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Chapter 1

The Craving

The Mall at Millenia thrummed with that perfect Saturday-afternoon frenzy in 2026 Orlando—tourists in bright Epic Universe hoodies dragging roller bags toward the exits, kids shrieking past the massive fountain, and the constant low roar of air-conditioning battling the thick Florida humidity that always managed to sneak inside. Chase Wilder didn’t notice any of it.

He stopped dead in the middle of the wide walkway, eyes fluttering half-closed, and pulled in a slow, hungry breath.

The scent hit him like a velvet fist to the chest: warm butter melting into sugar, dark chocolate turning glossy and obscene, caramel edges crisping just enough to tease. It flooded his lungs, sank straight into his blood, and made his mouth water so fast he had to swallow twice just to keep from drooling in public. God, he loved that smell. It dragged him back to rainy afternoons in his mom’s tiny kitchen, licking raw cookie dough off the spoon while she laughed and ruffled his hair. “You’re gonna turn into a cookie one day, baby.” Those were the good days—before his dad’s back gave out, before money got tight, before sweets became the only thing that could quiet the endless static in his head.

Now, at twenty-eight, the sweet tooth had sharpened into something darker, hungrier. Freelance graphic design for theme-park clients meant fourteen-hour days hunched over a standing desk in his cramped Lakeside Villas apartment, tweaking logos and ride concepts until his eyes burned. The gig paid the bills, but it left him restless, soft around the middle, and aching for any kind of pleasure that still felt real. Sweets were his dirty little reward. His escape. His filthy secret.

“Just one won’t hurt,” he muttered, the words automatic, almost reverent. He’d already demolished two leftover brownies while finishing a rush Epic Universe job, but the craving didn’t give a damn about rules. It never had.

Chase opened his eyes and let them drift to Crumble & Bake. The little storefront glowed under warm golden lights, its glass case packed with golden-edged cookies still steaming on the trays. Double-chocolate-chunk. Snickerdoodle. Thick, gooey centers that would melt across his tongue like warm, liquid sin.

He glanced down at himself and felt the familiar twist of shame low in his gut. The soft pouch of his stomach pressed against the front of his faded Orlando Magic hoodie, a gentle swell that hadn’t been there two years ago. Remote work had traded the hard muscle from his old warehouse days for something rounder, heavier. Every time he sat too long, the paunch settled lower, a quiet reminder that “just one” had quietly become “just one more… and another… and another.” At this rate he’d wake up one morning looking exactly like his father—soft belly spilling over his belt, shoulders rounded in defeat.

A chill ghosted down his spine.

But the cookies were right there. Warm. Waiting.

The scent curled lower now, wrapping around his cock like a teasing tongue, making him thicken and twitch against the soft fabric of his joggers before he even realized it. He could already imagine the first bite: the crisp snap of the edge, then the molten chocolate center flooding his mouth—thick, creamy, filthy—coating his tongue and sliding down his throat in slow, decadent waves. The sugar rush that always followed, warm and electric, spreading through his veins like liquid need until his nipples tightened and his cock throbbed with shameless hunger.

Fuck it.

Two minutes later Chase strode out of the bakery with a warm paper bag swinging from one hand and the first double-chocolate-chunk already disappearing between his lips. The cookie broke with a soft, buttery crack, then melted into glossy, velvety sin that clung to the roof of his mouth like thick, warm cum. A low, involuntary groan tore from deep in his chest—raw, almost sexual. A passing couple glanced over. He didn’t care. He chewed slow and deliberate, savoring the way the gooey center coated his tongue, the way the sugar hit his bloodstream like a shot of pure lust straight to his groin.

His nipples peaked hard against the hoodie, rubbing with every step. His cock swelled heavier in his joggers, half-hard and leaking a tiny wet spot against the fabric. The soft pouch of his belly jiggled gently with each stride, and instead of shame, the sensation sent a fresh, filthy thrill through him. Shame tried to creep back in—he could feel the extra weight low in his gut, proof that every cookie was another inch closer to the man he swore he’d never become—but the sugar was already singing in his blood, turning that shame into something hotter, wetter, more urgent.

He licked a thick smear of melted chocolate from his thumb, slow and thorough, eyes half-lidded in pure pleasure. The motion felt obscene, like he was sucking something far filthier. His cock gave another heavy throb.

Of course, he wasn’t about to let guilt ruin a perfect cookie high.

Not today.

Not ever.


Chapter 2

Baubles & Bargains

Chase was still riding the tail end of that perfect sugar buzz as he strolled deeper into the Mall at Millenia, the warm paper bag swinging lazily from his fingers. The double-chocolate-chunk cookie had left his mouth coated in rich, lingering sweetness and his body humming with low, electric heat. His nipples were still faintly tight under the Orlando Magic hoodie, brushing the fabric with every step in a way that felt way too good for something so innocent. The sugar always did this to him lately—turned a simple snack into something almost filthy, a slow, insistent throb low in his gut that made his joggers feel a little too snug, the soft cotton rubbing against his half-hard cock like a teasing promise.

He licked the last trace of melted chocolate from his thumb, slow and thoughtful, letting the afterglow settle deep in his veins. The sweetness still sang through him, warm and bright, making his skin feel hypersensitive, every brush of fabric a caress.

Then he froze mid-step.

Something in the corner of his eye caught the light wrong—too sleek, too inviting. He turned, heart giving a sharp little skip, and stared.

Where the retro toy pop-up—Pixel Play Toys, with its bright neon signs and rows of limited-edition Funko Pops—had been just ten minutes ago, there was now a completely different storefront. Sleek floor-to-ceiling glass reflected the mall’s bright LED lights and the passing stream of tourists, but the heavy antique wooden door set into it looked like it had been yanked straight out of a Victorian curiosity shop. Above the door, a simple hand-painted sign glowed with soft, almost digital-looking sigils: Baubles & Bargains Everything you want… for a price.

“What the hell?” Chase muttered, voice low but edged with something sharper than surprise. He glanced around, half-expecting a prank camera or some influencer filming a viral TikTok stunt. The toy shop had been right there—bright, loud, full of screaming kids and parents buying overpriced plushies. Now it was gone. No construction tape, no “coming soon” banners, no explanation. Just… this.

A nervous flutter twisted low in his stomach, mixing with the leftover cookie warmth until the two sensations braided into something hotter, heavier. Part of him wanted to keep walking, to pretend he hadn’t seen it. But the curiosity was stronger—sharp and insistent, the same pull that always dragged him back to the bakery case when his willpower cracked. He needed to know if someone was screwing with him. He had to see inside.

He moved closer, sneakers quiet on the polished tile. Through the glass the interior beckoned like a lover’s half-open bedroom door at midnight. Warm, golden light spilled out, thick and honeyed, the kind that caressed bare skin and made every inch of it suddenly feel alive and aching. The air that leaked past the doorframe carried a heady scent—dark chocolate and smoked vanilla laced with something deeper, muskier, almost animal. It slid down Chase’s throat like warm fingers and settled low in his belly, making his pulse throb hard between his legs. The sugar rush from the cookie flared hotter in response, his nipples peaking sharply against the soft cotton of his hoodie, a slow, slick heat blooming between his thighs even though nothing had touched him yet.

Inside, the displays were pure, breathing temptation. A glowing crystal orb the size of a basketball hovered on a black velvet stand, a strange electric-blue fish swimming lazy, sinuous circles inside it with no visible water, no bubbles, no opening—just liquid light that made the fish’s sleek body look wet and gleaming, almost obscene in its fluid grace, like it was writhing in slow, endless pleasure. A small stack of ancient-looking leather-bound books sat beside it, their spines cracked and gold-stamped with symbols that seemed to shift and pulse when he wasn’t looking directly; one title caught his eye: Desires Paid in Flesh. A stuffed owl perched on a nearby shelf, glass eyes too bright, feathers looking far too soft and inviting, as if stroking them would feel exactly like running greedy fingers down bare, quivering skin. Scattered around were other oddities—tiny crystal vials filled with shimmering liquids that throbbed like a heartbeat, an old brass compass whose needle swung straight toward Chase’s crotch before spinning away with wicked delight, a vintage pocket watch whose hands moved backward while the face reflected Chase’s own flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips. Velvet drapes hung in deep crimson folds that begged to be touched, mirrors angled just right to catch every curve of a body and make it look fuller, riper, more fuckable. The whole shop felt alive with quiet, breathing heat, the kind of place where you could sell your soul for one perfect, filthy indulgence and thank the devil with a moan afterward.

“Weird,” Chase breathed, the word fogging the glass for a second. Malls didn’t have doors like this. Not in 2026, not at Millenia, where every storefront was all glass, chrome, and Instagram-ready lighting. Even the pop-up shops that came and went overnight didn’t look like a high-end den of temptation dropped straight into central Florida.

He stood there another long moment, the sugar in his veins making his pulse feel louder than it should. The nervous flutter twisted again, sharper now, but it only fed the warm cookie glow until his skin prickled with need. His cock twitched half-hard in his joggers, thickening against the soft fabric. His nipples ached against the hoodie, two tight little peaks begging for friction. The shop’s scent curled around him again, thicker now, sweeter, sliding between his thighs like invisible fingers and promising things he didn’t have names for yet—things that made his mouth water and his hole clench with sudden, shameful hunger.

“Very weird,” he added under his breath. Then, with a half-laugh that didn’t quite hide how off-balance—and how painfully turned on—he felt, he shrugged. “I might as well see what’s inside.”

He reached for the heavy brass handle. The moment his fingers closed around it, the door swung open easily, silently, as if it had been waiting for him all along. A faint, silvery tinkle floated down from above—like wind chimes made of crystal and starlight—echoing softly through the mall noise before fading into nothing.

Chase stepped inside.


Chapter 3

The Wizard’s Bargain

Chase stepped inside Baubles & Bargains and the world shifted.

The shop was impossibly vast—at least twice as wide as Pixel Play Toys had been and three times as long—stretching back into shadowed aisles that curved away into warm, golden infinity. Shelves upon shelves of wonders filled the impossible space: leather-bound grimoires that whispered filthy promises when you passed, their pages fluttering like lovers’ breath; racks of shimmering costumes that clung to invisible curves like a second skin, the fabric rippling as if it were already being fucked; vintage movie posters whose figures seemed to breathe and moan softly in the golden light, hips undulating in silent, endless pleasure. The air hung thick and warm, heavy with that same heady scent of dark chocolate and smoked vanilla laced with raw, animal musk. It wrapped around Chase like a lover’s hot breath on the back of his neck, sliding under his hoodie, teasing his already-sensitive nipples until they peaked hard and aching against the thin cotton. The sugar from the cookie was still singing in his veins, turning every brush of fabric into a slow, filthy caress, every inhale into something wet and promising.

He shook his head, trying to clear the haze, but the motion only made his half-hard cock twitch harder against his joggers. “How the hell…”

“Magic,” a warm, fatherly voice drawled from off to the side, laced with the easy chuckle of a man who’d seen every kind of trouble and still found it delicious.

Chase spun so fast he nearly dropped the empty cookie bag. There, leaning casually against a display of crystal vials, was a middle-aged man who looked like he could have been anybody’s cool uncle at a backyard barbecue—if that uncle also dealt in things that made your pulse race and your cock leak for reasons you couldn’t quite name. Silver-threaded dark hair, neatly trimmed beard, warm brown eyes that crinkled at the corners with quiet mischief. He wore an indigo silk robe covered in glowing sigils that shifted and shimmered like living tattoos across his chest, but underneath peeked a faded black band tee from some long-ago Orlando Indie Fest, the soft fabric clinging to a surprisingly fit, solid chest. One hand cradled a tall iced Cuban coffee, condensation dripping slowly down the cup like a bead of sweat sliding down heated skin.

“Excuse me?” Chase asked, cheeks burning as he tried to play it cool.

“The store, Chase,” the man said, taking a slow sip. The ice clinked like tiny bells. “That’s why it’s larger than the space it appears to occupy… and why I already know your name.” He winked, the gesture so disarmingly paternal it made Chase’s shoulders relax even as a fresh throb pulsed between his legs. “Let’s just say I have a knack for helping folks find exactly what they’re craving—even when they don’t realize they’re craving it yet. Call me Elias. Simple shopkeeper, nothing more.”

“Oh my…” Chase managed, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. He glanced from Elias to the impossible expanse around them, heart hammering. The shop was packed with every sort of imaginable thing—books, toys, costumes, strange antiques—but each piece felt charged, like it was watching him back with hungry eyes. A velvet choker that promised to turn the wearer into someone’s eager little sister, dripping and obedient. A pair of glossy red heels that whispered they could make any man the hottest, thick-thighed aunt at the family reunion. A delicate silver locket that hummed with the secret of becoming the perfect, fertile young mother, belly already swelling with need. Every artifact on the shelves pulsed with quiet, hungry potential—spells and curses that would reshape a man into a woman in all the ways the world loved to devour: young and bouncy, old and knowing, sexy and confident, brain-melting bimbo, dripping slut, shameless hoe. Each one had already found its customer somewhere down the line. Each one waited patiently for the next man who didn’t yet know what he truly wanted deep in his aching core.

For a split-second Chase’s rational brain tried to reject it all—hallucination, prank, too much sugar—but the cookie’s lingering heat in his blood, the way the shop’s scent made his cock twitch and leak again in his joggers, told him this was real. “Very… interesting,” he finally said, voice a little rough, a little breathless.

Elias nodded once, the sigils on his robe flickering brighter for a moment like they were laughing along with him. “Now that we’ve taken care of that, let’s get down to business.”

“Business…” Chase echoed, confusion cutting through the low thrum of arousal still riding him hard. He hadn’t even had time to really look around, let alone decide to buy anything.

“Of course.” Elias snorted softly, the sound warm and impatient at once. “I’m just a humble shopkeeper, after all—helping people satisfy those deep, secret desires they didn’t even know they were carrying around. And I believe I can help you with yours.”

Chase blinked. “But I don’t have any problems.”

“No?” Elias’s eyebrow arched, the corner of his mouth twitching in that fatherly way that somehow made the next words feel like gentle advice instead of a sales pitch. “You have what folks around here call a sweet tooth. You love those little junk-food escapes… and you’re terrified of what they’re doing to that soft middle of yours.” He gestured lazily at Chase’s stomach with the coffee cup, the motion somehow kind and cutting at the same time. “At the rate you devour those sweets, I’m surprised you aren’t much heavier already. But don’t worry, son—I’ve got just the thing. Something that’ll let you indulge to your heart’s content without a single extra pound. All the pleasure, none of the price… or at least, not the one you’re expecting.”

Chase blushed bright crimson, the heat flooding his cheeks so fast it made his ears burn. He shrugged hard, trying to play it off, but the comment about his soft middle landed like a warm finger sliding down his spine and straight to his cock. “So?” he snorted, forcing a laugh that came out a little too sharp, a little too defensive. He hated that a stranger had zeroed in on the one thing he tried not to think about—the gentle swell of his stomach pressing against the hoodie, the quiet proof that his sweet tooth was winning.

Elias just smiled, faint and fatherly, the kind of smile that made you feel seen instead of judged. “So, my boy… I’ve got something you might be interested in.”

He turned and strolled down one of the velvet-draped aisles, robe swishing like a secret. Chase followed before he could stop himself, sneakers silent on the thick carpet. The shop’s musk curled thicker around him with every step—dark chocolate and raw, animal heat—making his nipples peak again against the thin fabric and sending a fresh, slow throb straight to his cock. The leftover sugar from the cookie was still riding high, turning every breath into something filthy and needy.

Elias stopped in front of a low shelf lined with dozens of unfamiliar candies in ornate tins and shimmering wrappers. Chase couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at his lips. A whole rack of sweets in a place like this? It felt almost too perfect.

“What’s so special about a bunch of cheap candies?” he asked, trying to sound skeptical even as his mouth watered and his cock gave another heavy twitch.

“Not the candy!” Elias snapped back, but there was no real bite in it—just that warm, teasing edge of a man who knew exactly how this game was played. “Just this one piece.”

He plucked a single round orb from the shelf, a little smaller than a golf ball, wrapped in gleaming gold metallic paper and tied with a tiny crimson ribbon that looked like it had been dipped in fresh blood. It caught the golden shop light and seemed to pulse, warm and inviting, like it already knew how good it would feel cracking between Chase’s teeth and melting down his throat.

“Is this some sort of low-calorie candy?” Chase asked, eyes narrowing even as his pulse kicked up another notch and a fresh bead of precum soaked into his joggers.

Elias snorted, a soft, amused sound, and clutched the treat like it was the most precious thing in the store. He headed back toward the counter, and Chase followed again, wondering why the hell he hadn’t just walked out yet. Something about the older man’s easy, fatherly confidence kept pulling him along like a gentle hook behind his ribs.

“This…” Elias said once they were back at the front, setting the golden orb on the polished wood with reverent care, “is a very special treat. Made of the finest chocolates… and a few elixirs I keep in the back. It has the property of making whoever consumes it completely immune to the weight gain normally associated with such indulgences. Permanently.”

“No way,” Chase gasped, the word slipping out before he could stop it. His eyes locked on the orb, already imagining the rich, dark chocolate cracking between his teeth, the creamy center flooding his mouth like liquid sin.

“Should you eat it,” Elias continued, voice low and warm like a favorite uncle sharing a filthy secret, “you’d be able to devour all the sweets your heart desires without gaining a single pound. Everything you want… for a price.” He leaned in just a fraction, those sharp, knowing eyes catching Chase’s and holding them. In that moment, staring into the older man’s calm, mischievous gaze, Chase suddenly had no doubt. Whatever this was—magic, trick, or something in between—it was real.

A minute later Chase turned toward the door, the newly purchased treat tucked safely in his pocket, the weight of it warm against his thigh like a promise. His fingers brushed the gold foil through the fabric and a fresh shiver of heat rolled down his spine straight to his aching cock.

Just as he pulled the heavy door open, Elias’s voice drifted after him, fatherly and light. “And be sure to read the label before you eat it, son.”

“Whatever,” Chase mumbled, stepping out into the bright, noisy mall without looking back. He had absolutely no intention of reading the label. What was it going to say? Milk chocolate, artificial colors, and a dash of dragon’s blood? No. He didn’t want to know. He just wanted the rush.


Chapter 4

The Transformation

Several hours and a string of mindless errands later, Chase pushed open the door to his studio apartment in the Lakeside Villas complex just off I-Drive. The place smelled like the usual mix of cold takeout containers, cheap air freshener, and the faint chlorine tang drifting up from the community pool downstairs. He kicked off his sneakers, tossed his keys on the counter, and finally let the day’s weight drop from his shoulders with a long, tired exhale.

Only then did the golden orb in his pocket remind him it existed — a warm, insistent weight against his thigh that sent a fresh spark of anticipation straight to his groin.

He fished it out, the foil still heated from his body, and turned it over in his palm. For a second he wondered if he’d been scammed — some overpriced tourist-trap gimmick wrapped in fancy paper. “No,” he told himself firmly, voice low in the empty room. “That guy was… different. Real.” He carried it to the couch, dropped onto the cushions, and held the treat like it was something sacred and dangerously tempting.

“Well…” Chase murmured, patting the soft swell of his stomach through the hoodie with a rueful little smile. “I won’t have to worry about you anymore, huh?”

He untied the tiny crimson ribbon with fingers that trembled just slightly from leftover sugar jitters. The gold foil peeled away easily, revealing the perfect, glossy sphere of dark chocolate beneath. A faint, mouth-watering aroma of rich cacao and something deeper — something almost smoky and sweet like raw, filthy sex — wafted up and curled straight into his lungs. He vaguely noticed tiny script printed on the inside of the wrapper, but his eyes barely skimmed it before he crumpled the foil and tossed it toward the trash. His entire focus narrowed to the orb, pulse already quickening.

“Yummy,” he breathed, the word coming out husky, almost reverent.

He popped the whole thing into his mouth.

The chocolate was even more delicious than he’d imagined. It cracked between his teeth with a soft, buttery snap, then melted instantly — rich, velvety, impossibly creamy — flooding his tongue with thick, decadent waves of dark sin. The flavor rolled down his throat like warm liquid velvet, coating every inch of him from the inside out. Chase’s eyes fluttered half-shut and a low, involuntary groan tore from deep in his chest — raw, filthy, almost sexual. His cock stiffened instantly, pressing hard and heavy against the front of his joggers, throbbing in perfect rhythm with the melting chocolate.

“Damn… that’s good chocolate,” he chuckled to himself, voice thick, wondering why the hell a single piece of candy had him rock-hard and leaking in seconds. The sugar rush hit like a molten wave — warm, bright, electric — spreading through his veins and lighting up every nerve ending until his skin felt alive and aching. His nipples tightened into aching peaks that scraped deliciously against the soft cotton of his hoodie.

Then the real change began.

A strange, luxurious sensation bloomed across his entire body, starting as a warm tingling that raced over his skin like invisible fingertips tracing every curve. It deepened fast, turning hotter, more intimate, more needy. His chest felt suddenly tight, constricted. When he glanced down, his nipples weren’t just hard — they were swollen, hypersensitive, two dusky little buds that throbbed with every heartbeat. Chase’s breath hitched.

“What the fuck?” he exclaimed, the words muffled around the last melting traces of chocolate still coating his tongue.

His hands flew up instinctively, cupping the strange new weight blooming on his chest. The flesh beneath his palms was definitely bigger than it had been — soft, yielding, growing warmer and heavier by the second. He squeezed experimentally and a sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shot straight to his cock, making it twitch and leak harder. Then his eyes went wide as he stared at the hands doing the squeezing. They weren’t his. Not anymore. The fingers were longer, finer, more delicate, nails subtly lengthening and rounding into a feminine shape that looked almost elegant against his suddenly softer, smoother skin.

“What the hell is happening to me?” Chase gasped, voice cracking higher than it should.

The chocolate continued to melt on his tongue, impossibly delicious, and every swallow sent fresh waves of that warm, tingling heat cascading through him. His skin felt alive, stretching and reshaping in slow, luxurious pulses that made him whimper. His face itched as the jawline softened, cheekbones lifting, lips plumping into a natural, cock-swollen pout. His short, messy light-brown hair lengthened in silky waves, lightening to a sun-kissed honey-blonde that brushed his shoulders and smelled faintly of vanilla and raw sex.

Chase stumbled to his feet, heart hammering, the remaining chocolate still dissolving in his mouth like liquid sin he couldn’t spit out even if he wanted to. The changes were accelerating now — hips widening with a deep, internal creak of bone, ass rounding into two lush, heart-shaped globes that strained the seat of his joggers, waist cinching in dramatically until his hoodie hung loose and ridiculous over the new, obscene hourglass silhouette. Between his legs his cock — still achingly hard and leaking thick, sticky ropes of precum — began to shrink, retreating inward with wet, sucking heat while his balls drew up tight and vanished, leaving behind smooth, slick folds that wept fresh arousal down his inner thighs.

He grabbed at his chest again, feeling the unmistakable swell of growing breasts filling his palms — heavy, teardrop D-cups with hypersensitive nipples that begged to be pinched, sucked, bitten. The pleasure was so intense he moaned aloud, knees buckling as the last of the chocolate slid down his throat and hit the creamy center.

That was when it happened.

The creamy core of the treat exploded across his tongue like molten sex — richer, sweeter, filthier than anything he’d ever tasted. It triggered the peak of the transformation all at once.

Chase’s eyes rolled back. A guttural male groan tore from his throat — “Fuuuuck!” — deep and raw as his cock surged one final time, swelling impossibly thick and hard. He came like a freight train, shooting every last drop of cum his body possessed in one massive, endless ejaculation. Thick, white ropes erupted from his shrinking cock, soaking the front of his joggers in hot, pulsing jets that splattered across his thighs and the couch cushion. His hips bucked wildly, ass clenching, balls tightening as they emptied completely.

At the exact same instant his cock began to recede, the head inverting with a wet, obscene schlick into a swollen, throbbing clit. His balls pulled up and folded inward, forming plump, puffy outer lips that parted around a slick, dripping entrance. The moment his new pussy formed — hot, soaked, and clenching greedily on nothing — a second, completely different orgasm slammed into him.

His voice cracked mid-groan, shifting from low and masculine to high, breathy, and unmistakably female. “Oh my God — ahhh! Fuck, yes!” The words came out in a sultry, whimpering soprano as his brand-new cunt spasmed hard, gushing hot, slippery girl-cum in messy, squirting waves that drenched his thighs and the carpet beneath him. The dual climax tore through every cell — male release still pulsing from his vanishing shaft while female pleasure exploded from his freshly formed pussy, clenching and fluttering around nothing, nipples aching, heavy breasts bouncing wildly with every convulsive thrust of his hips.

He collapsed forward onto the couch, moaning in that new, silky voice, body shuddering as the two orgasms overlapped and fed each other in blinding waves. Creamy chocolate mixed with the salty-sweet taste of his own cum on his tongue. His pussy kept fluttering, leaking in wet, obscene sounds, the slickness coating his fingers when he instinctively reached down to touch the new, dripping folds.

The transformation crested and finally ebbed, leaving Chase — now fully, undeniably female — panting, soaked, and trembling on the couch in a puddle of her own making.

She stared down at the heavy, jiggling breasts rising and falling with every ragged breath, the slick, puffy pussy still twitching between smooth, hairless thighs, the long honey-blonde hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Oh… fuck,” she whispered, voice soft, breathy, and completely feminine.

The chocolate was gone. The changes were complete.

And she was already getting wet again.

Chase staggered upright, legs trembling, the last sweet traces of chocolate still sliding down her throat like warm, liquid sin. Her skin was alive — pulling, stretching, reshaping in slow, luxurious waves that were just on the edge of too much. It wasn’t pain. It was something deeper, hotter, like every nerve ending was being licked and teased at once.

She bolted for the bathroom on shaky legs, bare feet slapping across the tile, heavy breasts bouncing wildly with every frantic step. The motion sent fresh sparks of pleasure shooting straight to her core, making her brand-new pussy clench and leak even more slick down her inner thighs.

She slammed to a stop in front of the full-length mirror and gasped.

The reflection staring back was breathtaking — and still shifting, the final details locking into place with every heartbeat. Her face had softened completely — jawline delicate and feminine, cheekbones high and elegant, lips plump and kiss-swollen like they’d just been sucked on for hours. Her short, messy light-brown hair had finished lengthening into silky honey-blonde waves that spilled over her bare shoulders and smelled faintly of vanilla and raw sex. Bright blue eyes — still hers, yet somehow bigger, more innocent and fuckable — widened in pure shock.

“I’m… I’m… I’m turning into a girl,” she gasped, voice cracking higher on the last word, already sounding like pure porn-star soprano.

The chocolate. It hit her like a lightning bolt. Desperately she tried to spit out what was left, tongue working frantically — but her lips stayed sealed tight, refusing to obey. She could only keep sucking, swirling the last creamy center around her mouth because it was too good, too rich, too filthy to waste even a drop. Every swallow sent another pulse of heat straight to her swelling chest and the slick, needy slit between her legs.

Her new breasts — full, heavy D-cups — were pushing painfully tight against the stretched fabric of her hoodie, nipples so hard they felt like they could cut glass. Her joggers were cutting into the widening flare of her hips, the waistband digging into skin that was now impossibly soft. With a desperate whine she ripped everything off, hoodie flying, joggers shoved down, until she stood completely naked in front of the mirror.

“Ohmygod,” she whispered, the word breathy and feminine, dripping with raw need.

Every trace of body hair had vanished from her arms, legs, chest, and stomach, leaving nothing but smooth, flawless skin that glowed under the bathroom light like it had been oiled. Her chest had finished swelling into two perfect, teardrop breasts — round and heavy, with dusky, hypersensitive nipples that tightened even more under her own stunned gaze. She cupped them instinctively, thumbs brushing the stiff peaks, and moaned aloud as fresh pleasure jolted through her, pussy clenching hard enough to drip a thin, glistening strand of arousal down her inner thigh.

Her legs looked impossibly long, smooth, and sexy — thighs thick and toned in that deliciously feminine way, calves curving into delicate ankles. Her hips had flared wide and fertile, ass rounding into two lush, heart-shaped globes that jiggled slightly when she shifted her weight. Her waist had cinched in dramatically, creating a perfect hourglass that made her new tits and ass look even bigger, even more obscene.

Then her eyes dropped to the final place.

Her cock was still there — barely. It had shrunk to a pathetic little nub, rock-hard and leaking, twitching helplessly as it continued to recede. She grabbed it with one trembling, now-delicate hand, trying to stroke, trying to hold on, but it was already too late. The head inverted with a wet, obscene schlick, sliding inward and becoming a swollen, throbbing clit. Her balls drew up tight, folded inward, and melted away, leaving behind plump, puffy outer lips that parted around a slick, dripping entrance.

The moment her new pussy fully formed — hot, soaked, and clenching greedily — she came again.

Her voice cracked mid-moan, shifting completely from deep male to high, breathy, and unmistakably female. “Oh fuuuck — ahhh! Yes!” The sound was pure porn-star soprano as her brand-new cunt spasmed hard, gushing fresh girl-cum in messy, squirting waves that splattered the mirror and ran down her smooth thighs in shiny rivulets. Her heavy breasts bounced with every shudder, nipples aching, hips bucking helplessly as the orgasm tore through her — longer, wetter, and more intense than anything she’d ever felt as a man.

When it finally ebbed, Chase — now fully, undeniably female — stood there panting, legs shaking, pussy still fluttering and leaking in the aftershocks.

She stared at the breathtaking woman in the mirror: long honey-blonde hair, bright blue eyes, kiss-swollen lips, massive tits, tiny waist, wide hips, and a glistening, puffy cunt that was already getting wet again just from looking at itself.

“I’m… a girl,” she whispered, voice soft, sultry, and completely feminine.

And she had never been more turned on in her life.

Chase — no, she — couldn’t stop touching herself.

Her hands roamed slowly, reverently, exploring every new inch in the mirror’s merciless reflection. She cupped the heavy weight of her breasts, lifting them, squeezing them, watching the soft flesh spill between her fingers. Her thumbs circled the stiff, dusky nipples and she moaned again, the sound low and needy, pussy clenching hard enough to push out another slick bead of arousal that trailed down her thigh like liquid honey.

“Fuck… look at me,” she breathed, voice still strange and silky in her ears. She pinched both nipples at once and her knees buckled, a fresh gush of wetness coating her fingers when she slid one hand down her flat stomach and between her legs.

Her new pussy was soaked — puffy outer lips glistening, inner folds slick and swollen, clit peeking out like a shiny little pearl. She spread her legs wider, hips tilting, and watched in the mirror as two delicate fingers parted those dripping lips. The sight alone made her whimper. She sank one finger inside, then two, feeling the hot, velvety walls clench greedily around them. Her thumb found her clit and circled it slowly, and the pleasure was so sharp she cried out, the sound echoing off the bathroom tiles.

She fucked herself like that — slow at first, then faster — watching every filthy detail in the mirror: her breasts bouncing with every thrust of her hand, her honey-blonde hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, her new pussy making wet, obscene sounds as she drove her fingers deeper. Another orgasm built fast and hard. She didn’t fight it. She rode it, legs shaking, moaning in that new feminine voice until she came again — hard, messy, squirting all over her hand and the sink in hot, pulsing jets.

When the aftershocks finally faded she was still staring at herself, chest heaving, thighs shiny with her own cum, pussy still twitching and leaking.

She had never looked hotter.

And the sugar rush was already whispering that she was nowhere near done.


Chapter 5

The Sugar Rush

She stared at the breathtaking woman in the mirror for one long, stunned heartbeat—long honey-blonde hair tumbling over bare shoulders, bright blue eyes wide with shock, kiss-swollen lips parted on a shaky breath, massive teardrop breasts heaving, tiny waist flaring into wide fertile hips and a glistening, puffy cunt still leaking slow, shiny strands of her own cum down smooth thighs.

“No fucking way,” she whispered. The words came out in that new, sultry soprano and her clit throbbed hard in response, sending a fresh gush of slick down her inner thigh.

She turned away before she could start touching herself right there in the bathroom, legs still shaky, and stumbled back into the living room. She dropped hard into her favorite chair and the unfamiliar jiggling on her chest made her gasp out loud. Her heavy D-cups bounced and swayed with the motion, nipples still stiff and aching, sending fresh sparks straight to her slick, newly formed pussy.

“Man, this is weird,” she muttered, voice breathy and feminine even to her own ears. Her hand moved on autopilot, reaching for the candy dish on the end table—the same one she’d been stress-eating from for months. She popped a chocolate into her mouth without thinking, letting it melt on her tongue while her mind raced.

At least I’m not supposed to get fat anymore.

The candy hit her system like a match to gasoline.

The sugar rush flared hotter than before, spreading through her veins like molten honey laced with pure, liquid lust. Her skin flushed crimson. Her nipples tightened into painful little peaks that scraped against the air. Between her legs her pussy clenched hard, a fresh gush of slick soaking the cushion beneath her ass. She squirmed, thighs pressing together, but the pressure only made it worse—her swollen clit grinding against itself with every tiny shift.

“Oh… shit,” she breathed, the chocolate still dissolving on her tongue like warm, filthy sin. The horniness built fast—unbelievably fast—until it was a living, pulsing need that made her hips rock involuntarily against the chair. Her new breasts felt heavy and hypersensitive; every tiny movement made them jiggle and brush her arms, sending white-hot jolts straight to her throbbing clit.

She couldn’t fight it.

One hand slid up to cup a heavy breast, thumb circling the stiff nipple in tight, needy strokes. The other dove between her spread thighs. Two fingers parted her slick, puffy lips and sank deep into her dripping cunt with a wet, obscene schlick. She moaned—high, needy, feminine—curling her fingers against that perfect, spongy spot inside while her thumb worked her swollen clit in frantic little circles.

The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming. Her hips bucked up off the chair, breasts bouncing heavily in her grip, and she came hard within seconds—cunt spasming around her fingers, gushing hot, slippery girl-cum in messy, squirting waves that soaked her hand, her thighs, and the cushion beneath her. The orgasm rolled through every cell, longer and wetter than anything she’d ever felt as a man, but it wasn’t enough. The sugar rush kept burning hotter, demanding more.

She didn’t stop.

She added a third finger, fucking herself deeper, harder, the wet schlick-schlick-schlick of her soaked pussy filling the room like the filthiest soundtrack. Her other hand pinched and tugged at both nipples now, rolling them between her fingers while she watched her own reflection in the dark TV screen across the room—blonde hair wild, massive tits bouncing, hips grinding desperately against her hand like a needy little slut who couldn’t get enough.

A second orgasm crashed over her almost immediately, even stronger. She cried out in that breathy new voice—“Ahhh! Fuck—yes, right there!”—back arching hard, pussy squirting again in hot, pulsing jets that splattered the floor. Her thighs trembled, slick running all the way down to her knees, but the hunger only grew sharper.

She kept going. Finger-fucking herself through the aftershocks, then slowing to tease her clit in lazy, torturous circles just to drag it out and make herself whimper. She came a third time with a broken, whimpering moan, cunt fluttering and gushing around her fingers while her breasts bounced wildly. By the fourth orgasm she was a shaking, whimpering mess—legs splayed wide, pussy creamy and puffy, fingers glistening with her own cum as she rubbed her clit in frantic little circles until she shattered again, squirting so hard it left a shiny puddle on the hardwood.

Only then did she collapse back against the chair, chest heaving, thighs shiny and trembling, pussy still twitching and leaking in slow, lazy pulses.

“No way… no fucking way did I just do that,” she gasped, voice soft and sultry. She brought her slick fingers to her lips without thinking and tasted herself—sweet, salty, addictive. The flavor made her clit throb all over again.

She sat there for a long minute, catching her breath, the sugar still singing in her blood like a promise of more. Finally she pushed herself up on shaky legs, the movement making her heavy tits sway and her sensitive clit throb with fresh need. She padded to the bathroom, cleaned herself off with a warm washcloth—wincing at how hypersensitive her new pussy still was—and then dug through her closet for something to wear.

The only thing that came close to fitting was an old oversized jogging suit. It was tight across her chest now, the fabric stretched obscenely over her full breasts, nipples clearly visible through the thin material like two stiff little invitations. The waist was loose where her old paunch had been, but the pants clung to her wide hips and round ass like a second skin, the crotch seam rubbing deliciously against her still-swollen clit with every step.

She stared at herself in the hallway mirror one last time—blonde hair tousled, cheeks flushed, tits straining the hoodie, pussy already getting wet again just from the friction—and felt a fresh wave of raw, greedy need roll through her.

“Damn magic,” she grumbled, but there was no real anger in it. Just heat. Just hunger.

She absently reached back into the candy dish on her way to the door and popped two more chocolates into her mouth, letting them melt on her tongue as she stepped out into the hallway. The sugar rush flared brighter instantly, making her nipples tighten into aching peaks and her slick folds throb with fresh, greedy hunger.

By the time the apartment door clicked shut behind her, she was already squirming again, thighs pressing together, mind spinning with one single, burning thought:

She had to get back to that store.


Chapter 6

The Encounter

Before she had even left her apartment building, the sugar rush was already burning her alive.

The two extra chocolates she’d popped on the way out melted on her tongue like liquid sin, flooding her mouth with rich, smoky sweetness that slid straight down her throat and ignited every nerve. Her new pussy clenched hard, slick and greedy, soaking the crotch of the oversized jogging suit in seconds. Her heavy D-cups bounced with every hurried step down the hall, nipples scraping the thin fabric until they were stiff, aching peaks that sent white-hot sparks straight to her throbbing clit. She groaned low in her throat — pure feminine hunger — one hand already slipping under the hoodie to pinch and roll a nipple while the other pressed between her thighs, rubbing her swollen clit through the damp material in frantic little circles.

She needed to be fucked. Right now.

The elevator ride down was pure torture. Every floor chime made her hips rock involuntarily. By the time the doors slid open on the ground floor she was panting, thighs slick, mind hazy with raw, animal need.

She barely made it three steps into the hallway before an apartment door swung open.

Marcus Reyes stepped out — tall, tattooed, warm brown skin still glistening from a fresh shower, black hair damp and tousled. He was the guy she’d seen around the building for months: construction worker, easy smile, the kind of man who used to make pre-transformation Chase burn with jealous envy. Now those same dark eyes widened as they landed on her — blonde hair wild, cheeks flushed, one hand still shamelessly cupping her breast under the hoodie, the other knuckle-deep between her legs.

“Are you all right, miss?” he asked, voice rough with concern… and the first spark of raw, unmistakable lust.

All of her attention narrowed to one single, screaming need: cock.

“Y… yes,” she whispered, licking her plump lips like they were coated in candy. Then she lunged.

She slammed into him like a woman possessed, mouth crashing against his in a desperate, sloppy kiss. Marcus stumbled back into his apartment, hands instinctively grabbing her wide hips, and she kicked the door shut behind them with her foot. The second it clicked she dropped to her knees, yanking his basketball shorts down in one frantic tug. His cock sprang free — thick, heavy, already half-hard — and she swallowed him to the root in one greedy glide, moaning around the hot, salty length like it was the best candy she’d ever tasted.

Marcus groaned, fingers threading through her honey-blonde hair. “Holy fuck—”

She didn’t let him finish. She sucked him like a woman dying of thirst, head bobbing fast and sloppy, spit dripping down her chin as she took him deeper, throat relaxing to let the fat head kiss the back of her throat. Within minutes he was rock-hard and leaking, and she was already soaking the floor beneath her with fresh gushes of girl-cum.

She rode the first orgasm right there on her knees, fingers buried deep in her own dripping cunt while she deep-throated him. Her pussy clenched and squirted hard around her fingers, soaking her thighs, but she didn’t stop sucking until he exploded down her throat with a guttural curse, thick ropes pulsing hot and salty across her tongue.

That was only the beginning.

She dragged him to the couch, shoved him down, and climbed on top like a woman possessed. She rode him reverse-cowgirl first, ass bouncing, heavy tits jiggling wildly as she slammed down onto his cock again and again. Her pussy made wet, filthy sounds with every thrust — schlick-schlick-schlick — thick cream coating his shaft and dripping down his balls. She came twice like that, squirting all over his lap in hot, messy arcs while she screamed in that new, breathy soprano.

Then she spun around, planted her hands on his chest, and rode him face-to-face, tits bouncing in his face until he latched onto one nipple and sucked hard. She came again, harder, pussy fluttering and gushing so much it left a shiny puddle on his stomach.

Hours blurred into a haze of sugar-fueled frenzy.

She took him in every position she could think of, the rush turning her into an insatiable, cock-drunk fiend. Missionary with her legs over his shoulders, ankles locked behind his neck while she squirted all over his chest. Doggy-style on the floor, ass up, face down, screaming as he pounded her from behind and she came so hard her vision whited out. She bent over the kitchen counter, legs spread wide, begging him to fuck her deeper while another orgasm ripped through her. On her back on the coffee table, ankles by her ears, tits bouncing wildly as she came again and again. She even rode his face until she drowned him in her squirt, then spun around and took him in her mouth while he recovered, only to climb back on and ride him some more.

Thirteen orgasms. Fourteen. Fifteen.

She lost count somewhere in the middle, each one wetter and more shattering than the last. Her thighs were slick to the knees, her pussy creamy and puffy, clit swollen and throbbing. Every time she came she screamed in that high, porn-star voice, body convulsing, cunt gushing in powerful, messy jets that left the entire living room glistening.

Marcus was wrecked.

By the third hour his cock was raw, battered, bruised, and still she kept riding. His hands gripped her hips like he was trying to hold on for dear life while she slammed down onto him again and again, tits bouncing, blonde hair wild, eyes glazed with pure sugar-fueled lust.

“Baby—fuck—please,” he gasped, voice hoarse, sweat pouring off him. “I can’t… I’m done… my dick is sore as hell—”

She just smiled, wicked and needy, and leaned down to bite his lower lip. “One more,” she purred, voice dripping sex. “Just one more for me.”

She rolled him onto his back again, straddled him reverse, and took him deep. Her ass bounced in perfect, hypnotic rhythm, pussy swallowing every inch of his exhausted cock. She reached back and spread her cheeks so he could watch her slick, creamy folds stretch obscenely around him. The sight pushed her over the edge again — her sixteenth orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave.

This one felt different. Bigger. Like she was sprinting toward a finish line she could finally see.

She chased it.

Her hips moved faster, harder, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the apartment. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly, nipples aching, pussy clenching and fluttering around his battered cock. She could feel the massive release building — deeper, hotter, more powerful than all the others combined.

“Come on… come on…” she whimpered, voice cracking higher. “Almost there… almost—”

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

Her entire body locked up, back arching so hard her spine cracked, and she screamed — long, loud, and utterly feminine — as the biggest squirt of the night exploded out of her. Thick, powerful jets of hot girl-cum shot from her spasming cunt in rapid, endless bursts, soaking his chest, his face, the couch, the floor. Her pussy milked him so hard he came one final, exhausted time inside her, but she barely noticed. She kept riding through it, chasing every last pulse, every last drop of pleasure, until the orgasm finally crested and she collapsed forward, trembling, gasping, pussy still fluttering and leaking around his spent cock.

For a long moment the only sound was their ragged breathing.

Marcus lay beneath her, chest heaving, cock soft and bruised, looking like he’d just survived a hurricane.

She lifted her head, honey-blonde hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, and smiled a slow, satisfied, still-hungry smile.

“Damn,” she whispered, voice husky. “That was good.”

But even as the aftershocks faded, the sugar rush was already whispering again.

She still needed to get back to that store.


Chapter 7

Candi Cane

Chase’s legs were still shaking when she stumbled back into the bright, bustling heart of the Mall at Millenia. Her jogging suit was soaked between her thighs, the crotch seam rubbing her swollen clit with every hurried step and sending fresh sparks of need shooting up her spine. Her heavy D-cups bounced under the thin hoodie, nipples stiff and aching, scraping the fabric until she had to bite her plump lower lip hard to keep from moaning out loud in the middle of the crowded walkway. The sugar rush was still raging through her veins like liquid fire, turning every breath into a fresh pulse of heat between her legs. She was soaked again — pussy slick and fluttering, already aching for more even after the marathon she’d just put Marcus through.

She didn’t care who saw her flushed cheeks or the way her thighs pressed together with every step. She had to get back to that store.

The warm, buttery scent of fresh cookies and cinnamon rolls drifted from Crumble & Bake, thick and sweet and intoxicating. It hit her like a drug. The smell curled around her like invisible fingers sliding down her throat and straight between her legs, teasing her dripping folds and making her clit throb hard against the soaked seam of her pants. Her new pussy clenched greedily, a fresh rush of slick flooding out and soaking the already-damp crotch of her jogging suit. Her heavy breasts tightened, nipples scraping the thin fabric until they stood out like stiff little peaks begging to be sucked. She let out a soft, involuntary whimper, thighs pressing together as she tried — and failed — to walk normally.

Just the smell, she realized with a dizzy little thrill that made her cunt flutter again. The fucking smell of cookies and cinnamon rolls is turning me on now.

The sugar rush wasn’t just inside her anymore — it was everywhere. She was going to learn, very soon, how many innocent things were loaded with hidden sugar. Soda, sauces, “healthy” granola bars, even the iced coffee she used to grab every morning. Every single one was about to become pure, filthy foreplay.

She shook her head, honey-blonde hair brushing her shoulders, and kept walking. Each step made her clit throb harder against the soaked seam of her pants, turning the simple act of walking into slow, torturous teasing.

When she reached the spot where Pixel Play Toys had been, the toy store was gone. In its place stood the heavy antique wooden door of Baubles & Bargains, the sign glowing softly above it: Everything you want… for a price.

She burst through the door without knocking, the silvery tinkle of the bell ringing like mocking laughter.

The shop was exactly as she remembered — impossibly vast, golden light, velvet and sin — but Elias was nowhere in sight. Instead, a young blonde woman with soft lavender streaks in her hair stood behind the counter, cropped band tee hugging her curves, apron tied neatly around her waist. She looked up with a bright, knowing smile, as if she’d been waiting all day.

“Oh, hello Chase,” the woman said sweetly, eyes sparkling with quiet amusement. “I’ve been expecting you.”

Chase froze in the doorway, chest heaving, breasts straining the hoodie. “I bought a chocolate… and then this happened!” She gestured wildly at herself — hourglass body, jiggling tits, wide hips, the growing wet spot darkening the front of her pants.

The blonde — Dani — nodded sympathetically, leaning on the counter. “You didn’t read the label, did you?” Her voice was gentle but firm, like a big sister who already knew how this story ended. “The label on the candy wrapper was quite clear about how to avoid this particular side effect. And unfortunately… there’s nothing we can do. You’re going to have to stay like this now.”

Chase’s stomach dropped. Panic flared hot and sharp, cutting through the constant throb between her legs. “But… I’m a guy!”

Dani’s expression softened, almost motherly. “It’s not all that bad, I promise. Instead of any extra calories you eat going to your hips and butt…” She gestured lightly at Chase’s new, lush curves. “They go straight to your libido. Your body burns them off as pure, raw arousal instead of storing them. That’s why you’re already soaked again, isn’t it? Why your pussy is clenching and leaking just from the smell of those cookies outside?”

“Oh shit,” Chase gasped. The realization slammed into her like another orgasm, making her clit pulse hard and a fresh trickle of slick run down her thigh. It was the candies she’d been stress-eating the whole way here. The ones she could never give up. The sugar rush was never going to stop.

Dani reached under the counter and set a thick manila folder on the polished wood. “My uncle left this for you. Everything you need for your new life.”

Chase’s trembling hands opened the folder. Driver’s license. Social Security card. Birth certificate. All in a brand-new name.

Candi Cane.

She stared at the photo — her new face smiling back, blonde hair perfect, blue eyes bright and fuckable. The name hit her like a second wave of heat between her legs. Candi Cane. It was ridiculous. It was perfect. It was already making her clit throb and her pussy flutter with fresh, shameful need.

“Are you sure you guys can’t change me back?” she asked, voice cracking.

Dani gave her a sad little smile, the kind that said she’d had this conversation a hundred times before. “I’m really sorry, Candi. This one’s permanent.”

Candi stood there for a long moment, the folder shaking in her hands. The panic crested… then slowly ebbed into something quieter, heavier. Surrender. She closed the folder, let out a shaky breath that made her heavy breasts rise and fall, and turned toward the door.

“If I’m going to be stuck with that name,” she said softly, voice still new and sultry in her own ears, “please call me CC. For short.”

Dani’s smile was warm and knowing. “Welcome to the rest of your life, CC.”

Candi stepped back out into the bright mall, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind her. The warm, buttery scent of cookies and cinnamon rolls wrapped around her again, thicker now, making her pussy flutter and leak fresh slick down her thighs. She licked her lips, tasting the lingering sweetness of chocolate and her own cum, and started walking.

She still had a sweet tooth.

And now she had an entire lifetime — and an entire mall full of sugar — to feed it.


Chapter 8

The Fine Print

After Candi Cane had completely gone, the heavy wooden door of Baubles & Bargains clicked shut with a final, satisfied thunk.

Elias Hawthorne stepped out from the shadowed back room, silver-threaded dark hair slightly tousled, indigo silk robe swishing around his faded black band tee. He was sipping the last of his iced Cuban coffee, condensation dripping slowly down the cup like a bead of sweat sliding over heated skin. A slow, deeply pleased smile curved his lips.

“Well done, dear,” he told Dani, voice warm and fatherly, the kind of tone that could make even the most ridiculous curse sound like gentle, loving advice.

Dani leaned on the counter, lavender-streaked blonde hair falling softly over one shoulder, arms crossed beneath her cropped band tee. “What exactly did the candy label say about avoiding that side effect?” she asked, one eyebrow arched.

Elias chuckled, low and rich, the sound of a man who had played this game for centuries and still savored every round. “Oh, it was very clear indeed. All she had to do was eat the candy with a glass of milk… taken from a unicorn under a blood moon.” He winked, eyes twinkling with that chaotic, good-natured mischief. “Even if Candi had bothered to read it, the fine print would have been so tiny and artfully obscured that she’d have needed a magnifying glass and a full moon calendar just to make sense of it.”

Dani’s lips twitched, but her eyes stayed soft with genuine concern. “But what’s going to happen to her now? She’s already soaked just from the smell of those cookies on her way out. That sugar rush is never going to let her go.”

“Don’t worry overly much about that, Dani.” Elias set his empty cup down and rubbed his neatly trimmed beard, looking every bit the wise, slightly roguish uncle who already knew exactly how the story ended. “Her sweet tooth is very strong. She is as addicted to sugar as any junkie is to their fix, and soon she will become just as addicted to the sexual rush she gets from every single bite. Within a week, she’ll start a new job that will be much more suitable for her new life. One where all that endless, dripping need can be put to very good use.”

Dani looked down at the counter, fingers tracing a faint glowing sigil etched into the wood. “That does seem kind of harsh.”

“In the short run… perhaps,” Elias said gently, his voice warm and reassuring, the same tone he used when he knew the customer would eventually thank him on her knees. “But soon she will come to thoroughly love her new existence. She’ll wake up every morning already wet and aching, craving the next sweet thing that will send her spiraling into another orgasmic high. She’ll be happier in the long run. It is better this way. Trust me.”

He suddenly looked up toward the front of the shop, eyes sparkling with fresh delight as the silvery bell above the door gave another soft, expectant tinkle.

A middle-aged man stepped inside, shoulders slumped, eyes red-rimmed from too many sleepless nights. He was in his late forties, salt-and-pepper hair thinning at the temples, a simple gold wedding band still gleaming on his left hand even though the woman who had worn its match had been gone for three years. His name was Thomas. Everyone in the building knew his story: the quiet accountant who had always dreamed of a house full of children, laughter echoing down the halls, tiny feet pattering across the floor. His wife, Elena, had died in a car accident just months before their first IVF appointment. He had never remarried. Never even dated. He still kept her favorite cinnamon roll recipe on the fridge and woke up reaching for her side of the bed every single morning.

Thomas paused just inside the door, breathing in the warm, heady scent of chocolate and musk that filled the shop. His gaze drifted across the velvet-draped shelves, lingering on a delicate silver locket that pulsed with a soft, inviting glow. He didn’t know why he had come in. He only knew that the emptiness in his chest had grown too heavy to carry alone anymore.

Elias’s smile deepened, fatherly and knowing, the sigils on his robe flickering like they were already tasting the wish that hung unspoken in the air.

“Welcome,” he said warmly, stepping forward with that easy, comforting stride. “You look like a man who’s carried a heavy heart for a very long time. Tell me, Thomas… what is it you’ve always wanted more than anything?”

Thomas swallowed hard, voice rough with years of grief. “A family. Just… a family. With her.”

Elias’s eyes twinkled, the chaotic-good trickster shining through the gentle uncle façade. “Everything you want… for a price.”

The shop seemed to hold its breath.


Epilogue

Sinfully Sweet (One week later)

Candi Cane stood outside the glowing pink-and-gold sign of Sinfully Sweet, an upscale adults-only dessert lounge tucked into a trendy corner of downtown Orlando. The warm night air was thick with the scent of fresh-baked chocolate croissants, caramel-drizzled churros, and cinnamon rolls the size of dinner plates. Just breathing it in made her new pussy clench hard, a fresh rush of slick soaking the tiny pink thong hidden beneath her uniform.

She smoothed her hands down the skimpy outfit they’d given her for her first shift — a candy-cane-striped micro-corset that barely contained her heavy D-cups, pushing them up into obscene, jiggling cleavage that threatened to spill out with every breath. The matching pleated micro-skirt barely covered the bottom curve of her ass, the hem riding high enough to flash the soaked crotch of her thong if she bent even slightly. Thigh-high white stockings with little red bows hugged her smooth legs, and clear platform heels made her ass pop and her hips sway with every step. The glittery name tag pinned just above her left nipple read CC in sparkling script, right where everyone’s eyes would linger.

She was already dripping.

The moment she stepped inside, the full force of the lounge’s aroma hit her like a drug — sugar, molten chocolate, warm vanilla, and the faint, unmistakable musk of aroused bodies all around her. Her clit throbbed so hard she had to pause and squeeze her thighs together, a fresh trickle of slick running down the inside of her leg.

“First night, CC?” the manager asked with a knowing grin, eyes flicking down to the obvious wet spot already darkening the front of her tiny skirt. “Just remember the house rules: smile, sample, and enjoy yourself. The guests love it when the girls get… inspired.”

Candi swallowed, already feeling the familiar sugar rush building low in her belly. “I think I’m going to love this job.”

Her first table was a group of four businessmen in the VIP dessert pit. She carried a silver tray loaded with warm chocolate lava cakes, fresh strawberries dipped in white chocolate, and a towering cinnamon roll oozing thick, glossy icing. The second she set the tray down, the scent wrapped around her like a lover’s tongue sliding between her thighs.

She picked up a spoon, scooped a generous bite of the molten chocolate cake, and brought it to her lips right in front of them.

The creamy center hit her tongue and the curse detonated.

Her eyes fluttered. A soft, breathy moan escaped her pouty lips as her pussy spasmed hard. A thick, hot gush of girl-cum flooded her thong and trickled down the inside of her thigh in a shiny rivulet. The men watched, transfixed, as her heavy breasts heaved inside the tiny corset and her hips gave an involuntary little roll.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, voice already turning husky and porn-star sultry. “It’s so… good.”

She took another bite, bigger this time, letting the warm, velvety chocolate coat her tongue like thick, filthy cream. The second wave slammed into her. Her knees buckled slightly. She gripped the edge of the table, back arching hard, tits nearly spilling out of the micro-corset as her cunt clenched and squirted again — harder this time — soaking the front of her pleated skirt. A visible wet spot bloomed on the striped fabric, and a thin, glistening strand of her cum dripped from the hem onto the floor.

The table erupted in low, appreciative groans and the flash of phones recording every filthy second.

Candi didn’t care. She was lost in it.

She spent the next hour moving from table to table, sampling desserts for the guests — a slow, obscene lick of tiramisu here, a long suck on a salted-caramel gelato there — each taste sending her spiraling into another wet, shuddering orgasm. By the time she reached the small raised stage for her first “live tasting demo,” her thighs were shiny, her skirt was ruined, and she was trembling with raw, sugar-drunk need.

The spotlight hit her. The DJ dropped a slow, sultry beat.

Candi picked up a massive, still-warm cinnamon roll dripping with thick, glossy icing. She locked eyes with the crowded room, brought the pastry to her mouth, and took a long, slow, deliberately obscene bite.

The creamy, sugary center exploded across her tongue like molten sex.

Her eyes rolled back. A loud, shameless moan tore from her throat as the biggest orgasm of the night ripped through her. Her legs shook violently. She dropped to her knees on the stage, thighs spreading wide, and came hard — squirting in powerful, messy jets that splattered the stage floor and the front row. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly inside the corset, nipples visibly stiff and begging, while her pussy gushed again and again in hot, rhythmic pulses that left a glistening puddle beneath her.

The entire lounge erupted in cheers and applause.

When the orgasm finally ebbed, Candi was panting, flushed, glowing. She looked out at the sea of hungry eyes, licked icing from her fingers with a slow, filthy swirl of her tongue, and smiled a slow, wicked, completely satisfied smile.

She was home.

Later that night, as she counted her tips in the back room — more money than she’d made in a month at her old graphic design gig — she popped another complimentary chocolate truffle into her mouth and felt the familiar rush begin again.

Her pussy fluttered. Her nipples tightened into aching peaks.

Candi Cane moaned softly, already reaching under her ruined skirt to touch herself, two fingers sliding easily into her creamy, still-leaking cunt.

She still had a sweet tooth.

And now she had the perfect life to feed it.

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

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

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

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

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



Books By This Author

The Perfect Toy

Her ex, Kristopher A. Deed — cocky 32-year-old COO of Nexus Dynamics — ghosted her after two years, then laughed while balls-deep in her best friend. He’d been cheating the entire time, treating every woman like a disposable fucktoy.

Now the tables have turned in the most humiliating way possible.
Using a forbidden blend of bleeding-edge tech and something far older, Lila forces Kris’s body and mind to rewrite themselves. He wakes up as Krysti Brooks — a tiny 19-year-old blonde bombshell with massive G-cup fake tits, a jiggly bubble butt, and plump, cock-sucking lips that have been rewired as her primary erogenous zone.

Gone is the brilliant tech bro. In his place is a brainless, dripping-wet bimbo who lives for one thing: servicing cock. Krysti’s new life is a nonstop blur of strip clubs, luxury hotel suites, gloryhole shifts, and public grinding sessions where she cums just from deepthroating. Every throat-bulging swallow sends her squirting. Every load down her gullet is pure ecstasy.

Lila watches the live feed of her ex’s total destruction — and she’s never been wetter.


The Hostile Makeover

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


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

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

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

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

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


The Silver Craving

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

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

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

But magic always demands a price.

Raw. Addictive. Impossible to put down.

One coin. Endless hunger.


A Cunning Switch

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


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

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

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