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Chapter 1

The Disappointing Bequest

“…to my nephew, Ethan, I leave my matching white gold Celtic rings.” The executor consulted a thick leather ledger. “That will be box number 723.” He cleared his throat and continued, “To my niece…”

Ethan leaned close to Luna, whispering hotly against her ear, “Damn. Aunt Faith was loaded. I was really hoping for more than a couple of old rings — maybe one of her properties. That castle she had in Scotland would’ve been insane.”

Luna gave his hand a gentle squeeze, her expression soft with sympathy, but she said nothing.

He sat through another hour of droning legal formalities in the sleek downtown law firm conference room, shifting restlessly. He wasn’t really listening anymore — just politely enduring it — until he finally caught Luna’s eye and they slipped out quietly together.

“They’ll be reading that thing for hours,” Ethan muttered once they were in the hallway. “What do you say we grab some lunch? We can come back later for box 723. It’s weird… I don’t remember Aunt Faith ever wearing white gold. Still, she was always the coolest one in the family. A keepsake to remember her by is nice, but honestly? Wealth would’ve been a hell of a lot nicer.”

Luna nudged him with her shoulder. “Just be happy you knew her. I only met her once, and I would’ve traded my entire family for someone like her in a heartbeat. You’re luckier than you realize, Ethan.”

“Yeah… I guess you’re right.” He exhaled, forcing a small smile. “Come on, let’s—”

“Excuse me, Master Ethan.”

Ethan nearly jumped out of his skin. Old James — Aunt Faith’s longtime butler — had appeared behind them without a sound. The man looked older than dirt, yet he still moved like a ghost. It was downright unnerving.

“Your aunt left specific instructions that I deliver this to you personally.” James extended an ornately carved wooden box with a bright yellow sticky note on top that read #723.

Ethan took it, surprised by its unexpected weight. The box was shoebox-sized, far too large for just a couple of rings. Dark, rich wood he couldn’t identify covered every surface in intricate Celtic knots. Two heavy bronze latches flanked the center.

“She also left this for you,” James intoned, offering a cream envelope.

Ethan handed the box to Luna and took the envelope. His name was written across the front in Aunt Faith’s unmistakable elegant handwriting. Inside was a short letter:

Dearest Ethan, I leave you my most precious possession. All of my other wealth pales in comparison to this box and its contents. Inside are two identical rings. When worn by two people, one becomes ‘Master’ and the other becomes ‘Slave’. Which one is which is random — you cannot determine it beforehand. I already tried marking them; it doesn’t work. Wearing both rings does nothing either. The rings have limits and must be recharged by placing them back in the box. You’ll know when it’s required. I’m not going to tell you anything more because I never fully discovered their capabilities. I leave you to explore them. One final warning: they are also very, very dangerous. Choose carefully who you share this with. P.S. No, I have not gone dingy. You will learn for yourself. Be careful, Faith

“What in the world…” Ethan started, but when he looked up, James had already vanished.

“Did you see where James went?” he asked, startled.

“No, I was looking at the box,” Luna said, turning it slowly in her hands. “I could’ve sworn he was standing right there a second ago. How does someone that old move so fast?”

“Never mind. He always did that. Creeps me out every time.”

Luna’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. “So… do I finally get to see these mysterious rings?”

“Sure.” Ethan traded the letter for the box. “Here, read Aunt Faith’s letter while I try to open this thing.”

Luna finished the letter quickly, her pulse quickening with intrigue. “Now I’m really dying to see these rings.”

But Ethan was still struggling with the latches. “It’s stuck or something. The latches won’t turn. I might have to break the damn box open.”

“Oh, don’t you dare!” Luna protested, running her fingers lovingly over the carved knots. “It’s too beautiful to ruin. We’ll work on it later. Let’s get some lunch first.”


Chapter 2

The Expanding Box of Wonders

After a quick lunch they decided there was no point returning to the rest of the will reading. They tossed the mysterious box into the trunk and made the three-hour drive back to their sleek high-rise condo overlooking the Pacific.

Once they’d unpacked and showered, they settled at the kitchen island, turning the ornate wooden box over and over. Frustration finally won. Ethan flipped it upside down with a sigh.

“What’s that?” Luna asked, pointing to a faint circular pattern etched into the center of the base.

With a little experimentation, Ethan twisted the disk a quarter turn. A soft, satisfying click echoed. The left and right thirds of the box sprang outward a fraction of an inch from the center.

He tried the latches again — still nothing. Gripping the extended sections, he pulled gently. To his shock, they slid outward on smooth, rigid rods that kept extending until his arms were fully outstretched.

“That’s impossible…”

Standing back, they stared at the impossible sight: nearly three feet of gleaming rod stretching left and right from the tiny four-inch center section.

They pulled together. The rods continued extending smoothly until they locked at a full eight feet end-to-end.

“This is so not normal!” Luna breathed, eyes wide with a thrilling mix of awe and unease.

“Tell me about it,” Ethan muttered. They tried the latches again. “Maybe we have to turn both at the same time.”

“On three. One… two… three!”

They twisted in unison. Without a sound, both side segments lifted their lids. Inside each, nestled in brilliant night-sky-blue satin, lay an identical white-gold ring engraved with flowing Celtic knots.

Ethan lifted one. “It’s beautiful… but huge.” He slid the oversized ring onto his finger to demonstrate how ridiculous it looked.

The metal shimmered and shrank smoothly, perfectly hugging his finger.

Luna’s breath caught. “That’s impossible! Let me try!”

She slipped the second ring on. It shrank to fit her perfectly. Removing it reversed the process.

Seeing Ethan slip his back on, she did the same. This time both rings transformed into simple, elegant yellow-gold wedding bands.

“Ethan! Look!”

“Yeah, mine too!” He lifted his beside hers, the matching bands gleaming.

Luna tried to remove hers, but it wouldn’t budge. Panic spiked. “It won’t come off!”

Ethan easily slipped his own ring off. The moment he did, both bands turned back to engraved white gold and Luna’s came free.

“My aunt’s letter said Master and Slave,” Ethan said, turning the ring slowly. “What do you suppose that really means?”

“I don’t know,” Luna replied, a strange flutter of excitement mixing with caution in her stomach. “But she also warned us to be careful.”

Ethan shrugged and slid his ring on again. Luna followed. Once more they became plain yellow-gold bands.

He examined his. “It feels a little snugger this time.” He tried to pull it off — no luck. Luna easily removed hers, triggering the change back so he could finally free his.

“As wild as this is, I still don’t see the point,” Luna said, though her voice carried a new, intrigued edge.

“I don’t either,” Ethan admitted. “It’s like they take turns getting stuck.”

Luna held her hand out, admiring the band on his finger with a soft, possessive smile. “I don’t know… I think I like having a wedding band on my finger. More to the point, I like having a matching one on your finger. It says you belong to me.”

A low, hungry sound rumbled in Ethan’s throat. “Mmmm… in that case, maybe we should practice being married.”

Clothes fell away in a heated rush. Luna bent forward over the cool granite island, guiding him behind her. The first slow, deep push drew a long, throaty moan from her lips as he filled her completely. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her with every thrust. When she heard his breathing change, frustration flickered… but he kept going, deeper, harder, relentless. The coil inside her snapped. Orgasm after orgasm crashed through her until she whimpered “Oh God… enough!” Ethan finally let go, burying himself deep with a guttural groan as he came hard inside her.

Luna levered herself up on shaky arms, flushed and glowing. “No wonder women want to get married,” she said breathlessly. “That was incredible.”

They scampered off to the shower together and fell asleep tangled in each other’s arms.


Chapter 3

Morning After, Growing Surprises

Ethan stirred awake to find Luna struggling with her bra in front of the mirror. She adjusted it again and again before snorting in disgust and hurling it into the trash.

“Anything wrong?” he asked.

“No, that bra didn’t fit at all,” she muttered. “Would you mind bringing up the load from the dryer?”

Downstairs, Ethan winced as the laundry basket handles dug into his palms. Back upstairs Luna was already cursing more bras that no longer fit.

Munching on a bagel, Ethan watched Luna enter the kitchen in an oversized sweatshirt. The extra bounce in her step was unmistakable.

“Either all my bras shrank overnight,” Luna declared, “or my breasts are bigger.”

“The rings?” Ethan suggested, stomach tightening.

Luna’s fingers drummed on the box. “Either I buy all new bras or we figure out how to fix this.”

They opened the box and slipped on the rings. Luna cupped her chest, concentrating. A warm, tingling pressure bloomed. Her breasts swelled noticeably beneath her hands, growing heavier, fuller, rounder. Heat flooded her body — panic and dark thrill warring inside her.

“Oh shit!” She yanked at her ring. “Take it off!”

By the time Ethan removed his, Luna’s sweatshirt was stretched tight over her newly enlarged, prominent breasts. They felt heavy, sensitive, electric.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!”

“Wow… you look incredible,” Ethan breathed, eyes dark with hunger.

Luna tested the power again, shrinking them, then swelling them even larger, swaying her shoulders so the heavy globes wobbled hypnotically. The sensual motion made Ethan’s mouth go dry.

“That was amazing,” he said, voice rough.

“It sure does have possibilities,” Luna purred, eyes gleaming with newfound power.

The doorbell rang, cutting her off.


Chapter 4

Neighborly Interruptions and Shopping Spree

Ethan opened the door to find their neighbor Sabrina standing there in a tight top that left little to the imagination.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything, Ethan,” Sabrina purred, glancing past him at Luna with a dismissive once-over of her baggy sweatshirt. “Oh good, you’re just doing housework.”

Now what? Luna thought, glaring from the kitchen. Sabrina stood eye-to-eye with Ethan, so close her breasts nearly brushed his chest as she spoke. She had been shamelessly flirting with him since the day she learned they were living together unmarried. Ethan always brushed it off as Luna’s imagination, but Luna knew better.

“Sabrina says her computer is acting up again and wants me to take a look,” Ethan called back to Luna. “You mind? It shouldn’t take long.”

“No, not at all. You go ahead,” Luna replied sweetly. Out loud she added, “I think I’ll get dressed and do some shopping.”

Inside her head, the thought was far less polite: Yeah right. You were using your computer in a tube top, mini-skirt, and three-inch heels? I don’t think so.

As she climbed the stairs, Luna caught Sabrina’s smug little smirk when their eyes locked. Definitely not my imagination. Sabrina was taller, curvier, and had a way of looking down on her—both literally and figuratively—that made Luna’s blood boil.

Halfway up, a sharp “Ahh—owww!” escaped her as her shoes suddenly pinched viciously. It took a second for her to realize her feet had grown. The shoes were now too small. A rush of possibility hit her. What the… I’m taller. A wicked grin spread across her face. Yes. Shopping indeed. She willed herself back to normal size and continued upstairs.

Getting dressed, Luna had second thoughts about leaving Ethan alone with that vixen. He wasn’t the type to cheat, but he was still a guy, and she knew exactly what kind of effect Sabrina had on him.

“Nothing I can do about it now,” she muttered as she headed out the door. But he’d better keep his dick in his pants.

.....

Struggling under a mountain of shopping bags, Luna smiled to herself as she fumbled for her keys. She had gone completely overboard, but it had been such a rush. Every time she saw something she liked, she simply bought it—knowing the rings would make it fit perfectly. She blushed remembering some of the scandalously sexy pieces she’d chosen. She probably shouldn’t have spent so much, but every mental image of Ethan with Sabrina had sent fresh sparks of jealousy through her, and she’d kept shopping to soothe the burn.

The moment she bumped the door shut with her hip, Ethan came rushing out from the bedroom, face pale with panic.

“Thank God you’re back!” he blurted.

“What? Is something wrong?”

“The rings!” Ethan thrust his hand toward her, showing the silver band as if that explained everything.

“What about the rings?”

“It… they… I… come into the bedroom,” he stammered.

“Mmmm, that’s exactly what I had in mind,” Luna grinned, a dark thrill curling in her stomach.

She dropped her bags at the foot of the bed. Ethan locked the door behind them, glancing around as if expecting someone to jump out. Satisfied they were alone, he started frantically unbuckling his pants.

“No, no—wait!” Luna said, holding up a hand. “I want to do something first.” She snatched one of her shopping bags and disappeared into the master bathroom, closing the door with a wicked smile.

This is going to knock his socks off.

She stripped quickly, then slipped into the red lace bustier—easy because it was several sizes too large. Next came the matching panties, which she had to hold in place so they wouldn’t slide down her hips. Finally, she stepped into the four-inch red pumps, feeling like a little girl playing dress-up in her mother’s closet.

Closing her eyes, she willed the change. Slowly, deliciously, she grew taller and taller until the heels fit perfectly. She strode to the mirror, pulse racing. In these shoes she was strikingly tall, powerful, intoxicating.

“Take that, Sabrina,” she whispered to her reflection.

She added a little more swell to her ass, making the panties hug her curves. Then, watching herself in the mirror, she let her breasts swell outward until the bustier fit like a glove. With a mischievous giggle, she pushed them even larger until they threatened to spill over the lace. Hmm, maybe a bit much… She tried to shrink them back—nothing happened. Panic flared. Her ring had turned silver again.

That’s right—the rings have limits and need recharging, she remembered from Aunt Faith’s letter.

That’s okay… this will still be a lot of fun while they recharge.

Luna opened the bathroom door and stepped out.

Ethan turned, and his jaw dropped. Luna—his Luna—moved toward him in long, confident strides. Each step demanded attention: the sharp click of the heel, the little wobble of her ankle, the long, toned legs, the sway of her hips, and especially the heavy, hypnotic bounce and jiggle of her overflowing breasts.

She stopped right in front of him, smiling as she gently lifted his hanging jaw with two fingers, tilted his head up, and kissed him deeply.

“From your reaction,” she purred against his lips, “I’m guessing you like it.”

She reached down and peeled his shirt off over his head. Standing taller than him now, she loved how easily she could do it. She kissed him again, then dropped to unbuckle his pants.

“No—wait, I… you…” Ethan sputtered, trying to regain his thoughts.

“It’s the rings, silly,” Luna said with a wicked grin. “I thought you’d like this. You certainly seemed to. What’s wrong?”

Turning away from her, Ethan dropped his pants. “This is what’s wrong,” he said, cheeks burning crimson as he turned back around.

Luna’s hand flew to her mouth. A delighted giggle escaped, quickly turning into soft, uncontrollable laughter. “Oh my… that is so precious,” she squeaked, staring at his tiny, one-inch erection barely peeking out.

“This is not funny,” Ethan insisted, mortified.

“You’ve apparently figured out the rings,” he continued. “How did this happen? How do we fix it?”

“I’m not entirely sure how it happened,” Luna said, striking a sultry pose that made her enhanced breasts strain against the bustier. “But I figured out that when I wear the Master ring, I can change myself—like this.” She ran her hands down her taller, curvier body. “I don’t know how you ended up with this cute little thing… but it is cute, you know.”

She reached out and gently fondled his shrunken cock between her thumb and forefinger. Ethan gasped sharply, hips twitching involuntarily.

“So all I have to do is put on the Master ring to fix this?” he asked, voice strained.

“That’s right. So relax. We’ll get you fixed as soon as the rings recharge.”

“Whoa—whoa! What do you mean recharge?”

“Remember your aunt’s letter?” Luna held up her silver ring for emphasis. “See? They’ve turned silver again and stopped working. I think we just need to put them back in the box.”

“You think?! I hope you’re right!” Ethan exclaimed, tugging desperately at his own stuck ring. “Hurry, take yours off so we can charge them!”

“Relax,” Luna murmured, running her hand slowly down the curve of his bare back and onto his tight ass. She smirked as his tiny cock twitched and bobbed upward at her touch. “Wouldn’t you like to unwrap me first?” she purred into his ear, pressing her heavy breasts firmly against his chest.

With a little assistance from Luna, Ethan finally had her standing in nothing but the red heels. The added height made it easy for him to bury his face between her massive breasts. One hand kneaded her full ass while the other stroked slowly up her soft inner thighs, higher and higher, until his fingers finally reached her slick heat.

Luna’s breathing quickly turned into short, explosive gasps. When her legs began to tremble, Ethan backed her up to the bed and laid her down. Forgetting his humiliating condition for a moment, he climbed on top as she spread her legs for him.

The instant he tried to push inside, Luna started snickering. The more he struggled with his tiny erection, the harder she laughed. Finally, red-faced and defeated, Ethan gave up and collapsed beside her.

“Do you know what I’ve always wanted but was too embarrassed to ask?” Luna said softly, eyes gleaming. “I’ve always wanted to watch you masturbate.”

“Yeah right,” Ethan moped. “You’re just saying that because I can’t perform.”

“No, really. I always have. I’ve even fantasized about it. Please… do it for me?” She purred, letting her fingers trail lightly over his thigh. She could feel the effect her words were having by the little throbs against her leg.

Reluctantly, Ethan sat up on the edge of the bed. Luna rolled onto her stomach, chin propped in her hands, back arched so her breasts pressed forward—giving him plenty of visual inspiration.

Reaching down, Ethan immediately ran into trouble. He was so small he couldn’t even grip himself properly. After a few awkward attempts he settled on using his thumb and forefinger. It felt humiliatingly like learning to masturbate all over again.

“Go on… I want to watch,” Luna encouraged, scooting closer and giving his thigh a playful little bite.

Tentatively at first, then with growing desperation, Ethan stroked his tiny erection. Each time intensity built, his wrist motion caused him to lose his grip. It happened again and again.

“Here. Let me help,” Luna whispered. She wiggled even closer and took his miniature cock delicately between her thumb and forefinger. With slow, teasing movements she worked him, watching in delight as he responded wildly out of proportion to her touch.

At first she matched her strokes to his breathing, speeding up as he got closer. Then, just as his breathing turned into a fast stutter, she slowed way down—long, torturously slow strokes from base to tip and back again.

This is so fucking hot, she thought, savoring the power as Ethan’s eyes squeezed shut and his breathing became erratic. She kept up the slow, deliberate torture until he suddenly heaved, cried out, and came in four weak, pulsing spurts across his stomach. Luna carefully aimed each one, grinning as she tried (and mostly failed) to hit his navel.

“That was neat!” Luna laughed, delighted.

“I’m glad you liked it,” Ethan croaked, collapsing back exhausted.

Shaking her head, Luna sighed, “Men…” She slipped off her ring, then Ethan’s, and placed both back in the box to recharge. When she returned to the bed, Ethan was already snoring softly.


Chapter 5

Role Reversal at the Party

The next morning Ethan stumbled groggily into the bathroom for a shower. Luna was already at the sink, wearing his oversized robe because hers no longer fit her much taller, more imposing physique.

Trying to act casual, Ethan padded past her naked and barefoot, one hand half-covering his still-shrunken cock. As he passed, he noticed he was barely taller than her even though she was barefoot too. The realization sent a strange flutter through his stomach.

He positioned himself carefully at the toilet so his tiny penis wouldn’t make a mess. He hadn’t quite finished when he heard Luna snort, then burst into soft, mocking giggles behind him.

“This is not funny!” Ethan complained, face burning. “Those damn rings had better be able to fix this.” He slid the glass shower door shut with a sharp click.

Once the water temperature was perfect, he glanced over and saw Luna had dropped the robe. The moment his eyes landed on her, she pursed her lips, ran her hands slowly up her stomach, and cupped her full breasts. She gave them a deliberate squeeze while rolling her hips in a slow, sensual grind.

In an instant, Ethan’s pathetic little cock twitched and stood straight out under the spray, hard and desperate despite its size.

Luna grinned like a Cheshire cat. When she saw his hand twitch toward it and then stop, she blew him a teasing air kiss, wiggled her ass exaggeratedly, and sauntered out of the bathroom, leaving him aching and alone.

That was so mean, she thought with a delighted shiver as she walked away. And it was sooo much fun.

A few minutes later Luna watched Ethan emerge from the bathroom, hair still damp, slacks hanging awkwardly. That’s funny, she chuckled to herself. He’s really not well hung anymore.

Snorting with amusement, she helped him open the box and retrieve the rings.

“It looks like I have the Master ring again,” Luna announced, a thrill of power running through her. “You know, I bought some more outfits yesterday. It would be a shame to waste the opportunity…”

She grabbed Ethan’s hand and tugged him eagerly upstairs to the bedroom.

“Tall, average, or petite?” she asked, waving a hand down her front.

“Your regular size,” Ethan replied.

“That would be petite.” Luna selected a couple of bags with a mischievous smile.

“Naughty or slutty?”

“Naughty,” Ethan said, grinning as he caught on to the game.

Luna disappeared into the bathroom with one bag. A short time later she emerged looking almost like her normal self—except for the changes she’d made. Her hair was now shoulder-length blonde in a playful 60s flip. She wore a simple off-white dress with a delicate pale pink and blue floral pattern, the kind a proper young lady might have worn to church decades ago. White gloves flared into lace at the wrists, and she finished the look with white flats. Had she actually gone to church like this in the 60s, her unrestrained, bouncing bosom would have drawn equal parts lust and scandalized stares.

“I already took the ring off and on until it locked again,” she said primly as she walked over to Ethan. “Now you have the Master ring.” She helped him out of his pants with teasing fingers, then looked down at his tiny erection and feigned disappointment. “Oh pooh,” she said in her best little-girl voice, running one gloved finger along his shrunken length. “I thought they were bigger.”

Ethan caught the playful tone. “It gets bigger. Wanna see?” His cock swelled to about four inches.

“Oh!” Luna squeaked in pretend surprise. “But is that all?”

“Well, let me see what I can do, Miss,” Ethan replied, letting it grow to a full eight inches.

“That’s so much better,” Luna cooed in a sing-song voice, petting his erection with her gloved hand like a small, eager pet. “But whatever is it good for?”

“I’m not sure,” Ethan murmured, pulling her close. As he casually stroked down her back and over her bottom, something felt different. He nuzzled her neck, then slid his hand lower, bunching up the dress until he could slip underneath. His fingers found smooth, bare skin. A slow smile spread across his face. I thought so. He caressed her bare little ass with growing hunger.

The next few minutes dissolved into a frantic whirlwind of discarded clothing. They ended up exhausted and tangled in each other’s arms on the bed.

Lazily trailing his fingers along Luna’s belly, Ethan found the curve of her breast and idly played with her large, erect nipple. Luna smiled in contented pleasure and reached up to take his hand—only to freeze.

“What the heck!?” She sat up abruptly. Her breasts had swollen much larger than before. The weight and fullness shocked her.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed, startling Ethan.

“Wow… how did that happen?” he asked, clearly more impressed than concerned.

“I don’t know! Wait—let me try something.” Checking that her ring was still gold, Luna tried to shrink them back. Nothing happened. “I definitely didn’t do that, and I can’t shrink them. Could the rings have random side effects?”

“I don’t know about side effects,” Ethan grinned, eyes locked on her chest, “but those are definitely affecting me.”

“Wait a minute! If I didn’t do it, then…” Luna narrowed her eyes. “You try shrinking these down.”

“If you can’t do it, why should I be able to? Besides, I like them!” Ethan grinned, but her glare made him cave. “Alright…” He willed her breasts smaller, and they obediently receded.

“Oh my god! You can change me!” Luna exclaimed, a mix of shock and dark fascination in her voice.

“Cool,” Ethan said, grinning wider.

“Don’t get any funny ideas!” she warned nervously.

The words had barely left her mouth before her breasts began swelling again—larger and larger, way past big and into positively humongous territory, nipples thickening to the size of cow teats.

“STOP! STOP!” she yelled, desperately trying to hold the massive mounds with hands that couldn’t even span halfway across them. “God damn it to hell! This is not funny!”

“Sorry! I was just testing,” Ethan laughed. “I guess I got a little carried away. Hold still while I shrink them.”

“I can’t do anything but hold them!” Luna complained. Thankfully, she already felt them shrinking. They quickly returned to a large but manageable size. Deciding a little extra up top wouldn’t be so bad, she said, “Okay, stop!”—but they kept shrinking. “Stop already, you’ve gone too far!”

Before she could protest more, her breasts had completely disappeared. She was as flat-chested as a young boy. Not even a hint remained. A training bra would have been pointless.

“There!” Ethan announced, clearly pleased with himself.

“You did this on purpose! Fix me back this instant!” Luna demanded.

“Not just yet. I owe you one for what you did to me.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose! At least I didn’t mean to! This isn’t fair!”

“Well, you do look a bit odd with that big blonde 60s hair and no chest to balance it,” Ethan teased. “Alright, let me fix it.”

Luna felt her hair shift, pulling away from her neck and shoulders. She hurried to the mirror. Her hair was now a cute, short red bob—but she was still completely flat.

“I like the hair, it looks good. But I want my breasts back right now!”

“Did you notice the hair color is complete?” Ethan grinned?

“Yes, you did a nice job with… wait…” Luna bent over to look lower. She was now red down there as well. “Wow, it looks so natural.”

“I think it is,” Ethan said smugly.

“Alright, you’ve had your fun. Enough is enough. Change me back and take these cursed rings off before— Ah shit!” Luna held up her hand. The ring had turned silver again.

Resigned to spending the rest of the day flat-chested while the rings recharged, Luna slipped into some shorts and a stretchy tee shirt. The fit was still decent, if unflattering.

They settled in for a quiet evening watching television. Luna snuggled against Ethan on the sofa, his arm around her. Every so often his hand would drift up to brush her barely-there nipples through the shirt. She’d slap it away, but that only made him chuckle and try again a few minutes later.

Later, the doorbell rang, interrupting the best part of a mediocre show.

“Now who could that be?” Ethan wondered as he got up to answer it.

He was halfway to the door when it dawned on Luna. “No, wait!” she yelled, jumping up and sprinting full-speed into the back bedroom.

Listening carefully from the hallway, she heard Ethan open the door. Great! It’s Sabrina—just what I need right now. She could tell who it was, but couldn’t make out the full conversation.

Hurriedly yanking off her shirt, Luna grabbed a bra from the dresser and stuffed it with socks and tissues. “Sure, we’d love to!” Ethan was saying. When he heard her enter the room, he turned and lost his train of thought at the sight of her in a silk robe, arms crossed tightly under her padded chest. Recovering, he continued, “…uh, I didn’t know you knew people in that social group. Hey hun, Sabrina invited us to a formal party at the Harrington estate—you know, the one on the coast road. She says it’s some kind of big bash. She has four tickets and is offering us two. I know how much you like to dress up. Isn’t that great?”

“Oh, that sounds… uh… nice,” Luna said, trying to sound enthusiastic while staying farther back than was polite.

Sabrina stared at her for a moment before remembering herself. “Here are the tickets. You should try to arrive between 3:00 and 3:30 in the afternoon. There’ll be music, dancing, and hors d’oeuvres until probably very late. It’ll be so much more fun if you’re both there.” She looked directly into Ethan’s eyes. “Both of you, I mean. Until then, toodles.”

Ethan closed the door and turned to Luna. “What?”

“That woman is just trying to get you.”

“Nonsense! She’s just being neighborly.” Ethan put his arm around her and escorted her back to the couch. “By the way, you’re crooked.”

“What?” Luna asked, confused.

“You’re crooked,” Ethan grinned, pointing at her chest.

Looking down, Luna saw the makeshift padding had shifted. “Crap!” She tried to straighten her fake breasts, then growled in frustration and pulled the socks and tissues out of the otherwise empty bra.

“I really don’t like the idea of going to a big party with a bunch of people I don’t know,” Luna complained.

“Oh come on, it’ll be fun. Since it’s dress-up, you can wear that black dress you look so good in. You know—the backless one. I really like that one,” Ethan said encouragingly.

“If those rings aren’t working by tomorrow, I’m not going anywhere. That little black dress was an unrealistic mistake. It’s way too revealing and requires someone stacked a whole lot more than I am to pull it off properly. The one time I wore it I actually had double-stick tape to keep the top in place. There’s no way I’m wearing that. I’ll find something else.”

“Once the rings are working again, we can fix it so the dress fits perfectly. You won’t need tape,” Ethan encouraged.

“Even if I wanted to, I don’t have any appropriate shoes to go with the dress.”

“So go buy some tomorrow. There’s time.”

“I’ll sleep on it,” Luna said.


Chapter 6

The Ultimate Swap

Ethan woke late the next morning, sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows of their high-rise condo. He shuffled into the kitchen and found a note on the refrigerator in Luna’s neat handwriting: Gone shopping for shoes. Back soon.

Most of the morning drifted by in lazy domesticity — breakfast, the paper, a long shower — before Luna finally returned, arms loaded with shopping bags.

“Did you find shoes?” he asked.

“Maybe. They’re not the right size, but that’ll depend on whether your magic rings will cooperate.” She tilted her head. “By the way, what are you planning to wear?”

“My tux, what else? It’s hanging on the bathroom door. I can be dressed and ready in fifteen minutes. We’ve got plenty of time to play with the rings,” Ethan said, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.

Luna laughed. “We definitely will not both be ready in fifteen minutes. Let’s get the rings and we’ll see.”

They extracted the rings from the ornate box. The moment Luna slipped hers on, the band shimmered into warm gold. She tested it discreetly — it slid off easily. Relief washed over her, mixed with a dark little thrill of possibility.

“I’m still not comfortable with this party,” she admitted. “Sabrina is definitely up to something.”

“I don’t understand this obsession you have. Sabrina is just being a friendly neighbor.”

“It’s not an obsession. You just don’t see her from the right perspective.” Luna shook her head. “Never mind. I have to get changed… and I do mean changed.” She gathered her bags and disappeared into the bedroom with a determined stride.

Nearly an hour later, Ethan turned at the sound of the bedroom door opening. He expected to see Luna in that slinky black dress. Instead, he found himself standing there in his tuxedo — tall, broad-shouldered, perfectly tailored.

“Who… what… uh… Luna?” he asked, voice tight with trepidation.

“Who else?” Luna answered in Ethan’s own rich, confident voice. A slow, mischievous grin spread across the familiar face. “I started playing around with the ring, adjusting myself to fit the dress and shoes… then I saw your tux hanging there. One thing led to another and… voila.”

Ethan stared, heart hammering. “That’s incredible… but what if the ring needs recharging and you get stuck like that? We can’t have two of me running around!”

“True,” Luna-as-Ethan conceded, adjusting the tux jacket with casual male confidence. “But I was thinking… I didn’t really want to go to this party. I’m only doing it for you. Since we are going, I figured it would be a whole lot more fun if I went as you.” Her borrowed eyes sparkled. “You said yourself there probably won’t be many people we know. The chance to see life from the other side? Wow… how cool is that?”

“Ignoring the fact that I’m not twins, and at least one person there knows that, you’re wearing my one and only tux. What the hell am I supposed to wear?”

Luna smirked. “Well, since this was your idea and you like that dress so much… I figured you could wear the dress.”

“Very funny!” Ethan sputtered. “I shudder to imagine what I’d look like in that thing, even if I could get it on. You know the rings have a limited charge. Stop fooling around before they run out again. You need to change me back and give me my clothes.”

“Exactly what I had in mind,” Luna said, her grin turning positively wicked.

Ethan’s robe suddenly bunched around his feet as everything grew larger — or rather, he grew smaller. His underwear slid down his legs and pooled at his ankles. “Hey, this… this… what—” His voice climbed higher and higher with every word. He felt his waist cinch inward, hips and ass flare outward, and his chest balloon forward into soft, heavy weight. He instinctively grabbed the swelling mounds for support, only to find his hands had become small, slender, and delicate.

“I found some really cute shoes to go with the dress,” Luna continued in his deep voice, “but the only size they had was too small. I hope you don’t mind. I had to make you a little shorter than my normal height so the shoes would fit. Don’t worry — the heels will more than make up for it. A little extra bust will fill out the dress nicely. With the shorter stature and increased curves, you’re going to be a knockout. Oh, and I decided I liked the red hair you gave me last time, so I kept that. The short style will be easier for you. Well? Don’t just stand there buried in a bathrobe! You need to shower and get dressed. It’s going to take a while, so we’d better get started. Fortunately I made sure you won’t have to shave your legs — you’re already silky smooth.”

Ethan’s mouth formed a perfect little “Oh” as his big green eyes widened in pure shock.

“You can’t…” he started, but the sleeves of the robe flopped way past his hands, making the protest look comically helpless instead of commanding.

“This is not funny!” Ethan squeaked in Luna’s voice. “I’m not a woman. I can’t believe this is happening!”

“This will be fun!” Luna insisted, clearly reveling in her new height and strength. “I get to experience life from the male side, and you get to see what it’s like to be a woman for a night. For this evening, you are a woman — at least physically.” She stepped closer, towering over him. “Mmmm, I can’t wait to see you in that dress and heels. Oh wait — I didn’t think about the heels. Women who wear them a lot get shortened Achilles tendons and stronger insteps. Let’s give you that benefit so it’s not painful. The shoes I bought have four-inch heels, but you’ve been wearing two-inch heels casually and three-inch heels for work, five days a week. That way you’ll have the right muscles, tendons, and calluses. I want this to be interesting for both of us, not miserable. I’m tempted to make you deal with a period, but that would be mean. So I’ll keep you mid-cycle — peak energy and comfort. No female problems tonight.”

“I don’t want to be you,” Ethan complained in a petulant, high-pitched voice. “Change me back this instant!” He squeaked, flailing his arms so the oversized robe flopped dramatically. “This is unacceptable… Ah shit!” He finally noticed the silver ring on Luna’s finger.

“I may be stuck like this until tomorrow,” he groaned, trying to cross his arms and look serious while drowning in the comically large robe, “but there is no way I’m putting on a dress and heels and going out in public.”

“Oh come on. Where’s your sense of adventure?” Luna said in Ethan’s old vibrant voice. “This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for both of us. You don’t want to spend it hiding here, do you?”

Seeing he was still sulking, Luna was about to press further when the doorbell rang.

She answered it and found herself looking slightly down at Sabrina. The neighbor stepped in uncomfortably close. “Why Ethan, you look good enough to eat in that tuxedo! I wasn’t sure you were coming, so I stopped by to check. I’m really looking forward to seeing you there. It should be the social event of the year.”

Sabrina finally glanced past her and saw what she thought was Luna bundled in a giant bathrobe. “Oh, you’re not going? That’s a shame. Don’t worry about Ethan — I’ll make sure he’s not abandoned. You just rest and feel better. It’ll probably be a late night, so no need to wait up. He’ll be just fine!” Luna emphasized the word with a wicked little smile. “Oh my, I have to get dressed. Later!”

“You know, maybe you were right about Sabrina,” Luna said after closing the door, a note of reluctant respect in her borrowed voice. “That was actually nice of her to check on us.”

Sighing, she turned back to Ethan. “Look… I’m sorry for pushing this little adventure on you. I guess it’s pretty frightening to suddenly find yourself so much smaller. I do it every day, so I thought it’d be no big deal for you to be me for one night. I had no right to expect you to handle it. I’m sorry. You don’t have to go to the party if you really don’t want to. We’ll put the rings back to charge, you can relax around the house, and by tomorrow morning I’ll be back and we can return to normal.”

“What? You’re still going?” Ethan squeaked, his striking green eyes wide with surprise. Oh my… I look so cute like this. I never realized what I look like to others.

“It’ll be okay,” Luna said gently. “Guys go to parties alone all the time, and for tonight I am a guy. This is an experience I can’t pass up. I’ll be back before you know it.” She leaned down and kissed him softly on the forehead.

“Damn it, damn it, damn it!” Ethan muttered, pacing in the oversized robe. “I can’t believe this. I’m a woman! I’m a woman? Lots of people are women…” He stopped, breathing fast. “I’m not injured. I’m not an invalid. I just happen to be female for the evening. Happens all the time. Yeah, right!”

Looking up at Luna’s tall, tuxedoed form, he blushed furiously. “Will… will… will you help me get dressed?”

“Sure!” Luna smiled, warm and reassuring. “Come on. You haven’t lived until you’ve put on pantyhose.” She escorted the newly petite, curvy, and very nervous Ethan toward the bedroom.


Chapter 7

Party Games and Power Plays

Luna made a smooth left turn through the grand stone gates of the Harrington estate. The long driveway curved elegantly toward the illuminated mansion. In the passenger seat, Ethan was getting cold feet — literally and figuratively.

“I changed my mind. I can’t do this,” he said, nervously fidgeting with the hem of the little black dress. “I can’t go out in public looking like this. I’m practically naked. My shoulders are bare, my legs and feet are bare, my back is bare all the way down to the top of my ass. This tiny excuse for a dress doesn’t cover anything — it just calls attention to everything. This is a formal party and I feel like I’m dressed for the beach… or the bedroom.”

“Nonsense,” Luna replied, her voice deep and confident in Ethan’s body. “Your legs aren’t bare — you’re wearing hose. Women aren’t supposed to blend in. We dress to stand out. You look appropriate… and you look great, I might add.” She chuckled, glancing over. “Although your beach idea isn’t bad. Maybe we can do that tomorrow. You’d look fantastic in a bikini.”

Ethan shot her a silent, murderous glare.

Luna pulled up to the valet, hopped out, and quickly circled to the passenger side. Before Ethan could protest again, she helped him out of the car. “Keep your legs together,” she whispered. “Rotate both feet out at once. Use my hand for balance and stand. Now smooth the back of your dress and take my arm.”

Escorting the much smaller Ethan into the elegant party, Luna couldn’t hide her grin. She surreptitiously watched every wobble of his heels and the delicious jiggle of his enhanced chest with each step. This is such a kick, she thought, a rush of power surging through her. I’m tall. I’m strong. I feel like I could take on the world… while Ethan has to teeter around in those heels and still barely reaches my nose. This is going to be a night I’ll never forget.

“I need a drink,” Ethan muttered, voice higher and softer than he was used to. He released Luna’s arm and tried to flag down a passing server with a tray of champagne. The man walked right past without noticing. Chagrined, Ethan spotted another server and began an awkward, wobbly pursuit on his four-inch heels, only for the tray to drift away again.

“Allow me,” Luna said smoothly as she rejoined him. She casually lifted two fingers. The server immediately changed course and presented the tray. Luna plucked two glasses and handed one to Ethan.

“Thank you,” Ethan said in a quiet, frustrated tone before downing the champagne in one long swallow.

“Take it easy with the drinks,” Luna warned, setting the empty glass aside. “I can physically carry you out if I have to, but I still have to live with the reputation you create tonight. We don’t want to embarrass each other.” She scanned the room. “Oh look — there’s the mayor and his wife. Let’s go say hello.”

“Where? I can’t see anything but a wall of bodies,” Ethan complained. “I can’t even stand on tiptoes for a better view — I’m already on them. Damn it, four-inch heels and I’m still the shortest person here.”

Luna tried (and failed) to hide her smirk.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying this so much,” Ethan grumbled, “but I don’t find it the least bit amusing.”

“Hey, now you know what I deal with every day,” Luna said, grinning as she offered her arm. “Come on, I’ll get you there.”

Deftly guiding them through the crowd, Luna eased into the circle around Mayor Snyder. The burly politician had come up through the unions and still carried an imposing presence.

“Ah, new victims!” the mayor announced playfully. “Frank Snyder,” he said, thrusting out a huge hand toward Luna.

Luna smiled and clasped it. Instead of a polite shake, the mayor clamped down hard, staring her in the eyes, testing her with a crushing grip. She winced.

Seeing the stunned look on her face, Ethan quickly placed his small hand atop the frozen handshake. “Oh, Brad’s a big fan of yours, Mr. Mayor, aren’t you, BRADLEY,” he said, elbowing Luna sharply.

“Oh, uh… yeah. Brad Tyler. Big fan,” Luna managed, voice strained.

The mayor finally released her and turned his attention to Ethan. He captured the smaller hand delicately, lifted it high, and bent to kiss the back of it — all while staring straight down Ethan’s ample cleavage. “I’m so pleased to meet you, Cynthia… Cynthia Lake,” he murmured, still holding the fingers.

“Janet Snyder,” the mayor’s wife cut in, thrusting her hand toward Ethan. The mayor reluctantly let go. Janet was several inches taller than Ethan, older, and radiated confidence. Smiling and working the crowd, she firmly steered Ethan away.

“Cynthia, have you seen the gardens from the back balcony?” Janet asked. “It’s a lovely view and it rescues you from what is likely to be a painful political monologue. Alas, your unfortunate beau is trapped. Let me show you.”

She guided Ethan outside and closed the French doors behind them, leaving him alone on the small balcony with her.

“Not too chilly for you, I hope,” Janet said.

“No, it’s fine,” Ethan lied. Standing in the evening breeze with bare legs, bare back, and bare shoulders, the cold was biting. He missed the warmth of a suit jacket more than he could say.

Janet smiled knowingly. She could clearly see Ethan’s nipples tightening against the thin fabric of the dress. “My husband can be rather single-minded at times,” she said, gazing out at the gardens. “I was young once. I remember what it’s like. I don’t begrudge you a little fun… but I just wanted to make sure you understood that your tits and my husband had better not involve anything other than eye contact.”

“What?! I’m not—” Ethan began, shocked.

“Please, enjoy the view. It really is lovely,” Janet said sweetly, then slipped back inside and locked the doors behind her.

Ethan stood stunned on the balcony, arms wrapped around himself for warmth. How could she…? Luna is never going to believe this. He reached for the door handle. It was locked. That bitch actually locked me out! Great. Now what?

He waited, rubbing his arms, growing colder by the minute. He tried tapping on the glass. Two older women nearby clearly saw him but turned away. Frustrated and shivering, he was seriously considering taking off one heel to smash the glass when he spotted Luna heading straight toward him.

“What are you doing out here alone?” Luna asked, opening the doors.

“The mayor’s wife cornered me and then locked me out,” Ethan said, stepping inside gratefully. “She basically warned me to keep my tits away from her husband.”

“Let me guess,” Luna interrupted with a knowing smirk. “She got you alone and ripped you a new one.”

“Yes! How did you know?”

“Are you kidding? The way you two were carrying on with the mayor, I thought people were going to start shouting ‘get a room.’ Of course his wife dragged you outside.”

“Why I—!” Ethan sputtered. “I was trying to save your hand and your reputation! You limp-wristed that handshake. If I hadn’t stepped in, you would’ve embarrassed me terribly. Don’t you know how to shake hands properly?”

“Yes, I know how to shake hands. That wasn’t a handshake — he hurt me on purpose!” Luna protested in Ethan’s voice.

“Don’t even try the poor-little-me routine. You’re a guy now and it just looks pathetic. You’re also going to need handshake lessons if you want to survive the night.” Ethan sighed and tugged Luna down a quiet side hall.

He stuck out his small hand. When Luna went to clasp it gently, Ethan clamped down hard on her large fingers. “See? That’s the abusive, controlling grip. It’s tough to defend against. Best bet is to keep your fingers tilted until your thumb base meets theirs, then rotate in for full palm-to-palm contact. Even then, be ready to counter.”

“Oh, this is ridiculous. It’s just a handshake, not a wrestling match,” Luna complained.

“Just pay attention,” Ethan said, demonstrating again.

This time Luna did it correctly. Ethan squeezed as hard as his smaller hand allowed.

“Why aren’t you squeezing back?”

“It’s okay, you’re not hurting me,” Luna said.

“Maybe not, but someone your size will. A weak grip reads as effeminate. Match their force. It protects you and shows you won’t be pushed around.”

“Like this?” Luna clamped down.

“Ahh! Match the force, don’t break my hand!” Ethan yelped.

“Sorry!” Luna rumbled. “The rest you’ll have to learn as you go.”

“Yeah, yeah. Come on, I hear music,” Luna said, hustling Ethan through crowded rooms until they reached the grand ballroom. A live band played smooth ballroom music while couples swirled across the floor.

“Let’s dance!” Luna said eagerly. “You’ve always been a really good dancer — that’s one of the things that first attracted me to you.”

“While I appreciate the compliment, I’m not Fred Astaire. I don’t think my skills translate to dancing backward, in heels, and reversed,” Ethan muttered.

“Don’t sell yourself short. Fred never did any of that — Ginger Rogers did. They’re starting a cha-cha. Except for the starting foot, it’s the same. Come on, Ginger!” Luna crowed, pulling Ethan onto the floor with far more force than he could resist.

Except for one brief false start, Ethan found it wasn’t as hard as he feared. Whenever he tried to lead, Luna simply overpowered him with effortless strength.

When the music ended, Ethan applauded carefully, elbows out so he wouldn’t jiggle too obviously. Before he could escape the floor, the band switched to a tango.

In a flash, Luna pulled him close, dipped him dramatically backward, and grinned down at him. Ethan had no choice but to follow. With her strong arm as the only support, he arched back, cleavage on full display for the entire room. The rest of the dance felt like a controlled mugging — Luna dominating every step, spinning and dragging him across the floor with powerful grace.

When it ended, they were alone in the center of the floor. The room erupted in applause. Luna smiled and nodded graciously while escorting a beet-red Ethan off the dance floor.

“Wow! That was really fun!” Luna declared, exhilarated. “I don’t understand why men don’t dance more. It felt so… alive. And you were great! Like you’ve done this a hundred times. Hmm… maybe you’ve been hiding a secret from me all this time?”

“Ha ha, very funny,” Ethan said, still flushed. “The way you were tossing me around, I was just trying to survive without embarrassing myself.” He paused, then asked shyly, “Do you really think I was okay?”

“Just like a woman, fishing for compliments,” Luna laughed. “Yes, you were more than okay — you were fabulous. Did you see the looks when we left the floor? Most of the men were drooling, and the women were shooting daggers. You were a hit.”

“Oh great. Just what I wanted — drooling men and angry women,” Ethan muttered, though a tiny, secret smile tugged at his lips.

“Ready to do it again?” Luna asked.

“Maybe later. It was kind of fun,” he admitted. “But right now I think I need to find a men’s room.”

“I think you’d better avoid the men’s room,” Luna laughed. “What you meant to say is that you need to powder your nose. I saw a line of women down that hall. I’ll meet you in the atrium near the serving table in about thirty minutes.”

“If you need to go too, the atrium sounds good, but I only have to… powder my nose. I’ll only be a couple of minutes.”

“Ho ho! You’re funny!” Luna said, shooing him toward the hall. “Now scoot before you get in trouble.”

Ethan was moving more confidently in the heels now. He tic-tac-tic-tacked around the corner and down the hall, only to encounter half a dozen women waiting. A female voice called out, “Whoa there, Princess! This isn’t a quilting bee. End of the line.”

Blushing furiously, Ethan joined the back of the line as several women stifled giggles. What had started as mild concern about using the women’s bathroom for the first time quickly became pure urgency by the time his turn came — the only real worry left was getting the pantyhose down fast enough.


Chapter 8

Dancing with Danger and Unexpected Heat

Still chuckling at how long Ethan had believed a simple trip to the bathroom would take, Luna was suddenly startled by a familiar, sultry voice cutting through the crowd.

“Bradley!”

Sabrina hurried over, her eyes lighting up with hungry appreciation as she drank in the sight of Luna in the sharp black tuxedo. “I saw your performance on the dance floor. You were really good! Where’s Luna?”

“She had to powder her nose,” Luna answered in Ethan’s smooth, confident baritone.

“The lines are awful — she’ll be a while.” Sabrina’s smile turned predatory. “Oh, dance with me.” Before Luna could protest, Sabrina grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the floor with surprising strength.

Luna was reluctant at first, but Sabrina was an excellent dancer, and the moment the music wrapped around her, Luna discovered just how much she loved leading in this tall, powerful male body. The rhythm pulsed through her veins. Within the first few bars she relaxed, guiding Sabrina with effortless authority.

Then, midway through the second song, everything changed.

Sabrina gyrated closer, deliberately pressing the full length of her body against Luna’s. Soft breasts molded against her chest. Hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, grinding her pelvis firmly against the front of the tuxedo pants. The friction was immediate and devastating.

Luna felt it start — a heavy, insistent throb deep in her groin. Her cock stirred, thickening rapidly, swelling against the confines of the fabric with every roll of Sabrina’s hips. Heat flooded her veins. The erection grew thicker, harder, pushing outward until it strained painfully against the zipper, a rigid, unmistakable bulge that left nothing to the imagination.

Any hope of hiding it vanished in seconds. Sabrina definitely noticed. Her eyes widened for a heartbeat, then darkened with wicked delight. She pressed harder, grinding deliberately along the full length of Luna’s throbbing cock, letting the thick ridge slide between her thighs through their clothes.

It was mortifying… yet the sensation was intoxicating. Luna could feel every lush curve of Sabrina’s body dragging along her aching shaft — the heat of her, the soft give of her flesh, the deliberate pressure that made her cock twitch and pulse harder with every beat. Pre-cum leaked steadily, soaking into her boxer briefs. The heavy weight between her legs felt foreign and overwhelming, yet it dominated every thought, sending raw, electric pleasure shooting up her spine.

Awkwardness burned in her cheeks, but the male body’s response was primal and unstoppable. Luna’s hips moved on their own, thrusting back against Sabrina, meeting each grind with firm, hungry pressure. The friction was exquisite — slick, hot, relentless. Her cock throbbed so hard it almost hurt, the sensitive head dragging against fabric with every movement.

Sabrina felt it and moaned softly against her ear, grinding even more shamelessly through several more songs. Luna assisted fully now, one hand firm on Sabrina’s lower back, pulling her tighter so the thick ridge of her erection rubbed right against the heat between Sabrina’s legs.

“I’ve really enjoyed dancing with you,” Sabrina finally purred near the end of the set, her breath hot and ragged against Luna’s neck. “Perhaps we’ll get a chance to cut loose another time… when you don’t have other obligations.”

She leaned in and kissed Luna deeply — slow, wet, and filthy. Her tongue slid boldly into Luna’s mouth, stroking and teasing. Luna kissed her back just as hungrily, one hand cupping the back of Sabrina’s neck while the other gripped her ass, pulling her hard against the raging erection still throbbing between them.

The taste of her, the heat of her tongue, the way Sabrina moaned into the kiss while grinding against Luna’s cock sent a dizzying storm of guilt and raw, masculine elation crashing through her.

Breathing hard, Luna finally pulled back, lips tingling, cock still painfully hard and leaking inside her pants. Feeling strangely guilty yet wildly exhilarated, she headed toward the atrium to meet Ethan, each step making her throbbing erection shift and rub against the fabric in a way that kept her on edge the entire walk.


Chapter 9

The Rings Take Control

Luna was making her third slow pass along the hors d’oeuvres table when Ethan finally reappeared, cheeks still faintly flushed from the bathroom line.

“What took you so long?” Luna teased, failing to keep a straight face. “I swear, you women take forever. It must be all that gossiping you do in there.”

“Okay, okay, I learned my lesson,” Ethan said with a sheepish laugh. “I’ll never give you a hard time about it again.”

Luna’s grin turned wicked. “Oh, I don’t know… I can appreciate how giving someone a hard time has its attractions.” She offered him a small bite of pâté on a cracker, letting her fingers brush his lips. “Try one of these. They’re delicious.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur of polite conversation, crushing handshakes that Luna navigated with Ethan’s earlier coaching, and the occasional lingering hand that brushed Ethan’s ass or tried to hold his fingers too long. He endured it all with a mix of embarrassment and strange, fluttering excitement he refused to name.

After one final trip to powder his nose, they called it a night and climbed into the car for the quiet, introspective drive home.

Luna broke the silence first. “Pretty interesting night, wasn’t it? It was different than I expected, but definitely an experience I’ll remember. I really appreciate you doing this with me. You were quite lovely this evening.”

Ethan laughed softly. “What do you mean ‘were’? I’m still quite lovely.”

“Yes you are,” Luna agreed, voice warm. She reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Why don’t you slip into something more comfortable while I shower? You probably wouldn’t wear one of my nightgowns, although you’d look incredible in one, so I’ll lay something acceptable out for you.”

“I admit it’s been fun,” Ethan said shyly, “but I don’t think I’m up for that right now. I just want to get the rings and change back.”

“You’ve been a woman for one evening and you already think everyone’s trying to get into your panties,” Luna chuckled. “That’s not what I meant. You can’t go to bed in that dress. I was just suggesting something to sleep in. The rings haven’t been in the charge box very long. It would probably be smarter to wait until morning.”

“I don’t care,” Ethan insisted. “I want to try them tonight.”

“Alright,” Luna sighed, “but even if the rings work, you still have to get out of that dress first. I’m going to shower, then we can try them if you want.”

After a quick shower Luna emerged wearing Ethan’s bathrobe and found him already in hers, looking small and delicate.

“Mmmm… what’s under the robe?” she asked, bending to kiss the sensitive spot just below his ear, her hand sliding down his chest.

Ethan caught her roaming fingers. “The rings first.”

They opened the box. Ethan waited for Luna to slip one ring on, then did the same. His turned gold and felt loose — Master control. He let out a relieved breath.

“No hanky-panky,” he warned. “I want to change back. Promise me you won’t do anything if you get control.”

“It’s a shame to pass up this opportunity, but alright, I promise,” Luna agreed.

Wasting no time, Ethan focused hard and willed himself back to his old male body. Several long seconds ticked by.

“It’s not working! It’s not working!” His voice rose in panic. “Oh my god, it’s not working!”

“Stop! Relax!” Luna snapped, gripping his shoulders. “The rings have barely begun recharging. You’re trying to force a huge change. Just calm down. We’ll put them back in the box and sleep on it. I’m sure by morning everything will be fine.”

“Yeah… that must be it. That must be it. Right?” Ethan’s voice trembled with worry.

“Yes, I’m sure that’s all it is,” Luna murmured, pulling him into a comforting embrace. She rubbed slow circles on his back. “It’ll be fine, baby. Just fine.”

Ethan melted into her arms, the tension easing under her soothing touch. Her caresses felt so good, so safe. He snuggled closer… and froze when something hard and thick pressed against his stomach through her robe.

Suddenly the realization hit him like a lightning bolt. He leapt back, eyes wide.

“No! I can’t do that!”

“What are you— Oh.” Luna glanced down at the very obvious tent in the robe. “I’m sorry, but I can’t help it. This damned thing has a mind of its own. I wasn’t trying to force anything. How do you turn this off?”

Ethan actually giggled, a soft, girlish sound that surprised even him. “You can’t! It does have a mind of its own.” His cheeks burned, but his gaze kept drifting downward. “It’s just… the thought of you having a big, hard cock… and wanting it… and me having this soft little pussy instead…” His voice grew breathier. “I shouldn’t… but fuck, I kind of do want it…”

Luna’s eyes widened. “Brad— Ethan, stop. It’s the rings. You’re changing your own mental makeup. The more you change, the more you want to change.”

“Nonsense,” Ethan purred, stepping closer. His small hands slid inside her robe and wrapped around her thick, throbbing cock. It was so hot, so heavy, so alive in his palm. “The rings still need to charge. I was just showing you I can imagine a woman’s point of view. See? A woman would love doing this.”

He sank gracefully to his knees, robe falling open to reveal smooth, flushed skin. With a hungry little whimper he leaned in and ran his soft tongue slowly around the swollen head of Luna’s cock, tasting the salty bead of pre-cum that had leaked out for him.

Luna gasped sharply. “Ethan— take off the ring. You need to take it off right now!”

“Mmm, but a woman would want to suck you dry like this,” he moaned, voice turning sweet and slutty. He parted his glossy lips and slid the fat head into his warm, wet mouth, sucking greedily while his tongue swirled.

Luna’s knees nearly buckled at the wet heat and eager suction. “No, I won’t take advantage of you like this. Take off the ring.”

Ethan pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting his lips to her glistening cock. His big green eyes were glassy with lust. “A woman would want this big cock everywhere. In her mouth, in her tight little pussy, even in her ass if you wanted. She’d beg for it. She’d need it.” He held up his ringed finger — it was still silver. “See? It’s not the rings… they’re silver. I just really want to be your good little cock-hungry slut tonight.”

Before Luna could reply, Ethan dove back down, taking her deeper, bobbing his head with wet, filthy sounds while one hand stroked the thick shaft he couldn’t quite swallow. His free hand slipped between his own thighs, rubbing his slick, aching pussy frantically.

Luna groaned, fingers threading through his soft red hair. The mental shift was complete — Ethan was gone, replaced by a shameless, whimpering girly-girl slut who worshipped her cock like it was the only thing that mattered.

When Luna could think again, Ethan was still on his knees, lips shiny and swollen, looking up at her with pure needy devotion. “Please… I need you inside me,” he begged, voice high and breathy. “I need my pussy filled. I need you to fuck your little slut until I can’t walk straight.”

Luna pulled him up, spun him around, and bent him over the bed. She didn’t bother being gentle. She lined up her thick cock and thrust in hard, burying herself to the hilt in one smooth stroke. Ethan cried out in pure ecstasy, pushing back greedily, his tight, dripping pussy clenching around her like a velvet fist.

“Yes! Oh fuck yes, stretch me!” he moaned like a whore, hips rocking desperately. “Harder— please, fuck me harder! I’m your cock-hungry little wife tonight!”

Luna gave him exactly what he begged for — long, powerful strokes that made his heavy breasts swing and his ass ripple with every impact. Ethan came almost instantly, screaming, pussy gushing around her cock, but she didn’t stop. She flipped him onto his back, hooked his legs over her shoulders, and drove in even deeper, mashing his tits with every thrust while he sobbed with pleasure.

“More— don’t stop! Fill me up, breed your slutty little girl!” he wailed, eyes rolling back as another orgasm tore through him. His pussy fluttered and squirted around her, soaking the sheets.

Luna fucked him through climax after climax until he was a trembling, babbling mess of “please” and “harder” and “I love your cock.” When she finally came, burying herself deep and flooding his spasming pussy with hot pulses, Ethan shattered again, screaming her name in pure, slutty bliss.

They collapsed together, sweaty and spent. Luna kissed his forehead tenderly, the romantic affection mixing with the raw filth they’d just shared.

Ethan — now fully lost in his new cock-hungry girly-girl mindset — sighed happily against her chest, already half-asleep and glowing with satisfaction.

Luna slipped both rings off and placed them back in the box to recharge. When she returned, Ethan was already snoring softly, a dreamy, well-fucked smile on his pretty face.


Chapter 10

The Pregnancy Trap

Drifting slowly into consciousness the next morning, Luna felt wonderful — warm, sated, the kind of deep, bone-melting contentment that only came after a night of filthy, mind-blowing sex. Then enough brain function kicked in for her to realize that Ethan was already awake… and actively riding her morning woody.

Ethan — still deliciously curvy and very pregnant in that soft, feminine body — was straddling her hips, slick pussy stretched wide around the thick base of her cock. He was smiling down at her with heavy-lidded, cock-drunk eyes, rolling his hips in slow, greedy circles that made his heavy breasts bounce and his swollen belly press warmly against her abs. He sank down harder, taking every inch until his clit ground against her pubic bone, then lifted and slammed back down with a wet, obscene slap.

Before Luna could even form a protest, Ethan’s breath hitched into desperate little gasps and moans. His pussy clenched and fluttered around her shaft as he chased his pleasure, riding her like a desperate little slut.

Luna’s hands shot to his hips, gripping the soft, widening flesh. “Fuck… Ethan—” But the words died as he clenched again, milking her cock with rhythmic, hungry squeezes. Resting was the last thing on her mind now.

With a low growl she rolled them over, pinning him beneath her much larger, stronger male body. She hooked his legs over her shoulders and drove back inside in one smooth, possessive thrust, burying herself to the hilt in his dripping heat. Ethan cried out in pure bliss, back arching, nails digging into her back as she fucked him hard and deep — exactly the way she had the night before, only slower this time, savoring every wet squelch and every filthy moan that spilled from his pretty lips.

Luna’s internal monologue warred inside her head while she showered afterward, hot water beating against her skin. God! I’ve got to undo this disaster. Why undo it? This is fucking great! No! It’s the rings! It has to be fixed! But how? The last thing we can allow is Ethan making more changes…

“Ethan, honey. Wake up. Rise and shine,” Luna rumbled as she came back into the bedroom, voice low and warm.

“Mmm, good morning,” Ethan purred in that lilting, satisfied tone, stretching languidly so his breasts swayed and his rounded belly shifted. “And I do mean G O O D morning.”

“The rings should be recharged now. Help me get them out, please,” Luna suggested, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Ooooh yeah! I’ve got a good idea for them too!” Ethan giggled, bouncing on the bed so his breasts jiggled enticingly. He cupped them and lifted them toward her. “These are nice, but I was thinking a couple sizes bigger would be even better and we could…”

“Whoa! Slow down,” Luna interrupted, heat already stirring low in her belly. “Those are… uh… good… yeah, good idea… but I would like to give you something very special. Will you promise to take off your ring until I have control?”

“Will I like it? Will it be something delicious?” Ethan grinned mischievously, running his tongue slowly along his upper lip like he was already tasting her.

“Oh yes! You’ll love it,” Luna lied, keeping the fear out of her voice.

Not even pausing to put on clothes, Ethan bounced and jiggled his way over to the box, breasts swaying heavily. He opened it and watched with hungry eyes as Luna slipped one ring on, then slid the second onto his own finger with a big, eager grin.

“Remember your promise,” Luna said, fighting to keep her tone even.

“I will, I will,” Ethan cooed, “but first take off your clothes. I want to see something.”

Reluctantly, Luna dropped the robe. The moment she did, Ethan’s eyes darkened with pure lust. “Oh, that won’t do at all,” he said enigmatically.

Before Luna could ask what he meant, her cock surged to full, rock-hard attention — thick, veiny, and throbbing painfully.

“Ethan, you promised I could do something first,” Luna insisted. Relief flooded her when the forced erection finally faded… only for Ethan to giggle and bring it surging back, even bigger and harder. Then it kept growing — longer, thicker, until it was an obscene two-foot monster jutting out from between her legs.

“There! What do you think?” Ethan asked delightedly, eyes glued to the massive shaft.

“Oh Ethan, it’s… it’s… stupendous,” Luna managed, supporting the impossible length with both hands while fighting the wave of dark, hungry need it stirred in her. “Yes… that’s it. What a stupendous idea.”

“Now it’s my turn,” Ethan purred, voice dripping with filthy promise. “Come on, baby. I promise you’ll like it.”

Luna sighed with secret relief when Ethan finally gave up control as promised. Taking a deep breath, she willed her anatomy back to normal and immediately focused on restoring Ethan’s psychological makeup to its original state. The moment she removed the ring, the change hit.

“Holy SHIT! Holy SHIT!” Ethan kept repeating, eyes wide with horror. “I can’t believe I did that. What happened to me?”

“The rings allowed you to change your own mental outlook,” Luna explained gently, “but you were willing a change to want to change, so the more you changed the more you wanted to change. It just kept spiraling. If the rings hadn’t run out when they did, I don’t know what would’ve happened.”

“We need to get back to normal and lock these things away,” Ethan squeaked, still shaken. “Why did you stop? Why didn’t you get us back to normal?”

“Because you also changed my mental outlook,” Luna admitted. A very natural, very desired erection was already straining against her robe. “Right now it’s almost more than I can do to keep from taking you right here and screwing you for all you’re worth. I don’t dare try to change my own mind for fear of the same runaway effect. I need you normal so you can put me back to normal.”

Nervous and embarrassed, Ethan watched as Luna tested the rings again, gaining control. He willed her back to her normal female self. Luna blurred and shrank, returning to her usual petite, curvy form — though she still stood about an inch and a half taller than him now.

“I never thought I’d be glad to be short again,” Luna said, stretching luxuriously, “but it feels good to be back to normal.” She chuckled and poked his belly playfully. “But I’m still taller than you.”

“Not for long,” Ethan declared, “and then we’ll just see about who’s taking who.” He concentrated hard on returning to his old male body. A full minute passed with no result. “It’s not working! Oh man, don’t tell me I have to go through another day as a woman while the rings charge again.”

“The rings are still golden. They should work,” Luna insisted. “Try something else.”

“What do you think I’ve been doing?” Ethan snapped. “Here, you try.” He removed and replaced the ring.

Luna easily ballooned her own breasts out and shrank them back. When she tried to change Ethan back to normal, nothing happened.

“I can’t get you to change back either. I don’t understand it.” She experimented further, shifting his hair from short red to long blonde, then curly brunette, then shoulder-length straight red. “I can change your hair no problem… now why can’t I… Oh… oh no… couldn’t be!”

“What?”

“I want to try something. I’m going to try making you a month older. Let me know what you notice.”

“A month? How in the world would I notice a month difference…” Ethan trailed off. His face paled. “I… uh… I don’t… I think… I’m… going to be sick!” He bolted for the bathroom, breasts bouncing wildly as he ran.

Luna waited. When a somewhat wobbly, paler Ethan finally returned, she asked softly, “Feeling better?”

“I think so. What happened?”

“I’m pretty sure I understand what’s going on,” Luna said carefully. “Do you want the good news or the bad news first?”

“Good news! I definitely need some good news.”

“The rings are working fine. You’re not stuck. We’ll be able to get you back to your old self… just not right away.”

“That’s good news? What do you mean by not right away? Why is there a delay?”

“You know how every time we talk about getting married, we always get sidetracked on starting a family and never seem to resolve anything?”

“I don’t think this is a good time for discussing marriage and families,” Ethan demanded, voice rising. “We have a bigger issue to deal with. Besides, look at me! I’d be a pretty odd-looking groom. I always said I wanted to marry you — I’m just not ready to start a family. Now would you drop this subject and please explain what’s going on?”

“I’m afraid that’s no longer an option,” Luna said quietly. “Ready or not, we’ve started a family.” She sighed, a strange mix of awe and dark excitement in her eyes. “Damn… I must have imagined my wedding a thousand times, but none of those daydreams had someone else as the bride.”

Ethan reeled. “Well… I guess if you’re the bride, I have no choice but to be the groom.” He watched, stunned, as Luna blurred and reformed into a taller, fitter, subtly improved version of his old male self — broader shoulders, stronger jaw, every inch the perfect “Brad Prime.”

“No! This can’t be!” Ethan cried. “There has to be another way! I’ll… I’ll see a doctor. A doctor can make me unpregnant. Yeah, that’ll work. It’ll be pretty embarrassing, but then… ulp… I’m going to be sick! Make it stop, make it stop!”

Responding to his panicked pleas, Luna remembered her sister’s pregnancy and willed Ethan four months older, pushing him well past the morning-sickness phase. The nausea vanished instantly… but the new symptoms crashed in all at once.

Ethan’s breasts suddenly felt heavier, fuller, almost painfully tender. The nipples — now darker, thicker, and ultra-sensitive — throbbed with every heartbeat, sending sharp little sparks straight to his core. His belly had rounded out noticeably, the skin stretched tight and warm, giving him a soft, undeniably pregnant curve that swayed with each step. A wave of bone-deep fatigue rolled over him, making his limbs feel heavy and his eyelids droop. He needed to pee again already, the pressure urgent and constant. Bloating made his lower belly feel tight and gassy, while a sudden wave of moodiness had him fighting back tears one second and craving Luna’s touch the next. His sense of smell sharpened dramatically; the faint scent of Luna’s shampoo suddenly made his stomach flip even as it turned him on.

“What happened?” he asked, voice shaky, one hand cradling the gentle swell while the other instinctively cupped a sore breast.

“You were about to be sick again, so I aged you a few months to get you past the morning sickness. Apparently it worked. How do you feel?”

“I feel fat,” Ethan muttered, hands cradling the warm, rounded belly. The weight of his heavier breasts made them ache deliciously with every breath. “I guess this is better than being sick… so thanks… I think.”

“Oh pooh, you’re not fat,” Luna said softly, stepping close and resting her hands on his belly. She could feel the heat radiating from the stretched skin. “You’re only in the middle of your second trimester. You’ll still look great in a wedding dress. If anything, those boobs will set the dress off even better. Add a little extra bustle and no one will notice the waist. Of course we’ll have to move quickly. You won’t be able to hide that much longer.”

“Whoa, whoa! Getting married is fine with me, but I intend to do it as the groom, not the bride. I just need to find a doctor to undo this and—”

“Ethan!” Luna interrupted firmly. “You don’t just undo a pregnancy. What you’re talking about is an abortion. You don’t just make it go away. You’re talking about a major life-altering decision. You won’t be able to just waltz into a doctor’s office and say ‘unscrew me please.’ Not to put too fine a point on it, but you are quite literally fucked. I’m sorry this happened — it was an accident — but we need to make the best of it. Now see if you can find something to wear. It won’t be flattering, but it only has to do for today. First we’ll hit the maternity shops so you can have clothes and bras that fit, then we need to go into whirlwind wedding arrangements.”

“Maternity shopping hell! I’m finding a doctor!” Ethan shrieked.

Luna took a slow, deep breath for calm. “Ethan, I’m sorry — that’s simply not an option either. I already tried making you younger to back up before the pregnancy. It doesn’t work. I can’t back it up.” Seeing the blank look on his face, she continued gently, “Ethan… you’re five months pregnant! No doctor would even consider performing an abortion on a healthy young woman at your stage. Now stop this silliness and be a man… ur… adult about this.”

“Nooooo! Noooo…..” Ethan began screeching, voice cracking with panic.

“Oh Ethan, I’m sorry about this,” Luna whispered, concentrating as he continued his tantrum. She willed the rings to settle his mind, just enough.

Sniffling to a stop, Ethan felt momentarily confused. Then his expression softened into something dreamy and needy. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what came over me. I guess it’s these wacky pregnancy hormones.” His voice had turned sweet, breathy, almost girlish. “You’re right — I do need some clothes that fit… but I don’t want any frumpy stuff. If I’m going to look like a mini-blimp, I want to be a sexy mini-blimp.”

He wandered over to Luna, took one of her large hands in both of his small ones, and brought it up to cover his swollen, erect nipple, staring up into her eyes with pure, filthy hunger. The tender, heavier breasts felt hot and ultra-sensitive under her palm; the dark nipple throbbed and tightened instantly. “You know, now that the damage is done, so to speak… it would be a shame not to take advantage of it.” His voice dropped into a sultry coo as one delicate little hand slid down and wrapped around Luna’s very large, very hard erection, stroking it slowly. “I’m so fucking wet already… feel how much my pregnant little pussy needs you.”

Luna’s breath caught. The mental shift was complete — Ethan was gone, replaced by a shameless, cock-hungry pregnant slut who craved every filthy second of what was coming. “I think you’re right,” Luna agreed, voice thick with lust. She smiled, already imagining Ethan growing even bigger and rounder over the next four… no, five months. Glancing at the still-yellow rings, she thought, Yes, definitely five more months. Ethan would become positively stupendous reaching a ten-month term, and that jump in libido will make it all the more interesting getting there. After that… well, we’ll see.

She pulled him close and kissed him deeply, slow and romantic, tongues sliding together while her hands roamed his changed body — cupping the heavy, sensitive breasts that now felt fuller and hotter in her palms, thumbs circling the dark, puffy nipples until he whimpered into her mouth. The soreness made every touch electric; Ethan moaned louder, pressing the tender mounds harder against her hands like he needed the ache as much as the pleasure.

Luna trailed kisses down his neck, sucking gently, then lower, lavishing attention on those swollen, hormone-heavy tits until he was moaning and grinding his slick, dripping pussy against her thigh. The rounded belly pressed warmly between them, a constant reminder of the life growing inside him, and it only made her cock throb harder.

“Fuck… I need you inside me,” Ethan begged, voice high and slutty. “I need this big pregnant belly bouncing while you rail me.”

Luna laid him back on the bed, spreading his legs wide. She took her time, rubbing the thick head of her cock up and down his soaked folds, teasing his swollen clit while one hand gently massaged the heavy, sore breasts. The fatigue made him languid and pliant, every movement slow and sensual. When she finally pushed in, inch by slow, stretching inch, Ethan’s back arched and a long, throaty moan spilled out.

“Oh my god… yes… fill your knocked-up little slut,” he gasped, hands gripping the sheets. Luna started slow and deep, savoring the way his pregnant belly pressed against her with every thrust, the way his pussy clenched and fluttered around her like it was made for her cock. She reached between them to rub his clit in tight circles while she drove in deeper, hitting that perfect spot until he shattered, screaming her name as his pussy gushed around her.

She didn’t stop. She flipped him onto his hands and knees, one hand cradling the warm, rounded swell of his belly protectively while the other gripped his hip, pounding into him from behind. Ethan pushed back like a bitch in heat, moaning filthily with every slap of skin on skin. “Yes— breed me again— make me even bigger— I love being your pregnant fucktoy!”

Luna reached around to pinch and tug his sensitive nipples, rolling the sore, puffy peaks between her fingers while she fucked him senseless. Another orgasm ripped through him, then another, until he was a trembling, babbling mess of “please” and “more” and “I love you” mixed with the dirtiest, sluttiest pleas she had ever heard. The bloating made his belly feel even tighter and rounder under her palm; the constant need to pee only heightened the erotic urgency of every thrust.

Only when he was limp and glowing, pussy still fluttering around her cock, did Luna let herself go. She buried herself to the hilt and came hard, flooding him with pulse after pulse while she kissed the back of his neck and whispered how beautiful he was, how perfect he looked carrying her baby, how much she loved him like this.

They collapsed together, Luna spooning him from behind, one hand gently stroking the soft, warm curve of his pregnant belly while the other caressed his heavy, tender breast. Ethan sighed happily, completely sated, completely hers — the fatigue pulling him into a contented doze even as his body still trembled with aftershocks.

Luna glanced once more at the yellow rings on the nightstand and smiled. Five more months of this? She couldn’t wait.


Epilogue

Five Months Later – The Perfect Family

Five months had passed. Luna and Ethan married in an intimate ceremony at the Harrington estate. Luna stood tall and commanding in a crisp black tuxedo. Ethan, glowing and heavily pregnant in a custom white maternity gown that lovingly hugged every lush curve, walked down the aisle with a dreamy, cock-hungry smile that never quite left his lips.

The rings had done exactly what Luna secretly hoped. Ethan’s mind remained blissfully altered — a perfect, sex-fueled wife and soon-to-be mother who lived for Luna’s touch, her cock, and the constant, growing proof of their love swelling inside him. Luna had fallen completely in love with being the man: the strength, the height, the effortless dominance, and the way Ethan’s eyes lit up every time she took control. The nonstop sex had only deepened that bond. Morning, noon, and night — they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

Tonight was no different.

Luna lay sprawled on their king-sized bed, robe open, thick cock standing hard and ready. Ethan straddled her hips, ten months pregnant and gloriously huge. His belly was a massive, taut dome resting heavily on Luna’s abs, skin stretched shiny and warm. His breasts — upgraded by the rings into massive, milk-filled F-cups — were heavy, veiny, and constantly leaking thin streams of sweet colostrum from dark, puffy nipples.

Ethan sank down onto Luna’s cock with a long, throaty moan, his slick, pregnant pussy swallowing every thick inch. “Mmmph— fuck, baby… you feel so good,” he whimpered, hands bracing on Luna’s chest as he started to ride. His enormous belly bounced and swayed, the weight making every movement slow, heavy, and filthy. Milk beaded and dripped from his nipples, splattering across Luna’s skin.

Luna’s hands roamed possessively — one cradling the massive curve of his belly, feeling their daughter kick and shift, the other cupping one heavy, leaking tit and squeezing until more milk sprayed. “That’s it, my perfect little wife,” she growled lovingly. “Ride me. Show me how much this pregnant pussy needs its husband’s cock.”

Ethan’s head fell back, hair tousled, eyes glassy. “Yes— oh god, yes! I’m your knocked-up little slut… your milk-heavy breeding wife…” He ground down harder, clit rubbing against Luna’s base, pussy clenching in rhythmic waves. The added weight of his belly and tits made every bounce obscene and intoxicating.

Luna thrust up to meet him, rubbing his clit while pinching a leaking nipple. “Look at you… so full of my baby, so fucking beautiful.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. “Yes— keep me pregnant— fill me again after she’s born—”

A sudden, powerful gush of warm fluid flooded over Luna’s cock.

His water had broken.

Ethan’s eyes flew wide, but the orgasm hit at the same moment — a long, shuddering climax that made his massive belly tighten and his pussy clamp down hard. “Oh fuck— Luna— it’s happening— baby’s coming—!”

Luna gently lifted him off and helped him dress. “I’ve got you, baby. Breathe. We’re doing this together.”

The drive to the hospital was a blur of contractions and Ethan’s breathy, horny little moans between them. Six intense, beautiful hours later, surrounded by soft lighting and monitors, Ethan delivered a healthy baby girl.

She came into the world screaming, tiny fists waving. Luna cut the cord with tears in her eyes while Ethan, exhausted and glowing, cradled their daughter to his still-leaking breasts. The baby latched instantly, suckling with greedy little noises.

“You did it, my beautiful wife,” Luna whispered, kissing Ethan’s forehead, then the baby’s. “Our little family… exactly how it was always meant to be.”

Ethan smiled dreamily, voice soft and content. “I love you… both of you. And when she’s a little older… we’re putting those rings back on and making you a daddy again. I want to stay like this forever — your pregnant, milk-heavy, cock-hungry wife.”

Luna kissed him deeply, slow and romantic, while their daughter nursed between them. The yellow rings waited safely back at the condo… but they both already knew they’d be using them again soon.

The End… or just the beginning.
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Divorced and desperate for a fresh start, Ryan Kessler thinks he’s bought a ticket to freedom when he pins on a pair of enchanted pilot’s wings—only to find himself grounded in the body of Ava Hartley, a bubbly, ditzy 23-year-old flight attendant built for seduction. With every click-clack of her four-inch stilettos and every straining button of her tight navy uniform, Ryan’s old life dissolves into a haze of high-altitude arousal and an addiction to the hungry stares of everyone he meets. What starts as private exploration with black lace and toys turns into a permanent reality when a magical restriction traps him in Ava's form forever, forcing him to trade his identity for a life of mile-high tension and luxury. From grinding through turbulence to a steamy, snow-bound lesbian encounter in an Aspen suite, Ava fully embraces her role as the ultimate airhead center of attention. Packed with uniform fetish, explicit transformation, and a total surrender to desire, High Altitude Heat proves that some escapes are impossible to leave—and even better to experience.


The Desire Bracelet

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


Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers

Alex Rivera believed the mysterious silver ring was nothing more than a harmless fantasy tool—until a single touch granted him the power to become anyone he desired. But a private night of exploration turns into a permanent trap when Alex finds himself caught in his gorgeous neighbor's skin, only to lose the ring and his identity in one devastating moment. Now forced to live as Mara Kane, Alex must navigate a world of hyper-sexualized attention, navigating the dizzying heights of supermodel fame while his mind buckles under the constant, addictive thrum of his stolen body’s desires. As the boundaries of his old self dissolve into a haze of bouncing curves and overwhelming arousal, he faces the ultimate dark temptation: to stop fighting and finally surrender to the beauty he stole. Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers is a raw, unapologetic dive into extreme transformation and the delicious, taboo price of a life lived as someone else.


A Harem Wish

Brody Vale’s cocky swagger vanishes the moment a genie grants his wish to be surrounded by beautiful women—by turning him into the most breathtaking one of all. Now Amira, an eighteen-year-old Arabian masterpiece with gravity-defying curves and a body built for surrender, the former streamer is forced to dance for her masters before being claimed in a honeymoon of shattering, addictive pleasure. When a desperate final wish to undo the magic backfires, Brody finds himself permanently reset as his parents’ adopted Middle Eastern daughter, already pregnant and dressed like a walking wet dream. Trapped in a loop of surging hormones and a constant, dripping need for her boyfriend’s touch, Amira must accept that her old life is dead and her new reality is a perpetual state of erotic service. A Harem Wish is a steamy, humiliating descent into permanent transformation, where every curve is a cage and every climax is a reminder that some wishes should never come true.


Dripping Spirits: From Olympic Dreams to Bimbo Cream

Tyler’s quest for Olympic glory takes a devastatingly erotic turn when a genie’s wish transforms him into Taryn, a busty, auburn-haired swim star whose high-performance body comes with an insatiable new hunger. After weeks of locker-room humiliations and falling into "girlfriend mode" under the relentless touch of a magically created hunk, a desperate attempt to swap bodies backfires, plunging him even deeper into a permanent feminine abyss. Now trapped as Chloe—a golden-blonde, hyper-curvy bimbo with gravity-defying breasts and a mind flooded with pink, cock-obsessed thoughts—every trace of Tyler is wiped away by a brainless, giggling devotion to being a perfect, dripping slut. From frantic hallway encounters to all-night breeding sessions, Chloe lives only to please her man and dream of a pregnant walk down the aisle. This is a scorching tale of total bimboification and mind-altering surrender, where the only thing more permanent than the curves is the lust.


Misdirected Desires

Sofia Luna Reyes thought swapping bodies with her arrogant boss Jordan Ellis would be the ultimate revenge—until a botched “justice spell” from a shady psychic sends everything spiraling into chaos. Instead of waking up as the powerful lawyer, 84-year-old Alex Torres, Jordan’s gentle silver-fox neighbor, opens his eyes in Sofia’s breathtaking 26-year-old body—complete with heavy, sensitive breasts, a slick, throbbing core that never stops aching, and a relentless feminine libido that demands satisfaction. Trapped in her stunning form while the real Sofia perishes in his frail body, Alex must navigate heels, raging hormones, and the overwhelming rush of raw, feminine ecstasy. As the new Sofia, she fights to conceal the wise older soul behind those emerald eyes, but Jordan finds himself inexplicably drawn to his once-hostile receptionist, the electric chemistry between them impossible to deny. From frantic mirror explorations and secret garden romps to a passionate wedding night filled with multi-orgasmic bliss, “Sofia” discovers that being a woman is far more intoxicating than she ever dreamed. Misdirected Desires is a scorching body-swap erotic romance packed with explicit gender transformation, intense female pleasure, forbidden age-gap tension, and a heartfelt love story that proves the sweetest revenge is surrendering to delicious desire in someone else’s skin.


Out of My Skin

When broke college nerd Alex Rivera drunkenly drops $99.99 on a sketchy rabbit’s foot from Bauble’s & Bargains, he never expects it to actually work. One whispered wish later, he’s living every powerless loser’s fantasy — turning the hottest, bitchiest girls on campus into desperate, hyper-sensitive, cum-craving sluts with bodies built for sin.
Bullies become busty lesbian cam-girls. Arrogant jocks watch their cocks shrink while their chests explode into hypersensitive G-cups. Even his own arrogant stepbrother ends up as a leaking, pregnant stripper grinding for tips. With unlimited power and zero consequences, Alex’s revenge spirals into a non-stop orgy of mind control, body worship, and public humiliation.
But magic always demands a price. Two years later, the changes are permanent. The victims have adapted to their new lives in the hottest, most humiliating ways possible — and the once all-powerful Alex has vanished.
What happened in Vegas didn’t stay in Vegas.
A deliciously dark, wildly erotic tale of transformation, revenge, and karmic payback that will leave you soaked, shocked, and strangely satisfied.


Bred in The Ice Age

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