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Deal with the Devil

Desperate times call for desperate measures.

Okay, perhaps desperate times was a description too far but for the measures it was rather accurate. After all Mary was up in the middle of the night, down in the basement, performing something quite wicked.

The darkened room was illuminated by candlelight, showing off the chalk marking she had made on the floor; a magic circle. It was a pentagram designed for summoning the most evil of creatures imaginable, a demon. This was where Mary’s desires had brought her.

To most there would be no reason to ever consider trying to summon a great darkness into their own home, but Mary was a woman whose mind was clouded by the most dangerous of all emotions; love. She was completely smitten by a man, a man who didn’t love her back.

She met him at college, love at first sight. He was big, he was strong, he was smart, he was caring; in Mary’s eyes he was the perfect man. However he wasn’t planning on delivering her fairy tale ending, turning down her various, and increasingly convoluted, advances. By the time he told her to leave him alone she’d practically turned into a stalker.

It was a simple story. Boy meets girl. Girl falls in love with boy. Boy doesn’t show interest in girl. Girl tries anything to make the boy love her. Girl eventually settles on trying to summon a demon.

This was far from the first act of magic Mary had tried. She’d attempted love potions, ancient rituals, temples and totems, help from mystics, powerful artifacts and yet everything had ended in a dud. That was how she had arrived at this, her so called last resort. If this one didn’t work, she didn’t know what to do.

Everything was in place. It was a full moon, she’d set the candles and the circle up like instructed and the clock was just about to hit twelve. It was time for her to begin the summoning; her last act of desperation.

She cut down her palm as the clock chimed, dripping blood into the ring, chanting the words from the book.

“Oh ancient spawn most wicked, here my call.
I summon you oh Lucifer's child, my voice you must answer.

My blood I offer in pact, as payment for your service.

Now come to this mortal realm and serve me as your master.”

As her voice trailed off nothing happened. Not a thing of note happened down in that basement, another dud apparently on the horizon, something she was very used to experiencing.

Then, just before all her hope had faded, the candle light fizzled out like a mysterious breeze had drifted through the air. Then, suddenly, they lit again, transformed from a glowing orange into a brilliant purple.

Mary shielded her eyes as the pentagram shone with a blinding light, the air becoming contaminated with a thick, dense, fog, flooding the room and masking the shadow which was appearing within.

“Who dares summon me?” the voice boomed out from the shadows.

“I-I did!” Mary managed to squeak out.

“And for what purpose did you summon me, mortal woman?”

“I need your help, oh powerful demon! I need you to make a man fall in love with me.”

She looked up as the fog began to disperse, turning the shadow into a figure, showing Mary what a demon really looked like.

The large being didn’t have red skin, like from a cartoon, but he did have large horns jutting from his head as well as large wings on his back and a sweeping tail with a spade shaped end.

Apart from that, and his red, glowing, eyes, he looked completely human. Tall and muscular, yes, but still like a normal human. Yet his presence was overpowering, like nothing else.

Mary trembled as the giant demon inspected her closely, his eyes trailing up and down her figure. His face was as strong and defined as the rest of his muscular body which was fully exposed, apart from a loincloth on his front.

“So you summoned me for such a simple task?” the demon finally said, “So be it. I can give you the man you desire. I can make him love you.”

Even in the face of such a powerful evil, Mary couldn’t help but get excited at such a thing. The skinny brunette began to bounce up and down in place, clapping her hands together sharply.

“Oh my god thank you!” she cheered up to him, “Thank you so much!”

“Trust me it’s not your god you should be thanking for this. After all I never said that I’d be doing it for free.”

That was right, this was a deal with a demon which meant he could only want one thing. However Mary had already steeled her determination for that request.

“You want my soul, right?”

The demon began to chuckle at her words, “Your soul? Close, but not quite. Such a small thing would barely satisfy me as a snack. No, what I need you to do is form a pact with me.”

“A pact? Didn’t we already do that?”

“Your blood was simply an offering to make me appear, this new pact will be your payment for my services.”

She thought she understood, nodding hesitantly, “I see… so what is the pact?”

“Nothing for you to worry about too much. Instead of your soul I shall simply be draining energy from you as I see fit. Think of it like working for me, forever of course.”

“Do I have to do anything?”

“You just need to keep collecting energy. Something your new man should be able to help you with.”

Just mentioning the fact that he would be hers was enough to get her onside. She’d always had an obsessive personality, she was a woman who found herself consumed by whatever her current fancy was. This time it was a man, a man she could finally have.

“Then I accept! I’ll make a pact with you!”

“Excellent,” he said with a grin, “However, there is something I forgot to mention. It’s about the way we’ll be sealing with pact.”

“With a contract?”

“Not exactly, more signing skin on skin,” he told her as he dragged his loincloth away, exposing his thick, hard, cock.

She blushed a bright red as her eyes glanced over his massive slab of demonhood, quickly covering them up with her hands.

“Why did you?...”

“If you want me to help you, you will have to sign the contract with your body. With it I will turn you into a woman which your lover will not be able to resist.”

His dick, it was huge, just like the rest of him. It was a thick piece of raw muscle the likes of which she’d never seen before. She wasn’t sure if her body was capable of taking such a titanic thing inside of her.

“It’s… too big!” she squeaked out, cowering from its might.

“Do you think I’m going to break my new investment?” he snarled down at her, “If you want your wish to come true then this is your only option.”

Those were her options. Either she would never get her dream man or she would give her first time to a demon before him, but would be rewarded with his love. For an obsessive woman like her there could only be one option.

“Fine, I’ll do it!” she announces suddenly, pulling her hands away, “I’ll make the pact with you!”

“Excellent,” he growled, clicking his fingers as a fire engulfed her clothing, “Then we won’t be needing this.”

Her outfit turned to dust, leaving her body completely exposed. Despite the fact that Mary was unable to woe her Prince Charming, she wasn’t a bad looking girl. She had a cute face and a slim body, a body that was about to be ravished.

Before she could hide it from him, her hands trying to dart, the demon sent his tail forwards, coiling around her wrists, tying them together and up over her head, keeping her completely exposed.

“Wait! I’m not ready!” she squeaked, squirming from side to side.

“Are you sure? Your body sure seems ready?”

As he moved closer and allowed her to drink in his strong, masculine, odor, her pink nipples began to throb and stand on end as her pussy gushed, coating her inner thighs in wetness; his presence quickly made her feel unbearably horny.

“Hmph!” she squealed out as a heat washed over her, uncomparable to anything she’d ever felt before. Her body was more than ready, it actively needed it.

Rather than simply ravishing her, the demonic hulk kept her squirming with juices glistening as he brushed a large, commanding, finger down her front, rubbing her small, perky, breasts, building her excitement to even greater levels.

“Just say the word,” he snickered, “I may me a demon but I’m not a rapist. I won’t force myself onto a woman who doesn’t ask for it.”

“Please…”

“Hmm, what was that?”

“Please.”

“A little bit louder. I can barely hear you.”

“Please!” she squealed out, “Please fuck me! I need it so bad!”

“Glad to see you’re finally coming around to my way of thinking. Time to seal this pact then.”

Keeping her wrists tied up together, the demonic stud pressed his throbbing dick against her dripping slit and grasped at her lithe hips, slowly dragging them down and piercing her skinny body around his fat cock.

A shuddering moan exploded from her lips as that thick piece of demon cock buried itself deep into her pussy with a single rut, delivering pleasure the likes of which she’d never felt before.

“Holy fuck!” she hissed out, her lower half trembling, “S-so big…”

“I think you mean unholy fuck,” he growled as he began to thrust into her with long, hard, movements, “Don’t worry it’ll be over soon. Soon our contract will be sealed and you’ll be a woman no man can resist.”

Every single thrust he delivered deep into her loins milked out another moaning squeal from her lips. His cock was so big, so hard and so corruptively hot, Mary felt like she was going to go crazy but she was wrong. She was going to go something completely different.

Her body jiggled up and down around his stiff length as he slowly milked out his warm, demonic, pre into her, flooding her slowly with energy, energy with changed her.

She may have had a cute face and a nice body but she didn’t have that huge sex appeal which made men throb from just a glance. However his essence oozing into her began to alter her to correct that, the power building into her chest and into her ass.

Mary’s figure seemed to change slowly with every single thrust he delivered into her pussy, her lithe body transforming towards a curvaceous hourglass, the only shape that was capable of handling her warping assets.

As the seconds passed, his pre gushed, and his cock pounded, her swinging bee stings began to swell larger and larger, making the jiggles more vivid as those breasts changed from perky mounds into hand filling melons.

Her ass was the same, a small, tight, rump starting to shake about and slap around the base of his pole as it began to swell in size, building up fat and softness, turning to a point where it would ripple with every step. While being fucked, that meant waves.

Despite all of this happening, Mary couldn’t properly notice what was going on. Her head felt blurry, everything was going so fast as he refused to ease up on her. However, she could feel something.

“So warm, so tingly,” she moaned out as her figure changed into that of a bootylicious, stacked, bombshell.

The heat only continued to spread as more of his power flooded into her, the tingling striking to her lips and slowly swelling them, and then to every single inch of her body in preparation for the final rush.

“Don’t worry about it,” the massive demon snarled at her, his thrusts never easing up, “I’m almost done with you, our contract is almost finished. Now brace yourself become I’m about to bind us in something even more permanent than ink.”

He’d readied her vessel, all that was left was to change her into what she had wished for, to seal their pact.

Somehow he began to get rougher with her, making her screams echo around the basement as she squirmed in madness, before hilting to the very limits of her body and releasing inside with a torrent.

Mary moaned in place as his heat flooded into her and flicked a switch, his corruptive seed triggering a destructive orgasm which rippled through every inch of her body, delivering her waves of pleasure the likes of which she didn’t know was possible. After all it was pleasure not meant for mortals, pleasure that mankind couldn’t deliver; the work of a demon.

She tensed and shook and everything else as her womb was pasted in the thick demonic cum and her own pleasure exploded from her in a gush of ecstasy, her entire world turning dark. And as this happened a magical mark developed on her pelvis, signifying her pact with the demon.

It was too much for her, far too much for her. With the shock still coursing through her veins, Mary passed out in bliss, the contract complete.


“Wake up, it’s time to wake up.”

Mary was stirred from her slumber by a voice that seemed to fill her mind, guiding her. Being commanded to do so her eyes fluttered open, out of the darkness of the abyss into the shadowy chamber of her own basement, the place where she had dropped.

“Huh?” she groaned, her body aching, her mind feeling drowsy. What had happened?

As she was scanning over her surroundings she laid her eyes on the huge, hulking, figure of the demon who had fucked her. That brought her memories racing back; she remembered everything.

“Good news,” he said to her with a wide grin, “Our pact is now complete. You’re now ready to claim your prince.”

“It is!?” she cheered, basically leaping from the floor back to her feet in a sudden rush of energy.

He nodded and clicked his fingers, creating a large mirror from out of nothing which floated in the air.

“Come take a look for yourself.”

Mary peered at her own reflection and what she was was a whole new woman. It was undoubtedly still her but she looked so different, she looked so damn hot.

Rather than her usual figure, which could be rather closely compared to an ironing board, she was now an hourglass beauty with giant breasts which were impossible to miss and a thick backside which bulged out from either side.

She ogled it then fondled it with a small moan, unable to believe how good she looked. She looked better than any model, movie star or adult actress; Mary was absolutely smoking hot.

Because she was so busy focusing on how gorgeous she was with those puffy lips, alluring eyes and that sexy figure, it took her a few moments to notice the horns which were poking out from under her brunette locks.

“Hey, what are…” was what she began to say, tugging on the horns which forced a small squeak from her lips. They certainly weren’t a novelty gag, they were definitely a part of her.

Once she’d noticed the horns, she quickly noticed the wings which were fluttering on her back and the long, swirling, tail from just above her tush. They made her look just like a demon.

“I told you I would make you a woman that no man could resist,” the huge demon chuckled, “and I’ve done just that. Your lover won’t be able to say no when he comes face to face with a succubus.”

“You… you turned me into a succubus!?”

She’d heard of them. Female sex demons who drained energy from men. She’d became one of them?

“Naturally, I am an incubus king after all. This is what I do to lustful women like you. Now you can make your wish come true and you can pay me back as well.”

“But… this isn’t what I asked for.”

“You asked me to make that man fall in love with you. And when you go to him and look him in the eyes and tell him to do just that he will.”

“He will? I can do that?”

“That’s what you will do, isn’t it?”

It may not have been what she asked for but if he was right it could give her what she wished. In this form she could make the man of her dreams belong to her.

“Yes,” she said clearly, aware her goal was so close, “I will make him love me!”

The demon grinned as fire engulfed his body and he slowly sunk back into the floor, from whence he came.

“Then I’m no longer needed here. I look forward to you holding up your end of the bargain.”

Once he was completely gone, only leaving his mark on her body behind, she began to experiment with her new powers. Then it was off to claim her man.


It was still the middle of the night but that didn’t matter to Mary now that she was a succubus. She was a creature of the darkness, when the city slept it was time for her to move.

Of course, as a stalker, she knew where her love lived, where she would find him. She flew across the city using her wings and morphed into his room using her demonic powers. That was when she found him.

Seeing as dawn was still a long way away, he was in his bed, sleeping soundly, without a care, completely unaware a wicked woman was peering at him with hungry eyes.

She leaned in close, purring in glee at the sight of his sleeping face. He looked so hot, so handsome, good enough to eat and eat him up she would.

“Oh Dewey,” she spoke down to him, “It’s time to wake up now.”

Disturbed by her hypnotic call, his eyes slowly crept open, revealing his pupils to her glare.

“Huh… what? Is something there?”

Suddenly she straddled him, pushing her weight down onto his figure, giggling wickedly as she stared down into him, deep into his eyes, letting her power flow.

“Yes, I am! Me, your love, your one, true, love. The woman you are crazy for.”

Her words sunk deep into his head, into his heart, turning from mere sentences into concrete thoughts.

“My love,” he gasped breathlessly as her hypnosis melted his resistance away.

“Yes, your love! You love me so much, more than anyone else, anything else! Now kiss me!” she squealed in excitement, pushing down and locking her trembling lips to his.

The two began to make out, tongues swirling together, saliva mixing as the passion flowed, Mary feeling all giddy and gleeful. As for Dewey, as the succubus saliva entered him he began to feel an overwhelming need to rut, his cock growing hard and turgid. Her drool acted as a powerful aphrodisiac.

Still locked by the lips, Dewey grasped her body and twisted around, pushing her down firmly into the bed with his strong, muscular, frame above, manhood throbbing.

“Need to fuck,” he growled, dragging his boxers down, exposing that shaft, “Have to fuck my love.”

The naked Mary was already wet and ready for him and as he pressed that hard piece of dick into her juicy body, she released a shuddering squeal, finally getting what she’d desired.

“Yes that’s it you stud,” she giggled in glee, “Fuck me, fuck your one true love. Make her squeal in pleasure!”

His hands sunk into the bed, on either side of her head, as he buried deep into her loins before dragging his hips back, thrusting back inside with a hard intensity and then doing so again and again and again, stirring up her pussy.

Mary threw her head back and released a room rattling moan as he was going fast and rough from the start. He was acting less like a man and more like a wild animal.

Her squeals of ecstasy just kept on coming as his piston movements made the bed below them creak with every rutting thrust, her legs locking around his back as her nails dragged down his back. He was showing her body no mercy; even though she was a succubus she was the one feeling mind melting bliss.

Because of that strong aphrodisiac running through his veins, it didn’t take him long to reach his body’s limits, to arrive at his orgasm.

“Cumming! Cumming!” he snorted out like his mind had fallen to instincts, hilting into the limits of her body, releasing his raw male seed inside.

Mary squealed in joy as the warmth flooded her core and sent shudders roaming over her, her own climax being triggered, gushes of feminine lust spraying from her loins. It was because of her beloved’s semen, it was filling up her womb completely.

His orgasm seemed to go on for an entity, Dewey pouring into her until every drop of his orgasm had been drained out into her pussy. It left Mary flat on her back, small aftershocks rippling through her.

“Oh my god… that was incredible,” she panted out hotly. How did a succubus even lose her breath? “That was amazing my love! We’re gonna do this so much from now on. We’ll--”

Before she could finish up, she was pushed back down into the bed by her lustful lover who was completely consumed by her demonic toxin, and his primal desires.

“More,” he growled as he pushed his cock deep inside of her, pressing his massive cock back into her sensitive insides, making her squeal.

“Wait!” she whined out from below him, “I’m… so sensitive! Too early…”

“Must fuck! Must fill! Must breed!”

Her body shuddered every time he buried deep into her, every time that throbbing dick pounded into her pussy. She was a succubus, a creature of lust and sex, yet for some reason she felt completely powerless wrapped around his manhood. Something was wrong.

Looking down, spying between his body every time he dragged his hips up, before burying them back down with speed, Mary noticed that the mark on her pelvis was glowing; her energy was being drained as agreed in the pact. However it was a lot more than she expected. She expected a drop which she wouldn’t even notice but with the amount being sapped out, she felt weak.

With most of her energy being gobbled up elsewhere, Mary was left in a state even less powerful than a human without losing her natural allure. She was still a creature designed to entice and gobble men, however now she couldn’t do it without losing all of her composure.

Being in such a weakened state, there was no way she could stand up to her new boyfriend’s erect cock.

“This is wrong,” she moaned out, her eyes rolling back, “If you don’t slow down… I’m gonna go crazy! I’ll turn from your lover into your slave!”

Of course he didn’t stop, he couldn’t stop. He was controlled by her magic, powered by her demonic corruption. He was a primal beast of a man coaxed on by the throbbing in his loins.

“Cumming, cumming again,” he growled as he refused to ease up on her, “Will breed lover!”

He buried down to the hilt again and released his orgasm inside of her for a second time, filling up her over sensitive body. This was the last straw for the succubus in training.

As his hot cream flooded her womb and forced another toe curling gush from her loins, her mind shattered and she fully gave in to the pleasure.

“So good!” Mary cried out in glee as she felt her man’s hot cum having its way with her, marking her as his woman.

She couldn’t even manage to find any words as he started up again, for a third time, without dropping in intensity or speed.

With her jiggly assets bouncing, Mary moaned in lustful joy as her handsome stud of a man continued to stir up her needy insides, her wish fulfilled, in one way or another.


Months passed by in a blink of an eye as hard girth sunk into the body of the squealing succubus.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” Mary moaned, her hair messy, her body stained with sweat, her stomach and breasts swollen, “I need more, more.”

The moments the two stopped fucking were rare. The two had pretty much given up their humanity and had turned into creatures of pure lust. Mary the succubus and her powerful stud of a man who filled her again and again and again.

“Again, cumming again,” he growled, emptying his twentieth load of the day into her body, far from the last.

She squealed in joy as the cum filled her, the energy flowed into her before being drained away to pay for her wish. Not that she seemed to notice, she was too busy climaxing herself to notice anything weird. Besides after so long she’d gotten more than used to it.

As soon as her stud was done emptying into her body, he turned her around and began to thrust again, not giving her any time to rest, keeping her in a permanent ecstasy as he followed his primal desires.

Her wish had certainly been granted. Nobody else in the world loved each other more than those two, spent time together more than those two, fucked more than those two. However that was all they did, two beings connected together in permanent love making.

“More! More! Don’t stop! Never stop my love! Keep going forever!”

The two joined together in a sloppy kiss, her aphrodisiac drool filling his mouth, keeping his head in the clouds, keeping his hips moving, trapping her in toe curling pleasure.

Mary was happy, oh so happy. She was getting everything she wanted and more. Nobody felt more pleasure than her and it was something that would never end; after all they never wanted it to end.

Be careful what you wish for. You never know, you might just get it.


The Magic Lamp

It wasn’t like Renee had meant to stumble upon a magic lamp, it just happened.

Renee was a woman who loved money. Her mind was always thinking about money. Making money, saving money; there was little chance she was ever going to spend any if she didn’t feel she’d discovered a bargain. She was practically obsessed with money.

Her dream was to be rich. Of course a lot of people dreamt of having lots of money but for many that was just a bonus along with being a famous movie star, sports player or pop singer. Renee simply wanted the money, she had no interest in any fame. Being rich was her one desire.

Despite the fact that she wanted to have a bank account that was overflowing and a purse that was too heavy to carry, Renee wasn’t exactly earning big. She didn’t even have a job.

Because going to university meant having to pay, Renee decided to skip higher education in favor of climbing the economic ladder with the school of hard knocks on her resume. However that hadn’t worked out quite as she’d planned.

With low paying jobs being ‘beneath her’, Renee was twenty five years old and still unemployed. However she was getting by using her speciality to her advantage; her eye for a bargain.

Renee’s time was spent perusing around shops, eyeing up what was on sale, trying to find something going for very little which she knew she could sell on later for a lot more. And being such a cheapskate, it was something she was very good at.

“How much for this vase?” she asked the shop tender, her nose for a bargain tingling.

“Let’s say fifty dollars.”

“I’ll give you twenty five.”

“Let’s call it forty five then.”

“Twenty five.”

“Look I can’t go any lower than forty.”

“I said twenty five.”

“This vase is quality made. I won’t go below forty for it, that’s final.”

“And I’m offering you twenty five for it.”

“I’ve already said, I won’t go lower than that.”

In the end she managed to purchase it for thirty three dollars, which was made even sweeter by the fact she was certain she’d get at least eighty for it elsewhere. While she certainly wasn’t rich she was definitely pocketing a lot doing this.

With another deal swindled, she was just about to leave when she noticed something behind the counter, something she kicked herself for almost missing.

“That brass lamp,” she said, pointing up to a trinket up high on the shelves, “Is that for sale?”

“Oh that old thing? I’m afraid it’s not something I really want to part with. See it was a gift from a dear friend of mine. You’d have to make quite the sizeable offer to even make me consider parting with it.”

“I see… I’ll give you fifteen dollars for it.”

In the end she managed to get it for twenty.


At the end of another day of shopping, Renee had managed to collect a rather considerable amount of tat that she knew she’d be able to offload to somebody else for more than she’d paid for it.

The vase she’d be able to sell as fine china, the mask would probably interest a collector and she was sure somebody would buy the lamp which looked like something straight out of a genie movie, even if the thing was pretty dusty.

Back at home, Renee gave the thing a polish, knowing shiny things always sold for more that grubby junk. That was when it happened.

There was a boom like thunder clapping in the room as the lamp began to shake in her hands, the sky seemingly turning black like night had arrived a few hours early.

A startled Renee squealed in panic and dropped the heating brass to the floor with a clatter where it continued to rattle and roll before a thick, purple, smoke released from the spout, filling the room up with a heavy fog.

She coughed to clear her lungs and tried to waft the denseness away as it blocked her vision, obscuring the floating figure which had appeared in the room.

“Thank you for summoning me mortal,” the voice said from the mist, shocking the already shaky Renee.

“Who’s there? What’s going on? What’s happening here?”

As the smoke finally cleared, Renee set her sights on the mysterious figure who seemed to fill up the room. He had dark skin, a large white beard, a muscular chest with matching arms and was wearing robes, gold and jewelry all over his body. However none of this was as noticeable as the faint glow which outlined his figure, and the fact in place of legs his lower half swirled off into a hovering tail, like a caricature of a ghost.

“I,” the floating being began, his voice loud and powerful, “am the genie of the lamp. For awaking me from my slumber I am bound to give you three wishes.”

“This… can’t be real.”

Renee couldn’t believe what was happening. Had she slipped and hit her head at some point? Were there fumes in her purchases which were making her hallucinate? She began to pinch herself to wake from her daydream.

“What are you doing?”

“Y-you’re still there?”

“Of course I am, I have only just arrived and you have yet to give me even your first wish.”

“So this isn’t an illusion. It’s real…” she muttered to herself softly, in disbelief. Then, out of nowhere, she began to cackle in manic laughter.

It was incredible, truly amazing. He was a genie, a real genie to grant her wishes, to make her dreams come true. She’d always thought such things were exclusive to tales of fantasy but there one was, in her lounge, in the flesh.

“What are you doing now?” he questioned as she laughed most wickedly, “Are you okay?”

“Oh, sorry,” she snorted, “I just got a little bit excited.”

“I guess that’s natural. We genies don’t appear much in front of you humans, you should feel very privileged.”

“Yeah yeah yeah that’s great, so privileged” she said in a rush, trying to speed things along, “So you can make anything happen, make any wish I have come true?”

“Within reason.”

“So if I ask to be rich beyond my wildest dreams, you’ll make it happen?”

“Of course. Such things are well within my power.”

A cold sweat began to drip down her brow as she trembled in excitement, her heart pounding, her entire body unable to calm down. It was happening, it was really happening; she was about to get what she’d always wanted.

“Then I wish to be filthy stinking rich!”

The genie chuckled as he clicked his fingers, “Your wish is my command.”


Renee groaned and rubbed her eyes as the genie had caused a huge flash of light when he’d cast his spell, everything coming into focus slowly. She wanted to see what was out there, she wanted to know if it worked.

Finally, when her eyesight properly returned, she discovered the answer was a big, fat, yes.

They were no longer standing in her small, dark, lounge. Renee was standing besides a pool with a huge, luxurious, white mansion towering overhead.

“Is is is,” she muttered to herself, almost in a trance, “is this my mansion?”

“That it is,” the genie added, seemingly appearing from thin air, “After all you’re rich now. This, and everything around it, belongs to you.”

It was beautiful, absolutely beautiful. The mansion was like something lifted straight from a dream, something that only true millionaires would be able to afford, while the land and gardens spanning all around, which just seemed to go on and on, were completely stunning.

“So… I’m rich?” she asked the wish giver.

“Filthy stinking rich.”

“You mean like thousands or… hundred thousands or… millions?”

“I’m a genie. Naturally that means millions.”

A giggle slipped from her lips as she went completely giddy. It had happened, it had really happened. She was rich beyond her wildest dreams.

“Mine, mine, mine, mine!” she cheered as she twirled around in place, “It’s all mine!”

The giggles transformed into loud, manic, cackles of glee as Renee soaked in the atmosphere of being a money bags, and it pretty damn felt good. Nothing could possible sour the moment, or so she thought. However that was when she stopped moving and noticed a figure in a nearby window.

“Hey who’s that?” she asked, pointing at the woman.

“What do you mean? That’s you.”

“Don’t be stupid, that can’t be me I don’t look like some bi... mbo?”

Finally she looked down at herself and saw the giant tits which were bulging out from her front; a bust so big it was a miracle she hadn’t spotted it earlier.

For a girl who was used to being pretty flat chested, seeing those giant jugs made her squeal in shock, Renee tumbling down onto her giant tushy, the girl in the window doing the same.

He certainly hadn’t lied to her. The woman in the window was her, her reflection anyway. She simply looked a lot different to how she usually looked.

Normally Renee was quite the slender thing. Even though she was good looking she definitely didn’t carry much in the way of sex appeal. She had long brown hair, a decent figure and a small chest. Obviously the latter no longer applied, nor did the other two.

The woman reflected back at Renee didn’t have her trademark brunette locks and instead had a head of platinum blonde, like something that you’d expect to see on a Barbie doll. However despite the fact the dye was clearly fake, the reflection was real. As Renee brushed her fingers through her hanging hair she found nothing but blonde.

It was also impossible to miss the figure that the glass screen was showing off. It was a huge contrast to her usual shape. Rather than a curveless silhouette, her body had turned into a defined hourglass.

Renee’s curves bulged out at all sides. Widening up at her chest to accommodate those massive melons before narrowing down into a tiny, skinny, waist. Then as her shape ventured towards her hips it would spread out again to a ridiculous degree, giving her huge hips that looked fit for bearing children.

Sinking her hands around those hips and behind, Renee discovered why she needed such a wide pear shaped lower half. It was to accommodate her massive, juicy, buns which were practically fully exposed in the thong she was wearing under her pink mini skirt.

Oh it wasn’t just a new image she’d been given, it was a new wardrobe too. Renee was standing there in a pink mini skirt and matching platform high heels. Then up above those giant jugs were hidden by only a simple bikini top which, of course, was also pink.

As she looked over herself, Renee wasn’t quite sure why it had happened but it was simply something she couldn’t deny; she looked like a bimbo stereotype!

While she was standing there, observing, taking note of her puffy lips, obscenely long lashes, obviously fake fingernails and the tacky tattoos and piercings she had on certain parts of her body, the genie leaned in close to the startled woman.

“Is something the matter?”

“Of course something’s the matter!” she squealed, “Why do I look like this!? I asked to be rich, I didn’t ask to be Barbie!”

“What? You simply expected me to make you rich without deciding on a way you earned all of that wealth?”

“Well yes! Wait… how did I get so rich then?”

Renee simply expected a poof and she was a millionaire. She didn’t expect to have a backstory to her fortune, and she certainly didn’t expect it to involve looking like a bimbo whore.

“It’s simple. You just happen to be the world’s most famous and successful adult movie star.”

“W-w-wait!” Renee squealed out, “Are you trying to tell me I’m a porn star!?”

In a way it did explain some things, such as why she looked like somebody who’d just walked off the set of a porno without going through much of a wardrobe change. And why she looked like someone who’d be there in the first place.

“Of course. How else would someone like you amass such a fortune?”

“Like with the lottery? Through magic? Not through showing my tits to everyone!”

“You’ve shown a lot more than just that.”

“No no no!” she hissed out in a fit, “This isn’t right! You cheated me, I want my wish back!”

“Didn’t you want to be rich, no matter what?”

“I wanted to be rich but that didn’t mean I wanted everyone to be watching me having sex!”

“Well I’m afraid you don’t get a wish back. You have two wishes left. If you’re unhappy with your current wish you can always use your second one to fix it. You could always wish your fortune away.”

“Of course I won’t do that!” she grumbled. It was her dream to be rich, being a millionaire was exactly what she’d always wanted. There was no way she could ask to go back to normal. She couldn’t just undo the wish.

“Try not to take too long thinking about it. I think you’re scheduled to shoot a new movie in around fifteen minutes. I think it was a gangban--”

“I’ve got it!” Renee suddenly exclaimed, “I wish I was rich in a different way that didn’t involve the sex industry! Got it!?”

The genie chuckled as the bimbo glared at him like a scolding wife. That gave him an idea as he clicked his fingers and made the whole world flash.

“Your wish is my command.”


Again the sensation of the world altering through the genie’s power was a disorienting one for Renee who grumbled as her head spun and her eyes stung, everything slowly coming into focus. This time she just hoped he’d managed to do the wish right without fucking everything up.

As everything became clear, Renee found herself in another place of luxury. This time it wasn’t lounging beside the pool, it was indoors but she could still tell she was in a gorgeous mansion. Everything around her was so big, so posh, so luxurious.

Renee twirled around in place as she was caught like a deer in the headlights, looking over the stunning manor. It was absolutely gorgeous, fit for a queen.

After soaking in the atmosphere, Renee remembered there was something she had to check quickly. She looked down sharply to make sure that those massive, fake, breasts of hers were gone. They were not.

She squealed out as she found a mirror and looked over herself. She was in a different house but her outfit and her body looked exactly the same.

“Genie!” she screamed out, “Where are you!?”

The massive, muscular, magical man floated up through the floor, stroking his large beard slowly.

“I’m right here. Did you think up your third wish?”

“No! What gives!? Why do I still look like Barbie!?”

“You didn’t tell me that you wanted your body going back to normal. You said you simply didn’t want to be involved in the sex business.”

“Well then what stupid job did you saddle me with this time?” she grumbled, glaring at the genie.

“No job, this time you’re completely unemployed, just like you wanted.”

“And I’m seriously rich, right? Like a super millionaire?”

“Of course you are. That’s what you wished for.”

Renee forgot all about the fact she was a false tan painted stacked bimbo and began to twirl around in place with glee, cheering out loud through the halls of the luxurious mansion which belonged to her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she squealed in joy, “It’s mine, it’s mine! It’s all mine!”

“Well…” the genie interrupted, “It’s not all just yours.”

“Huh?” she asked in confusion before she heard a man’s voice calling out from somewhere within the mansion.

“Oh cupcake, where are you?”

It was really weird. For some reason Renee felt she recognized the man’s voice, like she knew it well. And when she heard the nickname cupcake she felt compelled to respond.

“Wait, who is that?” she asked the genie, suddenly feeling flustered.

“Why it’s your husband of course.”

“My husband!?”

“That’s right. Seeing as you didn’t fancy being an adult star I had to move onto plan B. I found you an insanely rich man to give you what you wanted.”

It wasn’t exactly what Renee had had in mind when she’d been making the wish, both of her wishes. She simply pictured that she would suddenly be surrounded by gold or that her bank account would be overflowing. She didn’t picture being married off to some millionaire.

“This isn’t what I wished for. I--”

“Cupcake, where are you?” that voice called out again, getting closer and closer.

Renee couldn’t control herself this time and she obediently called out, “I’m over here honey!” before covering her mouth up. What was happening to her?

The door to the lounge swung open and a well suited, handsome, man wandered into the room, flashing a Hollywood quality smile.

“There you are cupcake, I’ve been looking for you,” the well groomed millionaire said with a hoarse voice, “Did you forget we have a party to get to soon? You need to get ready.”

It was strange, so strange. When he said that… she sort of remembered. She recognized the man she’d never seen before as her lover and even remembered their plans together.

“Genie,” she whined, “What’s going on? Why does this sound familiar?”

“That’s because this is your life. Even if you don’t remember it, in this world of sorts it’s the life you’ve been living well before you took over. All the information you need will be in there somewhere.”

“Hey cupcake?” the dashing man said to Renee, “Is something wrong? Who are you talking to?”

“I should probably mention,” the genie said to her, “as my summoner you are the only one who can see me.”

Even though her husband couldn’t see a thing, even though Renee could have just made up a lie, she simply couldn’t. When her lover asked her what was going on she just answered, truthfully.

“I’m talking to the genie!” she said before squealing and zipping her lips together.

“A genie? You have such an adorable imagination. Did he give you three wishes?”

“Yes,” she squeaked with a small nod, “but I only have one left.”

As the truth just kept slipping free, she shot the genie a glare out of the corner of her eye, one that screamed “what the hell is going on!?”

Chuckling wickedly, the deep voiced genie informed her, “You probably don’t realize this yet but in this reality you’ve been trained to be a perfect trophy wife for your husband here. You’ve been trained to be a very obedient bimbo for him.”

That explained a lot, a whole lot. It explained why she couldn’t seem to resist what he was saying, and why her heart pounded whenever she gazed towards him.

“So cute,” her rich husband laughed, “Were you planning on giving that last wish to me?”

“Yes!”

No! She meant no! Again she glared at the genie. That wasn’t the truth, why the heck had she said yes!?

The genie leant in close again and said, “Even if that’s a lie, you’ve been trained to make him happy which seems to mean letting him have your last wish.”

But he couldn’t have it, she had to have it. She had to use her last wish to solve everything and get her fortune. That’s what she wanted to say but her voice wouldn’t come out. Being in the presence of her strong, handsome, man was stopping her from being able to talk back.

“Well how about this cupcake. Repeat after me,” her man said to her, tapping her on the nose, “I wish I was my husband’s perfect, obedient, trophy wife forever and ever.”

She had to resist. Otherwise…

“I wish I was my husband’s perfect, obedient, trophy wife forever and ever.”

The genie chuckled as he clicked his fingers for the last time and said those magic words.

“Your wish is my command.”

Once again there was a flash of light, the entire world being engulfed in white but it quickly vanished away, leaving the scene looking almost identical to the way it had been before the magic, except with the genie being gone, transformed back into his lamp with his task done.

On the surface nothing had changed however the wish had been cast and the transformation had taken place. Below the surface, Renee was a whole new woman.

Renee giggled happily as she suddenly skipped over and wrapped herself around her husband’s arm with a big hug, her cleavage squeezing around him. Thanks to the magic she was so totally and utterly in love with him!

“So did the wish work?” he asked her with a chuckle.

“Like it worked so good,” she said happily, nodding her head sharply, “Like I’m your super good trophy wife forever and ever.”

Her man growled in excitement as his scantily clad bimbo wife rubbed against his body with those giant tits, causing his pants to bulge with a throbbing erection.

“That’s my girl. I know we have a party to get ready for but I think that we’ve got time for some fun first. Now get on the couch and get rid of those panties.”

She squealed in excitement as she strutted over, working her skin tight thong down her long legs, which had started to dampen from the wetness dripping from her pink slit. Her mind was now one in deep, lustful, love with her husband.

Once her thong had slipped down around her heels and been kicked away, Renee straddled over the couch with her thick ass and soaked mound pushed back, ready for him.

“Like this?” she asked, wanting to please her man more than anything!

“Just like that baby, just like that,” he growled as he freed his hard cock and slapped its firmness against her wetness before grasping at her hips and thrusting it deep into her loins.

Renee moaned out a blissful squeal of glee as his big, hard, dick spread her tightness open, his commanding warmth burrowing into her depths. It felt so good, her man’s cock felt the best.

Wasting little time, he began to thrust, stirring up her juicy insides with his rock hard manhood, making her shudder in pleasure.

“OMG it feels so good!” she moaned, her tongue rolling out. It was incredible; it was an all new sensation for her that made her mind turn to mush and yet one her body recognized and craved.

Her husband only got faster and rougher as the seconds passed by as he used her how he liked and how she liked to be used. Every spanking slap of his body beating into her juicy backside sent another wave of bliss coursing through her veins.

She’d resisted so much, she’d resisted the genie’s magic, but now she realized that it was all for nought. She had what she’d always wanted, she was stinking rich beyond her wildest dreams, and the price he was asking her to pay was one more than worth paying. If anything, in her ditzy, sex drunk, state she was willing to pay her fortune for the pleasure of this intense sex.

Renee’s giant tits shook up and down as her meaty ass rippled from the impacts, her slutty juices gushing out from every thrusting blow deep into her. This was her true heaven. Not money, this.

As her stud of a man kept thrusting, hammering his hardness into her velvety folds, he growled out as his body began to tense.

“Hmm I’m almost there cupcake, almost there. Get ready because I’m gonna fill up my perfect wife.”

“Please, please do it. I want it so bad,” she squealed, unable to contain herself either. She was right on the edge and he had the final straw capable of pushing her over.

It didn’t take long for him to deliver, for him to buck in with all his power and to seal his hardness deep into her pussy before his climax released, hot seed gushing from his throbbing shaft, painting Renee’s insides in whiteness.

She threw her head back and cried out in joy as a powerful orgasm raced over her, making every inch of her body tingle as a juicy gush of feminine lust squirted out, all as her husband’s virility flowed into her womb.

Being a trophy wife felt so good, better than she’d ever imagined it could. She no longer cared about being rich, she cared about being his.


“Cupcake, are you almost ready to go?”

The man of the house was waiting outside the walk in closet. They’d freshened up after their fun time together and were finishing up their preparations for the upcoming party.

“I’m ready!” the giggly Renee said as she skipped out, revealing her costume change.

Her tacky stripper style outfit had been put away and replaced with a dress which somehow managed to retain that bimbo like quality about it. Mainly because the cleavage showing, mini skirt length, dress was made from a shimmering material and came in a bright pink color.

He growled happily when he saw his dolled up girl in her outfit; blonde hair in a ponytail, dress showing off her assets as she balanced on six inch pink heels.

“Hmm that looks amazing dear. Hang on, just need one last thing. I got you a special trinket with your name on it. Lemme put it on you.”

She tilted her head up as he moved in and placed a necklace around her. It wasn’t gold or jeweled or anything fancy, it was a tacky silver chain with plastic pink lettering at the front, spelling out the word ‘Barbie’.

“Like, my name?” she asked as she saw the reflection in the mirror. That didn’t say Renee, did it?

“Of course. Did you forget about your name change? Silly little girl. You’re a real life Barbie doll from now on and you have a name to reflect that. Now let’s get going to the party.”

Barbie giggled happily as her man hooked an arm around her body and gripped her ass, leading her out of the bedroom and towards her first event as his eye candy.

Her wish had been granted, in one way or another. She was now rich beyond her wildest dreams and she could enjoy her fortune as a sex loving, trophy wife, Barbie princess.


The Wishing Well

“Yes! Oh yes! Oh yes!”

The headboard rattled and banged against the wall as those words of pleasure came moaning out, dripping in female lust. However they weren’t words belonging to the most lustful person in the house.

All of the squeals of ecstasy and groans of bliss came from the room of the home’s beautiful eighteen year old occupant, a gorgeous young girl who was getting action from her boyfriend every day, sometimes more than once.

Then, in the room next door, untouched for many years was her mother, the forty six year old Penny.

Penny had styled herself as an understanding mother, an open-minded parent who knew her daughter was of age so allowed her and her boyfriend to stop over. What she didn’t picture was being kept awake at night by the sound of their performances.

Basically every night Penny found herself wide awake, disturbed by the lustful squeals coming from the bedroom next door.

If they just went at it for one round she’d understand, a slight delay on her sleep but nothing too serious. However they didn’t do it just once, one quick go before snoozing. They did it again and again and again, all night long.

It was pretty much impossible to sleep when the sound of wood slapping against a firm wall echoed into her room, and her daughter’s cries came leaking in, for two reasons. The first was obvious, a noise disturbance. The second less so and yet it was the one which concerned Penny the most.

Listening to the two going at it was leaving Penny seriously horny.

Penny didn’t used to be a lustful woman. Her sex life was non-existent for a long time after breaking up with her partner but that’d always been fine until now. Now her body was screaming from attention after hearing how good her daughter got it.

That shame she felt about being turned on by her own daughter’s moans was why she never told them to be quiet. How could she ask them to knock it off just because she was masturbating to their passion? She was the one being immoral, not them.

Every night the mature Penny fell asleep with her panties stained and her sheets soaked, and yet it wasn’t enough. Her fingers felt nice but what she needed was the help of a man. She needed a stud of her own.

However that’s where Penny had it hard, versus her daughter. She wasn’t at an age where she could just go and pick up a hunk, she was an old woman now without her former beauty.

When she was younger, Penny was something of a looker. She had those feminine charms that all the men fell for. She was an attractive minx who could have any man she fancied. Oh how she wished she was at that age again.

Despite her wants and her needs, Penny knew she could never be young again. She was an old woman now and she just had to accept it, her time in the sun was over. This was as far as her sex life went, masturbating herself to sleep as her daughter’s boyfriend fucked her brains out in the next room.

Once again, with her sheets stained in lust, Penny passed out to sleep.


Obviously endless late nights and a body pent up was not giving Penny that natural spring in her step when she was out and about. Ever since her daughter’s boyfriend had pretty much moved into her bed, she’d spent her days sluggish and exhausted.

Of course today was exactly the same, Penny doing her usual chores with heavy eyes and aching joints. She didn’t know how long she could keep on doing this. Being so tired and so horny was making her days long and miserable. She wanted a way out of her rut, she wanted to experience the affection her body desired.

That was when Penny snapped out of her daze and suddenly realized she had no idea where she was.

She’d been walking back from the store with her groceries when her mind had wandered and apparently her legs had done the same. She didn’t even recognize the particular part of the neighborhood she’d ventured into.

Now this place could have been anywhere except there was a strange thing right in the middle of her path that seemed so out of place, something she’d never spied before. It was a stone built well, right in the middle of nowhere.

Naturally Penny was curious about why such a thing was just randomly in what appeared to be a back alley; it looked so awfully out of place. However her attention was quickly moved elsewhere, to a sign beside the strange structure.

“Wishing Well. Throw in a penny and have your wish answered.”

Was this some sort of scam? That was the first thing that Penny thought. Who would believe such a ridiculous thing, and why would there be such a thing here? Utter nonsense, absolute balderdash.

However a little voice crept up from the back of Penny’s mind. What if it’s real? What if it can answer our prayer? What if it can make us young again?

She nibbled her bottom lip as she looked at the well. It was clearly a load of rubbish but she felt compelled by her desperation to try, to swallow her skepticism and to give it a go.

Taking one of her namesake from her purse, Penny dropped it down into the well as she mulled her wish over in her mind. She didn’t want to be an old, undesirable, woman any longer. She wanted to be young again.

As the coin splashed into the water below, a sudden gush came rushing up from the well which splashed all over Penny and made her squeal in shock.

“Ah!” she whined as the cold liquid absolutely showered her from head to toe, “Oh great! Look at the state of my outfit! Stupid thing, why did I ever let myself get caught up in this nonsense?”

With her outfit soaked, close to transparent fabric clinging to her skin, Penny scooped up her groceries and raced off back towards the safety of her home so she could change and shower before she caught a cold.

Her mind was so flustered she didn’t bother thinking about how the water managed to rise so high to cover her body. She didn’t even consider whether it’d worked or not. It wasn’t until she was back home that things would start to reveal themselves.


When Penny returned home, the house seemed to be empty. Her daughter and lover looked to be elsewhere, giving Penny the home all to herself for a while.

Throwing the groceries down, Penny raced upstairs so she could strip down and jump into the shower, her body still shivering from that icey cold water which had splashed over every inch of her; in winter no less.

Penny peeled her way out of her soaked garments and threw them into the wash before making her way to the bathroom, looking forward to a nice, hot, shower.

Dreaming of refreshing droplets rolling down her skin, she barged into the bathroom wearing nothing but her birthday suit. That’s where she found her daughter’s boyfriend, Dexter, just hopping out of the shower, wearing completely the same thing.

Her eyes opened wide and she squealed in shock, catching a full view of his big, strong, muscular, naked body and that thick package between his legs. He was a fine specimen but Penny wasn’t concentrating on that. She was simply flustered and frozen in place.

“I-I’m sorry,” she just about managed to squeal out, “I didn’t know anybody was in.”

Rather than glaring at her as she expected, Dexter flashed her a satisfied smirk and trailed his eyes up and down her body.

“No problem babes, it’s an accident, I get it. Now who are you? I didn’t know that Shan had a sister.”

Sister? What the heck was he talking about? She was just an old, out of shape, wo...man?

That was when Penny dragged her eyes away from Dexter’s body and noticed her own reflection in the bathroom mirror. It surely had to be hers anyway but she could hardly believe it because what she saw reflected wasn’t a forty six year old woman. It was a beautiful young girl.

She looked just the way she had when she was eighteen. No wrinkles, no grey hairs, no sag. She was a beautiful girl with silky smooth skin, luscious brown hair and a tight, curvaceous, body.

At first Penny had no idea what was happening, then she remembered the wishing well. Then she realized her wish, it had actually worked, it had actually been granted. She was young again!

Not only was she young, her daughter’s stud of a boyfriend was looking her over with hungry eyes. For the first time in an age she felt desired, and it felt so damn good.

Even though he should have been off the market, Penny couldn’t help feeling excited. Her heart was pounding and her pussy was throbbing in glee. She was flirting with her daughter’s boyfriend!

“No I’m not her sister. I’m her cousin… Rose,” Penny said, spying her rose scented candles and using them as inspiration.

“Hmm, what a gorgeous name,” he responded, “Suits you well then. I’m Dexter, I hope that the two of us can get to know each other.”

Penny always knew that Dexter was quite the catch but she didn’t realize just how hot he really was. Now that she was seeing his flirtatious side she was feeling positively intoxicated.

“I think I’d like that,” she purred, feeling every so naughty. What was coming over her?

Enough time had passed that it’d completely slipped Penny’s mind that the two of them were standing there naked. However she didn’t really seem to mind Dexter ogling her naked form, now that she had regained her youthful beauty.

“Well don’t mind me,” he said as he stepped away from the shower, “It’s all yours. I’d say ladies first but sadly I’ve already had my turn.”

“A real shame. If you’d done without I could have asked you to join me.”

While she was asking cool on the surface, inside she was giggling like a bashful schoolgirl. How could she say something like that to her daughter’s boyfriend? Why was she feeling so naughty?

“If a beautiful woman like you asked me” he growled with a knowing smile, “I don’t think I could possibly say no.”

Alright Penny this is enough fun and games, she said to herself. You’ve had your fun, you’ve flirted with him, now it’s time to end it before any funny business happens.

Then she took another look at him. She looked over the young hunk’s toned body and positively purred. What a scrumptious specimen. Her daughter was one lucky girl, but if Penny played her cards right it seemed she could be even luckier.

Feeling that lust which stalked her at nights, Penny slowly brushed past Dexter’s body and stepped into the shower cubicle. Once inside she peeked back over her shoulder and wiggled her perfect, round, rear towards him.

“Well I guess you’d better join me then.”

“Hmm, I guess I better.”

Her heart pounded as he stepped in after her and closed the door, locking the two together in the tight space before hot droplets of running water began to pour down, dribbling over their naked bodies.

There wasn’t much space in the shower. It was a room designed for one that just had enough space for two. That’s why it was only natural that his male hardness was left rubbing up against her back, pressed between her supple cheeks.

Penny hadn’t felt the touch of a man in so long, in over ten years. However even back then she’d never encountered anyone as big as Dexter. He was hung like a horse, possessing a cock fitting of a stud.

She nibbled her bottom lip in excitement and pushed her ass back, grinding it along his dick. She loved how hard and hot it was rubbing against her soft skin.

Dexter rolled his hips and changed position, from his cock hot dogging between her sizeable cheeks to rubbing between her soft thighs, his shaft caressing over her tight mound which was bubbling in anticipation.

Of course she knew there was a line that they shouldn’t cross but that hard dick grinding against her sensitive, puffy, pussy made it very hard to resist.

Very hard turned to impossible as her lust continued to build until she could hold back no longer. She’d been starved of sex for over a decade, she refused to be denied any longer.

“Put it in, put it in me,” she moaned back at him, her face flushed red, “I can’t take it anymore. I need you to fill my pussy up with your big, hard, cock.”

“What did I say? I can’t turn down a gorgeous babe like you.”

He grunted as he drew his hips back then thrust, penetrating into her sensitive body with that throbbing meat pole, burying deep into her sensitive folds with one, powerful, movement.

A shuddering moan of pure bliss came flowing out of Penny’s lips as she was pressed firmly into the shower wall with her pinkness spread open, sealed around that girthy dick which filled her ever so brilliantly. This was it, this was the sensation she’d missed. Nothing could compare to the real thing.

Penny’s legs felt weak, her knees shaking around as the pleasure was already getting to her, wave after wave coursing through her veins, churning her insides in ecstasy, and he hadn’t even started moving.

“Please, I need more,” Penny panted hotly as her pussy dripped, the extent of her wetness hidden by the shower, “Start moving, please!”

“You’re such a naughty nympho,” he growled as he began to move, as he began to thrust.

Those warm pants turned into squealing moans as he slammed his hips into her body and stirred her juicy insides about with his erect cock, that fat slab of throbbing meat giving her the pleasure she had missed, the pleasure which made her mind melt.

She was sure she didn’t used to be such a nympho but right now she sure felt that way. This sex was the most incredible thing she’d ever experienced. Never before had she felt so blissful, it was like her head was floating in the clouds, her body following just behind.

As Dexter thrust into her pussy again and again and again, his toned abs spanking against her round ass, dick plundering her depths, her emotions spiked and her muscles tensed, something hot and explosive racing over every inch of her.

While getting fucked by the young stud, Penny experienced the most powerful of orgasms.

Her moans went up a level in volume as her insides tightened, that juicy squirt spraying out as she couldn’t stop shuddering in place. It was a rush that left her out of breath and bathed in euphoria, unlike any climax she’d ever felt before.

Dexter slowed his thrusting to a stop and drew back from her loins as he saw her body convulse around with such intensity and heard her squeal a scream that was still echoing around the small room.

“Are you alright?” he asked her, slightly concerned, “I wasn’t too rough, was I?”

Penny shook her head and lunged at him, smothering their chests together as she mounted back onto his lap and sunk back down onto his erection.

“Need more, need more!” she moaned at him like a bitch in heat, “Faster, harder, rougher! Give me more, give me more!”

Something had triggered in her, that orgasm had done something to her. It showed her a type of pleasure she didn’t know existed and instantly she craved more. It truly transformed her into a sex loving nymphomaniac.

Answering her prayers, Dexter grabbed her soft ass and began to thrust into her with all the force his young, muscular, body could manage, slamming his hung cock up into her gushing folds.

It was true toe curling, eye rolling, mind melting pleasure that kept Penny right on the edge of orgasmic bliss and made her cum again and again and again, her next climax coming just as the last was ending, barely giving her a second of rest.

The way that her insides tensed and tightened around his shaft as she went sex mad gave him stimulation unmatched; her lustful body was making him cum.

“Fuck I’m almost there,” he told her as he kept bouncing her on his hardness.

She locked her legs tight around his back and hugged his torso with all the force she could at that news, the smaller partner moaning up at him.

“Inside, do it inside of me! I want to feel your hot cum inside of me!”

He couldn’t turn down that request. His male pride was calling for the same thing and his body was eager to comply. He was going to do it, he was going to cum inside of her.

Grasping her tightly he pulled her down with all the force he could muster, burying his hardness deep into her loins as his orgasm struck. With a moan he unleashed his seed, painting her insides white with his cum.

That final act gave Penny one final powerful orgasm, one last climax to consume her, one final rush to turn her into a sex loving slut for good.

Together the two remained locked together, bodies spending their energy, releasing their lust. For one it was an immoral moment rewarded with overwhelming pleasure. For the other it was the first step down a long and twisted rabbit hole with no end in sight.


Selling the living arrangement to her own daughter was a bit tricky for Penny. After all how do you explain the fact that the old woman is missing and is suddenly replaced with a young, beautiful, stranger?

The story Penny used was that ‘she’d’ gone away on a vacation, taking advantage of a sudden opportunity she was given. And because there was now a room spare, her nephew could stay there for a bit.

Thanks to some convenient texts sent and some improv by Penny, ‘Rose’ was allowed to take up the main room without too much of a fuss.

However the arrangement they had did slowly start to strain, all because ‘Rose’ was finding it hard to control herself.

That amazing sex she had with Dexter awoke something inside of her, it gave her needs and desires she’d never had before. It turned her from an old, horny, woman regaining her youth to a young, lustful, nymphomaniac.

Penny brought new men back to the house every single day to have sex with her, the most handsome studs she could find who could keep her squealing all night long, giving the girl next door a little taste of payback.

Not only was she dedicating more and more time to pleasure, Penny was also slowly changing herself to look the part. Sure she looked good to begin with but with attracting men being her main priority, she began to look and dress sluttier and sluttier.

To begin with it was just small things like dying her brown hair so that she was a platinum blonde, and wearing more makeup that just screamed looking for attention.

When those particular changes proved a big hit she began to get more daring, modifying her wardrobe so that three inch heels suddenly became six, knee length skirts suddenly became mini and every top would show off her cleavage.

As she attracted more men, bigger men, hotter men, she was encouraged to do more and more in the pursuit of even greater pleasure.

She began to dedicate her time to the tanning beds, turning her skin from a pale white to a crisp bronze. She visited salons to get her nails done and her lashes curled. She even ventured as far as piercings and tattoos, markers to show everyone the kind of girl she was.

Penny had wished to regain her youth, however she’d done more than just that. She wasn’t reliving it, she was changing it.

It only took a couple of months of sex and makeup for her appearance to change completely. The final straw was when she dipped into her life savings and splashed it all on her final stage of man pleasing; plastic surgery.

One day Penny was a slutty girl with a small chest and thin lips. The next she had puffy mouth pillows that squeezed together and huge, fake, breasts that men couldn’t help but ogle.

It’d been a few weeks since then, long enough for everything to heal up nicely. Once again she was spending her time riding on Dexter’s lap, the man she had stolen away from her own daughter, screaming moans of pleasure that the entire house could hear.

“So good, so fucking good! This big hard cock feels so amazing!” Penny groaned in joy, her body shuddering as she gushed again, not pausing even as a fresh orgasm raced over her.

Unlike her who was still full of energy, Dexter was gritting his teeth and clinging to the sheets, fingers curling. This was the eighth orgasm she’d drained from him; she was practically insatiable.

“Rose… I can’t take it much longer…”

“Of course not! Cum, cum inside of me! I want your hot baby batter in my belly!”

The trashy bimbo didn’t ease up on his sensitive cock as she pumped her leaking wetness up and down with a sloppy spank again and again until he couldn’t take anymore.

“Cumming!” he growled, throwing his head back as he climaxed once again, spraying out the remaining cum he had in his balls straight into her nympho pussy.

She shuddered and moaned happily as his warmth filled her up. Sex was the best, she loved sex so much. She barely remembered being that pent up, untouched, old woman who had to masturbate to the sound of others just for some limited pleasure. Now she got fucked multiple times every day and still it wasn’t enough, it just felt that incredible.

As Penny was sitting there on Dexter’s lap, her mobile suddenly began to ring. She clicked scooped it up in her encumbrance fake nails and tapped to answer.

“Like hello? You’re here right now? Like great! Come on in the door should be open. I’m in the first bedroom upstairs.”

After she hung up an exhausted Dexter groaned, “W-who was that?”

“That was the guys who are gonna be fucking me tonight,” she giggled, rising up from his lap, leaving him glossed in her wetness, “Like thanks for the warm up but can you move over now? We’re gonna need the space.”

Dexter was finding it hard to comprehend what she was talking about until the bedroom door open and a group of huge, muscular, black studs came squeezing in with bodies that completely eclipsed Dexter’s, nevermind Penny’s.

“See, here’s the white girl I’ve been telling you about,” one of them grunted, “Biggest and best slut in the whole state.”

She practically had hearts in her eyes. This is what she wanted, the biggest studs around all to herself, and there was so many of them. She’d already came countless times that evening but her body felt ready for more.

Pushing Dexter off the bed, Penny climbed onto all fours and wiggled around her big, tight, booty towards the hunks, showing off her dripping pink pussy and tight hole.

“That’s me! I’m Rose and tonight you boys can do anything you want with me. Anything!”

Grins crept across the faces of the few guys not already smirking from ear to ear as they made their move, easily manhandling the little lady around in a position that was better for them.

“Careful what you wish for you little snow bunny,” one of her guests said, “You might just get it.”

In the end she ended up sandwiched between two, huge, black bodies, a cock lined up with either hole as the others lined up around her. Then her dream came true.

Penny squealed out in absolute ecstasy as the two huge rods were pressed into her, buried deep into her sensitive, lustful, body. Their size and might showed her the true heights of bliss which she had been seeking out.

“Fuck yes!” she groaned out the giant black dicks spread her depths and made themselves at home in her small, tanned, body.

This was it for her, this was the last of Penny. This pleasure was too great, too incredible, she didn’t even want to think about going back to being that boring, unwanted, old woman. From now on she was Rose, just Rose, a horny nympho slut.

As the two studs railed her holes with their throbbing hard ons, another came up to her moaning mouth and clogged it up with his bestial shaft, sealing her lips around his dark girth, filling her up from all angles, making her body completely air tight.

The other guys fed their cocks into her hands and demanded she stroked while another rubbed his erection between her giant tits, using her implants to jerk off.

She’d only wanted to be young again, she’d only wanted to be desired but her wish had given her something more, had shown her something more. Her wish had turned her into a slut who would never be left unwanted again.

Rose took over and Penny slipped away as orgasm after orgasm released from her loins, summoned out by every thrust delivered inside by those black stallions.

In the end all memories of the wishing well slipped away and only its effects remained.

Her wish had came true, just not in the way she ever would have expected. As the studs groaned and began to fill her body up with their hotness, and sprayed over her sexy figure, she knew that from now on she was a slave to big, black, cock.
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