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Introduction and Guide to the Park

Transformation Park is a collection of short stories. The individual stories may be read in any order, however, I’ve made an effort to create a sense of progression so that you can follow some of our characters throughout portions of the park. If learning about the starting descriptions and the journey of each character is important, I’d suggest reading Transformation Park in order.

The exact nature of each transformation is a surprise, though there may be hints in the setup and the title. There’s a very wide variety of transformations, so if there are specific genres you’d like to seek out or to avoid reading altogether, please refer to the Table of Contents including spoilers at the end of this book.

I also want to give a special shout out to Mickey Bamboo, who helped with Castle of the Beast and Kissing Booth: Clowning Around. Thanks, and enjoy Transformation Park!
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Fairy Tale Land: The Journey Begins

Jim made his way down the winding cobblestone paths of Fairy Tale Land, past the ornate castle and the giant trees, towards his destination: The Hansel and Gretel ride. It hadn’t opened yet, but he dutifully planted himself down at the start of the rope line, twiddling his thumbs for what felt like an eternity before another soul arrived.

“At last, some company!” Jim exclaimed. “I guess I’m not the only fan, huh?”

“Fan?” Emily asked, tucking a few errant tresses of her short, dark hair behind her ear as she spoke. She had bright green eyes that were hidden behind glasses, and a plain, green dress that displayed her modest, slender frame.

“I figured anybody else standing in line for Hansel and Gretel before it opens has to be a fan of the story,” said Jim, who had a gangly frame and a tight fitting, black leather jacket. “Right? Right? C’mon,” he said, playfully elbowing her.

“I’m more of a student of literature,” Emily replied. “My dissertation is on cultural tropes of women in modern representations of traditional folklore, so I wanted to see how accurately the depiction of…”

“All aboard the Hansel and Gretel adventure!” a witchy voice announced, as the doors opened. “Remember, good little boys and girls must keep their arms and legs inside the cart at all times…”

“Come on,” Jim said, as they made their way to the old-fashioned looking wooden cart. “Wouldn’t it be tempting to live in that gingerbread house?”

“Tempting – that’s the problem,” said Emily. “Being surrounded by junk food like that? That would make it hard to count my calories…”

When a single cart arrived, Emily demurred, saying “you go ahead.” Jim got in, but the ride didn’t start and a second cart wasn’t arriving.

“I…I guess it wants us to ride together,” said Jim, and reluctantly, Emily sat down next to him.

The ride started to chug to life. At first, the cart drove past the woodsman’s hut, and the witchy narrator explaining the dire state of Hansel and Gretel’s family, and the evil stepmother’s plan to abandon the children in the woods.

“Stepmother sure is a bitch, huh?” said Jim.

“Actually,” Emily began, “the depiction of stepmothers as villains is due to the social pressure to uphold familial lineages, as well as a pernicious attempt to de-legitimize women who have…”

“Whatever,” Jim mumbled, rolling his eyes as he tuned her out. 

But when the ride took them into the forest, it suddenly lurched to a halt. Jim and Emily sat silently for a moment, wondering if the unexpected stop was supposed to be part of the ride.

“Hey!” Jim finally called out. “I think this thing’s broken!”

Nobody replied.

“No cell phone reception…so I guess we just have to wait…” Emily said.

“Just wait?” Jim said incredulously. “You mean stay trapped in here for an hour while they fix it? No thanks!” he said, unclasping his safety belt.

“They said not to put your arms or legs outside of the cart!” Emily called out as he left
 

~

When Emily finally left the cart too, it had been over an hour. She didn’t want Jim to have been right all along, but she couldn’t very well wait around forever.

It didn’t take her long to reach the gingerbread house. Ordinarily, she’d have avoided it like the plague, but it was the next stop on the story, so it might be the way out.

“Hello?” she asked, when she walked inside.

“Hello, my dear,” said a woman, as she hobbled down the stairs. From her black robes, her hook nose and sagging, plump figure, Emily assumed she must be the woman playing the witch. “Won’t you stay for a nice cup of tea?”

“Oh, thank God! An employee! Look, my cart broke down – any chance you can escort me to the exit or something?”

“Your cart broke down, did it?” said the witch, stroking her pointy chin. “I seem to remember instructions saying good little boys and girls aren’t supposed to put your arms and legs outside!”

“I waited for over an hour!” Emily protested. “Jim just left right away! So like a man, to just take off like that and then expect the world to accommodate him.”

“Yes, men can be…reckless on occasion,” the witch ruminated.


Hansel and Gretel: Up in the Attic

One Hour Earlier

Jim only had to walk a few feet forwards before he was greeted with a powerful scent – one which unmistakably let him know he was on the right track: gingerbread. Like a cartoon character whose nose was ensnared by a smell tendrils from a cooling pie, Jim raced ahead through woods, eager to find the source, his earlier plan to find an exit all but forgotten.

He had to stand in awe when he finally came upon the gingerbread house. A veritable mansion, the place was festooned with every kind of candy imaginable, from frosted coconut “snow” on the red licorice roof, to graham cracker sidewalks to a gumdrop strewn front lawn.

But though the sight and smell of the sweets made Jim’s stomach noisily growl, they weren’t what he wanted to see the most. Where was the witch, he wondered? Was she going to be a model or puppet of some kind, or would they hire a real actress?

He couldn’t resist a peek inside – who knew what he’d find?

“Hello?” he called out, as he pulled the candy cane doorknob and stepped inside. “Anyone here?”

Nobody answered.

Jim glanced around anxiously. There weren’t any tracks for the cart, so Jim knew he wasn’t intended to enter the house, but the lights were on inside. 

“Jim…come up to the attic…” came the raspy voice he’d heard on the speaker.

“Oh, boy!” he said excitedly, barely cognizant of the fact that she’d said his name. He leapt up the stairs two at a time, flinging the attic door open when he arrived.

Inside was a small room, covered in cobwebs and smothered in dust. There was a vanity mirror in the center of the room, the desk of which had a few strange looking bottles and an old, black pointed witch’s hat.

Something about that hat seemed to draw Jim in; he just had to feel it, touch it, try it on. As he crept forwards, he saw a witch’s face in the mirror. She was old, but had a fiery spark in her eye, and her lips were pursed into a lusty-looking grin.

“Go ahead Jim, try it on!” she urged. Entranced, he did just that, without giving it a second thought.

“You wanted to find a witch, Jim? You’ve found her!” she said, concluding with a terrible cackle. Then, her visage vanished from the mirror, and Jim was left staring back at himself.

Or, at least, he thought he was. Those bags under his eyes certainly weren’t there this morning. Must be the mirror, Jim thought, taking a corner of his shirt and wiping away the dust.

In the clearer reflection, Jim could see even more features which looked out of place: His nose was longer, and slightly curved forwards. As he watched, a tiny little wart bloomed near the tip, growing larger. The hair at his temples looked a little silvery, and his eyes seemed to yellow. What was going on?

Maybe it was the hat, he decided, and took it off. As Jim did so, a mess of long, oily hair tumbled around his face, like shadowy tendrils.

Meanwhile, Jim’s transformation continued unabated. Harsh lines burrowed their way into his face, creasing his forehead with years of worry and his cheeks with the signs of a perpetual sneer. He glanced down and saw that his shirt was starting to change into a dark shroud. As he reached down to feel the fabric, he could feel his flesh was becoming softer and larger beneath it. His chest grew two ripe breasts, which sagged considerably from a trifecta of aging, weight, and bralessness. His hard-won washboard abs vanished beneath a middle-aged woman’s fleshy gut, which poked out beneath the bottom of his robes. Jim reached down between his legs, and felt his cock and balls shrink and wither away in his hands.

When he looked back into the mirror, there was no denying what he’d become.

Jim thought about what the witch had said, that he’d “found” a witch in the attic. Did that mean he was the witch now? He’d had always sympathized with witch in the story and, later on, he’d developed a preference for older women.  Now, he’d become the very type of woman he’d once lusted over.

As a finishing touch, the image of the fat old witch blurred before his eyes, as Jim’s vision dimmed. As it did, the reality of the situation finally flooded back into clear focus. As a witch, what the hell was he supposed to do now?

Jim heard the door open downstairs. “Hello?” Emily called out.

A crooked smile slowly crossed Jim’s dry lips. He knew exactly what to do.


Hansel and Gretel: Tea Time

“Won’t you please stay and have a cup of tea?” the witch asked. “Being a witch is pretty lonely, you know…”

“Well, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to chat about the effects of acting in a fairy tale re-creation. In most entertainment mediums, women are objectified as passive sexual objects, but you’re instead you’re serving as the recipient of different form of misogyny, right?” Emily asked, as the witch boiled water.

“You’d be surprised at how many men find old witches like me attractive,” came the witch’s coy reply.

“What? Really? I guess age is no escape from the perils of the male gaze,” Emily said with a chortle. “At least we’re safe when we have our girl time, right?”

“Right, right…you want some honey in your tea, my child?”

“Oh, no, I don’t eat honey unless it’s been certified organic, and even then the hypoglycemic counts are…” Emily began, but the witch already started stirring it in.

“Drink up,” the witch said, pushing forwards a mug, which bore an image of an angry, anthropomorphic tree on the side.

Emily had done her best to resist the sights and smells of the gingerbread house, but when the aroma of that cinnamon clove tea reached her nose, the last shreds of her willpower faded away.

“Just a sip,” she told herself, “just to show I’m a good guest and to know what it tastes like…”

It was the most sumptuous tea she’d ever had. Emily couldn’t help but gulp the rest of it down noisily, the heat from the drink causing her puffier-looking cheeks to become flushed.

“Wow – that’s…that’s…” Emily sputtered.

“What’s life without a little indulgence once in a while?” asked the witch, as she poured Emily a second cup and added even more honey than last time. “Go on, you deserve it.”

Emily nodded, but before she could take another sip, the witch placed her bony hand over the top of the mug.

“Wait, this time I’ve got to give you a snack! You can’t have tea without cookies, can you?” said the witch.

“I…suppose not,” Emily agreed. Cookies were strictly a no-no, but she’d just skip dinner to compensate, she promised herself.

The witch darted outside, and then returned with chunk of the gingerbread siding, topped with a few fistfuls of coconut snow and a giant gumdrop.

“Hope you know I can’t eat all that!” Emily protested. The witch just dropped the stuff onto the table in front of her, the impact causing the tea in the mug to slosh back and forth a little.

“Just have a few bites, my child…” began the witch, and Emily happily obliged. “So, I suppose a woman like you must have lofty career aspirations?”

“Maybe I’ll become a professor of humanities, something combining comp. lit and gender studies,” Emily began, dipping a tiny sliver of gingerbread into her tea before munching it down.

“Sounds like an awful lot of work,” said the witch, smiling a little as she saw the flabbiness of Emily’s arm increase with each dunk of her cookie. “Why not try something a little more slow-paced?”

“Maybe…just do stuff on social media, you know, to raise awareness about the consequences of stories…” Emily suggested. Now she wasn’t bothering to dunk each bite, instead she was stuffing her face as fast as she could. “That slow paced enough?” she said with her mouth full.

“I was thinking more…just lazing around and eating all day,” said the witch.

“Wait…what?” Emily asked, before letting out a little belch. “Excuse me,” she added quickly. She looked for a napkin, but being unable to find one, she attempted to discreetly wipe her newly-plumped lips on the edge of the tablecloth.

“No need to apologize, my child. Just eat your heart’s content,” encouraged the witch. But Emily, embarrassed by her behavior, sat in her chair, frozen in place.

The witch slowly got to her feet, her old hips creaking a bit as she stood upright. Slowly, she shuffled towards Emily, her arms outstretched.

Finally, she made her way behind where Emily was seated, placing her fingers on her shoulders and gently massaging her. “You’re so tense, my dear. Just relax and enjoy your sweets.”

Emily had spent most of her life somewhere between shy and standoffish. It had been years since she’d had so much as a hug, let alone a shoulder rub. The human contact felt kind and reassuring, and it was just the push she needed to resume her gorging.

Of course, getting Emily to get back to eating wasn’t the only motive the witch had for giving Emily a massage. Without good vision, copping a feel was the only way the witch could verify the results of her handiwork.

As she lifted the big gumdrop to her face and started chowing down, the witch could feel Emily’s shoulders growing rounder and broader. When she moved her hands down a little further, she could feel love handles beginning to force their way free of her top.

The witch leaned forwards just a little, and moved her fingers down, feeling the warm, soft, spongy texture of Emily’s tummy poofing out further and further with each bite. “Let’s give this thing some more room to grow,” the witch cooed as she undid the button on Emily’s jean shorts.

Emily would have objected, but the witch’s gentle ministrations were certainly helping ease the pain of her overstuffed gut. When the only thing left to eat was the frosted coconut, she grabbed it by the handful and threw it into her gaping maw, which only highlighted her developing double chin. A few pieces of coconut missed her mouth, tumbling down onto her developing bust and falling into her growing cleavage.

Those big breasts were thrust against the side of the table as Emily leaned down and licked up the last few grains of sugar that clung to the table’s surface. Her growing rear end stuck out further and further as she did so, nearly knocking the witch over.

When at last Emily had eaten everything, she leaned over onto the table, closed her eyes, and drifted off to sleep with a dull snore.

“Sleep tight, Emily,” said the witch. “When you wake up, I’ll really get started fattening you up!”


Fern Valley: The Gift Shop

“Now I’ve seen everything,” said Biff, as he held up a tiny, plush gorilla.

“With every purchase, we’ll save a real gorilla in the wild!” the attached sign proudly read. No way was his nephew getting a toy that promoted that endangered species agenda, he thought as he absentmindedly scratched the side of his bald dome.

Biff tossed the toy behind him, chuckling a little when he saw that it landed on and toppled a stack of toy elephants.

“Can I help you, sir?” asked a young saleswoman in bright pink hair, as she ran to re-assemble the elephants.

“I was looking to get something for my nephew, but I don’t want any of that environmentalist crap on it,” Biff said, slowly saying the word through his teeth like a curse.

“Sure – how about a Fairy Fiona?” she said, holing up a doll with beautiful, butterfly-like wings, a tight-lipped, wry grin, and a magic wand with a glowing pink crystal on the end. “She’s our number one seller.”

“You want me to give my nephew a doll!?” Biff asked, horrified.

“Uh, yeah, why not?” asked the saleswoman.

“Why not just get him the whole fairy costume while you’re at it?” Biff snarled.

“I’ll go get one – what size is he?” she asked.

“No, no, no…never mind,” Biff said, rolling his eyes and clenching his fists. “What about that explorer jacket over there?” he said, seeing something for himself in the far corner.

“An excellent choice, sir,” she said, bringing one over to him.

She called me ‘sir,’ Biff thought to himself. Maybe she’s not all bad…

“You know, I’m an explorer for a living. I go all over the world, getting pictures for calendars,” Biff boasted, as the woman slid the jacket over his stout, barrel-like frame and stretching the seams, despite the fact that it was the store’s largest size.

“Well, then you’ll love this jacket! We donate all proceeds to saving the rainforest!” she said, cheerily.

“Not more of that political bullshit,” Biff spat. “Once I take my picture, I say tear it all down. We need that land for cattle ranching!”

After this outburst, a few other customers started pointing and staring. Biff didn’t notice, though if he had, he certainly wouldn’t have cared.

“Tell you what, sir – I’ll give you this jacket. On the house. So no money goes to the rainforest, okay?” she said in a hushed voice, trying to ameliorate the situation.

“What’s the catch?” Biff asked.

“Promise me you’ll do the Fern Valley: The Enchanted Journey ride,” she said.

“Why?”

“It really opens your eyes about saving the planet,” she replied excitedly. “It’s why I’m working here! I promise, by the time you’re finished, you’ll be a new man.”

“I just walked past that – that line’s a mile long!” Biff huffed.

“Hand this card to the attendant, you’ll get right to the front of the line,” she said, thrusting a pink business card into his giant palm.

“Why the hell not,” he said with a shrug of his massive shoulders. “I’ll just watch an extra hour of Fox News to make up for it later,” he mumbled to himself.


Fern Valley: The Enchanted Journey

Biff left the gift shop with his new jacket, which he’d acquired for free by making one promise – to go on the Fern Valley ride.

That was a promise Biff was all too happy to keep, he thought to himself as he trudged towards the ride. Even though he knew he’d been asked to go on the ride in a ham-fisted attempt to change his views on environmentalism, he was confident that absolutely nothing was going to change his mind – certainly not an amusement park ride run by hippies.

He produced the glittering, pink business card he’d been given at the shop for the ride attendant, who blushed a little, and then took his hand and escorted him to the front of the line.

“This gentleman’s got the Pink Pass,” she explained, when a few families started objecting.

“Do you have to call it that?” Biff said, wincing a little.

At the end of the line, Biff saw groups, about two dozen at a time, being led through a big door in a “tree,” which was obviously plastic. But when the attendant took Biff’s card, she opened the door and led him in, alone.

“You have fun,” she said, then shut the door behind him, leaving him in total darkness. Just before the door shut, Biff could have sworn he heard girlish giggling.

A series of lights twinkled off and on, illuminating the forest before him. Unlike the cartoonish fake tree he’d walked into, the woods inside looked real. Biff inhaled deeply, smelling eucalyptus, which he’s encountered on his previous photography expedition.

He cautiously stepped forwards, placing his hands on one of the trees in front of him. It felt so…lifelike!

“Welcome to Fern Valley: The Enchanted Journey. Today, we’ll learn all about saving the rainforest!” came the voice, sultry and startling enough to make the hair stand up on the back of Biff’s neck. Still, since he was by himself, he couldn’t just let that go unchallenged.

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Biff grumbled, walking forwards on the little path between the trees, hoping to get this over with as fast as possible.

Before long, Biff arrived in a clearing. Sitting atop a giant mushroom was a woman with a glittery green dress, a wand with a glowing pink crystal, and wings like a butterfly.

“You’ve disrespected Mother Earth,” she said, her voice even louder now than it had been when he’d entered her forest. “What have you to say for yourself?”

“I say screw all that tree hugging crap…wait…Fiona Fairy?” Biff asked, remembering her design from the toy store.

“Yes, it is I,” she said, flitting her way down from the mushroom to land next to him. Fiona Fairy only stood as tall as Biff’s shoulder, but from the way she put her hands on her hips, she wasn’t intimidated by him in the slightest.

“Cute trick,” said Biff. “How’d you do that? Invisible wire?”

“You’ll know soon enough,” she promised him, her lips curling into the memorable little smile Biff had seen on the doll.

Fiona opened her mouth and started to sing, tones coming out slowly, delicately, and with a determined, deliberate passion. Though Biff was a world traveler, he couldn’t place the strange and beautiful language.

As he listened, Biff could feel the rage slowly sloughing off of him, his seething resentment of the world around him melting away. In less than a minute, Biff could barely remember why he’d been so disagreeable about coming here in the first place.

Fiona started signing louder as she and Biff made eye contact, and he started going weak in the knees. His hair started to regrow itself, but this time, it came out in a rainbow patchwork.

“What…are you doing…” Biff asked, and for a moment, the song stopped.

“I’m remaking you in my image, of course! I hope you don’t mind,” she added playfully, and she resumed singing. What remained of Biff’s prejudices, his attitude, and his beliefs about the world slowly vanished. His past of being a bully was swapped for being bullied for his feminine ways. Years of listening to talk radio degrade environmentalists was replaced by a time spent dancing alone in the woods, wondering what it would like to be a pretty Dryad.

But his mind wasn’t the only thing that was changing. Biff’s body was changing too. His broad shoulders and bulky body collapsed in on itself, and his facial structure became petite and diamond-shaped, with small, pouting lips.

Finally, she snapped her fingers, and his oversized clothes vanished, replaced with a ‘garment’ of vines and leaves, which clung to Biff’s new, slender, feminine curves. Biff gazed down and realized he really had been remade in her image. Wings sprouted on Biff’s back, flapping gently in the breeze. They bore spiral pattern, each swirl eerily hypnotic.

“So, Biff…ready to say you’re sorry to Mother Earth?” Fiona said, stopping her siren song.

Biff hesitated before replying, his still-congealing new mind unsure how to answer. Biff had no intellectual reason left to oppose Fiona – those had been stripped from his mind completely. His machismo attitude no longer existed, and his testosterone-fueled bouts of rage were no more.

He glanced at Fiona, his small mouth trembling. They were almost at eye level now, and staring at her felt more intimidating than ever. Maybe he should just apologize, get it over with…

But being a beautiful forest spirit had been what he’d always wanted, hadn’t it? Yes, that’s right…he’d finally gotten his wish to become a beautiful pixie. Fiona had rewarded him for defying her. Which meant…

“No, fuck the forest. Fuck nature and fuck you!” said Biff, kicking up a cloud of leaves for effect.

“Wow – really?” said Fiona, looking surprised. “You asked for it!”

“Yes, I did!” Biff said to herself, eagerly anticipating being rewarded.

Fiona started laughing. Not an ordinary griffaw, but a beautiful, orderly medley of notes. From Biff’s perspective, the world around her started to become huge. Her body began to shrink even further, her proportions becoming tinier and tinier. The trees around her reared up as she shrank, as if to express righteous indignation at the insult Biff had levied at them. The breezes grew stronger as Biff grew lighter, and only through desperately flapping her wings could she avoid being swept away.

Fiona, meanwhile, towered over Biff as she shrank. First, Biff only went up to her navel, then to her knees. When the laughter stopped, Biff only reached her ankles.

“Biff? Biff?” Fiona asked. “That name feels wrong now. How about…Tiff?”

“Sounds great!” Tiff agreed enthusiastically. But Fiona could barely hear her pipsqueak voice over the wind.

“Fly up here,” she commanded, holding her arm out. “I don’t want to accidentally step on you!”

Tiff did as she was told, smiling giddily and flying upwards and landing near her shoulder. Giant sized, Fiona was now even more beautiful and wondrous in Tiff’s eyes.

“You certainly look happy,” Fiona said, her huge face taking up Tiff’s entire field of vision as she turned to look at her. “Did you try to piss me off on purpose?”

“Maybe,” said Tiff.

“Don’t do that again,” said Fiona, in a faux-scolding tone. “If you wanted me to punish you, you could have just asked.”

Tiff yawned as she stretched out on Fiona’s shoulder, splaying her legs and propping her arm up with her hand. Fiona reached over and tickled her with her index finger, before delicately pulling back the au-naturale style dress she was wearing, and Tiff’s heart started pounding.

“Fiona, this is Sammy – when the ride going to get moving again? You’ve had that out of order sign for nearly a half an hour!” barked a man’s voice on intercom.

“I’m gonna need more time. I’ve got a new toy to play with,” Fiona shouted back.

“You shut down the ride because of us? But…but what about getting people to protect the environment?” Tiff asked. “Teaching the truth to the next generation is job number one!”

“You’re just too cute, you know that? But we’ll have plenty of time for work later,” said Fiona, opening her mouth wide, her tongue snaking out and caressing Tiff’s tiny body.

Tiff basked in the warm, wet, enveloping sensation, her breasts electrified with pleasure as they scraped against the rough side of her tongue. Then, Fiona picked her up by the hand, and stuffed her inside her cleavage.

The two, giant, pink mounds swallowed her up feet first, until all that was visible was Tiff’s little head, her arms, and her rainbow colored hair. Fiona grabbed her own breasts and squeezed them against each other, and her soft flesh pressed firmly against Tiff from both sides. As she pushed harder, every nook and cranny, every crevice on her body was filled with boob.

Fiona then started shaking her breasts up and down, creating a thunderous, full body vibration. Tiff’s hair was tossed back and forth, and her hands desperately tried to find something to grab onto. The tips of her fingers managed to scrape at Fiona’s nipples, but she couldn’t quite get a grip on them. Finally, the vibrations drove Tiff over the edge, squealing as she came.

“Alright, now let’s save the world,” said Fiona, pulling the tiny, gasping Tiff from between her boobs. Tiff, still too winded to speak, flashed her a thumbs up sign with her tiny thumb.


Castle of the Beast

This was supposed to be their two-year anniversary, Nate lamented. He picked up the park map as he headed through the gates. He and Roger and were supposed to be on vacation together, but instead here he was. By himself. On a dreary overcast day. Perfect.

Nate tried to push the dark thoughts from his mind as he began walking towards…well, wherever right now. He didn’t much care, as doubts clouded his mind.

Not even two weeks ago that…jerk decided that while he loved the bespectacled blonde, he needed to break up because Roger had to “find himself”! He didn’t know who he was anymore, so they needed to split up! Really, it was his own fault for being so clingy…

Seething, Nate stopped and tried to catch his breath, closing his eyes in the middle of the path. He counted down in his head. No. he was not going to let this ruin his day. He was going to enjoy this trip without that asshole.

“Six…five…” As the anger faded, the doubts returned. Maybe it was his fault. “Four…three…” Maybe he could have been more attentive…“Two…one…” Taking one more deep breath, the thin man finally centered himself. He took a look at the map. He needed to concentrate on something else right now.

There were different sections of the map plotted out. Looking to one side, he saw the dock that would take park-goers out on the lake to some island attraction. Not really his thing because it seemed to have a slight horror theme.

Continuing his journey on the pathway, he avoided the large circus tent area. He never was a fan of carnies, and to be honest, clowns frightened him a lot more than they should. He even shivered as he swore he could see one standing at some random booth motioning to him. Yeah, he might stay away from that place the whole trip.

He glanced up and saw a pavilion and a beautiful castle – he must be in Fairy Tale Land. Honestly, it was the main reason he wanted to bring Roger with him to the park.

Nate Anderson grew up on stories. Especially fairy tales. From Grimm’s to Aesop’s, to myths and legends, the blonde started out imagining himself fighting dragons or rescuing a prince or two.

His grandma would always come over with a new story when he was a child. As he grew older, they evolved with him. Narnia, Harry Potter, Lord of the Rings. He had a very rich fantasy life and was encouraged by the tales of valor, justice, and romance. Of course, he’d shared them with Roger, and he had actually planned on proposing to the asshole in one of the few castles in the park. Heh, one of the few good things about him was that he never laughed or berated him over his love of fantasy.

That plan was obviously off now, but he had bought the tickets ahead of time, so he figured why waste them? He’d visit the park by himself and fall back into his fantasy world, at least for the day.

Unfortunately, reality reared its ugly head. The closer he got to the pavilion, the darker the sky was getting.

“Great. Rain.” Nate let loose a deep sigh. The first drops hit his narrow shoulders as he entered the large gilt entrance of the Fairytale pavilion. He soon found himself arriving at the first attraction, a small medieval themed town with an old tavern. Being early, there weren’t that many guests who’d traveled back this far so it seemed to be just him and many of the park’s staff, who were dressed in period appropriate attire.

Meandering down the lane, Nate enjoying the site of this very cute little village. It was almost perfect in how close it resembled the fantasy worlds of his imagination. Then the rain started to come down harder. Now, he could have tried to enter one of the many buildings offering refreshments, or the multiple souvenir shops, but the big castles in the distance were calling to him.

Nate ran towards one at the first crack of thunder. He passed various signs designating which castle was for what story. The gentle summer shower almost instantly became a downpour, and the blonde raced across a large drawbridge and into an empty courtyard. The staff must have already taken shelter inside, so he didn’t even think before rushing straight into the massive double doors of the large, foreboding castle. 

Once inside, Nate clutched his chest as he tried to catch his breath as he stood there, soaked and dripping onto the stone tiled floor. The large entrance hall was oddly silent. Shadows played around the room, thanks to the many flickering candles light bouncing of massive stone gargoyles and several suits of armor. 

“He…hello?” There was no answer. Perhaps this attraction wasn’t open yet to the public he thought to himself as he scrambled for the map, only to realize he must have dropped it in his race out of the storm.

Thunder cracked outside, causing Nate to flinch. Well, he wasn’t going back out there in that weather. Maybe he could explore? A spark of courage was lit within him. He felt like this could almost be an adventure, just like those old stories.

The castle was imposing. He thought at first that it was just like Disney or other theme parks. Buildings were made with large façades with forced perspective to look huge but were much smaller when seen up close. No, this was a fully fleshed out and functional castle complete with a huge kitchen, massive ballrooms, and well, bathrooms. Something you don’t usually see in these theme park recreations. 

It was the oversized master bedroom in the west wing that caught Nate’s attention. He almost thought he could hear voices whispering every so often as he traveled down the second-floor hallway to the room itself. Sure there was some fear and trepidation, but thus far the castle had been empty. And it seemed complete too. Every room was furnished, but there seemed to be… something missing.

The large master bedroom felt very odd, not because of its size, but of its furnishings. Everything was made for someone massive. The four-poster bed was larger than a California king, and the legs seemed to be made to hold quite a lot of weight. The chairs and tables were similarly fashioned for someone much bigger. Perhaps this castle was to be home to a monster, an ogre, or even a beast?

A slight smile came to his lips. Beauty and the Beast always held a special place in his heart. Hell, the Disney version was even his favorite movie. He remembered the few time he and Roger watched it together, enjoying it. His boyfriend teased him about how giddy he got over it, although he always had one issue with the movie…

Shaking his head at one of the many good memories with his boyfriend, Nate’s hand went to his pocket where kept the ring he had bought for this day. He was planning on leaving it on the castle’s balcony since it symbolized everything he had done wrong.

That’s when a faint glow caught his attention. He looked up; there sat a table with a large glass lid over a hovering rose.

Suddenly lightning crackled through the sky accompanied by the roar of thunder, causing the blonde man to panic. Laughing soon afterward at his own cowardice, his gaze returned to the attraction.

Nate chuckled. It was a good effect, although he wondered what Disney would say about it. Walking over, it seemed to him that the bright blue glow surrounding the rose seemed to only grow in power.

The blonde peered in close, wondering how they were actually doing the trick, and accidently bumped the glass container, tipping it over. Panicking, Nate tumbled to the ground, catching it before it shattered.

“Ugh, oh god, heh, that could have been… a…” The rose was still there, floating. He had thought it was just some hologram or projection at first, but it actually looked real. Gently setting the glass canister aside, Nate, almost hypnotized, reached out for the rose and grasped it as he stood up. To his surprise it was real. That surprise, however, cost him as he jerked, gripping it too hard and sticking himself with a thorn.

“Gah… damn it.” Tripping backward, the blonde collapsed onto the ground.  There was an intense throbbing from where he was stabbed in his left hand. His glasses went flying across the floor’s marble tiles.

The pain died down quickly, but that throbbing only seemed to grow in power as he gripped his arm. Something was very wrong. Maybe there was something he was allergic to on the rose because his hand felt thick and swollen.

He couldn’t see exactly, but along with the throbbing came an intense itchiness creeping up his arm. This had to be an allergic reaction, or worse, poison.

The throbbing seemed to intensify as his left arm seemed to continually flex and relax, his muscles feeling swollen as he felt something rough on his palm.

Searching for his glasses, anger began to well up inside of him. He was stupid, so stupid. His little “adventure” might actually get him killed, and in the dumbest way possible. He had a few allergies, but he never thought a prick from a rose could actually hurt him. Maybe it was covered in some chemical.

The pulsing continued to spread from his left arm to his chest. Scratching, himself he figured he was breaking out in hives.

He finally located his glasses.  Limping over, he gently picked them up with his right hand.

“Ok, deep breaths, let’s see what’s... HOLY SHIT!” Falling backward once again, Nate almost lost his glasses for a second time.

The once scrawny arm was beefier, wider. A mammoth, toned bicep was ripping through the sleeve of his t-shirt, yet it had quickly become hidden under a thick pelt of golden hair. His hand seemed to be in a similar position. His digits looked bloated and more, well, monstrous, as his fingernails had sharpened into a set of retractable, razor-sharp feline claws. Large black pads appeared on his palm and on each of his fingers.

“No, no, no, no.” Nate quietly recited to himself as he gripped his swollen wrist, feeling the thick hair, no, fur spreading over his expanding chest beneath his shirt. This had to be a hallucination brought on by either the allergy or poison.

He doubled over as every muscle in his trunk seemed to flex at once. Sweating heavily, drool fell from his lips as he heard fabric tearing. His t-shirt was now ripping down the middle as his back expanded, muscles exploding outwards and quickly becoming covered in thick patches of the same golden fur.

Nate’s chest swelled with pure beef, steel corded muscles gaining more mass before similarly being coated in the silky hair. His slight gut was soon burnt away, revealing two rows of powerful looking abs, expanding outwards into a rounded barrel of strength.

“Wha…What’s happening to me!” The blonde strained to get out the words, his voice unrecognizable to himself. The deep bass seemed to reverberate around the room, a snarl catching in his throat. He slammed his eyes shut before another jolt shook his body.

Opening his eyes, his rounded pupils shrunk, shifting to something much more human. A golden luminescence seemed to fill the now metallic feline iris as his pants began to suffer the same fate as his shirt.

Lightning continued to strike outside, matched by its mate thunder as the changes continued. Muscles continued to grow down his legs as a weird feeling began to come from his tailbone. Something was growing back there as his powerful thighs split through the seams of his jeans.

When he felt a numbness come to his feet, Nate rolled over, desperate to get his shoes off. His new claws easily shredded his sneakers apart. The leather stood no chance against the razor sharp daggers as his right arm began to shift to match his other. 

The numbness was soon explained as the bones in his legs, thankfully, painlessly rearranged themselves. His feet, or what was left of them, slowly morphed into the large, feathered hooves of a Shire stallion.

Ripping off the remains of his pants, Nate saw what was happening in his nether regions. A bout of intense pleasure rocked him as he noticed his family jewels were engorged, inflating wider as his manhood grew thicker, throbbing like a third leg against the massive quads of his hairy thighs.

Rolling forward, Nate felt a sharp pain as he seemed to sit on a new appendage, a slowly growing tufted prehensile tail. 

Finally, it seemed the changes have moved on to his face. Gritting his teeth, the once blonde felt his mouth and nose stretch outward as his neck and shoulders continued to broaden. Thickly chorded muscles pulled to hold the weight of the once human’s growing head. His senses suddenly became much more acute as his nose began catching new scents, his glasses balancing precariously on a new feline snout as his ears traveled up the sides of his head, poking out from a thick mane of hair.

Finally, when it seemed all the changes had finished, a new throbbing came from his immense forehead. Itching, Nate began to feel course protrusions growing from beneath his mane, thickening and curling into large, ridged horns.

Finally, after a few more moments, the transformation seemed to be over. Nate kept his eyes shut, waiting for more bestial changes to afflict him, but when none came, the man hesitantly got to his feet. The remains of his clothes fell beneath him as the deep clops of his new hooves on the hard marble echoed through the chamber. The sound of the thunderstorm seemed to be abating as the slow rumbles began to be carried off into the distance.

He wobbled a bit as he brought himself to his new full height, hunched over a with a thick hump of muscle behind him. The new creature almost screamed as he saw a similar beast in front of himself, only to realize it was his own monstrous visage.

He was the very definition of a chimera. Ram horns, lion head, and tail. Monstrous arms and paws, horse hooves. Not to mention a more than ample package that was almost covered in a thick swatch of hair.

And then there was the beef. He was bigger than any bodybuilder he’d ever seen. Bulging, toned muscle covered him from head to hoof, but covered in shaggy golden fur. Nate almost started to admire himself before he shook his head.

“This…this is impossible.” And that was when there came to be a knock on his door. The new beast cringed a bit, and then realized that right now, he was probably the scariest thing in the room, so he hesitantly took his first wobbly steps towards the door. The weight of his body made each hoof fall ring through the room louder and louder.

Finally, Nate gripped the handle of the door, the size just right for his new paw, before seeing a staff of people bow before him. Men and woman in medieval fairytale-themed garb smiled before him. In the lead, what appeared to be a butler nodded.

“Sire. Welcome to your new home. Perhaps we can have a word with you before I introduce you to the castle staff?” The older, middle-aged gentlemen walked into the room, causing the large naked beast to shift backward unexpectedly, gripping his now much-too-small spectacles so they wouldn’t fly off his face.

“Yes, we’ll have to get those resized for you. I assume you have questions, sire?” The corpulent, finely dressed man hopped into a large seat at one of the oaken tables, looking almost humorous with how oversized the chair was for him.

“I.. I… WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!” The Beast bellowed before covering his maw. The words came out as a mixture of a roar and snarl, probably echoing out the balcony and definitely through the castle halls.

Nate covered his snout. The man seemed to take the outburst in stride, however.

“You came into the castle and touched the cursed rose. As go with the story, for your sin, you were changed into a ‘horrible’ beast.” The man took out a small flask, rolling his eyes. He seemed bored.

“In other words, until you find your love and break the curse, you will be a permanent fixture of the park, playing the part of the Beast in the castle. We will, of course, treat you like nobility during your stay since you will be providing a service for our guests.” The man continued to talk, almost droning as Nate felt dizzy. He was now the actual Beast? What about his life! His family! His… 

His eyes went to the remains of his clothes, the ring still left in the pocket. Gently walking over, allowing his new tail to help with his balance, he bent over. The ring looked insignificant in his large paw. It felt fragile. Other than the diamond, he felt as though he could rip the metal apart, but something stopped him.

“How…long do I have?” He asked.

“Huh? Oh right. The standard length of the curse. Until the last petal falls on the rose, yadda yadda, otherwise you’ll be a beast permanently, and your contract with the park will be expanded indefinitely.” The man took out a smartphone, destroying the illusion of the fantasy as he just swung his hand around in a circle.

The new monster looked at the rose and back to the ring. Gently setting the piece of jewelry on a dresser next to the bed, the muscular chimera loomed over the glowing flower.

He was in his own fairytale now. This was his story.

“So, I can find love at any time?” He pondered.

“Of course sire, but you only have till the last petal falls if you want to return to your old life.” The butler nodded.

So he was living a modern day Beauty and the Beast. He knew he should feel anger, hatred, fear. This was an impossible situation, yet there was a calmness about him. Didn’t he always dream of having an adventure like this?

Nate nodded to himself. Looking at the muscular creature in the mirror, he didn’t see a filthy animal. Instead, he saw something stronger, more powerful. Almost regal actually.

Gently grabbing the Rose in his paw, his thoughts went back to the Disney movie. There was always one problem he had with the movie.

From the corner of his eye, Nate saw the butler’s eyes widen a bit as he watched his new boss gently pull all the petals off the flower before blowing them out onto the balcony.

Some confidence grew within him as the storm outside finally abated, rays of sunshine illumining the room now.

“Well, I guess I have to ask, what do I do now? I mean we have guests to entertain.” He’d find someone, he was certain. Nate was never going back. He was certain to be a catch for who could ever learn to love a Beast.


Transformation Island: The Boat Ride

“And if you take a look off the starboard bow, you can spot Dark Mermaid Cove!” said the tour guide, a slight man with a pencil thin mustache, as he pointed towards a reef of black coral.

“Dark mermaid cove?” repeated pint-sized Winona, her voice coming out in a squeak. “Sounds scary.”

“Oh, come on, it could be worse. He could have called it sharkbite alley or something,” her boyfriend, Seth, tried to reassure her. Ten years older than Winona and twice her size, Seth was already feeling guilty he’d talked her into going to the park’s scariest section.

“Sharkbite? Don’t even say that word when we’re on the ocean!” she said, wincing a little and biting her lip.

“Sorry, Bunny, I didn’t mean to scare you!” he said, using the nickname she’d earned from her fraidy-ness. He reached his broad arm around her, and Winona snuggled herself into his shoulder, closing her eyes and trying to drown out the rest of the boat ride.

“On the port side, you can see the Enchanted Forest, part of Fairy Tale Land, where rumor has it Fairy Fiona has acquired a new consort…”

“Enchanted Forest? Hella lame,” said Bria, the blonde, buxom bombshell cheerleading captain at Anthem City College. “Hey, Stanley, is that where you and your geeky friends dress up and pretend to be wizards?”

“It’s called LARPing, and no, we have our own spaces, thank you very much,” said Stanley as he white-knuckled his seat.

“You’re soo bad, Bria,” said Mia, her best friend and fellow cheerleader, with a little chuckle as her raven hair was tussled by the ocean breeze.

Bria slowly climbed up onto the railing, then casually did a cartwheel on the thin, silver sliver.

“Hey…you can’t go up there,” warned the tour guide. “And you certainly can’t do…”

“Or what?” said Tia, who had light brown skin, kinky black hair, and hot pink fake nails. “You gonna call the park police on us? We’re cheerleaders, we know how to handle ourselves.”

“I’m serious! If you don’t follow the rules, the consequences could be…”

Just then, the boat hit a rough wave, and Bria lost her balance, tumbling over the side. Mia lunged forwards to catch her.

“Pull me up!” Bria screamed, but slowly, Mia’s grip was loosening. Then Tia jumped forwards and well, grabbing Mia’s arms and yanking both of them upwards in a wobbly, herky-jerky fashion. Stanley leapt forwards as well, hoisting up Bria’s legs.

“Thanks,” Mia breathlessly said to Tia. Then, she turned to Stanley, scowling as she said “don’t touch me. Your zits might be contagious.”

Stanley huffed and turned around, heading towards the other side of the boat.

“Did you see that?” Winona asked, as Stanley sat down next to her. “Those girls nearly lost their lives! This boat is a death trap!”

“They were just being stupid and not following the rules,” said Stanley.

“Even if they had fallen in, they probably wouldn’t have drowned,” said Seth.

“Probably? So you admit there’s a chance…” Winona said, biting her fingernails. Both Seth and Stanley rolled their eyes.

~

“Alright, ladies and gentlemen, you’ve arrived – the terrifying, treacherous, Transformation Island! Please obey all the rules,” he said, as he cast a glare towards the cheerleaders, “and enjoy your stay.”

The tour guide was the last one to depart the boat. As soon as his feet hit the sand, a dull, gurgling roar issued forth from the ocean. A huge spray of sea foam exploded over all the guests, and then a statuesque mermaid with inky dark hair and bright, red eyes emerged from the water.

“You’ll do nicely,” she said, grabbing the tour guide by the collar and then thrusting her lips against his. After a brief kiss, she pulled him towards the ocean and then into the churning water.

“Agh! Help!” he called out, but park guests were all frozen in place. His shoes fell off as he entered the sea, but instead of feet there was a green flipper. Was he already starting to turn into… a mermaid?

A few moments later, the mermaid dived in, pulling them both underwater. Neither reemerged.

“Fuck!” Winona screamed. “Holy hell! What’s happening!” she shouted, jumping up and down.

“Oh, Winona, don’t worry. I’m sure it’s all staged,” said Seth. “Terrifying Transformation Island,” he said, trying to mimic the theatrics of the tour guide. “Besides, mermaids aren’t real, right?”

“You think?”

“Uh, yeah. Who’d be scared by that?” said Mia, though her voice certainly sounded rattled. “Come on, girls, let’s go see if we can find something really scary.”

The craggy cliffs on the cold beach crowded out all paths but one, and slowly, the six guests made their way up the dune, until they reached a fork in the road, accompanied by two signs.

The left sign read “Haunted House,” while the right one read “Creepy Caves,” and also bore a sticker that said “closed for repairs.”

“Up for the Haunted House, Bunny?” Seth asked.

“I just want to go home,” said Winona, clutching Seth’s arm.

“I’m sure the tour guide will show up again soon,” Seth said. “In the meantime, let’s try to enjoy our time here, ok?”

“Alright,” she said. “But I’ll just be clutching your arm and screaming the whole time.”

“I’ll be here to protect you,” Seth added.

“Let’s go check out the Creepy Caves,” said Bria. “I bet that’ll be awesome!”

“That one’s closed for repairs,” said Stanley. “Didn’t you airheads learn your lesson?”


Haunted House

“Are you sure this is the Haunted House attraction? It just looks like…an actual haunted house,” said Winona as she shivered.

“What else could it be?” her older boyfriend, Seth, replied. But silently, he was admitting that she had a point. The ancient mansion before them didn’t have any attendants. Seth suspected that the dust and cobwebs smothering the windows looked quite real, too – and his suspicion was confirmed when he saw a spider making its way across a cracked pane of glass. But, he thought, it was best not to point that out to easily-frightened Winona.

He opened the door and was greeted with a burst of musty air. When he stepped inside – having to drag Winona across the threshold – he found a long, dark, narrow hallway ahead of him.

“Welcome…to your worst nightmare,” came a low voice. Seth placed his arm around Winona’s back, to reassure her, but she immediately shrieked and turned to run for the entrance. But following an eerie creek, the door behind them shut on its own. She grabbed the handle and pulled with all her might – which, admittedly, wasn’t much – and failed to pull it back open.

“They probably won’t let you go back out. Let’s just walk through it as fast as possible, Bunny” Seth suggested. “You can close your eyes, if you’d like.”

“Okay…” she sighed, gripping his arm tightly.

“What truly scares you?” intoned the narrator, as they made their way done the hall.

“Snakes?”

On cue, one of the doors burst open, and an anaconda slid out. Winona, hearing the hissing sound, leapt up into Seth’s arms to avoid it slithering by her feet.

“It’s just animatronic, Bunny,” he said, stroking her arm as he carried her effortlessly.

“Spiders?”

The ceiling started to cave in, and a giant tarantula crawled in through the hole in the roof. The noise startled Seth a little, and Winona, who felt a little heavier in his arms than he was used to, slid down.

“That’s kinda gross…” she said, gazing up at it.

“Let’s go,” he said, quickly, urging them forwards.

“Are you afraid of death?”

A grim reaper swung down from the ceiling, waiving a scythe at them. Seth ducked, but Winona merely flashed a grin at the spectacle, the blade coming within an inch of her nose, which seemed to grow a little longer and narrower.

Winona had always been a petite young woman with a girlish frame and delicate features, but now her ears had become slightly longer, her arms and legs had lengthened, and her bust had become more defined. Seth was busy admiring the latter feature when the voice spoke again, taking him off guard.

“…or what comes after death?”

The floor ahead gave way, revealing a reddish, flaming abyss. A demonic cackle echoed up from below, and as Seth leaned closer, a red pitchfork was thrown straight up towards him.

“Agh!” Seth screamed, frozen by fear. Winona jumped in front of him and grabbed the handle of the pitchfork, and then twirled it around like a baton.

“Pretty cool, huh?” she asked, as the whites of her eyes grew pitch black, while her irises become blood red.

“I…uh…” Seth hedged, biting his lip.

“Come on, let’s see what else this pace got,” said Winona, grabbing him by the hand and charging ahead.

“Hey!” Seth protested, though he strangely found himself unable to shake her grip. When they reached the edge, they stopped.

“Think you can jump it?” Winona asked.

“Hell, no! No pun intended,” said Seth. Not only did Winona look a little taller, but Seth seemed a little smaller. The chasm between the ends of the hall appeared wider, more deadly. He wasn’t in a mood to take risks. “Let’s just go back…”

“No need, I’ll carry you,” said Winona. Before he could refuse, Winona threw her pitchfork across, then scooped him up in her arms and leapt forwards, landing safely on the other side and then gently setting him down on the ground.

“Winona?” he asked, astonished that his once tiny, trembling girlfriend would event attempt such a stunt, much less succeed.

“What is it, Bunny?” she replied. “You weren’t scared, were you?”

Hearing her use that nickname stung, but if he was being honest with himself, he wasn’t just scared – he was downright terrified.

“Something’s happening to us,” Seth whispered, as he looked up at her. Even after she’d set him down, he realized, she was now taller than he was.

“Hmm?” Winona asked. She hadn’t really been listening, too caught up in lovingly gazing at her boyfriend. He seemed younger than she’d remembered. The flecks of grey in his hair had vanished, and his receding hairline had come back, his new hair boyishly flopping in front of his face. She delicately stroked it and tucked it behind his ear as she saw the wrinkles around his eyes fade away.

Those youthful looking eyes suddenly bulged wide. “Winona, look out behind you!” Seth warned. A giant skeleton had begun lumbering its way towards them.

Winona laughed as she grabbed her pitchfork trident from the ground. When the skeleton approached, she took a firm swipe at it, and it crumbled. As she did so, her skin shifted to an alarming shade of red.

“What’s wrong?” she said, as she turned around to face her cowering boyfriend.

“You…you’re…” Seth said, but he couldn’t quite manage to spit it out.

“Aww…so cute. Haunted House got your tongue?” she asked. “Don’t worry, I’m here to protect you!”

Seth nervously glanced around, wondering what was lurking around the next corner. She was right – whatever it was, he couldn’t handle it without her. Slowly, he took her hand, which had little talons on the end of each finger.

“Lead the way,” he said.

She confidently took a step forwards, and the floorboard creaked a little under the pressure.

“Eep!” Seth said, leaping backwards.

“Bunny, you’re so jumpy…” Winona said. She rolled her eyes a little, but inwardly, she was happy to have a short, little boyfriend who was so easily startled – his fear and innocence only made him more appealing in her eyes.

Seth was now a young-looking 18 year old, and barely five feet tall – nothing compared Winona, who was now even taller than Seth used to be.

“Want me to carry you the rest of the way?” she offered.

“Uh-uh,” he protested, not wanting to feel like a weakling. But when he glanced ahead towards the next narrow hallway, he thought he saw a cobweb in the corner. That meant…that meant…

Seth couldn’t even finish the thought. He wrapped his arms and legs around Winona’s leg. “Just…go,” he said, firmly shutting his eyes.

Winona continued through the haunted house, her pace unchanged by Seth’s negligible weight on her curvy, powerful thighs.

“Are you afraid…of vampires?”

“Yes!!” Seth shouted, as he heard a terrible fluttering overhead. Two bats transformed into vampires, one in front and one behind Winona. She lunged forwards, staking the first one in the heart with her trident, while a demonic tail sprouted from her backside. It grazed Seth’s forehead as it sprang out, the pointy end hitting the other vampire in the chest and felling it.

“Awesome!” she said, as she gazed at her fallen foes. “What else can I kill?”

“Let’s just go,” Seth begged. “Anywhere but here!”

Winona glanced around and saw a green “emergency rest area” sign. She pushed it open, and inside found a gray medical-looking room. Maybe for helping those who were scared into heart attacks, she speculated.

“I think I’m going to need a fresh pair of shorts,” Seth grumbled as he finally let go of her leg.

“No worries,” she said, gazing around. “There’s a tub in the bathroom. Let’s freshen up!”


Haunted House: Good Clean Fun

Seth hated the idea of getting naked in a scary place like this, but he didn’t feel like being drenched with nervous sweat from head to toe for the rest of the day, either. Both of them took off their clothes.

Winona had to duck her head a little to avoid having her horns scrape against the top of the door as she stepped into the bathroom. When she turned on the faucet, the pipes let out a low, groaning sputter.

Her newly jumpy boyfriend fell backwards, hitting his head on the cabinet.

“Aww, poor baby,” she said, picking him up by the shoulders and kissing the back of his head.

“Winona,” Seth protested. “I’m not a child!”

“No, but that doesn’t mean you can’t be treated like one,” she retorted.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Seth asked, feeling confused.

“It just means…you need someone to look after you, that’s all,” Winona said soothingly. “Come on, let’s take a bath together.”

Seth couldn’t argue with that. She slid into the bath first, then reached out and pulled him in, too.

“What if…what if I go down the drain?” Seth asked, his voice coming out in a squeak.

“I’ll never let that happen,” she whispered in his ear.

“I’m sorry I’m such a…fraidy,” said Seth breathlessly. His face was red with shame, though not nearly as red as his demon-girl lover.

“Don’t apologize,” said Winona. “I’m the biggest monster of all, so it’s my job to scare everything else away! Besides, I wouldn’t want you to be brave.”

“You…you wouldn’t?” Seth asked. He certainly couldn’t pretend to understand that, but already a wave of relief was washing over him.

“No, baby, then I wouldn’t get to take care of you. And there’s nothing I like better than taking care of you,” she said, wrapping his small, frail body in her loving embrace.

Seth closed his eyes and placed his head near the tops of her breasts, while his legs dangled over her sides and into the tepid, warm water.

“I’ll always be there to keep you safe, to love you, to protect you,” she said, her voice carrying a soft, maternal tone. Despite – or, more likely, because of – this, Seth felt himself rapidly getting hard.

With one hand she reached under the water and slowly started to pump his cock. With the other, she gently cupped his balls, while her little finger teased at the edges of his asshole.

Seth let out little moans of pleasure as he squirmed, before Winona guided his mouth to her breast, and then he suckled at her hungrily.

“I’ve got you. I’ve always got you, my little darling,” she whispered. Before long, he spurted gob after gob of cum into the water.

She hadn’t reached satisfied herself, but Winona was content nonetheless. Seeing the peaceful look on his face as he surrendered to unconsciousness was the best feeling in the world.


Creepy Caves

The cheerleaders, Bria, Mia and Tia all skipped their way into the Creepy Caves – the “down for repairs” sign be damned. Nerdy Stanley, who’d been the victim of their cruel mockery on the boat ride over, pretended to take the other path towards the Haunted House ride. But at the last moment, he doubled back to enter the caves, his cell phone ready.

This time, he thought, he’d catch the cheerleaders breaking the rules, and then show the pictures to the park’s employees. He sported a big, goofy grin as he imagined his sweet revenge, and then tip-toed inside.

After ducking inside, the first thing Bria, Mia, and Tia noticed about the caves was the near-total darkness. Tia instinctively fumbled her hands across the slightly damp, mossy wall of the cave, hoping to find a light switch, while Bria and Mia squinted ineffectually.

“Where are we even supposed to, you know, like…go?” asked Mia.

“I think there’s like a light off in the distance…” said Bria, pointing towards a dim, dark green glow that seemed just out of reach.

“Oof!” Tia said as she walked into a large, spherical boulder in the center of the path.

“Is this really safe to have people here? We should like sue or something,” said Bria.

They kept following the light and Stanley was close behind. But soon, Stanley came to a fork in the dimly lit passage – and he couldn’t tell which way the girls had gone.

Left must be right, Stanley deduced, since it was the brighter path. But when he made his way into the tunnel, he didn’t see the girls. Instead, he tipped over copper barrel, and next to it, there was a pool of glowing, green goo. What was this stuff, he thought, as he leaned a little further upon the slippery cobblestones to get a closer look.

~

“Oh…my…God!” said Bria. “There’s like a…giant pile of raw meat on the floor!” she said, pointing to a giant pile of fleshy hunks.

“Eww…gross,” said Mia. “Vegan over here so I’m like freaking the hell out right now.”

As they watched, more meat fell onto the pile from some kind of crevice leading up to the surface.

“I guess that’s why they call it the Creepy Caves, right?” Tia asked, to the bewilderment of her friends. “I mean, come on, they gotta try to creep us out somehow, right?”

“It smells rancid,” Bria complained. “Totally not sanitary. Couldn’t they, you know, just scare us with monsters or something?”

“Grarh!!” A monstrous roar echoed across the caves passages.

“Girls…not funny,” Bria said, rolling her eyes. But neither Tia nor Mia had any reply. They were staring at the being who had just crept into view behind Bria. Nearly ensconced in shadows, the only thing the girls could tell about him was that he was that he was big.

Bria felt a blast of hot air on her shoulder. “What’s...going on?” she asked, her voice coming out in a panicked whisper.

“Mine!” he shouted, grabbing her by the back of her hair and then dragging her down the corridor.

Bria kicked and screamed, trying to regain her footing. But her efforts were nothing compared to the iron grip of her hulking abductor.

“What do you want with me?” Bria shrieked. “Do you want me kill me? Eat me?”

Bria was dragged into another passageway, this one containing a glowing green pool of liquid. By its light, she could finally see her assailant clearly.

A towering man with a thick unibrow and a heavy underbite, he had a sloped forehead and a wide, flaring nostrils. He didn’t look quite human, Bria thought, more like one of those artists’ depictions of Neanderthals.

“Not…hungry,” he grunted out in a low voice, finally answering her question.

“Oh God, you’re not going to…you know…have your way with me?” she asked in disgust.

“Too…skinny…” he said.

“Hey, it’s all natural,” Bria said, somewhat reflexively. “A juice cleanse or two doesn’t make me an anarex…”

But she didn’t get a chance to finish her sentence. Instead, the caveman grabbed her by the back of the head and forced her face-first into the green goo. He lifted and shoved her back in with a repeatedly, with all the deliberateness of a foodie dunking a hunk of French bread into a bowl of olive oil.

Bria’s coughing and gasping became a little deeper and raspier, as her lungs grew and her throat became shorter and thicker. Her forehead shrank, her back grew wider, and her spine curved downwards. Her buttocks and lower belly swelled with flab, while her breasts sloped downwards, giving her an egg-shaped body. Firm eyebrow ridges jutted out from her face, and her nose flattened.

When Bria tried to stand, her thicker, broader shoulders gave her a hulking gait, and her arms had grown long enough that her knuckles dragged on the floor. She’d burst out of her clothes completely, revealing an excess of thick looking, dark body hair under her arms, on top of her feet, between her legs, and leading up to her bellybutton.

Wondering if she was feeling comfortable, but no longer to possessing the vocabulary to pose that question, Stanley grunted, “Well?”

“Me…like,” said Bria, smiling with her huge, misshapen, and misaligned teeth as she admired herself in the reflection of the green goo. She couldn’t help but enjoy surge of id-fueled desire which had overpowered every other concern in what was left of her brain. She turned and charged towards Stanley, wrapping her long arms around his chest and planting her huge thighs around his hips. He pressed her against the wall, humping and grunting furiously.

~

“What’s that sound?” Tia asked, as she heard the dull, roaring pounding echoing through the corridors.

“It’s got to be an avalanche! We’ve got to get out of here!” said Mia.

“What about Bria?” asked Tia.

“Leave her! She’s probably already dead!” said Mia.

“You really think that, or do you think you’re going to be the next heard cheerleader if she gets knocked off?” asked Tia with her eyebrow raised. “Because if you think that, you’ve got another thing coming, girl – I’ve got some moves that…”

“Stop with your catty bullshit and let’s just get out of here!”

But the light coming from the back of the cave was brighter than the lights leading out of it. By the time they’d made their way to the surface, Stanley and Bria had finished their rutting and were waiting for them.

Stanley grabbed Tia and Bria grabbed Mia, their fingers stubby and undexterous but their grip strength beyond compare.

Without another word, they and they dragged them both, kicking and screaming, back into the caves. Why bothering listening to them? In the minds of Stanley and Brias, the strong – the Alphas – were fit to do as they pleased. They were the alphas of the cave, and it was time to teach the other residents a little respect.

~

“What do you want with me? What do you want with me?” Mia repeated, screaming herself hoarse as Bria dragged her into the right corridor. But even if the cheerleading captain still possessed the capability to explain her plan, she still wouldn’t have revealed what she had planned for the backstabbing ‘friend’ who’d always wanted her spot.

Bria led Mia right to the pile of meat that had so thoroughly repulsed her earlier. 

“Eat,” Bria grunted.

“Um, no! I’m not going to eat that!” Mia declared.

“Dip,” said Bria, pointing towards the barrel she’d drug over. When Mia still petulantly refused, crossing her arms in defiance, Bria took a hunk of the mystery meat herself. She dunked it in the goo, mimicking what Stanley had done to her, and then brought the gross mess to her Mia’s lips.

Mia tried to refuse, but when it became clear that her choices were swallow or choke, she finally acquiesced. The stuff tasted sour burned on the way down, and it was only through Bria’s tight hand on her throat that she didn’t gag it back up.

As soon as the gloop settled in her stomach, though, her disgust quickly faded away, replaced with ravenous hunger. All Mia could think was that she wanted more food – any food – and that meant what was in front of her was on the menu. Without any further prompting from Bria, Mia leapt forwards and dipped hunk after hunk of meat into the goo, barely bothering to chew before she swallowed it down.

Mia’s jaw and throat widened to accommodate her binging, and her body swelled as her humanity faded away with every bite. Her gut swelled into beach ball proportions, her ass became a towering cushion which compensated for her hunched over posture, and her arms and legs exploded with knobs of shapeless, saggy flesh.

As Mia belched and licked her fingers, her pretty face became unrecognizable. Her puffier cheeks and slanted forehead left her eyes nothing more than grey, hungry slits, her tiny chin had become a nub on her mammoth jaw, and her gorgeous dark hair was filled with bits of offal and goo.

~

When Stanley dragged Tia to the edge of the green pool, she adeptly jumped across. Stanley clumsily reached after her, his hands grazing the goo, but Tia ran to the side of him, and back out the passage.

Stanley roared with rage and gaze chase, but he was sturdy and slow and couldn’t keep the pace. Tia had remembered the way back this time, and was running full tilt towards the exit – though it wasn’t her plan to leave.

Instead, she positioned herself directly behind the massive, circular boulder she’d banged her head on upon arrival. When Stanley came chasing after her, Tia gave it her all, pushing the boulder into his path.

It rolled right at Stanley, pinning him to the wall as he let out a low yelp. Tia, smiling smugly to herself, then debated if she should go back into the caves to find her friends.

Maybe they were a bunch of bitches, she thought, but after she got through saving their sorry asses, well…who’d be cheer captain now?

But as she walked back into the corridor, Stanley pushed the boulder off of himself, and charged right at her. He struggled to get a good grip on her with his gooey hands and she furiously fought back, but as his hands rubbed the good onto her dark skin, she began to change.

Tia’s arm and legs started becoming larger and longer, swelling with misshapen, irregularly bulging muscles. Tia’s stomach sported 11 different sized ab bulges, her thighs developed craigy, zig-zag cords of strength, and her deltoids and trapezius muscles had swelled so far that they’d swallowed up her neck.

When she broke free, Tia rushed back towards the boulder. But this time, she didn’t push it towards Stanley. Instead, she effortlessly rolled it towards the entrance. Then Tia smashed the thing into the mouth of the cave, sealing them inside permanently. Why would she need the outside world when she had everything she wanted right here?

Tia ran back towards Stanley and fell to her knees. His dick was still wet with her friend’s juices, but she licked them off, sucking Stanley back into a pike. Then, she pinned him to the ground with her legs. Her strength was exceeded even Stanley’s, though of course he wasn’t particularly interested in resisting her anyway. She rode him hard, their firm bodies grinding against each other blissfully as the radioactive goo served as lubricant.

Tia’s mind had room for only one thought, aside from the animalistic lust of the sex itself – she wished Bria was here to see it.

“Who’s the alpha now?” she thought to herself.

~

A few hours later, the “closed for repairs” sign was taken down over the Creepy Caves ride, and the next tour group, led by an Amazonian new tour guide, was able to take part. They walked across another route alongside the caves, where they could look in and see Stanley, Bria, Mia, and Tia eating, fighting, and fucking, like monkeys in a zoo.

When they noticed they were being watched, they hooted excitedly. Bria tried to do a cartwheel but instead fell face first into the dirt. Stanley beat his chest and roared, while Tia threw meat across the corridors so that Mia would roll after it.

“I thought cave people were extinct,” asked one of the members of the group, an androgynous looking person with deep brown eyes and a red shirt.

“That’s a common myth, they’re actually just highly endangered,” said the tour guide. “But here at Transformation Park, we’re doing all we can to keep their numbers up.”


Circus Tent: The Brochure

“Gosh darn it…” said Amy to herself. Her voice was twangy and nasal, and her friends had on more than one occasion favorably mentioned its similarity to a certain former governor of Alaska. Amy might have shared that woman’s politics, but she was far less showy, with a sack of potatoes figure, sparse makeup, and no jewelry except a pair of cross earrings.

“Now where’s that circus thingy?” she said, as she squinted through her glasses into the crowded horizon.

She made her towards a little panel that said “Brochure” on it, but when she arrived, she didn’t find a pamphlet or a map, only found a QR code.

Amy scanned her phone, which quickly downloaded an app called “The Transformation Park Brochure.”

“This program contains in-app purchases – your permission is required,” said a popup. Amy clicked yes without reading the rest of the details.

“Welcome to Transformation Park!” said a soft, feminine voice when the app booted up. “State destination or say ‘discover,’ to learn more about attractions.”

“Circus Tent,” said Amy, and the phone queued up directions.

“Take the left at Gingerbread Lane,” said the app, and she did, weaving past a standstill line in front a giant tree, and heading around the back of an attraction she didn’t recognize. Eventually she found the back of what appeared to be a gingerbread house.

Amy took a quick, furtive glance inside one of the windows, and saw a young woman gorging on a giant gumdrop, while an older woman was positioned behind her, rubbing her shoulders affectionately.

“They shouldn’t stand too close to each other, people might get the wrong idea,” Amy mumbled to herself, though she was surprised to find that she was starting to feel just a little aroused at the scene.

Amy finally forced herself to look away and she continued down the path.

“Enter the Circus Tent,” said the voice, when Amy had finally come across her destination. She lifted a little blue flap on the giant structure, and headed inside. Immediately, she was greeted with a cacophony of loud voices from the different booths.

“Step right and test your strength!”

“Kisses for charity!”

“Let me guess your weight!”

“Head straight ahead,” said the brochure app in its soft voice. Amy felt compelled to continue as it instructed. 


Photo Booth

Amy followed the app’s instructions, heading directly inside the photo booth.

“Say cheese,” said the app. Amy did so, and a few moments later, the booth printed out strip of pictures, showing off Amy’s plain grin and dumpy figure.

“Look sexy,” said the app. Amy was a good Christian girl – she absolutely, positively, never tried to ‘look sexy.’ That hadn’t won her many dates, but modesty was what Jesus wanted, right?

Still, she couldn’t resist obeying, winking at the camera, and trying to arch her back a little, so the indentations in her turtleneck sweater would be a little more prominent.

But the pictures that the booth spat out looked ridiculous. Amy knew she was trying too hard with assets she just didn’t have.

“Sell your soul to be sexier,” suggested the app.

Amy tried to bite her tongue to keep from talking, but the words just tumbled out of her mouth. “I sell my soul to be sexier…”

“Transaction Approved,” said her phone, and the machine started spitting out photo after photo.

“What have I done?” Amy asked out loud, surprised to hear that her voice was far sultrier and breathier than it had been before. With trembling hands, she reached out to pick up the pictures.

The first showed her gaining a beautiful coat of makeup – maybe this wasn’t so bad after all, she thought. The second showed Amy pulling off her turtleneck sweater. She was certain she hadn’t done that, but she glanced around and indeed found it in a crumpled up wad, in the corner of the booth.

Next she saw her cross earrings replaced with little pentagrams, and the tasteful makeup she’d received become harsher and more exaggerated, like a hooker. The fat from her thighs and belly redistributed itself into her breasts and butt, her chest looking like she had two huge, erect torpedoes and her butt sticking out behind her like two basketballs. Amy pulled down her bra to admire her new breasts – was this really what her soul was worth?

Finally, a photo showed her with her hand down her pants. Amy didn’t believe that until she glanced down and realized she’d been touching herself this whole time.

“Damn, I’m horny,” she said out loud, licking her lips

A man with a cowboy hat and a handlebar mustache made his way into the booth, not realizing it was occupied. He was pleasantly surprised to find a half-naked woman, with a figure like a video game vixen, furiously touching herself. Upon seeing him, Amy immediately dropped to her knees and started crawling towards him, her nipples dragging on the ground and creating delicious friction. When she reached him, she undid his zipper and buried her face in his crotch.


Test Your Strength: Employee Break Room

Becky and Buck were deep in thought, hunched over a chessboard, when their boss walked into the small tent.

“We lost a Transformation Island tour guide,” said Sammy. The assistant manager sported a waxed mustache and a tight-fitting magician’s suit.

“Mermaid grab?” asked Buck. A former marine, Buck had a military-style crew cut, cargo shorts and a spandex tank top that proudly showed off his hunky bod.             

“Mermaid grab,” Sammy confirmed.

“Those gals never stop being horny, do they?” said Becky. Small in size but stockily built, Becky had been a softball player in college.

“Nah, I guess not,” said Sammy. “Anyhow, the word upstairs is that one of you gotta take the boat out next.”

“The tour? No way in hell,” spat Buck.

“I like the job I’ve got, thank you very much!” said Becky.

“I’m sure the mermaids treat their consorts well…” Sammy started, but stopped when Buck gave him an icy stare.

“Becky, you should go. They usually prefer to take men,” said Sammy.

“If they prefer men, why do they turn ‘em all into mermaids instead of mermen?” Becky asked. “I’m not risking that!”

“Why not settle it with…this game of chess,” Sammy suggested.

“Hey, if I knew we were playing for such high stakes, I would have paid more attention in the opening!” Becky complained.

“Don’t be a sore loser,” said Buck. But Becky put up heroic resistance, and after a clever piece sacrifice, she obtained a stalemate – a draw.

“How about we settle this with a Xenoff?” Becky proposed, her eyes narrowing.

“You’re on!” said Buck.

“Excuse me, I’m probably dating myself here, but a what-now?” Sammy asked.

“You really never heard of a Xenoff?” Becky asked. “It’s a portmanteau of ‘Zena’ and ‘Off,” she said. “It means we see which of us can get the best Xena.”

“What’s a…Xena?” Sammy asked, even more confused than ever.

“You’ve never read From Zero to Xena?” Becky asked excitedly. “Ok, so there’s this personal trainer who…”

“A Xenoff means whoever gets the most muscular woman at our booth wins,” Buck said flatly.

“Way to pre-empt my story, Buck,” whined Becky.

“Well, whatever you’re doing, just have it settled by sunset,” Sammy said. “Boat goes out by then.”


Test Your Strength: Target Practice

“How much for a toss?” asked Evan, he walked up the target booth. A series of suspended targets, like those of a giant dartboard, were inside a cloth cage. Above each target hung a prize – a weight, a plastic jug of protein powder, a headband, ect.

“Beat it, I’m doing  a Xenoff,” said pint-sized Becky, the ponytailed girl manning the booth, glaring at Evan.

“What’s a Xenoff?” Evan asked. Relatively built, Evan’s polo shirt didn’t exactly show off his hard-won firm bod.

“It’s a…oh, nevermind,” Becky said, rolling her eyes as she waited for Evan to leave.

“I’ll try your game,” said Mara came up to the booth. She was skinny, with a loose black leather jacket, black lipstick and a couple of eyebrow studs.

“She said that it’s closed, she’s doing a…” Evan began as he turned around, stopping mid-sentence as he recognized her.  “Mara, how have you been?”

“Fine, Evan,” she said, giving him an eye roll remarkably similar to the one he’d received from Becky earlier. “Just because we’re randomly meeting here, doesn’t mean you’ve got another reason to try asking me out again.”

“Hey…I wasn’t going to go there…” Evan protested, though the high pitch his voice jumped to quickly belied the fact that she’d read him like a book. Mara just held up her finger to shush him.

“Yeah, yeah yeah. Well if this place is closed, I’ll just be on my way…”

“Closed? Who said it’s closed?” Becky said, suddenly looking excited. “You two are welcome to play!”

“But I thought you doing a…”

“Nevermind what I said, I’m sure you two will have a lot of fun!”

“I’m not going to pay to play a game with him,” Mara said, jerking her thumb in his direction.

“Five balls each, on the house,” Becky proposed, but Mara’s stony face was unmoved. “Whichever of you knocks down the most prizes gets to keep ‘em all!” Becky added.

“Fine, I’ll kick your ass and take your prizes!” said Mara to Evan. Becky grinned – she knew the opportunity to show him up would change her mind.

“Let’s make it a little more interesting – if I win, you let me buy you dinner,” Evan asked, his eyes twinkling.

“I knew you were going there!” Mara scoffed. “Fine, let’s do it. I don’t mind extra incentive to win.”

Evan, who’d played baseball in high school, knew he could probably knock down any of the targets. Still, he knew amusement parks were notorious for having tricks up their sleeve, so he decided to aim for the cheapest prize. He wound up his arm and released the first softball, hitting one of the smaller targets and knocking down a pair of sunglasses.

“Playing it safe, huh?” Mara said.

“Hey, you heard the rules, quantity, not quality, right?” Evan replied defensively, as he placed his sunglasses on his head. From his goody grin, Mara knew that he thought this made him look cool. Pathetic, she thought.

“You really want it bad, don’t you?” Mara said under her breath, throwing her ball straight towards another one of the small prizes, a sweatband. It hit the target, but bounced off harmlessly.

“What!? This thing’s rigged!” Mara shouted, smashing her hand down in frustration. The sound from the impact caused both Mara and Evan to jump a little.

“Hey, girl, game’s just getting started,” said Becky encouragingly. “You never know when the tables will turn.”

Of course, that wasn’t quite true. Becky herself knew that despite the score of one prize to zero, the tables were already beginning to turn in Mara’s favor. As soon as that softball had left her fingers, she’d grown nearly an inch in height, and her back had broadened by more than two inches.

This had the effect of making her leather jacket a tighter fit, forcing down the zipper ever so slightly and giving Evan more of a peek at her cleavage, which is where his eyes were trained right up until the moment he released his second throw, which hit and knocked down a tiny hairclip.

On Mara’s next throw, she knocked down a target and a headband tumbled down. Becky gave Mara a subtle wink, and she began to understand what this game was really all about.

“I guess the tables really are turning!” said Mara, flexing her arms at Evan triumphantly. Evan’s eyes bulged at the bulges in the sleeves of her jacket – when had Mara’s arms ever looked that built?

It wasn’t just her promise to date him that was on the line, Evan reminded himself. No woman would ever respect a man who was weaker than herself. He had to prove he was worthy of her respect, and that meant he had to prove his strength.

Evan heaved the softball towards a target with a free weight, but it noisily bounced off.

“Don’t worry about it, Evan,” Mara began, her eyes sparkling a little. Evan looked at her expectantly, noticing that their heights now seemed to have equalized. Was she going to tell him that it was just a silly game, that maybe, she’d date him no matter what?

“I’m sure you won’t be able to lift weights anyway, after I take all your strength!” Mara taunted him.

“Wait…what?” Evan asked, feeling stunned. Taking his strength…that couldn’t be what was happening, could it?

“Every throw I’m getting stronger and stronger, and you’re getting weaker,” Mara announced, throwing her softball at the same target that Evan has merely managed to glance. Her shot hit the mark, and the black disk fell from its post and slid down towards her. “In your face,” Mara said, picking up the weight, holding it behind her with her arms behind her head, and then slowly lifting it up and down.

The motion caused the leather jacket she was wearing to tear completely. Her broad back and wider shoulders tore the sleeves from the jacket, leaving it looking like a vest, which was proving quite inadequate for her larger, firmer breasts. Mara’s increased height meant that it didn’t cover the bottom of her stomach, proudly displaying her new, rippling abs.

When she lifted the weight, her flexing biceps tore through the disconnected sleeves of her jacket, which fell to the ground in tatters. To Evan, it looked like streamers, released to celebrate the fact that she’s surpassed him.

Not interested in accepting defeat that easily, Evan grabbed another softball and wound up his arm as hard as he could, hurling it at the target containing a canister of protein powder. But this time, his best throw didn’t even reach the target, falling just short of impact before lazily rolling back towards him.

“Pathetic, Evan,” she teased. “You’ll never be as strong as me again.”

Evan looked down at his own body in disbelief. His willowy, stubby arms were shadows of their former selves. Mara pulled at his arm, trying to get him to flex, but he could only create a tiny little bump on his bicep, barely the size of a golf ball. Mara flexed right next to him, her own biceps swelling to the size of the softballs they were throwing.

From the way his pants were sliding over his shoes, Evan could tell he’d lost a few more inches of height as well.

Both Evan and Becky expected Mara to choose one of the more valuable prize targets for her fourth throw, on account of her new strength. Instead, she set her sights on a 16 pound bowling ball, knocking it down easily.

Mara’s breasts burst from their bra as she picked up the bowling ball, and she twirled it around on the tip of her herculean finger, as though it was a basketball. The woman who, just a few minutes ago, had been a lithe punk, now looked like she belonged at the Olympics.

“Go ahead, Evan,” said Mara, with a slightly menacing edge to her voice. “Take your turn.”

“I don’t wanna,” Evan said poutingly.

“You did agree to play,” Becky reminded him.

“Let’s just call it quits,” Evan begged Mara. “You win, I won’t ask you out anymore. Just stop this!”

“Throw the ball,” Mara commanded. “Or do you want to see me mad?”

Evan knew that even with his old body back, he’d be no match for the musclebound Mara. He picked up a softball, and his weak, slender wrist strained a little. He tried to heave it across the booth, but his fingers limply dropped it before he could even attempt a throw.

All of his muscles had atrophied and shrank away, leaving him so scrawny and slender that Mara could practically count his ribs. He’d have been a model if he’d been a girl – and if he hadn’t lost such much height, she thought.

“You’re so weak!” Mara said, before leaning down and swiping his sunglasses.

“Give ‘em back!” Evan begged, as he tried to jump up and re-steal his prize. Unfortunately for Evan, the combination of their height transfer and his weakened leg muscles meant this was an exercise in futility.

“That’s not all I’m taking - I bet I’m stealing your ability to gain muscle in the future, too!” Mara bragged.

“Don’t say that!” Evan whined.

“Why not? It’s true,” she said, leaning over and giving him a little pinch on the cheek. Her fingers felt good, but the pinch hurt enough to leave a mark like a hickey on Evan’s now-delicate skin. “Alright, last shot…”

“What!?” Evan complained. “You’ve already won! You can’t throw another softball!”

“Becky said five shots each!” Mara said in her booming voice. Becky nodded, but just as Evan’s chin pointed downwards in defeat, Mara playfully tussled his hair. “Hey, if it means so much to you, I won’t throw another softball.”

Evan let out a sigh of relief, but then Mara spun around, gathering momentum and pushing Evan to the side. Then she heaved her bowling ball into the booth with a grunt that make Evan’s ears pop and his bones rattle.

The ball managed to ricochet off of every single target, knocking down all the remaining prizes, including a canister of protein powder, a pair of running socks, and a gold-plated water bottle, and a whole watermelon.

“All things that’ll help me work out and get even stronger!” Mara shouted excitedly. Evan, though, wondered what room there was for further growth – she was already towering over him, at least seven feet tall, with her muscles so huge she looked like she’d been photomorphed.

“Anybody thirsty?” Mara said, using her new headband to wipe on some sweat on her brow. Then, she lowered herself to the ground, grabbing the watermelon and placing it between her massively thick thighs. With only a twinge of effort, she squeezed her legs together and caused it to rupture.

Mara raised the burst watermelon to her lips and chugged some of the juice. When she’d had her fill, she handed it to Evan, who fumbled a little trying to lift the heavy thing.

She let out a little giggle at that sight, and then Mara finally lifted it herself. Evan supped at the nectar, all the while imaging what those legs would do if his head was nestled between them. As he licked at the gash in the fruit, Mara also started to wonder what it would be like to have his head between her legs.

“Want a consolation prize, Evan?” she asked as she pulled the fruit away. “I’m ready for you to buy me that dinner now.”

Evan’s ears perked up and he sprouted a boyish grinned that spanned from ear to ear. Mara, his longtime crush, was only more beautiful in eyes now. Mara knelt down, grabbed Evan’s arms, wrapping them around her neck. She didn’t intent to use much force, but Evan felt as though she would nearly rip them from his sockets. Then she rose, carrying him piggyback-style.


Test Your Strength: Hammered

“Amber? That you?” asked Sid. Beefy and brawny, Sid’s silly pranks and teasing had made Amber’s life a living hell in high school. Now that she’d graduated, she’d assumed she’d never have to see him again.

“Oh, God,” Amber said, ducking towards the nearest attraction she could find. Short in stature and so skinny she nearly went invisible when she turned sideways, she scrunched herself up as small as she could in hopes that he’d walk on past. But the top of her head, showing off some of her short, curly, dirty blonde hair gave her away.

“Hey, hey, hey, baby doll. Long time no see!” Sid said, as he walked towards the booth. “What’s this thing here?”

“Wanna get Hammered, sir?” asked Buck, the ex-Marine who ran the booth. A large wooden mallet was next to a bell sensor. Strike it, and a sensor would go up on a huge meter. “Test your strength, you know. Just one dollar a swing.”

“I better not,” said Sid. “Last time I tried one of these things at a carnival, they kicked me out for breaking it!” he boasted, though Buck didn’t look impressed.

Most men like Sid would make up a story like that, Amber thought, but in his case, it might well be true. His arms, full of veins and skin that seemed stretched the breaking point, looked downright dangerous.

“But Amber, here, she’d be more than happy to try” Sid said, pulling a wrinkly one dollar bill out of his wallet and handing it to Buck. “Wouldn’t you, baby doll?”

“Stop calling me that!” Amber whined, her freckled face scrunching up with worry behind her thick glasses. “And no, I’m not going to try. I’m leaving – don’t follow me!”

Sid parked his massive frame at the entrance of the booth. “If wanna you leave, you gotta pay the love toll!” he said, before erupting in cold, callous laughter.

“No, Sid, gross!” she said. “Fine, if I hit the hammer, will you let me leave and promise not to follow me?”

“Sure thing, baby doll,” said Sid. “But you’ve gotta give it your all!”

Amber picked up the wooden mallet, staggering back a few steps from the heavy weight, then she slammed it down on the metal sensor. It gave off a tiny clanging noise, and meter rose up to…the very first level: “Pathetic Schoolgirl.”

“Bwahahaha!” Sid slapped his thighs in laughter; each slap stronger than the force Amber had used with the hammer. “That’s all you’ll ever be, Amber, just a pathetic schoolgirl!” Sid’s laugh was so loud that Amber could swear it was rattling around in her bones.

“You’re not just gonna take that from him, are you?” Buck asked. “Hit it again!”

She grabbed the hammer and tried again, her rage and humiliation fueling her swing.

This time, the meter surged up two slots, to “98 Pound Weakling.”

Sid chuckled again, but not as hard his time. He’d expected her to run off in tears, not try to improve. Meanwhile, Amber chewed her lip, silently celebrating her success. She’d expected arms and shoulders to ache from the exertion, but instead she just felt more fired up than ever.

“Oh, sorry, I forgot to give you another dollar,” said Amber.

“Oh, for you? As many swings as you want, on the house,” said Buck. “I’ll bet you can get an even higher score.”

“All right!”  Amber said, grabbing the hammer again. “Stick around, Sid!”

Sid was sticking around, though for a different reason. He’d noticed Amber’s glasses had fallen off during her most recent strike, yet she didn’t seem bothered at all. Last year, he’d hid her glasses inside her locker and she’d spent over and hour trying to find them. Now she was acting like she didn’t need them at all!

Amber smashed the hammer down again, and this time it rose up to “Mid Mannered Mook.” As the reverberations of her blow shook her arms, Sid could see them start to swell, gaining sinewy definition.

“Okay, Amber, you should stop now…” Sid suggested. Whatever was happening, it just wasn’t natural!

“No, this is too fun!” said Amber, swinging again, this time the meter rising up to “Mainstream Machismo,” whatever that meant, thought Sid.

Amber prepared to swing again, but stopped when the little bell at the bottom seemed further away than normal. She leaned down to get a closer look at it, but as she bent her legs, she could see the new cords of muscle she’d developed start to flex.

“What’s…going on?” she asked. When she stood back up, she realized she was now much closer in height to Buck. She turned back toward Sid, hoping he’d have an explanation.

Instead, Sid seemed far smaller and less intimidating than he’d been just a few moments ago. The freakishly long arms and legs he’d once had now seemed to be more befitting an ordinary man. Even the mean look seemed to have vanished from his face, as his visage now bore an expression of shock and confusion.

Maybe, Amber thought, she was just feeling more confident. Maybe her success at the booth was changing her perception of him, and herself.

That explanation strained the bounds of plausibility, but Amber would have believed just about anything that let her keep using that hammer – she was just enjoying herself too much.

Amber grabbed the hammer firmly and started smashing at the bell sensor over and over, not bothering to let it finish registering her score.

Wham!

Amber’s height shot up two more inches and Sid grew two inches shorter. His big nose became tiny and button shaped, while Amber’s wider nose became tall and perfectly pointy.

Wham!

Amber’s biceps grew as large as ripe oranges. A bead of sweat rolled down her forehead and towards her lips. She licked at it, exposing her teeth, which were large and sparkling white. Sid’s own teeth became smaller and lost some of their sharpness, while his jaw lost some of its strength.

Wham!

Amber’s bust swelled forwards, her chest becoming wider and her breasts growing bigger. Her tank top was shredded in two, exposing her too-tight bra and her hardening abs. Sid’s own stomach lost its definition, merely skin clinging on his ribs.

Wham!

Amber could see a flash of her reflection in the silver bell sensor, and could see herself becoming bigger, stronger, taller, and more beautiful with each stroke. She loved the new her and couldn’t wait to accentuate things.

Sid felt increasingly disoriented, his gaze drawn away from Amber’s strength and instead towards his own changing body. As Amber smashed away, he felt his strength leave him, his body becoming, short, shrimpy, and scrawny. Each time Amber brought the hammer down, the world grow taller and more menacing.

The noise itself had started to becoming a terrifying cacophony, and he’d do anything to stop it. Since she wasn’t responding to his increasingly quiet and meek sounding shouts of protests, Sid decided he had to go over there and take the hammer out of her hands. Running itself seemed difficult, not just because his legs were shorter and weaker, but also because he was far too small for his now-baggy clothes.

Amber lifted the mallet high above her head, then brought it down with roaring grunt. She hit the sensor before Sid could reach her, and the force of the impact smashed the sensor to bits and created a shockwave that knocked Sid clean off his feet.

The strength meter shot all the way to the top, to “Valkyrie Goddess,” then the machine shorted out, erupting in a shower of sparks that seemed to Amber like fireworks to celebrate her transformation.

Sid struggled to get to his feet, then he found himself staring up in awe at his former bullying target. Seven foot six, Amber was now impossibly large, with calves like cantaloupes and a stomach so firm it was as if she’d swallowed an actual washboard. She puffed out her chest, and Amber’s poor, overstretched bra finally snapped, flinging forwards and hitting Sid in the face, and causing him to tumble over once again.

Sid pulled her bra off his face and darted between Amber’s legs. A plan was forming in his mind: if Amber had stolen his strength because she’d swung the hammer, maybe he could put everything back to the way it was if he smashed the hammer himself.

But when Sid grasped the wooden handle, he found that his skin and bones arms couldn’t lift it even an inch above the ground. He struggled mightily, letting out a few high pitched grunts, before the exertion finally wore him out and he collapsed upon the grass.

“Aww, let him help you up,” she said, grabbing the back of his jeans with one finger and lifting him into the air, like a kitten being hoisted by the scruff of its neck. “Enjoying the view?” she asked smugly.

That Sid did! He could see her firm breasts, riding high in all their glory on top of her wall of muscle. Her shoulders were bigger than wider than his had ever been, and her biceps looks nearly as big around as his head – or rather, as big as his head used to be.

She dangled him a little closer to that bicep, flexing it for effect. When his face made contact, he couldn’t help put plant a little kiss. When he did, Sid felt his cock coming back to life, though even that had shrunk in size, too small for his big boxers.

As soon as she felt his lips touch her muscle, Amber felt a powerful throb of desire. She lifted him higher, looking him in the eye as she licked her lips. Sure, he’d tormented her when he was big, but now he was weak, little, timid, pathetic, and helpless. Just her type, she realized.

Sid’s mouth when dry as he stared into her eyes. He figured he’d be angry with her for stealing his strength, or disgusted by her muscular body, or at the very least afraid of what she’d do to him in revenge for what he’d done to her. But all he wanted was to melt in to her arms, for her to squeeze and protect him.

“Amber…” he began faintly.

“Hush,” she said. She propped his head between her breasts, wrapped her arms around his back, and slowly carried him away.


Test Your Strength: A Bet’s a Bet

“A close contest,” said big, bulky Buck, as he and pint-sized Becky compared the hidden camera footage from their Xenoff – a contest to see which of the two booth operators could create the strongest woman. Buck’s Amber and Becky’s Mara had both managed to become seven foot plus, towering over their male companions and stealing their strength completely. Mara had the legs to break a watermelon and hands powerful enough to twirl a bowling ball, while Amber had smashed the sensor with her massive arms and had destroyed her own bra with her strong chest and big breasts.

“I think you may have just barely edged it,” Becky conceded.

“That’s…very gracious of you,” said Buck, who saw the contest as nothing more than a draw.

“A bet’s a bet. I’ll be the replacement tour guide for Transformation Island,” said Becky. “One on condition…can I see that hammer of yours?”

“Sure,” Buck said with a chuckle. “But the sensor’s broken, so there’s no chance of stealing my…”

But Becky had no intention of going for the sensor. Instead, she pulled a softball out of her purse and tossed it in the air, before preparing to hit it with the hammer, like a baseball bat.

As soon as Buck saw the ball fly into the air, his eyes bulged out of his skull. He lunged towards Becky, desperate to foil her plan.

Becky’s swing hit the ball and sent it flying a moment before Buck tackled her to the ground. The softball flew right towards her target practice booth, knocking over a target with a pair of boxing gloves as prize.

With her successful blow, Becky’s body began to swell. She pushed Buck over, pinning him to the ground and forcing him to watch as she flexed and stole his strength. Buck’s body collapsed from within, while Becky’s frame widened and swelled with strength, the power of both of their attractions working in confluence. Becky’s triceps and deltoids became prominently defined and rock hard as she subdued Buck, and her bones grew heavier and denser, making him feel as though he was being crushed. Tough looking vascular veins erupted across her skin, as though her blood was pumping protein powder, while her jaw became thicker and her eyes grew a little steelier.

“I’ll be borrowing your little hammer, if you don’t mind,” said Becky as she rose to her feet, now much taller than Buck had been before his change. “Just in case any mermaids wanna mess with me on that boat tour.”

“Was this the plan all along?” Buck squeaked out.  “Did you plain all this from the moment you proposed the Xenoff?”

“Don’t be stupid. It started when I told the mermaids how to find the boats so they could kidnap the tour guides,” said Becky, as she stomped off.


Kissing Booth: Meet in the Middle

Demi trepidatiously glanced around the circus tent. A test your strength booth? No thanks, she thought – she didn’t want to be humiliated by a low score. A funhouse mirror? Nah – she didn’t much care for staring at herself in the bathroom mirror, much less a mirror designed to make her look silly.

“Want to support charity?” a young man with a jean jacket and cowboy hat, who was seated behind a booth, called out to her.

“Ok, sure,” Demi said, sitting down at the chair in front of the booth. Demi, a little on the short side, sat so low that she couldn’t even see the name on the booth’s high-rise poster.

“Welcome to the Kissing Booth! I’m Austin. Pick your charity from the list, and make a donation for a kiss. Then Transformation Park will match your pledge!” he said.

“Wait…a kissing booth!?” Demi asked. Demi, who had short brown hair, a plain red shirt, and thick glasses, had never been kissed. “Uh…no thanks,” she mumbled, and stood to leave.

“Don’t y’all want to check out the charities first?” Austin asked, pushing the folder towards her. “It’s for a good cause.”

“Alright,” Demi conceded. Flipping through it, one caught her eye. “Your True Self: a camp of gender nonconforming youth.”

She reached into her pocket, pulled out a $10 bill, and placed it into the collection box. The man dutifully wrote down her pledge. “You can just give me a peck on the cheek, if you’re shy,” he suggested.

Demi did just that, leaning in and touching his rough, sandpapery skin with her lips for just a moment. But when she did, she felt a little jolt excitement. She leaned in to kiss at him again, and this time, his beard felt a little less rough, and the thrill increased even further.

Demi pulled back a little and stared into Austin’s eyes, which seemed softer and more inviting than they’d been when she sat down at the table. Meanwhile, her own eyes were a little narrower, a little deeper shade of brown, and her chin and jaw were a little more prominent.

Her sense of modesty fading fast, Demi leaned forwards and kissed Austin on the lips this time, her tongue quickly darting inside his lips. As she did, the length of her hair retracted, until it became a tomboyish swoop that barely covered her forehead. The delicate peach fuzz on her arms and legs became thicker and darker.

Demi’s breasts shrank, becoming denser as they decreased in volume. Her bra strap was stretched tight against her broadening back, but the cups themselves were half empty.

Meanwhile, Austin’s own hair became frizzy and curly, while his muscle mass started to decrease, leaving his jacket looking remarkably baggy. His lips became softer and fuller in Demi’s mouth, enhancing the kiss for them both.

Demi reached out and grabbed his hand with hers, and her skin became rougher while his softened. She squeezed tight as she continued the kiss, draining more masculinity from him with every moment. Austin’s hairy torso became smooth, while Demi gained a prominent, dark happy trail on her lower belly. Demi grew a little taller in her chair as Austin sank, which threatened to pull their mouths apart, but she held on tight.

Demi finally broke the kiss when her underwear felt tight and funny. She discreetly reached below her waist and felt a small bugle – she’d gained a small set of male genitals from Austin, while his own junk had vanished and been replaced by a tiny vagina.

The person in front of her was clearly Austin, but he’d become much more androgynous. Broad shoulders, but a narrow torso that had a few ladylike bumps. He had a soft jaw, but still had a faint beard. A hard nose, but long lashes and delicate eyes – her eyes.

Demi’s body was also in near perfect equilibrium – she’d gained Austin’s cleft chin, broad back and heavy biceps, but kept her own dainty forearms and wrists. Her feet were hairier and larger, straining against the confines of her shoe, but her ankles, calves, and thighs had stayed the same.

“What…what just happened?” Demi asked, her voice sounding lower and huskier.

“What do you think? Donating to charity has its perks,” said Austin in a suddenly girlish sounding voice, as he ran his fingers through his new long hair.

The new testosterone coursing through Demi’s veins seemed to silence all further questions, save one.

“Hey, Austin – want to get out of here?” she asked, with a wink. Austin nodded, and they left arm in arm.


Kissing Booth: Clowning Around

Adam grunted as he passed some big, fat, sweaty, hairy guy on his exploration of the park’s circus tent. The big man must have just come from the food trucks, as he had a large drink in one hand and something fried on a stick in the other.

Unfortunately, as he wasn’t paying attention to his surroundings, the dark-haired young man tripped. He stumbled a few feet before catching himself on a booth.  The few people around started to laugh and chuckle, causing him to blush.

“Hah, yer a nat, sug. Always look for the best pratfall.” Adam looked up and almost backed away in surprise from the large female clown sporting fire-engine red pigtails. She was leaning against the opposite side of the booth.

“Oh wow, umm, err… hi.” He croaked. Honestly, she seemed to be quite attractive, for a clown. Sure she had the white makeup, but her clothing really emphasized her curves. Well, at least from what he could tell beneath the massive spotted skirt and red striped bloomers. That didn’t even mention the flowery top emphasizing an overly exaggerated bust.

“Hi yerself, big boy.” The female clown batted her overly long eyelashes at the blushing man. 

Adam’s face only burned hotter as he proceeded to rub the back of his head. Was she coming on to him?

“I err…umm…” He honestly didn’t know how to respond.

“Aw, he’s speechless! How about this, sug? Give me a dolla and Bloomers will give you one hell of a smooch. You know, as a way to apologize.” The female clown grinned as she pulled out a giant lipstick tube, covering both lips at once, not to mention a large circle around her mouth. Adam looked up – he realized the lady clown - Bloomers - was standing inside a kissing booth.

Adam didn’t even think twice. He pulled a few crumpled dollar bills from his pocket. He had planned to use on some of the games, but instead he dropped them before her.

“Well now hun, looks like this will be an extra-long smooch then.” Bloomers didn’t even ask as she gripped the man by his shirt and pulled him awkwardly into a deep kiss. He struggled at first, but after a strange popping noise, he fell into her arms, his body just resting on the booth’s counter.

If Adam were in his right mind, he would have realized the sound he heard were his shoes exploding outwards. The sleek black sneakers appeared to inflate, slowly forming into large red squeaky shoes. He might have also have noticed the denim of his skinny jeans feeling much softer, not to mention looser.

At this moment, however, the man was much more interested in kissing the clown in front of him. He laughed mentally as he swore he could taste cotton candy on her tongue.

His jeans continued their change into silken blue polka-dotted parachute pants, a few sizes too large, as the two continued their lip lock. Suspenders formed soon after around his shoulders to hold up the cartoonishly big breeches.

Bloomers started to pull him over the booth as their make out session continued, displaying an immense amount of strength. His designer t-shirt started to change into something much more colorful. Red and white stripes began dominating the front, but large patches appeared throughout the fabric.

The kiss ended abruptly as Adam was pulled all the way over the booth’s counter, falling directly onto Bloomers. His face pushed into her enormous breasts.

“Oh, oh my, sug!” She giggled on the ground, laughing as the man struggled to pull his face free from her bosom. His hair exploded outwards into a multicolored afro. Guests were staring, chuckling at the antics of the two clowns.

Finally, with the sound like a suction cup being released, the man pulled his face away, now covered in white face paint, huge red lips, and blue swabs around his eyes. He was panting like a dog now, almost overreacting as he climbed to his big squeaky feet, tripping over himself multiple times.

“Hmm, almost but not quite, hun.” Standing up, Bloomers grinned and turned around, bending over just enough to show the new clown her massive, well, bloomers.

With a large honk, Adam’s nose exploded outwards, appearing massive, bulbous, and red. This caused him to start bouncing back and forth, making humorous noises as well as imitating wolf howls to the pleasure of the audience gathering around them.

“There we go. Come on hun, the let’s get ya to the back, I’m certain the boss would love to meet ya, sug.” She grinned, honking the new clown’s nose as he slowly followed behind her, hopping on all fours and throwing out rose petals.

Bloomers smiled as she nodded to herself. She picked the right guy. Good clowns were SOOO hard to come by.


Digital Disco: The Waltz

“Twenty minutes to magic time!” squealed Katrina vivaciously as she pressed her hands against her cheeks. “I’m so excited, feel my goosebumps!” she said, running over to Landon as fast as her white chiffon dress would allow.

“Wow, those are really…uh, there…” said Landon, a shy, shrimpy geek. He was careful not to let his hand linger long on her arm.

“You’re going to do fantastic, hun, I just know it,” she gushed.

“If you say so,” Landon said with a disinterested shrug.

“Hey, you never got to go to prom – now you’ll get to see what you missed out on!” said Katrina.

Landon gazed down at his feet, kicking a little pebble instead of speaking up. He hadn’t gone to prom because he’d only ever liked one girl – his best friend, Katrina. But she was a couple of inches taller than him, with a gorgeous, statuesque figure, a 4.0 GPA, and personality so overwhelmingly outgoing that Landon felt like lump on a log by comparison. He’d never had the courage to ask her out, and the few guys that did were always politely refused.

“Hey, why the long face?” Katrina said, grabbing his chin and pointing it upwards to look her in the eye. Feeling her warm hands on his face brought back a little smile, at least, temporarily, but he knew he still owed Katrina an answer.

“I know you say teaching me to dance will be a snap,” began Landon, his voice shaking a little. He hated lying to her. “But…but maybe you’d have more fun with somebody that already knows their stuff,” he concluded. It was as close to the truth as he could get.

“Trust me, Landon,” Katrina said. “I’m definitely going to have a good time. And so is everyone, right?”

“Yeah!” cheered the other two women in their troupe, the redheaded artist Daphne and Melissa, who’d had a brief stint as a professional gymnast.

“Sure,” their boyfriends Hikaru and Simon agreed, their tone thoroughly disinterested.

While Katrina, Daphne, and Melissa took selfies together, Landon trudged over to where their beaus were seated.

“Oh, man, I don’t get why Melissa wants to do this again,” said Hikaru, a mountain of a man who was attending college on a football scholarship. “It was bad enough at prom. If she wasn’t so…you know, graceful and all that…I would have knocked her over like three times!”

“Is dancing really that bad?” Landon asked, feeling more nervous than ever.

“Of course!” said Simon, a student from France who spoke with a distinct, lilting accent. “Why don’t girls just go dancing by themselves? I don’t think there’s a…how you say? There’s not a…straight man alive who really likes dancing.”

“Well, at least for you two, you’re actually dancing with your girlfriend,” Landon pointed out.

“You going to finally ask her out?” Simon asked.

“I will…I will…when it’s the right time,” Landon replied, feeling no compunction about lying to Simon. The truth was he’d delay that day forever if he could, since he was certain what the answer would be.

“She asked you to come to this dance, right?” asked Hikaru. “You never know, man, maybe that was her way of asking you out.”

Landon let out a feeble laugh. “Yeah, right. In my dreams! She’s turned down the best of the best, I’m sure she’s just gagging for a guy like me.”

~

“One, two, three. One, two three,” Katrina counted. The inside of the Digital Disco looked like a classical Victorian ballroom, with shiny wooden floors and an ornate, golden chandelier where the disco ball was supposed to be.

“Ok, now you step forwards as I twirl, ok?” said Katrina.

“Ok,” he said. Landon stepped forwards, but froze as he gazed upon Katrina’s beautiful dress swirling around her as she twirled – and subsequently, he forgot to step back, and Katrina stepped onto his toes.

“Terribly sorry,” Katrina said.

“Oh, no, no…my fault,” Landon puttered. “Guess I’m not very good at leading.”

“That’s something I’ve always wondered – why is it that men always are supposed to lead?” Katrina asked.

“I…I…hmm…” Landon paused. “Tradition, maybe? The expectation of men taking the initiative…”

“Not all couples are the same. Maybe some couples would have better rhythm with the woman leading, right?” Katrina interrupted.

“Yeah, I guess,” Landon halfheartedly agreed. What she said certainly made sense on its face, but was this Katrina’s way of trying to gently tell him he wasn’t man enough to lead her?

“But if guys aren’t leading, they’ll have do the girl part,” Landon reminded her. “I mean, what am I supposed to do? Your twirl?”

“Why not? I’d love to see you try?” Katrina said.

Landon rolled his eyes, but Katrina pursed her lips. “Oh, come on. Pretty pretty please?”

“Alright, alright, just once,” Landon agreed. It hadn’t been a difficult concession – he’d have run across hot coals if she’d asked him to like that.

“That’s a good girl,” said Katrina, under her breath.

“What?”

“Nothing, nothing,” said Katrina. “Come on, let me twirl you!”

Katrina stepped forwards, a determined, confident glint in her eye. Landon stepped back a little, and she grasped his left hand and the right side of his waist – precisely how he’d been holding her a moment ago. She took a step backwards, pulling him with her.

“See…isn’t this nice?” she said, as she leaned in and whispered his ear.

Feeling her breath on his skin would have made any experience nice in Landon’s book. But that aside, he had to admit that, yeah, he was enjoying himself. Since he’d started following her lead, he hadn’t made a single footwork mistake.

Finally, Katrina leaned forwards and raised her arm around his head. Landon stepped back and did the twirl.

It felt great – enchanted, even – but Landon could have sworn he’d seen the strangest thing as he spun around. Were Hikaru and Simon twirling with their partners, too?

When he glanced back towards Katrina, she seemed a little taller. Was she standing on her tip-toes? No, she wouldn’t do that while dancing, would she?

“Katrina?” he asked, his voice sounding a little pinched. “What’s going…”

“Shh…” she started, abandoning the Waltz pose and rushing forwards, pulling Landon into an embrace so tight and so unexpected that it nearly knocked the wind out of him. “You did beautifully on that twirl, Landon. You’re really a natural.”

He was a natural? Landon didn’t know what to say to that. He rested his chin on her shoulder – which somehow were the perfect height for him to do so – as Katrina calmly rocked him back and forth.

Landon glanced to the left, towards the large mirror on the wall, in hopes of getting another glance at the other couples.

Instead, the first thing he saw was Katrina dancing with someone, a girl, who he didn’t recognize.

“Is that one of those funhouse mirrors?” Landon asked, his voice sounding less nasal and more girlish.

“No, honey. Just a regular mirror,” said Katrina.

“What…? What’s happening to me?” Landon asked, attempting to break free of Katrina’s embrace and run towards the mirror and get a closer look.

But Katrina didn’t budge, and Landon wasn’t strong enough to break free. For a few seconds, she simply held him place, leaving Landon to futility squirm.

Then, she let go, saying “Of course, let’s get a closer look.”

When they’d made their way towards the mirror, Landon could see that he was indeed shorter, with longer, wavy hair and a more feminine jawline.

“Oh…oh my gosh…” Landon said softly.

“You think that’s something, check this out!” said Katrina. She grasped Landon’s hand firmly, then restarted the waltz.

Landon kept his eye on the mirror as they did the basic three step. He could see himself growing shorter and shorter, until he was barely five foot one, while his hair grew longer still, fluttering around him even at the smallest movement.

As Katrina pushed forwards and Landon did a big dip towards the mirror, he could see eyeshadow forming on his eyes and rogue on his cheeks, and his glasses had vanished. Katrina leaned into the dip and planted a kiss on his lips. When their smooch ended, Landon could see glittering lipstick on his lips – though he could see by its much lighter shade that it wasn’t rubbed off from Katrina.

Katrina pulled him back up, and then took another step forwards, lifting her arms and pushing Landon towards another twirl. This time, he saw he saw the hem of a blue dress flaring up around him, and when he stopped, his suit was gone. In its place was a blue and white sink dress, which clung to a petite set of curves. Landon cupped his small breasts in the mirror and noticed that he now had pink fingernail polish as well.

“Don’t you look gorgeous,” Katrina purred.

“You don’t exactly seem surprised,” Landon replied.

“I told you I going to have a good time, didn’t I?” she said, reaching out and twirling her finger around a few strands of his lustrous, flowing hair. “Let’s call you…Lindsay, does that sound good?”

The name danced across Landon’s ears like music. It wasn’t so much that she liked the name, it was as if she was finding out what her name already was. But the thrill of being designated with such pretty name didn’t eliminate the rest of Lindsay’s questions. “You…you wanted this to happen?”

“Of course! What girl wouldn’t?” she asked incredulously. To illustrate that point, she pointed behind them, towards the other couples.

Hikaru leaped forwards into the air towards Melissa. She caught him and started spinning him around, and with each rotation, his massive girth became smaller and smaller. When Melissa put him down, the top of his head barely came up to her breasts. He had the puffy, pink cheeks of a Japanese schoolgirl, and his hair was done up in braided pigtails.

“So kawaii!” said Melissa. “Aren’t you, little Haruka?”

“What did you call me?” Haruka asked in an impossibly high pitched voice, as her suit transformed into a pink petticoat.

Meanwhile, Daphne was dancing behind Simon, her arms wrapped around his waist, which was rapidly shrinking and becoming more wasp-like. Simon’s chest was swelling as well, making an obvious indentation in his suit, before that melted into a red sequined gown with a plunging cleavage. At least an E cup, Simon’s new figure was an impossibly curvy hourglass. As he blinked, staring at the strange person ahead of him in the mirror, his eyelashes grew longer and thicker, and then were augmented further by an overabundance of mascara.

“What do you think...Simone?” Daphne asked. But Simone was speechless – she couldn’t stop staring at her new breasts in the mirror.

“Now that we’re ready, group photo!” said Katrina. She set her phone down on a chair, and then pulled the six of them together. She, Melissa, and Daphne all stood behind their new girlfriends, as they were all taller now.

“Say cheese!” said Katrina, her voice as cheery as it might be on any ordinary girl’s night out.

The picture was taken, and the couples resumed dancing.

“Don’t be so nervous, Lindsay,” said Katrina, stroking the back of her head. “We’re an item now, you and me…just like you’d hoped.”

So, Katrina knew. She knew all along and…and…this was her way of making her wish come true.

“Come on, Lindsay…isn’t that what you always wanted?” Katrina pressed, squeezing Lindsay so hard the breath was forced from her lungs.

“Yes, yes it is,” said Lindsay, tears of joy running down her cheeks and smearing her makeup.

“Let’s go to the bathroom together and I’ll fix that face of yours,” said Katrina, as soon as Lindsay stopped.

“Okay!” Lindsay agreed, and hand in hand, they left the dance floor.


Food Truck: 中国油炸物混乱

Tony arrived at Transformation Park feeling famished, so he immediately headed towards the food trucks. There was a hot dog stand, an ice cream truck and a stand with a giant wok. The name was a bunch of Chinese characters, which he assumed meant Stir Fry.

“Hello, sir, what you order?” asked the wizened man behind the counter, who had a long, thin, grey beard.

“Hmm…do you have gluten free noodles?” Tony asked. A fairly boring-looking white guy in his mid 30s with an average build, Tony was a health nut who loved to order things just so.

“Egg noodle ok?” asked the vendor.

“Egg noodles are with egg and flour, right? What kind of flour? Whole grain?”

“Uh…” the vendor hedged.

“Never mind – can you at least tell me if they’re GMO?” Tony asked.

“No, we don’t use MSG,” the vender replied proudly.

“That’s…definitively good to know, but that doesn’t exactly answer my question…” said Tony. At this point, a line had formed behind him, and a few of the customers were starting to grumble about Tony’s impertinence.

“Just order already!” shouted an obese black woman, wearing a far too small white blouse.

“Some of us are hungry,” said her friend, who appeared to be topless, covering her huge breasts only by crossing her arms.

“My stir fry number one. Very tasty, very healthy. You order, you feel like new man. Ok?” said the vendor, loudly and exasperatedly.

Tony’s stomach answered before he did – growling loudly and demanding to be fed.

“Ok, ok,” Tony relented. “I’ll have a stir fry.”

The moment those words left his lips, Tony’s facial features began to shift. His skin tone gained a yellow hue, his hair darkened, and his eyes and nose became more oblong. In just a few moments, he looked like he was Chinese himself.

“What size you want?”

“Make that a…small stir fry,” Tony specified, not wanting to get too full and get sick on a roller coaster later. As he spoke, his height dramatically decreased, leaving him only five foot one. Tony, however, didn’t notice what had happened.

“Can I have it…mild?” Tony asked. Tony’s face shifted again, losing some of the definition of his jaw and regrowing the hair that had started receding from his forehead. Meanwhile, his lips became a little fuller, his hands a little smaller and more delicate, and he lost another inch of height. Though still clad in a button shirt and jeans, Tony was now obviously female.

“Tell what you want,” said the vendor, pointing to the array of ingredient choices.

“I’d like the beef…wait, can you make that the lean slices of the beef on the end there?” Tony asked, unaware of the new feminine lilt to her voice.

Any excess flesh found on Tony disappeared, as she became slenderized. The jeans Tony was wearing became baggy and nearly slid off her hips, while her shirt became billowy.

“I’d like beans…extra beans,” Tony clarified. Her jeans stopped sliding down, as her butt suddenly grew much fuller, perter, and rounder, while a pair of bra-less breasts blossomed on Tony’s chest, straining the second button of her shirt.

“Cucumber slices…” Tony’s short, unladlylike hair grew long and lustrous, going all the way down her back and ending on top of her bubble butt.

“Mushrooms…and…” Tony began. “Tell…about…sauces?” she continued in a heavily accented voice, her primary language becoming Chinese and her proficiency in English greatly diminished.

“Young Love Peanut Sauce or Kung-Pow Spice.”

“Young Love Peanut,” she said, slightly flipping the ‘L.’ The tiny wrinkles on Tony’s face faded away, and her breasts and butt appeared to become even more gravity-defying, as she age regressed back to nineteen years old.

“Anything else?” asked the vendor.

“Salt…pepper,” said Tony. Her already dainty nose became even more button-shaped, her cheeks became a little round and puffy, and her eyes looked so cute they nearly sparkled. As Tony picked up her stir fry and departed, the rest of the customers in line applauded the vendors’ handiwork.

When Tony headed back towards the main attractions, passed by the gift store. Inside, heavyset man was visibly yelling at a young employee with pink hair. As Tony stopped to rubberneck, she saw the image of a beautiful Chinese woman standing behind him, reflected of the window of the gift store.

Tony turned around to try to flirt with her, but when she did so, she was gone. She turned back towards her reflection, and now that she thought about it, she didn’t see herself in the mirror. She stroked his chin worriedly, and the woman did so, too!

When Tony finally put it together, she dropped the stir fry plate on the ground, and just started running. Back to the Chinese stir fry place to get him to undo whatever had happened? To find a park employee to help? To find a better mirror? In her panicky state, she wasn’t sure. All she knew was she had to run.


Digital Disco: Techno Rave

The girl who’d once been Tony ran into the Digital Disco tent, hoping to find someone who could help reverse her unexpected transformation into a Chinese woman. But as soon as she stepped foot inside the tent, dubstep style techno music started playing and bright lights started blaring from a fixture on the ceiling. She pushed her way through the dance floor towards an employee, but she couldn’t hear Tony over the music.

Though she’d ordinarily considered this type of loud music an annoying assault upon the senses, she inexplicably found it pleasant at the present moment. In fact, Tony couldn’t help but dance along with the electronic beat.

As she danced, jumping up and down at rocking her hips, her butt-length hair become neon purple, fading to a bright neon pink at the swaying ends. The flashing lights of the Digital Disco made those ends dance before her eyes, as though she was ensconced in a cloud of pink pixie dust.

Her eyebrows became purple, too, and her lips gained a thick coat of pink lipstick, while her fingernails were painted alternate pink and purple. Neon pastel makeup also appeared on her face, and although Tony didn’t know it yet, it would never wash off.

Since she’d first transformed, Tony had kept her original clothes – a button down shirt and a pair of jeans much better suited for an average-build man than a short, petite Asian woman. Now, those finally faded, her plain sneakers becoming thigh-high, shiny black pvc boots, complete with platform heels. Even with the extra five inches, though, Tony wasn’t as tall as she’d been at the start of the day.

Her jeans and shirt were replaced by an ultra-tight latex jumpsuit, which left absolutely no counter of her slender, curvaceous body to the imagination.

When the song stopped, the trance seemed to break, and Tony carefully left the tent. She saw a coat on a rack and figured it might be cold, so he decided to borrow it while he figured out what was going on. As soon as the fabric touched his skin, though, it transformed into a pink, poofy, bordello jacket.

Next, Tony tried on a Fedora hat – but it turned into a pink, bejeweled tiara. Even her cellphone became pink when she pulled it out!

But was that so bad, Tony thought? A pink phone was cute. Just like she was. Maybe, she thought, there was time for another dance or three.


Digital Disco: Friendship is Gothic

“Wow, just look at that girl,” said Alexis, as she pointed at the Chinese woman wearing a pink jacket and black boots, stumbling out of the Digital Disco.

“I know, right?” agreed Jennifer, wrinkling her nose up. “Get a fashion sense, would you?”

According to best friends Jennifer and Alexis, two cheerleaders who’s just graduated from high school, nobody had a good fashion sense, except themselves, of course. Alexis was 5’10, with an athletic-looking frame and butt-length, wavy blonde hair. Jennifer was even taller than her friend, just over 6 feet tall, with light brown hair and a very impressive bust. Both women were clad in matching sheer red dresses.

Both Alexis and Jennifer had been inundated with requests for dates from guys of all types, but none of the guys in high school were good enough for them.

“Hope they play some better music than that crap they were doing before,” said Alexis, as they started letting people in.

"They better – this is the last dance of the night, right?”

~

“Welcome to the Gothic ball. Here’s your pumpkin juice,” said the hostess, a pale, plump woman clad in black fishnet leggings and a black leather corset.

“I’ll take some,” said Alexis, taking a paper cup, but Jennifer refused.

“What if it has cinnamon?” said Jennifer, after they’d made their way onto the floor.

“I like cinnamon,” replied Alexis.

“Just when I thought we couldn’t be more similar,” said Jennifer playfully, as Alexis sipped at her drink.

The music started in, a mournful dirge accompanied by heavy, blaring instrumentals – not exactly the pop rock they were used to. Most of the assembled crowd simply walked out in response.

“Just great, emo kid music,” Jennifer complained. “Come on, let’s just go, too.”

“Nah, I kinda like it,” said Alexis.

“Ok, now I know you’re just messing with me,” Jennifer said, grabbing her friend by the hand. “Come on, I’m bored.”

“I wanna get a little closer to the speakers,” Alexis insisted. As she strained her neck to get closer, bare ear gained a new piercing, a little metal outline of a rose. It was soon accompanied by several steampunk style gear studs higher on her lobe.

Alexis swayed to the beat, her head rocking back and forth. As she did, the left side of her face became completely shaved, while her remaining hair was dyed bright blue.

“Hey, hey, hey, boys, girls, and non binary people out there!” said the DJ, who had a big top and a hefty lip ring which clicked against her teeth when she spoke. “Who’s having a good time tonight?”

Alexis raised her hand, and as she did so, a tattoo of a burning tree appeared on the underside of her wrist. She grew even taller than Jennifer, reaching six foot three. Her red dress stretched along with her, transforming into a bright red shiny corset, and her hair pins became a pair of steampunk goggles.

Alexis headed back to get another helping of pumpkin juice, then chatted a little with the hostess. As Jennifer was heading out to leave, she accidentally bumped into Alexis, nearly spilling her drink. She’d become the type of girl who’d never be friends with someone like Jennifer, and, indeed, they never remembered being friends at all.

“So sorry,” said Alexis, before looking up to see who it was: Jennifer, who’d been her nemesis all throughout high school. Alexis tossed her cup of Pumpkin juice in Jennifer’s face, then stormed out of the Digital Disco.

“Woah…what was that all about?” asked the hostess.

“Oh…she and I have a history,” said Jennifer. “Long story.”

“I love a good story!” said the hostess.

“Don’t you have work to do?” asked Jennifer.

“Things are getting pretty slow,” said the hostess. “Park closes pretty soon anyway.”

“Well…alright,” said Jennifer, eager for any chance to dish on Alexis, even if it was with the terrible background music. “I’ve got a few stories for ya…

“Stories go better with pumpkin juice. Don’t let your friend’s antics put you off from trying it!”

Jennifer opened her mouth wide, about to say ‘Hell no!” But as she did, a little trickle of the juice that had been tossed at her made its way down her lips and into her mouth – and it was quite tasty.

~

“Smoking was clearly against code, so we had to kick her out of yearbook committee. And the youthgroup, obviously. And the cheer squad. But she acts like it’s my fault just because I was the one who told everyone!” Jennifer explained.

“Uh-huh,” said the hostess, pouring another cup of pumpkin juice, which Jennifer began sipping at.

“Then…then she got mad at me, because I didn’t get my tattoos on the same day she did,” said Jennifer, a tattoo of a pixie with black hair and a skull-shaped wand appearing behind her left shoulder. Her height began to diminish, until she and the hostess were the same height. Jennifer’s lips gained a thick coat of black lipstick and her skin lots its artificial tan, becoming milky white.

“Uh-huh…” the hostess nodded, gently reaching under the cup and titling it upwards, so that Jennifer drank at it faster.

“And then…she bought Otep tickets without me!” Jennifer complained. Her height diminished even further, shrinking down to five foot one. Her curvy, athletic frame evaporated, leaving her with a petite, girlish bone structure, and her breasts shrank from a D to an A. Her red dress was replaced with a Lolita gothic style black dress, which looked somewhere between a courtesan’s uniform and a French maid outfit.

Jennifer’s eyebrows and the bridge of her nose gained a few studs, and her long hair was shortened into a pixie cut.

“Isn’t this their new song, ‘Generation Doom?” asked the hostess.

“Yeah, that’s it,” said Jennifer, headbanging a little in approval. As she shook her head, her blonde hair first became jet black, then gained a few streaks of bright blue, the color matching Alexis’s exactly. “She heard without me, and now I heard it without her. I guess that makes us even, huh?”

“You should go out there and find her,” said the hostess. “Look for a high vantage point! The fireworks start soon. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to miss that!”


The Wishing Well

Jennifer raced outside as she looked for her best friend, Alexis. But the park was growing dark, and she had no idea where to start looking. When she tried calling, it rang and rang but there was no answer. With her blue hair and 6 foot 3 frame, and cyberpunk fashion sense, Alexis was easy to spot in a crowd, but how to get the best vantage point?

The highest point in the park was the Castle in Fairy Tale land, so she pulled up the hem of her frilly black skirt and ran there as fast as her little legs could carry her.

But when Jennifer arrived at the castle gates, she found them closed.

“Fuckin’ lame…” she said, shaking her head. As she wandered away from the gates, she saw an old-fashioned wishing well behind the building.

“I wish I could watch the fireworks with my best friend,” said Jennifer, as she reached into her purse for a coin to throw in. Not finding one, she hoped the Goddess would be satisfied with an offering of a tube of black lipstick.

“Your wish is granted,” said Alexis, stepping into view.

“Alexis…I don’t even remember why we were fighting,” said Jennifer. “Can we be best friends again?”

“Of course,” said Alexis, and Jennifer ran into her taller friend’s arms. “I honestly can’t remember myself.”

“We’ll be best friends forever, right?” asked Jennifer.

“Well…maybe,” Alexis hedged.

“Maybe!?” Alexis said, pulling back from the hug. Maybe was unacceptable.

“Well, I made my own wish in that well, before you showed up,” said Alexis. “The hostess was right, this is a lovely spot for it.”

“A lovely spot for what?” asked Jennifer.

“For something I’ve wanted to do since the moment I met you,” she Alexis, leaning down and pressing her lips against Jennifer’s.

The moment their lips locked, the fireworks lit up the sky, as if the entire Transformation Park was celebrating creating one more happy couple.


Jennifer excitedly waived her arms around and her toes curled with glee. Then her body went limp as she melted completely into the kiss.

“You’ve really…always wanted me?” Jennifer asked giddily, shouting a little so she could be heard through the fireworks. She never thought she was pretty enough for someone like Alexis…

“Of course! You’re the cutest girl I’ve ever seen!” exclaimed Alexis. Jennifer squealed a little in response.

Alexis coyly glanced around, not noticing another soul in the vicinity. Then, she reached her hand up Jennifer’s skirt, taking her smallish breasts into her hands and kneading them with all the eagerness of a hungry kitten.

Jennifer groaned with appreciation before trying to return the favor. But unfortunately, Alexis’s corset was cinched too tight. So slowly, Alexis reached behind herself and undid the strings.

Jennifer’s heart leapt into her throat as each thread was undone, and Alexis’s breasts moved a little closer to freedom. Finally, her E cup bosom burst forwards towards Jennifer’s face. She eagerly latched onto one of her nipples with her lips. The other nipple was pierced with a silver stud, and Jennifer flicked and pulled at it.


Alexis stroked the back of Jennifer’s head appreciatively, especially enjoying the sensation of her tongue ring grazing against her areola. But after a few more moment, she slowly pulled Jennifer’s head away, her nipple exiting her friend’s mouth with a wet popping sound.


With one, swift, determined motion, Alexis pushed her friend down to the grass, then pounced on top of her. She thrust her head inside Jennifer’s ruffled dress, slowly kissing her way up Jennifer’s thigh. 


Jennifer squirmed with anticipation as Alexis slowly pulled down Jennifer’s underwear with her teeth. Then, she buried her mouth between Jennifer’s legs, her tongue gently lapping at her.


“Oh, yes, yes!” said Jennifer, thrashing her petite legs as Alexis’s gentle yet determined strokes grew faster. In no time at all, she was screaming out, grabbing and pulling out fistfuls of grass as she climaxed. The firework’s finale fortunately drowned out her cries of passion. 


Alexis crawled out from inside her dress to gaze into the eyes of her lover. Jennifer wrapped her arms around her neck and pulled her in for another kiss, enjoying the taste of her own sex on Alexis’s lips. 


“Thanks for your visit to Transformation Park! We’re now closing, so please make your way to the front exit! We hope you visit again soon!” came a feminine voice on the loudspeakers.


“Do we…do we have to leave?” Jennifer asked.


“They’re locking this place up,” Alexis reminded her. “So if we don’t go now, we’ll be stuck here all night.”


“That’s true…but Transformation Park at night – who knows what we’ll find?” asked Jennifer. “I bet we could find our way into this castle, if we hopped the gate!”


“Or we could take a boat to Transformation Island and have a private tour,” Alexis suggested.


“Or take some photos at the photo booth for our private collection,” said Jennifer.


“Or, get naked in that hall of funny mirrors” suggested Alexis.


“Or…we could just stay here in the grass and make love all night long,” suggested Jennifer. 


“I wish tonight would never end!” Alexis exclaimed. 


And, thanks to the Wishing Well, it never did.


THE END


Suggested Reading

Thanks for reading Transformation Park! Please leave an Amazon review if your enjoyed it. You can find more of my work on my web site, and if you liked Transformation Park, here are some suggestions for other books you might enjoy.

If you liked…

Hansel and Gretel

Older and Wiser (Age Progression, Weight Gain)
Sophia Rossi is a struggling college freshman with an unrequited crush on her older friend. While at a cosplay convention, she meets a woman who sells her a "magic potion" that will supposedly solve her academic and romantic troubles. Of course, there is a price...

Fern Valley

Mer-Made (Gender Change/Mermaid Transformation, Micro, Macro)
Peter's just an ordinary insurance salesman, but his life takes an extraordinary turn when he meets Serena, a wealthy exotic fish collector who transforms him into a woman, and then into her pet mermaid! Peter's always wondered what it would be like to be a mermaid, just how far will the changes go? 

Castle of the Beast

The New Neighbor (Gay Male Weight Gain/Age Progression)
Effete, cultured Malcolm wants nothing to do with his bear of a new neighbor, Aslan. But the more he gets to know the older, heavier Turkish gentleman, the more Malcolm finds himself attracted to him. Soon, Malcolm finds he's transforming, becoming a big, older, hairy bear of a man himself. This is a gay male erotica transformation story, featuring weight gain, age progression, cultural changes, elements of body-swapping, and much more! I've also released a podcast with my co-author on this story, Mickey Bamboo, about this book and about self publishing, generally.

Test Your Strength

From Zero to Xena: The Ring of Change Saga (Female Muscle Growth, Male Muscle Loss)

A shy, out of shape girl named Zoe has a crush on her new personal trainer. Jim, though, is tired of training people who don’t care about fitness. He longs for a protégé, someone who he can mold into the perfect athlete. Jim is about to find out what happens when he gets his wish, and the magical Ring of Change begins to alter Zoe's figure and her personality. In fact, he'll wind up learning a lot more about the ring than he ever expected - he's in for a big surprise when he puts it on himself! 

Digital Disco: The Waltz

From Nathan to Nanako: Changed into a Cheerleader (Gender Change,  Race Change) 
Nathan's an awkward, gentle giant: a big, shy, oaf of a man who crushes hard on the head cheerleader at his school, Daniella. Nathan tries out for the football team to impress her, but even though he doesn't make the cut, he manages to get invited to one of Daniella's famous parties. Little does he suspect that it's a party for two, and Daniella is bent on satisfying her unique tastes...
Nathan to Nanako is also available as a beautifully narrated audiobook. 

Digital Disco: Friendship is Gothic

PunkerBell (Punk/Goth, Weight Gain, Various)  
Marion Falls is a conservative small town, where everyone is the same - at least, until PunkerBell grants the wish of a frustrated teenager named Cynthia, who just wanted to have a smoke without her mom nagging her. This is a lighthearted, transformation-description heavy story. It contains lots of body type changes, personality changes, sexuality changes, and more.

If you enjoy a variety of changes…

The Transformation Mall (Various)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into fat nerds, and much, much more. You can read the first story, Cougar Clothes (Age Progression), for free.

​Transformation TV (Various)
What if reality TV could change reality? Transformation TV is a collection of 22 short stories about transformations of all kinds. Channel surf your way to ads for instantly fattening ice cream, gender bending travel shows, makeovers that could turn you into a cougar or a butch lesbian or a bimbo, political debates settled by female muscle growth, and much, much more! Transformation TV is chalk full of transformation description, erotic escapades, and tongue in cheek satire of TV tropes. You can read two chapters for free: News at a Glance: The Debate (Female Muscle Growth) and Icy Garcia (Weight Gain). I also recorded a Podcast about the book.

Four Friends, Four Transformations (Age Progression, Downgrade, Weight Gain, Muscle Growth)
Four college girls are the best of friends - but their bonds of friendship are about to be tested. A supernatural trickster sets each of the four friends on different paths, altering their reality and changing their identities. This story includes weight gain, "downgrade" changes, age progression, and female muscle growth, all employed via a very unique transformation method.
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