
THE CARNAL LABYRINTH 
A trait swapping story by JohnManTD 

Here is the state of each character at the end of Round 5: 

Caleb: Possesses both a penis and a magically enlarged vagina, is bisexual, and wields a 

supernaturally enhanced power of persuasion. 

Iris: A naked, divinely beautiful goddess with large, lactating D-cup breasts, a fit and muscular 

rear, a breast obsession, exhibitionism, and a newly acquired cum fetish. 

Marcus: His female consciousness and feminized head are now on Owen's powerful male 

body, which has been altered to possess an enlarged vagina, while he remains cursed with 

forced honesty and unending stamina. 

Aria: A 6'2" tall woman with B-cup breasts, Caleb's original penis, a large bubble butt, and a 

powerful mental obsession with vaginas. 

Owen: His super-intelligent male mind and original male head are now on Marcus's soft, 

D-cupped female body, and he is cursed with uncontrollable feminine mannerisms. 

Round 8 

The air in the room was not just tense; it was crystalline, fragile enough to shatter with a 

single word. The game board glowed with a malevolent patience, its spiraling path a map of 

their shared ruin and rebirth. Aria stood poised to roll, her hand hovering over the dice, her 

entire future balanced on the outcome of a simple throw of polished bone. She was two 

spaces away. A two, a three, a four—any combination would grant her victory and, presumably, 

an end to this waking nightmare. Caleb, just one space behind her, watched with an unnerving 

calm, his own ambitions a coiled serpent ready to strike. 

This was it. The final round. 

“Let’s finish this,” Aria breathed, her voice a low growl that resonated from her tall, powerful 

frame. 

Caleb held up a hand, a gesture of command that was instantly, instinctively obeyed. His 

 



amplified persuasion didn’t shout; it saturated the very atmosphere. “My turn first,” he stated, 

not as a point of order, but as an undeniable fact. He was in second place, but he was not 

ready to concede. He scooped up the dice, his gaze sweeping over the others. They were his 

creations, his beautiful, broken toys. He wanted to win, not just to end the game, but to put 

his signature on its conclusion. 

He rolled. The dice clattered, spinning with an almost theatrical flair before settling. A two 

and a two. Four. 

His gryphon token slid smoothly, obediently, landing one agonizing space short of the 

obsidian center. A collective, unconscious sigh of relief and disappointment rippled through 

the room. Aria’s shoulders slumped, a silent prayer of thanks escaping her lips. Caleb’s face 

was a mask of cold frustration. So close. 

The board spat out a green Stratagem card. Caleb plucked it from its slot, his eyes 

narrowing as he read the elegant script. 

“The mind of a rival, the flesh of a friend,​

A piece of their puzzle, your own you’ll amend.” 

“Copy one altered trait from another player,” he announced, his voice flat. His 

super-intelligent mind, born of pure luck and Iris's whim, instantly began cycling through the 

possibilities. He could copy Iris’s supernatural beauty, a tempting vanity. He could take Aria’s 

towering height, a clear physical advantage. But those were superficial. He needed a tool. A 

weapon. His gaze settled on Owen. 

Owen, trapped in his soft, feminine prison, met his stare. The curse of his mannerisms 

made him want to look away demurely, but his male mind, his furious, intelligent mind, held 

the gaze, a silent challenge passing between them. 

Caleb smiled. It was a cold, predatory thing. “A fine choice, Owen,” he said, a note of 

genuine admiration in his voice. “Persuasion is a blunt instrument. Intellect… intellect is a 

scalpel. I’ll take that.” 

The change was not a jolt, but a sudden, breathtaking clarity. If his first brush with 

heightened intelligence was like upgrading from dial-up to fiber-optics, this was like being 
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hardwired directly into the consciousness of a god. The very fabric of reality seemed to 

resolve into focus. He didn't just see the game board; he saw the intricate, interlocking 

systems of probability that governed it. He saw the thematic links between the curses, the 

subtle psychological warfare the Labyrinth waged. He understood, with a certainty that was as 

profound as it was terrifying, that the game wasn't just random; it had a personality. A cruel, 

artistic, and deeply ironic personality. His own powers of persuasion, combined with this 

cosmic intellect, made him something more than the king of this small room. He was a 

demigod, and his kingdom was in reach. 

The dice passed to Iris. She seemed to exist in a separate reality, a bubble of divine 

self-worship. She had barely registered Caleb’s transformation, too engrossed in tracing the 

path of a single, perfect bead of milk as it rolled down the flawless slope of her breast. 

“Iris. Your turn,” Caleb’s new, hyper-articulate voice cut through her reverie. 

“Oh, right,” she said, her voice a melodic, distracted hum. She picked up the dice, her 

movements fluid and impossibly graceful. She was very far from the end, a fact that didn’t 

concern her in the slightest. The journey, for her, was the destination. She let the dice fall 

from her perfect fingers. A six. Green Stratagem. 

She read the card, and her serene expression was replaced by a flicker of genuine, 

mischievous interest. 

“A leap of faith, a change in your fate,​

The position of another, you’ll now appropriate.” 

“Swap places with any other player on the board,” she read aloud, a slow, delighted smile 

spreading across her lips. Her eyes, luminous and intelligent, scanned the board. Her gaze 

passed over Owen, over Marcus, over Aria. It landed on Caleb’s pewter gryphon, sitting so 

tantalizingly close to the center. 

Aria’s heart stopped. “No…” she whispered. “Iris, don’t.” 

Iris just giggled, a sound like wind chimes. “Oh, sweetie, don’t worry. I’m not even trying to 

win.” Her eyes met Caleb’s. “But I do think I’d look better at the front of the line.” 

With a shimmer of displaced air, her gleaming pewter dragon vanished from its spot near 
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the beginning of the path and reappeared on Caleb’s square, one space from the finish. Caleb’s 

gryphon was teleported back to the near-start of the board, a humiliating, instantaneous 

demotion. 

Aria’s hope, which had been blooming so brightly just moments before, withered and died. 

She wasn’t just competing with chance anymore. She was competing with the whims of a 

goddess. 

Caleb felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. His new, god-like intellect processed 

the probabilities in a nanosecond. He couldn’t win. It was mathematically impossible. But as 

the despair settled, another, stranger emotion rose to take its place. Acceptance. He looked 

down at his body, at the fascinating, perfect duality of his new anatomy. He felt the serene 

power of his mind. He was a bisexual, super-intelligent, androgynous futanari. Maybe… maybe 

winning wasn’t the point anymore. 

The dice were now in Marcus’s hands. Or rather, her hands. Her mind was a battlefield. Her 

new female identity was at war with the male body she inhabited, a body she found both 

powerful and repellent. The only parts of this bizarre chimera that felt right were her own 

feminized head, the melodic voice that came from her throat, and the deep, aching void of the 

vagina between her legs. That, and the relentless, shameful thrum of her cum fetish. 

Her honesty curse laid her inner turmoil bare for all to hear. “I don’t know who I am 

anymore,” she said, her voice a fragile, trembling thing. “Every time I think I have a handle on 

it, the game pulls the rug out. This body feels like a suit of armor I can’t take off. But my face… 

my voice… this…” she gestured vaguely towards her crotch, a deep blush coloring her cheeks, 

“...this feels like me. It’s a complete mindfuck.” 

Aria, seeing her distress, felt a pang of something more than just her pussy-obsession. It 

was empathy. “It’s okay, Marcus,” she said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “We’re all a mess.” It 

was a lie, of course. She wasn’t comforting her. She was trying to get close enough to study 

the fascinating biological paradox she had created. But the sentiment was, for a moment, 

almost real. 

Marcus rolled. A green Stratagem card. An Undo. 
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“The ink may be dry, the dye may be cast,​

But one single choice can unmake the past.​

Select one event, one moment of strife,​

And return one poor soul to their previous life.” 

A wave of pure, desperate hope washed over her. She could fix this. She could fix 

something. Her mind raced. She could undo the honesty curse, finally free herself from this 

verbal torment. She could undo her female gender identity, go back to being a man in her own 

head, even if it meant renewing her war with her body. 

But the funny thing was, now that she had the choice, she hesitated. The female identity, as 

much as she fought it, felt… true. It was a terrifying, deeply ingrained part of her now. To 

erase it would be a different kind of death. 

So, in a moment of pure, emotional impulse, she chose the most immediate, physical 

source of her dysphoria. “I’m undoing the body swap,” she declared. “The one with Owen.” 

The magic seized them both. For Marcus, it was a feeling of profound relief, a return to a 

familiar prison. Owen’s powerful, muscular body melted away, replaced by her own original, 

soft, feminized form. The D-cup breasts settled back onto her chest, the gentle curves of her 

hips returned. She was no longer a chimera. She was a woman, head to toe. A woman with an 

unnervingly large vagina, a cum fetish, and an honesty curse, but a woman nonetheless. 

For Owen, it was a resurrection. The soft, weak female body dissolved, and the glorious, 

hard-earned strength of his muscular physique returned. He stood up, stretching his powerful 

limbs, feeling the solid, reassuring presence of his own masculinity. He was back. 

Aria watched the transformation, a flicker of disappointment in her eyes. The powerful 

male body she had been coveting was gone. But then she looked at Marcus, at her soft, female 

form, and the pussy obsession roared back to life. It didn’t matter. The prize was still there. 

It was her turn. The path to victory was clear again. Iris was a whimsical, unpredictable 

obstacle, but she was only one space away. A two was all she needed. Her hand trembled as 

she scooped up the dice, the weight of everyone’s future resting in her palm. She closed her 

eyes, whispered a silent prayer, and threw. 
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The dice seemed to hang in the air for an eternity before clattering onto the board. 

One. 

A single, solitary dot. 

“NO!” The scream was ripped from her throat, a sound of pure, undiluted agony and 

disbelief. The universe had a sick sense of humor. Her token slid forward one space, landing 

her in a perfect tie with Iris. 

She snatched the card from the board, her hands shaking with rage. Red Metamorphosis. 

Target. 

“The X and the Y, the Eve and the Adam,​

A partner’s biology, you’ll now have to fathom.” 

“Gender swap with the person to your left,” she read, her voice dead. She didn’t even need 

to look. She knew who was to her left. 

Owen, who had been reveling in the return of his own body for less than a minute, let out a 

long, weary sigh. “You have got to be kidding me.” 

The change was swift and brutal. For Aria, it was a hardening, a coarsening. Her new B-cup 

breasts, which she had cherished for all of five minutes, melted back into a flat, masculine 

pectoral plane. Her face, which had retained a certain softness despite her height, sharpened, 

her jaw becoming squarer, her brow heavier. She was, unmistakably, a man. A very tall, 

powerful man with a bubble butt and Caleb’s penis. She looked down at her now-flat chest and 

began to cry, deep, racking sobs of a man who had just lost the last piece of the woman he 

used to be. 

For Owen, it was the final humiliation. His newly reclaimed masculinity was stripped away 

once more. His body softened, his hips flared, his shoulders narrowed. A pair of pert B-cups 

blossomed on his chest. He was now, from head to toe, a woman. A very tall, very muscular, 

super-intelligent woman, cursed to move with the delicate grace of a princess. 

Marcus, her female identity now feeling more secure than ever, went to comfort the 

weeping man who used to be her girlfriend. “Hey, hey, it’s okay,” she soothed, putting a gentle 
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hand on his back. “We’ll get through this.” 

Owen’s turn. She—for she was undeniably a she now—picked up the dice with a delicate, 

feminine hand that looked utterly incongruous with her bulging bicep. She rolled. Purple 

Subversion. Self. 

“If the mind is a weapon, the body a shell,​

Your look must align with the stories you tell.” 

“Look the part,” she read, her new female voice dripping with sarcasm. Her form 

shimmered for a moment. Her messy, short hair rearranged itself, growing slightly and pulling 

back into a tight, severe ponytail. A pair of stylish, intelligent-looking glasses materialized on 

her face. Her simple jeans and t-shirt dissolved, replaced by a form-fitting, professional yet 

undeniably sexy business suit—a crisp white blouse, a tight pencil skirt that showed off the 

curve of her powerful thighs, and a pair of sensible-yet-stiletto-like heels that she found 

herself balancing on with impossible, infuriating ease. 

She was the living embodiment of the “sexy librarian” or “hot nerdy girl” stereotype. It was 

the game’s final, perfect insult, packaging her god-like intellect and amazon physique into a 

fetishistic cliché. 

She grumbled, adjusting her new glasses. But the others stared. She was… stunning. The 

combination of raw physical power, hyper-intelligence radiating from her eyes, and a curated, 

professional sex appeal was a potent mix. 

Round 9: The Final Judgment 

The final round. The tension was absolute. Iris and Aria were tied, one space from the 

finish. Caleb, his hope of winning shattered, rolled first, his movements languid with 

resignation. A three. He landed on a purple Subversion tile. Self. 

“A harmony sought, a balance to strike,​

Your form will now shift to the self that you like.” 

“It’s making me… androgynous,” he said, a note of wonder in his voice. The change was a 

subtle sanding of edges. His facial features softened, losing their distinctly masculine angles 
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without becoming overtly feminine. His body retained its lean frame, but the lines became 

more fluid, less defined. He wasn’t a man. He wasn’t a woman. He was something in between, a 

beautiful, perfect synthesis of both. And with his dual genitalia, his bisexuality, and his 

transcendent intellect, he felt, for the first time, truly complete. He liked this. He liked this a 

lot. 

The dice passed to Iris. She had to be dragged from her self-worship by a sharp command 

from Caleb. She was one roll away from victory. The fate of everyone in the room rested in her 

perfect, manicured hands. She tossed the dice casually. 

A six. 

Victory. 

The board flared with a brilliant, blue light. The pewter dragon token slid into the black 

obsidian center and was absorbed with a soft, chiming sound. The game was over. 

A profound silence fell over the room. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, a single, 

pristine white card materialized on the obsidian stone where her token had been. It was 

thicker than the others, its edges glowing with a soft, internal light. 

Iris picked it up, her expression one of mild curiosity, as if she had just received an 

interesting piece of mail. She read it aloud, her melodic voice echoing in the silent room. 

“‘Congratulations, Winner. The Labyrinth is conquered, its puzzle undone. The threads 

of fate now lie in your hands. Before you are two paths, two realities to choose. One will 

unspool the thread, returning all players to the state in which they began, their 

memories of this night a fading dream. The other will knot the thread, making every 

change, every curse, every blessing, a permanent part of your new reality. The choice is 

yours.’” 

As she finished speaking, two large, luminous buttons materialized on the surface of the 

board. One glowed a furious, angry red. The other, a serene, inviting green. 

The dam of their composure broke. 

“No!” Aria’s male voice screamed. “Iris, no, you have to hit the red one! I can’t be like this 
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forever!” 

“Please, Iris!” Marcus begged, tears streaming down her face. “I can’t live with this honesty 

curse. I feel comfortable as a woman, but I need to get rid of this curse and the cum fetish! 

Please!” 

They surged forward, a wave of desperation threatening to swamp the coffee table. 

“STOP!” 

Caleb’s voice, amplified by his intellect and his persuasion, was not a shout; it was a 

physical force. It slammed into them, arresting their movements, forcing them back into their 

seats. They sat, trembling and frantic, but silenced. 

Caleb stood, his androgynous form radiating a calm, absolute authority. “Panicking is 

pointless,” he said, his voice a low, reasonable hum. “We need to think. Owen?” 

Owen pushed her new glasses up her nose. “He’s right,” she said, her feminine voice crisp 

and analytical. “Iris, listen to me. I know my intellect is a gift. I know Caleb enjoys his new… 

perspective. And god knows you love your own form. But we have to consider the long-term 

implications. This isn’t a pocket dimension. This is reality. How do we explain this to our 

families? Our jobs? How does Aria get a new driver’s license as a man? How does Marcus 

explain her transition to her parents? The magical elements, the curses, the forced honesty… 

they will make a normal life impossible. The potential for catastrophic failure in every social 

interaction is nearly one hundred percent. The only logical, the only safe course of action is a 

full reset.” 

Caleb nodded, his argument laid bare. “He… she is right. As much as I have… enjoyed 

certain aspects of this experience, our old lives, our old selves, are the only viable path 

forward. We have to go back. Hit the red button, Iris.” 

They all turned to her, their faces a chorus of desperate hope. Aria, Marcus, Caleb, Owen… 

they were united, for the first time, in a single, desperate desire. 

Iris looked at them, a slow, pitying smile on her divinely beautiful face. It was the smile of a 

god looking at a group of panicked, short-sighted mortals. 

“Oh, sweeties,” she said, her voice dripping with a condescending affection that was more 
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terrifying than any anger. She stood up, her naked, perfect body a monument to her own 

victory. “But look at me.” 

She held out her hands, gesturing to her own impossible form. “How could I ever go back to 

being… that? To being plain? To being mortal?” 

They saw it then. It wasn’t just her body that had changed. The game hadn’t just made her 

beautiful; it had rewritten her soul around the concept of that beauty. She wasn’t a person 

anymore. She was a religion of one, and she was her own sole worshipper. 

Caleb’s eyes widened in horror. “Iris, listen to my voice…” he began, trying to weave his 

persuasion around her. 

She simply put her perfect fingers in her ears, shaking her head with a giggle. “Nuh-uh, 

mister. No influencing the goddess.” 

She turned back to the board, her eyes alight with a serene, terrifying joy. She looked at the 

green button, the button that would seal their fates, that would condemn them all to this 

beautiful, twisted hell. 

And with a final, beatific smile, she confidently pressed it. 

A wave of emerald light erupted from the board, washing over them, warm and final. It felt 

like a lock clicking shut on a universal scale. The Labyrinth congratulated them one last time, 

and then, with a neat, folding motion that defied physics, it packed itself into its box. The 

latches clicked shut. The windows, which had been black, unyielding voids, suddenly showed 

the twinkling lights of the city at night. The front door, once a slab of impenetrable steel, was 

just a door again. 

They were free. But they were ruined. 

They all began shouting at once, a cacophony of rage and despair aimed at the naked, 

smiling goddess in the center of the room. But their words were like pebbles thrown against a 

mountain. She was untouchable, wrapped in the divine certainty of her own perfection. She 

simply turned, her lactating breasts swaying, her muscular ass flexing, and walked toward the 

bedroom, presumably to find a mirror and continue her eternal worship. 

The four of them were left in the ruins of their old lives, the architects of their own 
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beautiful, permanent prisons. 

The Aftermath: Living in the Labyrinth 

One Month Later 

Caleb 

The sign on the frosted glass door read: “C. Thorne: Bespoke Solutions.” It was vague, 

exclusive, and ruinously expensive. Inside, Caleb sat behind a large, minimalist desk, his 

androgynous form clad in a perfectly tailored silk suit that accommodated his unique anatomy 

without drawing attention to it. His hyper-intellect had processed the stock market, global 

politics, and human psychology, and found them to be simple, predictable systems. He was a 

millionaire now. More than that, he was a kingmaker, a silent, unseen hand guiding the 

fortunes of the powerful. 

But power, he was discovering, was a cold bedfellow. Tonight, he’d dismissed his staff early. 

The woman sitting across from him was not a client. She was a high-end escort, hired not for 

conversation, but for a very specific, experimental purpose. He hadn’t used his persuasion; he 

didn’t need to. His wealth was its own form of magic, and she had agreed to his… unusual 

requests without batting an eye. 

She was stunning, a classic blonde bombshell, and as she knelt before him on the plush 

Persian rug in his office, his new bisexuality registered her beauty with an appreciative, 

almost academic interest. But it was his own body that held his focus. 

“As we discussed,” he said, his voice a calm, neutral baritone as he stood and unfastened his 

trousers. They slid to the floor, revealing the impossible truth of his form. The thick, perfectly 

formed penis, nestled just above the plump, swollen lips of his equally perfect vagina. He was a 

walking, breathing paradox. The escort’s professional composure flickered for only a second, 

her eyes widening before she masked her surprise. 

“You want me to… service both?” she asked, her voice steady. 

“Simultaneously,” Caleb confirmed. “It is a matter of… sensory mapping. I need to 

understand the feedback loop.” 
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She nodded, a true professional, and went to work. As her mouth closed around the head of 

his penis, a familiar, electric heat shot through him. But it was different now. It was one half of 

a circuit. At the same time, her skilled fingers parted the lips of his vagina, finding the hard, 

sensitive nub of his clitoris. 

The moment she began to stroke him there, his universe tilted on its axis. The sensations 

were not separate; they were synthesized in his brain into a single, overwhelming wave of 

dualistic pleasure. The deep, rhythmic suction on his cock was a grounding, bass-heavy 

thrum, while the sharp, electric stings from his clitoris were a soaring, frantic melody. His 

hyper-intellect, even in the throes of this new ecstasy, was working overtime, analyzing the 

signals, mapping the neural pathways. Fascinating. The signals seem to converge at the 

anterior cingulate cortex, creating a synergistic effect rather than two competing stimuli. The 

pleasure is not doubled; it is squared. 

He reached down, his own hand covering hers, guiding her fingers. He was not just 

receiving pleasure; he was conducting it. He pushed his hips forward, burying his penis 

deeper in her throat while grinding his clitoris against her knuckles. He was fucking her 

mouth and being fucked by her hand, the active and passive, the male and female, all 

happening at once, all within his own perfect, solitary form. 

His orgasm was a cataclysm. It ripped through him from two distinct points of origin, a 

thermonuclear explosion of sensation that made his vision go white. He felt the hot, pulsing 

release from his penis, the deep, shuddering contractions of his vaginal walls, all at the same 

instant. He shouted, a raw, involuntary sound that was neither male nor female. 

When it was over, he stood panting, the escort delicately wiping her mouth. He paid her 

triple her fee and sent her away without another word. He was left alone in his vast, silent 

office, the lingering phantom of his monumental climax the only warmth in the room. He had 

a perfect body, a god-like mind, and the ability to experience a pleasure that no other human 

in history ever had. And in the silent aftermath, surrounded by the fruits of his new power, he 

felt an emptiness so profound it was a physical ache. He had become a closed circuit, a perfect 

system of one, and he had never been more alone. 

Owen - Now going by Olivia 

Dr. Olivia Wirth strode through the university halls, her heels clicking with an aggressive, 
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feminine rhythm she both loathed and had mastered. Her amazon-like physique was encased 

in a severe, tailored pantsuit, a declaration of war against the soft curves it was designed to 

accentuate. Her super-intelligent mind was a universe of elegant equations and cosmic 

theories, but her body was a cage of infuriating, unwanted signifiers. 

Tonight, she wasn’t going home. A brilliant, ambitious—and frankly, arrogant—post-doc 

from the astrophysics department had challenged her latest paper, and she had invited him to 

her office to “discuss his objections.” It was a lie. This wasn't about debate; it was about 

conquest. 

He sat across from her desk, smug and self-assured, attempting to poke holes in her theory 

of quantum entanglement. Olivia let him talk, her chin resting delicately on her steepled 

fingers, a mannerism that had simply appeared one day. She watched him, not listening to his 

words, but analyzing his body language, his vocal tics, the subtle tells of his own intellectual 

insecurity. Her mind, a terrifying engine of logic, had already dismantled his 

counter-argument in seventeen different ways. But that wasn’t the point. 

“You’re very passionate, Dr. Hayes,” she said, her female voice a smooth, silken thing. She 

stood up, her hips swaying with that damned, unavoidable grace, and walked around the desk. 

She leaned over his shoulder, her B-cup breasts brushing against his arm. He flinched, 

startled, his eloquent argument dissolving into a stammer. 

“I… uh… yes, well, the data is…” 

“The data is irrelevant,” Olivia purred, her finger tracing the lapel of his jacket. “What I’m 

interested in is your conviction.” Her feminine curse was a weapon, and her intellect was the 

hand that wielded it. She saw the flush on his neck, the way his pupils dilated. Checkmate. 

She didn't want him. The thought of the physical act was a tedious, clinical affair in her 

mind. But she needed to feel something other than the cold, isolating hum of her own genius. 

She needed to prove that even in this prison of a body, she was the one in control. 

She led him to the small cot in the back of her office she used for late nights of work. The 

sex was an exercise in detached dominance. She directed him with cold, precise commands, 

her hands guiding his body as if he were a piece of lab equipment. When he entered her, the 

sensation was alien, a dull, intrusive pressure that her mind immediately began to analyze. 

Page 13 



The friction coefficient is adequate, but the angle of entry is suboptimal for full clitoral 

engagement. His thrusts lack a consistent rhythm. 

She felt her body begin to respond, a purely mechanical process of nerve endings firing. 

But her mind was miles away, charting the physiological response curve. She watched her own 

orgasm approach with the detached interest of an astronomer observing a distant star go 

supernova. It was a wave of pure, biological data, a system overload that was intense but 

utterly devoid of pleasure. As her body convulsed beneath him, her mind was already back at 

the whiteboard, solving for x. 

When it was over, she dismissed him with a cool, “Your counter-argument lacks sufficient 

evidence. You may go.” He left, confused and utterly broken. Olivia lay on the cot, the foreign 

stickiness between her legs a source of profound disgust. She had won. She had asserted her 

dominance. And the victory felt as hollow and empty as the space between galaxies. 

Iris 

Iris’s life was art. Her penthouse, a gift from a smitten shipping magnate, was a minimalist 

white space, a gallery designed for a single, perfect exhibit: herself. She spent her days in a 

state of tranquil, narcissistic bliss, her every moment a carefully composed vignette. 

Tonight was a special occasion. A commission. She had selected her medium carefully: a 

pair of identical twin male models she’d scouted from an obscure fashion magazine. They 

were young, perfectly sculpted, and possessed an almost inhuman symmetry that she found 

aesthetically pleasing. 

They arrived at her door, nervous and awestruck, and she greeted them in her natural 

state: completely, gloriously naked. She didn't speak. She simply gestured for them to enter, 

her supernatural beauty a force that stripped them of their own volition. 

She led them to the center of the vast living room, where a single, oversized white silk 

sheet was draped over the floor. The lighting was perfect, a soft, diffused glow from hidden 

sources. This was her canvas. 

“Here,” she commanded, her voice a soft, melodic whisper. “And here.” She positioned them 

on the sheet, not as lovers, but as components in a composition. One kneeling, one reclining, 

their limbs arranged to create a pleasing interplay of lines and shadows. They obeyed without 
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question, their eyes wide with a mixture of fear and worship. 

Her obsessions were now her artistic tools. Her Exhibitionism was her performance. Her 

Breast Obsession was her appreciation for her own primary medium. And her Cum Fetish was 

her demand for the final, finishing touch. 

She moved between the two men, a living sculpture weaving through a static one. She used 

her body as a brush, the curve of her muscular ass grazing a chiseled jaw, the tip of a lactating 

breast tracing a line down a corded bicep. She elicited arousal from them with the detached 

skill of a master musician, not for the sake of passion, but to prepare her paint. 

“Now,” she whispered when they were both impossibly hard, their bodies trembling with 

need. She knelt between them. “You will both finish. On me. But you will not touch me. This is 

not about feeling. This is about seeing.” 

She lay back on the silk sheet, her body a pale, luminous canvas. She arranged her limbs, 

tilted her head, and then gave a single, sharp nod. The two men, driven by a need they 

couldn’t comprehend, erupted. She watched, her eyes wide with a purely aesthetic pleasure, 

as the twin streams of white arced through the air. She guided their aim with small, subtle 

shifts of her body, ensuring an even, artistic coating. 

The warm, sticky fluid decorated her perfect skin, clinging to the dark areolas of her 

breasts, dripping from the swell of her stomach, pooling in the delicate hollow of her 

collarbone. It was a Jackson Pollock, a messy, chaotic, and in her eyes, breathtakingly beautiful 

masterpiece. 

When they were done, she lay still for a long time, admiring the work. The models, spent 

and confused, simply watched her. 

“You may leave,” she finally said, her voice soft. They dressed in silence and left, closing the 

door softly behind them. Iris remained on the floor, alone in her gallery, covered in the cooling 

evidence of her art. She was the painter, the canvas, and the critic, all in one. And in her 

perfect, beautiful, sterile world, there was no room for anyone else. 

Aria & Marcus 

They lived in a new apartment, a small, quiet place far from the memories of Caleb’s living 
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room. Their life together was the most complex and painful adaptation of all. 

Ari, as he now called himself, was struggling. He worked a manual labor job, his tall, 

powerful frame making him a natural. The simple, physical exhaustion was a welcome 

distraction from the constant war in his head. He looked like a man, he sounded like a man, 

but the phantom feelings of the woman he used to be haunted him. His pussy obsession had 

faded from a roaring fire to a low, smoldering ember, but it was always there, a hungry ghost 

in the back of his mind. 

Marcus had it worse. Her female identity had settled in completely. She was a woman, 

head-to-toe. The Undo card had mercifully returned her to her own soft, D-cupped female 

body, a form that at least felt congruous with her mind. But the relief was shallow. Her 

honesty curse made life a minefield, and her new cum fetish was a constant, humiliating 

torment, a gnawing hunger that never subsided. 

Ari came home from his job, his body aching with a satisfying, masculine weariness. He was 

covered in sweat and grime, and all he wanted was a cold beer. But the moment he walked 

through the door and saw Marcus on the couch, both of their curses ignited. 

She was wearing one of his old, oversized t-shirts and a pair of simple panties, her D-cup 

breasts pressing against the soft cotton. The sight of her, so soft and female, made Ari's pussy 

obsession flare to life. He didn’t just see his girlfriend; he saw a fascinating biological mystery 

he was compelled to solve, an object of worship his body screamed to explore. 

She looked up at him, and her honesty curse immediately gave voice to the fetish that was 

consuming her. "Thank god you're home," she breathed, her voice trembling slightly. "I've been 

trying not to think about it all day, but I can't. I just… I need your cum, Ari. I can feel my body 

aching for it. It's the only thing that will make this feeling go away." Her cheeks flushed a deep, 

shameful crimson, but she couldn't stop the words. 

Her confession was like a key in a lock for him. The pussy obsession and the cum fetish, 

two sides of a dark, magical coin, met in the charged air between them. There was no 

romance, no seduction. It was a collision of needs. 

He crossed the room in three long strides, his tall frame towering over her. "Show me," he 

growled, his voice thick with his own curse-driven desire. 

Page 16 



Her hands, trembling, pulled the hem of the t-shirt up, baring her soft belly and the lush 

swell of her breasts. Then, she slid her panties down her thighs. She lay back on the couch, 

her legs parting, an offering born of pure, magical compulsion. His eyes locked onto the target 

of his obsession: the impossibly large, deep vagina nestled between her soft, feminine thighs. 

"It's so perfect," he whispered, his voice full of a reverence that made her squirm. He knelt 

between her legs, his rough, calloused construction-worker hands a stark contrast to her soft 

skin. His touch was not gentle; it was investigative. He parted the thick, fleshy lips, his fingers 

exploring the intricate folds, mapping the sensitive terrain. 

Marcus gasped, her hips bucking on the cushions. "Please," she whimpered, her honesty a 

torrent of raw need. "Just fuck me. Just fill me up. I don't care about anything else. I need to 

feel you come inside me." 

Her words were the only foreplay he needed. He tore at his jeans, freeing his own powerful, 

hard penis. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her 

slick, waiting flesh. 

"I'm going to own you," he whispered, the words a manifestation of his obsessive need to 

conquer, to understand this part of her. 

He thrust into her in a single, deep motion. Marcus screamed, a high, keening sound of 

both pain and ecstatic fulfillment. The feeling of being completely filled, of his thick shaft 

stretching the walls of her supernaturally deep vagina, was an agony and a paradise. Her body, 

governed by her unending stamina, could take it, could take all of it. 

The sex was brutal, a frantic, desperate act. His every thrust was an exploration, a conquest 

of the anatomy he was obsessed with. Her every moan was a brutally honest narration of her 

own debasement and desire. "Yes… deeper… like that… Oh god, I can feel you getting ready… 

Please, give it to me… Flood me…" 

Her pleas drove him over the edge. With a final, guttural roar, he emptied himself deep 

inside her, his orgasm a violent, shuddering release. For him, it was the satisfaction of a deep, 

intellectual craving, the solving of a physical puzzle. For her, it was nirvana. The hot, pulsing 

flood of his seed inside her was the only thing that could silence the screaming need of her 

fetish. It was a wave of pure, absolute fulfillment that washed away her identity, her 
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humiliation, everything. 

They collapsed, tangled in a heap of sweat and shame. As the haze of their shared climax 

cleared, the cold reality of their situation returned. He was a man obsessed with a part of her 

she never asked for. She was a woman addicted to his seed. 

He rolled off her, the obsession momentarily sated, leaving only the dull ache of his own 

dysphoria. He looked at the woman beside him, her body limp with a satisfaction that felt 

more like a symptom than a pleasure. 

"I hate this," Marcus whispered, the tears returning, her honesty unsparing. "I hate needing 

you like this. It feels… degrading." 

Ari looked at her, at the tears tracking through the faint sheen of sweat on her face. A 

flicker of the old Aria, the one who loved this woman, stirred within him. He reached out and 

brushed a tear from her cheek with his thumb. 

“I know,” he said, his voice quiet, stripped of his curse’s aggression. “Me too.” He pulled her 

against his chest, his strong, masculine body holding her soft, female one. He was a man who 

missed being a woman. She was a woman addicted to his masculinity. They were broken, they 

were ruined, they were trapped in a labyrinth of their own making. But as they held each other 

in the quiet darkness of their shared prison, the one thing the Labyrinth hadn’t been able to 

take from them, the stubborn, resilient ghost of their love, held them together. It was all they 

had left. 
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