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Chapter 1: The Silver Coin

Alex Rivera wiped down the sleek black marble counter at Pulse Brooklyn, the Williamsburg fitness studio pulsing with the low thrum of treadmills winding down and the metallic clank of Rogue dumbbells racking. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering Manhattan skyline across the river, neon from the new high-rises bleeding pink and violet across the polished concrete floors. As studio manager, he’d ditched the soul-crushing personal-training sales scripts for this—closing out the ClassPass app, balancing the books, and still hitting his own lifts after hours without burning out.

He’d fantasized about launching that craft-beer subscription box or the vegan taqueria that never quite happened. But honestly? This life was solid: late-night deadlifts, scrolling thirst-trap pics of his wife Jordan waiting back in their Bushwick loft, and actually getting home before midnight.

Sorting the change drawer (yeah, some boomer clients still paid cash), his fingers brushed something warm. A silver coin, smaller than a quarter, edges etched with impossible swirling glyphs that definitely weren’t English. It hummed against his skin like it had a heartbeat. Grinning, Alex swapped it for one of his own quarters and slipped it into the pocket of his black joggers. Pocket jackpot.

He was zipping the deposit pouch when Lila from the cleaning crew rolled her cart past. Late twenties, generous curves stretching the studio’s black logo polo and high-waisted leggings to their absolute limit—soft belly, heavy, swaying breasts, wide hips that rolled with every step like an invitation. “Night, Alex. I’m out.”

“Night, Lila. Drive safe,” he said, voice casual. But in his head a stray thought slipped free: She’d look fucking lethal if she dropped thirty pounds. Toned. Those curves carved into something tight and powerful instead of soft.

Lila froze. A sharp gasp tore from her throat. Her hands flew to her stomach. “What… oh fuck…”

Alex’s eyes widened. The fabric of her polo, once stretched drum-tight over the plush swell of her belly, began to loosen. The change wasn’t violent—it was intimate. A warm, golden flush bloomed across her throat and chest. Her flesh rippled like liquid silk under invisible sculptor’s hands, melting and re-forming in slow, sensual waves. Skin glowed, tingling, tightening.

Her heavy breasts—lush, overflowing handfuls—lifted, firmed, shrinking from overflowing DDs into pert, high, teardrop perfection that strained the suddenly baggy polo. Nipples stiffened into diamond points, visibly tenting the thin fabric as electric heat flooded her system. The material now draped loose around her narrowing waist, accentuating the dramatic dip before her hips still flared—now dramatically, mouth-wateringly proportioned on her shrinking frame.

Thighs slimmed with soft sighs of fabric shifting, leggings sagging at newly taut hips and ass. Lila’s breath hitched, eyes wide with raw shock and something darker. She ran trembling hands down her new sleek lines. A low, involuntary moan escaped—throaty, surprised, laced with pure lust. “Alex? What the actual fuck is happening to me?” Her voice came out breathy, almost husky. “It feels… God, it’s everywhere. My skin is buzzing, my pussy is… pulsing. Like my whole body is waking up and begging for more.”

Alex yanked his hands from his pockets, palms up. “I swear I didn’t do anything!” But his mind was already spinning. The coin. My stray thought. Holy shit.

Lila stood there in the oversized uniform, newly sculpted form looking vulnerable and dangerously fuckable under the studio’s soft lighting. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, smaller breasts heaving. “My husband… he’ll think I got secret surgery. Change me back—please!”

The realization slammed into him. Alex’s fingers dove back into his pocket, closing around the warm silver coin. Back to how she was.

The reversal hit like molten honey. Lila moaned—deeper this time, a full-body shudder rippling through her as her curves flowed outward in exquisite, liquid waves. Flesh swelled and softened with perfect, filthy precision: belly rounding into plush familiarity, breasts expanding back into heavy, pendulous globes that strained the polo tight again, nipples still peaked and aching. Hips widened with a delicious sway, thighs thickening into pillowy perfection. The uniform hugged every restored inch like a lover’s greedy hands.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, palms sliding over her body in lingering, almost worshipful exploration—relief tangled with the afterglow of that strange, electric heat still humming under her skin. Her cheeks stayed flushed, eyes half-lidded. “He would’ve lost his shit. Divorced me on the spot.” She laughed shakily, tugging the shirt back into place over her full, familiar figure. “But seriously, Alex… whatever the fuck that was? Figure it out. Bottle it. This studio could print money with results like that.”

Alex stood frozen as she sauntered out to her car, familiar hypnotic sway returned in full glory. He pulled the coin from his pocket, turning it under the lights. The glyphs seemed to shimmer, almost smirking.

“What the hell are you?” he whispered. A dangerous spark of curiosity—and something far, far hotter—ignited low in his gut. Thoughts of Jordan waiting at home flickered through his mind, her body so different from Lila’s… yet suddenly, endlessly intriguing.

He slipped the coin back into his pocket, pulse thundering, and killed the last of the lights.


Chapter 2: The Experiment

“Jordan!” Alex called as he kicked the door shut on their sun-drenched Bushwick loft, the faint bass from a neighbor’s rooftop party still vibrating through the exposed-brick walls. The air smelled like garlic, fresh basil, and the faint coconut of the new Diptyque candle she’d bought on sale. “Babe? Where are you hiding?”

“Kitchen!” her voice floated back, warm and teasing. “What’s the emergency, Mr. Dramatic?”

He found her barefoot at the marble island in black Lululemon leggings and an oversized white tank, honey-blonde hair twisted up in a messy knot. At 5'4" and forty-seven, Jordan had softened in the most delicious ways over the years—full, heavy breasts that strained the thin cotton, a plush belly that spilled just enough to be addictive when she rode him slow, wide hips and a round ass that still made his cock twitch every time she walked past. The kind of body that had carried their life together for twenty-five years. The kind he still craved even when their nights had grown more tender than frantic.

Alex dropped his keys, pulse already hammering. “You are not going to believe what I found at the studio tonight.”

She arched a perfectly sculpted brow, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Try me.”

He pulled the silver coin from his joggers and held it up. The ancient glyphs caught the warm Edison-bulb light like liquid mercury. “This thing. It… changes people. I tested it on Lila and—fuck, Jordan, it actually worked.”

Her eyes widened, half skeptical, half hungry. “Changed her how?”

“Watch.” He closed his fingers around the warm metal and pictured her exactly his height—6' even. No more craning down to kiss her.

Jordan gasped sharply, hands flying to the island edge. “Alex—oh my God—”

It started in her toes. A slow, liquid heat bloomed upward like warm oil sliding under her skin. Her calves lengthened first, muscle and bone stretching with a deep, delicious pull that made her knees buckle. She moaned low in her throat, eyes fluttering shut. “It feels… so fucking strange. Good strange. Like my whole body is waking up and begging.”

Her thighs thickened and firmed as they grew, leggings riding higher, seams creaking. The soft curve of her belly lifted, waist elongating inch by inch. Each vertebra in her spine unspooled with tiny, electric pops that shot sparks straight to her core. Her heavy breasts—those lush, overflowing handfuls—rose higher on her chest, nipples stiffening into aching peaks that visibly tented the tank as the fabric pulled tight, then loosened around her newly lengthened torso.

When the change finished, Jordan stood eye-to-eye with him. She looked down at her own feet—still on the same floor—and let out a breathless, husky laugh. “Holy shit. I’m tall.” She ran her hands over the sleek new lines of her longer arms, the firmer curve of her ass now higher, rounder, more athletic. Her voice had dropped into a rich, velvety register that made Alex’s cock thicken instantly. “Alex… I feel powerful. Sexy as hell. Everything’s so much more… sensitive.” She pressed her thighs together, biting her lip at the fresh rush of slick heat between them.

He grinned, already half-hard just from watching her. “You like it?”

“I don’t know yet. Ask me after I stop feeling like I might float away on this dopamine high.” She laughed again, then reached for the coin, eyes sparkling with pure mischief. “My turn. Hold still.”

Jordan took the silver disc, concentrating. Alex felt the floor rush upward as his own body began to shrink—slowly, intimately. Bones compressed with warm, tingling pressure. His shoulders narrowed, chest softening, height melting away until Jordan towered over him by six full inches. He stared straight into the soft, inviting valley of her cleavage, now level with his eyes.

“Oh my God,” he breathed, voice lighter, almost boyish.

Jordan burst out laughing, the sound rich and full from her taller frame. “You look adorable. But no—we can’t stay like this. Everyone would lose their minds.” She reversed it just as slowly, letting him grow back with the same sensual stretch until they were eye-to-eye again.

She handed the coin back, cheeks flushed. “Change me back to normal height… but wait.” Her voice dropped, suddenly shy and wicked at the same time. “The kids are gone for the weekend. What if we… experimented more? What if you turned me into a guy? Your old gym buddy. We could hit The Taproom down the block, and you could finally talk to me like one of the boys instead of your wife.”

Alex’s eyebrows shot up. “You want me to make you a man?”

“Just for tonight. I like how strong this tall thing feels. And I’m dying to hear what you idiots really talk about when we’re not around.” She stepped closer, breasts brushing his chest. “You’d know it’s still me. No cheating. Just… filthy fun.”

He swallowed hard, already imagining it. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious. Do it slow. I want to feel everything.”

Alex closed his fist around the coin and focused—turning his beautiful wife into the kind of ripped, cocky gym bro he’d grab IPAs with. The change began at her throat. Jordan’s voice cracked mid-moan, dropping octave by octave into a deep, masculine rumble that sent a bolt of pure lust straight to his cock. “Fuck… that feels incredible.”

Her shoulders broadened with a slow, rolling heat, traps and delts swelling under the tank until the straps snapped. Arms thickened, biceps and forearms cording with new muscle that flexed involuntarily as she explored them, groaning low. Her breasts—those perfect heavy handfuls—tightened, shrank, and flattened into hard, sculpted pecs, nipples still hypersensitive as they shrank to small, flat disks. She gasped and pinched one, eyes rolling back. “Oh my God, Alex… they’re so fucking sensitive like this. Every little touch goes straight to my—fuck.”

Her waist narrowed, hips cracking inward with wet, intimate pops. The plush curve of her ass firmed into tight, athletic glutes. Thighs hardened into thick pillars of muscle. And then—the part that made them both moan—the real magic happened between her legs.

A deep, throbbing heat bloomed at her core. Her clit swelled, lengthening slowly, inch by thick, velvet-steel inch, pushing forward with slick, pulsing pleasure. Labia fused and reshaped, forming heavy, tightening balls that dropped into a newly formed sac, full and aching. The shaft continued to grow, thickening, veins rising, until a proud, eight-inch cock stood rigid against her belly, already leaking a glossy bead of precum. Jordan—no, he—wrapped a big hand around it and stroked once, shuddering.

“Jesus Christ,” the deep voice growled, husky with shock and raw arousal. “I have a dick. A really nice, thick dick. Alex… it’s throbbing.”

Alex’s own cock was rock-hard in his joggers. He pictured clothes next—simple black gym shorts and a tight compression shirt that hugged every new ridge of muscle. The fabric shimmered into place, outlining the powerful body perfectly.

The man standing in front of him—Jax, Alex decided on the spot—flexed both arms, grinning with Jordan’s familiar playful spark still burning in his eyes. “Holy shit, babe. You really did it.” Jax’s voice was pure baritone sex. He cupped his heavy bulge, gave it a slow, possessive squeeze, and groaned. “We are definitely taking this body out tonight. But first…”

Jax stepped forward, towering and muscled, and pulled Alex into a crushing kiss that tasted exactly like his wife—only deeper, hungrier, and full of brand-new, filthy possibilities.


Chapter 3: The Taproom

Hands in your pockets, Alex muttered as they stepped out into the warm Williamsburg night, the distant rumble of the J train mixing with bass spilling from rooftop bars. “You’re still walking like you’re on a runway, babe.”

Jax shoved his big, veined hands deep into the pockets of his black gym shorts. The motion instantly squared his broad shoulders and gave him a confident, masculine swagger. “Better?” The deep baritone that rolled out of his throat still sent a dirty little thrill straight down Alex’s spine.

“Much. And when you sit, spread those legs. Take up space. No crossing them like you usually do.”

Jax grinned, the expression cocky and new on his square, stubbled jaw. “There’s so much to get used to.” He adjusted himself casually, palming the thick, heavy bulge in his shorts. The weight of his cock and balls shifted against his thigh with every step, sending warm, unfamiliar sparks of pleasure through his core. “This thing just… swings. It’s constantly rubbing. Feels filthy in the best way.”

They walked the eight blocks to The Taproom, their usual sports bar in Williamsburg, the neon sign buzzing above the door. Inside it was loud, warm, and packed with locals yelling at the Knicks game on a dozen screens. Alex introduced Jax as “my old training buddy from back in the day.” The guys welcomed him immediately—back slaps, fist bumps, fresh IPAs shoved into his big hands.

Jax was shocked how easily he slipped into it. The deep laughs, the crude jokes, the way his thick thighs spread wide on the stool, taking up room like he owned it. His new cock lay heavy against the inside of his thigh, half-hard from the constant friction and the sheer erotic rush of being inside this powerful male body. Every time he shifted, the thick shaft dragged against the fabric and his balls tightened with a low, delicious ache.

At halftime Jax leaned in close, voice a gravelly whisper only Alex could hear. “Alex… I gotta piss. Bad.”

Alex’s mouth twitched. “Men’s room. Use a stall if you’re nervous. And aim, for fuck’s sake.”

Jax nodded and headed back, the world feeling taller, broader, stronger. The men’s room was loud with conversation and running sinks. He locked himself in the only free stall, heart hammering, cock already thickening just from anticipation.

He stood in front of the toilet and looked down. The heavy cock hung there between his muscular thighs—thick, veined, and already half-hard. Jax wrapped his large hand around the warm shaft, feeling its weight, its heat, the way it pulsed against his palm. “Holy fuck…” he breathed in that deep voice. Blood surged instantly. The cock swelled and lengthened in his grip, rising into a full, throbbing erection. Veins stood out along the thick shaft. The flushed head grew glossy and slick. A bead of precum welled at the slit.

The sensation was overwhelming—raw, aggressive, completely different from anything Jordan had ever felt. It was hotter, more urgent, like every nerve ending was on fire. Jax gave one slow stroke, just to feel it, and had to bite back a groan. His heavy balls drew up tight, full and aching. “Not now, you bastard,” he muttered, forcing himself to think about spreadsheets and taxes until the erection finally eased enough to aim.

When the stream finally came it was powerful, loud, and strangely satisfying. Jax moaned quietly at the pure relief, the hot rush, the way his thick cock jumped slightly in his hand with every pulse. He shook the last drops off the sensitive head, watching the heavy shaft sway and bounce. The casual male ritual felt dirty, intimate, and insanely erotic all at once.

He tucked the still-thickening cock back into his shorts with some difficulty, the fabric now noticeably tented, and returned to the bar with a dazed, satisfied grin.

A couple hours and several rounds later they headed home through the quiet streets. Halfway there Jax’s hand instinctively drifted toward Alex’s. Alex jerked away. “Not out here, man. People know me.”

Jax flushed, the heat crawling up his thick neck. “Sorry. Old habits die hard.”

As they turned onto their block, a sleek black Tesla sat parked in their driveway.

“Who the hell owns a Tesla?” Alex muttered.

“No idea,” Jax replied, voice rumbling.

They opened the front door and froze.

Two attractive women were sitting comfortably in their living room like they belonged there. Susan—Alex’s ex-girlfriend from years ago—looked stunning in a tight red dress that hugged every curve. Beside her was Trish, the confident, curvy brunette Jordan had worked supply-teaching gigs with for years.

Susan smiled warmly at Alex. “Hey honey. Figured you boys would close the bar, so Trish came to give Jax a ride home.”

Trish stood up with a predatory little smile and sauntered straight over to Jax. Without hesitation she slid one arm around his thick waist while her other hand boldly slid down and cupped the heavy bulge in his gym shorts. She gave his cock and balls a firm, possessive squeeze, fingers curling around the thick shaft and full sac through the thin fabric.

“Mmm, feels like someone’s nice and full tonight,” Trish purred, giving another slow, teasing squeeze that made Jax’s cock twitch and start swelling instantly against her palm. “You better not be too drunk, baby. I want this big dick fucking me deep and hard when we get home. Think you can still get it up for me later, or do I need to ride you until you’re begging?”

Jax’s breath caught in a sharp, involuntary gasp. The sudden firm grip sent a white-hot bolt of pleasure straight up his spine. His thick cock surged in her hand, hardening rapidly, thickening and lengthening against her fingers until the fat head pushed insistently against the waistband of his shorts. His heavy balls tightened in her warm palm, the skin pulling taut. The sensation was overwhelming—raw, electric, humiliatingly arousing. Heat flooded his face even as his new cock betrayed him completely, throbbing and leaking against Trish’s possessive touch.

Trish gave one last slow stroke, clearly enjoying the growing, rock-hard bulge she’d created, then pulled her hand away with a wicked wink. “Come on, big guy. Let’s get you home so I can take care of this properly.”

Jax shot Alex a wide-eyed, desperate look, his cock now visibly tenting his shorts obscenely, but Trish was already guiding the big, muscular man out the door, her hand resting low on his ass.

Susan brushed past Alex, her perfume wrapping around him like a memory. She pushed the door shut and gave him a sultry smile.

“Coffee’s in the pot, babe.” Her fingers trailed slowly down his chest. “Don’t stay up too late… you know how much I like you first thing in the morning.”

Then she turned and walked upstairs, hips swaying.

Alex stood frozen in the hallway, heart pounding, cock half-hard, and mind reeling.

The coin hadn’t just changed their bodies.

It had completely rewritten reality around them.


Chapter 4: Reality Shifts

Jax killed the engine of the sleek black Tesla outside The Taproom in Williamsburg, the low electric hum fading into the late-afternoon buzz of Brooklyn. He sat for a second, big hands still gripping the wheel, feeling the expensive leather seat cradle his powerful frame. His cock—still half-hard from the drive—lay thick and warm against his thigh, the weight of it a constant, filthy reminder of everything that had flipped upside down overnight. He adjusted himself with a slow, casual palm, the heavy shaft twitching at the contact, then stepped out and headed inside.

Alex was already waiting in a back booth, nursing an IPA, looking exactly like the man Jax had kissed goodnight twenty-four hours ago. Except now everything was different.

Jax slid in across from him, thighs spread wide, the obscene bulge in his tailored trousers impossible to hide. “I’ve got the coin,” he said, voice that deep, rumbling baritone that still felt brand-new and strangely addictive. “We can fix this right now.”

“Hold on,” Alex cut in, eyes flicking down to the thick ridge in Jax’s lap before snapping back up. “We need to talk first. Figure out what the hell this thing actually did.”

They ordered another round and leaned in close. The conversation spilled out in hushed, urgent tones over the low thump of the Knicks game on the screens.

“Susan thinks she’s been my wife for fifteen years,” Alex said, voice tight. “Emily’s still home from college for the summer—but both of them looked at me like I was crazy when I asked where James was.”

Jax nodded, stubbled jaw flexing. “James is my son now. He’s crashing with Trish and me during his break from NYU. Same kid, just… reassigned. We still have our children. The magic just gave each of us a wife and split the kids to make the new reality fit.”

Alex exhaled slowly. “Susan’s basically the same as you were—same laugh, same curves, same way she looks at me first thing in the morning. Except she works as an executive assistant, mostly temp gigs. We’re still in the Bushwick loft. Nothing fancy.”

Jax’s mouth curved into a slow, wicked grin. The expression looked almost dangerous on his square, masculine face. “Trish is a full-time teacher—head of social studies at the high school where I’m now the goddamn principal. We live up in Ditmas Park. Five-bedroom, four-bath brownstone with a backyard. Cleaner twice a week. She drives a little red Mini Cooper. I drive this Tesla.” He leaned back, letting the expensive jacket fall open over his hard chest. “It’s everything we ever talked about wanting. Bigger place, better cars, the kind of life we never quite reached.”

Alex stared at him. “You like it.”

Jax’s eyes darkened, something hot and hungry flickering behind them. He shifted again, the thick ridge in his trousers visibly thickening as he spoke. “There’s more.” His voice dropped, rough and low. “Last night… Trish didn’t waste time. The second we got home she shoved me against the wall, dropped to her knees, and pulled my cock out like she’d been starving for it all day.”

Alex’s breath caught.

Jax kept going, eyes locked on his husband’s face, voice thick with raw memory. “She looked up at me with this filthy little smile, wrapped her soft lips around the head, and swallowed me. No teasing. Just wet, hungry heat. That first slide down my shaft—fuck, Alex, you have no idea. Every inch of my new cock was hypersensitive. Veins pulsing against her tongue, the head dragging along the roof of her mouth. She took me all the way to the back of her throat without gagging, moaning around me like my dick was the best thing she’d ever tasted.”

Jax’s hand unconsciously drifted to his lap under the table, palming the growing hardness as he relived it. “She sucked me like she owned me. Long, sloppy strokes. Tongue swirling under the head. One hand cupping my heavy balls, rolling them, tugging just hard enough to make my knees shake. I could feel my sac tightening, that deep ache building. And when she started humming? Vibrating around my cock while she bobbed faster? I almost came right there.”

He leaned closer, voice dropping to a gravelly whisper. “She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to my throbbing head, and whispered, ‘I want you to fuck my throat, baby. Use me.’ So I did. Grabbed her hair, thrust deep, felt her throat squeezing around me. Every time I bottomed out her eyes watered, but she just moaned louder. My balls slapped her chin. Precum and spit dripped down her neck onto those perfect tits. The wet, filthy sounds—gluck, gluck, gluck—filled the hallway. I lasted maybe two minutes before I exploded. Thick ropes of cum shot straight down her throat. She swallowed every drop, eyes rolling back, fingers digging into my ass like she was trying to pull me deeper. When I finally pulled out she was gasping, lips shiny, chin messy, and she still leaned in and licked me clean like she couldn’t get enough.”

Jax shifted again, cock now fully hard and straining against his zipper. “But she wasn’t done. She stood up, stripped, bent over the couch, and spread herself for me. ‘Now fuck me like you mean it,’ she said. So I did. Slammed into her soaked pussy in one thrust. She was so tight, so wet, clenching around every inch of my new cock. I pounded her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her tits swing and her ass ripple. She came twice before I did, screaming my name, pussy gushing around me. When I finally flooded her, it felt like my soul left my body. Pulse after pulse of hot cum pumping into her, so much it leaked out around my shaft and ran down her thighs. She just kept pushing back, milking me, whispering how much she loved being filled by her big-dicked husband.”

Jax exhaled shakily, cheeks flushed. “I came three more times before sunrise. Different positions. Different rooms. She rode me on the kitchen island, came on my face in the shower, let me fuck her ass while she begged for more. I’ve never felt anything like it, Alex. This body… it recovers fast. Stays hard. And every orgasm hits like a freight train—deep in my balls, shooting through my cock, that white-hot rush of release that leaves me shaking. I’m addicted already. And the worst part? I don’t want to go back.”

Alex stared at him, cock throbbing under the table, heart hammering with equal parts jealousy and raw arousal.

The coin hadn’t just changed their bodies.

It had completely rewritten reality around them—and Jax was already falling in love with the new one.


Chapter 5: The Swap

Alex’s fingers trembled as he slid the warm silver coin across the scarred wooden table of their corner booth at The Taproom and into Jax’s waiting palm. The bigger man closed his thick fist around it, eyes dark with hunger and raw, possessive power.

“Last chance, baby,” Jax rumbled, voice low enough that only Alex could hear over the low thump of the Knicks game. “Once I do this, you’re my wife for the whole week. Mrs. Thompson. No take-backs.”

Alex’s cock throbbed painfully hard inside his joggers. He swallowed, throat dry. “Do it.”

The change hit like warm honey poured straight into his veins — slow, thick, and devastatingly intimate.

It started at the crown of his head and rolled downward in luxurious, liquid waves. His height melted away in a dizzying rush, bones lightening as the world rose around him. From 6'0" he shrank smoothly down to 5'6", shoulders narrowing while his hips flared outward with a deep, rolling pop that yanked a gasp from his throat. His chest tightened, then surged. Two small, firm A-cup breasts pushed forward, perky and impossibly sensitive. His nipples stiffened into tight, aching peaks that throbbed with every heartbeat — so hypersensitive the lightest brush of fabric sent white-hot sparks racing straight to his core.

But the real devastation happened between his legs.

His rock-hard cock began to shrink with deep, rhythmic pulses of pure pleasure. Inch after throbbing inch pulled inward, nerves screaming in ecstasy as the thick shaft melted away like warm wax. His heavy balls drew up tight, then slipped deep inside his body with a wet, melting suction that made his knees buckle and a needy whimper tear from his throat.

A slick, velvety pussy bloomed in their place. Delicate outer lips swelled and parted, inner folds growing hot, slick, and dripping. His clit emerged swollen and hypersensitive at the top of the new slit, pulsing like a second heartbeat.

“Oh… fuck…” Alex moaned in a new, husky contralto voice that sent a fresh gush of wetness down his thighs.

As the transformation finished, his clothes shimmered and reformed. His joggers dissolved into skin-tight black high-waisted yoga pants that snapped into place like a second skin. The ultra-stretchy fabric molded instantly to his wider hips and rounded bubble ass, hugging every new curve with relentless, obscene pressure. The thick seam of the crotch drove straight between his slick pussy lips, splitting them open and pinning his swollen clit in a constant, delicious grind. The material was so tight it created an immediate, filthy camel toe — the puffy outline of her outer lips clearly visible, the thin black fabric already darkening as fresh arousal soaked through in a growing wet spot.

“Oh… fuck…” Riley moaned in her new husky contralto voice.

Every tiny shift made the yoga pants absolute torture in the most exquisite way. The seam rubbed and dragged across her clit with every breath. The soaked fabric clung wetly to her folds — cool against her burning heat in some places, hot and slippery in others. Her rounded ass cheeks were perfectly cupped and separated by the stretched material, the constant tension making her hyper-aware of how full, plush, and fuckable her new backside felt.

Jax’s eyes raked over her with raw, open lust. His thick cock visibly strained against his trousers, the fat head outlined clearly. “Jesus Christ, Riley… you look fucking incredible.”

“Riley?” she repeated, voice shaking as another involuntary clench of her pussy pushed more hot wetness into the already-drenched crotch of the yoga pants.

Jax stood and offered his big hand, thumb brushing possessively over the soaked camel toe. The pressure made the wet seam slide deliciously across her clit and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning out loud in the middle of the bar.

“Go check yourself out in the ladies’ room, baby,” he growled softly. “I want every filthy detail when you get back.”

Riley’s legs felt shaky as she walked across the crowded bar. The tight yoga pants were merciless. With every step the thick seam slid back and forth between her slick lips, grinding directly over her swollen clit in rhythmic, maddening strokes. The wet fabric clung and sucked against her skin, the soaked material growing even darker and more transparent at the crotch. Her small breasts jiggled subtly in the snug athletic tank top, nipples stiff and obvious, but it was the yoga pants that dominated every sensation — the constant pressure, the wet friction, the way the stretchy fabric molded so perfectly to her new pussy that she could feel the exact shape of her puffy lips and the throbbing little nub trapped beneath.

By the time she reached the bathroom stall and yanked the yoga pants down to mid-thigh, the crotch was absolutely drenched. A long, glistening strand of her arousal stretched between the fabric and her slick pussy as she pulled it away. The cool air hit her exposed, dripping sex and she whimpered. Her outer lips were swollen and shiny, clit visibly engorged and peeking out, begging for more. She couldn’t resist — one trembling finger traced the slick seam and her knees nearly gave out at the sharp, electric jolt of pleasure.

When she finally pulled the yoga pants back up, the wet fabric clung even tighter, the soaked material now cool and slippery against her overheated pussy. The seam nestled right back between her lips like it belonged there, pressing firmly on her clit again as she walked back to the table.

A familiar voice called out from the bar. “Riley! Is Jax with you?”

It was Dominic. “Tell him our son aced his exams thanks to his help. I’ll swing by later.”

Riley blinked, cheeks burning. “Will do, Dom.”

She slid back into the booth, thighs squeezing together. The pressure forced the drenched seam even harder against her clit and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning out loud.

Jax leaned in close, one big hand sliding possessively onto her thigh, thumb brushing right over the soaked, camel-toed crotch of the yoga pants. The pressure made the wet fabric slide deliciously across her clit again.

“Ready to go see our big house in Ditmas Park, Mrs. Thompson?” he growled softly. “I can’t wait to peel these soaked yoga pants off my gorgeous wife and explore every dripping inch of what’s underneath.”

Riley’s new pussy clenched hard at his words, pushing another flood of wetness into the already-drenched fabric.

“Yeah,” she breathed, voice husky and trembling with need. “Let’s go home… husband.”


Chapter 6: The New Household

The Tesla purred silently into the sweeping driveway of their Ditmas Park brownstone like it had always belonged there. Riley stepped out on shaky legs, the cool Brooklyn night air kissing her flushed skin. The second her feet hit the cobblestones, the soaked crotch of her skin-tight black high-waisted yoga pants clung even tighter to her swollen pussy. The thick seam — now drenched, slippery, and warm — nestled deep between her puffy outer lips, pressing firmly against her throbbing clit with every single movement. Each step sent a fresh, wet slide of fabric across that hypersensitive little nub, forcing a tiny, involuntary whimper from her throat.

Jax watched her with dark, hungry eyes, his own thick cock already half-hard and straining against his trousers as he locked the car with a soft beep. “Welcome home, Mrs. Thompson.”

The heavy oak front door clicked open with the spare key on Jax’s keyring. The house was stunning — soaring ceilings with original crown molding, gleaming hardwood floors, and the faint scent of expensive Diptyque candles mixed with fresh linen. The black Tesla and a sleek red Mini Cooper sat side-by-side out front like trophies of their new reality.

“Hey, Mum! Hey, Dad!” Emily and James called lazily from the huge sectional in the living room, barely glancing up from their phones and the massive 85-inch OLED flat-screen.

Riley let out a shaky breath of pure relief. Their kids — their kids — were still here, still theirs, just… rearranged. “Hey, guys. Did you leave us any dinner?”

“In the oven, Mom,” Emily answered without looking up.

Jax took Riley’s smaller hand in his big, warm one and led her through to the chef’s kitchen. The space was magazine-perfect — gleaming white cabinets, Carrera marble counters, and a massive Wolf range dominating the center like a throne. Riley’s yoga pants whispered obscenely with every step, the soaked fabric sucking wetly against her folds, the thick seam grinding slow, relentless circles over her swollen clit. By the time they reached the breakfast bar her inner thighs were slick and shiny, the crotch of the pants visibly darker and clinging transparently to the exact shape of her puffy pussy lips and the hard little pearl trapped beneath.

“This house is incredible,” she breathed, voice still that husky new contralto.

Jax stepped up behind her, his tall, muscular body radiating heat. One big hand settled possessively on her hip, fingers brushing the waistband of her yoga pants. “The rest of it’s even better,” he murmured against her ear, deep voice vibrating straight down her spine. “Except maybe the kids’ rooms — I’m sure they’re disasters.”

Riley laughed softly, but the sound melted into a quiet gasp as Jax’s thumb traced the top of her yoga pants. The tiny movement made the drenched seam drag hard across her clit again. Fresh wetness flooded out of her, soaking the fabric even more until it felt like a second, slippery skin.

They heated up the roast chicken and vegetables and ate at the sleek breakfast bar. Riley kept her thighs pressed tightly together under the counter, trying desperately to ignore how the wet yoga pants were torturing her. The seam rubbed and rubbed with every tiny shift of her hips, keeping her clit swollen and aching, her new pussy fluttering and leaking in helpless little pulses. Every bite she took sent another jolt through her core as the soaked material sucked and clung to her folds.

“So…” Jax said, voice low and thick as he finished his plate. “What now?”

Riley swallowed hard. “We go to bed, we sleep, we wake up and live our weird little holiday lives?”

Jax’s eyes darkened. He leaned forward, broad shoulders straining his shirt. “We go to bed… and we have fun. Like husbands and wives do.”

Riley’s breath caught. Between her legs, her pussy clenched hard at the words, pushing another rush of slick heat into the already-drenched crotch of her yoga pants. The fabric was so wet now it felt like a second skin, clinging obscenely to every fold and ridge, the seam pinned tight against her pulsing clit.

“Jax… having sex with a man? I don’t think I—”

“It’s still me,” he growled softly, voice pure velvet and gravel. “Your wife. Just wearing a different body. You felt how hard my cock got when I described fucking Trish last night. Imagine that same thick, veined cock sliding into your tight little pussy instead.” His hand slid under the table and rested high on her thigh, thumb stroking dangerously close to the soaked seam of her yoga pants. “I want to feel you come around me, baby. I want to watch your face while I fill you up with every last drop.”

Riley’s clit throbbed so hard she had to bite her lip. Her small breasts rose and fell rapidly beneath the tight athletic tank top, nipples stiff and obvious. The constant wet friction of the yoga pants was driving her insane — every breath, every tiny movement kept her right on the razor’s edge of orgasm, her pussy fluttering and leaking helplessly.

“We’ll see,” she whispered, cheeks burning. “We’ve got a whole week.”

Jax’s smile was slow, predatory, and very male. “One night. That’s all I’m asking for tonight. Promise me you’ll at least think about it.”

Riley stood on trembling legs. The movement dragged the drenched seam hard across her swollen clit and she had to grip the counter for a second, a soft, needy moan escaping her throat before she could stop it.

“I’m going to find our bedroom,” she said, voice husky and shaky. The soaked yoga pants clung to her like a filthy promise as she walked away, each step grinding fresh, relentless pleasure through her dripping pussy.

Behind her, Jax watched the perfect sway of her ass in those tight black yoga pants, his own massive erection straining painfully against his trousers.

The week had only just begun.


Chapter 7: Hygiene and Habits

Riley stepped into the master bathroom of their Ditmas Park brownstone and froze again. The sheer opulence hit her harder this time now that she was alone with it. Heated marble floors warmed her bare feet. A wall of mirrors reflected endless versions of her smaller, feminine body. The walk-in shower was practically a room of its own—seamless glass, multiple body jets angled at strategic heights, a rainfall head the size of a dinner plate, and built-in niches stocked like a high-end spa boutique.

Rows of luxury products lined the shelves: Aesop Resurrection Aromatique Hand Balm, Le Labo Santal 33 shower gel, Diptyque Philosykos body wash, Oribe Gold Lust shampoo and conditioner, Augustinus Bader The Cream, and a dozen others she didn’t recognize but whose packaging screamed three-figure price tags. The air already smelled faintly of bergamot, fig, and expensive sandalwood from earlier use.

She turned on the shower—hot instantly—and stepped under the deluge.

The first thing she noticed was how the water pressure felt different on smoother, more sensitive skin. Thousands of firm, hot needles drummed across her shoulders, down her back, over the small, perky swells of her breasts. Her nipples tightened immediately, stinging sweetly under the onslaught. She moaned low in her throat, the husky contralto of her new voice echoing off the tiles.

She reached for the first bottle within reach: Diptyque Philosykos shower gel. The moment she popped the cap, the scent bloomed—ripe green fig, coconut milk, cedarwood, warm and milky-sweet with a dark, woody base. It was richer and more complex than anything she’d ever used as Alex. She squeezed a generous dollop into her palm and worked it between her hands.

The lather was impossibly silky, almost oily in the best way. When she smoothed it over her arms, the foam glided like cool satin, leaving her skin feeling plump and nourished. She dragged both soapy hands up over her small breasts and gasped at the sensation. The slick gel coated her nipples in thick, slippery warmth; every circle of her palms made them throb harder, sending sharp pulses directly between her legs.

She spent long minutes there—cupping, squeezing, rolling the tiny peaks between slippery fingers until they were flushed dark pink and painfully erect. The fig scent clung to her skin, sweet and heady, mixing with the steam until the entire shower smelled like a Mediterranean orchard in high summer.

Lower now.

She lathered her stomach—still tight, still showing faint ab definition—then turned her attention to her hips and ass. The gel made her cheeks gleam, slippery and plush. She spread herself with both hands, letting the body jets pound directly against her exposed pussy. Hot water blasted her swollen clit and she nearly buckled.

She grabbed the Le Labo Santal 33 shower gel next. Woody, smoky, creamy—sandalwood, cardamom, iris, leather, and a dark, almost boozy vanilla. The scent was darker, more masculine, yet somehow devastatingly sensual on her softer skin. She worked it over her thighs, feeling the thick foam coat every inch, then slid one soapy hand between her legs.

Her outer lips were already puffy and hot. She parted them slowly, letting the creamy lather coat her inner folds. The contrast was obscene—cool, slick gel against her burning flesh. When her middle finger circled her entrance and pushed inside, the stretch felt deeper, fuller, more intimate than before. She pumped slowly, feeling her walls flutter and grip. Her thumb found her clit again, rubbing slow, slippery circles while the fig-and-santal scents filled her lungs.

She was dripping—not just from the shower. Thick, slippery arousal mixed with the lather, running down her inner thighs. She added a second finger, scissoring, stretching, fucking herself with long, deliberate strokes while her other hand pinched and tugged at one aching nipple.

The orgasm built fast—sharper, more focused, almost vicious. She had to brace both hands on the glass to keep from collapsing when it hit. Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers, clit pulsing under her thumb. She came with a broken, husky cry that echoed off the marble, thighs shaking, small breasts heaving.

When she finally pulled her fingers free, they were coated in her own creamy release. She stared at them for a second, dazed, then rinsed them clean under the rainfall head.

She finished with the Oribe Gold Lust shampoo—pure luxury in scent: warm honey, jasmine, sandalwood, and something darkly narcotic. The conditioner was even thicker, leaving her short hair soft, shiny, and smelling expensive. She styled it quickly with a little product, mussing it into a sexy, tousled shape that looked effortlessly good.

Wrapped in a thick, heated towel that smelled faintly of lavender, she stepped out feeling flushed, relaxed, and still faintly throbbing between her legs.

Jax took his turn next.

He stepped under the multiple jets and groaned as the hot water pounded against his broader, denser frame. The pressure felt different—more forceful against thicker muscle, more grounding. He grabbed the first bottle he saw: Aesop Geranium Leaf Body Cleanser. Sharp, green, herbal—geranium, rosemary, citrus. Clean and bracing. He worked it over his chest, feeling the lather slide down the ridges of his abs.

Then he reached lower.

He poured more gel into his palm and wrapped it around his cock. The moment his soapy fist closed, his eyes rolled back. The slick glide was exquisite—warm, slippery, almost too good. He stroked slowly at first, watching his shaft thicken and lengthen under his grip. From soft and heavy to rigid and veined in under a minute. Eight thick inches stood proud, the fat head flushed dark and glossy, already weeping precum that mixed with the soap bubbles.

He kept one hand on his cock, stroking with long, deliberate pulls while his other hand cupped his balls. They felt full, heavy, sensitive—like two warm, slightly yielding eggs drawn up tight.

He rolled them gently, feeling the deep ache that radiated up his shaft. The contrast was intoxicating: the rough tug on his cock versus the delicate pressure on his sac.

He switched to the Le Labo Santal 33. The smoky, leathery scent enveloped him—darker, more primal. He lathered his cock again, the creamy foam making every stroke feel filthy and luxurious at once. He twisted his wrist on the upstroke, thumb swiping over the sensitive frenulum, then squeezed hard at the base until the head swelled even darker.

He braced one hand on the marble wall and fucked his fist faster. The pleasure was aggressive, demanding, building in his balls like a storm. He could feel every vein pulsing, every throb echoing in his tightening sac. The scent of sandalwood and leather filled his lungs, mixing with steam and clean sweat.

He stopped just short of the edge, breathing ragged, cock jerking angrily in the air. He wanted to save it. He wanted Riley—his wife—to be the one who milked every drop out of him.

He finished quickly after that, stepping out of the shower, towel low on his hips, cock still half-hard from the sensory overload, skin flushed and smelling like expensive aftershave and dark woods.

In the bedroom, Riley stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, turning slowly.

She was thicker-waisted than she preferred, but the abs still showed. Her biceps flexed into tight, feminine peaks. Her thighs were thick and powerful, ass round and high from years of squats. Her breasts were barely there—small, perky, nipples puffy and dark. Between her legs, just a neat slit, still glistening faintly from her earlier orgasm.

She met her own eyes in the mirror.

Maybe—just maybe—she could let Jax have one night.

In the dark.


Chapter 8: Professional Lives

Jax Thompson — formerly Jordan, now the respected Principal of Springfield Gardens High School — strode down the wide, sunlit corridor in a crisp charcoal suit and navy tie, the leather soles of his Oxfords clacking with every purposeful step. He loved this job. The weight of it. The way every teacher, every administrator, every student straightened a little when he passed. He balanced budgets with ruthless precision, approved trips that would actually matter, policed the bullies while still giving the kids room to breathe and experiment. People listened when he spoke. They deferred. It was intoxicating in a way supply-teaching gigs had never been.

But the clothes… God, the clothes were torture.

The tie felt like a silk noose after two hours. The jacket restricted his broad shoulders. And these damn dress shoes — stiff, unyielding, pinching at the toes — made him want to kick them off under his desk and never put them back on. He couldn’t, of course. His secretary, Ms. Patel, popped in and out every ten minutes with forms, parent emails, and urgent questions. He had to look the part.

Riley had shown him how to wet-shave that morning — lathering the rich, bay-rum-scented cream, dragging the safety razor down his jaw with careful strokes. He hated how fiddly it was, how one wrong angle drew blood. She’d dabbed the tiny nicks with a stinging alum block and kissed his smooth cheek afterward. He’d almost dragged her back to bed right then.

The masculine dance was harder to learn than he’d expected. The firm handshake that wasn’t too hard. The way he had to interrupt a rambling teacher politely but decisively. The rule that he could never, ever touch a female colleague for comfort — no reassuring shoulder squeeze, no quick hug — even when a young English teacher broke down in his office over a difficult parent. He had to sit back, listen, then solve. Offer solutions. Be the answer man. It was exhausting… and strangely exhilarating. He could throw out wild ideas and people actually ran with them.

By the final bell he was drained. His cock had been half-hard most of the day just thinking about the luxury brownstone waiting for him — and the even more luxurious body of his wife now living in it. He hoped Riley would come around tonight. One night. That was all he was asking for.

Riley pulled her sleek red Mini Cooper into the staff parking lot at Pulse Brooklyn and killed the engine. She was already dressed for the day in her official uniform: skin-tight black high-waisted yoga pants that hugged every curve like a second skin and a fitted black-and-teal Pulse Brooklyn polo that clung to her small, perky A-cups. The moment she stood up, the thick seam of the yoga pants nestled deep between her puffy outer lips, pressing firmly against her clit. She was still a little slick from her morning shower fantasies, and the constant, delicious friction made her bite her lip.

She loved how light her new body felt.

The first yoga class of the day was gentle Hatha for older adults. Riley stepped onto her mat at the front of the sunlit Williamsburg studio and began the warm-up sequence. The difference in flexibility was immediate and breathtaking. As she folded forward into Uttanasana, her torso melted down toward her thighs with almost no resistance. Her hamstrings lengthened smoothly, her spine rolled like warm silk. She could fold deeper than she ever had as Alex — forehead practically touching her shins — and the stretch felt incredible, a deep, luxurious pull that radiated straight to her core.

When she moved into Downward-Facing Dog, her small breasts hung forward, swaying gently with each breath, nipples brushing the inside of her sports bra. The sensation sent little sparks straight to her clit. She shifted her hips back and felt the yoga pants pull tighter, the soaked seam grinding harder against her swollen nub. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her throat.

The class flowed. Warrior II opened her hips wide, the stretch so deep and satisfying she actually moaned under her breath. Triangle pose let her side body lengthen until she felt like she could breathe for the first time in years. Every pose revealed new range — her body bent, twisted, and opened with effortless grace. She felt powerful. Feminine. Alive.

Her clientele that morning was almost entirely older women — soft, curvy “mom bods” in their forties, fifties, and sixties who had come for gentle movement and community. They adored her. They treated her like a sister from the very first downward dog.

“Girl, you make this look so easy,” whispered Denise, a plump, cheerful mom of three whose belly still carried the soft evidence of her pregnancies. “I wish I had your flexibility!”

Riley laughed warmly and adjusted Denise’s alignment with gentle hands. “You’re doing amazing. That hip opener is going to change your life — trust me.”

They chatted between poses like old friends. About husbands who didn’t listen, kids who never called, the struggle of keeping the spark alive after twenty-plus years. Riley felt oddly at home with them. They saw her as one of their own — another woman navigating midlife in a body that had changed and softened. No judgment. Just easy, sisterly warmth.

The problem started the moment she stepped out of the studio.

Duncan — her new manager, twenty-eight, ripped, and annoyingly confident — was waiting by the front desk with that cocky little smirk.

“Hey, Riley,” he said, already launching in. “Just a quick heads-up on your form in Warrior II. You’re dropping that back shoulder a little too much. Let me show you the correct alignment real quick…”

She stood there, jaw tight, while he demonstrated the pose she had literally just taught for an hour. She knew the alignment. She had corrected it in clients for years when she ran the place. Now she was the assistant manager, and this kid felt the need to mansplain basic cues like she was brand new.

She forced a polite smile. “Thanks, Duncan. I’ll keep that in mind.”

He kept going. “Also, when you demo Plank, make sure your core is fully engaged — don’t let those hips sag. The older ladies copy everything you do, you know?”

Riley’s hands curled into fists at her sides. The yoga pants suddenly felt too tight, the seam grinding against her clit in a way that was no longer pleasurable — just irritating. She wanted to snap that she had managed this studio for years, that she could out-lift half the staff, that she didn’t need a twenty-something pretty boy explaining basic form to her.

Instead, she nodded, cheeks burning, and headed for her next class.

The afternoon Pilates session was better. Again, mostly older women who giggled and groaned through the reformer machines with her, treating her like their cool big sister. They confided about hot flashes, about husbands who had stopped noticing them, about how good it felt to finally move their bodies without shame. Riley guided them through slow, controlled movements and felt her own body respond — hips opening wider, spine lengthening, every muscle singing with that new, liquid flexibility.

During her one free hour she hit the main gym floor.

She loaded a barbell for deadlifts and was shocked at how much less she could pull — her stats were still impressive for a woman, but nowhere near what Alex had lifted. Still, when she dropped into a deep squat, her thighs spread wide and the yoga pants pulled deliciously tight across her ass and pussy. The stretch felt filthy in the best way. She moved through her sets feeling every muscle wake up, every joint gliding smoothly.

A couple of the younger male trainers spotted her and wandered over.

“Damn, Riley, your form is perfect,” one of them said, eyes lingering a second too long on the way her yoga pants outlined her round ass and the subtle camel toe at the front. “You teaching any advanced mobility stuff? We could use it.”

She chatted easily with them — trading workout tips, swapping routines — and for a moment felt that old camaraderie. But when she mentioned she was available for personal training sessions, they just grinned and said they’d think about it.

No bookings.

At the end of her shift the younger trainers headed out together, laughing, leaving her standing alone in the staff room. She drove home in the red Mini Cooper, yoga pants still damp between her thighs, body humming with the pleasant ache of a day spent moving in ways her old male body never could.

The house was quiet when she pulled in. Jax’s Tesla was already in the driveway.

She hoped he’d let her crash tonight.

She hoped even more that he wouldn’t push… because part of her — the part still tingling between her legs from a day of constant, delicious friction — was starting to wonder what it would feel like to let him push.


Chapter 9: The Saturday Attempt

By Saturday afternoon, Jax was vibrating with pent-up need.

He’d spent the morning doing “man things” around their Ditmas Park brownstone — wrestling the riding mower across the manicured backyard lawn until his back glistened with sweat, trimming the boxwood hedges with precise, powerful strokes, then sawing replacement boards for the deck. By the time he showered and poured himself a cold craft IPA at the marble kitchen island, his thick cock was already half-hard just thinking about tonight.

Riley arrived home early from Pulse Brooklyn, still in her tight black high-waisted yoga pants and fitted black-and-teal polo. The moment she stepped through the door, the soaked seam nestled deep between her puffy lips, rubbing her clit with every single step. She looked tired but soft, her small A-cups pressing against the thin fabric.

She cooked them a simple but elegant dinner, packed the kids off — Emily to a sleepover, James into the city for one last night before university move-in — and the house was finally, blissfully empty.

Jax opened a bottle of expensive Napa Valley Cabernet and poured them both generous glasses. They settled on the massive cream leather sectional. He made sure Riley’s glass stayed full. The wine brought a pretty flush to her cheeks and loosened her shoulders.

“How’s it going at the studio?” he asked, one big hand resting on her thigh.

She sighed. “I’m getting used to it… mostly. But there aren’t many women my age on staff. The younger trainers treat me like I’m someone’s cool aunt. My classes are full of older women who talk to me like a sister. It’s nice, but… I don’t have real friends there. And the pay is shit. I’m starting to realize I probably wouldn’t have chosen this career in this life.”

Jax’s thumb stroked slow circles on her inner thigh, right where the yoga pants stretched tight. “Principals make enough for both of us. You could retire. Or do something else. If we… stayed like this.”

She gave him a small smile. “But we won’t, right? Just a few more days. This isn’t exactly feeling like a holiday.”

“It’s an experience, though,” he murmured, leaning closer. “You’re seeing how the other half lives.”

They finished the bottle. The downloaded movie played — a steamy romance he’d chosen on purpose. As the on-screen couple finally fell into bed, Jax slid his hand higher, stroking the drenched seam of her yoga pants where it pressed against her clit. Riley’s breath hitched. She relaxed back into the cushions.

When he turned and kissed her, she kissed him back.

He’d shaved again that afternoon — smooth jaw that smelled faintly of bay rum. The kiss deepened. Riley’s small breasts rose and fell faster, nipples tightening into hard little peaks.

“Come to bed?” he whispered.

She hesitated only a second. “What about the movie?”

He grinned. “We stopped watching it ten minutes ago.”

“True.” She kissed him again. “I’m nervous… but I love you.”

She stood and held out her hand. They walked upstairs together.

In the bedroom, Riley paused. Jax moved past her and began undressing. His shirt came off, revealing the hard planes of his chest, then his pants dropped. His thick cock sprang free, already fully erect, heavy and flushed.

He looked back at her. “You too, baby. Slowly. I want to watch.”

Riley’s hands trembled, but she started. The polo came off. Then the yoga pants — she peeled them down her toned legs, the drenched crotch clinging wetly before releasing with an obscene little schlick. She was bare now, smooth except for the neat little landing strip.

They climbed into bed naked, facing each other under the soft glow of the bedside lamp.

“If you want to stop at any time,” he said quietly, “just tell me.”

Riley nodded, wine-warm and brave. “I want to do this for you.”

“For us,” he corrected. “Because we love each other.”

She smiled. “You old romantic. Okay… I want to know how it feels. So I can understand you better when we go back.”

Jax moved over her slowly, kissing her deeply. His big hand slid between her thighs, fingers stroking her slick folds. After a moment she broke the kiss.

“Can you… just put it in already?”

Jax positioned himself and eased the fat head between her labia. He was gentle, but she was tense. There was resistance. Pinching. Riley bit her lip.

Then he pressed forward and sank in — slow, thick, relentless — until he bottomed out.

Riley’s eyes flew wide. A startled, breathless laugh burst out of her.

“Jesus, Jax…” she gasped, half-laughing, half-shocked. “You absolute bastard. You really gave yourself a bigger dick than I ever had when I was the husband? That’s so fucking greedy. No wonder you always wanted to be on top.”

Jax huffed a warm laugh against her neck, even as he fought the urge to thrust deeper. “Had to make the upgrade worth it, baby.”

But the humor faded fast as he started to move — slow, careful thrusts. Riley lay beneath him, legs spread wide around his waist, feeling the heavy weight of a man pressing her into the mattress. His cock slid in and out, smooth and relentless thanks to the lube, but she felt almost nothing except the odd, numbed fullness and the emotional weight of being taken.

After a dozen strokes she touched his chest. “Jax… stop.”

He froze immediately. “What’s wrong?”

“It doesn’t feel right. I can’t… I just can’t.”

He searched her face. “Nothing? Not even a little?”

She shook her head, eyes glistening. “I’m sorry. Please take it out.”

He pulled out slowly. Riley winced at the sudden empty feeling. Jax rolled away, cock still glistening and painfully hard, and disappeared into the bathroom.

When he returned, she was curled on her side, pretending to sleep.

Jax lay down beside her in the dark, heart heavy. He understood now. Riley was still Alex in her mind — still wired for a male body’s pleasure. Her new pussy simply wasn’t aroused enough to enjoy it.

He thought back to what it had been like when he was still Jordan. The slow creep of perimenopause, the way her hormones had quietly shifted like sand underfoot. Nights when she wanted to want sex, when her mind was willing but her body felt… muted. The frustrating lag between desire and wetness. The way even the best foreplay sometimes left her only pleasantly damp instead of soaked and aching. The quiet embarrassment of needing extra lube, of faking the moans so Alex wouldn’t feel rejected. She remembered lying there, legs spread, feeling him move inside her and thinking, This should feel better. Why doesn’t it feel better?

Now the roles were reversed, and the irony tasted bitter. Riley wasn’t just nervous or inexperienced. She was a straight man trapped in a middle-aged woman’s body — essentially a lesbian trying to have straight sex with her own husband. Her brain still expected a cock of its own, still craved the urgent throb and release she used to feel. No amount of wine or gentle fingers or expensive lube could rewire that.

Jax stared at the ceiling, his thick erection slowly softening against his thigh, and wondered how many more nights he had left to try.


Chapter 10: The Second Change

Sunlight poured through the tall windows of their Ditmas Park brownstone master suite, painting the cream silk sheets in warm gold. Jax lay on his side watching Riley pretend to sleep, her youthful new body curled away from him. His cock was still half-hard from the memory of last night’s failure, but his mind was racing with a new, dangerous idea.

He brushed a strand of her short hair behind her ear. “I’ve had a thought,” he said softly.

Riley turned toward him, eyes wary but curious. “Yeah?”

“I have some ideas on how to make sex actually feel good for you… but it kinda relies on you being willing to give it another go. Which I’m guessing you don’t want to do.”

“You’re right there, honey,” she said with a tired little laugh. “I’m sorry, but I just can’t.”

“Hear me out.” Jax sat up, the sheet falling to his waist, revealing the hard planes of his chest. “I still have the coin. I want to make some temporary changes — to both of us. After that, it’s completely up to you again.”

“You want to change us back already?” Riley asked hopefully.

“No. Not yet. I want to change us both first. Then we’ll switch right back and finish the week like we planned.”

Riley raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t you worried about reality shifting again? We could end up anywhere.”

Jax had clearly thought this through. “It’s Sunday. We’ll only stay changed for as long as it takes — twenty minutes, half an hour, whatever. Then we immediately change back. Nothing permanent will stick. The world will reset to exactly how it is now.”

“Except we’ll remember,” she whispered.

“Exactly.” He reached to his nightstand and picked up the silver coin, turning it slowly in his fingers. “Ready?”

Riley studied his face for a long moment, then gave a small, nervous smile. “Hit me.”

Jax concentrated.

The change rolled over her like warm silk poured straight into her veins.

Her body tightened and lifted in a slow, luxurious rush. Skin smoothed and glowed, becoming flawless and supple. Fine lines vanished. Her face grew younger, fresher — cheekbones higher, lips fuller, eyes brighter with the sparkling energy of a teenager. In moments she looked like a stunning 19-year-old college freshman: tight, athletic, and radiating youthful vitality. Her small A-cups became firmer and slightly fuller, sitting high and perky on her chest. Her waist narrowed dramatically while her hips flared into a perfect, juicy hourglass. Her ass lifted and rounded into two smooth, heart-shaped globes.

But Jax wasn’t finished.

He poured every filthy, loving thought into the coin.

Her clit swelled and grew more prominent — thicker, longer, hypersensitive. He repositioned it slightly lower so it would grind perfectly against his cock with every thrust. Her inner walls became velvet-soft and insanely responsive, every ridge and texture now wired for pleasure. She would get dripping wet almost instantly. He gave her a thick, swollen G-spot in exactly the right place for him to hit with every stroke. He made her multi-orgasmic, able to come again and again without losing sensitivity.

Then he went deeper.

Her nipples became electric — the slightest touch or pinch would flood her with arousal. The sides of her neck, her full lips when kissed, even her round ass when spanked or squeezed would send lightning straight to her core. He cranked her hormones to teenage levels and beyond — a constant, throbbing need that would make her ache and drip at the slightest suggestion of sex.

And finally — almost without realizing he was doing it — he planted the craving.

Any time she swallowed, felt, or was filled with cum (oral, vaginal, or anal), it would trigger a massive dopamine surge — pure, euphoric bliss, warm and addictive, like the best high she’d ever felt. She would start to crave it. Need it.

Jax dropped the coin onto the sheets, breathing hard. His cock was now rock-hard and leaking against his thigh.

“Whoa… enough,” he muttered. “Fuck, this penis thing makes it impossible to stop once you start thinking dirty thoughts.”

Riley laughed — a bright, youthful sound that made her eyes widen. She turned toward the mirrored closet doors and gasped.

“Oh my God, Jax… you made me a teenager?” She sat up, staring at her reflection. Her skin was flawless, her body tight and perky, her face glowing with fresh, innocent beauty. She looked barely legal. “I look like I’m barely out of high school.”

“I figured it would help with the hormones,” he admitted, voice rough. “Make you wetter. Hornier. More sensitive. Give you that teenage sex drive again.”

“You made me a horny teenager?” Riley asked, half-amused, half-shocked. She rolled back toward him, already feeling the new heat building low in her belly. “You do realize I’m still mentally a guy, right? I’m basically a lesbian in this body.”

Jax grinned and handed her the coin. “That’s why the next part is up to you. I want you to turn me into whatever woman you’d actually want to fuck… but leave me my cock. Best of both worlds?”

Riley’s newly youthful eyes sparkled with sudden, wicked interest. She took the coin, a slow smile spreading across her pretty face.

“Alright then,” she purred in her sweet new voice. “Let’s see what I can do.”

She concentrated hard, imagining her ultimate teenage fantasy — a young, voluptuous Anna Nicole Smith in her absolute prime. The change hit Jax instantly.

His body exploded outward with lush, exaggerated curves. His waist cinched dramatically while his hips and ass ballooned into thick, juicy perfection. Two massive, heavy DD breasts swelled rapidly on his chest, round and firm with large, sensitive nipples that tightened in the cool air. Long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down his back in thick, glossy waves. His face transformed into pure bombshell beauty — full cock-sucking lips, high cheekbones, and sparkling blue eyes framed by long lashes.

But between his thick, smooth thighs, his cock remained — now even larger, thicker, and heavier than before, standing proudly from a smooth, hairless mound.

Jax — now a stunning, hyper-feminine blonde bombshell with a massive dick — looked down at himself, then back at Riley with a sultry smile.

“Anna Nicole Smith?” he said in a breathy, seductive voice. “Really?”

Riley stared, mouth slightly open, already getting wet. “You’re still you in there, right?”

“Of course.”

“Good,” she whispered, eyes roaming hungrily over the incredible body in front of her. “Because lying naked next to my teenage boyhood fantasy is already doing things to me…”

Jax’s full lips curved into a wicked smile as he crawled toward her on the bed, massive breasts swaying heavily.

“Well, baby… your fantasy is about to come true.”


Chapter 11: The Perfect Sensation

Jax’s long, manicured fingers slid between Riley’s smooth thighs and found her newly swollen clit instantly — thicker, longer, perfectly repositioned so every touch lit her up like a live wire.

“Oh— fuck!” Riley gasped, her youthful voice cracking with raw shock and delight. Her hips bucked hard off the bed. “That feels… Jesus, Jax — AMAZING! Is that…?”

“Your clit, baby,” he purred in that sultry, breathy Anna-Nicole voice, full lips brushing hers. “All mine to play with now.”

His fingertips circled the hypersensitive little nub with slow, slick pressure and Riley’s eyes rolled back. A broken moan tore from her throat.

“It feels like you’re… oh my God… stroking my old dick, but it’s all concentrated in one tiny, perfect spot!” Her breath hitched sharply. “I feel… I feel like someone turned the faucet on inside me — I’m getting so wet, Jax, I’m dripping!”

Jax grinned against her mouth and kissed her deeply, his massive DD breasts pillowing heavily against her small, perky tits. The kiss was slow and filthy, tongues sliding, lips sucking. Riley melted into it completely, whimpering as his fingers never stopped their perfect rhythm on her clit.

He broke the kiss and dragged his full, soft lips down the side of her neck. The moment he brushed that newly hypersensitive skin, Riley’s back arched violently and a needy cry escaped her. “Fuck… that’s so good… don’t stop…”

Her nipples were aching, tight little peaks begging. When Jax’s hot mouth finally closed around one, sucking it deep into wet heat and flicking his tongue, electricity exploded through her entire body. Her pussy spasmed hard, clenching around nothing, and a fresh gush of slick arousal flooded his fingers.

Riley grabbed fistfuls of his long platinum hair and shoved his face harder against her chest. “Please… please suck harder — I need it…”

Jax obliged, sucking and nibbling while his fingers kept working her clit in tight, relentless circles. Riley’s hips were rolling now, chasing every touch, her young, athletic body trembling with need.

“I need you inside me,” she begged, voice shaking. “Jax — please — I need your cock. Fill me up.”

He rose over her like a goddess, all soft curves and heavy, swaying breasts. At 5'11" he towered over her 5'6" frame. He lined up the fat, leaking head of his massive cock and pressed forward.

This time there was no pain, no resistance.

Riley was soaked, her new body greedy and open. The thick shaft slid in inch by glorious, stretching inch, every pulsing vein dragging along her hypersensitive walls. When he bottomed out and his cockhead kissed her newly enhanced G-spot, her eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open in a silent scream of pure bliss.

“Oh my fucking God…” she whimpered.

Jax started to thrust — slow, deep, powerful strokes that ground his pelvis perfectly against her swollen clit while his cockhead rubbed that magical spot inside her with every single movement. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming.

The first orgasm slammed into her like a freight train.

Riley’s whole body locked up, pussy clamping down like a vice around his thick cock as white-hot ecstasy exploded through her core. Her eyes rolled back, toes curled, thighs shaking violently. She screamed — a raw, broken sound — nails raking down his back hard enough to leave marks.

Jax didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through it, breasts bouncing heavily against her chest, nipples dragging across her own. Before the first wave even began to fade, a second, even stronger orgasm crashed over her.

Then a third.

Each climax rolled into the next — longer, harder, wetter. Riley’s mind started fracturing. Words became impossible. Her IQ felt like it was dropping with every brutal thrust.

“P-please don’t— oh fuck— don’t stop—” she babbled, voice slurring. “More— harder— HARDER!!!”

Jax gave her exactly what she begged for. He pounded into her faster, deeper, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the luxurious bedroom. His massive tits swung heavily, slapping against her small breasts with every thrust. Riley’s legs wrapped tight around his tiny waist, heels digging into his plump ass, pulling him impossibly deeper.

She was gone.

Her eyes rolled back again and again. Drool slipped from the corner of her mouth. Her tongue lolled out as another orgasm ripped through her, even more intense than the last. Her mind went completely blank — just pure, slutty nirvana. No thoughts. No words. Only the overwhelming sensation of being taken, stretched, and fucked into oblivion by the most beautiful woman she’d ever seen.

“Don’t stop— please— please— harder— I’m— I’m— cumming again—!”

Her pussy gushed around him, soaking his balls and the sheets beneath them. She was multi-orgasmic now and completely lost in it — wave after wave of shattering pleasure crashing through her young body. Each climax made her dumber, needier, sluttier. She was babbling incoherently, nails clawing at his back, hips bucking up desperately to meet every thrust.

Jax’s own control was fraying. His huge breasts heaved as he pounded her harder, the head of his massive cock hammering her G-spot relentlessly.

When he finally came, it was with a deep, throaty moan that vibrated through his chest.

Thick, hot ropes of cum exploded inside her — pulse after powerful pulse, flooding her womb, coating her walls, filling her completely. The moment the first jet hit, Riley’s new craving detonated.

The dopamine rush was instant and devastating.

Pure euphoric bliss slammed through her brain like the strongest drug she’d ever felt — warm, golden, addictive, overwhelming. Her eyes rolled back so hard it hurt. Her mouth fell open in a silent, drooling scream of ecstasy. Her pussy clamped down like a vice, milking Jax’s cock with greedy, rhythmic spasms, desperate to suck out every single drop.

She felt it — warm, thick, sticky cum pumping deep inside her — and her body craved it. The high spread through every nerve, making her toes curl, her thighs shake, her mind melt into pure, slutty happiness.

More… she needed more.

Even as the orgasm finally began to fade, the craving was already blooming deep in her belly — dark, addictive, insatiable. She could feel his cum leaking out around his cock and her pussy fluttered greedily, trying to keep every drop inside.

Jax collapsed on top of her, massive breasts squishing softly against her chest, his cock still twitching and spurting the last weak pulses inside her flooded pussy.

Riley’s arms wrapped around his curvy back, holding him close. Her voice was dreamy, fucked-out, and already hungry again.

“Jax… holy shit… I can feel it… your cum… it’s making me feel so good…” She shivered violently, another little aftershock rippling through her. “I think… I think I need more of it. Like… right now.”

She kissed his neck, lips brushing the sensitive skin, already feeling that deep, addictive pull low in her core.

The craving had only just begun — and it was never going to let her go.


Chapter 12: The New Routine

“Let’s do that again,” Riley sighed, stretching languidly across the rumpled silk sheets like a sun-drunk cat. Her newly youthful body glistened with a fine sheen of sweat; small, high breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples still flushed and swollen from Jax’s mouth. Between her toned thighs her pussy was puffy, glistening, and leaking thick, pearly ropes of his cum onto the mattress. The sight of it made her clit throb all over again.

Jax — still locked in the voluptuous Anna Nicole Smith body, massive DD tits heaving, long platinum hair a tousled halo — gave a low, throaty laugh. “You need to change me back first, baby. We have no idea what reality looks like out there right now. I doubt Anna is Dean of the local college.”

Riley pouted — full lower lip pushed out, eyes big and glassy — a bratty, teenage expression neither of them had ever seen on her before, yet it looked perfect on this fresh face. “Okay… pass me the coin again.”

“Jax, remember,” he corrected with a smirk. “Not June. We still have a few days left of this holiday.”

“Fine. Jax sounds good too.” She grinned wickedly as she took the silver disc. “You’re ugly as Jax though, you know that?”

“Not my problem. I’m married.” He laughed as the transformation reversed — lush curves collapsing, breasts shrinking, platinum waves darkening and shortening until he was once again the tall, muscular man she knew so well.

Riley glanced at her left hand and wiggled her fingers. The engagement and wedding rings still glittered there, unchanged. “Now you change me?”

“I don’t have to,” Jax said, eyes gleaming. “You see those rings? As long as they stayed put, reality should keep us married. You’re probably my hot young second wife now. Trophy upgrade. Same house, same life… just younger, hornier, and a lot more flexible.”

“So sex can stay feeling like that?” Riley asked, already squirming, thighs pressing together. “And Anna can visit anytime?”

Jax hesitated, then smirked. “We’ll see how we go.”

They showered together — quick, teasing, full of soapy hands sliding over skin — then dressed and went downstairs to test the new normal.

But for Riley, “normal” was already fracturing.

The craving had rooted itself the second Jax’s cum flooded her womb. That euphoric dopamine rush lingered in her bloodstream like the afterglow of the best high she’d ever had — warm, golden, addictive. Her skin felt too tight, too sensitive. Every brush of fabric against her nipples or the seam of her yoga pants against her clit made her whimper. She needed to be fucked. Needed his cock stretching her open, needed that hot, thick load pumping deep so the bliss could flood her brain again.

All day long she caught herself staring at the front of Jax’s jeans. Her tongue would dart out, licking her lips without conscious thought. She was drooling — actually drooling — at the mental image of his cock sliding down her throat or pounding her pussy until she screamed. She didn’t want a man — the idea of sex with a man still twisted something uncomfortable in her mind — but she wanted what a man could give her. The stretch. The pounding. The cum that turned her thoughts to happy, slutty static.

Jax noticed. He smirked every time he caught her gaze lingering, every time her thighs pressed together involuntarily.

That night, after the kids had disappeared to their rooms, Riley couldn’t wait any longer.

She pounced on him in the kitchen while he was loading the dishwasher.

“Jax — now,” she growled, shoving him back against the marble island. In seconds she had his jeans open and his thick cock in her small hand, stroking him to full hardness. She dropped to her knees right there on the cold tile and swallowed him to the root in one greedy motion.

Jax groaned, hands fisting in her short hair. “Fuck, baby…”

She sucked him like she was starving — sloppy, desperate, moaning around his shaft. When he finally came down her throat, the dopamine hit was even stronger than before. Her eyes rolled back. A slutty, euphoric moan vibrated around his cock as she swallowed every drop, pussy gushing into her panties, high as a kite.

She wasn’t done.

She dragged him into the living room, bent over the back of the cream leather sectional, yoga pants yanked to her knees, and begged him to fuck her from behind. Jax pounded her hard, massive balls slapping her clit, while she screamed through three shattering orgasms. Emily walked past the open archway on her way to the kitchen for a late-night snack and froze. Her dad — balls-deep inside a girl who looked barely out of high school — was railing their stepmom senseless. The girl was drooling, eyes crossed, babbling incoherently as she came again and again. Emily backed away silently, face burning with shock and disgust.

Later, in the hallway outside James’s room, Jax had Riley pinned against the wall, one of her legs hooked over his hip as he fucked her slow and deep. James stepped out for water and stopped dead. His dad was buried to the hilt in a teenage-looking blonde who was whimpering, drooling, clearly high out of her mind on whatever was making her pupils blown and her body shake. James slammed his door shut, muttering “What the actual fuck…”

Riley didn’t notice. She was too busy cumming again, pussy milking Jax’s cock while the euphoric high made her brain melt into happy, slutty mush.

The next morning, before anyone else was up, Jax took her on the kitchen counter — legs spread wide, ankles on his shoulders — while the coffee maker gurgled. Riley came so hard she squirted, soaking his abs and the marble. James walked in for breakfast, saw everything — his dad pounding their barely-legal-looking stepmom while she babbled and drooled — and walked straight back out without a word.

At Pulse Brooklyn that day, Riley was a walking disaster.

Her new body betrayed her constantly. She was soaking wet before her first client arrived. During a private mobility session with Tyler — the hot young male trainer with the obvious bulge — he “accidentally” pressed his hard cock against her ass while spotting her on the reformer. Riley whimpered out loud, thighs trembling, pussy clenching so hard she nearly came right there. She almost dropped to her knees and begged him to fuck her in the empty studio — imagined his thick dick stretching her while she drooled and begged for his cum.

Later, in the women’s sauna, Maya — the gorgeous 28-year-old Pilates instructor — cornered her. Maya pressed close, whispering how flexible Riley looked, how pretty her tight young body was. She slid a hand up Riley’s thigh, fingertips brushing the drenched crotch of her yoga pants. Riley’s eyes fluttered shut; she was two seconds from saying yes — from letting Maya finger her right there in the steam, from spreading her legs and begging for Maya’s tongue — when she forced herself to pull away, shaking, panting.

She changed her panties three times and her pants once that shift. The musky scent of her constant arousal followed her everywhere — thick, heady, impossible to hide. Clients noticed. Trainers noticed. By the end of her shift she was shaking with need, clit throbbing, pussy leaking down her inner thighs.

When she got home she was feral.

She found Jax in the living room, shoved him onto the couch, and rode him reverse cowgirl while the TV droned in the background. Her small tits bounced, pussy making obscene wet sounds as she slammed down on his cock again and again. She came four times before he flooded her, the dopamine rush so intense she went completely nonverbal — just drooling, twitching, eyes rolled back in pure bliss.

Emily and James both saw that one too. They stood frozen in the hallway, watching their dad get ridden by a girl who looked younger than either of them while she babbled and squirted all over his lap, clearly doped up and mindless on whatever his cum was doing to her.

Riley didn’t notice. She was too busy chasing the next hit.

The children’s coldness started that first afternoon.

Riley wandered into the kitchen, still flushed and dazed from the morning’s kitchen-counter session. James was waiting for the kettle to boil.

“Hi, James,” she said brightly, trying to sound maternal.

“Hi, Riley.”

She blinked. “Not ‘Mom’?”

James turned slowly, expression flat. “God, no. Why would I ever call you that? I’m older than you. You could literally be my younger sister. I have a Mom. No matter what insane midlife-crisis shit my dad is going through right now.”

He grabbed his mug and walked out without another word.

Riley stood frozen in the middle of the kitchen, feeling like she’d been punched in the stomach. For the first time since the coin had turned her into a woman, hot tears welled up and spilled down her cheeks.

Emily wasn’t any warmer. She barely looked at Riley anymore — treated her like furniture. When Riley tried to chat in the lounge or help in the kitchen, Emily would give one-word answers or leave the room entirely. They both expected her to serve them — plate their food, refill their drinks, clean up after them — like she was the live-in maid instead of a stepmother.

They called her “the bimbo” behind her back. Sometimes to her face when they thought she couldn’t hear.

And the worst part? The craving didn’t care.

Even as the tears dried on her cheeks, Riley’s pussy throbbed, empty and aching. She needed Jax’s cock again. Needed his cum. Needed that perfect, mind-melting high.

That night, after the kids had locked themselves away, Riley crawled into bed and whispered against Jax’s neck:

“I need it again… please… fill me up. I’ll do anything.”

She was already addicted.

And the week was only just beginning.


Chapter 13: A Parisian Holiday

“I don’t like this,” Riley complained, still panting and trembling as she lifted herself off Jax’s spent cock. Thick ropes of his cum were already leaking from her puffy, well-fucked pussy onto his abs, warm and sticky.

Jax raised an eyebrow, chest heaving. “You could’ve fooled me, baby. You just came four times and screamed so loud the neighbors probably think we’re murdering someone.”

She gave a weak, shaky smile and collapsed beside him, her young, athletic body glistening. “No… I don’t like being your second wife. Or your first wife. Or any wife. I want to go home.”

Jax sighed and pulled her close, stroking her short hair. “Two more days. That’s all that’s left of the holiday.”

“I know,” she whispered, nuzzling into his chest. “And I want you to have your fun — I really do — but I’ve had enough of this… this role. I’m losing myself.”

He was quiet for a long moment, then kissed the top of her head. “How about we take the next two days off? Just us. No kids, no house, no responsibilities. We fly somewhere, check into a fancy hotel, spend stupid money, and actually have a proper holiday.”

Riley stayed quiet for almost a minute, then lifted her head. Her eyes were bright again. “Just… go somewhere different and be us?”

“Just Jax and Riley. No one else. We’ll fly. Maybe even join the mile-high club on the way.”

She smiled — a real one this time. “That could be fun.”

“I’ll get on the internet right now.”

By 7 a.m. the next morning they were on a direct flight to Paris. They never made it to the Louvre. They never made it to Notre-Dame. They barely made it out of the hotel for the first three days.

The suite at the Four Seasons George V was obscene — marble floors, silk wallpaper, a king bed the size of their old Bushwick loft, and a private terrace overlooking the glittering City of Light. They ordered room service three times a day (foie gras, champagne, chocolate soufflé) and spent the rest of the time fucking like animals.

On the first full day Riley woke Jax up with her mouth.

She had crawled under the sheets while he was still half-asleep, wrapped her soft teenage lips around his morning wood, and sucked him like she was trying to pull his soul out through his dick. Long, wet, sloppy strokes. Tongue swirling under the head. Throat relaxing so she could take every thick inch until her nose pressed against his pelvis. She moaned and whimpered around him the whole time, one hand between her own legs frantically rubbing her swollen clit. When he finally exploded down her throat, the dopamine hit made her eyes roll back so hard she saw stars. She came just from swallowing, shuddering and gushing onto the sheets while she greedily milked every last drop.

Jax woke up groaning her name and realized he had created a monster.

That afternoon they tried to be tourists.

They made it as far as the Eiffel Tower.

Riley lasted twelve minutes in public before she dragged him behind one of the massive support pillars, dropped to her knees on the cold stone, and sucked him off again — right there in broad daylight with hundreds of tourists milling around just meters away. She didn’t care. She needed his cum. When he painted her tongue and she swallowed, the high hit so hard she had to cling to his thighs to stay upright, moaning like a whore while her pussy clenched and dripped down her bare legs.

They never made it to the top of the tower.

That night they tried the Moulin Rouge.

The show was pure sex — feathers, sequins, half-naked dancers writhing on stage. Riley’s new body reacted like it had been plugged into an electrical socket. By intermission she was soaked through her tiny black dress. She pulled Jax into the luxurious bathroom, locked the stall, bent over the marble counter, and begged him to fuck her raw while the music thumped through the walls.

He pounded her from behind, one hand over her mouth to keep her screams from echoing, the other mauling her small tits. She came so hard her legs gave out. When he pulled out and painted her ass and the back of her dress with thick ropes of cum, she spun around, dropped to her knees again, and frantically licked every drop off the marble and off her own skin, eyes glazed, moaning like a junkie chasing the next hit.

Jax started to worry.

On day four they tried a nighttime walk along the Seine near the Louvre. The city was beautiful, lights glittering on the water. They lasted twenty minutes before Riley pushed him against a dark stone wall, yanked his cock out, and rode him standing up — legs wrapped around his waist, dress bunched at her hips, moaning into his neck while tourists walked past just ten meters away.

A security guard’s flashlight swept toward them.

Jax pulled out at the last second and came all over her dress, her thighs, her stomach — thick white streaks painting her skin. The second the guard turned away, Riley dropped to her knees on the dirty pavement and licked every single drop off her own body like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. She came again just from the taste, shuddering and whimpering, completely lost in the dopamine fog.

Jax watched her, cock softening, heart pounding with a mix of lust and genuine concern.

“Baby… we need to slow down.”

She looked up at him with cum-smeared lips and glassy, blissful eyes. “I can’t,” she whispered. “I need it. Please don’t make me stop…”

By day six they had extended the trip. The hotel staff knew them by name and simply smiled when they ordered more champagne and oysters at 3 a.m.

Riley had become a full-blown cum addict.

She woke Jax up every single morning with her mouth — deepthroating him until he fed her the first load of the day. She sucked him in taxis, in restaurant bathrooms, in the back of the private car they hired for a “romantic” drive through the countryside (she came twice just from swallowing while the driver pretended not to notice).

One night they fucked on the balcony of their suite with the lights of Paris spread out beneath them. Riley rode him reverse cowgirl, tiny dress around her waist, moaning loud enough for the whole city to hear while she chased orgasm after orgasm. When he finally flooded her, she came so hard she nearly blacked out, then immediately spun around and sucked him clean, eyes rolling with pure euphoric bliss.

Jax held her afterward, stroking her hair while she trembled and whimpered in his arms.

“Two more days,” he whispered. “Then we go home and change back.”

Riley just nuzzled closer, already licking her lips, already aching for the next hit.

She was his perfect, horny, cum-drunk little wife now.

And she never wanted the holiday to end.


Chapter 14: The Return and the Witch

Riley stepped out of the cab into the familiar Ditmas Park driveway, her young body already humming with raw, aching need. The short flight from Paris had left her soaked again — the mile-high quickie in the first-class lavatory had only taken the edge off. She was praying Emily and James were out. She wanted one last stolen hour with Jax before they used the coin to go back to normal. One last time feeling that perfect, brain-melting stretch and the euphoric flood of his cum turning her into a drooling, happy mess.

Jax paid the driver and joined her. She pointed at the unfamiliar car parked behind the Tesla. “Whose is that?”

He shrugged. “No idea.”

The front door opened before they reached it. James stepped out, ignoring Riley completely. He went straight to his father. “Dad, thank God you’re back. I need help in the garage — something heavy I have to take back to Uni tonight.”

Jax glanced at Riley. “Two minutes, hun? Just put the kettle on. I’ll be right in.”

She nodded, forcing a smile, and stepped inside alone.

The living room smelled of expensive Diptyque candles and Trisha’s perfume.

Trisha was sitting on the sofa like she owned the place, legs crossed, looking every bit the composed ex-wife. “Riley,” she said coolly.

Riley’s stomach dropped. “Trisha.”

“Sit.” It wasn’t a request.

Riley sat opposite her, heart hammering. Trisha’s eyes were hard.

“James was being his usual nosy self and found something interesting in your things,” Trisha began, voice smooth as silk. “A little silver coin. He and Emily started playing with it. Reality bends around it, did you know? No one notices the changes except the person holding it. They showed me. And then James said maybe I could use it.”

Riley tried to stand. Her body wouldn’t move.

Trisha smiled. “You can’t speak or move until I’m finished, dear. Don’t worry. I’m not cruel. Jax and I were already separated before he started fucking his little personal trainer. I don’t blame you. I just need you… out of the way. My children don’t need to hear their father railing a girl who looks younger than them every single night.”

Riley’s eyes widened in panic. She tried to scream for Jax. Nothing came out.

Trisha held up the coin between two manicured fingers. “Let’s fix this properly.”

The first changes were subtle.

Riley felt her face soften and reshape. Her jawline lifted into a delicate heart shape, chin rounding, cheekbones rising higher. Her nose shrank into a cute little button. Her lips plumped dramatically — full, cock-sucking pillows that parted on a silent gasp. Her eyes grew slightly larger, lashes lengthening into thick, fluttery fans. Her skin tightened and glowed with youthful perfection.

Then the hair came.

Long, thick platinum-blonde waves cascaded down her back, heavy and silky, stopping just above her nipples. She could feel the weight of it swinging against her shoulders, cool and luxurious.

Her breasts swelled next — surging outward into heavy, round DD cups that strained against her top, nipples thickening and darkening into sensitive peaks that throbbed with every heartbeat. Her waist cinched dramatically while her hips flared wide into lush, child-bearing curves. Her ass plumped and lifted, becoming a perfect, heart-shaped bubble that jiggled with the slightest movement. Her legs lengthened then shortened overall, shrinking her down to a tiny, busty 5'0" frame. Muscle melted away into soft, feminine curves — the kind that jiggled when she walked, every step making her new tits bounce and her plump ass sway.

Tattoos bloomed across her skin like dark ink flowers: a delicate floral piece peeking from the swell of her right breast, a tramp-stamp design just above her new plump ass, and a feminine vine wrapping her left shoulder blade.

Piercings appeared with sharp, erotic little stings — multiple in both ears, a tiny diamond in her nose, a glittering belly-button ring, and a delicate chain around her neck.

Underneath her clothes, her lingerie transformed: sheer black stockings clipped to a lacy garter belt, a push-up bra that made her new tits look obscene, and a tiny matching thong that disappeared between her cheeks and rubbed teasingly against her still-dripping pussy.

Finally, her outfit changed. The casual travel clothes melted into a crisp Air France stewardess uniform — tight navy skirt hugging her wide hips and barely covering the tops of her stockings, fitted jacket straining over her massive breasts, silk blouse, and 4-inch patent heels. A little pillbox hat perched on her long blonde hair. The name tag on her lapel read “Mischa Martin.”

Trisha leaned back, satisfied. “There. You’re exactly what Jax would never look twice at now. A walking wet dream… but the kind of girl he’d never bring home to his children. And I dialed down that disgusting appetite of yours. No woman should be that easy. You’ll still get wet, but you won’t be humping everything that moves anymore.”

Riley tried to scream. Nothing.

Trisha stood. “You can move now. But no noise until you’re far away from here. Go on, dear. Take a look at yourself.”

Riley rose on shaky 4-inch heels, ankles wobbling. She tottered to the mirror above the fireplace and stared.

The girl looking back was breathtaking — a tiny, busty, platinum-blonde bombshell with full cock-sucking lips, huge blue eyes, and an hourglass body built for sin. The uniform hugged every exaggerated curve. Her new breasts strained the buttons of the blouse, threatening to pop. The skirt barely covered the tops of her stockings, and she could feel the cool air kissing the bare skin of her upper thighs. She looked like pure sex in heels.

But inside, Alex was screaming.

Trisha’s voice was soft behind her. “You’ll love the results, I’m sure. Now get out of my house.”

The front door opened. Jax walked in with James and a short man in an Air France uniform waistcoat.

“Thank you so much for bringing our luggage back,” Jax said, shaking the man’s hand.

“All part of the service, sir,” the steward replied in a heavy French accent. “We still deeply apologize for mislaying it. Come along, Mischa — we can’t keep the car waiting.”

Riley — now Mischa — tried to scream. Nothing came out. Her body moved on its own, stepping toward the door in the clicking heels, massive tits jiggling with every step, the tiny thong rubbing teasingly between her still-dripping pussy lips.

Jax glanced at her for half a second, then looked away, completely uninterested.

The last thing she saw before the door closed was Trisha’s satisfied smile.


Chapter 15: The Departure

Mischa woke up in a narrow crew bunk somewhere over the Atlantic, heart pounding.

Her new body felt completely wrong. Heavy, round DD breasts pressed against the thin airline blanket, nipples already stiff and aching from the slightest friction. Long, thick platinum-blonde hair was tangled around her face and shoulders. Between her legs, her pussy was already slick and throbbing — the craving hadn’t gone away; it had only been muted. The hunger for cum was still there, deep and warm, no longer a mindless addiction but a constant, delicious ache she could fight… most of the time.

She could still feel the ghost of Jax’s thick, hot load inside her from their last frantic fuck before the flight, and the memory made her whimper softly, thighs pressing together as fresh slickness leaked onto the thin mattress.

A male steward — Hugo, according to his name tag — leaned in with a concerned smile. “You okay, Mischa? You passed out pretty hard after the Paris layover. Jet lag hitting you again?”

She tried to speak. Perfect, fluid French came out first. “Quoi ? Je… je ne sais pas.” Shocked, she concentrated harder. English emerged with a thick, breathy French accent that sounded pornographic even to her own ears. “I… I need to go back. Please.”

Hugo laughed gently. “We’re halfway to Paris, chérie. You’ll feel better after some coffee. Dinner service in five hours — you’re on it.”

The shift was hell wrapped in luxury.

Mischa served first-class passengers in the tight Air France uniform, heels clicking sharply on the carpet, her massive breasts jiggling heavily with every step. The push-up bra and fitted jacket turned her DD tits into obscene, eye-catching cleavage that strained every button. Every male passenger’s gaze lingered shamelessly on her tits and the way the short navy skirt hugged her plump ass and wide hips. Every female passenger gave her knowing little smiles or jealous glances. Her pussy throbbed constantly, the tiny thong rubbing between her slick folds with every movement, the soaked fabric clinging obscenely to her swollen lips.

By the third hour she was desperate. She slipped into the crew lavatory, locked the door, yanked her skirt up and panties aside, and frantically rubbed her swollen clit. Two fingers plunged knuckle-deep into her dripping pussy as she bit her lip to stay quiet, imagining Jax’s thick cock stretching her open and flooding her again. She came hard and fast, thighs shaking, but the relief only lasted minutes. The craving was already building again, stronger than before, making her nipples ache and her mouth water.

She nearly broke in the galley when a handsome French businessman cornered her.

He was tall, dark-haired, expensive suit. He pressed her back against the counter, one hand boldly sliding up her stocking-covered thigh while the other cupped one heavy breast through her uniform, thumb circling her stiff nipple. “Tu es une petite salope, hein ?” he murmured in French, voice low and filthy. “Look how wet you already are… Why don’t you give me some real first-class service, chérie? Get on your knees and show me what that pretty French mouth can do.”

Mischa understood every word perfectly. Her body betrayed her instantly — her pussy clenched hard, fresh slickness soaking her thong and dripping down her inner thigh. For one dizzying second she almost gave in. She could see herself dropping to her knees right there, pulling his cock out, and sucking him desperately until he came down her throat and triggered that mind-melting dopamine rush again. Her mouth watered. Her knees weakened. Her hips twitched involuntarily toward his hand as his fingers pressed against her soaked thong, rubbing her clit through the fabric.

But at the last second another stewardess walked into the galley. Mischa shoved the man away, tears of frustration and shame burning in her eyes, and fled to the back of the plane on shaky heels.

When the plane finally landed at Charles de Gaulle, Mischa stepped into the cool morning air with nothing but a small suitcase, a Paris apartment key, and a brand-new life she never asked for.

She was 19. Busty. Blonde. French. And constantly, painfully horny.

Somewhere over the Atlantic, the man she loved — Jax — was waking up in their Ditmas Park brownstone with no memory of the girl who used to be his wife.

Mischa clutched her suitcase, tears streaking her perfect makeup, and whispered in her sexy new accent:

“Jax… s’il te plaît, souviens-toi de moi.”


Epilogue: The Final Visit

The petite woman moved through the sterile corridors of the cardiac ward with quiet purpose, her sneakers making almost no sound on the linoleum. She was in her early forties now — slim and strong beneath a simple t-shirt and jeans, her short blonde hair showing silver at the roots. Men still glanced as she passed, old instincts dying hard, but she paid them no mind. She carried herself like someone who had already survived two lifetimes and wasn’t afraid of a third.

She stopped at a vending machine, bought an energy drink, and sipped it slowly, buying herself a few more heartbeats before facing what waited at the end of the hall.

Room 317.

The old man in the bed looked impossibly fragile. Seventy-eight years old, skin like tissue paper, surrounded by beeping machines and clear tubes. When she sat down beside him he turned his head with effort.

“Are you from the insurance company?” he rasped.

She shook her head and offered him the water from his bedside table. He drank with difficulty.

“No,” she said gently. “Just an old friend.”

He studied her face for a long moment. Something flickered in his cloudy eyes — recognition struggling through layers of time, medication, and rewritten realities.

“I… I don’t remember you,” he admitted. “The mind isn’t what it used to be. The drugs, I think. Have we met?”

She smiled, small and sad. “You knew me when I was Alex Rivera. And you… you were Jordan before the world decided you should be Jax.”

The old man’s breath caught. For several heartbeats, the only sound was the steady beep of the monitor.

Then his eyes filled with tears.

“Alex…” The name came out like a prayer. “I knew it. Somewhere, deep down… I always knew something was missing.”

He reached for her hand. She took it immediately, their fingers interlocking the same way they had on their wedding day, in a different life, in different bodies.

They sat in silence for a while, simply holding on, letting the years settle between them.

“I looked for you,” he whispered eventually. “After the memories started coming back in fragments. I looked everywhere. But you were gone. And then Trisha… she was good to me. She gave me children. A life. But it was never ours.”

“I know,” Mischa said softly. “I was in France. Four children. Two marriages that didn’t last. Then I found Linzie. A woman who taught me I could be loved without having to become someone else. She passed last year.”

Mischa reached into her purse and slowly pulled out the silver coin. It caught the harsh hospital light and seemed to pulse with cruel familiarity.

Jax’s eyes widened, then filled with fresh tears that spilled over immediately. His frail hand trembled as he reached toward it, stopping just short, as though afraid to touch the thing that had destroyed them both.

“After all these years…” His voice broke completely. “You kept it.”

She turned the coin slowly in her fingers, her own eyes glistening now.

“It wasn’t me who kept it. Trisha did.”

Jax’s brow furrowed in confusion and pain.

“Before she died, she hunted me down,” Mischa continued, her voice cracking with the weight of decades. “She knew her time was short. She’d been carrying the guilt for decades — for stealing you away, for turning me into… this. She mailed the coin to my apartment in Bordeaux along with two letters.”

Mischa paused, swallowing hard as the memory surfaced raw and sharp.

“Linzie signed for the package. The first letter was addressed to me. Trisha poured her heart out in it. She wrote about how she watched me suffer for years after the change. How every time she saw you happy with her, she felt sick with guilt because she knew she had ripped away the love of my life. She admitted she was terrified I would come back one day and destroy everything she’d built with you. But most of all… she said she couldn’t die with that sin on her soul. She begged me for forgiveness she knew she didn’t deserve. She called herself a thief of happiness.”

Mischa’s eyes glistened as she continued.

“The second letter was to Linzie. Trisha pleaded with her — woman to woman — to hide the coin from me. She was scared that if I ever got my hands on it, I would try to reclaim my old life… and that she would die completely alone, hated by the only person she’d ever truly wronged. She wrote that she had nightmares about me showing up at her door one day, young and furious, demanding my husband back. She said the guilt had eaten her alive for thirty years.”

She looked down at the coin, thumb tracing its edge with trembling reverence.

“Linzie read both letters the day they arrived. She never told me about them until her final weeks. When the cancer had taken almost everything, she pressed the coin into my hand and said, ‘If you ever need to go back… only do it if your heart is truly at peace. Otherwise, let it stay buried.’ She was protecting me. Protecting us. Even from myself.”

Jax’s eyes glistened. “She was always stronger than I gave her credit for.”

“She was.” Mischa smiled through the tears now slipping down her cheeks. “And she gave me the greatest gift of all — the choice to finally let go.”

A long silence stretched between them, heavy with decades of love, regret, and quiet forgiveness.

Finally, he spoke again, voice barely above a breath. “If you still have it… if you wanted to use it one more time… would you take me back to France with you? Make me young again? Let us have the years we lost?”

Mischa looked at the coin, then at the fragile old man who had once been her entire world.

She closed her fingers around it and shook her head.

“I thought about it the whole flight here,” she said, voice cracking. “Every mile. But I’m not going to use it. Not on you. Not on us.”

His eyes searched hers, surprised but not angry. “Why?”

“Because we already had our chance,” she said. “We had the perfect life and we threw it away chasing something shinier. Trisha’s guilt, Linzie’s love, all the years in between… they taught me something. I won’t risk destroying whatever peace you’ve found here. I won’t take away the children who love you. And I won’t turn the memory of what we were into something ugly again.”

A tear slipped down the old man’s cheek.

“I love you, Alex,” he whispered. “I have loved you in every body I’ve worn and every life I’ve lived. Even when I didn’t remember your name… I loved you.”

“I know,” she said, smiling through her tears. “I loved you too. I still do.”

She stayed until his breathing grew shallow and the nurses gently asked her to step outside. When she finally left the room, she walked straight out of the hospital and found the nearest storm drain.

The silver coin felt heavier than it ever had.

She opened her fingers.

It fell.

A tiny clink, then silence.

Mischa stood there for a long moment, breathing in the cold New York air, feeling the weight of two lifetimes finally lift from her shoulders.

Then she turned and started walking.

No more coins.

No more changes.

Just Mischa.

Just enough.


Bonus Scene: Trisha’s Gift

(Five years after the epilogue — Bordeaux, France)

The late afternoon sun poured through the tall windows of their apartment overlooking the Garonne River, turning the bedroom into liquid gold. Mischa stood in front of the full-length mirror in nothing but a sheer black lace thong, turning slowly the way she once had in that Ditmas Park brownstone.

She was 54 now. The body Trisha had cursed her with had settled into something even more dangerous — soft where it needed to be, firm where it counted. She had matured gracefully, her figure filled out from four pregnancies, hips wider, belly softly rounded, breasts heavy and full. Her DD tits sagged only a modest amount, still perkier than any woman her age could reasonably hope for. Her platinum hair fell in heavy waves to the small of her back, threaded with silver that caught the light like frost. The tiny thong disappeared between her plump ass cheeks and cupped her smooth mound like a lover’s hand.

Mischa ran her palms slowly over her body — tracing the gentle swell of her belly, cupping the weight of her breasts, sliding down the flare of her hips. She closed her eyes and let the memories wash over her: Jordan’s gentle hands, Jax’s powerful thrusts, Linzie’s soft mouth and knowing tongue. All gone now. Only their memories remained… and somehow, that was enough.

A car door slammed downstairs.

Mischa opened her eyes and smiled at her reflection — peaceful, grounded, finally at home in this skin. She slipped on a light yellow sundress and headed downstairs just as the front door burst open.

“Mamie ! Mamie !” the little girls squealed, racing in and throwing themselves against her legs.

“Mes trésors !” Mischa laughed warmly, dropping to her knees to hug them both at once. “Venez là, mes amours. Vous m’avez tellement manqué !”

Sophie stepped in behind them, smiling as she closed the door. “Maman, elles n’ont parlé que de toi pendant tout le trajet. Tu es prête pour l’invasion ?”

The kitchen soon filled with easy laughter as the three generations settled around the big wooden table — Mischa with her glass of rosé, Sophie pouring coffee, the granddaughters coloring at her feet.

“Mamie,” the older granddaughter asked excitedly, “tu nous racontes encore l’histoire de quand tu étais hôtesse chez Air France ? Celle avec la tour Eiffel ?”

Mischa smiled, stroking the girl’s hair. “Bien sûr, ma puce. Mais d’abord, raconte-moi ta journée à l’école. Tu as eu une bonne note en maths ?”

Sophie chuckled. “Elle tient de toi, maman. Elle déteste les maths mais elle adore les histoires d’amour. Hier elle m’a demandé si un jour elle pourrait vivre une grande histoire comme la tienne et celle de Linzie.”

Mischa’s voice softened with quiet affection. “Linzie m’a appris que l’amour n’a pas besoin d’être parfait pour être grand. Et toi, ma grande ? Comment va ce charmant garçon du lycée ?”

The conversation flowed naturally in warm, musical French — the granddaughters chattering about school and crushes, Sophie sharing quiet worries about work and love, Mischa offering gentle wisdom wrapped in laughter. The kitchen was filled with the sound of three generations of women who truly belonged to each other.

As the sun dipped lower over the Garonne, painting the river gold, Mischa leaned back in her chair, one hand resting on the soft curve of her belly, the other gently stroking her granddaughter’s hair.

She was 54. She was Mischa Martin. She was loved. She was enough.

The scene fades to black on the sound of easy laughter, clinking glasses, and the quiet murmur of loving French voices — a grandmother, her daughter, and her granddaughters speaking the language of home, of healing, and of a life finally at peace.


-THE END-
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