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Forward and Special Thanks

Welcome to Transformation TV! This is a series of mostly self-contained Transformation themed short stories, though a few of the characters have multi-chapter story arcs that make more sense if the book is read in order. In general, though, feel free to browse through them as if you were channel surfing.

Earlier this year, I wrote The Transformation Mall, the first ever crowdfunded transformation themed ebook. Transformation TV is a sequel of sorts to that idea, but with twice as many short stories, 22 in total. I want to say thanks to all my Patrons for making this for making this possible, and I certainly plan on doing more projects like this in the future – if you’d like to be involved, keep an eye on my blog.

I’d also like to give a special shout-out to Mickey Bamboo and Kotep, who contributed to this project, adding in some sizzle and variety. Mickey and I worked together on Fanfiction Files, The Big Bar, and Ironic Justice, while Kotep provided Commercial Break: This is an Ad for Milk.

I also want to say thank you for buying this book! I sincerely hope you enjoy it (if you do, be sure to check out the Suggested Further Reading section) and I look forward to your feedback.

T.F. Wright


News at a Glance: The Debate

“Hello! I’m Tandy, and welcome to Transformation TV! We’ll start off with a quick look at the news to help keep you apprised of current events, and then we’ll get back to our regularly scheduled programming.”

“Last night there was a debate for the Mayoral election, between City Councilwoman Willow Nox and pro-wrestling TV sensation Max Banks, and it’s being called a game-changer…”

~

“Tonight, we’re here because you have a choice,” began Willow as she stared at the crowd. A slight woman, she was spindly slender, with dark hair with a few prominent white streaks running through it. She gripped the lectern with nervous intensity as she spoke softly. “We can choose experience and competence, or we can ask an entertainer who’s never run anything to be our city’s steward. You can choose…”

“You’ve got a choice, all right,” shouted Max, slamming his fight down on the podium. A huge, barrel of a man, Max’s muscles were visible through the outline of his too-tight dress shirt. “You can choose to do the same old politicians who keep messing it all up, or you can vote for someone who will fight for the public! I didn’t take any campaign money, so that proves I’m only in it for you!”

The crowd cheered enthusiastically for Max, who was riding high in the opinion polls leading up to the debate.

“I have a ten point plan to help the economy. Statistics show that…” started Willow.

“I’ve got a one point plan: make the city terrific again!” he said. Once more, the crowd went wild.

“Do you really want a bunch of machismo histrionics from your mayor?” Willow asked the audience. They cheered in the affirmative. “So be it,” Willow said with a little shrug, as she turned her gaze from the audience to her opponent.

“Better you get a macho man’s man as mayor than left-wing occultist,” said Max. “I remember watching those ‘I swear to God I’m not a witch’ ads she had to put out. Let me tell you, I sure as Hell wasn’t convinced!” he said with a big griffaw. The audience laughed along with him.

“You weren’t?” Willow asked. “Then perhaps you were just a little smarter than I gave you credit for,” she muttered under her breath.

“What’s that?”

“I say, let’s cut to the chase. I challenge you to an arm wrestling contest. Loser drops out of the race and endorses his or her opponent immediately.”

“You’re...challenging me...to an arm wrestling match!? Don’t make me laugh!”

“What’s the matter, big man? You feeling...chicken?” Willow asked. “Bawk, bawk?”

“Screw you, it’s on!” Max said, rushing towards her end of the stage and planting his meaty arm on her lectern. “I’ll cut you down to size, just like I’ll cut taxes for the job creators!”

“I think you’re going to be the one cut down to size, so to speak,” said Willow, meeting his grip. “And your tax plan is nothing but a giveaway to wealthy people like yourself.”

Max immediately pressed Willow’s arm almost to the edge, but couldn’t quite manage to finish off his small opponent. Like shoving a brick wall, the harder he tried to pin her, the more resistance he encountered.

“What’s the matter, having trouble?” Willow asked. “Need a hand?”

“I’m...fine…” Max grunted. But somewhat uncharacteristically for him, his arm was already feeling a little tired and sore. Still, he couldn’t let up - what would the audience think if he lost an arm wrestling contest to a woman? Especially one as skinny and weak looking as Willow.

But Willow’s weakness seemed to be vanishing before his eyes. As Max gazed down at her arm, he could see thin fibers of muscle forming, and a tiny bicep start to rise under her skin.

Max glanced down at his own arm and gasped - his muscle, though still huge, didn’t quite look as mighty as it did a moment ago. In fact, Max could see his strength receding before his very eyes.

He glanced at Willow, whose dark eyes were gleaming as she flashed him a sinister grin. Her face seemed to be rising somehow - was she getting taller? Or was he getting shorter? Or both?

Max quickly decided that he valued his body much more than his pride, or the election. He tried to let go of Willow’s hand - but she held on with an iron grip.

“What are you doing to me?” Max shouted. Even his mighty voice sounded a bit whinier than he was used to.

“Just giving you what you deserve,” she said, her voice sounding far more forceful and confident. Willow’s arm rippled with strength, her bicep swelling. Her shoulders broadened, fraying her suit and exposing her hardening flesh. Her breasts grew, as did the wall of pectoral muscles beneath them, causing the buttons to fly off of the dress shirt she was wearing, some of them hitting Max in the face. Her height increased, and as she grew taller than the lectern, the audience got to see how the cord-like muscles strained against her pants.

Meanwhile, Max’s figure continued to shrink and wane, becoming slender, short, and boyish, his clothes suddenly huge and baggy around him. When the last of his strength left him, Willow pinned his arm to the lectern.

“I win! Drop out of the out of race!” Willow shouted as the crowd roared its approval.

“Okay! Okay! I drop out! Just give me back my body!” Max begged.

“Never!” said Willow. “Kiss what I stole, kiss my muscle,” she said, grabbing him by the back of the head and forcing his lips against her hardened bicep, the very same power that used to exist in his own arms.

Max didn’t want to kiss her - muscular women were gross in his mind, and it was humiliating to be forced by a woman to do anything - but in spite of himself, he realized he was becoming aroused. Not only did he kiss her bicep, but he started licking and sucking on it, and stroking her hunky shoulder lovingly.

“Keep that up and maybe I’ll let you be my first lady,” Willow said with a smirk.

Icy Garcia

This advertorial highlights one of the world’s most popular ice creams, which is adding a secret ingredient – with some weighty consequences!

“Hector, you’re the patriarch of this family,” said Tandy, the blonde-haired, pint sized reporter for Transformation TV. “You’ve built something amazing with your Icy Garcia company. What’s the secret to your success?”

“Determination,” he said quickly, stroking his bearded chin. “When I was little, I had nothing. My family, we had nothing. We lived on a shack near the school. But every time I was made fun of, it only strengthened my stubborn resolve, that I’d make something of myself, create a different life for my family.”

“And now?”

“Now we are quite wealthy, and my daughter Josefina can spend her days carefree. She loves to play volleyball on the beach, and she’s always very popular because she’s so beautiful and because they respect my last name.”

“But that respect has taken a hit recently, correct? You lost a lawsuit this year...”

“They’re cheats and scum! They said I lied about the fat content in my ice cream. That it makes people get fat. But I’ll show them! I’ll show them all!”

“How do you plan to do that?”

“I synthesized a special drug that causes weight gain, put in a batch. It’s already on the shelves,” he said, rubbing his hands together eagerly.

“Aren’t you worried about more lawsuits, now that you’ve admitted you’ve sabotaged your own product? You don’t think there could be any unintended consequences at all?”

““They said my ice cream is fattening – I’ll show them fattening!” said Hector. “As for consequences, I have faith that everything will work out for the best.”

“And nobody knows about this?”

“You’re the first…”

~

Josefina leapt towards the sky, her long hair fluttering in the breeze and her hand nearly scraping the clouds as her arm swung wide. She spiked the volleyball into the sand, her tight, lean, regal frame strong and still as she landed.

“Nice one!” said her partner, Pedro.

“I agree,” said Jime, the man who hadn’t returned her serve.

“You should have dove for it,” said Deulla, Jime’s girlfriend. “You always let her win,” she added snidely. Deulla was nearly as thin and gorgeous as Josefina, but Josefina always got all the male attention.

“All that running around has made me really work up a sweat,” said Josefina. “I think I need to cool off the pool,” she said, referring to the majestic, waterfall-themed artificial grotto on her father’s estate. “Why don’t you swing by in a half hour, after, you know, I put my clothes back on?”

The words hung in the air for a moment as all three of them contemplated Josefina’s body in the buff - Jime and Pedro with abject lust, Deulla with more than a little jealousy.

~

Josefina arched her back against the cobblestone archway as she basked in the cool flow of the mist near the waterfall. A tiny, polka-dot bikini was all that clung to her body. Slender and toned, but with large breasts and a shapely rear, Josefina was immensely proud of her gorgeous figure and the attention she was able to command with it.

Josefina was used to getting anything that she wanted, and what she knew would make this perfect was an ice cream cone. A little bite, then a quick skinny dip in the pool - that was would be just fine.

Thanks to her father’s company, she’d been blessed by a limitless supply of ice cream for as long as she could remember. And thanks to her speedy metabolism and her habit of constantly playing and exercising at the beach, she’d been even more blessed to never gain a pound from it.

Josefina walked over to the built in freezer and pulled out a cone in the shape beer glass, filled it with an extra-creamy varietal called Quadruple Vanilla, then topped it with a generous amount of chocolate syrup. Then, she leaned back up against the archway. Ah, yes, she thought - perfect. Everything was exactly as it should be.

When Josefina’s tongue took that first, eager lap against the ice cream, though, she was surprised. This ice cream wasn’t the delicious flavor she was used to. It was...it was…so, so much better.

Josefina would have been certain that any substantive improvement on her family’s brand was impossible - how could one tamper with perfection? But this new flavor wasn’t just a feast for the senses. It made her lips and tongue tingle with delight as she swirled the globe of frozen cream around in her mouth.

When she swallowed it down, a pleasant, warm glow made its way down her throat, before settling in her gut and then radiating out towards the rest of her body. She’d never felt so euphoric, so happy, so alive, in her entire life.

She quickly grabbed a spoon and started scooping up large bites of the ice cream, tearing into it in earnest. As Josefina continued to eat, her body started to expand. First, her cheeks swelled outwards, giving her formerly angular face a more pleasant, welcoming, warm look. Her pointed chin vanished under huskier looking double chin.

Josefina’s breasts began to grow larger, and as they swelled, they pushed against the little triangles of her bikini, straining the fabric and causing it to dig tightly against her flesh. But Josefina didn’t notice. She was so rapturously consumed with eating the ice cream that nothing else existed.

As she finished, the pleasures made her weak in the knees, and she crumbled downwards. It was a hot day, and much of the ice cream had melted and lay in a pool at the bottom of the cone before she could scoop it up.

Not patient enough to gain tiny spoonfuls of the melted stuff manually, she closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and tilted the cone over her mouth. The melted goo spilled into her gaping maw, as well as running down her chin and then dripping down towards the rest of her body.

As Josefina swallowed the first gulp, her breasts finally pushed themselves free of her poor, overstrained bikini top. The little triangles of fabric were pressed to the sides of her growing frame, allowing her engorged mammaries to sit free and unencumbered on her chest. The cool, refreshing wave of melted ice cream rolled down onto them, causing her larger nipples to stiffen up and grow bigger still.

Next, the ice cream made its way down Josefina’s tummy, which was no longer flat and waspish but was growing wide and started to shape itself into a little pot belly. And as the melted cream made its way further south, Josefina couldn’t deny that she felt incredibly aroused.

Josefina used her free hand to untie her bikini bottom, which was already starting to feel tight and constricting due her widening hips. As she ran her fingers downwards, she could feel the unfamiliar swell of her gut against her hand, but she was too turned on to care. As the ice cream poured down her sex, she began to vigorously rub herself.

Meanwhile, as she lapped up the last of the melted cream, Josefina’s splayed thighs grew wider and meatier, forming a large crease where they met against her hips and causing the toned definition she’d built up to vanish completely. The softer flesh now trembled at the slightest touch, and indeed as Josefina enthusiastically touched herself the flab that encased her thighs began to jiggle like mad.

Josefina’s little pot belly began to swell, and then fold over her hand and wrist, though she certainly wasn’t trying to move her hand away. A second upper belly formed and then folded over the first, giving her two distinctive rolls which wrapped all the way around her waist and connected to the plumpness of her hips and back.

As Josefina buried her rounder face in the cone, her long tongue skating inside to lap up the last bits of cream, her breasts continued their expansion. Her breasts growing outwards until they consumed nearly half of her torso, the firm, beautiful torpedoes still sitting proudly on top of the little shelf of her upper belly. They were large and heavy enough that they pressed against the sides of her frame and created yet another little roll that seemed to tuck under her arms - which, meanwhile, had swelled into decidedly husky proportions.

Josefina groaned as she climaxed, her body shaking and quivering and little droplets of melted ice cream flying everywhere. The manic high her body was experiencing finally peaked and then quickly ebbed away. As she began to catch her breath, Josefina glanced down at herself - and screamed.

She’d turned into a fat, disgusting whale! What the hell had happened!? She’d felt some unusual textures and sensations from her body while she was gorging, no doubt about that, but how could one ice cream cone possibly do this much damage?

That’s when Josefina remembered she’d invited her friends over - what in the hell would they think? Josefina knew she had to text them to cancel. Her phone was on the other side of the long pool, so she slowly waded into the water to get it.

“Josefina?” Deulla called out. “There’s somebody in your poll!”

“Wait - oh, my God, I think that’s her!” said Pedro, as Josefina tried her best to cover herself up with her arms. Due to her increased girth, this was proving more of a challenge than she anticipated.

“It is!” agreed Jime.

Deulla silently smirked. If the huge, rotund woman wading through the water was indeed Josefina - and she couldn’t deny the uncanny resemblance - then all her prayers had been answered. Her biggest - no pun intended - rival had been toppled.

“Wow, Josefina...you’re...you’re…” Pedro sputtered.

“Just say it, get it out of your system,” Josefina begged him, closing her eyes and preparing for the name calling and the laughter that she knew would be coming next.

“You’re sexier than ever!” shouted Jime.

“That’s just what I was going to say!” said Pedro. “I can’t believe it! Whatever you’re doing, it is working great!”

“What!?” Josefina and Deulla said at the same time, in opposite tones of voice.

“I’m sexy?” Josefina asked, monetarily stunned. “Well, yes, of course I’m sexy!” she quickly recovered. The only thing more massive than Josefina’s body was her giant ego, and now that the men in her life loved her, her earlier insecurities melted away like cheap ice cream in the sun.

Both Pedro and Jime jumped into the pool with their clothes on, eager to get a closer look at the plump vixen.

“Have you two lost your minds?” Deulla asked. “She’s a cow!”

“Look at those breasts!” said Pedro. “May I?” he asked, and Josefina nodded as he gently stroked the sides of them.

“I love that big tummy,” said Jime, as he poked at her sunken belly button.

“You’ve always loved sports, Josefina - what will you do now?” Pedro asked.

“How about...wrestling!” she said, charging forwards and causing water to splash in her wake. She used the momentum generated by her massive mass to push him backwards. Pedro tried to fight back, but Josefina wrapped her arms around his back and leaned forwards, taking total control. Both had huge grins on their faces as they sank under the water.

“Jime, come on,” Deulla said, as she pulled him back. “What is this, just because she’s rich, you’re willing to say or do anything to get with her?” she whispered.

“She’d be just as sexy even if she didn’t have a peso to her name,” Jime replied. “And, for the record, you could stand to gain a few pounds yourself.”

Josefina and Jime surfaced in time to hear this, her wide grin reached impossibly large proportions. She knew she could lend Deulla a hand by telling her about the ice cream, but she wouldn’t mention that to her for the world. Right now, all eyes were glued to Josefina, just as they should be, she thought.

Thank you for watching this paid Advertorial. Your experience using Icy Garcia products may differ.

Transformation Travel: Thailand

Explore exotic locales and discover a new you!

“So, what do I owe ya for my half of the tickets?” asked Ricky. A fireman captain, Ricky was a tall, hulking, macho man’s man with a deep Texas drawl.

“Nothing – I got them for free,” said his fiancée, Mae. Originally from Thailand, they’d bonded when Ricky had saved her life in a fire two years ago. “Yea, this network, Transformation TV, offered to cover the tickets.”

“Transformation TV?” Ricky asked. “Never heard of ‘em.”

“Me neither,” said Mae. “But they said they’d cover the cost of the tickets if we signed over the rights to the story of our trip.”

“The story of our trip?” Ricky asked. “That seems odd. What’s so unusual ‘bout it?”

“Nothing really. I mean, I told them we’re going to Bangkok to meet my parents, but nothing else out of the ordinary,” she said with a shrug.

Mae didn’t mention it to her fiancée, but she’d also told the woman from the network that she was terribly nervous about the trip. Her parents were fairly traditional, and expected her to bring home a fellow Thai, or at least another Asian – certainly not a conservative Texan. She hadn’t mentioned Ricky’s ethnicity, or even his name to her family yet.

“Well, good that the tickets were free, but I ain’t too keen on lettin’ any of them liberal media folk be a part of my trip,” said Ricky.

“Don’t worry, Ricky,” said Mae, stroking his arm. “With lives this boring, I’m certain we’ve already heard the last from them.”

~

“It’s amazing how thin y’all Thai girls are,” Ricky said, as they walked towards the restaurant. “Look at that girl selling dumplings, she’s skinny as a rail!”

Mae chuckled a little as they walked inside and took a seat.

“What? What’d I say?” Ricky asked.

“Ricky, the person you were referring to was a kathoey, not a girl.”

“A what now?”

“There isn’t a direct translation, somewhere between gay and transgender. A girl who dresses like a boy is a tom, while a boy who dresses like a girl is a kathoey.”

“So that was a man?” Ricky asked, feeling horrified.

“Yes. Thailand, or at least, some small pockets of it, has always had a fairly progressive attitude towards alternative expressions of gender and sexuality. My brother married a kathoey last year, and my family and I were very supportive.”

“Well, I say, if God wanted to make gays, He would have made Adam and Steve, not Adam and…” Ricky began.

“Are you ready to order?” asked the waitress.

“Yes, two orders of Pad Thai and the Tom Kha soup,” said Mae, hoping that the interruption would provide an end to this topic of discussion.

“Gays and lesbians and trannies even out here, eh?” Ricky asked, before the waitress had even finished writing down the order. “Guess the whole world’s going to Hell in a handbasket.”

“You know, it wouldn’t kill you to broaden your perspective once in a while, Ricky,” Mae spat. “I’ve tried to be open minded about your way of life and what you believe, you know?”

Ricky just glared at her until the food arrived.

“What’s that weird smell?” Ricky asked as he suspiciously sniffed at the roiling soup placed in front of him.

“Coconut, lemongrass, ginger?” Mae offered. She’d put off introducing him to Thai food for as long as she possibly could because she knew what a man like him would think of it, and braced herself for the worst as he raised the spoon to his lips.

“It’s…it’s…” Ricky began, as Mae held her breath and bit her lip. “It’s really, really good!”

“Oh, I’m so glad you like it!” Mae gushed.

“So creamy, so spicy,” he said, gulping down spoonful after spoonful, pausing for a moment to push his dark hair out of his face.

Wait, that wasn’t right, Mae realized. Ricky was blonde, not brunette. His eyes looked different, too – more almond shaped, and a darker color. His dark tan shifted a little, and she could see the sandpaper stubble on his chin fade away, as the chin itself receded in size. His lips grew a little fuller, and his eyelashes grew a little longer.

The wide frame of Ricky’s body shrank with each gulp of the soup, and his jeans and jean jacket shrank with him.

“What’s this called again?” Ricky asked, as he lifted the bowl to his lips to finish off the last of it.

“Tom Kha,” she said, as she suddenly realized what was happening to him. He looked just like a typical Thai Tom: a masculine-presenting woman.

Mae thought about taking the soup away from him, but thought better of it. She’d loved Ricky because he’d saved her life, but she couldn’t deny that their differences had always created friction. She’d wanted him to broaden his perspective, and now he had. Why stop the process now?

Besides, she thought, her family would welcome him – her? – with open arms, compared to a bigoted Texan.

“Getting back to what we were discussing earlier, I just don’t get why anyone would want to be gay,” said Ricky, seemingly oblivious to her new, feminine and Thai-accented voice. “I mean, women are so sexy!”

“Actually, I happen to agree,” said Mae. “Especially women like you.”

“What, what?” Ricky asked.

“Let me take you to the ladies room,” she said, grasping her hand. After Ricky glanced down and saw her feminine, hairless arms, she complied without further question.

“What did you do to me?” Ricky demanded. “Why didn’t you warn me this happens to everyone who drinks that soup?”

“It doesn’t happen to everyone,” Mae said with a laugh. “Maybe this was the price of our free tickets from that Transformation network.”

“Damn, does that mean this is all going on TV?” Ricky asked.

“I don’t know…you have to admit, you do look drop dead handsome,” Mae said, looking at her in the mirror.

“Maybe,” Ricky conceded. As a man, it was a compliment that Ricky had enjoyed hearing, and it felt surprising that it seemed just as appropriate now. Mae leaned over and started nibbling on her ear, Ricky started to grow warmer.

“So, just maybe, you’ll be a little more open minded about homosexuals, considering you are one now?” Mae asked, grabbing Rick’s crotch and slowly kneading her.

“Maybe, Mae,” Ricky repeated.

“I need more than that!” Mae said, moving faster.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ricky shouted.

“Good!” Mae said, shoving her tongue all the way into Ricky’s ear, enjoying how soft it was now. “Good girl!”

Hearing those worlds caused something to click in Ricky’s mind, and she climaxed hard, biting her lip to avoid screaming.

~

When they left the restaurant, they once again passed by the kathoey selling dumplings. They glanced up at Ricky and cast her a knowing nod. Ricky waived back and smiled, while Mae gripped her other hand tightly. An even bigger smile was plastered on her lips.

The Great Transformation Rat Race

Get to the goal, get the cash, but watch out for transformations!

“Hello everyone, and welcome to first edition of The Great Transformation Rat Race!” said a female, sultry voice from the loudspeakers, as the six contestants listened intently.

“Today you’re going to be taking part in the most exciting and dangerous content on Transformation TV - or any TV network, for that matter! Your goal is simple, get to the roof of that skyscraper on that hill to the north. If you can get there intact, you’ll split the prize pool with the other winners - one million dollars in total.”

“But be warned! The six of you will have to contend with an adversary named Eve, who is hidden somewhere inside the building. We’ve given her the power to change you with just a touch, in ways I imagine you won’t like. If she changes you, you’ll be ineligible for your share of the prize, no matter if you reach the goal or not.”

“You can help each other avoid Eve, or you can sabotage each other - since the fewer winners there are, the fewer ways that prize pool is divvied up!”

“Oh, I almost forgot. Just in case you were wondering how motivated your opponent is, if none of you make it, then Eve gets the full one million, all to herself.”

“With that said, good luck!”

The six of them slowly began to walk up the hill together.

“So our opponent is named Eve, huh?” said Josh, the only male in the group, and who wore a cross necklace which hung low on his white tank top, which highlighted his wide, muscular frame. “I used to date a woman named Eve. Not a particularly pleasant character.”

“I used to be friends with an Eve that’s a total bitch, with a capital B,” said Katie, a short, lithe brunette with tight-fitting tube top.

“You mean that Eve? Oh, yeah, bitch is putting it mildly,” agreed Megan, Katie’s friend. Similar in build, Katie had dishwater blonde hair and talked with a distinctive valley lilt.

“In high school, I had a friend named Eve, too,” said Cherlyn, a beautiful, slender Native American woman with jet black hair, and a flowery sundress.

“I’ve sparred with an Eve professionally,” said Miranda, who had a shock of fiery red hair and a drab, olive pantsuit that highlighted her thin frame. “Not to be trifled with. Do you think that we’re all talking about the same woman, that we’ve all had unpleasant interactions with her? Is that why they put us together?”

“I certainly don’t know anyone named Eve,” said Kim, the final contestant, a stunningly beautiful blonde bombshell wearing a rhinestone encrusted cashmere sweater. She was one quarter Japanese, which she credited with her delicate, feminine features. “So there goes your little theory.”

Finally six of them found themselves at the gates of the building that they’d been instructed to ascend. From up close, it looked more run down and dilapidated than it had off in the distance. The windows were broken, or covered in cobwebs. They revealed an interior partly torn up, empty, and dark.

“Skyscraper? Looks more like a haunted house to me,” said Cherlyn.

“Hey, if you don’t want to go in, be my guest,” said Miranda. “More prize money for the rest of us.”

“Let’s just head inside and stick together,” said Josh. “I care more about having everyone get through this safely more than the money. I mean, I dumped Eve because she was a psycho - who knows what she’ll do if she catches one of us alone?”

The girls nodded in agreement. If a tough-looking guy like Josh was afraid of Eve, than they ought to be, too, the thought.

“Look at that! An elevator!” said Kim, pointing at it as soon as they stepped inside.

“Too easy,” said Josh. “They wouldn’t just let us ride our way up. Besides, how do you know Eve’s not hiding in there?”

“Or maybe Eve knew you’d think that, and she’d hiding in the stairwell,” Kim shot back.

“Maybe,” said Josh, shrugging a little. “But it’s harder to sneak up on someone in a stairwell…”

“But if we make it to the top right away, we’ll be safe for sure,” said Kim. “Then it won’t matter where Eve’s hiding.”

“I think we should take the stairs, too,” said Miranda. “Even if it’s not a trick, the thing might get stuck or drop you. I mean, this building doesn’t exactly look safe…”

“Fine, you can all be idiots if you want,” said Kim. “Meanwhile, I’ll be at the goal.” Maybe, she thought, if she found Eve, she could work with her to help sabotage the rest of the contestants, keeping that prize all to herself…
 

Kim headed to the elevator and pushed the button, while the rest of the contestants followed Josh to the stairwell on the other side.

The doors opened and Kim confidently stepped inside, waving goodbye to the rest of the group.

As soon as the doors shut, the rest of the crowd heard an ear piercing scream.

“Run!” Josh said, and they pelted up the stairs as fast as they could.

~

“You should have listened to them,” Eve’s voice called out ominously from nowhere. “But then again, you’ve never thought highly of anybody but yourself, have you?”

Kim’s only reply was to scream.

“Remember me, Kim?” Eve said, dropping down from the ceiling compartment of the elevator. Kim kept screaming and pressing the button for the door to open, but it wouldn’t budge. “Come on, it’s just the two of us – remember me?”

“No, no, I don’t remember you!” Kim shouted. Eve had short blonde hair, a pink tracksuit which highlighted her athletic build, piercing blue eyes, and a sadistic smile across her bright red lips.

“You didn’t let me into the Alpha Tau Sorority - which led you to a high value internship, which you then used to get engaged to your boss, a very wealthy man,” said Eve. “But you said my family was nothing but white trash! I had to settle for a second rate sorority, which a bunch of fat girls who loved to stuff their faces! I missed out on valuable networking opportunities!”

“Our sorority turns away most applicants, and even without getting in, you’re still a successful businesswoman, right?” Kim said, remembering what Miranda had said about her.

“I’ll be even more successful with that million dollars in my pocket,” said Eve. “Besides, you’ve been snobby your whole life. You’ve more than earned what I’ve got in store for you. What do you think you’d be like without that silver spoon in your mouth?”

“Just...stay away from me, you psycho bitch!” Kim yelled.

“Wrong answer, darling,” said Eve, who ran forwards and gave Kim a firm hug.

Kim was stunned for a moment, and then she tried to push Eve away. But soon, her limbs became heavy and unresponsive, and she slumped backwards against the wall of the elevator compartment. Eve then let Kim go, and then tilted her head upwards so she could see herself in the elevator mirror.

Her face rapidly and drastically changed. The delicate, small featured of her face swelled and contorted. She gained a broad, elongated, snout-like nose, a pair of thick lips which didn’t close together completely, floppy, wide ears, and a more pronounced eyebrow ridge. Her tiny cheekbones vanished behind big, apple shaped chubby cheeks, and her little, pointy chin was swallowed up by a wide, greasy looking double chin.

Kim’s body began to change as well, as she stared at her reflection in utter horror. Her tiny body was bloating up, her clavicles, ribs, wrists, and other bony angles vanishing under a layer of soft, blubbery flab. Her breasts swelled and spread outwards, losing their firmness in the process, and her tiny stomach swelled into a giant pot belly with a thick happy trail.

Her beautiful sweater was replaced with a stained, grimy T-shirt that read “I’m with stupid,” along with a pair of threadbare jeans with a big hole near her ass.

Kim’s mind was changing too - her education, her opportunities, and her life experiences were being re-written. Instead of a college-educated professional about to marry into wealth, Kim became a high school dropout who lived with her ex-con boyfriend in his run-down trailer on the outskirts of town. All the sophistication, pretension, and what she would now call ‘book learnin’ faded out of her head.

~

“Break it open! Hurry!” urged Cherlyn.

“Come on, like, put your back into it, ya?” Megan urged

“I’m trying!” shouted Josh, but it was no use. The barrier between the second and third floor stairwell was not budging. “We’ll just have to go through floor 2, find another way up.”

“Well I’m sure as hell not taking the elevator!” shouted Miranda. “Not after hearing Kim scream like that!”

“I wonder what she got changed into?” asked Katie.

At this question, everyone was silent. Nobody wanted to think what kind of fate might be in store for them as well.

Josh wordlessly opened the door to the second floor. Behind it, was a series of video game consoles hooked up to TVs. Unlike the first floor’s decrepit appearance, all these appeared to be powered on and in working order.

“You’re not a gamer, right Josh?” asked Cherlyn.

“Nah, sports is more my speed,” he replied as they moved through the floor.

“Why have this lame stuff here, then?” she asked. “Games are for lame, sexist gamer-bros. Besides, what do they expect us to do, sit down and play it when money is on the line and a crazy woman is on the loose?”

As soon as those words had left her lips, the group heard footsteps heading up the stairs. They knew Eve was hot on their trail.

“Run!” Josh shouted, and they took off in the opposite direction.

Cherlyn slipped on the tangled cord of a video game controller, and fell face first onto the carpeted floor. She struggled to pull herself to her feet at the rest of the group merely ran past her.

“Help me,” she said as Miranda, the last one in the group, passed by. She stopped, intending to help, but a voice in her head seemed to whisper “one less share.” Miranda gave Cherlyn a firm shove, sending her tumbling down again, and then took off behind the rest of the group.

~

“Hello, Cherlyn,” said Eve, standing over her as she finally pulled herself to her feet.

“Eve, please, I’m sorry…” said Cherlyn.

“Sorry you stole my boyfriend in high school?” asked Eve. “Or sorry I caught you?”

“He was never your boyfriend, Eve! He was just some guy you had a crush on!” Cherlyn said.

“Lies! All lies!” said Eve.

“Please, just leave me alone! Leave the rest of us alone!”

“Money’s on the line, darling,” said Eve. “Of course, in your case, I’d transform you for free! Let’s see what you’d be like if you were most like what you despised!” she shouted and tackled Cherlyn in her embrace, once again causing her to crash to the floor.

Cherlyn could see herself start to change in the glare of the TVs that surrounded her. Her long, smooth hair became tangled, snarled, stringy, and oily. Her skin became greasy, losing its sheen of makeup and gaining a few pimples, while her teeth shifted out of alignment as her years of braces reversed themselves. A pair of thick rimmed black glasses sat atop her newly pointy noise.

Cherlyn’s body bloated, her shoulders widening, her back broadening, her hips widening, and her flat tummy growing several hefty, sagging tummy rolls.

Her mind changed too, becoming the very person she hated - a hardcore gamer. All her knowledge, hobbies and passions - cooking, fashion, dancing - faded as her entire world revolved around electronic games. Her clothing changed into a “Red vs Blue” shirt and a baseball cap with the Pokémon logo.

As she reached one of the game controllers on the floor, her arms become thick and husky. Her posture became stooped over as she leaned towards the screen and eagerly started playing.

~

When Josh, Katie, Megan and Miranda reached the end of the floor, they saw a ladder leading up to a hole in the ceiling, to the next floor, which appeared to be a clothing store. They all climbed it, one at a time. When they were finished, they could see Eve racing her way towards the ladder.

Josh, his eyes growing wide as he confirmed that this woman was indeed his psycho ex, grabbed the ladder, pulling it free from its moorings, and pulled it up so that she couldn’t reach.

“You’ve only slowed me down, you fools! I’ll change the rest of you soon enough,” said Eve, who quickly took off in the other direction.

“She sure is angry about something,” said Megan.

“Let’s get to the stairs, quick,” Josh said. But when they arrived, the door was bolted shut. “To the other one!” he said, running as fast as he could. But that stairwell was shut, too!

“What do we do?” said Katie. She could hear steps coming from somewhere...

“We hide, duh!” said Megan, grabbing her by the hand and dragging her off towards the changing room. Miranda ducked under a rack of coats. Josh, though, wasn’t sure where to go. Finally, he spotted a bathroom, and ducked inside the women’s in case Eve was hunting him specifically.

Eve ran right into the changing room, and found Miranda and Katie hugging each other and whimpering with fear.

“You two were my friends! My best friends…and you pushed me away!” spat Eve.

“Best friends?” Katie asked.

“Even friends would be pushing it. More like, you know, acquaintances…” added Megan.

“You deliberately stopped answering my texts asking to be invited to go clubbing, and you rudely stopped responding to my Facebook posts!” Eve roared. “Why would you do such a thing? Surely, at least some of my pictures of food were interesting!”

“We didn’t want to be mean, but you were incredibly self-obsessed…” said Katie.

“You know, kind like you’re being right now. Maybe you should stop acting this way if, you know, you want people to be friends with you…” said Megan.

“Shut up! Time to dispense some justice! You two think you’re close friends, always hitting up clubs and thinking you can get any guy. I’ll let you keep being close, but the getting guys part is out.”

“What do you mean?” asked Katie.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” said Eve, as she charged towards and gave them an embrace, squeezing them further together.

Katie and Megan’s bodies both began to shift. Katie’s body became immensely bottom heavy, her thighs first losing their gap, and then ballooning up beyond recognition. The definition of her knees and ankles vanished in wobbly blubber. Meanwhile her ass swelled to colossal proportions, swallowing up her underwear in her growing crack before her widening hips caused the elastic band to snap completely.

Megan’s figure began to shift in precisely the opposite manner. Her tummy and breasts held most of her new weight. Megan’s Barbie-like figure quickly lost all definition as her tummy flowed over her toothpick legs like an apron of adipose.

Her breasts lost their perkiness, becoming long and sagging as they expanded and flopped over her gooey belly. Her neck vanished behind a series of double chins, and even her back gained a few greasy, flabby looking rolls.

“You’ll be cursed forever to be hopelessly horny, seeking a man, but never able to find one attracted to you,” said Eve. “But at least you’ll always have each other,” she added in a sickly sweet voice before letting out a cruel, evil cackle.

Katie and Megan eyed each other warily. Both of them were dismayed and disgusted by what had happened to their formerly perfect forms. Yet they couldn’t deny that they were terribly turned on.

“Megan...I want you, but I don’t want to let her win!” Katie groaned, as she crawled towards her friend, grinding her meaty hips up against Megan’s back fat and grunting with lust.

“It’s ok. She, like, already did,” Megan lamented. “Just...pretend I’m some handsome guy,” she said, struggling to pull back the folds of her flabby tummy so she could shove her fingers down her panties.

~

“Josh, Josh, where are you?” Eve called out. “I think it’s time for us to get back together...if you know what I mean…”

It didn’t take too long for her to enter the girl’s restroom. Josh tucked his feet up onto the seat to avoid being seen, but Eve soon kicked the door down.

“Why did you give up on us?” Eve asked.

“You hacked my Facebook! You spied on me at work! You stole my cell phone! You were a stalker!” Josh complained.

“I loved you!” said Eve. “Is that a crime?”

“Well, according to the District Attorney…” Josh began.

“Fuck him and fuck you!” said Eve. “You acted like a bitch, so I feel it’s time you fit the part. It’s time for some payback, Joshy.”

“You know I hate it when you call me that,” Josh grumbled.

“Oh, really?” said Eve. “When I’m through with you, you’ll wish you could still be called Joshy!”

Eve suddenly leapt forwards to give Josh a kiss. At first, he kept his lips shut and resisted. But as he felt her body pressing against is, he relented a little. Whatever troubles they’d had otherwise, in the sack, things were always on fire. One last kiss wouldn’t kill him, would it?

Almost as soon as the kiss began, Eve broke it off. “See ya,” she said, slowly backing away.

Josh tried to follow her, but as soon as he tried to take a step, he fell over. His center of gravity was thrown off by the fact that he’d suddenly acquired two large, spongy breasts.

He screamed as he pulled himself to his feet and ran his hands over the strange, unfamiliar globes of fat, and was startled by how high pitched and feminine his wail sounded. Josh’s muscular, tough body quickly became a distant memory he acquired doughy, fat thighs, wide, birthing hips, sagging, drooping, fleshy arms, and a doughy, wrinkled neck.

“Good thing you’re in a bathroom,” said Eve. “You’re going to be a sex-craved slut now, happy to do whatever it takes to get your holes filled,” she said, and then ran off.

Josh saw himself in the mirror as she left. With overdone, harsh makeup, including crudely done cherry red lipstick, he did indeed resemble a trashy slut. What’s worse, he felt his butt, mouth, and crotch start burning.

Josh didn’t dare look under his new gut to see what lay beneath it - he didn’t want to find he’d be turned into a woman completely. But, just as Eve predicted, all he could think about was getting those holes filled. All Josh could do is wait in the bathroom, hoping someone would come in. Whatever they’d want, Josh would do, if only they’d touch him for a few moments in return.

Josh ground his fleshy, feminine form against the walls of the stalls and moaned with lust, sounding like a cat in heat.

~

As Miranda heard Josh scream, she didn’t think about rushing to his aid. Instead, she felt confident that she could get away while Eve was busy with her. There clearly wasn’t any other way up, so there was only one solution - take the elevator again. They’d all been so scared of it since Kim had succumbed to Eve’s trick on the first floor that they’d ignored it. But now that Eve was busy…

Miranda ran for it, and hopped in, riding it all the way up. When she got out, she could see an open stairwell. Once inside, she could see the light of the roof. She was home free! Just a few more steps, and she’d be a million dollars richer.

“Where you going?” Eve said, reaching out and grabbing at her from behind. She grabbed Eve by the underwear and pulled her back, causing them both to tumble down the stairs together.

“You stole my clients!” Eve berated her, once they landed.

“I didn’t steal them! They came to me because you didn’t do the work that you promised!” Miranda tried to clarify.

“You ruined me professionally!” Eve roared, angrier still that her version of reality was being challenged.

“Let me go and I’ll split the prize money with you!” Miranda begged. When this produced no visible change in Eve’s angry expression, Miranda upped the ante. “Ok, take it all. I’ll give you the full million. Plus everything I own: my house, my business, everything I’ve got in the bank. Please, just don’t destroy my body…”

“It’s sweet to hear you beg,” said Eve. “Almost as sweet as it will be to see you transform! I want to destroy everything you hold dear,” she said, rubbing her hands across Miranda’s body like she was wiping her wet hands on a towel.

“No!” Miranda screamed. Her skin creamy, supple skin became rough and dry, and gained splotches, zits, and freckles. A little trickle of drool ran down the side of her mouth, and she casually wiped sweat from her furrowed brow with her sleeve.

Meanwhile, her body simply exploded. Miranda’s tiny waist became a giant, doughy paunch, causing her dress shirt to tear and falling out over her lap. Greasy and with a few hairs around her belly button, it flopped around as she tried to pull herself to her feet.

That proved difficult as Miranda’s legs lost their definition, becoming consumed by two wobbly sleeves of fat. Her feet grew, too bursting out of her dress shoes and socks. The delicate toenail polish she was wearing faded away, leaving her with cracked, yellowed nails on her calloused feet - which were themselves almost entirely hidden under her flab of her flabby canckle.

Miranda’s butt swelled - first, sucking in the rear of her underwear, then causing the elastic band to break, then swelling further still and sucking in the other side, as well. It lay low on her thighs, without any distinctive shape. Her breasts similarly deflated as they grew, lying flat against the slope of her gut.

Her face lost its symmetry as one eyebrow grew taller and larger than the other, and her nose became twisted and bulbous, like a fleshy bulb of garlic.

The business acumen and sound financial judgement Miranda possessed faded away, too, leaving her without skills and without a prayer of a stable future. Finally, her libido was kicked up a few notches. Now, Miranda would open up her flabby thighs for any man that would have her.

Eve held out a mirror for Miranda to examine herself, and tears streamed down Miranda’s cheeks.

“Have fun with your new life, sweetie,” Eve said, patting her wet, greasy cheek before heading up the stairs.

~

“Yes! Yes!” Eve shouted as she jumped up and down excitedly. “You’re all fat and ugly and gross, and I’m filthy rich!”

The End

...or, is it?

“Well, Eve, it looks like you’ve won - a big pile of cash and sweet, sweet revenge on your enemies,” announced a voice from the megaphone.

“The latter means the most to me,” said Eve. “I particularly like what I did with Kim, Josh, and Miranda.”

“Well, then, I have some bad news for you. We’re giving each of them their old bodies back!”

“WHAT!?” Eve shouted. “I’ll go hunt them down again! I’ll make them suffer a million times worse than beforehand!”

“No, Eve. This show’s over, and so you’ve lost your powers. If you try to hug them now, all you’ll do is invade their personal space.”

“Then what can I do?” Eve shrieked. “They must be made to pay for their crimes!”

“I’d suggest not changing the channel. There’s always another show on Transformation TV, and you might be surprised who shows up there…”

Commercial Break: Succubism – Is it Right for You?

Do you ever feel lonely, or aimless? Do you long for meaning and purpose in your life, yet find other spiritual traditions lacking? Feel frustrated with the logical inconsistencies of vicarious redemption, or the futility of attempting to resist temptation?

Do you ever begin sentences, perhaps only half-jokingly, “I’d sell my soul for…”

Then Succubus Worship – Succubism for short - may be right for you!

Succubism is simple. There are no commandments to obey, precepts to learn, or beliefs to hold: just worshipping a devil-siren for all she’s worth, and handing over to her your eternal soul.

At covens for Succubism, we don’t do confessions; we do braggings. Instead of a sip of wine for communions, you get a giant Bloody Mary served in a skull-shaped novelty cup. Succubism is non-stop fun!

But don’t take our word for it: let’s hear some testimonials from some of our satisfied coven-members:

~

“I’m Vivian. I used to be a teacher at a conservative Christian school. Since I sold my soul for a little fun in my life and joined a coven, I’ve become a stripper and I’ve never been happier. I’ve even stripped for a few of my former students – what interesting reunions those were!”

“I’m Aiden. I used to make a living doing political fundraising, spending my days helping amorphous special interest groups. The work was soul-crushingly boring, so I figured, why not take the next step and actually sell my soul to a Succubus? Now I’m an erotica author – what could be more fun or satisfying than that?”

“They used to call me Phil. All my friends started selling their souls and joining covens, making wishes that seemed pretty silly just to get in. So I decided to go for broke and sell my soul to a succubus – to become a succubus myself. I lost my soul, my humanity, and my gender all in one go. It was best decision I ever made.”

~

Why not take the next step? There are absolutely no negative repercussions whatsoever!* Become a Succubist today!

*Selling your soul to a Succubus and/or embracing Succubism may increase your risk of a attaining a sub-optimal place of residence in an afterlife, according to some religious traditions. But you know what they say: Heaven for climate, Hell for companionship. So, what have you got to lose?**

**Aside from your immortal soul. But I think we already covered that above. I think we’ve been fairly clear on that point. But we wanted to make as many asterisks and sub-levels as possible because…***

***The devil is in the details ;)

Fixing Bad Boys

The world’s toughest prison offers the toughest offenders hope for rehabilitation.

“Let me make something clear,” began the warden, as she inspected the line of the incoming prisoners. June, an African woman who spoke with a distinct Nigerian accent, towered over most of the men she oversaw. Her burly muscles flexed as she strutted down the row, and she had an eager glint in her eye that seemed to flare up whenever she made eye contact with a prisoner.

“I’m here to help you become a better you. You’re all here for a reason, and that reason is to become your ideal self. You can do that one of two ways, the easy way, or the hard way.”

“Stupid bitch,” muttered one of new prisoners.

“Who said that!?” June demanded.

“I did,” said one of the prisoners said as he stepped forwards. Even taller than June with an even wider, bigger batch of muscles, he had a shaved scalp along with a crudely done letter ‘A’ tattoo that signaled that he was member of the feared Aryan Brotherhood.

“Well, it looks like we’ve got ourselves a winner,” said June. “What’s your name, and what are you in for?”

“Bud,” he said, in a low, menacing voice. “And I strangled a bitch.”

“Well, Bud, you’ve elected to do things the easy way!”

“I...uh...what?” he asked, suddenly befuddled. He’d spoken out because he hoped his defiance of her would earn him respect among his fellow inmates, so why was she rewarding him?

“That’s right! You can go into therapy, take correspondence classes, learn self-control, but that’s a lot of hard work,” June explained. “Much easier just let the machine and fix all your problems all at once, eh?”
 

“Machine?” Bud asked. Two guards herded him into a cell at the edge of the line, one with several mysterious looking coils in the back. Bud was still too confused to put up much of a fight. The guards locked him in, and then ran away from the cell with fear in their eyes.

June pulled the switch next to it, and the coils hummed to life as the lights in the rest of the complex started to flicker and fade. The prisoners broke formation and began to crowd around Bud’s cell, eager to watch what was happening. Of course, June didn’t mind them getting a good look - she was happy for them to learn what was in store for them if they broke her rules.

A faint, orange glow began to emanate from coils and started to encircle Bud. He grabbed at the bars of his cell and started shaking, his efforts causing the foundations near the bars to quake.

But as his frantic efforts continued, the loud shaking became softer. Bud’s mighty muscles were slowly starting to atrophy, and so he couldn’t shake the bars quite as loudly. His height slowly diminished, too, and his face began to rearrange itself.

The big, imposing mug became an angular, narrow face with a long nose and bucked teeth. Glasses appeared around his eyes, and his letter A tattoo changed from the Brotherhood symbol to a logo of an atom, with electrons whizzing by.

When June unlocked the bars and let him out, Bud had been reduced to a puny, wimpy looking nerd. Suddenly the shortest and weakest one in the room, he quickly ran behind June as soon as he was released. He hugged the back her pants and audibly whimpered as he worried about what the other prisoners would do to him.

“That’s just one of the many uses of the machine,” said June. “Stay on my good side and pray you don’t have to learn what else it can do. No fighting, no cussing, and don’t even think about trying to escape.”

The rest of the procession proceeded in silence, as no other man dared to risk speaking up after Bud’s example.

~

“I’m here for insider trading, but I’m sure I’ll get out on appeal soon. Stupid lawyer screwed me over, my dad’s hiring a new one,” said Shawn, a blonde, burly man, to his cellmate. “What about you?”

“Jaywalking,” said Josh.

“No, really? What did you do?” Shawn asked with a nervous laugh.

“Really, jaywalking!” Josh insisted. “I was part of this twisted Transformation TV game show, transformed beyond all recognition, like that Bud guy, but much worse. Then I got a second chance, got my body back. I was so eager to get out of there that I jaywalked while walking through the parking lot of the studio!”

“Transformation TV - that’s the network that’s doing a special on this place, huh? I guess that’s why you were sent here…” said Shawn. “Tough break!”

“Tough break doesn’t begin to describe it!” Josh said. “My only crime was ignoring a road sign, and I’m in the same place as thieves and murderers!?”

“Hey, I’m not a thief,” Shawn said defensively. “Those idiots should have known the company was on its way down. Why should I have to go to jail because I was the only one smart enough to see the opportunity while it presented itself?”

“Look, I don’t give a fuck what you’ve done…” Josh began.

“Well, well, well,” said June, walking by the cell. “I do believe I just heard some cussing.”

“I...ugh…” Josh sputtered. “He did it!” he said, pointing at Shawn.

Jane just grinned and shook her head.

“Look, I’m not a criminal,” Josh said. “I just wanted to go home!”

“Josh, the Transformation Prison is your home now,” said June. “If you can’t accept that, well...I guess we’ll have to do things they easy way!”

“No!” Josh screamed. “Don’t transform me!”

“Why do all fight so hard against it?” June asked, as she grabbed him by his collar and dragged him away. “You’ll be better off! Look at Bud. He was a grumpy white power guy. Can you imagine him being happy in a place like this if he stayed like that? Instead, he just spent the last half hour happily giving me a rim-job,” she said. “He’s quite good at it, too!”

“Not that! Anything but that!” Josh begged.

“Anything?” June asked. “Alright, as you wish. I’ll program the machine to give you something different than what Bud got. Something a bit more intense…something a little more familiar.”

“Familiar?” Josh asked in confusion as June shoved him inside the cell. “What does that mean?”

“You’ll find out,” June said, and then she threw the switch.

Josh felt his body tingle. His lips swelled into huge, meaty sausages of flesh, while his chest ballooned into two giant hills of flesh. His washboard abs melted into jelly, and then rose into a soft pot belly. His hard, firm ass grew into two massive basketball-sized globs of gooey flesh, and his legs gained plenty flabby folds.

Cheap, plastic clip-on jewelry began to decorate his ears and his cross necklace was replaced with a gaudy, gold plated one that read “sexy bitch.”

“No!” Josh said. “Not again!” he cried out in a girlish voice as he desperately grabbed at his crotch and felt his manhood shrink away.

“You said you’d prefer something other than what happened to Bud!” said June. “Be careful what you wish for - Josie.”

“Fuck you!” Josie cried out, stamping her food and causing her breasts to bounce.

“Just think how popular you’ll be here!” June said. “You’ll be the bell of the ball! I’ll be sure to visit often!”

Josie could only look down at her feet. As much as she resented June for doing this to her, her turbo-charged libido was desperate for sexual attention. Whoever showed up at her cell, Josie knew she’d meet their needs...

~

Day in, day out, Shawn listened the screams, the begging, and the moaning - what he incorrectly assumed were cries of anguish - and became increasingly concerned. He knew it was only a matter of time before he was selected next, so there was only one way to avoid his fate: escape.

His cell contained barred windows, outside of which he could see a dirt road. Day after day, he used the bars to do pull ups, in the process weakening the support structure of the hinges. Finally, he hit pay dirt - the bars came off in his hands, and he kicked out the glass from the window.

After he pulled himself outside the window and dropped down a few feet, he started running down the road, which led to an actual city street. There was a cab on the corner, and he quickly got in and locked the door.

“Just start driving,” Shawn said. “Anywhere’s fine.”

“Right away sir, I’ll go ahead and take you right back to the prison” said June, her accent causing Shawn to jump up in his seat. He desperately tried to unlock the door, content to jump headlong into traffic if that was the only way to avoid going back to jail. But the door wouldn’t budge.

~

“What are you going to do to me?” Shawn asked, when June threw him in the cell with the machine.

“Trying to escape is my number one offense, so I’ll have to give you my biggest punishment,” said June. “Or perhaps, my smallest punishment, depending on your perspective…”

June flicked the switch, and suddenly, the walls started to grow around him. Was this his punishment, he wondered - to live in a giant prison?

Then the walls vanished entirely, replaced by...a giant, orange tent? As the orange fabric started to collapse around him, Shawn realized with horror that it was his prison uniform.

He was shrinking.

“Why?” Shawn asked, as June walked into the cell and helped pulled small, nude body out of his clothing. His body was still a man, but reduced to a child’s proportions, perhaps two and a half feet tall.

Shawn helplessly thrashed his arms and legs against June with fury. June’s powerful physique absorbed the blows with ease, and she merely chuckled at his futile display.

“It was for your own good,” said June. “You needed to be taught a lesson.”

“I’ve learned nothing!” Shawn said defiantly. “You think you can teach me something just by turning me into your pet?”

“Turning you into my pet, what a great idea,” said June, licking her lips. “Yes, that will do very, very nicely.”

“What!?” Shawn asked.

“Let me see...I’m a little bored of white guys, Shawn. Your kind are a dime a dozen around here. I’m thinking I’ll have you become a Korean female.”

“What!?” Shawn repeated. “Why?”

“Purely for my own amusement, little Shawn,” she said, stroking the side of his cheek and neck with her strong hands, which looked positively huge from Shawn’s smaller perspective. With just a little twitch her muscles, Shawn realized, she could snap his neck, so he stopped resisting. “But don’t you worry, I’m sure you’ll learn to enjoy yourself, too.”

With her free hand, she reached out through the bars and pressed a few more buttons. The machine hummed to life once more.

Shawn’s skin changed shade, while his hair shifted from being short, blonde, and curly to long, straight, and jet black. The shape of his face shifted, too, becoming that of a South Korean beauty queen who’d had a touch too much plastic surgery, which a delicate, narrow nose and ground down, tiny cheekbones.

Meanwhile, his strong, strapping body was also in flux, as his limbs slenderized and his muscle tone faded away. Soon, Shawn’s strong pecs were replaced with two, tiny, pert breasts.

“I’ll call you Sang-mi,” said June. “You like what you see?” she asked him, as the person formerly known as Shawn stared down at new her body wordlessly. She wanted to scream, to cry, to feel rage or even despair. But those feelings would not come. Instead, all she could feel was contentment, relaxation, and even...arousal.

“I think you do like it,” teased June, pointing towards her erection, the last vestige of manhood Sang-mi still possessed. June picked up Sang-mi by her long legs and placed her head between her legs, and stared licking.

No blowjob had ever felt as good as this, thanks to the size of June’s mouth relative to Sang-mi’s tiny body. But with each lick, the penis retracted a little, until June was busy lapping at a tiny little clit.

Sang-mi shuddered as she came, and with each blissful throb of her muscles, she shrank further. When she was finished, she’d become only a few inches tall, lying in the palm of June’s hand.

“Aww, so cute!” June said, before rising to her feet. “I wonder how you can repay the favor…I know!”

She hiked down her pants, then placed Sang-mi inside her moist underwear, before walking out of the cell to complete the rest of her rounds.

Classy to Trashy

Helping prim and proper ladies become a little more interesting…

“Hello, and welcome to Classy to Trashy!” said Liam Chauncey, who possessed a refined English accent, slicked back silver hair and a fancy, pinstriped suit. “For those of you who new to my shows, I fancy myself something of a reverse Henry Higgins, as it were!” he added with little chuckle. “Anyway, let’s bring in our guests!”

“First, we have Miranda, a beautiful business woman who takes no prisoners!”

Miranda, whose slender figure resided in an olive suit and whose beautiful shock of wavy red hair fluttered behind her, walked in from backstage and then took a seat on the long, red velvet sofa across from where Liam was seated.

“Next we have Kim, a societal debutant!”

Kim was skinny and blonde, and often credited her delicate, feminine features to her partial Japanese ancestry. She strutted towards the sofa confidently as she unfurled her favorite rhinestone encrusted cashmere sweater before taking a seat next to Miranda.

“Finally, we have Alexandra, an up and coming lingerie model!” Alexandra was also blonde, but she had a much more voluptuous figure than Kim. Wearing skinny jeans and a tank top which showed off her belly button, she sat down on the edge of the sofa.

“So, here at Classy to Trashy, we like to host a roundtable discussion before we get started on our contest – an activity in which everyone competes for who can stay classy the longest. There’s also a prize for our winner- a job offer to host a show or pitch a product on Transformation TV!” said Liam.

“Let’s start with you, Miranda, why are you here, what does classy mean to you?”

“Well, I’m here because I was on another show earlier. I was humiliated on TV, and while there was no permanent harm done, I’d like to get a chance for some payback. Winning the prize and getting job on the network would allow me to do just that,” she said. “Classy I think means being fair, honest, and modest, while still being beautiful, of course.”

“Kim – what about you?”

“Miranda and I were on the same show,” said Kim. “We both want revenge on the same person. So there will be no sabotaging each other - we’ve got the same goal in mind. Classy to me is always being respectful of others and respectful of what’s theirs, and always looking good.”

“And Alexandra?”

“My first time on TF TV,” she said. “First time on any TV show, actually!” she added with a little giggle. “I’m happy just to be here, I don’t really need to win anything. Classy? Classy means being kind hearted, empathetic, clean, presentable, you know.”

“Well, girls, you’re all pretty classy in my book,” said Liam. “Let’s see how well you do trying something really trashy – working in fast food!”

“Wait – what!?” asked Kim.

“It’ll be fun” Liam insisted. “And will give you a chance to learn what classy and trashy really mean.”

~

“Hello, welcome to Burger Queen, may I take your order?” asked Kim.

“Sure! I’ll have two cheeseburger with onions and cheese,” said a nerdy girl with big glasses and a big gut that hung well outside the confines of her wool sweater. “On second thought, extra cheese,” she added.

“On both of them?” Kim asked flatly.

“Uh…yes!”

“What name?” asked Kim.

“I’m Dizzy.”

“You feel dizzy, or your name is…”

“Yeah, Dizzy, that’s my name, don’t wear it out!” Dizzy said, letting out a raucous, snorting laugh.

“Alright, $6.17,” said Kim, and rang her up.

“Sorry, Kim, you’re off the register,” said Gil.

“What?” Why?” she demanded.

“You didn’t ask her if she wanted a drink,” Liam reminded her. “Sorry, you’re on the food line now.”

“Damn,” she muttered to herself. She’d lasted longer than Alexandra or Miranda had, but apparently she hadn’t lasted long enough.

The cooking and drive-thru line in back was poorly illuminated, hot, and smelt of grease and rotting meat. Fryer mishaps meant grease stains were common. None of the girls had ever had a job like it, and they all wanted to leave. Only a desire for victory kept them working.

“Alright, two cheeseburgers coming up!” shouted Miranda, and the three of them tried their best to put the things together as fast as they could.

“Go deliver these to the customer,” said Miranda, handing Kim the bag of burgers. Kim’s stomach immediately started to growl. She hadn’t eaten in nearly two days, thanks to her non-stop shifts at the Burger Queen.

Dizzy had ordered two – surely, having just one wouldn’t matter, right?

Kim reached into the bag, pulled out the burger, and unwrapped the paper with trembling hands. Then, she took a big bite, the gooey cheese smearing all over her mouth.

Immediately, the expertly done nail polish on her fingers faded away, replaced by acrylic nails. Her small, white gold necklace was replaced by a thick faux-gold chain. Kim’s tiny features also bloated beyond all recognition, her chin completely consuming her neck, her cheeks becoming so huge that they nearly crowded out her eyes, and her lips becoming plumper but also asymmetrically shaped, giving her a perpetual smirk.

Kim belched loudly as she downed the rest of the burger, her tummy surging into several greasy, stretch mark covered rolls that burst out of her uniform. The crack of her ass burst through the back, and she scratched it absentmindedly, as her instincts of modesty and self-control evaporated.

“No! No!” she screamed, suddenly realizing what happened.

“You ate poor Dizzy’s burger – not exactly a classy move,” said Liam. “What did you expect to happen?”

“Fuck you, give me my body back!” Kim demanded. “Or…you know, at least, give me a lifetime supply of burgers,” she said, her stomach gurgling.

“I think one of those two can be arranged,” said Liam, stroking his chin.

~

“That’s change for a $10,” said Alexandra, working the drive-thru window, after Miranda finished tallying the order for her.

“I gave you a $20 – my change should be 12.33,” said the irate woman on the other side of the window.

“Uh…pretty sure it was a $10,” said Alexandra. She thought about just giving the woman another $10, but didn’t want Liam to punish her the way she’d punished Kim.

“Whatever, bitch!” the woman shouted, and drove off.

“Stupid customers,” Alexandra spat. She was used to people waiting on her hand and foot, not the other way around. “I hope this shitty food gives them bad gas.”

“Alex, Alex, Alex,” said Liam, shaking his head.

“It’s Alexandra,” she stressed.

“Not anymore it isn’t,” Liam said. “You insulted a customer, gave incorrect change, so now you’ll receive an incorrect change.”

Alex’s nose began to itch, and without thinking, she shoved her pinky finger up there, digging for a booger. She began to sweat as she was suddenly aware her uniform wasn’t quite fitting right as her body became thicker, each seam of her uniform digging into a new expanding roll of fat.

The cloth around her underarms, now dark with sweat-stains, dug into the expanding cleft between her soft, sagging chest and her huskier upper arms. Her thicker thighs started to press together hard enough for the skin to chafe and turn red.

“Stop! Stop it!” she shouted out, as she let out a long, wet sounding fart. “Change me back!”

“You’ve got to win to get a job with TF TV to earn that privilege,” said Liam. “And you don’t seem very classy to me.”

“Please, please,” she said, rubbing her sleeve across her pimply, sweat-drenched forehead. The more sweat Kim produced, the more stressed she became – and the stressed she became, the more she sweat.

She tried to grab a tissue to wipe up the sweat and to properly blow her nose, but as she bent down to reach for it, the angle of her butt caused her to suddenly expel more gas. The fart was so powerful that it pushed her forwards, causing her to knock the tissue box behind a shelf. The smell was bad enough to bring tears to her eyes.

“I can’t live like this!” Kim cried out.

“You said you were happy just to be here,” Liam reminded her. “Try to lose with some dignity,” he added with a chuckle.

“I quit! I quit!” she said, and ran out of the store, farting a little louder and wetter with each step, causing stares from the patrons and even more embarrassment.

~

“Knock knock,” Miranda said, as she entered Liam’s office. Overheated and exhausted, but still with herself, Miranda stepped into the office was all the poise she could muster. “I’m ready for my prize,” she said with a greedy grin.

“You’ve outlasted the rest of your fellow contestants, but you haven’t won yet,” said Liam. “I know you left Kim alone with the burger bag on purpose,” he said.

“So? I didn’t force her to eat them,” said Miranda.

“And I know you incorrectly tabulated the order for Alex’s register so she got the change wrong,” Liam went on. “I could disqualify you for unsportsmanlike conduct.”

“This is a contest! It’s supposed to be win at all costs!” said Miranda. Despite the fact that both Kim and Alexandra had pledged to play fair in the interview, Miranda’s years in the business world had left her unable to trust anyone.

“That’s certainly one way of looking at it,” agreed Liam. “But if that’s the way you want to play it, well…I’m wondering, what price would you be willing to pay to win?”

“Where’s this going?” Miranda asked as Liam began to lick his lips. She had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that she already knew the answer.

“I’ve got one last job for you,” Liam said, pulling his pants down. “After you’re through, then you’ve won.”

Miranda gritted her teeth. As much as she was repulsed by the idea, she hated the idea of losing 2 games in a row more. She needed to win to get revenge on Eve, and besides, who knew what foul fate awaited her if she refused?

“Fine,” she growled, falling to her knees and sliding up towards Liam. The second she placed her lips around his cock, her beautiful red hair became dull and greasy. Her teeth yellowed and cracked, and her eyes became bloodshot and buggy.

With each slurp of her tongue, Miranda’s mind began to shift. Her business sense faded away – instead of turning to consulting when she needed cash during her career, she turned to blowjobs. Liam didn’t mind this one bit, as her skills in that area grew exponentially.

Her lips began to slide up and down his shaft in time with her tongue, while one hand gently played with his balls and a pinky finger from the other hand drew little circles around his asshole. As she did that, Miranda’s self of self-preservation faded away, too. The skin around her face reddened as she suddenly gained the effects of a lifetime of hard drinking, and her clothes and skin began to reek of cheap cigarettes.

Finally, Liam shot his load. Miranda had been planning on stopping before then and letting him make a mess of his carpet, but now that she was an expert at fellatio, she would have considered that akin to professional malpractice. Instead, she dutifully gulped down every last drop.

With each swallow, her figure began to swell. Her uniform fell away in pieces, as her breasts tore themselves free of her bra and flopped downwards against her burgeoning, portly gut that had appeared out of nowhere.

Her butt cheeks swelled large enough that they sagged and folded over themselves, giving her the appearance of two giant shelves of fat in back. Her thighs, marred with cellulite, crowded out the definition of her knees and covered up her crotch as well.

“What?” Miranda cried out, after realizing what had happened. “Why? I thought you said I’d win!”

“You did win,” said Liam. “You’ve more than earned your position with TF TV.”

“Good! Then change me back! And then, let’s see what we can do to mess up a girl named Eve!”

“Well, you’ll have to wait until we have an opportunity for show or a commercial break where that would be appropriate, and to be honest, we’ve already got a lot of programming lined up at the moment,” said Liam. “Until then, you’ll just have to get used to the new you.”

“Get used to it?” Miranda asked. “Never!”

“Look at your friend Kim, out there,” Liam said, pointing towards her through the blinds. Kim was still eating burgers intended for the customers, and was growing fatter than ever. Her legs, no longer able to support themselves, were splayed out on the floor in two giant pools of fleshy, shapeless fat, while her huge gut was ballooned over where Miranda guessed her knees were supposed to be.

Meanwhile, her breasts has grown as wide big and as long as her torso once was, and were serving as a bib for all the bits of burger than fell out of her hungry gullet.

“By the time you actually get a chance to decide what you want, you may change your mind,” Liam said with a wink.

“I’ll never change my mind, you fucking bastard!” said Miranda.

“Wow – nice language. I thought you said a classy girl was always modest?” Liam reminded her. “I’d say your mind is already changing…”

Miranda closed her eyes and tried to blot out his words, along with the suddenly delicious smells for the fry-cooker and everything else. Her body tingled as a million exciting temptations seemed to race across her mind.

“Relax, get your body back, get revenge on Eve,” she said to herself silently, over and over again, hoping she’d remember as long as she needed to.

“Thanks for joining us for Classy to Trashy,” said Liam. “Stay tuned to Transformation TV for more from both me and from Miranda!”

Hot Talk

Welcome Hot Talk, where Dizzy and Mizaki answer your questions about dating and fashion!

“Hiya there,” said Dizzy, who had on thick-rimmed glasses, a pair of dreary overalls, and clogs. She had a massive overbite and her dumpy, plump figure strained against her clothes. Her big tummy rolls were the most prominent feature, creating a big shelf for her smallish breasts to flop over. “Did they just say we were Hot Talk?”

“I think...uh...there’s been a mix up,” said Mizaki, whose braces made her talk with a lisp. Her hair set in a straight, greasy, tangled mess, and she wore a hand-knitted sweater adorned with many anime stickers. “Are we live? Can we get someone from staff?”

Tim, a handsome, introverted young man from the camera crew ran onto the set.

“Y...yeah, you girls are li...live,” stuttered Tim. Despite his good looks, he always froze up when talking to girls, especially geeky girls like Dizzy and Mizaki.

“”Yeah, we were supposed to be on ‘Tech Talk,” Dizzy explained to a confused, unimpressed audience. “I mean, it’s a new show on a new network, probably bound to be a few mistakes on our first day.”

“Course, I’ll let the boys u...upstairs know. They’ll get f...f...fixed right away.”

“Alright, let’s see if we can answer some tech questions,” said Dizzy, picking up a stack of notecards and handing them to Mizaki.

“What’s a good TV show to watch if you have a hot guy over, to help set the mood?” she asked.

“Seems like a ‘Hot Talk’ question to me…” said Dizzy.

“Goshers this really is embarrassing,” said Mizaki. “I mean, not just for the network, but for me as well. I’ve never been on a date with a hot guy…”

“I’ve never been on a date, period,” said Dizzy, after letting out a nervous, snorting chuckle. “Let alone with a hot guy. Not sure what would be good mood TV show…”

“I mean, if he was gay, we could watch Yaoi together, but I don’t think that was what the question was supposed to be about,” said Mizaki. “I’m guessing they are looking for flirting tips...”

“I suppose, eh, from our network, I’d say I love the fanfiction show. I’m a pretty big slash writer, in case you couldn’t guess,” said Dizzy, as she let out another series of snorting, yucking griffaws. “That’s about as close as I get to flirting most days.”

“Ok - next question - what’s your most valuable dieting tip?” said Mizaki.

“Dieting? Oh, come on…” said Dizzy, rolling her eyes, and pointing down at her gut. “Come on, I don’t diet!”

Just then, though, Dizzy’s gut began to shrink. Her arms started to look a little less doughy, too, becoming slightly toned as she wiped the sweat from her brow.

“I mean...I have been exercising out a bit, losing some weight,” said Dizzy. “I’d say watch a TV show while working out, so it doesn’t feel like a chore.”

“Good one!” said Mizaki. “Next question – how to impress on an interview?”

“Hmm – learn a lot about the company beforehand, so you can appear knowledgeable and hardworking?” Dizzy asked.

“Haha! Good one,” said Mizaki, slapping her knee as she giggled and causing her hair to sway a little from the motion. As it did, it went from plain to braided in pigtails, with pink ribbons.

“Of course, no!” said Dizzy. “No, no! It’s all about looking cute, of course!” she said, her shoes changing from sneakers to sequined high-heels.

“Or you know, you could impress him by…showing him the goodies, if you catch my drift,” said Mizaki, her breasts growing larger as she spoke. Her new breasts rode very high on her chest and were unusually perky, suggesting that they were the result of implants.

“Mizaki, this is Hot Talk, not Slut Talk!” Dizzy chided her. “Oh, who am I kidding, of course I’d do the same thing in a heartbeat.”

“Next question: I love my boyfriend but I’m much more attractive than he is. Do you feel like physical and sexual compatibility are essential in a relationship?” said Mizaki.

“I almost want her to break up with him because he sounds too good for her!” said Dizzy. “Judging people like that based on their looks, come on?” she added with a disgusted sounding snort.

“Yeah…” Mizaki agreed. Then, her and Dizzy each gained a coat of foundation and makeup on their faces. Dizzy’s top was replaced with a designer sweater, while Mizaki suddenly had on a short sequin skirt which showed off her suddenly toned and shapely thighs. Both women’s geeky accessories were nowhere to be found.

“…well, on the other hand,” Mizaki added, “if he’s not cute and looks are so important to you, then why did, you know…you date him in the first place?”

“I say if you put a lot of work into your looks, you ought to be with someone that also is willing to put in the work. Looking pretty isn’t easy, I just like to think I make it look that way!” she added with a chuckle. This time, her laugh was softer, and more feminine. She tossed her head back just slightly as she did so, subtly flipping her hair.

“Agreed,” said Mizaki. “Next question: Nerds – hot or not?”

“Nerds?” Dizzy asked. Dizzy’s glasses vanished, leaving her with dazzling blue eyes and a gorgeous coat of mascara. Mizaki’s braces disappeared, leaving her with a beautiful, pearly white smile, while her lips were covered sparkling cherry chap stick.

“Not!” said Dizzy.

“How about a Hell not!” agreed Mizaki. 
 

“Listen, girl, you can do sooo much better than a nerd,” said Dizzy. “I mean, if they invented the next Facebook or something, sure, go ahead and ride that gravy train!” The tone of her voice was different too, much higher pitched and with a typical valley accent.

“Otherwise, get with a real man,” agreed Mizaki, waiving her hand and sassily snapping her fingers.

Tim, who’d returned from the room upstairs, ran onstage as fast as he could.

“Oh, oh no, what’s happened to you? I explained the…the mix up, told them to fix it!”

“Fix what? What mix up?” asked Dizzy.

“Aren’t you supposed to be…hosting Tech Talk?” he asked.

“Tech Talk? No we’re Hot Talk!” said Mizaki. “Giving advice on how to be, you know, hot!”

“Hey, Mizaki?” asked Dizzy. “I just had an amazing idea!”

“Yeah, yeah?”

“What if we give this geeky guy a total makeover?” asked Dizzy.

“Oh…my God! Yes! Yes! Do that!” Mizaki said, making the sparkle fingers motion around Tim.

“A makeover?”

“Yeah! We were just saying that nerds are definitely a not, not a hot,” Dizzy explained.

“Wait – what?” asked Tim.

“If you want to get chicks, you gotta step it up, Tim!” said Mizaki. “You aren’t a ladies man, are you?”

“N…no,” he confessed.

“Then it’s settled!” said Dizzy. “Let’s make you over!”

“Let’s get some studio magic, if you know what we mean!” said Mizaki, doing the magic fingers pose again and then pointing right at Tim. A couple of seconds later, the spotlight zeroed in on him.

“So, Tim, you’ve got that pretty boy vibe going on,” said Dizzy. “But I think that’s totally last season, right?”

“Totally,” Mizaki agreed. “That button nose has gotta go!” she said, snapping her fingers in front of it.

Tim’s nose shifted, becoming a larger and a little twisted and scarred, as though his childhood had been spent getting into fistfights with his friends, instead of playing with toy trains.

“And let’s give you a little more arrogance, so you feel more secure about yourself.”

“Don’t you mean confidence?” Tim asked.

“Confidence, arrogance, whatever,” said Mizaki. “It’s all the same. Besides, you’ve got a great body, why shouldn’t you flaunt it?”

“Yeah – Tim, you’re already pretty strong,” said Dizzy. “Let’s you know, obviate that.”

“Wait, didn’t you mean accentuate?” Tim asked. But it was too late – his muscles had already started fading away, leaving him with a skinny, lean frame.

“Oopsie-doodle!” said Dizzy.

“Too bad that’s non-reversible!” Mizaki said, and the two laughed and high fived one another.

“Why are you laughing?” Tim asked. “If this is non reversible, that’s very important. Can’t you see what’s happening to me? Can’t you see what happened to yourselves?”

“What do you mean, what happened to ourselves?” asked Mizaki.

“This is crazy! I’m just fine the way I am, I don’t need to change. And you two have become a couple of stupid bimbos! Honestly, I thought you two were better off as nerds! Cuter, too!” Tim shouted, surprised by how easy it was for him to state his opinion, even when he knew it wouldn’t be well received.

“Better off as nerds?” Mizaki asked. “Wrong thing to say to the girls giving you a magical makeover!”

“Yeah,” Dizzy agreed. “You might be able to get girls now but I bet soon you’ll have tons of illiterate children to support!”

“You mean, illegitimate?” Tim asked.

“Yeah, that too,” said Mizaki. “But it’s not good manners to constantly try to correct us. Nobody likes a smarty-pants.”

“Let’s take his high-Q down a few pegs,” said Dizzy.

“My…what?”

“You’re high-Q, you know, that thing that makes you, like, smarterer than the average person?”

“My high IQ?”

“That’s it!” Mizaki said. “Yah! Let’s nix that!” she said, snapping her fingers and flipping her wrist in front of his eyes.

“My IQ!? No!” shouted Tim. But it was too late. “You dumb bitches,” Tim grunted out. “Why did you have to fuck me over like this?”

“Hey doesn’t sound very grateful,” complained Dizzy. “Just think like, uh…all the agonizing introduction we saved him!”

“I wonder what he should do now that he’s like, a moron?” asked Dizzy. “We can’t let him stay a staffer.”

“Perhaps he should host a talk show on Transformation TV?” asked Mizaki, before the pair burst into gales of laughter.

“J/K!” Mizaki declared.

“Of course the network could never let a stupid person host a talk show,” agreed Dizzy.

“Maybe he could become a janitor?” asked Mizaki.

“A janitor! No! I’m too…ugh…awesome for that!” Tim cried out. A few moments later, two security guys quickly made their way onstage, yanking him off of the set and then shoving a mop into his hand.

“Ah, what a pity, he could have been so dreamy,” said Dizzy.

“Have fun cleaning up food spills and spunk, Tim!” Mizaki called out as he was dragged out of the studio. “I read somewhere that, like, those are the two most common kinds of messes on sets for our network.”

“Where did you read that?” Dizzy asked, her eyebrow raised in skepticism.

“Okay, okay, I just made it up,” Mizaki confessed. “But it’s probably true, right?”

“Who cares!? Not me! Anyways, do we have time for any more questions, Mizaki?”

“Sure!” she said. “Dear Dizzy and Mizaki – I just love everything about you. How do you stay so fabulous?”

“Wow, okay, I know we hear that all the time, but it’s just so especially gooder, you know?” said Dizzy. “To answer your question, how do we stay so fabulous? I’d say, such as…uh…just, you know, like, make sure you always believe in yourself, you know?” Dizzy concluded.

“Exactly, right? If you’d believe in yourself, who else is going to believe in you?” Mizaki asked. “Maybe other people if you’ve like, have a cult about yourself or something.”

“How would having a horse help people believe in you?” Dizzy asked. “Maybe if it was like, a unicorn that granted wishes or something, right?”

“A cult, not a colt!” Mizaki said. “You’re just too cute!”

“Don’t I know it!” agreed Dizzy.

The Secret Lives of Fitness Instructors

Personal trainers and fitness coaches have fascinating job experiences. Several ordinary trainers have allowed our crews to take snapshots of their lives, and we’ve brought you their stories. Enjoy!

“Good luck at work, Tiffany!” said Steven.

“I don’t need luck, I’m the best, you lunkhead. And stop calling me that, I go by Tiff,” she declared to her husband. Her short, matted, wild red hair was a mess, in no small part because she never bothered to comb it. She had on ripped jeans and an oversized shirt with a big smiley face, and a pair of fingerless gloves. Her lean body and tomboyish look made her appear nearly androgynous.

“You know, I wish you’d let me take you shopping once in a while. Do you need to go to work in a shirt that’s too big or jeans that look that way?”

“Ripped jeans are more flexible in the knees,” she said. “Better than spandex on a cold winter day. And this is my fat shirt. I wear to remind my class…”

“That you used to be 30 pounds overweight, yeah, I know,” Michael said dejectedly.

“Don’t look so glum about it - I’m proud! You could probably stand to lose a pound or two yourself,” she said, giving him a playful sock in his beer gut.

“Hey!” Steven cried out defensively, covering up his pudgy tummy. Soon, Tiff left the house.

“I liked her better when she was fat, like she was when we got married,” Steven thought to himself. “Before she got on this fitness craze, she was much more pleasant, let me dote on her. Plus she never was mean to me about my size back then. I wish she wasn’t working and I could just take care of her.”

~

“Okay, looks like a strong resume,” said Tiff. Her interviewee, a young, athletic blonde named Vanessa, nodded confidently in agreed. “You’ve worked with some impressive clients as a trainer, done a few classes...I definitely think we can have you on board as an instructor at New Body 4U gym.”

“Fantastic!” said Vanessa, giving her a firm handshake. “What kinds of classes will I teach?”

“The introduction to beginner’s aerobics, step master for weight loss…”

“The easy stuff? Baby steps for fat losers with no self-discipline?” Vanessa said, sounding disappointed. “I’m qualified to help coach athletes, people who are in training!”
 

“I’m sure you are,” said Tiff with a chuckle. “But I’m the general manager here, and that means I get to teach the fun classes myself. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got one of those classes to teach.”

~

“So, did the interview go well?” asked Tiff’s secretary, as Vanessa left the office.

“I’m hired, but she gave me the crappy classes” bellowed Vanessa.

“I could do her job in my sleep,” Vanessa said. “I should be manager of this place,” she grumbled.

“Her husband would love that. I think he’s the type that wants her fat and domesticated,” said the secretary.

“Really, now?” Vanessa asked. “That gives me an idea…”

~

“So, the new hire, did you think she was good?” asked her secretary a few moments later, after Vanessa had left the room and Tiff had exited her office.

“Sure, she was good, but she’s still getting the fat girl classes.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s my gym, that’s why. If she wants to be boss she should start her own place,” Tiff said with frustration.

“She said she should be running things,” said the secretary.

“She said what!? I should take her down a peg, really let her know who’s boss around here…”

~

The Next Day

Vanessa rolled her eyes as she prepared to get ready for her plus size fitness class. The entire room was full of fatties - what was the fun in teaching fitness to people who’d already proven they weren’t interested in it?

She headed into the break room and found a note on the fridge. “Don’t eat my ice cream bar - Tiff.”

Vanessa pulled it open and found a brand she didn’t recognize - “Icy Garcia.” Despite the fact that it was a diet no-no, she couldn’t resist ruining Tiff’s day. It was the least she could do to get some payback. Which, of course, was exactly what Tiff had predicted she’d do.

When Vanessa sunk her teeth into it, she groaned with satisfaction. It soft and partially melted, and it was so creamy and rich that she found it absolutely worth ruining her diet for. In fact, it was so good that filled her mouth with a pleasant, heady tingle, which seemed to spread as she swallowed.

Vanessa closed her eyes, dedicated to enjoying every bite completely, and didn’t notice that as the tingle spread, so too did changes to her figure. Vanessa’s hard-won, hardened body slowly began to melt, much like the ice cream bar itself.

With each ooey-gooey bite, Vanessa’s tummy surged forwards, quickly transforming into a pert, round potbelly. The definition in her arms remained, but was smothered by a coating of flab that added roundness to her shoulders and huskiness to her frame.

Vanessa’s sharply angled face gained puffy cheeks and deep-looking double chin, which reached almost to her neck. A little trickle of ice cream streaked down it as Vanessa continued to eat.

Vanessa’s small breasts expanded, becoming huge, luscious-looking melons, with a single blue vein running down the side of her left breast. Her nipples grew, too, as the taste of the ice cream aroused her, and the indentations were clearly visible from outside her outfit.

Her hips bloated, making Vanessa look less like a strict trainer and more like a mom trying to get back in shape herself. Her flat butt swelled in girth enormously, her plump cheeks pushing down the rim of her pants and exposing an inch of the crack of her ass.

Her spandex clothes had grown along with her, but not quite enough. Her workout uniform looked impossibly tight, highlighting every little curve of her chubby body.

~

By the time Vanessa finished and wiped off her face, she felt excited about teaching her class. After all, how many women like her got to be fitness instructors?

“Alright girls, just because we’re big and beautiful, doesn’t mean we can’t be fit!” she said to the class eagerly, starting the music and beginning her warm up routine.

As Vanessa stepped to the left and then to the right, arching her shoulders, her plump form began to shake. The spandex made a soft rubbing sound as her swaying body strained the fabric. Her breasts sloshed around freely, her bra barely able to do anything against them.

Her tummy rippled, her right and left love handle alternatively appearing to grow larger as she flesh was squeezed by the motion of leaning down towards the floor with each arm.

Before long, several men who had no interest in working out were sitting down towards the rear of the class, getting their fill of the show. All of the women in the crowd had quivering, chunky bodies, but none entranced them more than Vanessa. The sway of her gigantic bubble butt, along with the inch of flesh that continuously peeked out between the bottom of her top and the top of her pants, had them totally hypnotized.

~

“Hey, Tiffany,” said Steven, just as his wife was about to head out.

“You know I hate it when you call me that,” she complained. “Why are you blocking the door?”

“I got you a present,” he said, holding out a ring box.

“Looks alright,” Tiff conceded as she put it on. “Where did you get it?”

“I didn’t, actually. One of your co-workers gave it to me, to give you to. She said it would help our relationship. Ring of something or other.”

That remark would have been enough to let off alarm bells in the head of the old Tiff. But she’d already changed so much she barely heard him. She was too busy cooing over the ring.

“Hey, I’ve got a crazy idea, Tiffany,” Steven proposed.

“What’s that, dear?” she replied.

“Why don’t you skip work today? We can have fun playing hooky, you and me. You know, go out, do some shopping…”

“Sounds tempting, but I’ve got a gym to run…” said Tiffany.

“Nonsense, you can let that new girl, Vanessa, handle things.”

“Well, she was pretty good...Okay, let’s do it!” she said.

“Great! Let’s hit the mall.”

~

“Mmm...I smell something heavenly…” Tiffany said, as soon as they’d entered stepped inside the place called ‘The Transformation Mall.’

She had a feeling memory of something, an inkling of why she ought to avoid this place. But the aroma of cinnamon overwhelmed her, and she pushed her concern out of her mind.

“Let’s get some of those cinnamon buns,” she said.

“Really?” Steven said excitedly. Tiff never cheated on her diet...

“Mmm...They play such beautiful music here,” she said, listening to the haunting piano sound coming from somewhere. “Yes...what varieties do you have?”

“Apple Cinnamon, Coconut Cream, Maple Pecan.”

“I’ll have to take one of each! You want one of these, Steven?”

“No, you help yourself,” he said. He was more than content to just watch her pig out.

“Mmm…” she groaned with pleasure as she took a huge bite of the apple. Her stomach surged forwards as she did so, brushing up against the fabric oversized shirt. “So good,” she said, rubbing her larger belly for effect, not noticing the increase in size or the new soft texture.

As she finished off the pastry, her tummy grew even larger, pushing outside the shirt and pouring over her jeans. It looked impossibly soft, with doughy muffin top sides and a large pot belly.

“Let’s try to the coconut,” she said. When she did so, her flat chest grew, straining against her tiny sports bra and causing it to dig into the flesh of her softening back. Another bite caused the poor bra to snap completely, falling outside of her crowded shirt.

A final bite caused her breasts to become massive, stretching the front V of the shirt. Combined with how much it had ridden up on her big dome of a belly, the shirt now resembled some kind of makeshift bikini top.

“Maple…oh, this one’s the best!” she exclaimed. Her diamond face melted away, doughy cheeks and chin forming and little dimples appearing. Her legs grew thicker and softer, causing the fashionable rips to grow larger as her flesh started to pour through the holes in the fabric.

As she bent over to through away the empty paper bags, her expanding rear end caused the back pocket to rend and tear, exposing the softening flesh of her pale butt. It grew right in front of Steven, making the crack in the fabric larger as it exposed more of the crack of her ass. Her underwear, which one was a thong, had completely disappeared under the wave of advancing adipose.

“Oh, my God,” said Tiffany as she looked down at herself.

“What!? What’s wrong?” Steven asked, deathly afraid that she was going to notice her weight gain and insist on dieting again.

“My clothes! They’re so...frumpy and lame,” she complained. “Don’t exactly flatter my figure, either.”

“I got just the thing for that,” Steven said, pepping up again. “We’re at the mall, let’s just shop for new clothes.”

“Okay,” she agreed.

~

Tiffany emerged from the dressing room looking like an entirely different woman. Her wild hair was done up in a sensible bun, her workout gloves were replaced by silk formal gloves, she was wearing sparkling cherry lip gloss, and she had on a beautiful, form-fitting pink dress that accentuated her big breasts, showed off her pudgy belly, and gave a wide berth to her broad hips.

“Wow! You look amazing!” Steven cooed. “Although I can’t imagine that being a very practical gym outfit…”

“The gym? I’m done with that,” said Tiffany. “I don’t want to work out any more. I want to go home, watch TV, and stuff my face with junk food while you wait one me.”

“Sounds fantastic,” Steven said.

Commercial Break: Transformation Fried Chicken

We asked this couple to if they could tell the difference between TFC store bought chicken and regular fast food fried chicken. If they can, they’ll win $100,000! We recorded their tasting via hidden camera.

“Honey, do you want to try it?” Lawrence asked, staring at the platter of chicken in front of him.

“Nah, with $100k on the line, your taste buds are more refined than mine,” said his wife, Molly.

“If only work didn’t keep me away more often, I’d love to taste your home cooking every day,” said Lawrence said as he started munching on his first piece of chicken.

“Well, we’ve talked about this before, you don’t have to work at all now that I got my promotion,” Molly reminded him.

“Hey, I’ve got to be a provider, otherwise, what kind of a man am I?” Lawrence replied, his mouth full of another piece of chicken.

We’re back! How are you two doing? Which of them do you think was T.F.C?

“Honestly, I have no clue. They all tasted exactly the same!” said Lawrence.

“That’s because they are exactly the same! The only difference is you can get ours for half the price right at your local grocery store!”

“Huh…” said Lawrence. “Well, good to know. Guess that means I didn’t win, then?”

You didn’t win the cash, but you asked, you do get our consolation prize!

“What’s that?” Lawrence tried to ask. But, instead, it came out as a squawk.

“Lawrence, you ok?” Molly asked, looking concerned.

Suddenly, bright, white feathers began to burst through Lawrence’s skin. His body began to collapse into itself, shrinking rapidly as shirt fell inwards. Molly raced towards him to pull him up and out, but when she did, she found her husband’s face changing shape. His nose melted into a beak, his eyes became redder and pointed. His arms shifted into wings, and he fluttered out of her arms and landed on the table.

“Oh my God! You’ve turned my husband into…a chicken!” she shouted.

Yes, that’s one other difference. Our product does tend to cause that from time to time.

Lawrence, with his new chicken brain, could no longer understand the words his wife spoke. Instead, he was focused on squatting, pushing something out…

A white egg fell out, landing on the table and rolling towards the edge. Molly dove to catch it.

“You’ve made him into a mother hen!?” Molly asked, holding the egg protectively. “Why?”

Look on the bright side - now he won’t be able to work. He can stay with you and enjoy home cooked meals with you every night!

“Well, I have missed him terribly when he’s off on business” Molly said, stroking her husband’s plumage as she warmed to the idea. “Him being my pet isn’t so bad. But couldn’t you have turned him into a cat or a dog?”

Transformation Fried Dog? Would you have eaten that?

“Good point, I suppose not,” Molly admitted.

Transformation Fried Chicken! Available at all fine magical grocery stores near you.

Transformation Travel: Colombia

Explore exotic locales and discover a new you!

“I don’t know why I even bothered to go on this stupid bloody show,” said Tony, a tall, portly man with a shrill, English accent and a few strands of oily blonde hair poorly combed over his forehead. “I thought I was going to get to go someplace decent, like Florence or Oslo.”

“Well, some say Bogota is most especial…” said the befuddled airline representative, a short woman with messy dark hair.

“What’s so special about, having your seat kicked all the way through an 11 hour flight, not being allowed to even buy any decent booze all the while, then getting your luggage lost by your cheap Colombian airline?” Tony fumed.

“Begging your pardon, senior, but we no lose them. TF TV Studio told us you no need old clothes, so they weren’t on the plane…”

“Ugh, typical! Typical!” Tony roared. “If this is what the flight is like, just imagine what kind of dung heap of a hotel they’re going to put me up in. I’ve had enough of this God-forsaken country. Everything here smells putrid and you’ve all got that insufferable accent! Look, just put me back on the next plane back to London. I’m ready to go home!”

“We can’t change ticket without OK from studio...sorry…” she replied.

Tony shook his head, muttered “feckin’ bitch,” and walked away in disgust.

“Excuse me,” said a statuesque woman, who approached him from behind. “If you’re worried about your accommodations, you’re more than willing to stay with me in my room.”

Tony turned around and stared in awe at the woman. Though she had distinctly Latina features, she spoke with no trace of accent. Her short, pixie hairstyle flattered her gorgeous face and her tight fitting leather jacket jumpsuit showed off her gorgeous figure.

“Woah! I mean, yeah, sure!” Tony gushed. “Lead the way!”

“Excuse me, senior, but I need to warn you that…” began to ticket agent.

“Piss off, beaner!” shouted Tony. “Can’t you see I’m busy?” Turning back to the woman, he asked, “What’s your name, beautiful?”

“Penelope,” she said.

“I’m Tony,” he said, offering her his outstretched sweaty palm, which she accepted after a small moment of hesitation.

~

As soon as they walked into Penelope’s hotel room - the Penthouse Suite on the top floor of the Cambio de Genero, the most expensive hotel in Bogotá - she grabbed Tony by the collar and pushed him onto the bed.

“This is bloody great!” said Tony, referring to both her treatment of him and the room itself, which was bursting with luxury everywhere. The towels were embroidered with solid gold, the mirrors were bejeweled with diamonds, and the little bottles of lotions by the bed contained truffle oil. “How do you afford this?”

“So, Colombia’s not so God-forsaken, then, is it?” said Penelope, ignoring his question.

“Never been happier to be wrong, love!” he said as she crawled into bed with him.

“Glad you’ve had a change of heart,” Penelope said. “Since you’ll be staying here a lot longer than you intended.”

“Huh?” Tony said. His eyes were firmly trained on her chest, which she’d shoved perilously close to his face, and he hadn’t heard a word she said.

Penelope reached out to Tony and started to help him pull off his clothes, exposing his sweaty, flabby, extremely pale body. Tony reached out to help Penelope out of her own clothes, but she just slapped his hand away.

“Are you kinky, Tony?” Penelope asked, her voice carrying a ring of smugness.

“Yeah, yeah, sure,” he agreed. Tony was horny, that much was true, but creative he certainly wasn’t. Still, his horniness was such that he was up for anything she wanted to try.

“Good. Lean over onto my lap, face down,” she said. He quickly complied.

“How long you want me to lie here?” he asked, after she was silent for a few moments.

Wham! Penelope’s hand came down hard onto his bare buttocks, creating a loud slap that made his fat ass jiggle madly.

“No speaking out of turn! You’ll lie here until you learn some manners!”

Tony let out a little yelp of pain, but he had to admit that he had enjoyed the sensation quite a bit.

“You sorry you were so rude to that poor woman behind the counter?” Penelope asked him. “Sorry you called her a bitch when nothing you were complaining about was her fault?”

Tony hesitated. Had she heard that? Was she really pissed at what he had said, or was this just a part of her…

Wham!

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Tony said, a little tear streaking across his cheek. When he went to wipe it away, though, he felt wavy locks of dark, red hair brushing against his hand. At first he thought it might be Penelope’s hair, but then he remembered she had a pixie ‘do.

He craned his neck upwards and looked into the mirror, and he could see that his own hair had begun to grow back, though it was darker and curlier than it had ever been.

“What’s going on?” Tony asked, his voice cracking a little.

“I’ll be honest, Tony,” Penelope began.

Wham!

Tony could see his eyelashes growing longer in the mirror, and his thin lips beginning to look a little plumper.

“I’m not really interested in you - or in any man, really.”

Wham!

Tony had to bite his plump lower lip to keep from crying out in pain, and he could see his shoulders starting to become narrower.

“I’m a lesbian, and I think you already know what’s going on,”

Now, Tony was alarmed. He tried to pull himself back up, but Penelope kept a firm grip on the back of his neck.

“I’m not going to stop you from leaving, Tony” she said, leaning down and whispering right into his ear. “You can go at any time, if you want to. Or you can lay down and take your spanking like a sissy. You can let me beat the man out of you, or you can walk away. Your call.”

Wham!

Tony could feel his chest - already a bit on the flabby side, for a man - start to congeal into a pair of breasts, and he could see a little cleavage forming in the mirror. As the force of her impact caused him to slide a little against her legs, he could feel his new, feminine nipples rubbing against her leather outfit deliciously.

Tony tried to muster up the strength to pull himself up, but he couldn’t. His knees felt weak, and despite - or, perhaps, because of - the humiliation he was enduring, he wasn’t sure he wanted to leave. Distressingly, he realized it was just too damn arousing.

Wham!

“I knew you wouldn’t leave, Tony,” Penelope said sensually. “I could tell from the moment I lay eyes on you that you wanted this, that you needed this. Maybe you didn’t know it at the time, but you know it now.”

Tony saw wrinkles fade from his face as he grew younger, and could see his arms become a little shorter and more willowy.

Wham!

The skin of Tony’s butt stung worse each time, as the flesh of his rear grew larger and softer. His erection was digging into Penelope’s thighs, though, and he could feel close to climaxing from that friction alone.

Tony saw his breasts grow larger still, propping him up ever so slightly on Penelope’s lap. He placed his hands around them tentatively, wondering if they were bigger than hers.

“Be mine forever, Tony.”

Wham!

Penelope lowered her hand a little, and the slap struck the lower part of his ass and his balls. Tony howled with pain, his voice steadily growing higher in pitch throughout the yelp. His balls retracted up inside his body, and vanished completely.

“Bye, Bye, Tony,” Penelope said, and then proceeded to whack him over and over again in small, delicate, precise strikes, until he came all over her. With each spurt of his cock, it retracted further and further, until it too was no more.

“How was that - Tonia?”

“Tonia?” she replied. “But that’s a…”

“A Latina name? Yes,” said Penelope. “Your horizons needed to be broadened a little.”

Tonia glanced in the mirror, and saw her pale skin starting to darken, until it was a shade darker than Penelope’s.

“Now kiss me,” she said, grabbing her mop of curly, dark hair and pulling it back. Then she pressed her lips to Tonia’s, kissing her passionately.

As her tongue thrashed about, Tonia lost her good command of the English language.

“So,” Penelope said. “I ask you again - how was it?”

Tonia couldn’t deny that it had been the most satisfying sexual experience of her life. What use was there in pretending?

“Muy bueno!” replied Tonia. “I mean...eh…” Tonia paused, realizing she didn’t know the word anymore. “Que! I mean, what you done to me?”

“I’ve just made you fit in a little better around here,” she said with a laugh.

“But...you no accent…”

“Of course. But my pronunciation took years of study. I’d be happy to help you learn. And I could threaten you with spankings if you don’t learn fast enough…Oh, who are we kidding. If I do that, we both know you’ll never learn!”

Unwilling to further embarrass herself with her broken sounding utterances, Tonia merely looked up at Penelope with a pout.

“Hey, hey, I know what will make you feel better! I’ve got a great outfit for you to wear!” said Penelope.

“You clothes...for me?” asked Penelope.

“Of course! Why do you think the studio lost your luggage?” she asked.

Penelope walked her over to her closet, and pulled out a leather dress and tall combat boots. They were indeed beautiful, Tonia conceded. And as she stepped into the dress, it seemed to fit her tightly, showing off the impressively sized breasts and rear that defined her hourglass figure.

“Don’t get used to me kneeling in front of you,” said Penelope, as she helped Tonia lace up the boots. “I assure you, most days it will be the other way around,” she added with a knowing wink.

Monstrous Myths

Dr. Neesom travels the world to discover the myths behind monster legends. What will she find this week?

This Week’s Episode: Digging Too Deep

“Oh, my God! Dr. Neesom, look out!” Brittany shrieked as she recoiled from the giant, leering monstrosity.

“Don’t be daft, Brittany. It’s just a statue,” said Sharon Neesom, an Oxford professor and world-renowned archaeologist. With thick glasses, tied up raven hair, and a stuffy shirt, she didn’t cut the image of a traditional explorer, but her track record spoke for itself.

“It still looks...scary,” said Brittany, a voluptuous blonde bombshell who’d been randomly selected from Sharon’s undergraduate class for the privilege of joining the expedition. Sharon groaned at Brittany’s outburst, and pined for the good old days when she was allowed to pick and choose which student accompanied her.

“I believe this is a third century vitality totem,” said Sharon, as she stared at the octopus-like statue. “Is that right, Pie?”

“Perhaps virility, not vitality, judging from the...ugh...position of the tentacles,” Pie hedged. A native of the Southeast Asian island they were exploring, Pie served as both the guide to the jungle who also happened to be an expert on her people’s ancient culture.

“Virility, right,” Sharon said, more than a little miffed about being corrected. She leaned down to take a closer look at the statue. The tentacles appeared to be reaching for little people.

“Do you think these people were...like...fisherman or something?” Brittany asked, twirling the ends of her pigtail between her fingers. “Most dangerous catch, all that?”

“Unlikely that these people had the seafaring technology for deep-sea fishing at that time,” said Sharon. “I’m guessing this was their God, Narsus - or possibly, their Devil, Slyvax - coming to wreak havoc on them for some act of disobedience. Pie, would you agree?”

“Sounds about right,” Pie said, nodding. Stout and short, with a stocky frame hidden under a grimy T-shirt, Pie’s tomboyish style stood in stark contrast to Brittany’s glam. “Should we move on?”

“Yeah, let’s go,” agreed Brittany. “This place gives me the creeps!”

“Wait! I think this inscription says to dig here,” said Sharon.

“It may, but this marking there could be a faded ‘no.’ So it might mean do not dig here,” said Pie.

“Only one day to find out. Ladies, shovels!”

For hours, they dug around the statue, but found nothing.

“I’m, like, really tired,” said Brittany, who had done the least amount of work.

“There may not be anything left to find,” Pie suggested.

“No, I’m sure it’s here!” Sharon said, in a loud voice that startled her two teammates.

Inside her ear, Sharon could hear a small little voice. “Keep digging, keep digging. Deeper. Deeper…”

“You hear that, right?” Sharon asked. “That…voice?”

“Phfft, no, you going crazy out here?” Brittany said with disinterest.

“What voice?” replied Pie, sounding gravely concerned.

“Don’t tell them…”

“Nothing, nothing,” said Sharon. She couldn’t explain why, but the voice seemed so compelling that she couldn’t resist.

The digging continued well into the night. Eventually, even Pie put down her shovel.

“Look, can we call it a night?” Brittany asked.

“No...I’ve got it!” Sharon said, pulling a tiny, ivory box up from the dirt. Inside was a beautiful, tiny black sphere which sparkled. Not a speck of dust or dirt could be found anywhere on it.

“Swallow me…”

Brittany reached for the box, but Sharon quickly pulled it away from her.

“Let me see it,” said Pie.

“No!” Sharon shouted. “It’s mine! It chose me!”

“Uh, oh, I was worried about this,” said Pie. “Give me the box, Sharon.”

But instead, Sharon reached for the tiny orb, put it into her mouth, and swallowed.

The ground beneath their feet started to shake.

“I should have known, this is a bad statue…” Pie said, looking wholly unsurprised.

“If you knew things might get bad, why didn’t you stop her from digging up the place?” Brittany demanded, her voice panicked. “Never mind, we’ve got to get the hell out of here!”

“Nobody is going anywhere,” said Sharon, her voice deeper and full of a booming echo. Her eyes had rolled into the back of her head. “You will all be witnesses to my rebirth.”

“Rebirth?” asked Brittany.

Sharon’s flesh began to ooze and melt, and Brittany and Pie gaped in horror. As her skin began to run down her sides, dark black tentacles began to emerge from her body. A third eye sprouted on her forehead, lidless and dark. She opened her mouth and let out a horrific laugh, her jaw re-aligning to make room for three rows of finely sharp, tiny teeth.

Pie and Brittany turned to run but the tentacles shot out and tripped them, and they fell into the pits that they’d dug. As they tried to claw their way out, they could see the light start to fade away.

Sharon was growing taller and taller as she looked down at them, her huge, expanding form taking up more space and threatening to blot out the sun. The people who were her travelling companions only a few moments ago now looked like puny insects, while the trees around her looked like tiny little shrubs.

“Still trying to leave? I’ll take care of that,” she said. The pupils of her many eyes suddenly reappeared, forming hypnotic pinwheels and spinning around and round. Both Pie and Brittany couldn’t help but stare and as they did, their wills were drowned out from their minds, forever.

Sharon’s legs vanished beneath a sea of still more tentacles, these much smaller and thinner, which propped her up from the ground as her height swelled into the heavens. The curves on her figure became exaggerated, as her hips and butt widened to support the plethora of new tiny tentacles beneath them.

Her breasts swelled, stretching the limits of even her new giant sized body. A third breast sprouted between the other two, and each breast now had three swollen nipples.

“Slyvax has returned!” Pie and Brittany chanted over and over again in unison. They desperately tried to climb their way up Sharon’s long, slimy body, eager to latch their mouths onto Sharon’s giant breasts. But every time they got close, they slid back down, falling face first into the dirt. It didn’t matter though, nothing would dissuade their addled minds.

Sharon - now Slyvax incarnate - contented herself with the mindless, self-abasing adulation of the two woman for only a few moments. Why have a couple of women, she thought, when she could have a village? Staring into the horizon, she could see the town in the distance, and lusted for the chance convert them as well.

She turned and started to stride along the path she and her team and cut through the jungle, leaving a trail of slime, and crushed, toppled trees in her wake.

Her followers hurried after her, slipping on the slime and then falling onto their faces as they charged forth.

When she reached a copper mine at the outskirts of town, Slyvax stopped and waiting for her followers to catch up to her.

“Go, warm the village of my arrival,” she said, as she allowed her body to sink into the mine, below the surface. Brittany immediately charged ahead towards the villain, but Pie stayed behind.

“Warn them?” Pie asked. “To...to what end?”

“To the end of serving me!?” Slyvax thundered, in a voice loud and breathy enough to cause Pie’s hair to fly backwards and become stiff.

“Begging your pardon - I only wish to help you fulfill your aims...I mean, these are my people. They will not heed such warnings, so if you wish to…” said Pie.

“It will amuse me to hear them ignore your warnings, only to see the folly of their ways when I make my presence known,” said Slyvax. “Their shame and humiliation will please me.”

Pie nodded and hurried after Brittany.

“Slyvax is coming! Repent now!” Brittany cried out, in English. The members of the village, nearly all of whom did not speak the language, gawked at the strange white woman shouting at them but otherwise gave her remarks no great attention.

Pie took out all the money she had and threw it upon the ground. “Come one, come all, there’s money for anyone who’s willing to denounce Slyvax!”

Several onlookers immediately began to gather around.

“That’s right – just declare that Slyvax is nothing more than an ancient superstition and the money is yours! Most strident denunciation gets it all!”

“Sure I don’t believe in Slyvax!” said one villager.

“I’ve never entertained a superstitious thought in my life!”

“Anyone that believes in that old nonsense is a fool!”

Suddenly, the earth began to rumble and shake. The women surrounding Pie froze in place, the color draining from their faces as they began to suspect the unthinkable.

“A fool, eh?” said Slyvax, erupting from the ground, causing a putrid mixture of dirt and slime to fly into the air and demolishing several small huts, as well as a large church. The building groaned a little as it slowly collapsed in on itself, the bell at the top chiming one last time as it crashed onto the ground. “Who’s foolish now?”

As they looked up at Slyvax, the women of the village felt their brains turn to mush. “Slyvax is lord, Slyvax is lord!” they repeated, over and over again. They all mimicked Brittany, bowing repeatedly in front of her, before they all charged at Slyvax and threw themselves at the bottom of her tentacles.

“We’re not worthy!” they said in unison. “Slyvax be blessed with more deserving followers! Punish us for our lack of faith!”

“Oh, don’t worry,” said Slyvax. “I’m make sure each and every one of you gets a just reward.”

“You provided me with great amusement, Pie,” said Slyvax. “The fact that you did not lose complete control of your mind is remarkable.”

“The pull towards insanity is only exceeded by my desire to serve you,” said Pie, bowing a little.

“I’ll be leaving to visit other towns,” said Slyvax. “In the meantime, I’ll reward you for your loyalty – you can serve as a vassal to spread my progeny,” said Slyvax.

“I hope that means what I think it means,” replied Pie, grinning a little as she licked her lips and rubbed her sweaty palms together.

Slyvax didn’t answer, instead, she simply slithered away.

Soon, however, it became apparent what Slyvax’s blessing was. Pie’s arms and legs quickly dissolved, with many bright, purple tentacles taking their place. They grew outwards of their own volition, and then snaked their way towards Slyvax’s blubbering servants. All of them spread their legs, ready to receive whatever Slyvax’s surrogate had in store for them.

As soon as the tentacles entered them, they screamed with ecstasy. Soon, their tummies began to bloat. Very quickly, their bellies bulged so large that they fell, looking like so many knocked over bowling pins. They cooed over their giant, overstuffed tummies, which were nearly as large as they were, flicking at their inverted bellybuttons and running their fingers over the tightly stretched skin. 

“The world is mine!” Slyvax shouted, loud enough that everyone could hear, even though she was miles away. “Awaken, my children!”

Who’s Got Talent?

Celebrities settling feuds by talent competitions, with high stakes…

“I’m your host, Liam Chauncey, and please give a warm welcome to our special guests, Courtney Quick and Kate Muppin! There’s no greater rivalry in the world of music!”

The two young starlets confidently strode onto the stage from opposite sides. Courtney had platinum blonde hair, which fluttered about her perfect, angelic face. With her piercing blue eyes, delicate high cheekbones, and dainty chin, Courtney looked like a storybook princess come to life, though her slender, curve-less body didn’t turn too many male heads.

Kate was her polar opposite, with a curly mop of dark hair and a harsh makeup that gave her a distinctive bad-girl look. Though her face was still pretty, it was her body which stole the show. Her hourglass frame featured an impressive, gravity defying bust, a flaring set of hips, and a bubble butt, as well as a waspish waist, tiny shoulders and toothpick arms.

“Good evening, girls,” said Liam, a silver-haired man in a pinstripe suit. “I think you know the stakes: for one of you, triumph, for the other, your greatest treasure destroyed. For every mistake, that which you value most will diminish - and only one of you will get a chance to return to normal. Have you both decided on your talents?”

“Yes,” said Courtney. “Since I’m clearly the superior singer, I’ll deliver a beautiful aria, sure to melt you heart, Liam.”

“And for you, Kate?”

“I won’t deny that Courtney is the better singer,” said Kate. “But I’m unbeatable at dancing and showmanship. I’ll do a dance routine that will make you feel like a teenager again, Liam.”

“Lucky me, I’ve got two beautiful women after me,” Liam said, chuckling a little. “Good luck. Courtney, let’s have you go first.”

The lights went dim, and then went up again. A wind machine flared up, and Courtney’s silver dress fluttered behind her. She could see herself in the myriad of screens which lit up, which she hadn’t been expecting, and which was a little unnerving.

The wind comes and goes, but it can’t blow my love away

Her voice was gorgeous and perfect as always, but her last note was flat, and, to her horror, Courtney could see her tiny, button nose elongating slightly. The rest of the audience could, too, and they gasped. Courtney knew something like this was coming, but she certainly wasn’t expecting it to happen real time during her song!

Her new, single imperfection was so engrossing to Courtney that she was late on the next verse by a single note.

I know that what’s true in my heart will always stay this way

As she began, she could see her beautiful eyelashes withering away, becoming thin and uneven. Courtney rushed the rest of the notes to catch up, tightness and panic consuming her voice, and only making the damage worse. Her tiny ears swelled upwards and outwards, becoming large and floppy, while her eyebrows grew several strands of scraggly, long, thick hair, which dangled down into her eyes.

My heart will stay true and my soul will stay...

Courtney was so upset by the changes that she closed her eyes, but without seeing the words on the teleprompter, she forgot the last word entirely. This caused her nose to hook in front of her, blotchy freckles to blanket her pale skin, and her eyes to become yellowed and bloodshot.

I’ve never felt anything less than sure

Courtney reopened her eyes to finish the song, but her voice cracked as she looked at her new self. And so her beautiful hair became snarled, frayed, and matted looking, her nose grew a little, hairy wart, her lips became dry and crackled, and her teeth moved out of alignment, giving her a yellowy, ghoulish overbite. Her chin became greasy, gaining a few pimples and a couple of ingrown hairs.

The crowd finally moved beyond shock and greeted Courtney with jeers. Were they booing her inadequate serenade, or her transformation? Or, perhaps, Courtney thought, they were just mocking her because she was ugly now.

Courtney bowed as the song mercifully finished and shuffled offstage.

Kate, who was seated to the side of Liam, was cackling with glee. With a performance like that, Courtney was sure to be finished, and she’d never get her looks back.

Kate, meanwhile, knew that she didn’t need to look at a teleprompter or even open her eyes at all to dance. And having seen what happened to Courtney, she wasn’t going to be surprised and thrown off her game. The contest was as good as won.

“Alright, Kate, you’re up!” Liam said, playing an instrumental number as she strutted out onstage. It was a genre of music all her own, a mixture of the sensuality of old school jazz and the upbeat tempo of techno funk.

Kate wrapped her body around a stripper pole that wasn’t there, performing her burlesque routine with ease, her black spandex unitard glittering in the dim light. Liam looked on at her with nothing more than a faint, expectant grin, evidently unimpressed. Kate thought he was right to be - anybody who’d seen a music video of hers had seen her moves before.

Kate twirled her toes around, pretending to twirl around the “pole” and then wrapping her leg around it as she bent over, a little lower than she usually did, to make sure the cameras got a good shot at her cleavage. She had to steady herself by briefly taking another step with her leg, but with all the focus on her breasts, nobody would notice that - right?

As soon as the untimed step was made, she felt a force pressing down on her. It suddenly became much harder for her to hold herself up. She didn’t have to wonder why for long, because as Kate looked into the screens, she could see the damage the tiny error had done to her figure.

Kate’s arms looked meatier, her thighs thicker, her hips a little further apart than they ought to be. Her breasts were even larger than before, but their extra weight made her back nearly buckle, and she had to steady herself once again.

That only made the problem worse, of course, as even more weight swelled onto her frame. Her tiny flat tummy surged outwards, pressing against her uniform and pulling her top lower, which exposed more of her larger breasts. Kate couldn’t hold her pose any longer, and she fell to the floor, landing with a squishy thud as fat formed to cushion her fall.

Kate’s cute, pert bubble butt expanded into a large, doughy mass, losing its distinct shape. Her back, which was growing broader, formed a distinctive crease of flab where it met her shapeless, spongy rear. As Kate pulled herself to her feet, embarrassed, she could hear the audience laughing at her.

Desperate to regain their respect and her own composure, Kate tried to pick up where she left off. But she could feel her spandex start to pull and wrinkle as she kicked and sashayed her way across the stage.

The fabric wasn’t used to being given this much stress, and her heavier limbs felt like lead. When Kate did the splits, she could feel the garment ripping a little hole near her butt, which only elicited more laughter from the audience.

Disoriented and feeling uncoordinated from her increased girth, Kate wasn’t able to stand up in time to hit the next pose. She tripped over her own feet as her flabby, girthy legs tried and failed to pull herself forwards, and as her blubbery form shook from the near-fall, it grew larger still. All semblance of an hourglass shape vanished from Kate as her belly grew larger and wider, looking as though she was pregnant with triplets.

Kate’s formerly shapely hips melted into her thunder thighs, which rippled with cellulite. As she tried to do a twirl, her breasts grew and finally popped out of her poor, overstrained bra. Kate pressed her arm around them, her rounder cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

As Kate saw the mirror zoom in on her bust, her feeling of shame grew. Her breasts were larger, but they’d lost their perky shape and their resistance to gravity. Even with her arm holding them up, she could still feeling them heavily pushing down, towards her big belly.

At last, the ended, and Kate waddled off the stage, looking dejected and defeated.

Courtney meanwhile, was elated. She’d needed Kate to crash and burn to have a chance of coming back, and that had indeed happened.

“So, Liam, who won?” Courtney asked, her features turning into a twisted, ugly grin as she gazed up at the host.

“Who gets to keep their beauty?” asked Kate, who was now drenched with sweat and huffing and puffing. Her overweight, obtuse form wasn’t up to the task of the exertions she’d put it through.

“I’m not sure…” Liam said, stroking his chin and staring from one woman to the other. “I think this one could go either way.”

“How about a kiss?” Courtney said, grabbing Liam’s chin and turning it her way. It wasn’t just that she’d do anything to win get her body back - although that would have been enough - but since her change, she’d felt increasingly horny. Liam’s little grin was more than enough to make her panties grow damp.

“A kiss?” said Kate. “Screw that!” she said, grabbing his hand and pressing it against her warm, sweaty, long cleavage. She, too, suddenly felt as though she’d do anything to please Liam, in more ways than one…

Courtney leaned down and started pulling down Liam’s zipper, her jagged teeth sparkling as she licked her lips and opened her mouth.

“Let’s let the audience vote,” Liam suggested. Both girls stopped what they were doing and stared up at the screen as the votes were tallied.

“A) Courtney - 11%

B) Kate - 13%”

“Aha! I win!” shouted Kate triumphantly. “In your face! In your ugly face!”

“Wait!” exclaimed Courtney. “Who did everyone else vote for?”

“C) Neither - 76%”

“What!?” screamed Kate and Courtney in unison.

“I’m sorry girls,” said Liam. “I guess you’re both stuck!”

“Stuck!? No! Give me my face back!” demanded Courtney.

“How am I supposed to get people to cheer for me if I’m a fat pig?”

“Well, that’s not my problem,” Liam said with a grin. “Though if your musical careers are indeed over, I’m sure you two can find other ways to...occupy your time…” he said, rubbing his hands across their backs suggestively.

Kate and Courtney scowled at the thought of sleeping with the man who had changed the rules of the game and destroyed their beauty. But the burning desire of their amped up hormones drowned that all out. Both of them pressed their mouths against the sides of Liam’s face, kissing and licking him, while their hands fought against each other for the right to slide into his underwear.

Liam just grinned and winked towards the audience.

News at a Glance: The Ballet

“Hi – Tandy again, here for one more news break. We’ll end on a lighter note this evening. I recently attended a local performance of The Nutcracker, and I had a chance meet a celebrity, and to help create a moment that I found quite heartwarming. I’m sure you’ll agree,” said Tandy.

“I arrived at the ballet a little early. I like to see the dress rehearsals, and they’re open to the public. Inside, I met someone I wasn’t expecting.”

A big, burly man and a seven year old girl were trying to twirl together on the stage - they were the only two there so far in advance of the show. The little girl was doing a superb job, but the man kept stumbling back and forth, lumbering around like a drunken bison.

“Come on, Daddy, it’s not that hard. You’ve only got the part of Drosselmeyer. Imagine if you had to do real dancing!”

“Trying my best, Missy,” he said, nearly tripping on a set piece.

“Excuse me,” said the Tandy, approaching the stage. “Aren’t you Robert Telson, linebacker with the Bell Lake Bobcats?”

“Yes I am, but please, no autographs,” he said. “Today the spotlight isn't on me, it’s with my daughter, where it belongs.”

“No, no, I came just to enjoy the ballet. Please, continue, pretend I’m not here,” said Tandy.

“How about a flying twirl?” little Missy proposed, stretching her arms. Robert picked her up and spun her around, and this time, he didn’t waiver. “Whee!” she shouted. “That was fun!” she shrieked and giggled.

“You’re my best friend, Daddy,” she said.

“Aww, thanks. I guess I’ll have to enjoy that while it lasts…” said Robert wistfully.

“Aww...what’s that supposed to mean?” said Missy, sounding concerned.

“Well...it’s just that...um…” Robert sputtered. “Usually, eventually, girls make best friends with other girls their own age.”

“Really? Maybe that’s because those other girls don’t have Daddies as cool as you!”

“Perhaps,” he said with a chuckle. “Or, perhaps, one day I might stop being cool, and become a boring old man in your eyes. That’s all I meant by enjoying it while it lasts.”

“No!” said Missy, becoming more and more distressed by the idea. “I never want that to happen! We should be best friends forever!”

“Sure, of course, you’ll always be my little girl,” Robert said. “Want to take it from the top?”

“It’s my birthday today,” Missy said. “What if I make that my birthday wish?”

“What if you make what your wish?” Robert asked.

“For us to be best friends!”

“Excuse me,” said Tandy. “I work for Transformation TV, so I happen to be in a position to make wishes come true.”

“You don’t need to make a wish for me to always love you,” said Robert, feeling exasperated. If only he know how much his idle remark would have upset her...

“But you said I’ll want to be best friends with...with…” Missy said, stomping her little ballet slipper petulantly. “I want a birthday wish!”

“Why don’t you whisper your birthday wish in my ear, and I’ll put in a good word with the Wish Fairy,” Tandy said. “I’ll make sure it comes true.”

She cast a knowing wink towards Robert, who smiled with relief.

Little Missy tip-toed her way over to Tandy, then whispered her request in her ear.

“Sounds perfect! Your wish will be granted,” said Tandy, giggling a little as she gave Missy’s hand a comforting squeeze.

“Robert, why don’t you try doing that spin again?” Tandy suggested. “Make sure the cameras are rolling,” she said to the crew behind her.

“Alright, but I’m probably going to mess it up,” he said, ungracefully stepping into it. To his surprise, though, his momentum carried him all the way through the spin. In fact, he just kept spinning, his body moving faster and faster, even though he wasn’t consciously trying to move. “Uh...Tandy...help?” Robert said, his voice growing tight and pinched. What the hell was going on?

“Watch closely,” Tandy said to Missy.

Robert’s towering height began to shrink with each spin. His stature began to shift, too - the broad shoulders, buff chest, paunchy gut and massive thighs all faded away, leaving a lean and lanky body in its place. The costume - and old fashioned style suit - grew baggy on him, the excess fabric flopping around he spun.

“What’s happening to me?” Robert asked, his voice coming out in a squeak.

“Don’t worry, I’m just granting your daughter her birthday wish,” Tandy explained gleefully.

Missy’s eyes were glued on her father, her expression jubilant.

“You like this, huh? Maybe you’ll have my job one day,” Tandy said, playing with Missy’s hair.

More changes quickly became visible. Robert’s stubble retracted into his skin, while his lips grew less chapped and became pinker, softer. The streaks of gray near his temples vanished, and the little lines blemishing his forehead and under his eyes faded away as the years began sloughing off of him.

“Missy! Wish for it to stop!” Robert said. His voice sounded different now, younger and more feminine, as though puberty had never touched his vocal chords.

“I can stop it if you’d like,” Tandy offered. Missy defiantly shook her head.

“No,” she said. “I want my wish,” she added forcefully.

“So be it,” said Tandy.

Robert kept spinning and his hair began to grow. His top hat fell off, and a huge mane of long brown hair began to spin with him. The browns and greys of his costume, which were blurred thanks to his rapid movement, began to shift as well, replaced with pinks and whites. Robert continued to shrink, until he was the same height as his daughter.

His muscles faded away completely, along with most of his fat. His features rearranged themselves as well, as his big forehead shrank, his massive nose retracted into a cute little button, and his large hands became dainty and petite.

Finally, mercifully, the spinning stopped, and Robert stumbled towards Missy. She gazed at her father, her eyes wide, and her grin bigger than he’d ever seen.

“What’s happened to me?” Robert asked, his voice now so high it was almost a squeak.

“Take a look,” said Tandy, pulling out a mirror from her purse.

Robert gasped as he looked at his new self. He had glitter makeup on his eyes and lips, a frilly pink and cream tutu, and a sparkly tiara in his hair. There was no doubt about it - he’d turned into a little girl!

“Aww, Daddy, you look perfect!” Missy said, running over and embracing her father. His - now her - new form was so light that she was able to pick her up, and she gave her one more twirl, for good measure.

“You...you wished for this to happen to me?” Robert asked. “Why!?”

“Because of what you said, silly,” said Missy.

“I never said I wanted this!” Robert complained.

“You said I won’t stay best friends with you, because girls only make friends with other girls their own age. So if I want us to be best friends forever, you should become a girl my age. Right?”

“Well, okay, but just for your birthday, then you wish me back, right?” Robert asked.

Missy shook her head and giggled.

“Best friends forever and ever!” she repeated, hugging her father so tightly the breath was nearly forced from her lungs.

“Tandy?” Robert asked helplessly

“Chin up, it could be worse,” Tandy said with a little shrug.

“How!?” Robert demanded, balling her tiny fists and stomping her tiny foot, looking as petulant as her daughter did, when she demanded her wish be fulfilled.

“You should watch TV sometime,” Tandy said, winking at her again.

Cooking Creations with Moxie and Mindy

Your favorite hosts try to perfect your home-style recipes!

“Hi, I’m your host, Moxie, and welcome to Cooking Creations! Mindy, why don’t you open up the ‘ol suggestion box and let the audience know what we’ll be cooking today?”

Moxie was a statuesque, voluptuous blonde, nearly six feet tall, and she looked even taller with her massive heels. Her poofy blonde hair gave her a few extra inches on top of that, which meant she positively towered over her assistant.

Mindy, by contrast, was short and mousey, with closely cropped dark hair, small features and a tiny frame, which she often carried with a stooped over posture, giving her the appearance of being even tinier.

“Brandi’s Big Bimbo Blonde Brownies…” said Mindy, in her usual dull, monotone voice.

“Well, well, that certainly is a mouthful!” said Moxie, causing the audience to giggle a little. “I can’t wait to make it! What ingredients do we have today?”

“Flour, butter, walnuts, baking soda…”

Moxie gathered up the ingredients from the pantry, and then started to mix. A few camera cuts later, and Moxie was pulling it out of the oven.

“Go ahead, Mindy, take a bite,” she said, cutting out a little morsel from the moist, tan take.

“Do I have to?” Mindy grumbled, under her breath.

“Of course!” sad Moxie. “How else can we help people with their recipes if we don’t taste them?” Of course, Moxie herself never tasted the food herself - she would never subject her delicate palate to the horror of amateur cooking.

Mindy picked up the little bite of cake and swallowed it down. It was warm, sweet, and melted in her mouth, and it was utterly delicious.

“So, what do you think?” Moxie asked.

“Mmmph,” Mindy grunted, as she grabbed the pie server from Moxie’s hands and cut another piece, shoving it down her throat almost before she was done chewing her first bite.

“Mm...mm...A-mazing!” Mindy shouted.

“No constructive criticism? It wasn’t too dry, too bland?” Moxie asked, sounding surprised.

“No, just right, I think everyone ought to try it!” said Mindy with uncharacteristic exuberance. “You wanna bite?”

“No thanks,” said Moxie. “I’m not much of a brownie girl,” she said, trying to conceal her disgust at her assistant’s gorging on the dessert.

“Then let’s head on over to the pile and start on the next recipe!” said Mindy, walking back towards the table. “Hmm...Serena’s Shrinking Strawberry Samosa…what do you think, Moxie? Sound good to you?”

“I...um…” Moxie hedged. She wasn’t listening to what her assistant had said at all, because she was too preoccupied with what was happening to Mindy. Her dark hair now appeared to only be dark at its roots, growing lighter and lighter by the moment.

Meanwhile, her slender, boyish frame seemed to be expanding. Little breasts had made indentations in her sweater, while she could see definition in her hips pressing against the edges of her skirt.

“What is it, Moxie?” asked Mindy, confidently striding towards her and looking her in the eye. Why the heck was she suddenly so sure of herself, Moxie wondered? Wasn’t Mindy just supposed to be the shy little assistant?

“Don’t you, you know...look different?” she said, meeting her gaze. The two women now appeared to nearly be at eye level.

“Hmm, let me see,” Mindy said, pulling out her mirror from her sequin-studded pink purse, which Moxie was sure she didn’t own a few minutes ago. “Nope, I look totally glam, like always,” she said with a little giggle. “Now, let’s get back to cooking!”

“Ugh...sure, of course,” said Moxie, after seeing the camera follow Mindy towards the pantry. With her new looks and pep, Mindy was on the verge of stealing the show - and Moxie would never let that happen.

“You wanna get ingredients with me?” Mindy asked. “So rad, girlfriend! Hug!” she shouted, before wrapping her arms around Moxie and giving her a firm embrace.

Moxie could feel Mindy’s new breasts smashing up against hers, and they’d grown even larger in size. Firm and disproportionately huge compared to the rest of her body, they dwarfed even her own impressively sized melons, and Moxie couldn’t help but seethe with jealousy.

“So champagne, orange and strawberry juice…” Mindy said, pouring the ingredients together. “Why don’t you do the honors this time, Moxie?”

“Fine,” Moxie reluctantly agreed. She didn’t appreciate the reversal of roles - Mindy was always the taster - but given Mindy’s sudden transformation, she needed to do whatever she could to retain her screen time. She didn’t want to risk being outshone completely…

“Wow, that’s pretty good,” Moxie confessed, gulping down more.

“I know, like, right?” agreed Mindy. “It’s just like the brownies! Everything’s extra tasty today!”

Moxie suddenly had a thought - they’d been called Bimbo Brownies, and after eating them, Mindy had become distinctly more bimbo-esque. What if what she drank would affect her in a similar way?

“Mindy, what did you say this drink was called again?”

“Serena something or other,” Mindy replied with a playful shrug, which caused her breasts to quiver against the confines of her much too small bra. Makeup now adorned her face as she grinned, her eyes growing brighter and her cheeks becoming more rounded and pronounced on her chipper face.

“Who cares? Let’s go cook more! I want us to find something wrong with...something!” she said with another girly giggle, and the audience joined in her laughter. “Otherwise, what are we? Just another couple of girls cooking!”

“Sure,” Moxie agreed. As Mindy headed for the letters, Moxie could see her grow even taller. That wasn’t a giantess brownie, was it?

“Looks like a Sapphic Shortcake…” Mindy began as she read the instructions. But when Moxie tried to follow her into the cabinet, she could tell that Mindy hadn’t continued to grow: instead, Moxie was shrinking. The door pantry was now so high that Moxie had to reach up for it.

“What’s happening!?” she asked, feeling panicky.

“Aww, you feeling bad that you’re getting tiny?” Mindy asked. “Don’t worry, you’re such a cutie!”

Getting tiny? That must be it, Moxie remembered: ‘Shrinking Mimosa…’

“You’re so adorable, I’ve just got to give ya another hug!” said Mindy, leaning down and grabbing Moxie. Now that she’d shrunk, her face was level with Mindy’s big breasts. Moxie tried to push her away, but Mindy’s grip was too tight and her own arms were too weak in their diminutive state.

“Alright, let’s measure the flour...wanna help, Moxie?” Mindy asked, her smile growing wider.

“Of course I want to help!” Moxie demanded, as she finally pulled her face free from Mindy’s breasts. “It’s my show!” she cried out petulantly.

“Aww, my little assistant is so precious!” Mindy cooed, causing the audience to chuckle. Moxie, meanwhile, was fuming. Did everyone really believe that she was the assistant?

When Mindy reached the counter, she found that it was too high for her to see what was going on. Mindy leaned down and picked her up, lifting her and putting her down on the counter top.

Moxie felt a little better sitting so high - there, she was nearly as all as Mindy - but as she looked down at herself, she realized something else was happening. Her beautiful golden hair was growing darker, and had rearranged itself from flowing locks into a straight, plainer ‘do.

When Moxie leaned over to help Mindy scoop some flour, she could feel her mostly-empty bra cups sliding across her chest. She’d expected her figure to contract, given that she and her clothes were shrinking, but she seemed to be losing all of her curves, as though she was acquiring the flatness of Mindy’s old body.

“Okays! Let’s put it in the oven! Moxie, you stay here on the ingredients, make sure they don’t run away!” said Mindy, as she bounded over to the oven, causing her breasts to shake again. But Moxie wasn’t amused. Instead, she kicked over the bag of flour in frustration. No only about 2 feet tall, this took Moxie a great deal more effort that she had anticipated.

“Aww, what’s wrong?” Mindy said, when she returned.

“It’s...it’s…” Moxie began. But her signature fast-talking charisma and was failing her. She didn’t know what to say or how to say it.

~

“I love a good shortcake!” said Mindy, when she pulled it out. “Come on, Moxie, why don’t you take the first bite?”

“Uh-oh. I’m not falling for that again!” Moxie said defiantly. “You can just eat that yourself.”

“Okie-dokie!” Mindy said, and dug in. “Mmm...delish! Just wonderful! Wowza!”

“So, guess we aren’t providing suggestions on this one, either, eh?” Moxie grumbled.

“You’ve just got to try it!” insisted Mindy. When Moxie still shook her head, she grabbed a piece of cake with her fake-nail embossed fingers and lifted right into to Moxie’s mouth.

Moxie tried to spit it out, but as soon as her lips touched the cake, she couldn’t resist. It really was everyone that Mindy described it as, and more!

She gobbled up every bite, and then she realized she was absentmindedly suckling on Mindy’s finger. Mindy pulled her finger back, and the two women’s eyes locked.

In Mindy, Moxie saw all the vibrancy, beauty, charm, and sensuality she’d once possessed, and then some. She really was fit to be host, or queen for that matter, Moxie thought. Why had she tried so hard to fight it?

In Moxie, Mindy saw a delicate, beautiful, cherubic little woman, a perfect assistant, great for cuddling and protecting. Someone who would always need her.

Mindy picked Moxie up, the smaller woman wrapped her legs around Moxie’s chest and her around her neck. Mindy, meanwhile, used one hand to support Moxie, and the other to cut more cake. She ate it by hand, a few crumbs falling down her chin and onto her chest.

Moxie leaned down and sucked and licked the crumbs off of the tops of Mindy’s breasts, and she could feel her desire begin to overwhelm her. Moxie’s heart pounded in her chest like thunder, her hands growing clammy as she shook with anticipation.

“Kiss, kiss, kiss!” cheered the audience.

“Well, we can’t let them down, right?” Mindy asked. Moxie rapidly nodded her head in agreement. Mindy grabbed the last slice of cake and held it steady between her lips. Moxie leaned forwards and the two slowly shared the warm, moist cake together. With each swallow, their passion grew, and their tongues fought furiously to finish the cake off, so that they could find one another.

Moxie’s little legs squeezed Mindy’s torso as hard as they could. The pressure was strong enough to finally cause Mindy’s big bosom to pop free from her teeny top and woefully inadequate bra. Her nipples were pressed against Moxie’s tummy, and they hardened as Moxie ground against her.

Mindy’s hands stroked the back of Moxie’s head affectionately as they made out. Moxie moaned a little through the kiss, loving the feeling of her entire head safely ensconced in Mindy’s hand.

“I think we better end this broadcast early,” said Mindy, as Moxie broke the kiss and tried to push herself downwards, eager to latch onto one of Mindy’s nipples. They had already grown large by a normal person’s perspective, and they’d increased in size even further due to Mindy’s arousal. And from Moxie’s point of view, they were downright huge, taking up most of the space in her mouth.

“What have we learned here today?” Mindy asked. “Just follow the directions exactly, and don’t pay no never mind to what’s it in or what the recipe is called, and you’ll do...just fine,” she said, sighing with satisfaction as Moxie’s teeth found home. “Goodnight, everyone!”

Commercial Break: This is an Ad for Milk

Milk is not dangerous. You may already have milk in your house, or even inside of your body. If this is the case, there is no reason to worry. Remain calm and do not induce vomiting. Just enjoy milk.

There are many rumors about milk. Some 'doctors' claim that certain people should not drink milk. These doctors are lying. Everyone should drink milk. Milk provides nutrients essential to growing bones, such as femurs, patellae and horns. You do not want your femurs, patellae, or horns to be small, do you? Then drink milk.

Think of a cow. Answer this question out loud as fast as you can. What do cows drink? If you said 'milk', that is incorrect. This ad is not brainwashing you to think of milk. Do not become alarmed. Cows drink water. The idea that drinking milk will make you into a cow is silly. Cows do not drink milk. You are safe. Milk is safe. Please drink more milk.

Milk can come in flavors. If you do not drink regular milk, please consider flavored milk. Strawberry-flavored milk has never been proven to affect results on intelligence tests, and is legally safe for human consumption. Chocolate-flavored milk can add a rich luster to your coat. You do not want your coat to be without luster, do you? Then drink chocolate-flavored milk.

Vanilla-flavored milk is useless and despised.

Thank you for watching this ad so far. We will soon give you a break to drink milk, but for the moment, please continue watching. You are intelligent for understanding the importance of milk.

Here is a Milk Tip: If you see anyone struggling to drink milk, or anyone not drinking milk, you should stop and assist them in drinking milk. Social milk-drinking leads to happier herds and healthier relationships.

Milk is safe to drink. This makes it much better than other drinks, which carry risks such as alcohol poisoning, sugar poisoning, or poisoning. Milk is risk-free and should be consumed in large quantities. Do not buy less than a gallon of milk. You will only make your suffering worse when the need to drink sets in.

Milk is not dangerous. In fact, not-milk is more dangerous than milk. Here are some examples of things that are not milk: venomous spiders, fluoridated water, automatic weapons. Milk is much less dangerous than all of these. Only a very small amount of people have died as a result of laboratory milk tests.

You are very likely to continue living after drinking milk. Milk is not going to hurt you. Pour milk on your body. See? You are fine. Buy and drink more milk.

At this point, you are now invited to take a milk break. Please go drink your milk. There will be a minute of dead air, to ensure you have enough time to drink a gallon or two. Do not let milk down. Drink it all.

Hello again. This continues to be an ad for milk. In this portion of the ad, we will respond to some messages received from members of the community.

From A Concerned College Student: "I came back to visit my family during break, and they were all talking about milk and mooing, and my dad had sprouted horns. I'm a molecular bio major, and I took a closer look at a bit of milk from the fridge. I think there's been some kind of contamination that's managed to survive pasteurization. I'm bringing this to the media in hopes of protecting more people. I think it's too late for my family. My mom's got hooves now."

Here is our response: Please do not attempt to perform science until you have gotten your degree. This is very irresponsible, and milk does not condone unlicensed science. If you want to perform experiments or tests on milk, we suggest instead drinking more milk until you no longer wish to perform experiments or tests.

From An Actual Person: "I am really glad about the amount of milk I drink, which is a lot. My skin is thick and my horns are large, which are two things I appreciate as a drinker of milk. I buy and drink more milk frequently, but I have found that I am producing more of my own milk recently. I am not frightened by this and do not want to call emergency services. I am an actual person, and relatable."

Here is our response: Thank you. Your example serves as a model for all milk-drinkers.

From the Food and Drug Administration: "Dear god, please stop."

Here is our response: Thank you for your interest in milk. We always aim to achieve higher levels of milk.

This ad is nearly complete and we thank you again for watching. Use these Milk Facts to get the most out of your milk.

Milk is made of milk molecules, which can cause adipose and mammary tissue growth. If you experience swelling while drinking milk, consider drinking more milk.

Products like yogurt, ice cream, and cheese are made of milk, but are less effective than milk. Milk suggests that you satisfy your milk cravings with milk instead.

For a sustainable way to find milk, locate a milk drinker who has begun to lactate, and get your milk from them. This is both more ecologically friendly, and helps you build a bigger herd.

Buy and drink more milk.

This has been an ad for milk. Goodbye.

Queer Life for the Straight Girl

Makeovers at the Transformation Mall help straight women embrace their true natures!

“Personally, it’s hard for me to understand why all women aren’t lesbians,” began Chris, a girl with spiky, punk bracelets, and a succubus V neck T-shirt that proudly displayed a tattoo of a monstrous, cephalopod-like beast nestled just above her cleavage. Chris’s head was shaved on one side, while the other had a wavy swath of blue hair.

“Women are drop dead sexy,” Chris continued. “I found my true love earlier this year, but I can’t stand letting other women go without. So that’s why I decided to do the makeovers – to help others become as happy as me. Seems like each time I do one, there’s a chain reaction – Sapphic love just seems to ripple outwards into the world. It’s very, very gratifying.”

“If you’re a woman watching this, I have one question for you – what are you waiting for?”

~

Karen James saw the ‘free makeover’ sign at a small shop next to the “Abercrombie & Bitch” store. “Walk-ins welcome!” another sign next to it read, and she did just that. “Go ahead, take a seat,” called out a faraway sounding voice.

Karen, a 29 year old professor of English, sat down in the barbershop style chair and stared into the mirror ahead of her, the only object clearly visible in the otherwise dark room. Her shoulders were a little bowed, a habit she’d had since she was younger and she’d been teased by boys about getting tall early.

Thanks to her youthful look and deceptively small stature, she was often mistaken for a student. Worse, her slender figure and gorgeous, flowing blonde hair made her a constant target of romantic advances – including more than a few from her own male students. She’d never consider sleeping with a student, of course, but she knew even rumors of flirting could damage her career.

“Why did you want a makeover today?” asked the voice.

“Well…um…” Karen began, feeling a little strange talking to someone she hadn’t met. “I’m a college professor, and I get a lot of unwanted male attention. I was hoping for a look that’s a little more conservative, still pretty, but commanding more respect, you know?”

“Unwanted male attention – I certainly feel you on that. But more conservative? That’s a no-go,” said Chris, as she finally stepped into view and turned on the lights. Posters for punk rock and heavy metal bands, as well as glamor-shots of girls kissing, littered the walls, and behind the mirror was a bouquet of rainbow flags.

“Um, I think I’m in the wrong place,” said Karen, standing and getting ready to leave. “I certainly don’t want your kind of makeover.”

“Relax, and sit down,” said Chris, in a slow, hypnotic voice. “You’re exactly where you need to be.”

“I am?” Karen asked.

“Of course,” said Chris. “Let’s do something about your look,” said continued, as she pulled off Karen’s high heeled shoes and then replaced them with a pair heavy-duty hiking boots. “You shouldn’t worry about male attention anymore. If men get in your way, just shut them down. Humiliate them, if you have to.”

“Makes perfect sense,” Karen said breathlessly, her eyes glassy as she saw Karen pull out a pair of clippers, and then shear away her beautiful golden locks.

“You only worried about men bothering you because you were shy and demure. Be confident, dominant, and brash. Find what you want and just take it. Always remember – you have the power to take what you want,” Chris continued, as she applied some very dark lipstick to Karen’s lips.

“You told me you wanted to be conservative so you could get more respect. But if you really want respect, the last thing you want it to fade away into the background,” said Chris. The only hair left on Karen was in front, which Chris decided to dye black, with a few blue streaks.

“Instead of being a professor, you’ll be an athletic coach,” said Chris. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy that,” she said, pulling off Karen’s blouse and bra, and fitting her in a sleeveless leather bomber jacket.

“Yeah – I’m sure my team will kick ass!” agreed Karen.

“Oh, one last thing: I think another reason why men hitting on you made you so uncomfortable is that you’ve always fantasized about being with women,” said Chris, looking directly into her eyes. “Women are better in every way, so it’s only natural.”

Karen felt her heart start to beat faster, and her mouth go dry. Woman after woman seemed to rapidly dance their way across her mind, a lifetime’s worth of lesbian fantasies in just a few seconds.

“How did you know?” Karen asked.

“Because I’m damn good, that’s how! Now, go out there and make me proud!”

~

Karen stepped out of the little shop with her head held high. As she confidently strode towards the next shop, she saw a shirtless, hunky man who was modelling pants for the store. A line of pretty young women were eager to take pictures with him, which he obliged.

“Always remember – you have the power to take what you want,” Karen said to herself, remembering Chris’s advice. She pushed her way through the line and made her way towards the male model.

“I’m taking over your spot,” said Karen, “Get lost.”

“Hey – I work for this store and I’m not going anywhere!” he said, puffing up his strong chest menacingly.

“You’re just a man, you don’t deserve your strength,” Karen said. “Give it to me!”

Karen flexed her biceps, just like the man had been doing, and as she did, her own arms began to swell with strength. Meanwhile, the model saw the muscle in his own arms shrink and shrivel away to nothing. The muscles behind Karen’s breasts and tummy grew next, the expansion of flesh pulling down the zipper on her jacket and exposing her new, sinewy frame.

“Oh, fuck!” the model shouted as his body lost all muscle definition – then, he passed out and fell over.

“Professor James?” asked a familiar voice. Karen turned her head. In line was Sarah Miller, one of her less-successful students, who was also a star cheerleader.

“Hi, Sarah!” she said, rushing over towards her.

“What…what happened to you?” asked Sarah. “Why do you look like that?”

“How else should a hockey coach look?” Karen said with a shrug of her rugged shoulders.

“Hockey?” asked Sarah. “Sounds kinda…you know, dyke-y,” she said, wrinkling her nose in disgust.

“How dare you use that kind of language! You need a makeover, young lady!” said Karen, grabbing her arm and dragging her towards the makeover shop.

“Let me go!” Sarah cried out.

“Just sit back in the chair,” Karen instructed when they arrived, and Sarah complied.

“You spend all your effort on cheerleading. Why cheer on others when you could be the star in your own life?” Karen asked.

“What kind of star?” Sarah said slowly, slaw jawed, as she stared up at Karen.

“Maybe you’re the star of my hockey team,” said Karen. “Of course, you’d need to spend less time trying to look pretty for boys, and more time training,” said Karen, as she pulled off Sarah’s tube top and pink, frilly skirt. “You should stop wearing this stuff, you’d be much happier embracing your inner tomboy,” Karen added.

Sarah’s memories of cheerleading vanished, replaced with years of sports. Her rail thin, delicate body gained a thick coat of solid, stocky looking muscle. Her skin grew rougher with years of scrapes and scars from life in the rink.

The hair on her legs grew in thicker, as she’d long since stopped shaving, and her eyebrows grew in a little thicker and bushier, too. As Sarah flexed her vein-encrusted, growing bicep admiringly, she exposed a little black forest of hair in her armpit without any sense of shame.

“Very impressive,” said Karen, cupping and squeezing Sarah’s developing muscles as she helped her into a pair of baggy jeans and a plaid, flannel shirt. “You’re nearly as strong as me.”

“Will guys still like me now that I’m not pretty?” asked Sarah, as all the makeup faded away from her face, and Karen gave her a closely-cropped buzz cut.

“You’ve more than pretty, you’re damn handsome,” said Karen, giving Sarah a clip-on lip ring. “And who needs men to like you, you’d be much better off with a woman on your arm.”

“Yeah?” Sarah asked.

“Yeah,” said Karen, turning to face her. As Sarah stared into the deep, soulful, determined eyes of her beloved coach and mentor, she could feel her knees grow weak. Meanwhile, Karen was overwhelmed with desire to touch what she’d created.

Karen leaned in and kissed her, the lip ring tickling her tongue and causing them both to shiver with lust. Their tongued battled as Sarah moaned into the kiss. When they came up for air, Karen tore off Sarah’s flannel shirt, the buttons flying everywhere. Then, she straddled Sarah on the chair as the younger woman buried her face in her coach’s cleavage, rubbing her lips back and forth rapidly.

Karen leaned down as she grasped Sarah’s tough, firm little bicep. She could feel it growing in size as Sarah became more and more excited. Karen kissed the expanding little mountain of muscle, then dragged her tongue across her arm, past her hairy, salty underarm, across her rugged-looking shoulder, down her strong chest and towards her nipple, which contained a single, small, curly dark hair. Karen wrapped her lips around Sarah’s nipple, and proceeded suckled so hard that she inadvertently pulled that lone hair out. The little explosion of pain and pleasure made Sarah scream with passion.

Sarah and Karen then pulled down each other’s pants, and then proceeded to grind each other in the chair, their sweaty washboard tummies creating a pleasurable friction between them.

Karen tightly wrapped her arms behind Sarah’s shoulders, cradling her freshly shaved head with her strong, calloused hands and causing a myriad of pleasurable tingles to cross-cross Sarah’s scalp.

She pulled Sarah closer with each smooth, slow, undulating motion. Sarah, less experienced, dug her fingernails into Karen’s back, and tried to reciprocate her motions with frantic, piston-like thrusts.

They climaxed with a serious of throaty wails and deep grunts of satisfaction, and then held each other tightly.

“What are all these bands on the walls?” Sarah asked as her gaze wandered across the posters. “I wonder if I could get a mix tape of them,”

“You sure can!” said Chris, walking into view and holding out an mp3 player. “I hope you don’t mind that I watching,” she added nonchalantly.

“Not at all,” said Karen. “This is the woman who gave me my makeover,” she said to Sarah.

“I’m just glad you paid it forward as it were,” said Chris. “Sarah, I suggest you give that music to someone who needs it, if you know what I mean.”

“Uh…sure,” Sarah agreed.

~

“Jesus loves me, this I know, for the Bible tells me so,” sang Kara, skinny blonde classmate of Sarah’s, near the escalator. Her drummer, Ruth, a chubby girl with a piggish nose and thick black glasses, sat behind her and dutifully played a beat. “Homosexuality is a siiiiin,” Kara added in a snotty tone, as Sarah and Karen walked by, holding hands.

Karen’s hand formed a first, and her eyes and nostrils flared.

“I’ve got this,” said Sarah, holding Karen back.

“Kara, I think you’re the one that needs to be saved, and I’m here to help!” Sarah said, turning on the mp3 player and then placing the earbuds inside Kara’s ears before she had time to react.

At full blast, the earphones played “Brackish” by the band Kittie.

Kara, stunned by the onslaught of screaming and heavy music, quickly moved to remove the earbuds. But the longer she heard the music, the longer she wanted to continue to listen to it. She rocked her head back and forth, her head banging causing her hair to flap around wildly as it changed from blonde to bright pink.

Kara’s plain vanilla sweater became a fishnet-style blouse, and she gained two big gauge earrings, as well as a star shaped nose ring. Her neck gained a tattoo of two female symbols interlocked.

Her underdeveloped, boyish figure was augmented by a slightly larger chest that strained against her top, as well as a tiny tummy pooch that peeked out from the bottom of her top, showing off her pierced bellybutton.

Kara turned around and stared at Ruth, who looked back at her friend with confusion. Kara charged forwards and grabbed Ruth, pressing their lips together. Ruth, who had secretly harbored a crush on her best friend long before they’d ever visited The Transformation Mall, stopped trying to understand what was happening and decided to surrender to it, taking in the moment for all it was worth. If it was just a dream, she thought, she never wanted to wake up.

Karen gave Sarah a high five, and then they made their way down the escalator, once again hand in hand.

Fanfiction Files

Transformation TV has inspired many fanfiction writers. We share their stories.

The Great Ape-Scape

Chapter 2

“Monstrous Myths” with Dr. Sharon Neesom ©TF TV

By Larry89

Larry knew he should have waited for Dr. Neesom, but he couldn’t stop now. Standing at a diminutive five foot four and weighing under one hundred and thirty pounds, the bespectacled archaeologist felt as though he was an invisible backdrop of the expedition.  In order to prove his love to the doctor, to show her he was more than just another smart mind, he had to be the one to crack the code to the final room of the temple. He had to get the great Gorilla Idol!

After sweeping the room one more time, Larry’s brilliant mind having easily detected how to deactivate the final traps in The Great Kongo Ruins of Nyani, he was right there. The lichen and moss-covered room hadn’t been opened in centuries, and Larry felt honored that he was the first one to see it in so long.

It was almost in his hands now, the torches around the room lighting up as Larry entered. After all those months working close by the doctor, researching with her, and slowly figuring out all the traps, he only wished that she could see him as more than just another egghead archeologist. But in the end, it would all be worth it. Sure, there were rumors of a curse on the idol, but that didn’t matter.

The great golden ape statue shone brightly against the flames of the torches blazing around the ancient room. The stale smell of centuries-old dust lingered in the air as Larry slowly plodded up the expertly carved podium holding the idol.

The small but highly intelligent archaeologist licked his lips as he admired the thick rippling muscle, the pure unrestrained masculinity, and the utter majesty of the silverback portrayed in the metal idol. He found it so life-like, he swore he could almost hear it grunting, roaring in power.

Hesitantly, Larry grabbed it with both hands, making sure not to set off any last minute traps. The large statue was oddly lighter than he thought it would be, considering the weight of pure gold.

In fact, everything felt lighter: his backpack, his clothes. Perhaps it was just the thrill of finally securing the ancient artifact, but he felt really, really good. Taking a few steps back towards the room's entrance, pride swelled in the man’s chest.

Larry’s grin almost split his face as he cracked his neck, aping all the big Hollywood action stars. His clothes were feeling a bit tight, but the small archaeologist figured it was due to all the exercise he was getting from the dig. Sharon would have to be impressed that he figured out the final puzzles himself, and he couldn't wait to show her the idol.

That was when he saw it. At first he thought it was a trick of the light, but upon closer inspection, there was something wrong as he held out the idol in front of him. His hand was a size or two larger than it should have been. The skin was darker, much coarser and more leathery than it should have been, with a thick pelt of black fur traveling down his arm under his tan sleeve.

Larry’s eyes widened behind his thick glasses. The curse! Shivering, his eyes went to the gorilla statue he was now somehow able to hold one-handed and found it ablaze in a wash of golden light. Try as he might, his hand would not drop the bestial idol as he heard a rip.

The rear of his button-up shirt gave way as his back muscles bulged slowly outwards. His once scrawny arms thickened in their sleeves, ripping them open, and on each a thick bulky bicep covered in black fur was exposed to the world.

The fear that gripped Larry was turning into something else as the changes continued. Lust. Power. It felt...good, honestly. He wanted more.

“Yes...give it to me...give me...everything.” He could hear it in his voice. His nasally, high pitched voiced dropped a few octaves.

Breathing heavily, the once scrawny archaeologist found himself starting to embrace these changes. Using his free hand, Larry ripped away the useless fabric clinging to his growing form. He needed his new form exposed to the world.

Finding the large statue appearing smaller in his large hairy mitt, the archaeologist realized he must have grown taller as his black paw snapped his tightening belt off. He was growling now, feeling his canines lengthen and thicken in his jaw, giving his grin a much more savage cast.

Larry didn’t have to worry about his shoes through, his once-small feet shredding through the thick boots he was wearing. His big toes cracked, snapped and reformed into opposable thumbs as more fur grew up his legs.

The power was amazing as the muscles in his lower extremities throbbed, growing larger, and ripping the seams of his khakis as the man’s height increased further. His breathing hastened as he found himself almost nude, left in nothing but tightening boxers. 
              His already broad shoulders expanded even further as his arms continued to pack on muscle. His pecs thickened with power, rippling with corded muscle as the thick black fur covered them. Larry’s face took on a more bestial cast as his nose spread out and a slight muzzle formed. His hair receded as his skull thickened, growing taller and wider.

He had to be over six foot five now, and he didn’t even want to know how much he weighed. He flexed a thick bicep, and veins throbbed against the toned firmness still visible under all that fur. Larry gave a grunt of acknowledgement, and his voice rang deep and baritone.

His long, muscular arms were a blessing as he could now reach much further than before, scratching his thick, muscled bubble butt as he looked down to see his large gorilla belly grow. While there was some fat, the gut was more apt to what powerlifters developed, a big round keg of muscle showing that he was all about power.

New smells came to Larry as he could now pick up a wider variety of scents. Two odors in particular excited the new ape. One was his own masculine smell, a thick, spicy scent of raw bestial power. The other scent was much lighter and sweeter, and had to belong to the lovely Sharon.

That made him excited in more ways than one. Grunting in pleasure, his new pole stood erect, ripping through the fabric of his tight underwear. The massive, black, veined rod stood rigid, droplets of precum already spouting from the tip.

Larry’s free hand ripped off the rest of his boxers before gripping his length, face contorting into a pleasurable growl, showing off his fierce, pointed fangs. Even with his much larger hands, the new gorilla’s member was easily thick enough that he to use both hands to fully grip his size, and even then he couldn’t reach all the way around his turgid, aching pole.

He was getting close as his hand moved lower to grip the two apple sized testicles resting heavily in his sack, groaning at just how sensitive he was before moving back to his needy shaft.

Letting out a mighty roar that shook the ruins itself, the beast stood there, triumphant as he let loose another bestial scream, slamming his fists against his chest as his massive member sprayed his thick ape seed across the ancient room. His deep breathing slowed steadily as the afterglow kept him warm in the chilled air of the ruins. After a few minutes of silence, Larry heard the soft patter of feet, running towards him.

Turning around he saw her staring at him, breathing heavily. The raven haired doctor looked at the new silverback. His ample package still leaked generously in one hand, the other still holding the golden ape statue.

“L...Larry?” Her voice was a whisper as he dropped the statue, the golden idol losing its luster as it shattered against the moss-covered cobblestone floor. He walked on his knuckles over to her before standing up, his immense form towering over her.

“Yes Sharon. It is I.” His deep voice boomed around the room. Larry threw away the glasses that still sat askew on the top of his short muzzle, no longer needing them and ridding himself of the last vestiges of his old life.

Dr. Neesom looked at the massive epitome of masculinity standing over her: those big muscles, that thick, powerful scent, that massive package.

Without even asking, he knew what to do. Sweeping her up in his massive arms, the big beast carried her out of the temple and to the tent. He could smell her need, and he knew the statute’s remains would still be there in the morning...  THE END

The moment Larry finished typing, around 3 AM, he emailed the story to his writing buddy, whose moniker was PandaBoo. A few minutes later, they replied by instant message.

“Story - it was awesome, as usual,” said PandaBoo.

“Glad you liked it. Anthro Ape Transformation is really sexy IMO,” Larry replied.

“You still awake?” asked his girlfriend, Sadie.

“Just heading to bed,” Larry said, making sure to logout of his email and close his browser and word processor before snuggling up to Sadie in bed.

Sadie, though, waited for Larry’s breathing to slow and then slunk out of bed herself. She’d been dating Larry for months, yet he’d always been reluctant to share what turns him on, fearing a negative reaction from her.

Recently, she’d overheard him tell a friend he was a fan of Transformation TV, but when she watched the network, she found that it showcased transformations of all kinds. As she pulled open his laptop, Sadie was hoping his browser history might help clear things up.

Instead, she saw the IM window which Larry had neglected to close. “Ape transformation is sexy,” she read aloud, in a hushed whisper. So that’s what he was into!

~

“Sadie, I’m home,” Larry announced when he walked through the door the next day.

“Hiya,” she replied when she sauntered in, with a giant, smirking grin.

“You certainly look happy to see me,” said Larry, feeling a little confused.

“Of course I am,” said Sadie. “I’ve got something really special planned for tonight…”

“Oh, really, now?”

“Yes!” she said eagerly. “I mean, I hope you’re not mad, but I did a little snooping...and, well, I know what you like, and I’m going to give it you!”

Now Larry felt really confused. “I...ugh...you do!? You what!?”

“Yeah, I mean, at first it seemed a little unusual,” she said. “But then, the more I thought about it, the more exciting it became to me.”

“Wow - I mean, that’s great!” said Larry. Roleplaying as an ape, he thought to himself, would be a dream come true.

“Then, I remembered a product being advertised on Transformation TV that makes it happen for real,” Sadie said. “I decided to go for it!”

For real? Was she sure about that, Larry wondered? Would she really be OK with him as an ape? And what was that strange, tropical smell in the air?

“I used up a whole can of that “Primal” body spray. It should be kicking in any second now,” she said. “I can’t wait to see the look on your face!”

“Wait – you used up the can?” Larry asked. She didn’t - she couldn’t - possibly mean that, Larry desperately prayed.

“Yeah!” she confirmed eagerly. “Just look at my arm!” she said, striding over to him. Was she getting taller, Larry wondered? As she approached, Sadie, who was always a short, slight girl, nearly came up to Larry’s eye level.

“Look!” she said, pointing at her upper arm repeatedly. Tiny little dark hairs were sprouting up right before his eyes. A natural blonde, Sadie had nearly no visible body hair before, which made her new growth all the more out of place.

“Oh, my God…” he said, his lip trembling.

“Aren’t you turned on? This is your fantasy, right? A woman undergoing an ape transformation?” Sadie asked.

“Oh, I’m getting more muscular, too! Look at what my arm can do!” she said, flexing her bicep over and over. Each time she flexed, the tiny little orb of muscle grew larger and meatier, and a few more dark hairs popped up on her arm.

“It feels so good, damn!” said Sadie. “I wish you could feel this good!” she added.

Larry only managed to nod weakly. As he stared as his girlfriend’s grinning face, he could see changes happening rapidly. Sadie’s delicate, feminine features were being distorted - her small eyebrows were growing bushier, while a little ridge behind them was forming.

Her thin lips and tiny mouth were both swelling and changing shape, reforming themselves into a bestial muzzle. Her nose started to widen and flatten, and as it did, her breathing started to come out in noisy snorts and grunts.

“You’re all mine,” said Sadie, grabbing Larry’s shoulder and pushing him up against the door. Her new attitude, and the display of physical dominance, was very much out of character for Sadie, who was usually demurring and reserved, especially in the bedroom.

As they stood shoulder to shoulder, Larry could see Sadie’s height increase, and she began to surpass him. He could also tell that her shoulders were growing wider than his, as well.

“Sadie? Um...there’s something that I need to tell you,” Larry confessed. If he didn’t put a stop to things now, where would they end, he thought.

“What is it?” Sadie asked, nuzzling against his head affectionately for a moment, before placing her muzzle-mouth against his ear and lapping at it with her wider, longer, flatter tongue.

“Hey, that tickles!” Larry complained through giggles, as a shiver went down his spine. Sadie’s T shirt, already frayed by her changes, finally tore in two and fell away, revealing her torso. The little hairs that had consumed her arm had started to grow on her body, too. He watched in shock as the pale skin of her neck, her breasts, and her tummy were swallowed up by the waves of sprouting dark fur.

Sadie started to grind herself against him, and in addition to the soft, warm feeling of the fur, Larry could tell that her body felt very different. He reached around and grasped her breasts as they popped out of her bra. They’d gone up at least a couple of cup sizes, and felt much firmer. Her nipples were much larger, longer, and darker. In spite of himself, Larry realized he was feeling aroused.

Her flat, narrow waist also faded away, as her frame became wide and stout. A fat, furry gut surged forwards. As he let his fingers play with her flesh, he could feel a powerful muscle wall a few inches behind the flab.

With her powerful, rippling with strength arms and super-sized hands, she tore Larry’s suit from his body. The buttons from his dress short popped off one after the other and landed on the floor, sounding like popcorn kernels churning in the popper.

Then, Sadie pressed him against the wall more firmly, her fatter gut and the muscle wall behind it slamming against his chest and knocking the air from his lungs. With her powerful fingers, she grabbed at his chest and pinched and pulled at his tiny nipples.

Sadie’s pants were rent and frayed by her thick legs, and she pulled down her underwear to reveal her furry sex. She grunted as she pressed herself onto Larry, holding his shoulders between her arms and squeezing him tightly.

“Like that?” she said in a low, raspy voice as she vigorously humped him against the wall, her arms and legs flailing a little with each powerful thrust of her savage, primal body.

“Yes,” Larry confessed. He’d always fantasized about being large and in charge, but even though she had those qualities now, he had admit he was loving every minute of it. As he felt her powerful, furry legs bend against his, her muscle digging into him, Larry sighed with passion.

Sadie grabbed a clump of Larry’s hair and gave it a firm pull, then licked and sucked at his exposed neck. It was as if she was pulling a new submissive side out of him, and Larry whimpered with delight and his toes curled.

When they climaxed together - Sadie with a massive, near deafening roar - they both collapsed on the floor. Larry was trapped under Sadie, who quickly commenced snoring and drooling.

But he was grinning widely. He couldn’t wait to write all about this.

The Big Bar

Whoever drinks here will never be the same...

“Well, this is the address, but The Big Bar doesn’t exactly sound like a vegan hangout.” After adjusting his glasses and the trilby hat upon his dishwater-blond hair, Daniel gave a final toss of his plaid scarf and opened the door.

The arts major was supposed to be on spring break and had planned to meet up with some friends at a vegan bar. They had just finished attending the local comic con, and the young man was hoping to find some rare independent comics. Halfway through the day he and his friends split up, but the address he was texted glitched, sending him to this place downtown.

Raising his eyebrow at the name of the bar and what seemed to be an icon of a chubby pig, Daniel wondered if the place was named ironically. He could dig that.

Upon entering, the bespectacled student knew the place was most definitely not vegan. Some large fat guy sat in one of the darker corners of the bar, gorging himself on a massive bbq sandwich. Daniel wondered if the place was a subsidiary of Hooters, and his eyes widened as large, buxom waitresses were smiling wide and serving the large men their beer and dinner.

The bar looked more like a dark and moody roadhouse then a modern tavern. Smelling of stale beer and hot wings, Daniel figured he’d just get a water and then ask for directions to where the real vegan hotspot was, since it seemed his battery was dead.

Wincing as he passed a few fat slobs who let loose wall-shaking belches, Daniel adjusted his glasses again as he sat next to a lithe, diminutive young man in short shorts and a bedazzled pink t-shirt. He seemed to be eyeing the large, but firm rear of the busy bartender.

“Hey, do you happen to know about a local vegan place? I think my text got a bit messed up and I found myself here,” the art student asked the slightly younger man.

“Oh, you too? Honey, I was on my way to the OTHER big bar, if you know what I mean. This isn’t exactly my sort of place.” The younger man raised an eyebrow, sniffing a bit pompously at the well-endowed waitresses before turning back, chin in his hands as he admired the bartender again.

“But it’s got its charms. Charles, by the way. Not Charlie, not Chuck. Charrrles,” he enunciated slowly as he limply held out his hand and the college student took it.

“Daniel. So I guess I’ll wait for the bartender then.”

“Hey, didn’t see you there!” said the bartender with a little nod as he noticed them and came over. With expertly gelled hair, a movie star smile complete with gleaming, pearly white teeth, broad shoulders and a tight shirt showing off ripped abs, he certainly stood out.

His tight fitting pants showed off the ample bulge of his crotch, causing Charles to openly gawk and practically salivate at the sight. Even a straight guy like Daniel couldn’t tear his eyes away, in no small part for the sake of jealousy.


“Well boys, what can I get for you?” the bartender asked. Daniel felt a chill go up his spine. It was the way the bartender said it that caused him to think about just leaving the bar instead of asking for directions...

“Ugh, where is he!” shouted a frustrated young woman fixing her hair as she walked into the bar. Slightly toned and wearing what seemed to be a yellow jumpsuit, she kept growling at her phone, waiting for a message.

There was something familiar about her that nagged at the back of Daniel’s mind. He could have sworn he saw her somewhere before. It did help that she was quite gorgeous. Perhaps he could spend a little more time in the bar even after he found out where the vegan place was.

“Well actually, we’re looking for other bars that were supposed to be-” Daniel started to speak but Charles gently elbowed him in the ribs.

“I’ll have a mai tai,” said Charles.

The lithe man gave the bespectacled hipster a pleading look. Adjusting his scarf again, Daniel shrugged his shoulders. It seemed both of them had found reasons to stay here awhile.

“Martini. Light, said the woman as she approached the bar, apparently satisfied with what she saw. She then went on to check her well-manicured nails as she rolled her eyes at the immodest female waitresses.

“How can these girls stand it…” she gagged, already passing judgement on all the bar’s female employees. Many some of the girls were bending over on purpose, winking to their customers and blowing kisses to some of the larger guys.

“Water, I guess. But I have a question for when you’re free.” He’d checked the menu and there was nothing on it he’d have touched.

“You sure? I can make just about…” The hunky bartender continued with the smile, but there was a slight twitch in the man’s eyes.

Daniel cut him off. “Water. Besides, all you have for beer is the usual generic crap. I prefer more home brewed products or micro beers.” Daniel didn’t think he was being rude, he was just explaining his preferences. If others didn’t like it, they could ask him to leave.

The bartender gave a shrug and within a few minutes, the three drinks were before The Big Bar’s patrons.

“Thanks, honey!” Charles gave the bartender a seductive wink and gingerly started to sip his cocktail through a straw, as he focused his gaze on the man’s big, strong arms.

The woman sighed, taking a sip from her own olive infused cocktail as Daniel finally realized what she was wearing. 

“That oufit isn’t….” Daniel began, but she immediately replied with an icy glare.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to be rude. Just a question: are you, perhaps, cosplaying as the reporter from…” Daniel started but was quickly cut off.

“Ugh, no. I’m “modeling” the character at the local comic convention. Gah, I hate it. There are just too many big fat sweaty nerds ogling me. I want to go into real high fashion art stuff like Vanity Fair or Victoria’s Secret, but you have to start somewhere,” she explained.

“My boyfriend got me the job probably just to look at all the other women. Men. Urp…’scuse me.” The woman blushed a bit at her small belch, but quickly took another drink.

Well, Daniel’s chances were lost; she was already taken. Now all he needed to do was get the bartender’s attention so he could ask for directions, finish his water, and then try to find his real destination.

Daniel turned back to Charles, whose eyes were wandering toward a waitress’s rear. Now, Daniel could personally understand why: she did seem to have well-shaped buttocks. He was surprised by this, though, because his new effeminate friend just seemed so completely, well, gay. Perhaps he was bisexual, though. Who was Daniel to judge?

“Heh, see something you like?” Daniel asked.

Charles shook his head a bit blinking as Daniel’s voice brought him out of whatever trance he was in. The student noticed the other guy had already finished his drink, ordering another one as Daniel sipped some of his own water.

“Huh? Oh well, you know, one can always appreciate the female form, hun. Hey, big man! Let’s try a light beer.” Charles grinned as the bartender returned the expression, flashing his million dollar smile and placing a large bottle of the amber liquid before the white-shirted man.

The feeling of dread grew slowly in the pit of Daniel’s stomach as he blinked multiple times. He was positive when he met his new friend that Charles had been wearing a bright pink tank top, not a stark white polo.

“Charles, didn’t you…” As the dark haired man was about to open his mouth to speak, the girl next to him started talking again.

“I mean seriously. What adult watches cartoons anyways? And comics, geeze. I mean, a few of them might have SOME theoretical worth, if you’re looking at the independent publishers but instead I get people…” The gorgeous woman had changed, and not for the better. Her features appeared bloated and considerably more masculine. She slowly waved her empty glass as she spoke, slurring her words a bit.

Daniel even spied some stubble under her heavy makeup. Her jumpsuit also looked a bit more ragged, possibly homemade as opposed to a professional construction. Not to mention, she was filling up the suit much more amply then she had before. She suddenly proceeded to rip Daniel’s glasses right off his face.

“Hey!” Daniel protested, but she ignored him.

“It’s always the same people. Those lardass nerds wearing these thick frames, having neckbeards and donning their ‘fedoras’ all come up to me talking about how sexy my butt looks. Oh look at her, she’s so hot but needs to lose a few pounds! Ugh, so what if I’ve put on a little weight...another margarita!” The girl had put on Daniel's glasses as she pantomimed her idea of a stereotypical nerd.

Daniel’s prescription wasn’t strong, but he still needed the glasses for everyday life. What was freaking him out now however was the fact that everything he saw happened to look crystal clear. It was as if he had somehow gotten Lasik. This added to the panic he was feeling. He began to wonder if he was the only one who even noticed that these changes were occurring.

“Charles, something's wrong. Didn’t you come in with a...a …” As Daniel turned his gaze back to talk to the man, his jaw dropped. Charles had put on a significant amount of weight. A large beer belly had replaced his new friend’s toned abs. It pushed over the tightening beltline of the guy’s shorts, which themselves had lengthened enough that they reached his knees.

It looked like Charles was halfway through a batch of hot wings, still trying to eat carefully, but he had moved from a fork and knife to eating with his fingers. Daniel noticed some sauce start to cover the man’s lips, and he could also spy hints of silver stubble.

“Urp, something the matter, Dan?” Charlie’s voice seemed a bit deeper, and the man didn’t even excuse himself. By this point, Daniel was twitching, shaking at all the weird and impossible changes happening around him. He was starting to sweat profusely as he took a deep draught of his water, finishing the glass. He was hoping this was a nightmare, that he had fallen asleep at the convention.

Daniel wanted a beer, though perhaps the word ‘wanted’ wasn’t quite strong enough. It was more of an innate need, something that he had to do. That was when he realized he might need to turn his attention to himself because he was, at this moment, starved. He was salivating at the thought of those hot wings and wanting to down a few brewskis himself.

Brewskis, he thought, who even uses that word? Hesitantly, he turned his gaze downwards to see if he had changed.

His scarf was gone but his belly had swollen a bit over his beltline. Daniel hesitantly grabbed the spare tire that had seemed to inflate around his midsection, watching it wobble in his hands. Breathing heavily, he could feel the thick mass bounce and jiggle, and the hipster looked up, panicking.

“And….umm, I mean seriously. Why can’t someone with a little weight on them dress up as whoever they like. The name’s Melva, by the way. Ugh, should have said so before, god I can be so socially inept sometimes.”

There was definitely no makeup on the woman anymore as Daniel hesitantly turned around. Her form had since ballooned, the suit now slightly bursting off her as her thick double chin swayed as she spoke. Upon looking closer, the art student wasn’t exactly sure that the word “she” was the right pronoun anymore.


Melva was looking a great deal more masculine now. Her new second chin was sporting stubble, and the weight she gained was forming more in her belly and upper body than her legs and rear. The real kicker was that Daniel could spy the start of an Adams apple under her neck fat. Strangely, the glasses she stole from him looked even thicker than usual on her chubby nose...

“You really should have chosen the beer,” Daniel heard the bartender’s voice ring out.

Daniel looked ahead, first spying a massive mug of brew before him next to another glass of water. Licking his lips at the frothy, amber liquid, he pulled his eyes away to glare at the beefy bartender mixing another drink.

“Wha...what do you mean?” The dark haired student asked hesitantly.

“All the alcoholic drinks are all spiked so the consumer doesn’t realize what's going on. The water’s not.” He was still giving that million dollar smile as the bottom of Daniel's stomach fell out.

The man was doing something to them. Looking left and right, it seemed his new friends were lost in their own world, either mumbling to themselves about comics or downing their third bbq pork sandwich, completely ignoring him and the bartender.

“I know that look. Yep, we’re filming a new reality show for the Transformation TV network. The Big Bears of the Big Bar! Well, at least that’s the current title, big guy. Producers are constantly arguing about that. I think they should simply call it The Big Bar,” The muscled man gave that smile which Daniel now knew wasn’t aimed at him or any of the other patrons, but for “the viewers” at home.

Deciding to bite the bullet, Daniel bit his lower lip and looked down once more. His plaid button-up shirt had changed to a similar polo that he saw Charles wearing. Patting his head, his hands no longer felt his favorite trilby, but a common baseball cap, turned backwards of all things. He groaned as his thoughts felt a bit foggy. It was getting harder to think.

Daniel glanced at his reflection in the stainless steel of the bar. His face had certainly put on weight. A thick double chin appeared along with thick stubble on his usually smooth features. His slight brow had thickened considerably and the hipster was looking much more like a common brute then his usual, svelte self.

Not to mention his belly was poking - perhaps ‘porking’ was a more appropriate term - out of the bottom his shirt. Daniel quickly tried to pull his shirt back down over it, his gaze turning to other people in the pub.

It was the same story as at the bar counter. Everyone was slowly growing massive. While a few had gained some muscle, everyone had grown a gut and were becoming much more masculine. The place could be a stereotypical bear bar were it not for the way some of the patrons were whistling and calling the waitresses.

“URRRRRRP. Ugh, Dude. Ya gotta try some wings, they're fucking amazing, kid.” Daniel almost didn’t want to turn around and see what was happening to Charles.

While he expected his friend to be changed once more, he hadn’t expected by how much. No longer a college student, the man had to be passing thirty. The man’s blonde hair was beginning to thin on his piggish features as Daniel gulped and looked lower.

The bottom of his belly dropped out from under the shirt over his tight belt. Buffalo sauce covered his round, stubble-filled cheeks and lips as Chuck downed half a mug of beer, letting loose a huge belch before shaking his belly, proud of his expulsions.

The red undershirt had turned into a plaid flannel jacket over a white, stained wife beater. Thick hair was poking over the shirt’s collar and more of it looked to be covering the back of Chuck’s arms. Chuck? Oh god, Daniel realized, even his memory was being affected.

Daniel just barely managed to resist the temptation to chug a beer or steal one of his friend’s hot wings, and hesitantly turned back around to see Melva...or Melvin as he remembered him now.

Daniel’s mind was feeling slower, duller as he watched the now obviously male nerd adjust what used to be Daniel’s glasses. While the man wasn’t huge like Chuck, yet, the thick geek was now wearing a shirt supporting the local con, the pits of which appeared slightly moist from the geek’s sweat. 

“I still can’t thank you two guys enough for letting me come to the bar with you. It’s just so cool that you two like comics just as much as I do.” Melvin snorted a bit, face wide and full as his eyes moved to a waitress's chest as she served him some wings, blushing as he stared.

Letting out his own gastric explosion, Danny hesitated as he looked back at his own reflection. God he was fat, his beer belly was covered by a shirt that seemed to be from one of the local frats, Eta Beta Pi. While not as large as Chuck, Daniel found pleasure in rubbing his own gut. Finally, after looking at the bartender...he surrendered and took a sip of the beer.

Immediately he downed the rest of it in one gulp, letting loose the biggest belch he could as he unbuckled his belt.

“Fuckin’ ah.” The fog that clouded his mind didn’t leave, but Danny was used to that now. He was the frat’s big guy. The one who drank his way through college and it showed. He was proud of that gut, and at 276 pounds that morning, it was only going to get bigger. He could only hope he could match his uncle’s record one day, he thought as he turned to face him.

Chuck had lost most of his hair, leaving only a salt and pepper fringe around the side of his fat head. At five hundred and something, the he hadn’t hadn’t found a good enough scale to weigh his bulk.

Chuck just barely fit at the bar, his massive ass needing two stools to support his girth. The trucker's cap on his head was there to hide his baldness, but you couldn’t hide all that buffalo sauce all over the old man’s thick beard. Danny wondered how many chins the guy was hiding under that thick salt and pepper nest.

Letting out his own belch, Chuck slapped a waitress’s ass and grinned.

“Hey, another order of wings babe, and maybe yer number?” She just gave him a smile as he went back to his beer and wings.

Heh, good ol’ Uncle Chuck.             

“I wish I had your uncle’s bravery.” Melvin blushed, watching the waitress walk away, but not before she blew Dan’s uncle a kiss. The portly nerd adjusted his glasses as sweat poured off his brow, playing his handheld gaming system as he casually sipped his beer.

As Dan downed his fifth beer, hoping to add to his three hundred and sixty pound gut, he eagerly watched the game on the TV at the back of the bar. The frat boys’ team were playing and he needed to support his bros.

Dan didn’t want to be anywhere else. Sure he wished he could be partying with the boys, but this was good enough. Patting the massive fat back of his uncle and his nerdy friend, this was definitely the bar for him.

“Hey, get me another order of wings and a few more beers, brah!” Dan smiled at the bartender, who turned around.

“And make ‘em...extra big,” Dan added. The bartender just gave his shining smile, and waved to the camera.

You’re Getting Married!

“Hello, I’m Joyce, and welcome to You’re Getting Married! The show that helps young couples in love have their dream weddings. You’ll get a chance to play games as a couple, and the better you do, the more cash you’ll win for your special day! Our first contestants today - Randy and Maxine!”

“I think there’s been some mistake,” said Randy, an athletic man in his early 20’s with a large mane of curly hair and thick mustache. “We weren’t supposed to be on, we signed up for a travel show.”

“Yeah...I mean, we’ve been dating for a while, we really love each other, but we just finished college, we’re not even engaged yet,” Maxine added. She was the same age as Randy, but much shorter, with an average and unremarkable physique. Her oily black hair tied in a plain ponytail behind her. “I don’t think we’re the right guests…”

“Nonsense,” said Joyce, a statuesque, buxom woman squeezed into figure-hugging pink pantsuit. “If you’re on my show, you’re here for a reason.”

“Well...I suppose we can always just keep the money for now, and then, if we get married later on, right?” Randy asked.

“Of course!” said Joyce. “Ok, here’s how this is going to work. I’m going to ask one of you a question. That person will write down their answer and then their fiancée will try to guess what it is. After the game’s over, we’ll provide a prizes for the winner, help them get that they’d like for the wedding.”

“Randy, the first question is for you: what is your biggest fear?” She waited for a moment while Randy wrote down his answer.

“Maxine, what do you guess?”

“Getting old and slowing down?” Maxine asked. She knew how proud Randy was of his athleticism.

“Becoming old and weak,” read the card.

“I’m going to give you full credit for that one, Maxine. Well done! Randy, why don’t you tell us - why is that your biggest fear?”

“Ugh...I guess I don’t want to feel useless. I’ve always been admired for being strong, ever since Little League…”

“I think that’s fairly typical, a lot of men have their sense of masculine identity tied into performative measures like that,” said Joyce.

“Huh?” Randy asked.

“Eh...never mind. Let’s move on. Next question - Maxine, what’s your worst memory?”

Maxine cringed. She hadn’t gone into a lot of detail about that with Randy, so she knew he’d get the question wrong. But she didn’t want to lie to everyone, either.

“Failing Calculus?” Randy asked.

“Maxine, what did you write?”

“Parent’s divorce…ouch, Randy, not even close! Maxine, why don’t you tell us a little more about that?”

“Well...my mom left my dad,” she said. “Didn’t warn me or my dad. Just one day she was gone. Moved to the other end of the country.”

“And have you had a good relationship with your mother since then?”

“No, not really,” said Maxine, trying to fight back tears. She never expected the questions to be this personal or intense.

“That must be tough for you,” said Joyce, walking over to her side of the stage and grasping her arm.

“Yeah...I mean, we were really, really close. As close as a mother and daughter could be,” she said. “So it was really tough to let that go and know that I’d never have that again.”

“Okay, Maxine, Randy, we know you’re not sure if you ready to get married, but we’re here to help!” said Joyce. “Maxine, you’re our winner, so you get our grand prize!”

‘Lightning’ effects danced across the stage, and Maxine felt her body start to glow and tingle. She could see her reflection in a giant screen in front of her, and she realized that she was rapidly changing! Her height surged upwards several inches, while her flabby form was reshaped into a lean, athletic build.

Maxine was overjoyed to see the changes, as she became the kind of person she always wanted to be. Now, finally, she would be able to keep up with Randy. Now, she could feel worthy to be with him.

“Unfortunately, Randy, you lost. You weren’t paying as much attention to Maxine as she was to you - perhaps she was right to be worried about how much you really loved her?”

“I...ugh…” Randy hedged.

“Not to worry, Randy. Your reward is a totally new perspective, and we’re certain it will help you two in your relationship! And, as an added bonus, it will help you confront your own greatest fear!”

The same bright lights danced across the stage, and Randy staggered back. His body began change as well, his height diminishing as he physically became shorter and his posture deteriorated from a confident, erect pose to slumped shoulders and a slightly bent spine. Little wrinkles puckered themselves across his skin, and little swaths of his hair turned grey.

Randy’s strong, capable body faded away as well, his limbs becoming flabby and his chest grew two sagging breasts. As his features lost their masculine contours, his facial hair retracting, his eyelashes growing longer, and his jawline softening, Maxine realized he was becoming female.

Randy’s narrow hips widened, propped up by legs heavy with cellulite and littered with varicose veins. His washboard abs vanished under a mild, doughy tummy pooch.

“What...what have you done?” Randy said in his higher voice, as he stared down at his smaller, more delicate hands. “Change me back!”

“Sorry, all transformations are final!”

“You’ve turned my boyfriend into...a girl? Into a middle aged woman? Permanently?” Maxine asked.

“Not just into any woman - into the kind of woman you might look like 20 years from now, if we hadn’t transformed you, that is!”

“Maxine, I’m so sorry I blew up the questions,” Randy said.

“It’s okay, Randy. I still love you! And hey! Better this, than the alternative, right?” she said.

“What alternative?”

“Me being the one to old and fat, and you losing all interest in me,” she said.

“I would never do that,” said Randy, putting his - now her - arms around Maxine and hugging her tightly. Maxine never thought of herself as someone who was attracted to women, but being in the arms of this older woman who loved her gave her a feeling of peace, security, and safety she hadn’t felt in decades.

Randy, meanwhile, found some extra security of her own in Maxine’s familiar embrace. Now that she was bigger, taller, and stronger than her for the first time, Randy felt protected and happy.

“I can’t believe you’d even consider staying with me.”

“I love you,” they said at the same time.

“Let’s do it,” said Randy.

“Let’s do what?”

“Let’s get married!”

“Yes, a thousand times, yes!” said Maxine.

“And there you have it - you’re getting married!” said the host. “Goodnight everybody!”

Ironic Justice

The world’s most arrogant man-whores get well-deserved lessons in humility…

“I’m your host, Tatiana, and in today’s episode, we’re going to pay a vast visit Big Bill, one of the world’s most famous male porn stars,” she said. Tatiana had beautiful, flowing raven hair, and a slender, curvaceous body with just a little excess flab around her middle.

“Big Bill...well...you’ll find out when we roll the interview.”

~

“So, Big Bill, tell me a bit about yourself,” said Tatiana.

“I’m the best of the best, no question about it,” Big Bill replied. He had a huge forehead closely cropped blonde hair, and a torn muscle shirt that showed off his waxed, musclebound chest.

“How do you define best?” Tatiana asked.

“Well, I’ve got a big, beautiful house, a nice truck, tons of trophies from my work, but none of that matters - what counts is that I’m more of a man than anyone else.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve got the biggest cock ever to appear in a studio porn flick,” Big Bill boasted. “You wanna see?”

“I think I’ll take your word for it,” Tatiana said quickly. “How does being a big porn star - no pun intended - impact your romantic life?”

“The kind of chicks I tend to hang around think it’s sexy. Plus aside from the size, there’s a lot of word of mouth about how good I am. I always satisfy my women, both on and off the camera. It’s my signature,” he boasted.

“And do you think your size and stamina make you better than other men?”

“Fuck, yes! That’s why I help myself to their wives, girlfriends, sisters, mothers, whatever. I fuck ‘em real good. It’s my right as the top dog.”

“Personally, I think porn is pretty harmless. But having an affair, can’t that damage families?” Tatiana asked.

“Nah, here’s how I see it,” said Big Bill. “I tell you, I call myself Big Bill because I’m the biggest tool in the shed, not the sharpest. But while I might not book smart, I’ve fucked quite a few women who are. I fucked this really smart girl once, called herself a ‘revolutionary biologist.’ Studied chimps an’ stuff.”

“You mean an evolutionary biologist?”

“Anyway, you know what she told me?” Bill continued, “The gorillas, our closest living relative, have these harems. The biggest and strongest male gets all the girls he can protect, and he lives like a king.”

“Actually,” Tatiana jumped in, “I believe our closest living relative is actually the chimpanzee, not the...”

“Might makes right,” Big Bill concluded, talking over her. “We’ve forgotten that, but we all want to remember. That’s why people love my pornos. They want to see me dominate because my body gives me the right to.”

~

“I think learned enough about Big Bill here. I think he’s due for some Ironic Justice, don’t you?” Tatiana said to the camera, once her interview subject left. “Big Bill is about to shoot a scene for a new film, but what he doesn’t know is that the actress is actually on our payroll! She’s installed a hidden camera for us to watch through, and is helping us dispense some justice as we speak. Let’s take a peek…”

~

“You called for a plumber?” Big Bill asked.

“Sure did,” said Jane, opening the door. Big Bill licked his lips as she looked down at her. A classic petite brunette with a slender, girlish figure and an innocent look in her eye, Jane was the perfect accomplice.

“Your husband at home?”

“No, he won’t be home for 3 hours,” she said.

“Then we might have just enough time,” said Big Bill with a wink. “To, you know...get those pipes of your cleaned out.”

“Right this way,” she said, leading him upstairs to the bedroom.

Big Bill followed her upstairs and then he grabbed her by the shoulder and pushed Jane onto the bed.

“But...what about the pipes?” Jane asked.

“Oh, I’m getting ready for them,” he said, pulling down his pants, hiking down his underwear and exposing his monster cock. Jane’s face twisted into an expression of shock and reverence, something Bill was accustomed to seeing whenever he exposed himself to a woman for the first time.

Bill pulled off Jane’s skirt, but as he slid onto the bed with her, he immediately knew something was wrong. As his cock dragged against the sheet, he immediately felt a huge pleasure. Not typical for him, not in the least.

Big Bill straddled Jane, pushing her underwear to the side. The sight of her pussy seemed to make his self-control collapse even further, somehow, despite not even touching her, Big Bill felt on the edge of orgasm.

He tried his best to keep it together, but when Jane reached under his shirt and gently pinched his nipple, he came. Gasping with both pleasure and shocked, embarrassed confusion, he could barely breathe as he emptied himself all over Jane’s legs and the sheets.

“Cut! Cut! Bill, what the fuck was that?”

“Literally, right?” Jane asked cruelly.

“Ugh...I don’t know,” Bill confessed. “Just, give it a minute, okay?”

“Sure, whatever,” said the director, sounding disappointed. It wasn’t a tone Big Bill was used to hearing.

“Sorry about that nipple thing. You must be really sensitive, huh?” Jane asked, as she reached up and tweaked the other nipple. This time, he felt next to nothing.

“Ugh...not really,” he said. “I dunno what’s wrong. But I’m sure it’s just a fluke. Big Bill can go all night if he has to.”

“Are you...talking about yourself in the third person, or did you name your dick Big Bill, too? You know what...never mind,” Jane said.

Normally, Big Bill would be perturbed at hearing that kind of dismissive tone from a female co-star, and he might even take his frustration out on her, being extra rough in the next scene. But Big Bill barely heard Jane’s remarks. He was completely focused on his own equipment.

~

“Take 2, action!”

“Let’s get to filling those pipes,” Big Bill said, falling on top of Jane quickly. There was no time for foreplay, not anymore. If he was going to get to intercourse this time, he had to get there as soon as was possible.

Jane brushed Big Bill’s hair out of his face as he leaned into her, and the gentle touch of her fingers began to light his nerves on fire. He tried his best to enter her, but halfway through the process, Jane’s fingers danced across his ears.

That did it. He came again, pulling out as he did so, leaving a trail of cum from Jane’s pussy towards his body.

“I guess I’m not the only one with a plumbing problem,” Jane jibed, and everyone in the room laughed.

“Bill, go take a hike for the day. We’ll get someone else to do this one, ok?”

“Fine,” he growled, and stomped out of the room. A few moments later, he returned to put on his clothes, looking more red faced and embarrassed than ever.

~

“So, Big Bill, how many scenes have you been unable to complete so far?” asked his therapist, Dr. Kosteniuk, a heavyset woman with frizzy hair and thick glasses and an even thicker Eastern European accent.

“Fourteen scenes. I can’t get work no more, Doc.” he complained. “It’s like there’s some conspiracy.”

“And you’re alright with the camera being on during our session?” she asked.

“Yeah, yeah sure. I mean, my reputation’s already ruined. Might as well film this so I can sue whoever fucked me up,” Big Bill said.

“I see. And what makes you believe that someone has ‘fucked you up,’ as you say?”

“Well, I know my problem’s not with my cock,” he said, patting it reassuringly through his pants. “Been to several doctors, everything’s fine down there. Plus, I can jerk off as long as I want, no sweat. It’s just…thing doesn’t work when I’m with someone else…”

“I see. So you thought the problem may be psychological, so you came to me, is that it?”

“Yes, heard you’re the best. You can figure out who cursed me, who messed with my mind, and you can fix it, right?” Bill asked, sounding desperate.

“Maybe, maybe nyet,” she said. “Tell me, you said masturbate you are successful. What do you think of when you do it?”

“I...ugh...dunno,” Big Bill said, sounding nervous.

“Do you think about your co-stars?” she asked.

“Nah, not really. I mean, they’re beautiful, I respect that. It’s just, never been my type, is all.”

“So what is your type, then? Perhaps if you can connect with that person, it could help resolve problem.”

“Well...ugh...kinda like the bigger women,” he hedged. “Women like you, really.”

“That’s very flattering, Bill,” said Dr. Kosteniuk. “What do you like about me?”

“I like that other guys aren’t always looking at you. Being in porn, you know, I think it makes you appreciate a diamond in the rough.”

“Perhaps if we were to become intimate, it would help your little problem,” said Dr. Kosteniuk, as she rose and started to take her clothes off.

“Yeah, yeah,” he agreed. Dr. Kosteniuk walked over to where he was positioned on the couch and started to undo his pants. Bill started to touch himself. So far, no problems. Was this really going to work?

Then, she grasped his strong, rough, manly hands with her clammy ones, pressing his fingers against her chest, which was so soft that it lacked any firmness or form. As his fingers probed her body, he felt himself on the verge again.

Dr. Kosteniuk pounced, falling onto him and using her weight to pin him down. Bill concentrated and the desire to cum began to fade away. Then she gripped his collarbone as she started to grind her heavy hips against his, and it was suddenly all over. He came fast and hard, crying a little as he did so.

“Cut! Cut!” shouted the director. “I quit!” he added, and walked off the set.

“Sorry, Bill,” said Dr. Kosteniuk, her accent suddenly gone. “You gave it your best shot…”

~

“So what was that all about?” asked Tatiana. “I think our audience might be a bit confused…”

“After I was blacklisted by the major porn studios for my problem, I decided to put up the money for my own picture. Figured that since everyone already knew about my problem, might as well pretend to come clean with it in the film. If I could beat this thing on camera, maybe then I could convince everyone I was just method acting for this show, that it was all a big stunt, that this whole shameful thing never really happened.”

“And Dr. Kosteniuk?”

“She’s not a real doctor, and that’s not her real name. She’s just a friend who was willing to work for next to nothing to help me make this flick. All that stuff about me liking bigger girls, I made that up – she just thought it would make the story more interesting.”

“So what will you do now?” Tatiana asked.

“Not sure,” he said. “Guess I’ll have to find another line of work.”

~

Three Months Later

“So, Big Bill,” Tatiana began. “What do you do for work now?”

“Oh, you know, this and that,” he said with a shrug as he combed his hair.

“Any porn?”

“No, no, no, ‘course not,” he said. “Done a bit of part-time trucking recently. ‘Course, that’s not enough to keep up my rent, though, so I’ll be kicked out of here next month unless something changes.”

“I’m sure you could seduce a few wealthy housewives, you’ll be back on your feet in no time, right?”

“Well, I mean...probably not, no. I think those days are over,” Bill admitted. “Got a date tonight, though, fan of my work. Maybe that’ll work out, then I could move into her place…”

“You’ve got a fan of your truck driving work?” Tatiana asked.

“No, no, no, my former line of work,” Bill said, looking even more miserable for having to put it that way. In his mind, he was a porn star and always would be.

“Well, good luck! I’ll be heading out. You don’t mind if we leaving the hidden cameras on, do you?” she asked.

Of course Big Bill minded – after what had happened to him, he never wanted to see another camera area, let alone allow a TV network to film him on a date. But since the network was his last paying client, he had no choice but to accept.

~

The doorbell rang, and Bill rushed to answer it. The calm, collected suave which he’d radiated during the first interview was gone, and though he’d hadn’t going through any visible physical changes, he still looked like a shell of his former self.

“Wowza, I can’t believe it’s really you!” said Peggy. A middle aged woman with a huge, upturned porcine nose, crooked teeth, and wild, frizzy red hair, she made his friend who’d pretended be Dr. Kosteniuk look like a real beauty queen.

“I’m you’re biggest fan!” Peggy gushed.

Her body was also far larger, with bowling ball shaped breasts that rode low on her chest and a hefty got that spilled over her beefy thighs.

“Big Bill, here in the flesh!” he said, trying to muster up as much enthusiasm as he could. But even though Bill was an experienced actor, he couldn’t hide the disappointment in his date and the great sense of uneasiness he had about the rest of the evening.

“You nervous?” Peggy asked. “Don’t worry, big man, I know all about your ‘little problem,” she said. “I’m sure I’ll be able to help with that. I already have a plan!”

“Sure thing,” said Bill with a shrug. At this point, he was ready to try anything.

“We’re going to watch my favorite of your old movies – Bev Hills Cock!” she said, holding up the DVD triumphantly.

“Great,” Bill said with a weak smile. “Yeah, sure, whatever you’d like.”

Bev Hills Cock

A crimson corvette is seen speed down a southern Californian highway. The driver groaned with frustration as the telltale flashing red and blue lights matched with the deafening siren appeared behind her. Slowing down, she pulled off into one of Bev Hills many parks.

Peggy sat down next to Big Bill and squealed excitedly as the film began. She rested a hand on his knee as she sat, and didn’t move it. Their clothes hadn’t even come off, yet, and already Bill felt revolted.

The camera showed the slender, busty redhead sighing, as she turned around before looking at the cop car parking behind her. As the woman checked her appearance in the convertible's mirror, the scene panned to just under the cop car’s driver side door.

“Oh, I love the actress in this one. You know, people say she kinda looks like me!” said Peggy.

Who were those people – blind, Bill wondered? Aside from their red hair, they had no similarities whatsoever! What an ego for someone so homely to compare herself to someone so gorgeous.

A gleaming black boot slammed into the hot asphalt. As the camera slowly panned upward, the audience could see the well pressed pants of one of Bev Hill’s finest, lingering on the massive holstered weapon hidden in the cop’s pants. Sweeping his head back and forth, allowing his long luxurious locks to move out of his face, he cracked his muscular, bullish neck. Thick mirrored glasses obscured most of the man’s face.

“Ma’am, do you realize you were going sixty in a school zone?” The cop gripped his tight leather belt. The woman shielded her eyes from the sun’s glare coming off the man’s lenses.

“Ugh, I love the anticipation here,” said Peggy. “You know, the first year after I saw this movie, I probably racked up nine speeding tickets, just hoping you’d be there to scold me afterwards!” she said. “I should bill the studio for my car insurance!” she added, snorting with an intense loudness as she threw her hair back and laughed. Bill winced and wondered if there was a discreet way to cover his ears.

Slowly the officer swaggered his way over to the corvette.

“Ugh, like, I didn’t see the sign sir. Is there… anyway I can get off with a warning.” The buxom speedster put a well-manicured nail to her supple, glistening lips.

Peggy replicated the actress’s pose, placing her own fat finger to her puffy, plain lips and grinning lustily. Big Bill pretended he didn’t notice.

“Well ma’am...” Gripping his glasses, the cop ripped them off. The woman gave a little gasp, her chest heaving, threatening to burst out of her low décolletage as officer’s ice blue eyes cut into her soul. He was classically handsome with perfect features, a lantern jaw line and a boyish grin.

“You looked so dreamy back then” said Peggy. ‘Back then’ of course, was nearly 20 years ago, an eternity in the world of adult entertainment. Big Bill waited for her to throw in some sort of pathetic joke to soothe his ego, something like ‘and you haven’t aged a day, have you?’ But he waited in vain as she rapturously stared at the screen.

“I believe there is ONE way I can...get you off.” Looking closer, the woman spied the name of the officer. “Big Bill” was etched on his badge, and she gave a smirk. Her smile only grew as her gaze lowered, finding his holstered weapon.

“Well, like, is that a gun in your pocket, or are you totally happy to see me?” She gave a little giggle.

“What about you – happy to see me?” Peggy asked, reaching up from his leg towards his crotch. With some difficulty, she unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down his zipper, then snaked her hand into his underwear, and felt his flaccid cock.

“Oh, I do keep my weapon in my pants...fully loaded. But my guns are up here...” Officer “Big” Bill trailed off as he flexed. His thick biceps actually ripped through the fabric of his uniform as the porn groove music started.

She gasped, then cooed lightly, slowly exiting the driver’s side and rolling into the large back seat.

“Well then officer “BIG” Bill. I’d like to report a crime.” She laid on her side, winking at the well-toned cop as the music got louder.

“The fact that they don’t make movies like they used to is a crime!” said Peggy, still trying to massage some life into his uninterested cock.

Big Bill, on the other hand, found himself incredulous as he stared at the film. Even 20 years ago, it was terribly clichéd. Had he ever really been proud of himself for something that was so pathetic?

“Oh, and what would that be?” Big Bill asked.

“Well someone, like, stole my little red corvette and I need you to help me find it. So why don’t come here and take my statement. I do warn you though. I might try to resist arrest so you will, mmm, have to put that nightstick to use.” She smiled, her tongue slowly licking her lips as camera continued to focus on the cop’s bulge. In one swift, exaggerated motion, Bill opened the back door.

“My pleasure.” Opening the door, the cop then unzipped his pants, slowly. The redhead gasped when a massive log of meat dropped out of the officer’s trousers. Thick veins pulsed around the still flaccid yet beer can thick shaft as he stood there, hands at his hips while the woman stared mesmerized at its massive size.

“Oh my, like, that’s the biggest weapon I’ve ever seen.” Licking her succulent lips, the redhead just watched as the man climbed on top of her.

Peggy has assumed that watching Bill in his former glory days would bring back his spark, but instead, he felt worse than ever. Not only were his movies less impressive than they had been in his memory, but so was his prowess. He was cute, maybe, but he certainly wasn’t smart or even charismatic.

Bill had relied on his size and his stamina for everything – but what kind of woman admired a man on that basis alone? Porn stars, sex-starved housewives, and pathetic groupies like Peggy.

“Well, you know what they say. You can’t escape from the long cock of the law.” Big Bill said, proud of what he confidently assumed was witty banter, moving in for a make out session as the music got louder.

Their camera moved to the two kissing. Their bodies writhing in ecstasy as the woman moaned, rubbing her back against the fine leather seats of the corvette. Their tongues met, twisting and tasting each other’s lust as the cop’s gloved hands went down to the woman’s shirt, digging in deep underneath it and pulling away her black, lacy undergarment.

“Mmm gonna’ have to confiscate this for evidence.” Big Bill whispered in his conquest’s ear as her own dainty hands moved lower, gripping the cops throbbing shaft, feeling the horse hung man stiffen to full length.

When he’d first been ruined by his change, Big Bill would have done anything and giving everything to go back to what he was. But Bill realized he’d been viewing the past with rose-colored glasses.

This realization, though, didn’t make Bill feel any better about what had happened to him. All he felt was frustration at the fact that he had nothing left to hope for.

“Please, give it to me officer. I need that in me!” The woman wailed in ecstasy as the cop just gave that boyish grin, raising an eyebrow. Nodding to himself, Bill spread the woman’s legs and slammed his monstrous sized member deep within her velvety lips.

The woman took a breath so deep, her chest exploded out from her tight bra and shirt. She moaned as her supple bosom shook, free from its constraints as the office filled her tight, wet hole.

Peggy, who’s powerful, determined hands had finally managed to squeeze some life into his cock, now straddled him in the sofa, gently grinding herself against him careful to keep her head turned so she could continue watching the TV. Her big breasts – nearly soft as water balloons – pressed against his chest in time with her heavy breathing.

“Oh god, it’s...oh god so big…” A combination of pain, pleasure, and need passed the speedster’s face. Her quivering womanhood clamped down hard on the officer’s personal, extra-large nightstick. Biting her lower lip, she gripped the man’s toned, strong arms as he slowly thrusted deep within.

It didn’t seem to take the redhead long before she let loose her first orgasm, fluids dripping between her legs as she moaned, pleasure completely over taking her. Bill wasn’t through though. He was nowhere near done as he continued to slowly slam into her.

Peggy hiked down her sweatpants and granny panties, before slowly mounting him.

“Like...oh, oh god. How can you keep going?” Big Bill just smiled and winked at the camera. His audience know of the man’s legendary stamina and it was on screen for the viewers at home. It was only now that he finally began to pick up his pace.

“A cop never rest until the job is done ma’am besides, we have the three strikes law. By my count-” He grins as he felt the woman clench down on his pole once again, groaning as a second orgasm ripped through her nether region.

“You’ve only got two strike against you ma’am.” The man’s heavy, ample balls slapped against the woman's toned, firm thighs.

Peggy moaned with pleasure as she slowly, and with great difficulty, managed to push herself up and down. It took a few seconds for Bill to realize how remarkable it was that he hadn’t come yet.

“Like...oh ...like I confess! You’re the best… ugh...I’ve ever had!” The woman squealed from pleasure. She ground her wet mound against the cop’s turgid member, hilting him. She wished to feel him completely inside of her.

“Well then, I’ll read you your rights. You have the right to moan, all your groans can and will be used against you in a court of law!” He was getting close himself, the need filling him as he pumped once more into her.

“You have the right to a big cock.” His breathing hastened, pumping once again.

“Yes! Yes!” Peggy said. Was she cheering the screen, or him, Bill wondered? He felt himself nearing orgasm, and for the first time in a long time, he didn’t bother fighting it.

“And finally, if you don’t have a big cock readily available, one will be provided for you!” On the last word, officer Big Bill slammed in once more, releasing his massive load into the red head’s quivering, needy pussy.

Big Bill finished in real life, too, his cock weakly expelling a thin river of cum.

“Wow, nearly a minute and a half!” said Peggy, checking her phone. “That’s really good for you, right?” she asked. “I heard you couldn’t go for more than ten seconds!”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Bill admitted, a little disgusted with himself that Peggy’s grossness and his own melancholia had actually succeeded in extending his stamina.

“Well, only one solution – you’ve got to move in with me, so we can practice every day!” Peggy said. “Look out, world, Big Bill is coming back!”

“Sure,” he agreed, though he knew he’d never improve beyond what he’d done today – in no small part because he no longer wished to.

He knew his heart would never be into returning to porn. And, more to point, did he really want to be having sex with Peggy for any longer than he absolutely had to? He tried to scooch himself as far away from her on the sofa as he could as the film finished its final moments.

As the two laid there, breathing hard, sweat pouring down each other’s faces, Bill smirked.

“But for today, I think...I’ll let you off with a warning.” The officer nodded to himself as he spoke. Slowly picking himself up off the woman who was still squirming in ecstasy, he wrote his phone number on the ticket as he swaggered back to his cop car.

Cougar Intervention

Two sexy cougars dispense wit and wisdom about relationship questions, as well as provide age-progression themed makeovers. The relationship questions were all suggested by real-life blog comments left on the My Transformations site.

“Hello, I’m Dom!”

“And I’m Bev!”

“Together, we’re providing relationship advice, Cougar-style!”

Bev and Dom walked onto the stage together to their cheering audience. Well into their 40s, both women were a vision of smoldering sensuality.

Bev was dressed in a form-flattering sun dress that showed off her exaggerated hourglass figure, her curly blonde hair done up behind her. With conservative makeup, creamy pale skin, and thin frame glasses, Bev’s cougar vibe was halfway between a sexy librarian and a MILF.

Dom had on combat boots, a tight fitting tube top and heavy makeup that sparkled in the light. She had wavy, jet black hair and dark olive skin. Though she was getting older, she wasn’t prepared to dress that way, despite the chubby flab that had was oozing out of her clothes at nearly every seam. She felt at home in any dimly lit bar or club.

“Okay, let’s get to our letters for the week!”

“Dear Bev and Dom, How can I feel sexy about my body now that it is old, wrinkled, and saggy?”

“Oh...wow,” said Bev. “That’s just sad, that’s heartbreaking. I’d say if you’re a fan of this show, you probably know that many women come into their prime of beauty only when they get older. If you find yourself feeling low…”

“If you find yourself feeling low, go to any college bar anywhere. Spend the night on top of a young man. You’ll feel much better about yourself in the morning, trust me - young guys love older women,” said Dom.

“Next letter: I'm fed up with not being taken seriously. Adding some years would help but, to be honest, I'm not sure about this. What advice do you have for a young woman who's considering age progression?”

“Want to get older? Wait a while,” Dom said, to the audience’s roaring approval.

“Seriously, Dom, she’s asking a real question,” Bev chided her. “If you want to get older, I’d say you should absolutely go for it! There are some ways to get older faster – ‘AP Elixir,’ the energy drink, for one. You might have a roommate who’s a scientist studying gerontology, or maybe you’ll find a real life witch at a craft show or at a mysterious shop in a mall that disappears when you try to find it again. But don’t keep your eyes too peeled, you’ll encounter age progression only when you least expect it.”

“Or, of course, you just come on the show sometime,” Dom said with a little wink. “We’ll help you out.”

“We’ll be helping out a young woman a little later on today,” said Bev. “Next letter.”

“My body is in its 40s. I look amazing and feel great but I still come across as a woman in her early 20s. I look like a cougar but it doesn't hold up when I start talking with someone. Honestly, I come across as being less mature than I was in my original body. What am I doing wrong? Help!”

“This can be a problem for a lot of women who aren’t accustomed to acting their age,” said Bev. “Age usually brings wisdom, but for many women who have sought induced age progression, they’ve reached an older age without the life experiences that tend to come with it. So I’d say have as many life experiences as you can, to make up for lost time.”

“In other words, go to college bars and seduce lots of young guys,” said Dom.

“Does it always come back to that for you?” Bev asked.

“Not always...but often,” Dom said with a wink. “Next question…”

“I spoke with my doctor, took the AP process and followed all of the instructions. Something didn't work out because I look like a silver sister now, not a cougar. What happened?”

“What’s a silver sister?” asked Dom.

“Perhaps it’s a slang term for a woman who’s reached extreme old age, rather than cougar-ish middle age. If that’s the case, I have bad news - most age progression methods tend to be irreversible. But some men love silver sisters…”

“...you just have to go to the right bar to find them,” Dom finished. “Next letter!”

“I've learned so much from my mother about seducing boys, but every time I meet someone new she steals him away from me. Do you have any tips on how I can compete with her?”

“You could always seek out age progression to become as old as your mother is,” said Bev. “I’m guessing guys flock to her because she’s older and sexier?”

“Or you could suggest a threesome to the next guy you meet,” Dom proposed.

“Oh, Dom!” said Bev, and the two laughed.

“I think that’s enough letters for now. It’s time for our favorite part of the show, the makeover!”

“That’s right, Bev. One lucky lady in the audience will receive her own Cougar Intervention, a very special makeover. Look under your chairs!”

“Oh, my God! I got it, I got it!” a young woman squealed, waving the red envelope up in the air before charging onstage.

“What’s your name?” asked Bev.

“Haley,” she replied. A spunky looking young redhead with a curly short hair, a trim physique and big, doey eyes, she glanced from Bev to Dom expectantly.

“Right, so why do you want to be a cougar?” Bev asked.

“Because...cougars are awesome?” Haley asked. “I don’t know, I’ve always been fascinated by the aging process, and I’ve always seen older women as role models. I’m like that letter writer, I can’t just wait to look my age! Plus, of course, all the cool guys love cougars. ”

“Sounds good answer to me!” said Dom. “Let’s start with the clothes,” said Dom, gesturing towards Haley’s pink skirt and green T shirt. “I’m thinking something a little more...adventurous? Something that looks like you got it from Cougar Clothes, maybe?”

As soon as she spoke those words, Haley’s T shirt and skirt disappeared. In their place, Haley was now wearing leather pumps, fishnet leggings, and a tight fitting leather dress with a high hemline. The audience oohed and ahhed, while Haley stared down at herself in amazement.

“So beautiful,” she cooed.

“Guys love it when you say sexy loud and proud,” agreed Dom.

“Oh, I disagree, that slutty outfit is so cliché, so uncomfortable,” said Bev. “How about something a little more approachable, a little more mom next store?”

Haley’s ‘slutwear’ vanished, replaced by a tight fitting sleeveless sweater and a loose fitting pair of ‘mom jeans.’

“This certainly is comfier. What did you call this look? Mom next door?” Haley asked.

“I think every guy that loves cougars had a crush on his best friend’s mom,” said Bev. “There’s something to be said for building anticipation, for rekindling old memories, rather than going for the sex right away.”

“Ugh, no, no, no,” said Dom. “You can’t really believe this outfit looks good on her.”

“Well, no, not really, but that’s because she’s not filling it in yet,” countered Bev.

“What do you mean, fill it in?” Haley asked.

“Well, as women age, their metabolisms tend to slow down. In combination with hormonal changes and, for some women, an increasingly sedentary lifestyle…”

“She means for lots of gals, when you get old, you get fat,” Dom interrupted.

“Oh!” Haley said. “And that’s...uh...a good thing?”

“Of course it’s a good thing, dear,” Bev said, patting Haley’s knee reassuringly. “Roundness is lovely, soft, inviting. It adds a maternal sense of safety and comfort to your embraces and cuddles.”

“Not to mention curves are sexy! Makes you look like a real woman, not a little girl,” Dom said, waving her hand at Haley’s slender figure dismissively.

“Ok - great!” Haley said. “What curves did you have in mind?”

“Let’s do your face, first,” said Bev. “A smile never looks warmer than when framed by beautiful, heart shaped cheeks, puffier lips, and a cute little double chin,” she said, and the features immediately formed on Haley’s mug.

“Too much baby fat on those cheeks,” said Dom. “Makes her look even younger!”

“Slow down, Dom! We haven’t added in any wrinkles yet! Let’s add a couple of crinkles under those eyes, some small laugh lines across the cheeks, and just a couple of worry creases onto that forehead…We could also give her longer hair, with a few white streaks…”

“Much better,” Dom agreed, “but those baby face cheeks are still pretty prominent.”

“I think they’re great they way they are. In fact, I think her face ought to get even puffier!” Bev said defiantly, and Haley’s chipmunk cheeks swelled out even further, giving her a nearly spherical face shape. “So cute!” she said as she reached out and pinched Haley’s cheeks playfully, which made her blush. Now that her cheeks were so big, blushing was far more noticeable.

“Whatever,” said Dom with a little shrug. “Let’s do tits next.”

“Of course,” Bev agreed. “Breasts are a vital part of womanhood. Haley, dear, what are you, a B cup?”

“An A,” Haley admitted, blushing even harder.

“Let’s boost that up to a C,” Bev said, and Haley’s breasts suddenly had definition against her sweater. Mounds the size of a fist formed, looking snug against the fabric.

“C? C is for crazy, cause that’s what you are, Bev,” said Dom. “Haley, do you want men glance at these girls, or drool all over them?”

“Well, if you put it that way...drool, I guess…” Haley said.

“F cup,” Bev said, and Haley’s breasts surged forward, straining the sweater so badly that the threads started to fray and pull apart. Giant, cantaloupe sized mammaries rode impossibly high on her frame, which slouched a little with the increased weight.

“Boobs like that gotta sag a little with age,” said Bev, causing Haley’s new assets to drop and wilt a little, sinking lower on her body. “Still, I gotta say, that’s too big. The poor thing isn’t going to be able to wear normal clothing! Look at what’s happening my sweater…”

“Exactly! She’ll constantly get attention. She said she wants drool!” Dom countered.

“Wanna do a compromise, meet in the middle? Say, double D?” Bev asked. Haley’s breasts retreated a little into her body, and the sweater started to repair itself. Now merely big as opposed to enormous, they didn’t look quite so out of place on such a small body.

“No,” said Dom. “I didn’t get a compromise with those cheeks! I want Haley to have all the drool she can handle. F cup it is!” she said, and Haley’s breasts regained all their lost volume, and the sweater frayed once again.

“But…” Bev started.

“Don’t make me go even bigger!” Dom threatened.

“Okay, okay,” said Bev. “If you’re happy, I’m happy. You’re happy, right Haley?”

“Hmm?” Haley asked. She’d been busy eyeing her new breasts, cupping them with her hands, feeling their warm, soft squishiness, and hadn't heard a word.

“Alright, let’s talk about the butt,” Dom said. “Haley, stand up and turn around for us, please?”

“Flat as a board, poor little thing,” said Bev.

“So, you’re going to make it...bigger?” Haley asked.

“Yes, but there’s actually four shapes. Heart, Square, Round, and V…”

“Going to suggest Heart again, aren’t you?” Dom asked.

“I think it’s cute. I have a lovely Heart. Hearts have more meat, if you will, around the lower cheeks and thighs, helping to define an hourglass…” she said, and as Haley’s ass swelled to her specifications.

“I’m for team Round,” said Dom. “A bubble butt that sticks out as far as possible!” she said, and the tissue shifted position on Haley’s rear. “Come on, you can’t tell me that doesn’t look better!” she said to the audience.

When the reaction from the crowd proved ambivalent, Dom added “...you gotta see it in action!” and gave Haley’s buttocks a firm spank, which caused her new bubble butt to wobble and the audience to erupt in cheers.

“You like that one, right?” Dom asked. Haley bit her lip and nodded wordlessly.

“Haley thinks you meant the spank, not the butt shape,” Bev said. “You aren’t playing fair, Dom. If I’d pinched her nipples while I was selecting her cup size, where would we be now?”

“Censored?” Dom asked, and Haley giggled.

“Alright, you win this one,” Bev conceded. “Haley, you’ve been great, go ahead and take a seat,” she said.”

Haley complied, and was surprised at how comfortable sitting down was now that her butt was properly padded.

“Now for those arms, they’re looking a little out of place on such a curvy body,” Bev said.

“Obviously, it's time for her to get on a mid-life workout craze, and get some Amazon arms, which big bicep definition,” said Dom. Haley’s arms thickened with hard, muscular tissue and her toothpick bones were buried under a chunky looking bicep.

“Kidding! Just kidding. Can you imagine?” Dom asked, giving the arms a little squeeze.

“Yeah, I can imagine it’s on a different show,” said Bev. “Of course, Haley, you’ll want to stick with the classic flabby old lady arms.” The firm muscle melted away, giving Haley a husky looking arm with flesh that sank a just a little. Dom continued to squeeze the flesh as it softened in her fingers, then flicked at it a little, grinning as it swayed back and forth.

“Old lady arms are a good thing?” Haley asked.

“Of course! You’ve got to show them off, though,” said Bev. “When you see your man coming, make sure to waive high, and move your arm as much and as far as you can to get the maximum quivering.”

“Speaking of quivering,” said Dom, “those tiny legs aren’t going to cut it, right?”

“No, of course not,” Bev agreed.

“But we can’t exactly see the results of our tinkering through those mom jeans, right?” Dom asked.

“I suppose not…” Bev conceded.

“Yes! Another point for Dom,” she said, and as the jeans vanished, the fishnets reappeared.

“Fishnets and a sweater?” Bev asked. “Really?”

“If she doesn’t like it she can put the jeans back on when we’re done. Now, you’ll want thicker thighs, flaring up a little as they meet your hips, some cellulite marbling, light varicose veins, canckles as your calf meets the feet…Bev, anything you’d add?”

“I think that’s great, with legs and butt like this, you’ll get an adorable waddle walk without even trying,” Bev said. “I think we’ve covered weight in nearly every area…”

“Every area but one,” said Dom, pulling up her sweater and giving Haley’s flat tummy a little poke.

“Ouch!” Haley said, wrapping her arms around her bare midsection.

“See? She’s got to get some padding!” said Dom.

“You want me to have a fat belly, too?” asked Haley.

“Of course,” said Dom. “All women gain women weight around the middle as they age. It’s only natural. And most men think it’s sexy as hell. Guys love grabbing mine during sex, ‘specially if I’m on top.”

Haley closed her eyes and imagined a man groaning with pleasure as he played with her flab, and could feel herself growing wet. Even still, she had an important question to ask.

“Doesn’t that ruin the...uh...hourglass thing you mentioned earlier?”

“Look at that, Bev. Our little student is becoming the master!” said Dom, grabbing her by the shoulder and giving her a little shake, which caused her breasts to wobble and knock loose a couple more strands of fabric.

“That’s a really good question, Haley. It just depends on how big a tummy you want to go, and what shape you’d like it to be.”

“You could have a tummy like mine,” said Dom. “Very soft, very flabby, several rolls. Doesn’t define my figure, and easy to squeeze into corsets.” As she spoke, Haley could feel her own flesh starting to ooze forwards, spilling over her crotch and over the sides of her underwear.

“Alternatively, you could go with the pot belly look, also known as the perpetually pregnant dome,” said Bev. “One, smooth, round curve, which will stick out of any item of clothing you wear. But because the flesh is sticking straight out, it doesn’t change the flare of the hips, and keeps the hourglass intact, to an extent, anyway.”

The new fat on Haley’s tummy rearranged itself according to Bev’s specifications, and Haley playfully poked and prodded her new, girthy potbelly.

“I like this one,” Haley said.

“One last thing to consider is the mental aspect of being a cougar,” said Bev. “I think an increase in the sex drive is in order, both to motivate one to seek out an appropriate partner or pornographic stimulation, and to increase the rewards for doing so.”

Hormones rushed through Haley’s bloodstream, and she could feel her desire for sex multiply. She gazed into the audience and licked her lips as she tried to strike a sexy pose, hoping there was a young cub in stands.

“I completely disagree,” said Dom. “You’ve got to have an increase in the sex drive. It’s fitting for the cougar lifestyle. A girl’s got to get laid! Or at least find something glorious to jill off to.”

“I...um...what you disagree on, exactly?”

“Everything!” they both said in unison.

“Except for the fact that you’re a perfect, gorgeous cougar now,” said Bev.

“Go out into the world and do us proud,” said Dom.

Commercial Break: Transformation Mud Bath

“Hi, I’m Miranda,” began the obese, bikini-clad, snout-nosed redhead. With greasy skin and matted, tangled hair, she looked desperately in need of bathing.

“When I’m not having fun on Transformation TV reality shows, there’s nothing I love more than relaxing. And take my word for it, no product has the features and comfort of TMB: the one and only Transformation Mud Bath!”

The camera panned past Miranda’s fat frame and towards an outdoor Jacuzzi, which had giant talon-style claw feet propping it up and which was full of black, steaming bubbling mud.

“Cannonball!” she said, charging towards it, the motion causing the string of her bikini top to snap and her breasts to fly free, shaking and bouncing like crazy. With agility that belied her size, she managed to jump over the side, tuck in her fat legs, and land in the goo, creating a huge tidal wave that splashed out so far that it blanketed the camera lens, necessitating cutting to a new angle with another camera.

“I feel relaxed already,” she said, her body and her hair slowly sinking inside. “But don’t take my word for it! Check out two of our satisfied customers!”

~

Two skinny, brunette models dressed in bikinis strode confidently towards the mud bath, but before they reached it, an announcer stopped them.

“Hey girls, would you like some mud pie to go with that mud bath?” said the disembodied voice, as platform rose from the ground, containing a silver platter, with a huge, chocolate syrup drowned mud pie.

“Looks good, but…” said one girl.

“We’re on a diet,” agreed her friend.

But the moment they slid into the mud, they returned their eyes to the pie, licking their lips and breathing heavily.

“It looks so sinful, so decadent…”

“Maybe just one slice…”

Immediately, both girls started reaching for the mud pie, digging into it with their hands, shoving big handfuls of the chocolate cake into their mouths, with many crumbs falling and landing in the mud bath.

As they ate, their bodies quickly expanded - their breasts grew larger, popping free of their bikini tops, their bellies swelled into giant, beach-ball like fleshy domes, and their asses grew into massive bubble butts.

Finally, there was just one slice left.

“It’s mine!” shouted one woman.

“No fair!” shouted the other, charging forwards and attempting to shove her friend out of the way.

For a few glorious moments, the two women were engaged in a desperate mud wrestling match, their mud-soaked bellies bashing against one another, their swollen, massive mammaries smashed together as neither one succeeded in getting the upper hand.

“Split it?”

“Alright…”

They picked up the last bite together, and started eating it from both ends. When they reached the last portion of it, their tongues met each other, and they started passionately kissing.

~

“You can’t tell me that doesn’t look fun!” said Miranda. “Order now and we’ll also include a free bonus - a packet of Ogre Bubble Bath Salts!

~

A woman with stylish, short blonde hair, bright red lips, and wearing a pink track suit strode towards the mud bath. She pulled off the suit, revealing a very toned, athletic figure.

As she closed her bright blue eyes with relaxation and sank into the mud, Miranda snuck up behind her and emptied what appeared to be a green saltshaker.

As she did, the woman’s pale skin began to grow thicker, and turn a dark, peat-bog shade of green. Her nose became bigger and broader, and her ears became distinctly pointy. Little tusks poked their way out of the sides of her lips and pushed her mouth slightly open, and her-now visible teeth became larger, pointer, and more yellow.

As she stretched and settled into the bath, her arms and shoulders grew beefier, and her waspish waist widened into a giant pot belly, the top of which bobbed up the surface of the mud, revealing her deep bellybutton.

~

“TMB - Transformation Mud Bath - it’ll ail what cures you,” said Miranda. “Order now!”

Suggested Further Reading

You can find more of my work on my web site, and if you liked Transformation TV, here are some ebook suggestions based on your favorite chapters!

If you liked…

Transformation Travel: Thailand

Transformation Travel: Colombia

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. 

Icy Garcia

The Secret Lives of Fitness Instructors

Who’s Got Talent?

Fattening the Actress (Weight Gain BBW Erotica)              
Sam is a tabloid journalist who loves to catch celebrities in embarrassing situations. He gains the power to create those situations when he finds a laptop that can re-write reality, and runs into his favorite celebrity crush, Caroline. Sam uses his power to alter Caroline's identity as well as her body in a variety of ways, before finally taking her from skinny and svelte actress to SSBBW waitress, and causing a steamy romance to bloom between them.

The Great Transformation Rat Race

Classy to Trashy

From Charlotte to Chavette: The Ring of Change Saga (Weight Gain, Class Change) 
Liam's a liar and a thief, a no good London "chav" who steals a ring that has the power to transform anyone who wears it into the perfect match for whoever gave it to them. Unfortunately, he said his perfect woman is "twice as bad" as him! The pretty and posh lady on whose finger the Ring of Change now sits is in for a surprise. She's going to transform into a woman who is fatter, trashier, sluttier...a real "chavette." Liam should have been more careful what he wished for.

Commercial Break: Succubism – Is it Right for You?

Garden Variety (Weight Gain, Religious Satire)
​The "Garden of Eden" story is retold. Equal parts biting satire and insightful religious criticism, "Garden Variety" takes direct aim at the message behind the myth. Adam and Eve's bodies and minds are transformed and 'downgraded' as they discover the truth about God - and the Devil.

Fixing Bad Boys

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? 
​

Hot Talk

Cooking Creations with Moxie and Mindy

From Bridget to Bimbo: The Ring of Change Saga (Bimbo, Breast Expansion)

JD's first day of work at the coffee shop is derailed when he makes the wrong drink for an uptight, frumpy professor named Bridget Brimlow. He's roped into spending his day at her boring lecture - until he gives her the magical Ring of Change, with the power to change the wearer into the perfect person for whoever gave it to them. JD's perfect woman is a young, hot, big busted bimbo, so that's who Bridget becomes. Should JD have been more careful what he wished for?

News at a Glance: The Debate

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! 

News at a Glance: The Ballet

The Mother of Invention (Mental Age Regression)

College freshman Korie finds herself ensnared by an automated bassinet, a giant baby carriage dedicated on treating her like a baby and mentally regressing her back to childhood. Korie is drawn to a life of fun and play, and soon begins to enjoy her new lifestyle. Things get even more interesting when the operator of the bassinet, a mysterious woman named Veronica, wants to become Korie's new "Mommy" and baby her forever. What future will Korie choose? This is an ABDL, Age Play, Mental Age Regression transformation story.

Queer Life for the Straight Girl

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.

Monstrous Myths

﻿The Naga Binge (Naga Transformation, Vore)
Three women, having discovered a lost temple hidden in the jungle, find themselves transformed by ancient magic into Nagas - giant monsters who are half-human and half snake, and who lust for the flesh of females. Will they resist their new desires, or embrace them and go on a binge? This is an erotic tale with vore, transformation, and lesbian themes.  It's more of a "soft vore," with all of the "prey" very eager and willing.

Fanfiction Files

Going Bananas (Female Ape Transformation, Female Muscle Growth, Weight Gain)

Georgie Simmons is the first human being to be sent to explore another planet. But when she lands, she finds she's stranded, and something is causing her to change. Can Georgie learn the truth before she loses what's left of her humanity, or will she lose her mind and "Go Bananas?"

The Big Bar

Becoming the Handyman (Male Age Progression/Weight Gain)

Clifton has hired a handyman to fix his pipes - a fat, oafish, low-class bum named Frankie, who talks himself into moving in. Every day, Clifton starts to become more like Frankie - he's getting older, losing his trim figure, and he's becoming low class. This is an erotic transformation tale with homoerotic themes.

Cougar Intervention

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...

If you enjoy a variety of changes…

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.

And, of course, if you haven’t read it, then you’ve got to read…

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. 


Table of Contents – Including Spoilers

Note: All Transformations are female or gender change into female unless otherwise specified.

Forward and Special Thanks (No Transformations)

News at a Glance: The Debate (Female Muscle Growth, Male Muscle Loss)

Icy Garcia (Weight Gain)

Transformation Travel: Thailand (Gender/Race Change)

The Great Transformation Rat Race (Weight Gain, Slob, Nerd, Downgrade, Male to BBW)

Commercial Break: Succubism – Is it Right for You? (No Transformations, Succubus, Humor)

Fixing Bad Boys (Male Nerd, Gender Change, Race Change, Micro)

Classy to Trashy (Weight Gain, Downgrade, Slob, Gas)

Hot Talk (Female Bimbo/Weight Loss, Male Bimbo/Male Muscle Loss)

The Secret Lives of Fitness Instructors (Weight Gain)

Commercial Break: Transformation Fried Chicken (Male Transformed into Chicken)

Transformation Travel: Colombia (Gender/Race Change)

Monstrous Myths (Monster Transformation)

Who’s Got Talent? (Weight Gain/Downgrade)

News at a Glance: The Ballet (Gender Change, Extreme Age Regression)
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Queer Life for the Straight Girl (Sexuality Shift, Punk/Butch, Female Muscle Growth, Male Muscle Loss)

Fanfiction Files (Male Anthro Ape Transformation, Female Anthro Ape Transformation)

The Big Bar (FTM Gender Change, Male Weight Gain, Sexuality/Personality shifts, Male Age Progression, Downgrade)

You’re Getting Married! (Gender Change/Age Progression)

Ironic Justice (Male Character Loses Sexual Stamina)

Cougar Intervention (Age Progression/Weight Gain)

Commercial Break: Transformation Mud Bath (Weight Gain/Ogre)
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