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Potion Panic

I prowled through the throbbing pop-up market that had exploded overnight inside the old waterfront warehouse — the kind of place where TikTokers filmed thirst traps against graffiti walls while vendors hawked everything from limited-drop crypto NFTs to “mushroom chocolate for your third eye.” Bass from a hidden speaker pulsed low and dirty between the stalls. My eyes scanned the crowd until they locked on the new booth that definitely hadn’t been there yesterday. The entrance flap shimmered with glowing holographic runes that danced like an OnlyFans filter. Two absolute goddesses stepped out, giggling, hips swaying in sync.

Fuck.

Yoga pants painted on like a second skin, the fabric so thin I could see the faint outline of their panties underneath. Crop tops barely containing full, perky tits that bounced with every step. One had sun-kissed caramel skin and a tiny diamond stud in her belly button; the other was pale with jet-black hair cascading down her back and nipples already stiff against the thin fabric. My cock gave an involuntary twitch in my jeans, thickening against my thigh before I could stop it.

I’m Alex — 6'1", two-fifty, ex-college linebacker gone slightly soft. Broad shoulders, decent jaw, but that soft gut and love handles always made me suck it in around women like these. Self-doubt slammed into me like always. They’d never look twice at a guy like me. Tongue thick, palms sweaty, I still couldn’t look away. My mind flashed filthy images — what it would feel like to peel those yoga pants down those long legs, to bury my face between those thighs, to hear them moan my name while I made them drip.

The black-haired one caught my stare and flashed a wicked little smile, like she could read every dirty thought in my head. Heat crawled up my neck. My balls tightened. I told myself I was just going in for a closer look — maybe some eye candy, maybe a distraction from the constant ache of wanting what I couldn’t have.

I stepped toward the glowing flap.

The moment I crossed the threshold, warm electric tingles raced over my skin, like invisible fingers stroking every inch of me at once. The flap whispered shut behind me. Soft laughter floated from deeper inside the booth.

And that’s when everything changed.

The interior slammed into me like a glitchy wet dream. Neon LED strips throbbed hot pink and electric violet across shelves stuffed with pure sin: hyper-realistic sex-doll action figures that moaned and writhed when you tapped their app, smart mirrors that could overlay any body you wanted over your own reflection so you could watch yourself get fucked in someone else’s skin, encrypted e-books on quantum identity swaps, interactive toys buzzing with haptic feedback that made your cock or clit throb on command, and a full-body exosuit rigged for VR so deep it could make you cum hands-free while your mind screamed in a stranger’s body.

Fuck, my dick was already half-hard just looking around.

I wove through the aisles toward the counter, trying not to stare too obviously at the toys that promised exactly the kind of filthy escape I’d jerked off to a thousand times. Behind the counter lounged an elderly dude with a wild silver beard, draped in a sleek silk robe patterned with pulsing circuit designs that moved like living tattoos.

“It’s not a robe, kid,” he grumbled without looking up. “I’m a wizard. Deal with it.”

I jolted. “What the—?”

He waved a veined hand, rings flashing like notification pings. “Relax. What’re you after, Alex?”

My stomach flipped. How the fuck did he know my name? I hadn’t said shit.

“Uh… nothing specific,” I muttered, voice thick. “Saw the tent outside, got curious. Just browsing.”

His eyes narrowed, that sly grin creeping through the beard like he could smell the desperate horniness rolling off me. He reached up, plucked something from a high shelf, and slapped it down on the counter.

A sleek glass vial. Bioluminescent swirls glowed inside like a phone screen on low battery at 3 a.m.

“This,” he said with a wink, “is exactly what a horny bastard like you needs.”

“What is it?”

“Mystic brew, baby. One sip, lock eyes on any picture — boom. You become them. Body, voice, scent, every dripping inch. Fitness influencer with an ass that won’t quit? K-pop idol with a cock that never goes soft? Your call.”

I laughed, but my cock gave a full twitch against my zipper. The two goddesses who’d walked out earlier flashed in my mind — caramel skin glistening, black hair cascading over perky tits, yoga pants so tight I could see the outline of their pussies. What if I could be them? Feel those heavy breasts sway when I walked, feel a slick, aching cunt between my thighs, feel what it’s like to get fucked in a body built for sin…

“Ten bucks,” he said, reading my filthy daydream like it was scrolling across my forehead. “Full refund if it flops. But it won’t.”

I slapped the bill down before I could talk myself out of it. My pulse hammered in my throat. “Deal.”

He slid the vial over. “Listen close, Alex. One drop? Couple hours of fun. Gulp the whole thing? Days. Maybe longer. Don’t redose until you’re back to baseline or you might get stuck riding that new pussy — or cock — forever.”

My balls tightened at the word “stuck.” The thought of being trapped in one of those perfect bodies, forced to explore every wet, sensitive inch… fuck.

“Got it,” I rasped.

“Snap a selfie with your old face or pull up your profile pic to switch back. Easy.”

I pocketed the vial, the glass warm against my thigh like it was already promising trouble. “Thanks.”

“Go wild, kid. And try not to cum too fast when you first slip inside her.”

I practically ran out of the tent.

Back at my sleek minimalist condo — floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, roommate gone for the week at his cabin — I locked the door, heart slamming. The vial sat on the coffee table, glowing softly.

My cock was rock-hard now, straining painfully against my jeans. I couldn’t stop picturing it: me, in one of those goddesses’ bodies. Tits bouncing. Nipples stiff. Fingers sliding between smooth thighs to find a dripping, desperate pussy that wasn’t mine… yet.

I grabbed the vial.


2

Chad Mode Activated

I fired up my fitness app, thumb scrolling past endless sponsored thirst traps until one promo pic slammed into me like a punch to the dick: some shredded TikTok fitness god hawking overpriced golf gear. Lean, vascular, eight-pack glistening under studio lights, that effortless “I wake up like this” body that slides into DMs and leaves panties soaked. Not A-list famous — just pure aspirational fuck-me energy.

Perfect beta test.

I uncapped the vial. The liquid smelled sharp and citrusy, like premium pre-workout mixed with pure sin. Using a coffee stirrer, I dropped three fat beads into a glass of water and watched them swirl and glow.

That should hold me till dawn, I thought, already half-hard at the idea.

Glass in one hand, phone in the other, I shut my eyes, chugged the glowing mix, and locked my stare on the influencer’s pic.

ZAP.

The glass and phone hit the floor (thank fuck they didn’t shatter). Electricity ripped through every nerve. My body hummed — bones lengthening, fat melting away like a live filter edit, muscle exploding outward. Shoulders broadened, chest ballooned into thick slabs, abs carved themselves in real time. My hair buzzed short on the sides. In under two minutes I was him — 6'3" of pure, vascular, cocky perfection.

My sweatpants slid off my narrow hips. I kicked them away and looked down.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

My new cock hung heavy between ripped thighs — thicker, longer, veins pulsing along the shaft, the head already plump and leaking a shiny bead of pre-cum. It felt obscene. Powerful. I wrapped a hand around it and gave one slow stroke. The groan that ripped out of me was deep and filthy.

No pants in my closet would fit this new body. I raided my roommate’s drawer and yanked on a pair of loose gray sweats. The massive dick still bulged obscenely against the fabric, half-hard and swinging with every step.

I grinned at my reflection. Time to test this beast.

I hit the streets and headed straight for The Nest — the trendy rooftop bar with skyline views, craft cocktails, and girls who post “just woke up like this” stories. One hour and two mezcal neats later, I locked eyes with Riley.

Fuck. She was lethal.

Long chestnut waves, hazel eyes that sparkled under the string lights, smooth olive skin, and a body built for sin — full tits straining her tiny black top, hips that flared out like an invitation, ass so round and juicy it made my new cock throb visibly against the sweats.

We vibed instantly. Bad dating app horror stories. Her laugh was throaty and dirty. Thirty minutes later we were in my condo, clothes ripping off in a frantic trail to the bedroom.

The second the door shut she dropped to her knees.

“Jesus Christ,” she breathed, yanking my sweats down. My upgraded cock sprang out and slapped her cheek. “You’re fucking huge.”

She swallowed me to the root in one greedy motion, gagging wetly as spit ran down my balls. I groaned, threading fingers through her hair, fucking her warm throat with deep, lazy strokes while she moaned around me like she was starving.

I didn’t last long in her mouth — I was too fucking turned on by this body. I pulled out, flipped her onto the bed, and buried my face between her thighs. Her pussy was soaked, puffy lips glistening. I ate her like a man possessed — tongue flicking her clit, two thick fingers curling inside her until she squirted the first time, screaming and soaking my new chin.

Then I flipped her onto all fours and slammed in.

Her cunt clenched around my thicker cock like a velvet fist. I fucked her mercilessly — long, punishing strokes that made her tits swing and her ass ripple. She came again, harder, nails raking my chiseled abs, begging “don’t stop, don’t stop, fuck me like you own me.”

I flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over my shoulders, and pounded deep. On the third orgasm she gushed everywhere — hot, tangy girl-cum flooding my balls and the sheets. I kept going, stamina endless in this body, until I finally roared and pumped her full, thick ropes of cum spilling out around my shaft as she trembled beneath me.

We fucked until 6 a.m. — three more rounds, her riding me reverse cowgirl while I watched that perfect ass bounce in the mirror, me taking her against the window with the city lights below, her on her knees again swallowing every drop like a good girl.

When she finally left for her gig, she kissed me hard and scribbled her number with a wink. “Call me. That was the best dick I’ve ever had.”

Half an hour later the zap hit again. I stripped naked in front of the full-length mirror and watched the transformation reverse — muscles softening, gut returning, my normal cock shrinking back to its usual size.

“Damn… that lingered,” I muttered, still breathing hard. “Must’ve overdosed a little.”

My heart was still hammering. The potion worked. Really worked.

I picked up my phone and opened the camera roll.

The two goddesses from the booth were still saved from the market — one caramel-skinned with the belly piercing, one raven-haired with those perky nipples.

A wicked grin spread across my face.

Who next?
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Baby On Board

I scrolled through my phone after reverting, still buzzing from the filthy high of that night with Riley—her tangy squirt still faintly staining the sheets, my normal bulky body back but aching with the ghost memory of endless stamina and a cock that never quit. “Who next?” I muttered, adrenaline and leftover lust pumping through me. The elixir had worked perfectly. Why limit myself to guys? My thumb drifted to a filthy NSFW subreddit full of amateur pics and desperate captions. One post hooked me instantly.

A close-up of the cutest blonde—girl-next-door innocence dialed to eleven. Freckles dusting her button nose, huge sparkling blue eyes, full pouty lips curved in a shy little smile. The caption screamed: “Future MILF material—ready to pop! 💕” The comments were pure thirst: “Bet that pussy’s dripping 24/7,” “Those eyes scream ‘breed me harder.’”

She looked safe. Early twenties, wholesome face… but that caption promised curves. And the pregnancy angle? My cock stirred hard at the taboo thrill. I dosed lighter this time—two fat glowing drops into water. Four hours tops, I told myself. Heart hammering, I chugged it and locked eyes on her pic.

ZAP.

The change hit softer this time, a warm, liquid ripple starting deep in my core and spreading outward like molten honey through every vein. My height shrank fast—bones compressing until I was a tiny 5'4". Limbs slimmed into delicate feminine grace, skin smoothing to that fresh, dewy glow of youth. Every nerve ending lit up like they’d been cranked to maximum sensitivity; even the air brushing my arms felt like teasing fingertips.

Hair lightened into sunny blonde waves that tumbled past my shoulders in silky strands, brushing my collarbone like soft feathers. Breasts budded first—a gentle swell that quickly turned into heavy, throbbing pressure. They ballooned outward into full, aching DD-cups, nipples darkening and puckering into stiff, hypersensitive peaks. The deep fullness made me gasp, a low needy sound escaping my new soprano voice.

But something felt profoundly different.

My belly surged forward in a hot rush, skin stretching taut over a firm, rounding dome. It was like an internal balloon inflating—warm, insistent, alive. My hands flew to it instinctively. Smooth, velvety, faintly veined skin radiated heat under my palms. Inside… a flutter. Soft at first, like champagne bubbles popping against my inner walls. Then firmer. Distinct nudges. Kicks.

“Oh my god…” I whispered, voice trembling.

I waddled to the full-length mirror, each step a sensual ordeal. The heavy bump pulled at my lower back with a dull, persistent ache that somehow felt erotic. My wider hips swayed automatically, ass cheeks rubbing together with slick friction that teased my suddenly swollen folds. And all the while the baby kept pressing down hard on my bladder—a constant, heavy pressure that made me feel deliciously full and desperate, every step sending a fresh urgent throb through my core.

Robe gaping open, there I was: the cute blonde… but nine months pregnant, belly protruding like a ripe, glowing orb. Skin stretched so tight it gleamed. Huge tits perched heavy atop the swell, blue veins mapping their fullness, nipples puffy and already leaking tiny pearlescent beads of milk that carried a sweet, creamy almond scent mixed with my own musky arousal.

My pussy throbbed below—lips engorged, clit peeking out swollen and hypersensitive. Shock hit first—“Holy shit, I’m… pregnant?”—but right behind it came a rush of something deeper. A warm, protective wave. Mine. This little life inside me. I cradled the taut globe instinctively, thumbs stroking the stretched skin. A strong kick answered, rolling under my palm like the baby was saying hello. Tears pricked my eyes—hormones slamming me from zero to a hundred.

Who am I right now? The thought flickered, sharp and strange. Alex… or this glowing, kicking mother-to-be? The line felt thinner than it should.

Then the swing hit the other way.

Lust crashed in like a tidal wave. My clit pulsed so hard it hurt. Milk leaked in warm rivulets down my belly. I envisioned it—going into labor right here. Contractions gripping my womb like a fist, the baby pressing down harder and harder on my bladder until that burning ring of muscle gave way and I pushed a living child into the world. The thought made my pussy clench and gush fresh slick down my thighs.

Hormones flipped again. Sudden rage at how horny I was, then instant sobbing tenderness as another soft flutter rippled through me. I loved this baby already. And I needed to be fucked so badly I could scream.

Ravenous hunger struck next, but the real ache was between my legs. Regular fingering wasn’t going to cut it tonight. I waddled to the bedroom drawers, belly swaying heavily with every step, thighs chafing slickly, clit rubbing against my puffy lips, the baby still pushing relentlessly down on my bladder like a warm fist.

Digging through the back of the drawer, my fingers closed around it: a modest, realistic dildo—thick but not monstrous, slightly curved, perfect for a pregnant pussy. I carried it back to the bed like a prize.

I sprawled on the bed, legs splayed wide. The moment my back hit the mattress, my massive DD tits pulled heavily in opposite directions, splaying outward to the sides like two heavy, pendulous orbs. Gravity claimed them completely—the soft, swollen flesh spreading wide across my ribcage, nipples pointing outward and slightly upward, the skin stretching in a delicious, obscene tug that sent fresh throbs straight to my clit. The weight was insane; every tiny shift made them wobble and pull even farther apart.

The baby chose that exact moment to push down harder on my bladder, the pressure intensifying now that I was horizontal, turning the urgent fullness into pure erotic torment. I moaned, one hand automatically cradling the huge dome while the other pressed the cool silicone head against my slick entrance.

My pussy was already partially dilated—pregnancy hormones had loosened everything. The head slipped in with almost no resistance. A low, filthy moan tore out of me as I pushed it deeper. The stretch was exquisite, walls gripping the toy while the baby shifted inside, pressing back against it and down on my bladder at the same time.

I started slow, pumping the dildo in long, deliberate strokes while my other hand milked my leaking tits. Warm milk sprayed in rhythmic arcs, splattering my belly and mixing with my juices. Every thrust made the baby kick harder—firm, rolling waves that vibrated through my core and rubbed my g-spot from the inside while the bladder pressure built and built, turning every movement into desperate, overflowing bliss.

“Fuck… yes, move for Mommy,” I whimpered, voice cracking as hormones sent me spiraling from tender protectiveness to raw animal need. Tears streamed down my face even as I fucked myself harder, thumb grinding my swollen clit. The dildo plunged deep, stretching my partially dilated channel until I felt that delicious burn of almost-too-much. Milk jetted with every squeeze of my breasts, coating my skin in warm, slippery sweetness. The baby rolled and kicked in perfect rhythm, like it was helping me chase the orgasm while still pushing down relentlessly on my full bladder.

Climax one hit like a freight train—pussy spasming wildly around the toy, squirting clear girl-cum that mixed with milk into a tangy flood on the sheets. The baby’s strongest kick yet synced perfectly, prolonging the waves until I was sobbing and laughing at the same time.

But it wasn’t enough.

Hormones flipped again—sudden desperate rage that one orgasm could never satisfy this pregnant body. I added a second hand, fucking myself with short, brutal thrusts while pinching and tugging my leaking nipples. Milk sprayed everywhere. The baby thrashed happily inside me, every movement sending sparks straight to my clit while the bladder pressure grew almost unbearable, the fullness blending with the pleasure until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

I came again, harder, screaming, vision whiting out as my partially dilated pussy clenched and fluttered around the dildo like it was trying to pull it deeper. I rode three more shattering orgasms before exhaustion finally claimed me, body quaking, milk and cum soaking everything, the baby still gently rolling inside me like it was cuddling me from within, tits still splayed heavily to the sides, bladder still deliciously full and pressing.

Eight hours later the zap finally hit. My belly deflated with a strange, hollowing pull. Tits shrank. Cock returned. But the memory lingered—warm protective love mixed with the filthiest, most insatiable pregnancy lust I’d ever felt.

I stared at the ceiling, breathing hard.

“…I need to do that again. Sooner.”
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Grandma Got Game

Shaking off the last echoes of the pregnant rush, I eyed my phone again. The elixir’s pull was pure addiction now — each shift cracking open doors I never knew existed. One more before I try the redhead from the market, I decided, scrolling deeper into the subreddit’s dusty archives for something darker, riskier. Why play safe anymore? In for a penny, in for a fucking pound.

A vintage pic finally hooked me: silver-haired woman, laugh lines carved deep into her face, captioned “Timeless beauty — experience counts 💕”. She looked lived-in, soft and comfortable, the kind of grandma who bakes cookies by day and hides a filthy past by night. My cock twitched hard at the ultimate contrast — young mind in a body that had seen decades of life. Why the hell not?

I dosed carefully… or so I thought. Three drops? Four? The vial slipped and five fat glowing beads plopped into the water. Shit. Whatever — should still be fine.

I chugged it and locked eyes on the pic.

Zap.

This shift crept in like aged whiskey poured straight into my bones — slow, creaky, heavy. My left side weakened first, pins-and-needles numbness crawling up my arm, left leg dragging with chronic stiffness and sudden fiery spasms that shot lightning up my spine. Joints stiffened with a deep, grinding ache — arthritis and osteoporosis turning every tiny movement into rusty hinges screaming in protest. Height collapsed to a tiny 5'2". Skin loosened, wrinkling at elbows and knees like velvet worn thin by decades of touch. Hair grayed into brittle silver wisps, thinning at the crown until I could feel cool air on my scalp.

Then the real weight hit.

My belly rounded into a heavy, pendulous pouch that sloshed faintly when I breathed. My ass ballooned into two massive, dimpled cushions that quivered like warm jelly. Thighs thickened with cottage-cheese ripples and angry varicose veins. And my tits… fuck.

G-cups. Heavy, exhausted G-cups that hung like overripe melons, sagging so low the undersides nearly brushed the top of my soft belly. The left one drooped noticeably lower from the stroke’s asymmetry, pulling painfully at my shoulder.

I tried to stand and immediately felt my hips scream — sharp, popping cracks like dry twigs snapping with every single step. The arthritic joints ground together, sending hot jolts up my spine that made me wince and gasp. Walking was torture; each waddle forced another loud pop-pop-pop from my ruined hips, the pain radiating down my thighs while my massive sagging tits slapped heavily against my belly with meaty, humiliating thuds.

I waddled to the full-length mirror, each step a labored ordeal. Joints popped. Left leg dragged. Missing toes on my left foot (diabetes) made balance treacherous; I nearly fell twice. Cataracts turned the world into a milky haze — glaucoma adding constant dull pressure behind my right eye. Colors washed out. Depth perception gone.

Leaning in close, squinting hard, I finally saw her clearly.

Holy shit.

My mouth felt wrong — gums tender, spongy, most teeth missing. The gaps created a hollow, toothless cave. One side of my lip drooped from the old stroke, giving me a permanent lopsided grimace. When I tried to speak, only a wet, garbled lisp came out: “Whath the hell…?” The words jumbled into mush, tongue heavy on the left side, every syllable slurred and wet.

My hands were twisted claws — knuckles swollen, fingers bent at ugly angles from decades of arthritis. Simple tasks were hell. I tried to pick up the remote and dropped it twice, the plastic clattering on the floor while frustration boiled into sudden, hormone-fueled tears. The emotional swings hit like whiplash: one second calm resignation, the next raging at my useless body, then weeping with nostalgic self-pity I couldn’t even explain.

The exhaustion hit like a freight train. Bone-deep weariness dragged at every limb. My chest felt tight already. I needed to lie down. Now.

I turned — or tried to. The room blurred behind the cataracts. I shuffled forward, left leg dragging, huge saggy tits slapping heavily against my belly with every exhausted step. Where was the fucking bed? The apartment I knew so well had turned into a foggy maze. Panic spiked through the stroke fog. Which way is the bedroom? My heart hammered. I reached out blindly, arthritic fingers brushing the wall, then nothing. A wave of pure terror crashed over me — what if I fell right here and broke my hip? What if I couldn’t get up? Tears welled instantly, emotions swinging from confused fear to weepy helplessness.

“Bed… where’th the bed?” I lisped, voice small and trembling, words coming out completely jumbled and wet. The tinnitus in my left ear roared louder. I stumbled sideways, shoulder bumping the doorframe hard enough to send a fresh jolt of pain through my stroke-weakened side. Confusion thickened — for one terrifying second I genuinely didn’t know whose apartment this was or why I was here. Who am I? The thought sent icy fear straight through me… and a dark, shameful throb between my floppy roast-beef lips.

Finally, my shin bumped the bed frame. Relief and exhaustion flooded me at once. I collapsed onto the mattress face-first, massive G-cup tits squashing beneath me, floppy pussy lips spreading against the sheets. The moment my head hit the pillow I was out — gone, instantly, like someone had flipped a switch on this ancient body.

I woke sometime later in total disorientation, the pillow soaked in a cold, sticky puddle of drool that had leaked from my toothless mouth while I slept. Memory loss had grown worse in those hours — I stared at the wet spot for a long, foggy moment, not even sure what it was or why my face felt damp, before the humiliating realization crashed in and sent me swinging from embarrassed sobs to cranky irritation.

The room was a blurry grey haze. Cataracts turned everything into soft, colorless shapes. My body felt like it had been run over by a truck — every joint locked stiff, back screaming, hips grinding, left side numb and tingling. Shortness of breath made my chest rise in shallow, wheezing huffs. I blinked hard, trying to remember anything.

Who… who am I?

The question floated in the milky fog for long, terrifying minutes. Panic rose again — was this a nursing home? Had I fallen and broken my hip? Was I dying? Tears leaked from my cloudy eyes as the stroke fog swallowed names, faces, even my own identity. I lay there panting, massive saggy tits pooling heavily on my chest, floppy roast-beef lips sticky and exposed between my thighs.

Then, slowly, pieces trickled back. Alex. The elixir. The swap. The 78-year-old grandma body.

Relief hit… followed instantly by a cold, stomach-dropping dread.

What if I got stuck?

The thought slammed into me like a fist. If the elixir failed, if I overdosed again, I’d be trapped forever in this frail, toothless, cataract-blinded, incontinent shell. No more young cock. No more strength. I’d end up in a nursing home — some aide wiping my ass, changing my adult diaper after another bladder leak, feeding me pureed food because I had no teeth. Or worse: one wrong step on these weak, diabetic, missing-toe feet and I’d fall, shatter my osteoporotic hip, lie there in agony until someone found me… or didn’t. Death in a hospital bed, forgotten.

The terror was ice-cold. My heart raced. My chest tightened with fresh pain.

But underneath the fear… my loose, floppy pussy gave a slow, shameful throb. Those big, hanging roast-beef lips pulsed with dark heat. The idea of being trapped — helpless, ancient, dependent, every day a struggle of pain and leaks and confusion — turned me on in the sickest way.

My twisted arthritic hands made everything a battle. I tried to touch myself and immediately dropped the edge of the blanket twice, fingers too bent and swollen to grip properly. The frustration swung my hormones into wild emotional whiplash — one moment horny determination, the next tearful rage at my useless body.

Masturbating was pure torture. It took forever just to get anything started. My dry, postmenopausal folds resisted every clumsy rub; the twisted fingers could barely circle my clit without cramping. I rubbed and rubbed, arms aching, shoulders burning, until finally — after what felt like an eternity — a faint, sluggish heat began to build. But by then my hands and arms were exhausted and throbbing with fresh pain. I had to stop, panting, only to start again minutes later, the slow, frustrating build driving me insane while my emotions flipped from desperate craving to weepy self-pity and back again.

The memory loss kept getting worse as the hours ticked by. I’d forget what I was doing mid-touch, stare blankly at my own hand, then suddenly remember and swing into frantic urgency again. The constant hormonal rollercoaster left me sobbing one moment and snarling the next.

Finally, the pathetic climax hit.

It wasn’t the explosive, gushing orgasm I craved. It was a weak, shuddering little spasm that barely deserved the name — my loose, floppy roast-beef pussy fluttered in tiny, pitiful contractions, leaking only a thin, watery dribble of sticky fluid that mixed with the piss I’d leaked earlier and the drool still running down my chin. My arthritic fingers cramped mid-stroke, forcing me to keep rubbing with trembling, painful claws while my hips popped loudly with every involuntary twitch. I tried to moan but it came out as a wet, jumbled slur — “Fuuu… yeth… ohhh gawd…” — the toothless lisp making it sound ridiculous and broken.

Humiliation crashed over me like a tidal wave. Here I was — a once-young man trapped in this ancient, leaking, toothless wreck — cumming like a sad, incontinent old woman who couldn’t even control her own drool or bladder. Tears of shame streamed down my wrinkled cheeks while the tiny orgasm dragged on in humiliating little aftershocks, my sagging G-cup tits quivering, my twisted hands too weak to stop rubbing even though the friction now burned. The memory fog thickened right at the peak, making me forget for a terrifying second what I was even doing… then it snapped back and I came again in a pathetic second wave, another watery spurt mixing with fresh dribbles of piss as my bladder betrayed me mid-orgasm.

I collapsed back, chest heaving, hips still popping faintly, arms burning, drool and cum and piss all smeared between my thighs like the ultimate degradation. The hormonal swing hit hardest then — from the brief, shameful high straight into sobbing self-loathing.

Eleven hours later the zap finally hit. The ancient body melted away. My young cock returned with a relieved groan.

But the memory of that slow, aching, toothless, cataract-blurred, incontinent, saggy-titted, roast-beef-pussied 78-year-old terror-lust lingered like the filthiest drug I’d ever tasted.

I stared at the ceiling, still catching my breath, cock half-hard again at the thought.

“…I need to feel that again. Sooner. Even if it might kill me.”

5 Legs? Never Heard of Her

Shaking it off, the postmenopausal haze still clinging like cobwebs — the dry aches, the emotional rollercoaster of weepy nostalgia and irritable frustration, the memory lapses that left me fumbling for simple thoughts — I eyed my phone again. The elixir’s siren call was irresistible. One more before the redhead, I decided, pulse quickening. After the pregnant frenzy and the creaky old-lady torment, I craved something safe and normal — just a plain, wholesome 18-year-old girl. Nothing extreme.

Scrolling social feeds, I found her: a barely 18-year-old plain Jane sitting cross-legged on a dorm bed, smiling shyly. Mousy brown hair in a loose ponytail, kinda big nose, freckles, modest everything — baggy university tee and oversized shorts. Caption: “Chill vibes only.” Safe. Ordinary. Perfect.

Three drops. Chugged. Locked on the pic.

Zap.

The shift was gentle at first. Body shrank to a tiny 5'3", limbs slimming into average teen proportions. Skin dewy and fresh. Hair turned mousy brown. Breasts settled into sweet little B-cups. My new pussy was modest and neat — small lips, trim bush, hidden clit.

But the clothes… fuck.

The baggy tee now hung like a tent on my tiny frame, neckline sliding off one shoulder. The roommate’s oversized basketball shorts and boxers underneath were ridiculous — waistband huge, fabric pooling around my hips and thighs like clown pants. I looked like a little girl playing dress-up in her big brother’s clothes.

Then the numbness slammed in.

Nothing below the waist. Dead legs. Paraplegic. The pic had hidden it completely.

I tried to stand. Legs collapsed like wet noodles. The massive shorts and boxers immediately slid down my narrow hips and tangled around my useless thighs as I toppled forward onto the hardwood with a hard thud. My modest B-cups smashed against the cold floor, nipples scraping roughly through the thin tee. The impact yanked the shorts and boxers completely off one leg, leaving them bunched around my ankle like a defeated flag.

“Shit!” I gasped in my new light, girlish voice.

The oversized clothes made everything worse. Every time I moved, the huge tee slid and bunched, the empty shorts and boxers dragging behind me like dead weight. I had to crawl.

Elbows and palms dug in as I dragged my tiny body across the floor. My legs trailed limp and useless, the tangled shorts and boxers snagging and pulling with every inch, yanking the fabric tighter around my ankle and forcing my modest pussy to rub against the cold hardwood. My little B-cups swung and scraped raw against the floor through the baggy tee — nipples chafing hard, back and forth, turning into two throbbing, aching points that sent electric jolts straight to my clit.

The helplessness was intoxicating. I couldn’t even keep my own clothes on. The shorts and boxers kept slipping off as I crawled, leaving my bare ass and modest pussy exposed to the air with every humiliating pull forward. My big nose pressed against the floor. Tears of frustration mixed with shameful heat as my small clit throbbed harder.

Hunger hit. I dragged myself toward the kitchen, tits still scraping painfully, clothes slipping and bunching with every desperate inch. The shorts finally fell off completely halfway there, leaving me crawling naked from the waist down, floppy little pussy lips dragging against the wood.

Then the bladder pressure surged — sudden and unstoppable.

I tried to wheel the office chair, but even that was torture. Every bump jolted my raw nipples and ground my exposed clit against the seat. At the bathroom threshold the chair stuck. I had to crawl the last few feet — tits scraping, useless legs dragging, the empty shorts and boxers long forgotten somewhere behind me.

I didn’t make it.

The urge exploded. Warm urine flooded between my thighs, soaking my bare pussy and pooling on the floor beneath me. The tangy scent mixed with the slickness already dripping from my modest folds. Humiliation burned hot… but my clit pulsed with filthy pleasure at the total loss of control.

Tears streaming, I kept crawling the last few feet into the bathroom. On the cold tile I finally stopped, chest heaving, tiny body trembling. I had to clean myself up.

I pulled the oversized tee up and over my head, leaving me completely naked on the floor. My reflection in the low mirror was devastating: tiny 5' frame, modest B-cups, big nose, freckles… and completely paralyzed legs splayed uselessly behind me.

I examined every inch while I cleaned.

My fingers shook as I wiped the warm piss from my modest pussy lips. They were puffy and slick now — not just from urine but from arousal. I spread them gently, staring at the small, innocent folds glistening. My clit peeked out, swollen and throbbing. I circled it slowly, breath hitching.

Then my hands moved up to my little B-cups. The nipples were raw and bright red from scraping across the floor — hypersensitive, aching. I pinched them hard, rolling the stiff peaks between my fingers, tugging until sparks shot straight to my core. The pain and pleasure mixed perfectly. My paralyzed legs twitched uselessly behind me as I played with my nipples, pinching, twisting, pulling, while my other hand rubbed frantic circles on my clit.

I came hard on the bathroom floor — modest pussy fluttering and squirting in helpless little spurts, raw nipples throbbing, tears of shame and ecstasy rolling down my freckled cheeks.

I barely made it back to the bed. Crawling again — naked, clothes scattered somewhere behind me — tits dragging, pussy dripping, legs useless. The moment I hauled myself onto the mattress I collapsed, exhausted and still trembling.

Seven long, degrading hours later the zap finally hit. Strength rushed back into my legs. My young cock returned.

But the memory of that tiny, innocent, barely-18 paralyzed body — clothes falling off as I crawled, piss-soaked and exposed, nipples rubbed raw on the floor, fingers frantically playing with my modest little tits and clit in total helplessness — refused to fade.

I stared at the ceiling, cock rock-hard again.

“…What if I got stuck like that? Forever crawling. Clothes never staying on. Pissing myself. Playing with my nipples just to feel something. It was terrifying. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever felt.”


6

Big Beautiful Disaster

Shaking off the last echoes of the paralyzed crawl, I stared at my phone again. The past several days had been one extreme after another — pregnant, ancient, tiny and helpless. My cock was already twitching at the memory. Why stop now?

I opened Reddit and went straight to the darkest corners. BBW. SSBBW. Feeders. The taboo hit me like a drug. One thumbnail stopped me cold: a young Black woman, mid-20s, absolutely gorgeous face — full lips, high cheekbones, sultry dark eyes — but her body… Jesus. She had to be pushing 400 pounds. Massive, overflowing, glorious. Caption: “African fertility goddess looking for worshippers 😈”. Why the hell not?

I dumped six glowing drops into the glass this time. No half-measures. Chugged it while staring at her picture.

Zap.

The change hit like a tidal wave of warm, heavy flesh. I shrank in height but exploded outward at the same time. My once-oversized shirt stretched… then tore straight down the front with a loud riiiip as my chest ballooned into two enormous, heavy tits that slapped against a rapidly swelling belly. Fat rolled over fat. Folds on top of folds. My arms thickened, thighs ballooned, ass cheeks spreading wide and heavy.

“Fuck—!” I gasped, voice already turning rich and throaty.

I frantically yanked at my shorts and boxers. The waistband dug in for one painful second, then the fabric surrendered — seams splitting as my hips and ass surged outward. The shorts and boxers slid down my thickening thighs and got stuck halfway, tangled around knees that were already disappearing under new rolls. Every motion was harder. My fingers sank into soft, warm fat just trying to pull them off.

I had to sit.

The couch groaned loudly under my weight as I dropped onto it. The cushions sank deep. My massive ass spilled over the edges, thighs spreading so wide they touched on both sides, belly resting heavy on my lap like a warm, living pillow. My new tits — bigger than anything I’d ever seen, easily H-cups — rested on top of the gut, nipples thick and dark, already tingling.

I was a goddess of excess. African fertility goddess in the flesh. Smooth deep-brown skin stretched tight over endless curves. Belly hanging in heavy apron folds that completely hid my new pussy. Thighs so thick they rubbed constantly, creating a slick, sweaty valley between them. Ass so huge it overflowed the couch cushions and pressed back against the wall.

Hunger slammed into me like a freight train.

I waddled to the kitchen — each step exhausting, thighs chafing, belly swaying and slapping against my legs, tits bouncing heavily with every labored breath. I was already sweating just from walking ten feet. I devoured everything: entire family-size bag of chips, two frozen pizzas, a jar of peanut butter eaten straight with a spoon, half a chocolate cake, every candy bar in the pantry. The more I ate, the hornier I got. Sweat rolled down my rolls. My belly gurgled and swelled even bigger.

Cravings hit harder — pure sugar. I found a bag of gummy worms and shoved handfuls into my mouth while I kept eating, cheeks bulging, chocolate and sugar mixing on my tongue.

Walking back down the hallway to turn on the AC became torture. The narrow hall felt like a squeezebox. My hips brushed both walls. My belly dragged against the doorframe. Sweat poured off me. I was panting like I’d run a marathon just from twenty steps. The heat between my thighs was unbearable — but my pussy was completely buried under layers of soft, warm fat. I couldn’t even reach it.

I collapsed back onto the groaning couch, tits heaving, belly spilling over my lap. I tried anyway — arm sinking deep into my own fat just to get a hand down there. Fingers finally brushed my slick, hidden folds and I moaned like a whore. But the angle was impossible. The fat won.

Instead, I attacked my massive tits. I lifted one heavy, sweat-slick breast and found a half-eaten gummy worm stuck underneath it from earlier. I popped it into my mouth, laughing breathlessly, then pinched and tugged my thick dark nipples. The sensation shot straight through the fat straight to my buried clit. I kept playing with them — squeezing, slapping, twisting — until I came just from nipple play, pussy gushing somewhere deep under the apron of my belly, juices soaking the couch beneath me.

I spent nearly half the day like that — African fertility goddess trapped in my own body. Eating. Sweating. Jiggling. Cumming from my tits while my hidden pussy throbbed uselessly. Ordering DoorDash from McDonald’s like a woman possessed: four Double Quarter Pounders with cheese, six large fries, four Shamrock Shakes, and four Diet Cokes “for health.”

When the skinny white DoorDasher arrived, his eyes went huge.

He handed over the bags and muttered, “Damn… four Double Quarter Pounders, six fries, four shakes and Diet Cokes? Bitch needs more than diet coke to lose weight.”

The words should have humiliated me. Instead my buried pussy clenched so hard I almost came on the spot. I tipped him twenty bucks with a shaky, horny smile and waddled back inside, belly swaying, tits bouncing, ass jiggling.

I ate it all greedily on the couch — grease dripping down my chin, shakes disappearing in huge gulps, belly swelling even bigger while I rubbed my massive tits and pinched my nipples until I came again, moaning around a mouthful of burger.

By late afternoon the pressure in my bladder was unbearable. I waddled to the bathroom, thighs rubbing raw, belly slapping against my legs with every exhausted step. I stared at the toilet and froze. What if I break it? Four hundred pounds of soft, heavy goddess lowering onto that fragile porcelain… the image sent a humiliating thrill straight to my buried cunt. I could already picture the crack, the crash, the utter embarrassment.

Fuck it. Shower instead.

I stepped into the tiny stall and immediately realized the problem — I barely fit. My massive ass and hips wedged against both walls. My belly pressed against the glass door, tits resting on top of it like heavy pillows. Water cascaded over endless rolls and folds, streaming between my thighs and disappearing into the deep crease where my pussy hid. Soaping up was a struggle — arms reaching around my own fat, breasts jiggling wildly, belly swaying as I tried to wash the sweaty valley between my legs. Every movement made my body quake and slap. I was panting, sweating even more under the hot spray, but my clit was throbbing somewhere deep under all that flesh, begging for attention I still couldn’t quite reach.

I finally gave up, turned off the water, and waddled back to the bedroom — dripping, exhausted, every step a jiggling, chafing ordeal.

I flopped onto the bed.

CRACK.

The entire frame gave way with a dramatic metallic groan. The mattress slammed to the floor, my 400-pound body bouncing wildly — tits flopping, belly rippling, ass spreading across the collapsed wreckage. The whole bed had literally broken under me.

For a second I just lay there in the ruins, sweat-slick and panting… then I started laughing. Hard. Deep, belly-shaking giggles that made my massive tits and gut quake even harder. The absurdity of the last several days hit me all at once — pregnant and kicking, ancient and toothless, paralyzed and crawling, and now this… a 400-pound African fertility goddess who just broke the fucking bed trying to lie down.

I laughed until tears rolled down my cheeks, my whole body jiggling with every helpless giggle, pussy still throbbing somewhere under all that glorious fat.

This was insane. This was perfect. And I still didn’t want it to end.


7

Ginger Snap

Shaking it off, I eyed the men's mag again—the redhead calling.

Flipping to a spread of a fiery redhead—emerald eyes, killer ass, perky tits—I chugged, eyes on her.

Zap. Shrinking hit first, fat redistributing into curves, hair cascading past shoulders in auburn waves, body hair vanishing. Hands slimmed, nails lengthening. Nipples swelled, mounds budding into firm B-cups, then blooming fuller. Stomach toned flat, arms and legs sleek and tanned. I dashed to the mirror—almost her, but face mine, dick still there. Then eyes shifted green, lips plumped, cheeks refined. My cock dwindled—teen-sized, kid-sized, gone—replaced by a smooth slit, clit peeking from rosy lips, topped by a neat red triangle.

Staring at this naked vixen, I trailed hands over satin skin—face velvet, neck graceful, breasts heavy and responsive. Squeezing them sent zings to my core, nipples hardening into aching buds. Downward, thighs parted, fingers explored the slick heat—knees buckling at the clit's electric sensitivity, a moan escaping as pleasure bloomed like a high. One finger slipped in, warm and welcoming, overwhelming me with emptiness begging to be filled. I pumped, rubbing my pearl, exploding in orgasm—whole-body waves, toes curling, pussy spasming in ecstasy. Not enough—I added a second finger, teasing breasts, chasing peaks until a third climax left me breathless, pussy dripping, the tangy scent filling the air. Holy shit—this is addictive.

But the hunger gnawed—fingers weren't cutting it. I craved real fullness, a thick cock stretching me, pounding deep until I shattered again and again. Am I a nympho now, or is this the body's drive? The need pulsed like a heartbeat in my clit, my pussy clenching around nothing, slick and empty, demanding more. Showering, I fingered myself to two more orgasms under the hot spray—water cascading over my sensitive skin, nipples hardening under the stream as I rubbed my pearl furiously, knees buckling against the tile, moans echoing in the steam—but it only stoked the fire, leaving me trembling, juices mixing with the water swirling down the drain. Emerging flushed and dripping, I wrapped in my roommate's oversized robe, the fabric rasping against my erect nipples like a tease, sending fresh sparks to my core.

A knock shattered the haze—the pizza app delivery, right on time. My pussy throbbed at the thought of human contact, any contact, the nympho urge overriding reason. I flung open the door to... not the stud I'd fantasized, but an average teenage kid—lanky, maybe 18, with messy brown hair under a backward cap, acne dotting his cheeks, glasses slipping down his nose. His uniform hung loose on a skinny frame, no muscles to speak of, just that geeky, awkward charm: a comic book tee peeking from under his polo, fidgeting with the pizza box like he'd rather be raiding in some MMORPG than here. His eyes widened behind the lenses, jaw dropping as he stammered, "Uh... delivery for... Jax? That's $18.50..."

His voice cracked, nerdy and unsure, but my body didn't care—heat flooded me, nipples tenting the robe, pussy gushing at the mere presence of a cock nearby. I stepped closer, the robe slipping open just enough to flash a glimpse of my full breasts, the scent of my arousal wafting like an invitation. "Come in," I purred, my soprano dripping honey, grabbing his arm—thin but warm—and pulling him inside, locking the door with a click that echoed like fate sealing.

"W-wait, miss, I... I just need the payment," he stuttered, cheeks flaming red, eyes darting to my cleavage then away, his free hand adjusting his pants where a telltale bulge was forming, inexperienced but eager. God, his geeky innocence only fueled me—the way he shifted, probably a virgin or close, made my clit ache with predatory hunger. I let the robe fall open further, exposing one breast, nipple hard as a pebble, begging for his mouth.

"This!" I whispered, pressing against him, the pizza box tumbling as I kissed him hungrily—lips soft and clumsy at first, tasting of mint gum and nerves. He froze, then melted, his hands tentatively roaming my back, tangling in my red waves, the awkwardness turning me on more, my pussy weeping down my thighs. I ground against his growing erection, feeling it twitch through his khakis—average, but hard as steel, promising to fill the void.

We stumbled to the bed, his glasses fogging as I stripped him—comic tee revealing a pale, skinny chest, no abs, just soft vulnerability that made me wetter. He gawked at my body, "Y-you're... gorgeous," voice cracking like a fanboy at Comic-Con. I pushed him down, straddling his lap, my slick folds grinding along his shaft, coating him in my juices, the friction on my clit sending shocks through me. "Touch me," I demanded, guiding his trembling hands to my breasts—he squeezed tentatively, thumbs brushing nipples, eliciting moans that made his cock jump.

His lips followed, awkward but enthusiastic, latching onto a nipple, sucking clumsily while his fingers twisted the other—sparks exploded, my pussy clenching, already on the edge. I reached down, stroking his modest length—veiny, throbbing, pre-cum beading like dew—positioning it at my entrance. "Fuck me," I growled, sinking down slow, inch by inch stretching my tight walls, the fullness divine, my clit grinding against his base.

He gasped, "Oh shit... so tight," hips bucking instinctively, nerdy enthusiasm taking over. I rode him hard, hips slamming, pussy milking him greedily—orgasm one hit like lightning, walls spasming, juices squirting around him. Not enough—I flipped us, him on top, his skinny frame thrusting erratically, but deep, hitting spots that made me scream. His mouth on my neck, nibbling shyly, hands everywhere—clumsy pinches, eager gropes—pushing me to peak two, three, my nails raking his back as I came again, pussy flooding.

"More," I begged, nympho fire insatiable—he flipped me to all fours, entering from behind, his average cock feeling massive now, pounding my g-spot until orgasm four shattered me, vision blurring, body convulsing. He came with a geeky grunt, hot jets filling me, triggering five—ecstasy overwhelming, my pussy clutching him like a vice, trapping every drop.

Panting, he muttered, "That was... wow," pulling out, cum dripping from me. He dressed in a flustered rush, "Gotta... work," bolting with a dazed grin.

I collapsed onto the bed, the sheets tangled and damp beneath me, my body still thrumming like a live wire from the encounter with the pizza kid. His cum leaked slowly from my pussy, a warm, sticky reminder that mixed with my own juices, creating a slick mess between my thighs that only fueled the fire raging inside. The afterglow should've sated me, left me drowsy and content, but no—this body was a voracious beast, its nympho urges clawing at my mind like an addiction I couldn't shake. My clit pulsed insistently, a aching pearl begging for attention, and my inner walls fluttered around nothing, empty and desperate to be filled again. Just one more, I thought, my breath hitching as I spread my legs wider, the cool air kissing my swollen folds and sending shivers racing up my spine.

My fingers, still trembling from the orgasms he'd wrung from me, dipped lower, tracing the sensitive lips of my pussy—petal-soft and engorged, slick with our mingled essences. The musky scent of sex hung heavy in the air, intoxicating, making my nipples harden into tight buds that strained against the robe I'd loosely tied. I circled my clit slowly at first, the touch electric, jolting through me like a surge, my hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure coiled tight in my core. "Fuck..." I moaned, my soprano voice breathy and needy, echoing in the empty condo. One finger slipped inside, then two, stretching me just enough to tease the void, curling to brush that hidden spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids. My free hand roamed upward, cupping a heavy breast, pinching the nipple hard—pain blooming into bliss, my pussy clenching around my fingers in rhythmic spasms.

But it wasn't enough. The urges whispered darker promises, nympho cravings that had me scheming already—call him back? Hit up a dating app? My mind flashed to the kid's awkward thrusts, his geeky gasps as he'd filled me, and heat flooded me anew. I pumped faster, fingers plunging deep, the wet squelch obscene, my thumb grinding my clit in frantic circles. Orgasm hit like a tsunami—waves crashing through me, my back arching off the mattress, pussy convulsing in violent pulses, juices squirting onto my hand as I screamed, toes curling, every nerve alight with fire. Tears pricked my eyes from the intensity, my body a quivering mess, but the hunger lingered, insatiable, already rebuilding like a storm on the horizon.

Panting, I rolled over, grabbing my phone from the nightstand—fingers slick, leaving smears on the screen. The app store glowed, and I downloaded a hookup app on impulse, the nympho drive overriding any shred of my old self's caution. Profile pic? A quick selfie in the mirror—emerald eyes smoldering, red hair tousled, lips parted in post-climax flush. Bio: "Craving now—come fill me." Matches flooded in within minutes—thirsty DMs from guys nearby, their pics ranging from gym rats to office drones. My pussy throbbed at each one, clit swelling as I scrolled, imagining their cocks—thick, veiny, pounding me senseless.

One caught my eye: a nearby barista, cute in a hipster way, with tattoos and a shy smile. "5 min away," his message pinged. "Down?" My response: "Door's unlocked. Hurry." He arrived breathless, coffee scent clinging to him, eyes widening at my robe-clad form. No words—I pulled him in, kissing hungrily, tasting espresso on his tongue as I stripped him, his cock springing free—average but eager, pre-cum beading like dew. We tumbled to the couch, my legs wrapping around him as he entered me in one swift thrust, filling the ache with hot, rigid flesh.

"God, you're soaked," he groaned, hips snapping, his inked hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper.

I rode the waves—orgasms ripping through me one after another, my pussy milking him greedily, nails raking his back as I begged, "Harder—fuck me like you own me." He came with a shudder, flooding me again, but I wasn't done—pushing him down, mounting him reverse, grinding my clit against his base while his spent cock hardened inside me once more. Another climax shattered me, vision blurring, body convulsing in ecstasy. He left dazed, promising a return, but the urges surged back almost immediately, my clit a throbbing nub, pussy clenching with renewed need.

By evening, I'd hooked up with two more—a delivery driver and a neighbor I'd messaged impulsively—each encounter amplifying the nympho frenzy: sweat-slick skin slapping, moans filling the condo, my pussy stretched and filled, orgasms cascading like dominoes. Self-doubt flickered—This isn't me... or is it?—but the pleasure drowned it, my body a vessel for endless craving, nipples perpetually hard, skin flushed with perpetual heat.

I just lay there feeling the afterglow of the most wonderful experiences of my life. I fell asleep soon after and woke up a few hours later. I was very thirsty so I got up and went into the kitchen. I filled my glass with water and drank it all down. Then I went in to the bathroom and turned on the light. I looked in the mirror and saw the woman I had become staring back at me. My whole body was shocked and I stepped back. It must be time to change back, I thought to myself. But I didn't start to change. I looked closer in the mirror and I could see no differences. What was going on? Then I remembered the drink of water I had just gotten. I ran to the kitchen. In the glass was the toothpick I had used in the potion. "Shit!" I yelled. "It must have left some potion in the glass, and I looked at myself! Oh, no! I need to get the potion and a picture of myself to change back!" I looked and looked but I couldn't find the vial! I started to walk in to the bedroom to look when I heard a muffled crunch. I looked down and saw that I had stepped on my pants. I stepped back and lifted up my pants to see the vial, broken and undrinkable! I started to panic! I didn't want to be stuck in this body! I put on long, baggy shirt and socks and I headed back to the market. I looked and looked but I couldn't find the tent I had gotten the brew from. How was I going to explain this to my roommate? Well, I have the rest of the week to think of how.


Epilogue 

Permanently Fucked

Three weeks later and I still wake up gasping, fingers already buried between my thighs before my eyes even open.

The redhead in the mirror is no longer a stranger — she’s me. Emerald eyes glazed with permanent hunger, auburn hair tangled from another night of fucking, full lips swollen from biting them raw. My body is a live wire that never cools down. Every morning my clit is already throbbing, my pussy slick and aching, inner walls fluttering around nothing like a starving mouth.

I don’t fight it anymore.

I spread my legs wide on the ruined sheets, two fingers plunging deep while my other hand mauls my heavy tits. I pinch my nipples hard enough to hurt, twisting them the way I learned this body loves. The memory of every other form crashes over me in filthy waves:

The pregnant belly kicking from the inside while I fucked myself with a dildo. The toothless 78-year-old grandma whose sagging E-cups leaked milk as I came from pure helplessness. The tiny paralyzed 18-year-old whose clothes fell off while I crawled across the floor scraping my nipples raw. The 400-pound African fertility goddess whose bed collapsed under her weight while she laughed and came from nothing but nipple play.

All of them were mine for a day. This redhead body? This one claimed me forever.

The terror is still there — sharp, dark, delicious. No vial. No way back. I’m stuck as this insatiable nympho slut for the rest of my life. Roommate calls me Ruby now. Strangers on hookup apps call me a goddess. I call myself addicted.

My fingers move faster, sloppy and frantic, the wet squelching sound filling the room as I grind my palm against my swollen clit. I can feel the pizza kid’s cum from last night still leaking out of me, mixing with my fresh slick. I scoop some up and smear it over my nipples, moaning like a whore as I twist them harder.

“Fuck… I’m never getting out,” I gasp, voice breathy and broken. The words alone push me closer. “I’m trapped in this cock-hungry cunt forever…”

The orgasm hits like a freight train. My back arches off the mattress, pussy convulsing violently around my fingers, squirting in hot, messy pulses that soak the sheets and my thighs. My toes curl, vision whites out, and I scream — raw, shameless, loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

When it finally fades, I lie there panting, chest heaving, cum and squirt cooling on my skin.

I smile at the ceiling.

This is my life now.

No going back. No escape. Just endless, dripping, glorious need.

And I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

-The End-
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