literally dripping with cum.

The thought should have disgusted her. Instead, a stupid little giggle escaped her lips as she twirled a lock of now-golden blonde hair around her finger.

Wait… when did my hair turn blonde?

Her mind was getting foggy. Thoughts were slower. Hornier.

Umm… I’m not just a sexy girl, she thought, struggling to stay focused. Another thick drop of girl-cum ran down her thigh. I’m a dirty… sexy girl…

She chewed on the tip of her thumb, tasting the faint remnants of her own juices, and felt her pussy throb harder. Her free hand started drifting between her legs before she caught herself.

No! This isn’t right! I have to get home!

She spun around and ran back toward the dorm as fast as her new body would allow — heavy tits bouncing obscenely, fat ass jiggling wildly in the tiny soaked boyshorts, fresh arousal dripping down her thighs with every desperate, slutty step.



Back in the cool, dimly lit office, Mr. X leaned back in his chair with a satisfied smirk, eyes fixed on the massive screen.

“Your Kris is a strong one,” he said, almost impressed. “He hasn’t fully given in yet. The changes have definitely left their mark, though.” He tapped a key and the metrics on the right side of the display pulsed and updated in real time.

“Notice the IQ drop? Down from 117 to 92 and still falling. It seems Crystal has a much harder time concentrating in class these days. I think we all know exactly what’s on her mind now.” He glanced sideways at Lila, eyes glittering. “And check the sexual partner count. It’s climbing fast. She’s still desperately trying to stay in college, though. Current ambition: Elementary Education major. Probably because that’s the only group she could manage to teach anything to anymore.”

He chuckled darkly. “So the ego is still there. She isn’t broken yet. But no fear, Lila… nobody can resist a pretty face for long.”

Lila Voss was practically vibrating on the sofa, hands clasped tightly in her lap, thighs pressed together so hard her knuckles were white. Her breath came fast and shallow.

“Yes!” she blurted out, voice cracking with pure, vicious excitement. “Keep going. Please.”

She caught herself and laughed, a little embarrassed by how eager she sounded. “Sorry… I’m just having a fantastic time.”

Mr. X’s smirk widened into something almost predatory. “Good. Because we’re only getting started.”

On the screen, the live feed showed Crystal bursting back into her dorm room, slamming the door behind her. She was panting hard, honey-blonde hair wild, cheeks flushed deep pink. The tiny white boyshorts were completely soaked through — the thin fabric now transparent, clinging obscenely to her puffy, glistening pussy lips. A fresh trickle of her own arousal ran down the inside of her thigh as she leaned against the door, chest heaving, massive tits straining against the cropped tank top.

She looked equal parts terrified and unbearably horny.

Lila watched with dark, hungry eyes as Crystal slid down the door until she was sitting on the floor, legs spread just enough for the camera to catch the wet spot spreading across the crotch of her boyshorts.

Mr. X tapped another key, zooming in slightly on Crystal’s dazed, conflicted face.

“Shall we continue?” he asked softly.

Lila licked her lips, voice low and dripping with years of revenge.

“Break her.”


Chapter 4

Angel Wings

Crystal slammed the dorm door so hard the frame rattled and twisted the deadbolt with trembling fingers. She leaned back against it, chest heaving, honey-blonde hair plastered to her flushed cheeks. Every ragged breath made her heavy new tits strain against the cropped tank top, nipples stiff and aching. Her soaked boyshorts clung obscenely to her puffy pussy lips, the thin white fabric now completely transparent and dripping down her inner thighs.

The room hit her like a slap. Pink everywhere. Pink curtains, pink throw pillows, pink heart-shaped rug, pink satin sheets still damp and stained from the morning’s filthy fuck session with Mia. The smell of sex and vanilla body spray hung thick in the air.

This had to be a nightmare.

She stumbled into the tiny bathroom on shaky legs, flicked on the sink, and splashed cold water on her face. Golden locks tucked behind her ears, she looked up.

The reflection staring back wasn’t quite hers anymore.

Her nose — the one she used to hate for being too big — had shrunk into a cute little button. Every pimple and freckle had vanished. Her skin was flawless porcelain, glowing under the cheap fluorescent light. Her eyes looked bigger, brighter, almost doll-like. Her lips had plumped into a perfect cock-sucking pout. The face in the mirror was a real-life Barbie — soft, youthful, and stupidly, fuckably pretty.

She backed up to see more of her body.

Her tits had grown again, full, round D-cups that sat high and proud, jiggling with every breath. Her waist was impossibly tiny. Her hips flared dramatically into a thick, heart-shaped ass that begged to be grabbed. She ran her hands over her new curves, mesmerized.

“I could be a model…” she purred in that breathy, slutty voice before she could stop herself.

The words had barely left her lips when the final changes hit.

Her cropped tank top shrank rapidly, the neckline plunging lower and lower until her heavy tits were barely contained, deep cleavage spilling out the top. The hem rode up until it was just a tiny band under her bust. Her boyshorts transformed into a matching set of tiny, expensive-looking white lace panties and a push-up bra that shoved her tits together into obscene, jiggling perfection. Then the bra clasp tugged sharply — ornate feathered angel wings unfurled from her back with a soft whoosh, spreading wide behind her.

“What the heck!?” she squeaked.

She spun toward the door, wings barely fitting through the frame, and burst out of the bathroom.

She was no longer in her dorm.

She stood on a brightly lit runway backstage, surrounded by a dozen other stunning, nearly naked models in lingerie and feathered wings. Loud bass music thumped through massive speakers. A male announcer’s voice boomed: “And now… the Victoria’s Secret Angel Showcase!”

Her heart hammered. Sweat beaded across her skin. She felt like she’d just run a marathon.

A short, chubby woman with a clipboard snapped her fingers in front of Crystal’s face. “Crystal! You looked amazing out there, babe. Great work. We’ve got ten minutes until your next walk — let’s get you dried off and touched up.”

She grabbed Crystal’s hand and dragged her into a side room filled with makeup stations and garment racks. One of the other angels — tall, gorgeous, already in full wings and lingerie — strutted past the curtain toward the runway.

“Crystal! Focus!” the woman barked. “Timmy’s got you. Ten minutes!”

An eccentrically dressed man with a very noticeable lisp spun around from his station. “Ooh, Ms. Crystal! You are positively drenched, honey. Stand still — don’t move one pretty little muscle.”

He lifted her wings gently off the bra straps, then unclasped the bra entirely. Crystal gasped and tried to cover herself, but Timmy’s surprisingly strong hands held her shoulders in place. “Ms. Crystal! You’re making my job so much harder when you wiggle like that.”

He began toweling her down with a soft, warm cloth — slow, deliberate strokes across her bare shoulders, down her back, under her heavy tits. Every inch of her skin was caressed. When he reached between her thighs, gently wiping the slick mess from her dripping pussy, Crystal’s knees buckled.

“Ahhh!” A half-moan tore from her throat.

“Nuh-uh-uh!” Timmy scolded like she was a naughty puppy. He reached into a cooler and pulled out two square, rubbery patches, peeling the backing off with a wicked little grin. “Usually we only use these for a few seconds to make your girls camera-ready… but for excitable little things like you, they work wonders at calming you down.”

He slapped the cold patches directly over her stiff, puffy nipples.

The instant chill made Crystal gasp. Then the stimulation hit — her nipples swelled and hardened beneath the rubber, rubbing and squeaking with every tiny movement. Electric tingles shot straight to her clit. Timmy went back to work between her thighs, wiping her slowly, thoroughly, his towel brushing her swollen pussy lips again and again.

She couldn’t help it. A long, desperate moan poured out of her: “Mmmmmmmmmm…”

Timmy stood up abruptly, furious. “Are you happy now? You just ruined a three-hundred-dollar pair of panties! I have to get you a fresh set, redo your entire makeup, and we have five minutes! Get yourself under control, young lady!”

The scolding hit Crystal like a slap from her father. Deep shame flooded her. Tears spilled down her cheeks, ruining her perfect makeup.

It wasn’t her fault… she hadn’t had real sex in over a year. Her last boyfriend dumped her the day she got accepted as a Victoria’s Secret Angel. She loved sex. Who the hell was supposed to survive a whole year without cumming?

Now she was fully crying, mascara running in black streaks down her perfect doll face.

She stumbled into the main prep room just to escape Timmy. Another angel — tall, stunning, with massive fake tits — noticed her tears immediately and walked over.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?”

Crystal couldn’t even speak. She just opened her arms. The girl pulled her into a tight hug.

Their bare breasts pressed together — soft, warm, heavy flesh squishing and rubbing. Crystal’s sensitive, patch-covered nipples dragged against the other girl’s skin and she whimpered helplessly into the stranger’s shoulder, tears flowing freely while fresh arousal soaked the new panties Timmy had just forced her into.



Lila Voss leaned back into the leather sofa with a sharp, dissatisfied huff, arms crossed tight under her breasts. Her eyes narrowed at the massive screen where Crystal — now a flawless, winged Victoria’s Secret Angel — was being fussed over backstage like some priceless doll.

“She makes more than me now,” Lila muttered, voice thick with irritation. “I know, I know — you’re not done yet. But still… this doesn’t feel like progress. She went from college slut to professional fucking model. She’s literally strutting down runways in lingerie while I’m sitting here paying you a small fortune.”

Mr. X smiled, slow and knowing, like he’d been waiting for exactly this complaint. He steepled his fingers and leaned forward, eyes gleaming with dark amusement.

“Ah, Lila… looks can be so beautifully deceiving.” He tapped the screen and Crystal’s profile metrics pulsed brighter. “Notice something? For the first time in her new life, she is completely dependent on her looks for success. Her dream isn’t to graduate with honors or climb the corporate ladder anymore. Her only goal now is to flaunt that perfect body and get paid for it. She spent her entire childhood and teenage years idolizing these angels — watching the shows on repeat, memorizing every model’s name, buying their perfume, wearing their clothes like a uniform. She worships this life.”

He let the words sink in, then delivered the kill shot with a wicked little tilt of his head.

“Imagine how utterly crushed she’ll be when she doesn’t get accepted… or when the dream starts to crack. By the way — did you know there’s a strict minimum height requirement to become a Victoria’s Secret Angel?”

Lila’s breath caught. Her lips parted in sudden, vicious understanding. A slow, hungry smile spread across her face as the realization hit.

Mr. X’s fingers hovered over the keyboard like a conductor about to drop the next brutal note.

“Shall we make her even smaller?” he asked softly. “Let’s see how that perfect little fucktoy looks when the universe takes away the one thing she has left.”

Lila’s thighs pressed together hard. Her voice came out low, trembling with dark delight.

“Do it. Shrink her. Make her tiny, helpless, and desperate.”

Mr. X’s smile widened.

“Consider it done.”


Chapter 5

Tiny and Teased

Crystal finally broke the hug, sniffling as she pulled away from the other angel’s massive, soft tits. The girl gave her a gentle smile. “Feeling better? We’re always here for you, babe. I’ve gotta go make sure I’m still runway-ready. Okay?”

She reached in for one last squeeze. Crystal leaned in happily — until the girl’s hands slid up, wrapped around the back of her head, and yanked her face straight into the deep, warm valley of her enormous cleavage.

“Mmmph—!” Krystal’s muffled, girly shriek was swallowed by hot, perfumed tit-flesh. The soft, heavy mounds completely engulfed her head, smothering her in silky skin and the faint scent of vanilla body oil. She pushed desperately, but the other girl didn’t budge — she was suddenly, impossibly stronger. Or Krystal was suddenly, impossibly smaller.

When the girl finally let go, Krystal stumbled backward, gasping. The entire backstage room had grown. The other models now towered over her like goddesses. The ceilings looked miles high. The floor felt farther away. She was tiny — barely five feet tall, petite, delicate, and weak.

Fear and shame flooded her, but so did something far more humiliating: a fresh, hot gush of arousal that soaked straight through her tiny lace panties.

She spun around and ran for the curtain on shaky legs, one hand frantically holding up the oversized panties that were now sliding down her newly rounded little ass. She burst through the fabric—

—and blinding runway lights exploded across her vision.

Thousands of people gasped in unison.

Krystal blinked hard, trying to see. When her eyes adjusted, horror slammed into her. The panties were comically huge now, sagging around her ankles like a little girl playing dress-up in her mom’s underwear. The angel wings were gone. The expensive lingerie had vanished. She stood there in nothing but a too-big white thong that had slipped completely off one foot, completely naked under the spotlights in front of a packed audience.

Handheld radios crackled everywhere: “Security — female streaker on stage three!”

Giant security guards started closing in.

Krystal squeaked in panic and tried to run back through the curtain, but the oversized thong tangled around her ankles. She tripped hard. The heavy fabric wrapped around her head as she fell, and everything went black.



“Oh my gosh, Krystal! Are you okay?!”

A friendly voice cut through the darkness. Gentle hands pulled the curtain — now just a tablecloth — off her face. Krystal sat up on the restaurant floor, head spinning, trying to get her bearings.

Nothing looked familiar.

A sweet, slightly plain girl knelt beside her with a concerned frown. “Wh… where am I?” Krystal asked in a tiny, breathy, little-girl voice.

“Oh sweetie, you must have hit your head hard,” the girl said gently. “You’re at work, at Luigi’s. You tripped and fell right next to this table. I thought you just grabbed the tablecloth, but you smacked your head pretty good.”

Krystal let out a shaky breath of relief. No more giants. No more runway. Everything felt fuzzy and far away. She latched onto the last clear thought she had and blurted it out: “I’m a model!”

The girl — Alicia, her brain supplied — helped her to her feet with a sympathetic smile. “Oh honey… I know how badly you wanted that. But some things you just can’t change. I don’t know a single girl who wouldn’t kill to be as pretty as you are, though.” She brushed a strand of golden hair behind Krystal’s ear. “Maybe you should go home and rest.”

“N-no, I’m okay,” Krystal said quickly, forcing a smile. “Just a little dizzy from the fall. Thanks, bestie.”

She was lucky to have a friend like Alicia. But… Jeez, Alicia was tall. Everyone was tall now. Krystal remembered being the tallest girl in middle school. Then everyone else kept growing and she just… stopped. Oh well. Like Alicia said — you can’t change it.

She looked down at herself. She was wearing a custom-fitted black dress that hugged her tiny frame perfectly. It was the nicest thing she owned. All the clothes in the junior section were always too tight in the chest and too loose everywhere else, and she couldn’t afford anything better. This uniform was the only thing that actually fit her 5-foot-nothing, impossibly petite body.

She made her way up to the host stand on tiptoes just to see over the counter.

A few minutes later a family walked in. Krystal popped up on her tiptoes, beaming her brightest, ditziest smile. “Welcome to Luigi’s! How many tonight?” she sang in her high, bubbly voice.

The husband’s eyes immediately dropped to the deep neckline of her dress, where her massive, pushed-up tits threatened to spill out with every breath. He held up three fingers, clearly distracted.

“Okee-dokee!” Krystal chirped, grabbing three menus. She spun around and led them into the dining room, hips swaying on pure instinct. The dress was so short and tight that every step made her fat little ass jiggle and bounce. She could feel their eyes burning into her from behind — especially the teenage son, who was already walking funny.

This was always Krystal’s favorite part of the job. She didn’t have to do anything extra. Her body just moved like that now — tiny waist, huge tits, round bubble butt, and a walk that screamed “fuck me” whether she wanted it to or not. By the time she reached the table, the husband was flushed and the son was trying (and failing) to hide the obvious bulge in his jeans.

Krystal leaned way over to hand out the menus, giving them both an eyeful of deep, creamy cleavage. She felt their stares like physical heat on her skin. Her nipples stiffened instantly against the thin fabric.

She straightened up with a playful little bounce that made her tits jiggle again, then sauntered back to the front with that same natural, slutty sway in her hips.

Back at the host stand she bit her plump lower lip, already feeling that familiar warm throb between her legs. The breaking point was getting closer.

And she had no idea how much further it was going to go.



Lila Voss let out a sharp, delighted laugh and clapped her hands together once. “Fantastic! I can’t believe how dramatic such a little change can be!”

Mr. X leaned back in his chair, looking thoroughly pleased with himself. “Quite little indeed. Height changes a lot more inward and outward perspectives than people realize. She is officially broken — look at the climbing sexual partner count. It’s her main source of validation now.” He tapped the screen and the numbers ticked upward again. “We just keep tweaking until we get her exactly where we want her.”

On the feed, tiny little Krystal was still at the host stand of Luigi’s Italian Restaurant, standing on her tiptoes just to see over the counter, her custom black dress hugging every exaggerated curve of her new 5-foot-nothing body.


Chapter 6

Tig Ole Bitties

Krystal handed out the menus with her brightest, ditziest smile, popping up on her tiptoes so the family could see her over the counter. Playtime was over — back to work.

She leaned way over the table to give the teenage son his menu last, pushing her massive chest forward on purpose. But something was wrong. Her heavy tits swung lower and faster than she expected. They slammed into the edge of the table with a soft, fleshy thump that made her gasp out loud.

The son’s eyes went wide.

Krystal straightened up quickly, cheeks burning, but not before one of her huge breasts had popped halfway out of the already-plunging neckline. A fat, puffy pink nipple peeked into view for half a second, stiff and begging. She casually adjusted herself right there in front of him — cupping the heavy globe, lifting it, fluffing it back into place like it was the most natural thing in the world. She even gave the boy a tiny, secret wink when his parents weren’t looking.

Then she sauntered back toward the host stand, hips rolling, ass jiggling in the tight orange shorts, feeling his stare burning into her like a brand.

That was fun, she thought, biting her lip as fresh heat bloomed between her thighs.

But the tingling started again almost immediately — warm, electric, insistent. Her smile turned slow and expectant. She glanced down just as the pressure began to build.

Her already enormous DD breasts started to swell.

The growth was slow at first — a delicious, heavy ache that made her nipples throb and tighten. She ran both hands over them right there at the host stand, feeling the soft flesh expand under her palms. They pushed outward, rounding, filling, growing heavier by the second. The tight Hooters tank top stretched noisily, the orange fabric pulling taut across her chest until the word “Hooters” distorted into a wavy, ridiculous shape.

E-cups… then straight past them.

Krystal’s breath hitched. Her hands couldn’t contain them anymore. The massive tits ballooned outward until they were full, head-sized F-cups — easily the size of her entire skull — sitting high and proud on her tiny 5-foot frame like cartoonishly perfect implants. They were so big they forced her shoulders back, made her arch her spine, and turned every tiny movement into an obscene, hypnotic bounce.

She looked like a living sex doll. A video-game character brought to life. A total freak.

And the memories hit her all at once.

Middle-school girls laughing behind their hands. Boys in the hallway chanting “Tig ole Bitties!” every time she walked past. The way they’d stare, whistle, grope her in the crowded hallways. The constant teasing that followed her all the way through high school. She remembered crying in the bathroom, trying to tape her breasts down, wearing three sports bras just to look “normal.”



Lila Voss shot off the sofa like she’d been electrocuted. “Whoa, whoa, whoa — what the fuck just happened?!”

Mr. X raised both hands in surrender, looking mildly sheepish for the first time all night. “I’m afraid I went a bit too far. Remember what I said about taking it slow? I… didn’t exactly obey my own advice.”

Lila jabbed a finger at the screen, voice rising. “She hates her giant boobs! She was so close to breaking and now she’s working her ass off to afford a… breast reduction! Look — it says it right there on her profile! She’s literally googling surgeons between shifts!”

Mr. X stayed calm, tapping the side of his pen against his chin. “Easy, Lila. I know it looks like a setback, but we can fix this.” His eyes glittered with fresh mischief. “We know Krystal is still deeply self-conscious. The teasing in school scarred her harder than we expected — it almost always does. So we have two choices. We can roll her back… or we can weaponize that shame and turn it into something delicious.”

Lila’s anger melted into wicked anticipation. She sank back onto the sofa, thighs pressed together. “Do it. Adjust the teasing. Make her love them.”

Mr. X’s fingers danced across the keyboard.

On the screen, Krystal’s body-measurement panel flickered and updated in real time.

Breast Size: A Augmented Breast Size: DD


Chapter 7

 Hooters Heat

“Welcome to Hooters!” Krystal sang out in her bright, bubbly, cock-teasing voice as the two tall, good-looking guys pushed through the door. She popped up onto her tiptoes behind the host stand, thrusting her massive DD tits forward so the low-cut orange tank top stretched obscenely across them. Both men immediately took advantage of their height, eyes dropping straight down her deep, jiggling cleavage like it was the only thing in the restaurant.

“My name’s Krystal,” she purred, biting her plump lower lip and giving them the slow, hungry smile she knew melted men on the spot, “and I’d totally love to take care of you guys tonight.”

She spun on her heel, letting them watch her fat little ass bounce and sway in the skin-tight orange shorts as she led them across the floor. The shorts were so short the bottom curve of her cheeks peeked out with every step. She could feel their stares like hands already groping her.

At the booth she stopped, arched her back dramatically, and posed for a long second — chest out, ass pushed back — giving them one final, shameless view before they sat. As the darker-haired one moved behind her to slide into the booth, Krystal “accidentally” pushed her plump ass out even further, hoping his pant leg would brush against her.

He didn’t disappoint.

Whap!

His open palm cracked across her right ass cheek with a loud, meaty smack that echoed through the busy restaurant.

The impact should have stung.

Instead, white-hot pleasure exploded through Krystal’s entire body like lightning straight to her clit.

“Ooooooooooh fuuuuuck!” she moaned loud and shameless, the sound pure porn-star ecstasy. Her knees buckled. Her tiny 5-foot frame trembled as a violent orgasm ripped through her on the spot. Her massive tits heaved inside the tight tank top, nipples diamond-hard and scraping the fabric. Her pussy clenched so hard a thick gush of hot girl-cum soaked straight through her tiny thong and trickled down her inner thigh.

She was at her breaking point.

Before the guy could even react, Krystal spun around, jumped up, and wrapped her short legs around his waist like a horny little monkey. Her arms locked behind his neck as she slammed her mouth against his in a wet, filthy kiss — tongue plunging deep, moaning into his mouth while she ground her soaked, throbbing pussy against the rapidly hardening bulge in his jeans.

He stumbled backward and dropped into the booth with Krystal still riding him. The second his ass hit the seat she started humping him like a bitch in heat — rolling her hips in desperate, slutty circles, dragging her dripping cunt up and down the thick ridge of his cock through their clothes.

“Fuck… yes… right there,” she whimpered between sloppy kisses, voice high and needy. She grabbed one of his hands and shoved it up under her tank top, forcing his palm to squeeze one of her huge, fake tits. His fingers sank deep into the soft, heavy flesh and she moaned even louder. With her other hand she guided his free palm between her spread thighs, pressing his fingers against the soaked crotch of her shorts.

He hesitated for half a second — then started rubbing her hard, two thick fingers stroking her swollen clit through the drenched fabric while she kept grinding.

The build-up was insane.

Krystal’s whole tiny body shook. Her massive tits bounced wildly in his grip. Her hips moved faster, more frantic, the wet schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy rubbing against his fingers and the hard bulge beneath her growing louder with every desperate roll.

She was going to cum again — right here in the middle of the restaurant, in front of everyone.

“I’m gonna— I’m gonna— fuuuuuck yeeeeeeeeeeeees!”

Krystal threw her head back, blonde hair flying, mouth open in a silent scream as the second orgasm crashed through her even harder than the first. Her pussy spasmed violently, squirting hot girl-cum through her shorts and soaking the front of the guy’s jeans. Her massive tits jiggled and bounced as her entire body convulsed on top of him.

The man underneath her groaned deep in his throat, hips jerking up as he came hard in his pants, pulsing against her grinding cunt while she milked every drop out of him with her desperate little rolls.

Krystal stayed on his lap for a long moment, panting, trembling, tiny body still twitching with aftershocks, her soaked pussy pressed tight against the wet mess they’d just made together. Thick, warm girl-cum had completely drenched the front of his jeans and was still leaking out of her in slow, sticky pulses, soaking the tiny orange shorts and running down the insides of her trembling thighs.


Chapter 8

High-Roller

Krystal stayed on his lap for a long, trembling moment, tiny body still twitching with aftershocks, her soaked pussy pressed tight against the warm, sticky mess they’d just made together. Thick ropes of his cum and her girl-cum soaked the front of his jeans and continued to leak out of her in slow, filthy pulses.

“Yes… yes… yes…” she panted, voice hoarse and broken as the second orgasm finally released its iron grip. Her massive fake tits heaved with every shaky breath, nipples still diamond-hard and aching.

Then the world began to bend again.

The bright restaurant lights dimmed and shifted to deep purple neon. The clatter of plates and chatter of customers faded into the heavy wub-wub-wub of a pounding club bassline that vibrated straight through her bones. The scent of burgers and fryer oil was replaced by smoke, expensive cologne, and raw, filthy sex.

Krystal blinked, dazed, and realized she was no longer in the middle of the busy Hooters dining room.

She was in a dimly lit VIP booth at one of Austin’s high-end strip clubs — black leather couch, mirrored walls, a small stage with a gleaming pole in the corner. Her enormous fake tits were completely exposed, heavy and glistening with sweat, nipples still rock-hard and aching. The only thing she wore now was a tiny plaid schoolgirl skirt that had ridden all the way up around her waist, leaving her dripping, puffy pussy completely on display.

The man beneath her grinned up at her with pure male satisfaction, face lit by the pulsing purple glow. “Thanks, babe,” he said, voice rough with lust. He reached into his wallet and pulled out a thick stack of twenties. “They were right — you really are one sexy little freak.”

He tossed the money at her like she was nothing more than a well-used toy. The bills fluttered down across her bare tits and lap.

Krysti didn’t move at first. She just sat there on his lap, chest heaving, pussy still clenching and leaking, staring at the cash scattered over her half-naked body.

I’m not a freak… she pouted in her head, bottom lip trembling. But the words felt hollow.

A tiny, warm flutter bloomed low in her belly — nothing more than a gentle tickle at first. She ignored it and slowly climbed off him, legs shaky, massive tits bouncing heavily with every movement. The plaid skirt was so short it barely covered the bottom curve of her ass. She didn’t bother fixing it. Instead she dropped to her knees on the sticky floor like the eager little slut she was becoming, crawling around to gather every bill that had landed on the leather and carpet.

One by one she picked them up, tits swinging and brushing the floor, ass up high in the air so anyone walking past the open curtain could see her soaked, puffy pussy lips peeking out from under the tiny skirt. The warm flutter in her belly grew warmer… heavier… turning into a soft, insistent ache that made her clit twitch.

Damn… a hundred bucks.

A slow, stupid, proud little giggle bubbled out of her. She sat back on her heels, money clutched to her huge bare tits, blonde hair messy, makeup slightly smeared, looking every inch the well-fucked schoolgirl whore.

“I’m the best girl here,” she whispered to herself, voice breathy and horny. “I can make any guy cum in under a minute… and I usually cum with them.”

She bit her lip hard. The ache in her belly had deepened into a hungry throb that pulsed straight down to her clit. Another fresh trickle of arousal slipped down her inner thigh.

She stood on shaky legs and walked back into the main club, tiny plaid skirt barely covering her ass, huge tits still out and bouncing with every step. The throb had become a deep, empty ache — like her pussy was suddenly starving for something thick and hard to fill it.

She was ready to find her next target.

But she didn’t have to.

Before she even reached the bar, a man at a VIP table pointed straight at her and crooked his finger. He was older, sharply dressed in an expensive suit, with two other girls already draped across his lap like accessories. Krysti swayed over, letting her body do what it did best — hips rolling, tits jiggling, ass bouncing. She popped two more buttons on her cropped shirt on the way, letting even more creamy cleavage spill out.

As she approached, the man unceremoniously shoved the other two girls off his lap and handed each of them a crisp hundred-dollar bill. “Out,” he said flatly. They pouted but obeyed.

Holy shit, Krysti thought, eyes widening. This dude is loaded.

She was already building her usual routine in her head — sit on his lap, grind, giggle, tease — when he abruptly stood up.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” he said in a thick Italian accent, voice like warm velvet. “My boys told me how beautiful you are… but they did not do you justice.”

Krysti felt herself blush like a schoolgirl. He stepped closer, towering over her tiny frame, and looked down at her with pure hunger.

“I have an offer for you. I am feeling exceptionally lonely tonight. I have a suite at the finest hotel in the city. If you come be with me for the evening, I will make it very worth your while.”

The ache in her belly suddenly roared into a deep, hollow void. Her exposed pussy swelled and throbbed violently, suddenly empty and desperate, clit pulsing so hard it hurt. Her nipples tightened into painful little peaks. A fresh gush of arousal trickled down her inner thigh.

She couldn’t turn this down.

She rose onto her tiptoes, pressed her huge bare tits against his chest, and whispered hotly into his ear, voice trembling with raw need, “I’m yours for the night.”

“Excellent.” The man looked relieved. He gathered his coat, offered his arm like a gentleman, and Krysti hooked hers through it. They walked out of the club together. She had to take dozens of tiny, quick steps to keep up with his long stride, her massive tits jiggling freely and her tiny skirt riding up with every movement. But all she could think about was the burning, aching void between her legs that screamed to be filled.

The man had a sleek black Ferrari waiting at the curb. Krysti had no idea what model it was, but it screamed money. He opened the door for her like a true gentleman. She slid in butt-first, then slowly swung her legs inside, deliberately flashing her bare, dripping pussy to the long line of people waiting to get into the club. Old habits died hard.

The engine roared to life and the car launched forward with a growl. Krysti had to hold her huge tits still with both hands as they weaved through downtown Austin traffic, the powerful engine vibrating up through the seat and straight into her throbbing, empty clit.

“Your car is really fast!” she squeaked, voice breathy. “You’re, like, a really good driver!”

The man just smirked and drove in silence, one hand resting possessively on her bare thigh.

The Ferrari screeched to a stop in front of the W Austin. Valets rushed forward and opened both doors. The man helped Krysti out like she was made of glass, then led her through the lobby and straight up to the penthouse suite on the top floor.

It was bigger than her entire apartment. Floor-to-ceiling windows showed the entire glittering Austin skyline. The man tipped the staff, locked the door behind them, and pulled a thick wad of cash from his coat pocket. He laid it on the table with a soft thump.

“Krysti, this is one thousand dollars. It’s yours just for accepting my invitation. I will double it if you still want to stay… but once you agree, you are mine to use for the rest of the night.”

Krysti didn’t even hesitate.

She was already completely naked — skirt and shirt discarded in a puddle on the floor — biting her plump lower lip, eyes glassy with need. She sauntered toward the massive bed, making sure her bare ass wiggled invitingly with every step.

She turned to wink at him seductively… but he was already behind her.

Strong hands grabbed her tiny waist. He lifted her like she weighed nothing and bent her over the edge of the bed. Krysti squealed in a mixture of glee and raw lust as he slammed into her in one powerful thrust, stretching her dripping, starving pussy wide open.

She went limp instantly, giving him total control as he roughly manhandled her tiny body into every position he wanted — bent over the bed, on her back with her legs pinned to her shoulders, riding him reverse cowgirl so he could watch her fat ass bounce. Every deep, brutal stroke made her scream in ecstasy, her massive tits swinging wildly, her voice cracking into high-pitched, porn-star moans that echoed off the floor-to-ceiling windows.

The idea of being used like a cheap little sex toy only made her wetter. She came again and again, squirting all over his expensive suit pants, her mind melting into pure, cock-drunk bliss.


Chapter 9

Lip Service Legend

Lila Voss jumped up from the sofa, clapping her hands like an excited kid at a birthday party. “You did it! Look — right there! Profession: Escort! You turned him into a whore!”

She bounced on her toes, eyes wide and gleaming with vicious glee.

Mr. X leaned back in his chair, smirking with quiet pride. “Ah, but don’t shortchange yourself, Lila. Krysti is certainly a slut. She has an insatiable need to be fucked — in fact, it’s all she really lives for now. Not much else going on upstairs.” He scanned the screen, metrics ticking upward in real time. “I’m also proud of how she came out. Unnaturally beautiful, short and petite, with huge fake tits and a bubble butt that begs to be spanked. We’ve achieved ‘fucktoy’ status — she’s embracing it as her core fetish. And as you pointed out, her profession is basically a fancy whore.”

He paused, eyes narrowing playfully. “But you don’t want a fancy whore. You want a trashy whore. You want her known for her blowjob abilities. And you don’t become legendary by doing it for a few select clients who request it. It has to be her personal goal.”

Lila’s excitement faltered for half a second. “What else can you change? Her sexual appetite is already at ‘obsession’ and her inhibitions are ‘nonexistent.’ How do you make her crave sucking cock when she lives to be fucked?”

Mr. X’s smile turned wickedly clever. “There’s always a way. And it would be a shame to leave a satisfied customer wanting more.”

He leaned forward, tapping the screen to pull up a new diagnostic overlay — neural mapping, pleasure centers highlighted in glowing red.

“There’s a rare condition where the brain miswires nerves. Sometimes a head injury swaps signals — a person suddenly feels their index finger in their middle finger, and vice versa. If it happens at birth, the brain adapts; they never know anything’s wrong. Now imagine that miswiring on a much grander scale.”

Lila tilted her head, intrigued.

“Say your earlobes and nipples were swapped in the wiring. Around puberty you’d notice squeezing your earlobes feels really good. You’d start doing it constantly. By high school you’d be begging guys to suck on your earlobes in the backseat of your family sedan. You wouldn’t know why — it would just feel good. Now imagine instead of just your nipples, it’s the pleasure center for your entire body. And make it something you can’t avoid touching… like your earlobes. How about your entire mouth and lips?”

Lila’s eyes widened as the pieces clicked. A slow, filthy grin spread across her face.

Mr. X continued, voice low and hypnotic. “Krysti’s teen years must have been very strange. Eating her bowl of breakfast cereal felt better and better as she grew. Early on it was probably embarrassing — drenching her panties after every meal, blushing furiously while her friends chattered. But eventually, you have to embrace it. Especially when your lips seem to get more sensitive by the day. She became known as the girl always sucking on lollipops during class, swirling her tongue around the candy like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. It didn’t take long for the boys to connect the dots. The gorgeous little thing in the corner, popping hard candy in and out of her mouth… maybe she’d be willing to try something else.”

He zoomed in on the neural map, pleasure pathways rerouting in real time.

“The first time was probably curiosity-driven. A shy guy in the back of the bus after school, whispering ‘just try it.’ The second she wrapped her plump lips around that throbbing cock, she was sold. And that was before she went too deep one time and the head brushed her uvula — surprise clitoris. The shock of pleasure hit her like a freight train. She came instantly, soaking her panties while he groaned and filled her mouth. From that moment on, sucking cock wasn’t just something she did — it was the center of her world.”

He pointed to the screen, where Krysti’s profile now showed a skyrocketing “Oral Fixation” metric.

“And the result is this.”

On the live feed, Krysti was in the penthouse suite, on her knees in front of the Italian businessman. Her tiny plaid skirt was hiked up around her waist, massive fake tits bouncing as she bobbed her head eagerly on his thick cock. She moaned around him, eyes glassy with bliss, drool dripping down her chin as she took him deeper and deeper. Every time the head hit the back of her throat, her whole body shuddered — pussy clenching, thighs trembling, another mini-orgasm ripping through her just from the sensation of being throat-fucked.

Lila was speechless. She lunged forward and hugged Mr. X tight, choking out, “Thank you… she’s perfect.”

Mr. X patted her back gently. “I’m pleased you’re satisfied. Now, there’s that one additional add-on you requested. I’m still happy to do it… if you still desire.”

Lila pulled back, eyes shining with dark triumph.

“Oh yes please. It’ll be just too perfect.”

Mr. X’s fingers hovered over the keyboard one last time.

“Consider it done.”


Chapter 10

Perfect Revenge

Lila Voss walked down the cracked sidewalk of the rundown East Austin motel, humming softly under her breath. The morning sun was warm on her skin, and she felt lighter than she had in years. Room 107… 108… 109. She stopped in front of the faded green door, glanced at the address still scribbled on the back of her hand, and smiled like a predator who’d finally cornered her prey.

She knocked gently. No answer. She knocked again, harder.

After a long pause the door creaked open. The tiny figure inside was backlit by the cheap lamp, but Lila knew exactly who she was looking at. Krysti stood there completely naked, rubbing sleep from her big blue eyes like a confused little doll. She was so small — barely five feet tall — but her breasts were absurdly huge, two glistening, perfectly round F-cup implants that sat high and fake on her chest. The deep valley between them was streaked with dried cum. Thick ropes of it still clung to her chin, her neck, and the tops of her massive tits. She smelled like stale sex, cheap perfume, and a long night of being used.

Lila stepped inside and closed the door behind her with a soft click. Seeing her former boyfriend like this — tiny, cum-covered, and utterly shameless — sent a dark, throbbing rush straight between her legs.

Krysti squinted, tilting her head. “I… I know you. Didn’t we, like, date in…”

“Hi, Krysti,” Lila said sweetly, letting the name linger. “Yes we did. Back in school, before you dropped out. You should call me Ms. Voss now.”

“Oh yeah! I, like, totally remember now!” Krysti giggled, the sound high and empty. “How are you?”

“I’m good, Krysti. I want to catch up.” Lila’s eyes slowly dragged over the girl’s cum-glazed body. “I can wait while you get cleaned up.”

Krysti blinked slowly, processing. “Oh… me clean up. I guess I should. Sorry, I’m such a ditz sometimes! Just a sec.”

She giggled again and grabbed the nearest thing — her own pillow — and wiped the stale cum off her face and tits in lazy, half-hearted strokes. Then she dug through the dresser and pulled out a pair of tiny denim shorts and a thin white baby tee that was clearly two sizes too small. No underwear. She stretched the shirt over her massive chest, the fabric thinning until her puffy nipples were clearly visible through it, the hem stopping just under the heavy undersides of her tits. The shorts were so small they barely covered the bottom curve of her ass and left the bottom of her pussy lips peeking out. She didn’t even bother buttoning or zipping them.

She was pure, unfiltered trash — and it was unbearably hot.

“Keeping the pigtails?” Lila asked, voice low.

Krysti smiled brightly. “Boys love these! They always ask me to pretend to be a schoolgirl. And they usually want my hair like this.” She gave the pigtails a playful tug, then shook her head so her messy blonde hair fell loose and wild around her shoulders.

Lila had to fight not to laugh. “You’ve definitely got that look down.”

Krysti bounced onto the bed like an excited teenager, massive tits jiggling wildly. “So, like, whatchya wanna talk about?”

Lila sat on the edge of the bed, close enough that their knees touched. “Well, Krysti… I was curious if you wouldn’t mind showing me a good time. For old time’s sake?”

Krysti’s bubbly smile faltered. “Sorry, Ms. Voss, I’d, like, totally love to help you out but I only like boys.” Just saying it made her cheeks flush and her thighs press together. She started nervously chewing her plump lower lip without realizing it.

Lila couldn’t wait any longer.

She lay back on the bed, lifted her skirt, and revealed the thick, hard cock she’d paid Mr. X extra for — already leaking at the tip, veins pulsing, head shiny and flushed.

“Oooooooooooooooooh!” Krysti’s eyes went wide and starry, pure authentic amazement. Her rewired brain lit up like fireworks.

“So?” Lila asked, voice husky. “Willing to help an old friend out?”

Krysti’s resistance lasted exactly two seconds.

“Most boys only come when it gets dark… but I like to get warmed up early!” She giggled, already crawling forward on all fours, massive tits swaying beneath her. “And I’ve never sucked a girl’s cock before!”

She stopped suddenly, inches from Lila’s throbbing shaft. Her eyes widened in dawning horror as a lifetime of memories slammed into her.

“I know you…” she whispered, staring at the familiar cock. “No… no, no…” She looked down at her own tiny, cum-stained body, then back at Lila, whimpering. “I’m a… I’m a… how… did you…?”

Lila sat up, cupped Krysti’s chin gently, and leaned in. With a slow, teasing flick of her tongue she licked across Krysti’s plump, quivering lower lip.

The effect was immediate.

Krysti’s eyes rolled back. A broken, needy howl tore from her throat as every pleasure center in her mouth and throat detonated at once. She lunged forward like a woman possessed, wrapping her soft, cock-hungry lips around the thick head and sucking with desperate, starving hunger.

“Mmmphhh—!”

The first taste made her moan like a whore in heat. Her rewired nerves turned every inch of her lips, tongue, and throat into one giant, throbbing clit. She took Lila deeper, throat bulging visibly as she forced the thick shaft past her gag reflex on the very first try. Thick ropes of spit poured from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping in shiny strands onto her massive tits as she bobbed frantically.

Gluck… gluck… gluck… gluck…

Lila groaned in pure ecstasy, fingers tangling in Krysti’s blonde hair. “That’s it… good girl. Suck it just like that.”

Krysti answered with wet, choking enthusiasm — taking every inch until her nose pressed flush against Lila’s pelvis. Her throat convulsed and milked around the cock like a second pussy. Every time the head punched into her throat she came hard, pussy squirting onto the cheap motel carpet while her eyes watered with bliss and mascara ran in black streaks down her cheeks.

She pulled off just long enough to gasp, a thick rope of saliva connecting her swollen lower lip to Lila’s glistening cockhead. “Fuck… your cock tastes so good…” she whimpered, voice hoarse and cock-drunk. Then she dove back down, sucking even sloppier, louder, more desperate. Her tiny hands cupped her own massive tits, pinching and twisting her nipples while she face-fucked herself senseless on Lila’s dick.

Gluck-gluck-gluck-gluck-gluck!

Drool poured from her mouth in thick, bubbly strands, splattering across her huge bouncing tits and dripping onto the floor in messy puddles. Her tongue worked frantically underneath, licking every vein while her throat milked and fluttered like a hot, pulsing cunt. Every deepthroat sent another violent orgasm ripping through her tiny body. Her pussy clenched and squirted again and again, soaking the carpet beneath her spread knees.

Lila threw her head back, moaning. “God, you really are perfect.”

The praise alone made Krysti cum again — hard — throat spasming wildly around the cock buried to the hilt. Her whole body shook violently, tits jiggling, eyes crossing, tongue lolling out as another orgasm tore through her.

Lila finally gripped Krysti’s pigtails like handles and started fucking her face in long, deep strokes — using the tiny bimbo’s mouth like a warm, sloppy fleshlight. Krysti’s throat bulged obscenely with every thrust. Spit flew everywhere. Her gagging sounds turned wetter, filthier, more desperate.

When Lila finally erupted, she buried herself to the balls and pumped thick, hot cum straight down Krysti’s throat. Krysti came one last time just from being used like a cum dump — pussy gushing, body convulsing, eyes rolled back in pure bliss while she swallowed every drop with greedy, fluttering gulps.

When Lila finally pulled out, long messy strings of saliva and cum connected Krysti’s gasping lips to the still-throbbing cock. Krysti looked up with glassy, cock-drunk eyes, tongue lolling out, drool and cum dripping from her chin onto her heaving tits in shiny rivers.

She smiled like the happiest little whore in the world.

“…Can I have another one, Ms. Voss? Please?”

Lila looked down at the wrecked, drooling, cum-covered mess that used to be Kristopher A. Deed, the big swinging dick tech executive and smiled with pure, dark satisfaction.

She was absolutely, completely, irreversibly perfect.

And Lila was never letting her go.

Final Target Profile: [Krysti Brooks]



Identity & Background

	Name: Krysti Brooks 
	Age: 19 
	Profession: Full-time Escort / Gloryhole Regular 


Physical Specifications

	Height: 5'0" 
	Breasts: G-cup (Augmented) 
	Waist: 20" 
	Hips: 42" 
	Buttocks: Massive, jiggly, spank-reddened 


Cognitive & Behavioral Metrics

	IQ: 78 (Bimbo Classification) 
	Oral Skill: World-class (Mouth rewired as primary erogenous zone) 
	Core Fetish: Objective-based usage / Cum-hungry receptacle 


Behavioral Metrics

	Sexual Appetite: Constant, overwhelming 
	Inhibitions: 0% / None 
	Sexual Partners: 99+ (Increasing) 




System Status: Profile updates complete. Subject optimization confirmed.

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

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

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

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

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


Books By This Author

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 Silver Craving

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

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

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

But magic always demands a price.

Raw. Addictive. Impossible to put down.

One coin. Endless hunger.


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

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

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

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

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


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.

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.

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.

The VCR: Caleb’s Big Bang

After being kicked out by his wife, Caleb finds a mysterious VCR. The device begins to overwrite his personality and body with that of a "super-slutty, high-energy" blonde woman, leading him to abandon his life as an accountant to pursue a career as a digital creator.

Altered Fates: Digital Shadows

Alex Thorne, a high-level corporate hacker, is transformed into a woman named Irina. Over a decade, Alex/Irina undergoes a deep emotional redemption through multiple pregnancies and a domestic life, eventually finding love and a new purpose.

Potion Roulette: One Glowing Sip, Every Filthy Form...

One magical potion. Endless bodies. One permanent mistake.
When Alex stumbles on a glowing vial at a secret pop-up market, he gets the power to become anyone — just by drinking and staring at their photo. The rules are simple. The consequences are filthy.

He starts safe(ish): sliding into the body of a vascular fitness god and using his huge new cock to fuck a bar pickup senseless all night.
Then the kinks escalate.
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