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Chapter 1

The Wager

“There’s no fucking way this works,” Ryan muttered, eyes locked on his ridiculously hot girlfriend.

Lexi flashed that wicked little smile that always made his cock twitch, her platinum-blonde ponytail swinging as she leaned against the kitchen counter of their Ponte Vedra Beach apartment. Outside the sliding glass doors, the humid Florida morning already shimmered with heat rising off the Intracoastal. “It will work, babe. And it’s the only way I finally beat Taylor at her own game. She’s been rubbing that apartment bet in my face for weeks on the group chat.”

Ryan crossed his tanned, muscular arms over his chest, the faded Gators tank top stretching tight across his pecs. “You’re the one who bragged you could take her after three lessons at TPC Sawgrass. This is on you.”

Lexi stepped in close, the thin fabric of her golf skirt brushing his thighs. “Come on… you said all I needed was the right teacher.” Her voice dropped into that husky purr that always short-circuited his brain. “Besides, if I win, Taylor has to crash at her mom’s all weekend. No more ‘accidental’ run-ins in the hallway, no more lingering stares while you’re shirtless on the balcony. And you know how much she hates losing. She’ll be stuck with Elena all weekend—spa days, lectures about ‘finding a nice boy,’ the whole nightmare. She does not want that.”

Ryan shook his head, a low chuckle rumbling in his throat. “What’s been up with her lately anyway? She used to avoid me like I had the plague. Now every time I turn around she’s staring, offering to grab my coffee, brushing my arm ‘by accident.’ It’s low-key creepy.”

Lexi reached up, her dainty fingers tracing the stubble along his jaw. The scent of her coconut sunscreen and that sweet vanilla body spray wrapped around him like a drug. “Maybe she finally realized what a great guy she’s missing.” Her other hand slid down, palm flat against the hard ridges of his abs, feeling them tighten under her touch.

“I think she’s a straight-up nut job,” Ryan said, voice rough. “Why do you even still live with her?”

“Hey, be nice!” Lexi snapped, eyes flashing, but the edge melted into something softer, needier. “We’ve been best friends since first grade. Plus I couldn’t swing this place and full-time classes at UNF without her splitting rent. I’m just tired of always losing to her.” She pressed closer, the soft swell of her tits brushing his arm through her tight golf polo. “Please, Ry? Do this for me.”

When he still looked unconvinced, Lexi rose onto her toes, lips grazing the side of his neck. She let her breasts drag deliberately across his chest, nipples already tight little points he could feel through the thin fabric. “Please,” she cooed, voice dripping sex. One dainty hand trailed lower, nails scraping lightly down his stomach until her palm cupped the thick, rapidly hardening ridge straining against his shorts. She gave a slow, teasing squeeze.

Ryan groaned, hips jerking forward on instinct. The heat of her hand through the thin material sent a bolt of pure want straight to his balls. “The Gators game kicks off at one. Your tee time’s noon—I’ll miss the whole damn thing.”

Lexi’s fingers stroked him again, firmer this time, thumb circling the sensitive head through his shorts until a wet spot darkened the fabric. “I promise I’ll make it up to you tonight.” She kissed him deeper, tongue flicking his earlobe while her hand kept working his cock with slow, filthy strokes. “Slow. Wet. Loud. You can bend me over the balcony railing and fuck me while the ocean breeze cools the sweat on our skin. Deal?”

His resolve crumbled. “Fine. Fine, I’ll do it—if that thing even works. Where’d you get it again?”

Lexi’s grin turned impish as she pulled back just enough to reach into her golf bag. “Baubles & Bargains—that weird pop-up shop that appeared between the Lululemon and the Apple Store at the mall last week. The owner, this silver-haired guy named Elias Hawthorne? Total vibe. Indigo robe over a faded Orlando Indie Fest tee, like he stepped out of a music festival and into a wizard cosplay. He leaned on the counter, smiled that lazy, knowing smile, and said, ‘Everything you want… for a price.’ Handed me this stone like it was no big deal. Swore it was the real thing.”

She pulled out a small velvet pouch and tipped a highly polished black rock into her palm. A single strange rune glowed faintly silver under the morning light.

Ryan stared at it, already half-hard and half-regretting every life choice that had led him here. But the way Lexi’s eyes sparkled with mischief—and the memory of her hand on his cock—made the decision for him.

“Alright,” he said, voice thick. “Let’s see what this thing can do.”


Chapter 2

The Swap

Lexi gave Ryan that impish, trouble-making grin—the one that always promised she was about to drag him straight into delicious chaos—and bounced across the living room to her golf bag. The humid Florida morning already clung to everything, thick and warm through the open sliding doors, carrying the distant salt-tang of the Intracoastal just beyond their Ponte Vedra balcony. She fished out the small velvet pouch from the side pocket—the one normally stuffed with extra Titleist balls—and tipped the highly polished black rock into her palm. The single silver rune etched into its otherwise glassy surface caught the light like liquid mercury, shimmering faintly as if alive.

Ryan stepped right up behind her, his broad chest brushing her shoulder, the heat of his body pressing close enough that she could feel the hard ridge of his abs against her back. “It doesn’t look like much,” he said, voice low and skeptical, but his eyes were already darkening with curiosity.

“The guy at Baubles & Bargains—Elias Hawthorne—said all we have to do is touch it at the same time and we swap,” Lexi explained, holding the stone out between them. Her voice had that playful lilt, but her eyes were heavy, pupils blown wide with hunger. “Everything you want… for a price, right? That’s what he kept saying while he leaned on the counter in that indigo robe over his faded Orlando Indie Fest tee. Silver hair down to his shoulders, looking like he just stepped out of a music festival and into a wizard cosplay. Smiled that lazy, knowing smile and handed it over like it was nothing.”

Ryan laughed, the sound rumbling deep in his chest. “Did you keep your receipt? ’Cause when this doesn’t work I’m not explaining to the Gators why I missed kickoff for some mall-magic scam.” Still, he reached out, fingertips grazing the cool, glassy surface alongside hers.

The instant skin met stone, electricity slammed through every nerve ending like a lightning strike straight to the spine. A white-hot jolt lit Ryan up from the inside out—every muscle seizing, every hair standing on end. He blinked—

—and the world flipped upside down.

He was looking up at his own face. His own broad shoulders. His own cocky smirk staring back at him from a full foot higher than it had any right to be.

“Holy shit,” Ryan breathed, but the voice that spilled out was Lexi’s—light, breathy, unmistakably feminine. His hands flew up on pure instinct and cupped the heavy, soft weight of breasts now straining against the thin golf polo. His breasts. Full and plush, they filled his dainty palms completely, warm skin yielding under his fingers, nipples already tightening into aching, sensitive peaks that sent white-hot sparks shooting straight down to the sudden, slick heat blooming between his thighs. The sports bra felt too tight, the fabric dragging across hypersensitive skin with every tiny shift of his shoulders. His legs felt shorter, hips wider, center of gravity completely fucked. A needy little throb pulsed deep in his new clit, and a fresh rush of hot, slippery wetness soaked the lace panties he was somehow already wearing, the damp fabric clinging obscenely to his swollen folds.

The stone slipped from his manicured fingers and clattered to the tile floor, rolling a foot before stopping against the baseboard with a soft thunk.

Lexi—now towering in Ryan’s powerful, muscular body—stumbled back a step, one huge hand slapping the wall for balance. She looked down at herself, eyes wide, then reached between her legs and wrapped a big, strong palm around the thick, rapidly hardening cock tenting Ryan’s shorts. “Fuck… it’s so heavy,” she growled in Ryan’s deep, gravelly voice, giving it a slow, experimental stroke from root to tip. The groan that tore out of her throat was pure male pleasure, raw and hungry. “And it’s getting hard already—Jesus, babe, no wonder you’re always walking around half-hard. This thing is throbbing.” She squeezed again, thumb circling the sensitive head through the fabric until a wet spot bloomed dark against the shorts. Her hips jerked forward on instinct, chasing the friction.

They stared at each other across the living room, chests heaving, the air thick with shock and something far hotter.

Ryan couldn’t stop touching. His new fingers—small, delicate, with Lexi’s soft pink manicure—traced the smooth curve of his cheeks, then slid down to squeeze the soft, full tits again. Thumbs circled the stiff nipples in slow, deliberate strokes, and a helpless, breathy whimper slipped out of his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming: warm, heavy flesh yielding under his palms, the electric zing that shot straight to his soaked pussy every time he pinched or rolled the sensitive buds. His thighs pressed together on instinct, slick inner thighs rubbing, clit throbbing with a desperate, foreign ache that made his knees tremble. “This feels… filthy,” he whispered, voice shaking with Lexi’s soprano. “I’m so fucking wet already—God, I can feel it dripping down my thighs.”

Lexi grinned with Ryan’s cocky, lopsided smile and flexed, effortlessly lifting the heavy wooden coffee table one-handed like it weighed nothing more than a beach towel. Muscles bunched and rippled under Ryan’s tanned skin—her skin now—and the thick bulge in the shorts thickened visibly, straining harder against the fabric. She set the table down with a heavy thud and stalked over, two large hands landing on Ryan’s slender shoulders, pinning him in place against the wall. The height difference was dizzying; Ryan had to crane his neck to look up at his own face, the sheer size and strength of the body looming over him making his new pussy clench hard around nothing. “Tell me your name,” Lexi demanded, voice low and commanding, the same tone Ryan had used on her a hundred times in bed.

“You know who I am,” Ryan snapped—except the words came out in Lexi’s bratty, high-pitched tone, flustered and a little whiny.

“Just humor me. Your real name.”

“It’s… Lexi Summers.” The name left his mouth before he could stop it. His eyes widened in horror. “Wait—no—that’s not—Lexi—damn it, I’m Lexi and I’m a girl—fuck!” Panic flared hot in his chest, cheeks burning bright pink. The compulsion was already sinking its hooks in deep, rewriting his instincts from the inside out, forcing his body and mouth to act like hers whether he wanted it or not. His hands—her hands—kept absently stroking his own tits, thumbs flicking the nipples as if on autopilot, sending fresh gushes of slick down his thighs.

Lexi chuckled, deep and satisfied, the sound vibrating through Ryan’s old, broad chest. “Elias wasn’t lying. The stone belonged to some old sorcerer chasing immortality—swapping into younger bodies over and over. Part of the magic makes you become the person you’re in. You’ll think like me, talk like me, want like me… at least until we swap back.” Her hands slid down Ryan’s arms, then boldly cupped his new tits, thumbs flicking the stiff nipples until he gasped and arched into the touch. “And neither of us can tell anyone else about the swap. Not a single word. The compulsion won’t let us.”

Ryan’s pale skin flushed crimson with anger—and something hotter, sharper, more dangerous. A fresh gush of arousal slicked his thighs, the lace panties now soaked through and clinging obscenely. “You should’ve told me that before we touched the damn thing!” His voice came out shrill and exactly like Lexi when she was pissed, high and trembling. He tried to shove her hands away, but his new arms were weak, pathetic, trembling against the raw strength now coiled in Lexi’s borrowed body. For the first time in his life he felt small. Vulnerable. Intimidated by the sheer size of the man looming over him—his own body, now controlling him completely. The power exchange hit like the strongest drug he’d ever felt: his clit throbbed harder at the dominance, pussy clenching emptily, aching to be filled. “I don’t want to do this anymore. Swap us back. Now.”

Lexi drew herself up to Ryan’s full height, towering over him, and smirked that cocky smirk he knew so well. “No way. You agreed.” One big hand slid down, possessively palming the curve of Ryan’s ass through the short golf skirt, squeezing the soft, plump flesh hard enough to make him whimper. “Besides… I can’t afford to lose this bet.”

“You can’t just give up the apartment for the weekend?” Ryan asked, folding his arms beneath his breasts the exact way Lexi always did when she was mad—pushing them up until they nearly spilled out of the polo, the motion making them jiggle heavily.

Lexi’s rugged face looked briefly chagrined, but the smirk returned fast. “Ah… that wasn’t my end of the bet.” She turned, grabbed the golf bag like it weighed nothing, and slung it over one broad shoulder with effortless strength. “Let me load this in the car for you, sweetheart.”

“Don’t change the subject!” Ryan shrilled, stamping one dainty foot. The motion made his tits bounce and jiggle, sending another humiliating ripple of heat straight through his core, his clit pulsing in time with his racing heart. “Tell me what happens if I lose.”

Lexi shrugged those powerful shoulders, the motion making Ryan’s old biceps flex and bulge. “Look, you’re almost good enough to go pro. Beat Taylor and there’s nothing to worry about.” She leaned down, voice dropping to a filthy, dark whisper right against his ear, hot breath ghosting over the sensitive skin of his neck. “Now be a good girl and get that pretty little pussy in the car before I decide to test how sensitive it really is right here on the counter—fingers, tongue, maybe even this new cock I’m packing. Your choice, babe.”

Ryan’s knees nearly buckled at the dark promise delivered in his own voice. The compulsion whispered that Lexi would melt at dirty talk like that—so he did, a fresh rush of slick soaking through his panties and trickling down his inner thighs as he followed his old body out the door, heart hammering with equal parts terror, humiliation, and the most filthy, unwanted, desperate need he had ever felt in his life.

The Florida sun beat down on them as they stepped outside, but the heat inside Ryan’s new body was already burning hotter than anything the Sunshine State could throw at him.


Chapter 3

The Front Nine

The warm Florida breeze off the Intracoastal tugged at Ryan’s ponytail as he stepped onto the first tee at TPC Sawgrass. The legendary course stretched out like a sun-drenched emerald dream, palm fronds rustling overhead. By the time he and Lexi (now striding confidently in his old muscular body) reached the members-only lot, Taylor had already burned through a full bucket of balls and stood ready on the tee box, tall and athletic, looking every inch the predator.

Elena, Taylor’s elegant mother, stood beside her in a crisp white golf dress, mid-argument as usual. “Darling, you really should move back home. The guest house is waiting.”

Taylor rolled her eyes. “Mom, I’m twenty-four.”

Lexi grabbed Ryan for a quick, possessive kiss right there on the cart path. Strong hands cupped the back of his neck, tilting his head up as Lexi’s mouth claimed his. Ryan melted instantly—body going soft, face flushing, heart slamming. When she pulled back she whispered in his old deep voice, “Kick her ass, babe,” then sauntered off toward the sports bar.

Now Ryan stood alone on the tee box in Lexi’s golf outfit: tight white skort barely covering the curve of his ass, pink polo stretched across full, heavy breasts. Every breeze slipped under the short hem and kissed his smooth thighs and the still-damp lace of his panties. The compulsion whispered constantly: Lexi would smile sweetly. Lexi would laugh it off. His new pussy gave a traitorous little clench, a fresh slick of arousal soaking the fabric between his legs.

Taylor addressed her ball, long legs planted wide, ass flexing in her tailored shorts. Ryan watched, a confusing swirl of emotions knotting in his stomach. Not attraction—more an envious appreciation of how powerful that body looked. The way her shoulders rolled, the smooth power in her hips… it made his borrowed clit throb softly.

TING.

Taylor’s drive soared straight down the fairway. Elena followed with a low, laser-like shot that outdistanced her daughter’s.

Ryan stepped up, hands dainty on the grip. Nice and smooth, he told himself. But the heavy bounce of his breasts threw off his balance. Nipples dragged against the sports bra with electric friction. The club caught the ball thin; it sliced viciously into the trees.

“Not too bad for you, Lexi,” Taylor grinned. “Mulligan?”

Ryan forced Lexi’s sweet smile. “Not yet, thanks.” His cheeks burned.

By the seventh hole he was five strokes behind and sweating for all the wrong reasons. Every swing still felt alien. His tits jiggled constantly, ponytail whipped his neck, slick thighs rubbed with every step. His pussy stayed perpetually damp, lace panties clinging obscenely to his swollen folds. What the hell was Lexi thinking, swapping at the last minute? he wondered.

Taylor’s form was flawless—smooth swing, powerful hips. As she bent to retrieve her tee, Ryan’s eyes traced the long, toned lines of her legs and firm ass. Her nose might be a little strong and she’s practically flat-chested, but damn… those legs and that ass are perfect. The thought floated through unbidden. He realized with a jolt he wasn’t attracted to her at all. It was clinical admiration—the kind Lexi would feel. The compulsion was already rewriting his desires.

This time Ryan made solid contact and won the hole with a clutch putt. “Ha! And the comeback begins!”

“Those lessons must be paying off,” Taylor agreed as they pushed their carts. “But I’m still taking this.”

Realizing raw distance wasn’t going to work, Ryan switched to his short game. Lexi’s body proved surprisingly precise up close. He won the next two holes with pure finesse, closing out the front nine down by only two strokes.

“Well, girls, this is where I leave you,” Elena said brightly. “I’ve got errands, then lasagna for dinner. Be at the house by six, darling.”

After the goodbyes, Ryan looked at Taylor, the compulsion making his voice light and teasing. “I thought you were crashing with your folks if I won. You admitting defeat already?”

Taylor laughed. “Of course not. But it’s been forever since I stayed over, and you know how Mom gets. Figured this would make her happy and get her off my back for a while.”

Ryan nodded, but inside the panic was building. Two strokes down. His body still didn’t feel like his own. Every glance at his reflection in a cart mirror showed Lexi’s pretty, flushed face—and with it, another piece of himself slipping away, replaced by something softer… sweeter… and far more dangerously aroused.

The back nine was going to be a war.

And Ryan wasn’t sure how much longer he could fight the compulsion that wanted him to lose—beautifully, femininely, and completely.


Chapter 4

The Midway Check

Ryan’s dainty hand trembled slightly on the grip of the golf cart as they rolled toward the tenth tee, the warm Florida sun beating down on his exposed cleavage and making sweat trickle in slow, teasing rivulets between his heavy breasts. The front nine had left him flushed and breathless—not just from the game, but from the relentless, humiliating awareness of Lexi’s body. Every step made his tits bounce softly, nipples dragging against the damp sports bra with electric little sparks that kept his new clit swollen and aching. His soaked lace panties clung obscenely to his puffy folds, the constant slick slide of his thighs a filthy reminder that the compulsion was already rewriting him from the inside out. He could feel Lexi’s mannerisms bleeding in— the way his hips swayed a little more than he wanted, the soft, breathy way he exhaled when he was frustrated, the way his cheeks flushed pink at the slightest dirty thought.

“Fuck… let’s take a quick break before the back nine,” Ryan said, the words coming out in Lexi’s light, feminine tone even though he’d meant them to sound gruff. “I need to see how… how Ryan is doing.” The name felt strange on his tongue, like it belonged to someone else entirely.

Taylor raised a perfectly arched eyebrow, wiping a bead of sweat from her temple. “Sure, I could use some water and a quick snack anyway. Where is Ryan? He could’ve played with us—would’ve made it more fun.”

Ryan’s stomach twisted. The compulsion was getting stronger, forcing him to answer exactly as Lexi would. “Oh, he wanted to watch some dumb football game.” The words slipped out before he could stop them, and horror bloomed hot in his chest. Dumb? He loved football. He’d played in high school, lived for Gators games, screamed at the TV like a maniac. But now the word felt natural, almost automatic, as if Lexi’s mild disinterest in sports had overwritten his own passion. His pussy gave an involuntary clench at the slip, a fresh rush of slick soaking through his panties and trickling down his inner thigh. Shame and unwanted heat twisted together until he couldn’t tell which was stronger.

He pushed the cart toward the clubhouse, the short golf skort riding up just enough to let the warm breeze kiss the bare skin of his ass cheeks. Taylor followed, chatting lightly about her last putt, but Ryan’s mind was racing. The sports bar at the south end of TPC Sawgrass was half-full—club members in polos nursing beers, big screens blazing with the Gators game in the second quarter. He spotted himself immediately: Lexi in his body, lounging at the bar like she owned the place, broad shoulders relaxed, one muscular arm draped over the back of the stool. His old body looked good—tanned, strong, effortlessly masculine—and Ryan felt a confusing spike of heat low in his belly as he watched it.

Lexi’s head turned, eyes tracking a well-endowed waitress who flounced past in a tight club uniform, hips swaying, tits bouncing with every step. Ryan’s cheeks burned. Amusement flickered first—yeah, that’s exactly what I’d do—but irritation surged right behind it, hot and sharp. That’s my body she’s using to eye-fuck the waitress. And beneath the irritation… something darker, slicker. His new clit throbbed in time with his racing pulse, pussy fluttering as if the male gaze was somehow turning him on by proxy.

He marched over and punched Lexi’s old shoulder—his own shoulder—hard enough to sting his dainty knuckles. “Hey, you can put your eyes back in your head,” he snapped, the words coming out in Lexi’s bratty, high-pitched voice.

Lexi turned, looking briefly embarrassed in Ryan’s rugged face, then grinned that cocky, lopsided smirk Ryan knew so well. “I can’t help it. Besides, if she’s gonna advertise like that, I’m gonna look.” It was the exact line Ryan had used on Lexi a hundred times, and hearing it in his own deep voice while staring up at his own face made something inside him twist with humiliating arousal. His nipples tightened into aching peaks, and another rush of wetness slicked his thighs.

“So… how are you doing, babe?” Lexi asked, voice low and intimate, the way Ryan used to talk to her.

“I’m down by two,” Ryan said, sudden anger flaring hot in his chest. The compulsion made his voice come out breathy and pouty instead of furious. “Why the hell did you wait until just before the game to switch? If I’d had a couple more hours in this body, or even a chance to hit a bucket of balls, I’d be up by half a dozen strokes right now.”

Lexi slid off the barstool with effortless grace—his effortless grace—and wrapped Ryan in a powerful hug. Strong arms engulfed him completely, pulling his smaller, softer body flush against a hard, muscular chest. Ryan’s heavy breasts mashed against Lexi’s pecs, nipples dragging deliciously through the thin polo and sending sparks straight to his dripping core. The scent of his own cologne mixed with fresh sweat and the faint musk of male arousal wrapped around him like a drug. He felt tiny in those arms—fragile, protected, owned. His pussy clenched hard, a needy little spasm that made his knees wobble. The power exchange hit him like a freight train: this was his body dominating him now, and his borrowed cunt was loving it.

“Keep your voice down,” Lexi murmured into his ear, the deep rumble vibrating through Ryan’s tits and making his clit throb. She squeezed him tighter, one big hand sliding down to rest possessively at the small of his back, fingers brushing the upper curve of his ass through the skort. “I waited until the last minute for exactly that reason. Taylor knows me. If I showed up suddenly playing like a pro, she’d know something was up. You can only win by a little, or she might figure out the swap.”

Ryan shivered, the sound of his own voice saying those words while he was pressed against his own chest making his head spin. “There’s no way I want Taylor finding out I swapped with you. She’d never let me live it down—she’d blackmail me for life.”

Lexi’s hand dipped lower, giving his ass a slow, filthy squeeze that made Ryan’s breath hitch. “Besides, I was worried about the compulsion too. You see…”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Ryan interrupted, trying to sound angry but only managing Lexi’s flustered whine.

“Haven’t you noticed any changes since the switch?” Lexi asked, voice dropping to that intimate rumble again. She pulled back just enough to look down at him, still holding him close, their bodies pressed together from tits to hips. “I normally hate football. Can’t stand it. But I can’t stop watching this game. It’s because I know you love it, so now I have to watch it. And I’m not normally into women… but you caught me checking out that waitress like I wanted to bend her over the bar.”

Ryan nodded, cheeks burning hotter. “Yeah… when we left the apartment, I felt so uncoordinated, like I was wearing someone else’s skin. But now it feels… almost natural.” His voice softened against his will, the compulsion making him sound sweetly vulnerable. “Which is good, or I’d be hopelessly behind right now.” Inside, panic and filthy heat warred: part of him was screaming that this was wrong, while another part—the part growing stronger every minute—loved how sensitive and responsive Lexi’s body was, how every squeeze of those strong arms made his pussy flutter and drip.

“Up to a point,” Lexi warned, still holding him close, one thumb absently stroking the side of his breast through the polo. The casual touch made Ryan’s nipple tighten into a hard little point, sending another gush of slick down his thighs. “I’ve never beaten Taylor at golf in my life. If you stay in my body too long, the compulsion might make you throw the round without even realizing it. That’s why I told her I’ve been taking lessons and practicing every day—I’m trying to make a win feel believable.”

Ryan looked up at his own face, stunned, the full weight of the magic settling over him like a heavy, erotic blanket. “Okay… I think it’s time you told me exactly what happens if I lose.”

Lexi nodded, eyes darkening with something hungry and a little guilty. Then her gaze flicked past Ryan’s shoulder and widened. “Hi, Taylor,” she said smoothly, switching back to that casual, confident tone. “Well, babe… looks like your break is over.”

Ryan’s heart slammed against his ribs as he turned, the compulsion already smoothing his face into Lexi’s bright, competitive smile even while terror and traitorous arousal coiled tight in his soaked core.

The back nine was calling. And so was whatever dark, filthy price Elias Hawthorne had hinted at with that knowing smile back at Baubles & Bargains.


Chapter 5

Compulsion on the Back Nine

Ryan’s dainty fingers gripped the steering wheel of the golf cart a little too tightly as they rolled toward the tenth tee, the warm Florida sun beating down on his exposed cleavage and turning the sweat between his heavy breasts into slow, teasing rivulets that trickled down into the damp valley of his cleavage. The back nine at TPC Sawgrass stretched out like a sun-drenched gauntlet—manicured fairways gleaming emerald under the clear blue sky, palm fronds whispering in the breeze off the Intracoastal, the distant splash of a fountain mixing with the low chatter of other members. But all Ryan could feel was a deep, crawling sense of foreboding that had nothing to do with the score and everything to do with Lexi’s warning still echoing in his head.

The compulsion to BE the person you swapped with.

What if he started playing like shit because deep down the magic knew the real Lexi was a terrible golfer? What if his own skill kept leaking away, replaced by her instinctive flubs and feminine hesitations? The thought made his stomach twist, but the twist turned into something hotter, slicker—his new pussy gave a slow, needy clench, a fresh rush of wetness soaking the already-drenched lace of his panties and making his smooth inner thighs slide together with every step. The constant, humiliating awareness of Lexi’s body was becoming unbearable: the soft jiggle of his full tits with every bump of the cart, the way his nipples dragged against the damp sports bra like little electric tongues, the persistent throb of his swollen clit rubbing against the soaked fabric. He was dripping, and the compulsion kept whispering that Lexi would be blushing and squirming right now, so of course he was too.

Since he’d scraped out the win on the ninth, Ryan teed off first. He took his time, trying to ignore the way his breasts shifted heavily as he addressed the ball, the sports bra digging in just enough to keep his nipples stiff and aching. Nice and smooth, he told himself, let the club do the work. He swung—and made solid contact. The ball flew true, bouncing to a stop just before the dogleg and setting up a perfect second shot. For a moment the worries eased. Maybe he could still fight this.

Taylor’s hole turned out to be her worst of the day. By the time Ryan sank a clutch ten-footer for birdie, he was up three strokes on the hole and suddenly in the overall lead. His heart raced, tits heaving with each excited breath, pussy fluttering with a confusing mix of triumph and traitorous heat.

“Ryan must have given you some really good advice,” Taylor groused as they pushed their carts toward the eleventh, her tall, athletic frame moving with easy power beside him. “You played that hole exactly like he does—smooth, confident, kinda cocky.”

Ryan shivered hard, the words sliding under his skin like a dirty secret. The compulsion forced a soft, breathy laugh out of him before he could stop it. “I told you I’ve been taking lessons,” he replied, voice coming out in Lexi’s light, flirty alto even though he’d meant it to sound smug. “And Ryan always gives the best advice.” Inside he was screaming—that’s my advice, my swing, my body she’s wearing—but the magic made it sound like a shy compliment instead.

Taylor nodded, eyes sparkling with mischief as they reached the tee. “So… have you slept with him yet?”

“Taylor!” Ryan shrieked, the sound high and girlish, exactly like Lexi when she was mortified. Heat flooded his cheeks, his whole face burning pink. His tits felt suddenly heavier, nipples tightening into hard little peaks that made him want to cross his arms and hide them. He’d tried to snap back with something cool like a gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell, but the compulsion twisted it into pure embarrassed deflection. Taylor’s laugh at his discomfort only made it worse—rich, teasing, knowing. Ryan’s pussy clenched hard at the sound, a fresh gush of slick trickling down his inner thigh and making the lace panties cling obscenely.

It must be the compulsion, he thought desperately as he teed up his shot. Lexi would get super embarrassed by a question like that. I’m reacting exactly like she would. The realization hit like a drug. He swung—and the club twisted in his dainty hands at the last second. The ball sliced viciously into the trees for the second time that day.

“Darn it!” Ryan hissed in Lexi’s alto, the word popping out before he could stop it. He’d meant to snarl “fuck,” but Kristy—Lexi—never cursed like that, so the magic wouldn’t let him. Anger and humiliation burned through him as he angrily stuffed the club back into the bag. His hands were shaking. Taylor’s drive flew perfectly down the fairway, a long, powerful rocket. Somehow Ryan managed to scramble a tie on the hole, but it felt like pure luck. The reminder of the compulsion had made it stronger—he could feel it now, like invisible chains tightening around his swing, his thoughts, his desires.

By the fifteenth hole they were dead even again. Ryan was more nervous than he’d ever been on a golf course in his life. His heart hammered, tits rising and falling with every shaky breath, the constant slick heat between his legs making every step a filthy, distracting slide. Come on, he thought, trying to psych himself up, you’ve been playing ever since you were a little girl—you’ve got this.

He took two more steps before the thought fully registered.

I was never a little girl.

The realization slammed into him like a physical blow. Panic twisted his stomach into knots so tight he stumbled, dainty foot catching on nothing. His pussy spasmed hard at the slip, a humiliating gush of wetness flooding his panties as the compulsion dug its claws in deeper. I was never a little girl, he screamed silently. I’m Ryan— But the words wouldn’t come. Instead his body kept moving with Lexi’s graceful sway, ponytail bouncing, breasts jiggling softly with every panicked step.

“Are you okay, Lexi?” Taylor asked, laughter coloring her voice as she glanced back at him. “You look like you just saw a ghost.”

Somehow Ryan pulled out ties on the sixteenth and seventeenth holes, but each shot felt like a war against unseen chains. On sixteen Taylor sliced her drive; Ryan got onto the green with a decent approach, but it took him three shaky strokes to sink it, the compulsion making his hands tremble and his focus slip every time he bent over to read the break—his short skort riding up, ass on display, tits hanging heavy and swaying. Taylor caught up easily. On seventeen they both played clean, bogeying the hole with no mistakes, but Ryan could feel himself fraying.

It’s official, he thought as they walked behind Taylor toward the eighteenth tee, the Florida sun now lower and painting everything golden. I’m playing the worst round of golf of my life. His body—Lexi’s body—felt both alien and far too natural now. The constant ache in his clit, the slick slide of his soaked thighs, the way his nipples stayed tight and sensitive… every sensation was laced with the dark, filthy thrill of losing control. Still tied, they set up to tee off on the final hole of the front nine, the tension crackling between them like summer lightning over the Intracoastal.

Ryan’s dainty hands gripped the driver, heart pounding, pussy throbbing, the compulsion whispering sweet, treacherous promises in his ear: Just relax, babe. Let me play. Let me lose pretty for you.

The back nine was about to get a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 6

The Eighteenth Hole

The eighteenth tee at TPC Sawgrass felt like the edge of a cliff.

Ryan stood there in Lexi’s petite body, heart hammering so hard it made his full, heavy breasts rise and fall with every shallow breath. The warm Florida breeze off the Intracoastal slipped under the hem of his short white skort, kissing the bare curves of his ass and the soaked lace of his panties. Sweat glistened in the valley between his tits, trickling slowly down to where his nipples—still stiff, still hypersensitive—rubbed relentlessly against the damp sports bra. Every tiny movement sent sparks straight to his swollen clit, which throbbed in time with his panic. His thighs were slick, not just from the heat, but from the constant, humiliating drip of arousal that had been leaking out of him for the last two hours.

The compulsion was no longer a whisper. It was a living thing inside his skull, wrapping around every thought like warm, silken chains. Lexi would smile here. Lexi would be flirty but nervous. Lexi would never curse, never snap, never let anyone see how terrified she really is. Ryan could feel pieces of himself dissolving—his own memories, his own voice, his own will—slowly replaced by hers. Every time he tried to think like Ryan, the magic pushed back with a soft, feminine pulse that made his pussy clench and another rush of hot slick flood his panties.

Taylor stepped up beside him, tall and confident in her tailored shorts, driver already in hand. “So do you have it?”

Ryan’s mouth opened before his brain could catch up. He wanted to say no. He wanted to say he had no idea what she was talking about. He wanted to scream that he wasn’t Lexi, that this was all a nightmare, that he was Ryan and he was losing himself one humiliating heartbeat at a time.

Instead, the words came out in Lexi’s light, breathy voice, sweet and obedient. “Of course. It’s right here in my bag.”

The compulsion rewarded him instantly—his clit throbbed hard, a shameful little orgasmic flutter rolling through his core that made his knees wobble. Good girl, the magic seemed to purr inside his head. That’s what Lexi would say. That’s what you are now.

Taylor’s grin widened, predatory and satisfied. “Great. After I win this hole, we can settle up.”

Ryan’s stomach dropped. Fear and a sick, twisting heat coiled together low in his belly. “What makes you think you’ll win?” The question came out soft, almost coquettish, exactly the way Lexi would challenge someone she knew she couldn’t beat. Inside, he was screaming. And what do you win? he thought desperately. Tell me. Tell me so I can fight it. But the compulsion wouldn’t let the real question escape. Lexi knew the stakes. Therefore he knew the stakes—on some instinctive, terrifying level—even if his conscious mind was still clawing for the truth.

Taylor laughed, the sound rich and certain. “Because I’m me and you’re you, Lexi. And I always win when we play golf.” She moved to tee up her ball, long legs planted wide, athletic ass flexing as she took her practice swing.

Ryan couldn’t do anything right after that.

His first drive sliced into the rough. His second shot from the long grass splashed straight into the water hazard with a mocking plunk. By the time he reached the green he was two strokes behind, breathing hard, tits heaving, pussy aching with a confusing mix of terror and traitorous need. The compulsion was tightening like a noose: every bad shot felt right on some deep, feminine level, as if Lexi’s history of losing to Taylor was rewriting his muscle memory one humiliating swing at a time.

“Your turn,” Taylor said smugly, nodding at the putt. “You’re farther out.”

Ryan’s dainty hands shook as he pulled Lexi’s putter from the bag. “I know,” he whispered, voice trembling. “Remind me again… what do you win if you win this hole?” He tried to sound innocent, but the compulsion layered it with Lexi’s nervous little lilt, making it sound like playful stalling instead of the desperate plea it really was.

Taylor smirked. “You’re so funny, but I’m not letting you out of it. If I win… we use the stone.”

For one frozen second Ryan’s mind simply refused to work. The words hit him like a physical blow. Swap bodies? With Taylor? The idea of Lexi—his hot, fiery little girlfriend—ending up in Taylor’s tall, lanky, almost boyish frame made his stomach lurch. And the thought of himself staying trapped in this soft, hyper-sensitive, dripping-wet body while Taylor walked around in his old life…

His pussy clenched so hard he had to bite back a whimper.

She doesn’t want to trade bodies with Taylor, he realized, the compulsion feeding him the knowledge like a dark secret. That’s why she wanted to win so badly. I wonder how long she agreed to stay swapped? The mental image flashed unbidden: Lexi in Taylor’s body, kissing him—except he’d be in Lexi’s body, so it would be two women making out while the real Lexi (in his old body) watched. For a split second he tried to picture making out with Taylor and his new body reacted—a hot, shameful pulse between his legs, nipples tightening into aching points. He shook his head violently, ponytail whipping across his shoulders, trying to dislodge the intrusive thought.

“Okay, Lexi, focus,” he whispered to himself in that soft, feminine voice. The compulsion made even his self-pep-talk sound like Lexi’s nervous little mantra. He squatted behind the ball to read the break, short skort riding up so high the warm breeze kissed the undercurve of his ass and the soaked crotch of his panties. Twelve feet. Tricky. But he’d made longer putts before.

You’ve got this, he thought, lining up the shot. Aim a little right of the hole—the hill will draw it back.

He swung.

The putter made perfect contact. For a heartbeat he thought he’d hit it too hard, but the slow greens at Sawgrass did their work. The ball arced beautifully, picked up speed down the subtle slope, and dropped into the cup with a clean, satisfying clink.

The sweetest sound he’d ever heard.

“Wow, Lexi… that was an incredible shot,” Taylor said, sounding genuinely impressed.

Ryan’s heart soared for half a second—until he saw Taylor already standing over her own ball, looking calm, confident, and utterly in control. She made smooth contact. The ball raced toward the hole with perfect pace. At six feet it still looked good. At four feet Ryan realized she hadn’t hit it quite hard enough. The ball slowed… slowed… and stopped a foot and a half short.

“Geez, these greens are running slow today,” Taylor muttered, walking around the hole to study the line.

Ryan felt his heart flutter with desperate hope. This was makeable, but he’d seen Taylor miss shorter ones today. God, please let her rush this, he prayed silently. If she misses and makes the next one we’re still tied and the bet is off. I’ll take the tie. I’ll take anything.

Sweat beaded on his forehead and slid down between his breasts in a slow, tickling trail that made his nipples throb. He could feel his soaked pussy clenching rhythmically, the lace panties completely ruined, every tiny movement sending fresh ripples of unwanted pleasure through his core. The compulsion was screaming at him now—Lexi would be nervous. Lexi would be holding her breath. Lexi would be secretly turned on by how close this was.

Taylor approached the ball slowly, carefully. She tapped it.

The ball rolled forward. Ryan’s breath caught—he didn’t hit it hard enough! Elation surged through him as the ball crept closer and closer to the cup. It reached the edge… slowed to a crawl… seemed to stop for a heartbeat…

…then teetered.

And dropped.

Clink.

Taylor’s putt disappeared into the hole.

The sound echoed in Ryan’s ears like a door slamming shut on his entire life.

He stood there frozen on the green, Lexi’s pretty face flushed, tits heaving, pussy throbbing with a sick, shameful mix of defeat and arousal as the compulsion purred its approval inside his fracturing mind.

The bet was over.

And the real price was about to be paid.


Chapter 7

The Double Cross

Taylor walked over with that smug, victorious stride that made Ryan’s stomach drop and his new pussy clench at the same time. She patted him on the back—her hand warm and condescending against the damp fabric of Lexi’s polo—and the casual touch sent an unwanted shiver straight down his spine. “Hey, don’t feel bad, Lexi. That was the closest you’ve ever come to beating me. Those golf lessons are really paying off.”

Ryan’s mind was still reeling, a whirlwind of panic and fractured identity. He was still him—Ryan, the guy who loved football and hated losing—but the compulsion had been gnawing at him for eighteen holes like a living parasite. Every thought that wasn’t perfectly Lexi-shaped felt heavier, slower, like wading through warm honey. Lexi would smile sweetly here. Lexi would blush and accept the compliment. Lexi would feel a little flutter of feminine pride even in defeat. The magic didn’t just control his words anymore; it was rewriting the shape of his thoughts, forcing his brain to route everything through her softer, flirtier, more submissive neural pathways. His own memories were starting to feel distant, like stories someone else had told him. The horror of it made his knees weak—but the horror also made his clit throb, because Lexi’s body loved the loss of control. The slick heat between his thighs had become a constant, humiliating reminder that the compulsion wasn’t just forcing him to act like her. It was making him want to.

He watched, frozen, as Taylor sauntered over to Lexi’s golf bag, unzipped the side compartment, and pulled out the velvet pouch. The black stone gleamed in the late-afternoon Florida sun like a promise of ruin.

“Hey—what are you doing?” Ryan asked, his voice cracking in Lexi’s light, breathy soprano, laced with genuine alarm. He tried to step forward, but the compulsion held him in place like invisible silk ropes, making his body sway with that same dainty hip tilt Lexi always used when she was nervous.

Taylor upended the pouch and caught the stone in her palm. It had turned white again, the rune glowing faintly silver. She turned to face him, eyes dark with triumph. “I guess Elias wasn’t lying about how powerful the compulsion is,” she said, voice low and knowing. “You really couldn’t stop yourself from playing exactly like Lexi, could you?”

Ryan backed up a step, the soft grass giving under his dainty golf shoes. His tits heaved with each panicked breath, nipples scraping the sports bra until the friction made his pussy flutter again. “Aw, come on now,” Taylor continued, stepping closer, “you promised we’d swap back as soon as I could beat you at golf. It’s taken a week, but the compulsion finally worked. I won, fair and square.”

The words slammed into Ryan like a physical blow. A week? The compulsion fed him the memory in a sick, unwanted rush—Lexi and Taylor had made the original bet before the first swap, back when they were still in their own bodies. Taylor had wanted Ryan’s body all along. The golf match was never about the apartment. It was about forcing the final switch. His mind reeled, trying to scream I’m not Lexi—I’m Ryan—I’m the one who’s been playing all day—but the magic clamped down like a hand over his mouth. He could only stare, lips parted, cheeks burning, while his pussy betrayed him with another slow, shameful gush of wetness that trickled down his inner thigh.

“Just wait a second,” he managed, voice trembling exactly like Lexi’s when she was trying to stall. “Shouldn’t we find some privacy first? Besides, Ryan’s here… let’s wait until we get home.” The words felt wrong in his mouth, but the compulsion made them come out sweet and reasonable, like Lexi negotiating her way out of trouble.

Taylor’s laugh was low and cruel. “Don’t worry, no one will notice anything. And I’d rather do it right now while Ryan’s still watching football in the bar.” She stepped forward without waiting, pressing the stone to Ryan’s arm.

Electricity exploded through every nerve. The world flipped again.

Ryan blinked—and found himself looking out of Taylor’s taller, leaner, more athletic body. Long legs. Small, perky breasts. Narrow hips. A different, sharper kind of heat pulsing low in his belly. His hands—now Taylor’s long-fingered hands—lifted automatically to touch the unfamiliar face, tracing a stronger jaw, a slightly larger nose, the absence of the heavy tits he’d been carrying all day. The sensation was jarring, disorienting, wrong. He felt lighter, faster, more powerful… but the compulsion didn’t fade. It simply reshaped itself around this new vessel, whispering Taylor would stand tall here. Taylor would smirk. Taylor would feel a rush of victorious heat between her legs.

Without thinking, Ryan dropped the now-black stone. It clattered to the grass.

Lexi—back in her own petite, curvy body—snatched it up instantly. Her face (Ryan’s old face, but now filled with Taylor’s triumphant grin) broke into a huge smile. “I’m me again,” she whispered, voice soft and relieved in a way that made Ryan’s new stomach twist.

Before Ryan could form a single word, Lexi (still thinking she was talking to the original Taylor) turned and sprinted toward the water trap at the edge of the green. Ryan’s new longer legs felt strange—too much stride, too much power—but the compulsion screamed at him to chase her. He stumbled at first, not quite used to the new center of gravity, the way Taylor’s athletic frame moved with efficient, predatory grace. Then he regained balance and bolted after the shorter woman, heart slamming against his ribs, small breasts bouncing lightly with every stride.

“Lexi, no—wait—stop!” he shouted, voice coming out in Taylor’s smoother, slightly huskier tone. “You don’t understand. I’m—” The words died in his throat. The compulsion clamped down like a vise, forcing him to sound exactly like Taylor would in this moment: concerned, a little exasperated, but still in control. It felt like running through molasses in his mind. Every step was a battle. I’m Ryan. I’m the one who’s been trapped all day. I’m the one whose life is being stolen. But the magic wouldn’t let him say it. The distance closed—twenty feet, fifteen, ten—but it felt like slow motion, his new body moving with Taylor’s natural athleticism while his mind screamed in silent horror.

Lexi reached the edge of the pond. She drew back her arm.

“Nooooo!” Ryan roared, lunging forward, fingers outstretched. But Lexi’s arm snapped forward and the black stone sailed in a perfect arc, disappearing into the dark water with a soft plunk.

Ryan skidded to a stop at the edge, staring at the ripples as if they had swallowed his entire future. His heart hammered in Taylor’s chest. His new pussy—Taylor’s pussy—gave a slow, traitorous throb at the finality of it, the compulsion feeding him a dark little pulse of satisfaction that made him want to vomit and come at the same time.

Lexi turned, face flushed from the sprint, chest heaving in Ryan’s old body. “Look, Taylor,” she said, using the name like a weapon, “I know we agreed to use that thing, but it’s evil. Just think about this last week. You never really liked Ryan—but you know I love him, so you were all over him. We agreed to this stupid golf bet before we swapped the first time, and when I wanted to call it off and swap back, you said no. Then you hid the stone and pretended to be me the whole time. The compulsion made me be you. I don’t know if it was the magic that made you act that way or if you really tried to steal my life. Just be happy I’m blaming the compulsion and let it go.”

Ryan opened his mouth—Taylor’s mouth—to scream the truth. I’m not Taylor. I’m Ryan. I’ve been the one in Lexi’s body all day. I’m the one who just lost everything. But the compulsion held him like a bug in amber. His new lips curved into Taylor’s cool, slightly superior smile instead. “You’re probably right,” he heard himself say in Taylor’s smooth voice.

The words tasted like poison. The compulsion rewarded him with a fresh wave of heat between his new legs, a slick, needy pulse that made his thighs press together on instinct. Good girl, the magic whispered. Taylor would accept this. Taylor would move on.

Inside, Ryan’s mind fractured a little more. Another piece of himself dissolved into the warm, feminine current of the compulsion, leaving him standing there in Taylor’s body—taller, stronger, but utterly, helplessly trapped—while the woman he loved walked away with his old life.


Chapter 8

 The Aftermath

The sound of footsteps on the grass made Ryan turn. His new body moved with Taylor’s natural grace, long legs carrying him around effortlessly as he watched his own former male body stride toward them, carrying both golf bags like they weighed nothing. Lexi—still in Ryan’s body, still wearing that cocky, satisfied grin—looked every inch the man Ryan used to be.

“Hello, ladies!” Lexi called out, voice deep and booming in Ryan’s old timbre. “So who won?”

The woman in Lexi’s petite, curvy body (the real Lexi, now back where she belonged) smiled up at the man she thought was her boyfriend. “I did. At last.”

“A w e s o m e,” Lexi purred, dropping the bags and sweeping the smaller woman up into a big, powerful hug. She planted a passionate, open-mouthed kiss on Lexi’s lips, tongue sliding in deep, hands roaming possessively over the familiar curves Ryan used to worship. The sight hit Ryan like a sledgehammer to the chest.

Rage and jealousy exploded through him, white-hot and visceral. But beneath it—twisting, shameful, inescapable—was a dark, liquid heat blooming between his new thighs. Taylor’s pussy grew wet at the sight of his own body dominating the woman he loved. The compulsion fed him every filthy detail: the way Lexi’s (his old) hands squeezed Lexi’s ass, the way their tongues tangled, the soft moan the real Lexi made into the kiss. Ryan’s small breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples tightening into hard peaks. His new clit throbbed in time with their kiss, a slow, needy pulse that made his knees tremble.

After a few seconds he cleared his throat, the sound coming out in Taylor’s smooth, slightly bored tone. “Just get a hotel room, will ya?” The words left his mouth before he could stop them—that was the exact line Taylor had used on them last weekend when she caught them making out on the couch. The compulsion had fed it to him perfectly, making him sound exactly like the woman whose body he now wore. Horror washed over him as he felt all the color drain from his new face.

Lexi (in Ryan’s body) glanced over at him and smirked. “No need. We’ve got the apartment for tonight and Sunday, since you’re staying over at your folks’ place, right?”

Before Ryan could respond, the real Lexi added sweetly, still wrapped in the man’s arms, “That was the bet. And your mom is looking forward to seeing you. You don’t want to keep her waiting, do you? She told me she’s planned a complete spa day for you on Sunday—full makeover, waxing, the works. Doesn’t that sound like fun? You know how much she wants you to start being more feminine. I’ll see you Monday, Taylor. I hope you don’t let her talk you into moving back home.”

Ryan tried to fight it. He tried. Every muscle in Taylor’s athletic body screamed at him to lunge forward, to scream the truth, to grab the woman he loved and explain. But the compulsion simply moved his legs forward against his will, forcing him to bend gracefully and collect Taylor’s clubs with elegant, feminine efficiency. His new pussy clenched hard at the helplessness, a fresh rush of slick coating his folds as the magic rewarded his obedience.

As he walked away, clubs balanced effortlessly on one shoulder, he heard his own old voice say, “Now, babe, you promised me a night of mind-blowing sex if we had the apartment to ourselves.”

The real Lexi giggled, the sound light and happy in a way that used to make Ryan’s cock twitch. “Then let’s get home.”

‘Taylor’ wanted to look back. Every fiber of Ryan’s remaining self screamed at him to turn around, to watch the woman he loved walk away with the body that used to be his. But the compulsion kept his new head facing forward, posture straight and confident, exactly like Taylor would. Tears slid silently down his smooth cheeks as he walked toward the parking lot, the warm Florida breeze drying them almost instantly. His small breasts bounced gently with each step, clit still throbbing with unwanted arousal, pussy slick and aching.

How he hated “Ryan.”

How he hated the body he was now trapped in.

How he hated the soft, feminine whisper in his head that told him this was exactly where he belonged now.


Epilogue

The morning after the double-cross, Ryan woke up in Taylor’s bed.

Not his bed. Not the apartment he shared with Lexi. Taylor’s sleek, modern bedroom in her parents’ sprawling Ponte Vedra Beach estate — all pale linen, ocean-view windows, and the faint scent of Elena’s expensive candles still lingering from the night before. Sunlight poured across the king-sized mattress, warming the smooth, lightly tanned skin of long legs that were not his. Small, perky breasts rose and fell with every shallow breath, nipples already tightening into sensitive peaks against the silk camisole he’d been forced to wear to bed. Between those unfamiliar thighs, Taylor’s pussy was already slick — a warm, needy throb that had nothing to do with morning wood and everything to do with the compulsion that now owned him completely.

He lay there for a long minute, staring at the ceiling, trying to scream inside his own skull.

I’m Ryan. I’m Ryan. I’m—

The thought fractured like glass. The compulsion pushed back, soft and silky and merciless: You’re Taylor now. Taylor Summers. You always were. Memories that weren’t his flickered at the edges — childhood ballet recitals, Taylor’s first kiss with a boy in ninth grade, the way she used to touch herself under the covers thinking about Ryan’s body. The magic fed them to him like candy, each one making his new clit pulse and another rush of hot wetness coat his folds.

He squeezed his eyes shut, but the images only got filthier. Taylor — the real Taylor — was right now waking up in his old body, probably still tangled in the sheets with his girlfriend Lexi. They’d promised each other “mind-blowing sex” last night. Ryan could picture it in excruciating detail: His old thick cock sliding deep into Lexi’s tight, familiar pussy, her moans filling the apartment while he lay here in Taylor’s body, alone and aching.

A broken sound escaped his throat — Taylor’s smooth, feminine voice making it sound almost pretty.

The bedroom door opened.

“Rise and shine, sweetheart!” Elena’s voice was bright, polished, and utterly relentless. Taylor’s mother swept in wearing a white linen robe, silver-streaked hair perfectly styled even at 8 a.m. “Spa day starts in thirty minutes. I already booked the full package — facial, Swedish massage, full-body waxing, mani-pedi, blowout, and makeup. We’re making you feel like the gorgeous girl you are.”

Ryan sat up, the camisole slipping off one shoulder to bare the gentle curve of Taylor’s small breast. The compulsion made him smile sweetly even as horror clawed at his chest. “Mom… I mean, Elena… I don’t think—”

Elena waved a perfectly manicured hand. “No arguments, Taylor. You lost the bet fair and square, and after that little golf performance yesterday you need some serious pampering. Besides, your father and I have been dying to have you home again. The guest house is all ready. You can move back in this weekend.”

The words landed like a punch. Move back in? Live here as Taylor, under Elena’s constant “girl time” and pressure to be more feminine? Ryan’s new pussy clenched hard at the thought — a humiliating, traitorous spasm that made fresh slick trickle down his inner thigh. The compulsion whispered approval: Taylor would be grateful. Taylor would blush and say yes eventually.

He tried to fight it. “I have my own life. I have… classes at UNF, and the apartment, and—”

Elena sat on the edge of the bed and cupped his cheek with a soft, motherly hand. “Darling, you’ve been so stressed. Let Mommy take care of you today. You’ll feel like a new woman by the time we’re done.”

The spa was a private, ultra-luxury retreat tucked behind the TPC Sawgrass clubhouse — all white marble, soft lighting, and the low hum of calming music. Elena had booked the entire VIP suite for “mother-daughter bonding.” Ryan was stripped down to nothing but a tiny towel and laid face-down on the heated massage table first.

The masseuse’s hands were strong, slick with warm oil. She started at his shoulders, working down the long, athletic line of Taylor’s back. Every knead and glide sent sparks through nerves that felt brand new. When those oiled palms slid lower, cupping the firm curves of his ass and spreading the cheeks just enough to let the warm air kiss his exposed pussy, Ryan bit back a whimper. The compulsion made his hips lift slightly, chasing the touch like a good girl. Taylor loves deep-tissue work, it whispered. His clit throbbed against the table, leaving a wet little spot on the sheet.

Next came the facial. He was flipped onto his back, head cradled, while warm towels and steaming herbs enveloped his face. The aesthetician’s fingers massaged his scalp, then moved down to his neck and chest, working oil into the sensitive skin around his small breasts. Every circle of her thumbs over his nipples made Ryan’s breath hitch. The compulsion forced soft, feminine little sighs out of his mouth while inside he screamed.

Then came the waxing.

The aesthetician smiled brightly. “Full Brazilian today, honey? Your mom said you wanted to feel completely smooth.”

Ryan tried to say no. The compulsion turned it into a shy, breathy “Yes, please.” He was spread open on the table, knees bent, pussy completely exposed. The warm wax was painted over his mound in slow, deliberate strokes. The heat made his clit swell even more. When the first strip was ripped away, the sharp sting exploded into a burst of stinging pleasure that made his back arch and a helpless moan slip out.

Again. And again. Each rip took another piece of his masculine identity with it. By the time the aesthetician was carefully waxing the delicate skin around his asshole and inner lips, Ryan was shaking, tears of humiliation and raw arousal leaking from the corners of his eyes. His pussy was glistening, swollen, dripping openly now. The compulsion purred: Good girl. Taylor always gets so wet during her waxes.

Elena sat in the corner the whole time, sipping herbal tea and chatting happily. “You’re going to look so pretty when we’re done, Taylor. And once you move back home, we can do this every month. Won’t that be lovely?”

The badgering was relentless, woven between every treatment. During the mani-pedi, as his toes were painted a glossy pink and his fingers massaged with lotion, Elena leaned in: “The guest house has that beautiful view of the water. You’ll have your own bathroom, your own space… but we’ll be right there if you need us.” During the blowout, as the stylist curled Taylor’s long dark hair into soft waves, Elena kept up the gentle pressure: “Your father misses having his little girl around. And honestly, darling, after everything with that golf bet… I think you need your family right now.”

By the time they reached the makeup chair — foundation blended, eyeshadow shimmering, lips painted a glossy rose — Ryan was trembling. His new body was a live wire of sensation: smooth, hairless skin tingling from the wax, nipples still tight from the massage oils, pussy aching and empty after the humiliating exposure. The compulsion had worn him down to a raw nerve. Every “yes, Mom” it forced out of his mouth felt more natural. Every time Elena called him “my beautiful girl,” another piece of Ryan dissolved.

Finally, as they sat side-by-side getting their final touch-ups, Elena took his hand. “So… will you come home, sweetheart? Just for a little while. Let us take care of you.”

Ryan opened his mouth to refuse one last time.

The compulsion flooded him with a wave of warm, feminine contentment so strong his eyes fluttered. Taylor’s pussy gave a slow, deep clench, another trickle of slick sliding down his freshly waxed lips. In his mind he saw Lexi riding his old cock right now — moaning, coming, calling out a name that wasn’t his anymore.

Tears slipped down his perfectly made-up cheeks.

“Yes, Mom,” he whispered in Taylor’s soft, defeated voice. “I’ll move back home.”

Elena beamed, pulling him into a hug that pressed their breasts together. The contact made Ryan’s new nipples spark and his clit throb helplessly.

“That’s my good girl,” Elena murmured, kissing his temple. “Welcome home, Taylor.”

Ryan — or what was left of him — closed his eyes and let the last fragments of his old self melt away into the warm, slick, perfumed heat of Taylor’s body.

Somewhere across town, in the apartment that used to be his, Lexi was screaming in ecstasy on his old cock.

And here, in this luxurious spa, wrapped in silk and surrender, the new Taylor Summers finally stopped fighting.

She was home.

One Year Later

Taylor Summers woke to the soft crash of waves beyond the guest-house windows, the warm Florida sunlight painting golden stripes across her bare thighs. She stretched languidly, the silk camisole riding up to bare the smooth, flat plane of her stomach and the gentle swell of her small, perky breasts. Nipples tightened instantly against the cool morning air, sending a familiar, delicious spark straight down to the slick heat between her legs.

She no longer flinched at the sensation.

Good morning, beautiful, the compulsion whispered, soft as silk and twice as binding. This is your body. This is your life. Doesn’t it feel right?

One year.

Three hundred and sixty-five mornings of waking up in Taylor’s skin. Three hundred and sixty-five nights of falling asleep with the low, constant throb of a clit instead of the heavy weight of a cock. The compulsion had stopped fighting her months ago. It no longer needed to. It had simply become her — a warm, feminine current that carried every thought, every desire, every instinctive little movement. When she caught her reflection in the full-length mirror across the room, the woman staring back was Taylor Summers: long dark hair tousled from sleep, sharp cheekbones, full lips, and those cool gray eyes that once belonged to the woman who had stolen Ryan’s life.

She smiled at her reflection the way Taylor would — soft, a little smug, a little satisfied.

“Good morning, Taylor,” she murmured, voice smooth and husky in the exact tone the real Taylor had used. The name no longer tasted like a lie. It tasted like home.

Elena’s voice floated through the open French doors from the main house. “Taylor, sweetheart! Brunch in twenty minutes, then we’re off to the spa. Don’t make me come drag you out of bed!”

Taylor felt the familiar flutter low in her belly — half dread, half eager heat. Elena had been relentless for the entire year: daily “girl time,” weekly mani-pedis, monthly full spa days, constant gentle pressure to “embrace your femininity.” And every time Taylor tried to push back, the compulsion simply melted her resistance into slick, needy submission.

She slipped out of bed, bare feet padding across cool tile, and let the camisole fall to the floor. Standing naked in front of the mirror, she ran her hands over Taylor’s body the way she did every morning now — slow, appreciative, almost reverent. Small breasts filled her palms perfectly, nipples stiffening under her thumbs. She pinched them lightly and gasped as the spark shot straight to her clit. Her freshly waxed pussy was already glistening, smooth lips puffy and slick. Two fingers slid down, parting her folds, and she moaned softly at how easily they sank inside.

The compulsion purred approval: That’s my good girl.

She fucked herself slowly in front of the mirror, hips rolling, watching Taylor’s face flush with pleasure. The orgasm rolled through her in gentle, feminine waves — no explosive male release, just a deep, shuddering clench that left her thighs trembling and a fresh trickle of wetness running down her leg.

Afterward she showered, shaved what little stubble dared appear, lotioned every inch of her smooth skin, and dressed in the soft pink sundress Elena had bought her last week. The fabric clung to her breasts and flared over her hips, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She added the delicate gold anklet with the tiny “T” charm Elena had given her for moving-in day and felt another warm pulse between her legs.

She was Taylor now. Completely.

Brunch was the usual mother-daughter affair on the lanai — fresh fruit, avocado toast, mimosas. Elena beamed at her across the table.

“You look radiant this morning, darling. That dress is perfect on you. And I’ve already confirmed our spa reservation — full day again. Facial, massage, Brazilian wax, the works. You’ve been such a good girl about moving home. Daddy and I are so proud.”

Taylor smiled automatically, the compulsion supplying the exact pleased little blush Taylor would have given. Inside, the last tiny fragment of Ryan that still existed screamed in silent horror… but the scream was quieter every month. Fainter. Easier to ignore when her pussy fluttered happily at the praise.

“I’m glad I moved back, Mom,” she said, voice soft and sincere. “I don’t know what I was thinking trying to live on my own.”

Elena reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “That’s my girl.”

The spa was the same private VIP suite they visited every month. Taylor was stripped, oiled, massaged, waxed until her pussy was baby-smooth and hypersensitive, then pampered with a full facial and makeup session. Every touch felt like worship now. When the aesthetician ripped the last wax strip from her mound, the sharp sting bloomed into a rush of pleasure so intense Taylor’s hips bucked and she let out a soft, needy moan right there on the table.

Elena watched from the adjacent chair, smiling proudly. “See? You were made for this life, sweetheart.”

On the ride home, Elena casually dropped the newest piece of pressure: “We’ve been thinking… the main house has that beautiful suite upstairs. You’ve been in the guest house a whole year now. Maybe it’s time you moved back inside with us permanently? No more pretending you’re independent. You belong here, Taylor. With your family.”

Taylor’s new clit throbbed hard against the seam of her sundress.

She looked out the window at the Intracoastal glittering in the afternoon sun and felt the last broken shard of Ryan finally dissolve.

“Yes, Mom,” she whispered, voice trembling with equal parts surrender and shameful arousal. “I’d love that.”

That night, alone in the guest house for the last time, Taylor stood at the window watching the lights of the main house. Somewhere across town, Lexi and the man who now lived in Ryan’s old body were probably fucking again — loud, passionate, happy. Taylor could picture it perfectly: her old cock sliding deep into Lexi’s tight pussy, Lexi moaning his name.

Jealousy twisted through her, hot and sharp… but the compulsion turned even that into liquid heat. She slipped two fingers under her dress, found her slick, swollen folds, and fucked herself slowly while tears of bittersweet acceptance slid down her cheeks.

She came hard, whispering her new name like a prayer.

“Taylor… Taylor… Taylor…”

And somewhere deep inside, what was left of Ryan finally let go.

She was home.

She was Taylor Made.







-THE END-
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