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Part 1: A Strange Man Comes To Town 

The rusted tailgate of the 1998 Ford F-150 groaned, a metallic protest against the stagnant 

heat of the night. Caleb shifted his weight, feeling the denim of his jeans scrape against the 

metal, and crushed an empty Budweiser can in his fist. He tossed it into the bed of the truck 

where it clattered against a dozen of its fallen brethren, a graveyard of cheap aluminum. 

"That's the last one," Caleb murmured, staring out at the dark stretch of Main Street. 

Ryan sighed, a sound that seemed to rattle deep in his chest. He leaned back against the cab, 

his lanky frame stretching out, boots crossed at the ankles. "Figures. It’s not even ten. We can't 

tap out yet, man. If I go home now, I have to listen to my stepdad argue with the TV." 

They had been best friends since kindergarten, a bond forged in the fires of boredom and 

shared mediocrity. Caleb was the driver, the mechanic, the one who kept things running. Ryan 

was the dreamer, the one who talked about leaving but never packed a bag. 

Caleb patted the roof of the truck affectionately. "We aren't going anywhere. Not in this beast. 

Three years I spent restoring this with my dad before he passed. I’m not driving her drunk." 

"So, we walk," Ryan said, gesturing vaguely across the street. "Gas station is still open. Bubba’s 

probably asleep behind the counter, but he’ll sell us a twelve-pack." 

"Fine," Caleb grunted, sliding off the hood. His boots hit the asphalt with a heavy thud. "I'll go. 

You watch the truck. Don't let the rust mites get it." 

Caleb started the trek across the cracked pavement. The air was thick, smelling of gasoline, 

wet asphalt, and the impending pressure of a storm that never seemed to break. As he 

approached the flickering neon sign of the 'Fill-N-Go', the atmosphere shifted. The air 

pressure dropped, a sudden vacuum that made his ears pop and the hair on his arms stand up. 

 



A low, humming vibration rattled his teeth. He looked toward the pumps. 

Parked across three spaces, gleaming like a diamond in a pile of coal, was a car that didn't 

belong in Oakhaven. It didn't belong on this planet. It was a low-slung, aggressive sports car, 

but the paint shifted colors as he looked at it, an iridescent oil-slick of violet and gold. Leaning 

against it was a man in a suit that matched the car, the fabric shimmering in the low light. He 

was handsome in a sharp, terrifying way, like a statue carved from ice. Hanging off his arm 

was a woman who looked like she’d been airbrushed into existence, all legs and hair and 

impossibly smooth skin. 

Caleb froze near the ice machine. The man turned. He caught his own reflection in the glass 

door of the station… and flinched. A flicker of genuine disgust crossed his perfect features, 

and he quickly looked away, adjusting his collar as if the sight of himself in a mundane 

reflection was physically painful. 

Weird, Caleb thought. Guy can't stand his own face? 

The man ignored Caleb, sweeping into the store with his arm candy. 

Caleb waited a beat, then pushed through the glass doors. The bell chimed, but the sound was 

distorted, warped like a cassette tape played too slow. He walked to the beer cooler, the hum 

of the electricity sounding like a choir of whispering voices. He grabbed a twelve-pack, the 

cold cardboard grounding him. 

He turned to the counter, expecting to see Bubba, the three-hundred-pound proprietor who 

smelled permanently of onions and cigarettes. 

Bubba was gone. 

Standing behind the counter was a woman. She was barely contained by the Fill-N-Go 

uniform polo shirt. Her breasts were massive, straining the fabric to its breaking point, two 

heavy, soft globes that seemed to defy gravity and logic. She had blonde pigtails, bright blue 

eyes, and a smile that was a little too wide, a little too vacant. 

"Hiya!" she chirped. Her voice was sugar syrup and sex. "Find everything okay, handsome?" 

Caleb blinked. He looked around. "Uh. Where's Bubba?" 
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The girl giggled, the sound making her massive chest bounce with a hypnotic, fluid rhythm. 

"Who? I'm Trixie! I've always worked here, silly!" She leaned over the counter, and the 

movement was a tidal wave of flesh. Her cleavage swallowed his field of vision, the scent of 

artificial strawberries hitting him. "You want a receipt? Or maybe a squeeze?" She winked, 

lifting her breasts with her hands, offering them up like fruit. 

Caleb felt a traitorous stir in his jeans despite the confusion. The visual was overwhelming. 

"Just... just the beer." He threw a twenty on the counter and practically ran out. 

He sprinted back to the truck, his breath coming in short gasps. "Dude," he said, slamming the 

beer onto the hood. "Something is messed up. Bubba is gone. There's some... some anime porn 

star working the register." 

Ryan sat up, frowning. "You drunk already? Bubba owns the place. He lives there." 

"I'm telling you!" Caleb pointed. "And that guy with the car..." 

Before Ryan could answer, a spotlight blinded them. Blue and red lights flashed against the 

brick wall of the hardware store next door. A cruiser rolled up, and Officer Miller stepped out. 

She was a stern woman with a buzzcut, a permanent scowl, and a reputation for busting 

teenagers for breathing too loudly. 

"You boys drinking out here?" Miller barked, her hand resting on her belt. 

"We're twenty-one, Miller, you know us," Ryan groaned, sliding off the hood. 

"IDs," she demanded, marching over. 

But before she could grab them, a crash of glass shattered the night. 

They all turned. At the gas station, a massive biker. Big Mike, the town’s resident meth dealer 

and tough guy, was standing over the iridescent car, a tire iron in his hand. He had just 

smashed the windshield. 

The man in the suit was standing there, looking at the broken glass. 

"Hey!" Miller shouted, abandoning the boys and running toward the scene. "Drop the weapon!" 

Caleb and Ryan exchanged a look. "We should go," Ryan said. 

Page 3 



"No," Caleb said, drawn by a morbid curiosity. "I gotta see this." He started walking, and Ryan, 

cursing under his breath, followed. 

They reached the edge of the pumps just as Miller leveled her gun at Big Mike. "Get on the 

ground, Mike!" 

The man in the suit sighed. He dusted an imaginary speck of dirt from his lapel. "So noisy," he 

said. His voice was smooth, resonant, vibrating in Caleb’s chest. "So much aggression. It's ugly. 

Why must everything be so... hard?" 

 "You parked like a douchebag across three spots!" Mike yelled, puffing his chest out. 

"Ugly," the man repeated. He lifted a hand, his fingers long and elegant. He flicked his wrist. 

The air rippled. 

Big Mike choked. He dropped the tire iron. His massive, tattooed arms began to tremble. Caleb 

watched in horror as the muscle seemed to liquefy, draining away like water. Mike’s broad 

shoulders snapped inward with a wet crunch. He screamed, but the scream pitched higher 

and higher, turning into a soprano wail. His gut vanished, his waist cinching in violently. His 

beard receded into his face, his jaw softening, rounding. 

In seconds, Big Mike was gone. In his place, kneeling in a pile of oversized leather clothes, was 

a petite, trembling woman with doe eyes and soft, pale skin. She looked up at the man in the 

suit, her eyes filled with tears, and then, a sudden, adoring glaze washed over them. 

"I'm sorry, Master," she squeaked, clutching the man’s pant leg. "I was so loud. Please forgive 

me. I'll be quiet. I'll be good." 

Caleb grabbed Ryan’s arm. "Did you see that? Did he just..." 

"Freeze!" Miller screamed, her voice shaking. "Hands in the air! What did you do to him?" 

The man turned to Miller. He smiled. It was a terrifying, predatory baring of teeth. "A gun? 

Really? A woman shouldn't handle such phallic things. It confuses the energy." 

He waved his hand again. 

Officer Miller gasped. Her buzzcut grew out in seconds, cascading down her back in luscious, 

Page 4 



dark waves. Her chest exploded outward, two massive mounds of flesh erupting from her 

sternum, ripping her shirt open. Her hips flared, the sound of bone reshaping echoing like 

gunshots. She grew taller, thicker, her legs lengthening into statuesque pillars of muscle and 

curve. 

She stood there, an Amazonian goddess in tattered police blues, her massive breasts heaving, 

nipples hard and dark against the shredded fabric. She looked at her hands, then at her body. 

A low moan escaped her lips. "Oh... oh my..." She ran her hands over her new curves, her eyes 

rolling back, her hand drifting between her legs. 

"Much better," the man said. "The Sculptor prefers art to noise." 

He turned, scanning the lot. His eyes landed on Caleb’s truck. 

"My car is ruined," The Sculptor said, kicking a piece of glass. "I need a replacement. That 

truck... it has a certain rustic charm. I think I'll take it." 

He started walking toward it. 

Caleb didn't think. That truck wasn't just metal. It was weekends spent under the chassis with 

his dad, grease under their fingernails, country music playing on the radio. It was the last 

thing he had of the man who raised him. 

"Hey!" Caleb yelled, stepping out from behind the pumps. "Stay away from my truck!" 

Ryan hissed, "Caleb, stop! Are you insane?" 

The Sculptor stopped. He looked at Caleb, then at Ryan. He tilted his head, and walked closer. 

"You deny me?" 

"It's my truck," Caleb said, his voice shaking but his feet planted. He stood in front of the 

driver's side door, blocking it. "Take that Honda over there. Take anything else. This isn't 

yours." 

"I can take what I want," The Sculptor said softly. "I can reshape the world. And you... you are 

so very dull. So angular. You need softening. You need to match the truck's new owner." 

"New owner?" Caleb asked. 
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"Me," The Sculptor said. "And I think you'll make a lovely hood ornament." 

He flicked his wrist. 

It wasn't like the others. It wasn't instant. It was a wave of liquid fire that hit Caleb in the groin. 

He doubled over, screaming, but the scream shifted as his vocal cords thinned and stretched. 

He felt his penis dissolve. It was a sensation of profound loss followed immediately by a 

terrifying, intrusive inversion. His balls retracted, sucking up into his body, while his shaft split 

and folded inward, nerves rewiring themselves in a frenzy of sparks. A wet, slick opening 

formed where his manhood had been, a new, empty ache settling deep in his pelvis, a craving 

he didn't understand opening up like a flower. 

"No!" he tried to yell, but his voice cracked, pitching up into a sultry alto. His Adam's apple 

dissolved. His neck thinned, becoming elegant and swan-like. Caleb fell to his knees, gasping, 

the new weight on his chest pulling him forward.  

The heat rushed up. His shoulders, broad and strong from years of manual labor, snapped and 

shrank, the bone density dissolving. His arms lost their hair, the skin smoothing into silk, 

muscles elongating into something soft and feminine. His waist pinched in, his internal organs 

shifting and squirming to accommodate a new womb. His hips ground and popped, widening, 

flaring out to create a lush cradle of bone designed for bearing weight and pleasure. 

And then the chest. It felt like two balloons inflating under his skin. Pressure, intense and 

painful, then relief as his pecs softened and swelled. They grew and grew, heavy and soft, 

spilling out of his flannel shirt, buttons popping and pinging off the asphalt. They settled as 

heavy, sensitive D-cups, the nipples hardening instantly against the cool night air, sending 

shocks of arousal straight to his new, wet center. 

His face burned. His jaw shaved down. His lips plumped, becoming bee-stung and red. His 

eyes widened, his lashes lengthening into dark fans. His short hair burst from his scalp, 

tumbling down his shoulders in a curtain of chestnut silk. 

He looked at his hands dainty, manicured. He felt the cold air on his wet, exposed vulva. He 

felt exposed, prey, beautiful and terrified. 

The last thing he heard before the world went black was Ryan screaming his name. 
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Part 2: Reality Check 

Sunlight assaulted Caleb’s eyelids. It was a rude, piercing white that demanded attention, 

dragging him up from the depths of a heavy, drug-like sleep. He groaned and tried to roll over, 

to bury his face in the pillow and ignore the morning, but his body rebelled. 

A profound, unfamiliar weight dragged at his torso. It felt as if someone had taped two bags of 

wet sand to his chest. 

His eyes snapped open. He wasn't in the truck. He was in his bedroom. The peeling poster of a 

‘69 Charger was still on the wall, and the pile of dirty laundry in the corner was exactly where 

he’d left it. But the perspective was wrong. The ceiling seemed higher. The bed felt bigger. 

And there was that weight. 

Caleb lifted his head, chin tucked down, and the breath hitched in his throat. 

Two massive, pale mounds of flesh were resting on his ribcage. They were soft, heavy, and 

undeniably attached to him. They spilled to the sides slightly, gravity pulling at their 

impressive volume. He stared at them, his brain short-circuiting, unable to process the visual 

data. 

Slowly, with a hand that looked far too slender and delicate to be his own, he reached up. His 

fingertips grazed the underside of the left breast. 

A jolt of electricity arced through his nervous system. It was intense, immediate, and 

terrifyingly pleasurable. His nipples, large and rosy pink, hardened instantly at the ghost of a 

touch, puckering into tight, sensitive peaks. 

"Holy shit," he whispered. His voice was a smoky, breathy alto that seemed to vibrate in his 

throat rather than rumble in his chest. 

He sat up, the motion clumsy. The breasts swayed heavily, bouncing with a fluid, hypnotic 

rhythm that he could feel pulling at the skin of his chest. They were huge. At least a D-cup, 

maybe larger. He cupped them, his hands barely able to cover the surface area. The flesh was 

incredibly soft, warm, and responsive. He squeezed, just a little, and a moan slipped past his 

lips before he could stop it. A hot, liquid sensation pooled low in his belly, a demanding ache 
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he had never felt before. 

Panic finally overrode the strange, narcotic arousal. He threw the sheets off. 

His legs were long, smooth, and completely hairless. His thighs were thicker, softer, meeting 

at a pelvis that felt wider, the bones having ground and shifted during the blackout to create a 

generous, child-bearing flare. 

And between his legs... nothing. 

Just a smooth, uninterrupted curve. The familiar weight of his balls, the comforting presence 

of his dick... gone. In their place was a neat, vertical slit, currently damp with a slickness that 

made his thighs slide against each other. 

He scrambled out of bed, his center of gravity pitching forward dangerously thanks to his new 

top-heavy build. He stumbled to the cracked full-length mirror on the closet door. 

A stranger stared back. A brunette bombshell with big, doe eyes, full, pouty lips, and a body 

made for sin. Her waist was impossibly cinched, flaring out into those wide, devastating hips. 

Her ass was a shelf, round and plump. And those tits... they were the centerpiece, practically 

demanding attention. 

"I'm... I'm a girl," he breathed, watching the luscious lips in the mirror move. "I'm a fucking girl." 

"About time you woke up, Sleeping Beauty." 

Caleb spun around, his new breasts swinging wildly with the motion, slapping against his ribs. 

He instinctively crossed his arms over his chest to hide them, a futile gesture given their size. 

Standing in the doorway was Ryan. 

But it wasn't the Ryan he knew. The Ryan he knew was scrawny, with a posture like a question 

mark and a patchy attempt at a beard. This man filled the doorframe. He was at least six-four, 

with shoulders that looked like they could bench press a Buick. His t-shirt was strained to the 

limit across pectoral muscles that looked carved from granite. His jaw was square, dusted with 

thick, dark stubble. 

He looked like a genetically engineered super-soldier version of Ryan. 
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"Ryan?" Caleb squeaked. 

"Yeah, Caley," Ryan said. His voice was deeper, a resonant bass that seemed to hum in the air. 

He walked into the room, moving with a predatory, heavy grace. "You were out cold. It's one in 

the afternoon." 

"Caley?" Caleb stepped back, his back hitting the dresser. "Ryan, look at me! Look at you! What 

the hell happened?" 

Ryan stopped a few feet away. His eyes dropped to Caleb’s chest, lingered on the cleavage 

created by Caleb’s crossed arms, and then snapped back up to his face. Ryan swallowed hard, 

his Adam's apple bobbing. 

"The Sculptor," Ryan said grimly. "He did this. Don't you remember?" 

The memories came flooding back. The gas station. The iridescent suit. The wave of heat. The 

pain. 

"He changed us," Caleb whispered. He looked down at his body again. "He turned me into... 

this." 

"Yeah," Ryan said. He ran a hand through his hair, his bicep bulging. "He turned me into this. I 

feel... jacked up, man. Aggressive. Like I need to hit something or... do something else." He 

glanced at Caleb again, a hungry look flashing in his eyes before he looked away. "But my head 

is still unchanged it seems." 

"What happened after I passed out?" Caleb asked. He needed information. He needed to 

ground himself before he floated away on a cloud of estrogen and panic. 

Ryan sighed and sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress groaned under his new weight. 

"Well, after he buffed me up, my sister came to get us. Picked us up in her Corolla." 

"Sarah?" Caleb asked. "Did she freak out?" 

"That's the weird part," Ryan said, shaking his head. "She didn't. She looked right at me… at 

you... passed out on the asphalt... and she just said, 'Oh, poor Caley, did she drink too much?' 

She helped me get you into the car. She thought you were always a girl. That I always looked 

like this. She thought we were dating!" 
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Caleb felt a chill that had nothing to do with his nakedness. "She didn't know who I was?" 

"She knew you were Caley," Ryan corrected. "In her head, you've always been Caley. You've 

always been a girl. And we've always been a couple." 

"That's insane," Caleb muttered. 

"It gets worse," Ryan continued. "I told her to follow the truck. The Sculptor took your truck, 

remember? He was driving it, and that Amazon cop was riding shotgun. So Sarah starts 

following them. She's confused why we're chasing him, but she does it." 

Ryan paused, rubbing his face. "We caught up to him at the Main Street light. Sarah rolled 

down her window, stuck her head out the window and started screaming at him. 'Hey asshole, 

pull over!' That kind of thing." 

"And?" 

"And he just turned his head," Ryan said softly. "He looked at her. He smiled. He waved his 

hand, just a little flicker of the wrist." 

Caleb held his breath. 

"Mid-sentence," Ryan said, "Sarah changed. Her hair bleached blonde instantly. Her clothes... 

they just ripped apart as her body grew. Tits, ass, everything. She turned into this... total 

bimbo. Right there in the driver's seat. And the second she changed, she stopped yelling. She 

blinked, looked at me in the rearview mirror, and giggled. She said, 'Silly Ryan, we need to get 

you and Caley home for your date night!' She completely forgot about the truck. She forgot 

about the Sculptor. She just turned the car around and drove us here." 

"She didn't remember?" Caleb asked. 

"No. Her mind was rewritten instantly," Ryan said. "Just like everyone else." 

"But not us," Caleb said. He looked at his hands. "Why not us?" 

"I don't know," Ryan said. "Maybe we’re immune to his mind alterations? Or maybe he just 

wanted us to suffer. To know what we lost." 

Caleb looked around the room. It was the same messy bedroom. Dirty socks on the floor. 
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Empty beer cans on the nightstand. 

"This doesn't make sense," Caleb said. "Look at this place. It's a guy's room. If I've always been a 

girl... why do I live in a dude’s pigsty?" 

"Because he can't change stuff," Ryan said, standing up. "I figured it out. He changes people. 

Flesh. Minds. But he didn't change the car. He didn't change the apartment. He just changes 

how people see it. To Sarah, this probably looked like a cozy love nest. But to us... it's just your 

room." 

Caleb wrapped his arms tighter around himself. "I need clothes," he muttered. "I can't... I can't 

walk around like this. My junk feels weird. It's... drafty." 

"Yeah," Ryan said, turning toward the door. "I'll let you get dressed. We need to go out there. 

See how bad it is." 

Ryan left, closing the door. Caleb let out a breath he didn't know he was holding. Being near 

Ryan felt dangerous. The air between them crackled with a tension that hadn't been there 

yesterday. 

Caleb went to the dresser. He pulled open the drawers. Boxers. T-shirts. Jeans. 

He grabbed a pair of boxers. He tried to pull them on. They were loose in the waist but 

incredibly tight around his hips. He pulled them up, the fabric straining against the curve of 

his ass. The front pouch, usually filled, lay flat and empty against his mound. It felt wrong. The 

cotton rubbed against his sensitive slit, creating a friction that was distracting and irritating. 

He grabbed a pair of jeans. His old Levi’s. He stepped into them. They got stuck at his thighs. 

He jumped, wiggled, and yanked. He finally got them over his hips. Next, a shirt. He found a 

white tank top, and pulled it over his head. 

It was a disaster. His massive breasts filled the fabric instantly, stretching it so thin it became 

see-through. His nipples poked through aggressively, hard nubs visible to the world. The 

armholes gaped, showing the side-swell of his chest. It offered zero support. His boobs hung 

heavy and low, swaying with every breath. 

"This is ridiculous," he muttered. He looked in the mirror. He looked like a stripper who had 

woken up in her boyfriend's laundry pile. 
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He walked out into the living room. Ryan was waiting by the door. He looked up, and his eyes 

widened. He stared at Caleb’s chest, at the nipples straining against the thin white cotton. 

"That's... uh... that's the best you could find?" Ryan asked, his voice tight. 

"Nothing fits, asshole," Caleb snapped, crossing his arms again to stop the bounce. "Let's just 

go." 

They stepped out of the apartment building and into the midday sun. 

 

Part 3: The State of Things 

The heat was oppressive. Oakhaven looked exactly the same architecturally. Cracked 

sidewalks, faded brick facades, the old water tower in the distance. But the population had 

been replaced by a casting call for an adult film. 

Across the street, Mrs. Gable was watering her petunias. Except it wasn't Mrs. Gable. It was a 

woman with Mrs. Gable’s kind eyes, but her body was that of a lingerie model. Her wrinkled 

housecoat had been replaced by a tight, leopard-print sundress that showcased a pair of 

perfect, round breasts and an ass that defied both gravity and her seventy years of age. She 

looked up, saw them, and gave a cheerful, flirty wave. 

"Morning, you two!" she called out, her voice a sultry purr that was a universe away from Mrs. 

Gable's usual gravelly rasp. "Ryan, you look handsome as ever this morning. And Caley, honey, 

that top is a bold choice! Very punk rock." 

Caleb flinched at the name. Caley. He looked down at his ridiculous outfit. She didn’t see a 

man in a woman’s body struggling with clothes that didn’t fit. She saw a fashion statement. 

Her mind was papering over the cracks in reality. 

"She... she thinks this is normal," Caleb whispered, his own voice sounding foreign and breathy. 

"I told you," Ryan said grimly. "They're all like this." 

Caleb had to know. He had to be sure. He stumbled forward, crossing the street with a clumsy, 

hip-swaying gait he couldn't control. "Mrs. Gable," he said, his voice pleading. "It's me. Caleb." 
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The woman tilted her head, a confused but amused smile on her face. "Of course it's you, 

Caley honey. Are you feeling alright? You look a little flushed." 

"No," Caleb insisted, his voice cracking with desperation. He fumbled for his wallet, yanking it 

from the back pocket of his too-tight jeans. He pulled out his driver's license. The photo was 

him. The real him. A scruffy, smiling guy with a five-o’clock shadow. "Look! This is me! A man!" 

Mrs. Gable took the plastic card, squinting at it in the bright sun. She looked at the photo of 

Caleb, bearded and grinning, a photo taken three years ago after a fishing trip. 

She smiled, a nostalgic, misty look entering her eyes. "Oh, honey, you always were such a 

tomboy! I remember that phase. You wore that fake beard to the Halloween party, didn't you? 

You looked adorable. But look at you now." She reached out, patting Caleb's bare arm. "You 

finally blossomed." 

Caleb snatched the ID back, his hands shaking. "It's not a costume! It's me!" 

"Come on, Caley," Ryan said, his voice low and urgent. He wrapped a massive arm around 

Caleb's waist, physically steering him away from the neighbor. "Mrs. Gable is confused. Let's 

get some food." 

"She looked right at it," Caleb hissed as they walked away, the friction of his thighs rubbing 

together creating a new, distracting heat between his legs. "She looked at my face, my name, 

my gender marker, and her brain just... painted over it." 

"It's the magic," Ryan said grimly. "It smooths over the cracks. If it doesn't fit the Sculptor's 

narrative, it doesn't exist." 

They continued down Main Street. The heat was becoming unbearable, sweat trickling down 

Caleb's breasts and pooling in the small of his back. His chest felt heavy and sore, the thin tank 

top offering absolutely no support against the rhythmic, heavy bounce of his breasts with 

every step. He had to cross his arms under them just to relieve the strain on his spine. 

"We need to get off the street," Ryan said, eyeing a group of men who had stopped to whistle 

at Caleb's jiggling chest. "Let's hit the mall. AC and food. And we can figure out a plan." 

The Oakhaven Mall was usually a ghost town, a relic of the nineties with more empty 

storefronts than shoppers. 
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Today, it was a carnival of flesh. 

As they pushed through the glass doors, a wave of cool air hit them, carrying the scent of 

expensive perfume and arousal. The fountain in the center, usually dry, was bubbling with 

pink, scented water. The music over the PA system was a throbbing, bass-heavy track that 

sounded like a heartbeat. 

Shoppers were everywhere, but they all looked… well, like swimsuit models. The security 

guard leaning against a pillar was wearing a uniform that consisted of a hat, a tie, and a thong, 

his oiled muscles gleaming under the fluorescent lights. 

Caleb kept his head down, trying to make himself small, which was impossible given his new 

curves. "This is insane," he whispered. "It's like a porno set." 

"Ignore them," Ryan said, guiding them toward the food court. 

They grabbed a table in the corner. Caleb watched Ryan order two burgers from the shake 

shack, being served by the most attractive women he’d ever seen. 

"Okay," Ryan said once her was back and the two were chowing down on their meals, leaning 

in. "We need a plan. We know where he is. The Mayor’s Mansion. It's a fortress now." 

"We can't just knock," Caleb said, picking at a fry. "He has those Amazon guards… cops he’s 

turned into strong, tall and curvy Amazon women. And he can change us with a wave of his 

hand. If we attack him, he'll just turn us into... I don't know, a baby?" 

"We need to get close without him attacking," Ryan said. He chewed thoughtfully. "He likes 

beauty, right? He changed you into that. He changed the whole town to look like that." 

Caleb nodded. "He's obsessed with aesthetics." 

"So we give him what he wants," Ryan said. "A Trojan Horse." 

Caleb frowned. "What do you mean?" 

Ryan looked at Caleb. Really looked at him. His gaze lingered on Caleb's full lips, then dropped 

to the swell of his breasts pushing against the tank top. "You. You're the Trojan Horse. He 

doesn't know our minds are intact. He thinks you're just another bimbo now. If you go to him... 

if you pretend to be under his spell... he'll let you get close. Close enough to drug him." 
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Caleb recoiled. "You want me to seduce him?" He didn’t really look the part, mouth full of food, 

sitting like a guy in old men’s clothes. 

"I want you to play the part," Ryan corrected. "You act like you're brainwashed. Submissive. 

He'll let his guard down since he thinks he can control our minds like everyone else. I'll come 

in as the 'boyfriend' offering you up as a tribute. It gets us both in the door." 

Caleb hated it. He hated the idea of using this body, this alien flesh, as a weapon. But as he 

looked around the mall, at the vacant, happy stares of the transformed townspeople, he knew 

they had no choice. 

"Fine," Caleb grunted. He shifted in his seat, wincing as his jeans dug into his soft hips. "But if 

we're going to do this, I can't do it looking like this. My back is killing me, Ryan. These tits... 

they're heavy. They swing around every time I move. It hurts." 

Ryan looked at Caleb's chest. "Yeah. You're... you're carrying a lot there. Plus you need to look 

the part. You can't walk in there looking like a trucker in drag. We need to get you gear." 

"Gear?" 

"Clothes," Ryan said. He pointed to a large department store anchor at the end of the hall. 

"Let's go shopping." 

 

Part 4: The Plan 

The lingerie section of the department store was a landscape of lace, silk, and satin. Under 

normal circumstances, Caleb would have refused to step foot in here. Now, he felt a 

desperate, physical need for the support these garments promised. 

He stood in front of a rack of bras, overwhelmed. There were so many types. Push-up, 

balcony, plunge, sports. And the sizes... numbers and letters that meant nothing to him. 

"I don't know what I'm doing," Caleb admitted, holding up a lacy red contraption that looked 

like a hammock for a cantaloupe. 

Ryan walked over. He looked around to make sure no one was watching, then turned to Caleb. 

Page 15 



"Lift your arms." 

"What?" 

"I saw a TikTok about this," Ryan muttered, his face turning a dark shade of crimson. "I know 

how this works. Lift your arms." 

“A TikTok, huh?” Caleb hesitated, thinking about how hot a TikTok of women trying on bras 

would be, then slowly raised his arms feeling the weight of his own boobs. The movement 

lifted them, making them bounce. Ryan stepped in close. He grabbed a measuring tape from a 

display stand. 

Ryan wrapped the tape around Caleb's ribcage, just under the heavy swell of his breasts. His 

hands were large and warm. His knuckles brushed against the soft under-curve of Caleb's tits. 

Caleb gasped. The sensation was electric. His nipples hardened instantly, straining against the 

thin tank top right in front of Ryan's face. 

"Thirty-four," Ryan murmured, his voice rough. He unwound the tape and moved it up, 

wrapping it around the fullest part of Caleb's chest. He had to lean in, his chest brushing 

against Caleb's. The heat radiating off him was intoxicating. 

Caleb held his breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. He felt small. Fragile. The 

proximity of Ryan's new, muscular bulk was overwhelming. 

"DD," Ryan said, checking the tape. He stepped back, clearing his throat. "Thirty-four double D. 

That's... that's big, man." 

"Just get me something that holds them still," Caleb whispered, crossing his arms to hide his 

reaction. 

Ryan grabbed a handful of bras in the right size. Black, nude, and a few lacy ones. "Go try them 

on. I'll find... the other stuff." 

Caleb retreated to the fitting room. He locked the door and leaned against it, breathing hard. 

His body was humming. His crotch was slick. It was humiliating. It was exciting. 

He pulled off the tank top. His breasts swung free, heavy and pale. He looked at them in the 

mirror. They were beautiful. Objectively, they were perfect. He lifted one, feeling the weight, 
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the softness. 

He picked up a plain black bra. He struggled with the clasp for a minute before realizing he 

could hook it in the front and spin it around. He slid his arms through the straps and scooped 

his breasts into the cups. 

The relief was instantaneous. The underwire lifted the weight off his ribcage. The fabric held 

them firm, stopping the constant, painful jiggle. He adjusted the straps, looking in the mirror. 

The bra pushed them up, creating a deep, devastating cleavage. He looked... hot. 

There was a knock at the door. "I got the... uh... bottoms." 

Caleb cracked the door. Ryan handed him a few scraps of silk and lace. Panties. 

Caleb took them. He slid off his jeans and the uncomfortable boxers. He stood naked for a 

moment, looking at his new, smooth pelvis. The slit between his legs was pink and swollen. He 

felt a phantom limb sensation, a ghost of his penis, but it was fading, replaced by this new, 

empty ache. 

He stepped into a pair of black silk panties. They slid up his legs, smooth as water. They 

hugged his hips perfectly. The gusset settled against his vulva, the silk cool and soft against his 

sensitive flesh. It felt... right. It felt like they belonged there. 

He put the jeans back on. They still didn't button, but the underwear made a huge difference. 

He walked out. 

Ryan was waiting, holding a dress. It was champagne-colored silk, short, backless, with a cowl 

neck that draped low. 

"For the mission," Ryan said, his eyes dark. "If we want to distract him... this is the nuclear 

option." 

Caleb took the dress. He went back in. He stripped off the jeans and the tank top, swapping 

the bra and panties to a different set that worked better with the dress. He slid the dress over 

his head. 

The silk fell over his curves like water. It clung to his hips, his ass, his waist. The cowl neck 

dipped low, showcasing the massive cleavage created by the bra. The skirt ended mid-thigh. 
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He stepped out. 

Ryan stopped breathing. He stared at Caleb, his eyes tracing the line of his leg, the curve of his 

hip, the swell of his chest. 

"Well?" Caleb asked, turning a circle. "Do I look like a bimbo?" 

"You look..." Ryan started, then stopped. He licked his lips. "You look incredible, Caleb." 

The name didn't sting as much this time. Caleb looked in the three-way mirror. He didn't see 

Caleb the trucker. He saw a woman who could bring a king to his knees. 

"Okay," Caleb said, his voice trembling slightly. "Let's buy it. And let's go get this son of a bitch." 

Caleb grabbed some casual girl clothes, changed back into them, and they paid for everything. 

The cashier, a woman who used to be a nice old man, but was now a hottie wearing a French 

maid outfit, served them, before they headed back out into the heat with Caleb loving the 

support his new bra was giving him. 

"We need to find him," Ryan said. "See what he's doing. Maybe we can catch him off guard 

before we go to the mansion." 

That’s when they heard a large crash in the direction of the high school football field. They 

looked at each other, and ran in that direction. 

----------------- 

When they reached the edge of the football fields, they saw him. 

The Sculptor was standing in the middle of the road. His Ferrari was parked behind him. 

Facing him, blocking the road, was the Oakhaven High football team. Or what was left of it. 

Ten guys in varsity jackets, holding baseball bats and tire irons. They looked terrified but 

determined. 

"Get out of our town!" the quarterback, a kid named Jason, yelled. 

Caleb and Ryan crouched behind a hedge. 

"This is gonna be bad," Ryan whispered. 
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The Sculptor sighed. He looked bored. He checked his nails. "Children. Go home." 

"Not until you fix everyone!" Jason shouted. The team charged. 

The Sculptor didn't even flinch. He just raised his hand and waved it in a lazy arc. 

A ripple of violet light washed over the charging line. 

It wasn't like the individual transformations. It was a wave. The players stumbled mid-stride. 

Their broad shoulders melted. Their varsity jackets grew three sizes too big, then shredded as 

their bodies shrank and curved. 

Helmets fell off, revealing long, flowing hair. Chests burst outward. Hips flared. 

In seconds, the offensive line was gone. In their place stood a squad of cheerleaders. They 

blinked, looking at the bats in their manicured hands. They dropped the weapons. 

"Ohmigod," the new Jason squealed, looking at the linebacker next to her. "Becky! You look so 

cute!" 

"You too!" the linebacker giggled. 

They ran at each other, not to fight, but to embrace. Within seconds, the entire team was a 

writhing pile of making out, groping, and giggling. 

"Jesus," Ryan breathed. 

"Wait," Caleb hissed. "Look. The truck." 

Parked behind the team was a beat-up pickup truck. Inside, one player had stayed behind, 

honking the horn, trying to rally the troops. The Sculptor hadn't seen him through the glare of 

the windshield. 

The Sculptor, annoyed by the noise, waved his hand dismissively at the truck, firing a bolt of 

transformative energy. 

The bolt flew through the air. It hit the side mirror of the truck. 

And it bounced. 
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The violet light ricocheted off the glass at a sharp angle. It flew across the street and hit a man 

walking his dog. 

With a pop, the man twisted. His body softened and morphed into a cheerleader just like the 

others. 

"Did you see that?" Ryan grabbed Caleb's shoulder. "It bounced! The mirror!" 

"Reflections," Caleb whispered. "He flinched at the gas station because he saw himself. His 

magic... it travels like light. It can be reflected." 

The guy in the truck, seeing his friends turned into a harem, panicked. He threw the door 

open and scrambled out. 

The Sculptor turned. He saw the boy. He snapped his fingers. 

The boy gasped, arching his back. He shifted rapidly, his body thickening, curving. He became 

a sexy cheerleader, just like the rest. 

He looked at his hands, smiled, and strutted over to join the pile of cheerleaders. 

"We have him," Ryan said, his eyes gleaming. "We know how to beat him." 

They retreated, sneaking back toward the apartment before they were spotted. 

 

Part 5: Mixed Emotions 

Back in the safety of the living room, the atmosphere was electric. They had a plan. They had 

the tools. But the tension between them was a physical weight. 

Caleb paced the room in his silk dress, the heels clicking on the hardwood. "Okay. So I go in. I 

act brainwashed. I get him to focus on me. You sneak up and drug his drink." 

"You have to be convincing," Ryan said from the couch. He was watching Caleb pace, his eyes 

tracking the sway of Caleb's hips, the bounce of his chest. "If he suspects you for a second, 

he'll turn you into god knows what." 

"I can do it," Caleb said. He stopped, striking a pose he'd seen other girls use. He batted his 

Page 20 



lashes. "Oh, Master, I'm so yours." 

Ryan snorted. "You look like you're having a stroke. You walk like a linebacker in heels. You 

need to be... softer. Slinkier." 

"I don't know how to be slinky!" Caleb snapped, frustration bubbling up. "I'm a guy, Ryan!" 

"Not right now you aren't," Ryan said softly. He stood up and walked over to Caleb. He towered 

over him. "Right now, you're the most beautiful woman in this town. You have the equipment. 

Use it." 

"How?" Caleb breathed, looking up into Ryan's eyes. 

"Practice on me," Ryan said. His voice was rough. "Pretend I'm him. Seduce me. Convince me 

you want it." 

Caleb swallowed. The air in the room seemed to vanish. "Okay." 

He took a step back. He took a deep breath, trying to center himself in this new body. He 

thought about the heat pooling between his legs. He thought about the way Ryan looked at 

him. 

He dropped his shoulders. He arched his back slightly, thrusting his chest out. He walked 

toward Ryan, placing one foot directly in front of the other, letting his hips roll. 

He stopped inches from Ryan. He reached out, trailing a finger down Ryan's chest. 

"Hey big guy," Caleb purred, pitching his voice low. "You look tense. Maybe I can help with 

that." 

Ryan didn't laugh this time. His eyes darkened. He grabbed Caleb's waist, his hands large and 

hot on the silk. 

"That's better," Ryan growled. 

Caleb felt a jolt of pure lust. It wasn't acting anymore. He leaned in, pressing his breasts 

against Ryan's chest. He looked up through his lashes. "I can be whatever you want me to be," 

he whispered. 
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Ryan groaned. His control snapped. He crushed his mouth against Caleb's. 

It wasn't a tentative kiss. It was an explosion. Caleb gasped, opening his mouth, and Ryan's 

tongue swept in, claiming him. Caleb melted, his knees giving out. He wrapped his arms 

around Ryan's neck, clinging to him. The sensation of Ryan's hard body against his soft one 

was overwhelming. It was the missing piece of a puzzle he hadn't known he was solving. 

Ryan walked him backward until Caleb hit the wall. Ryan pressed into him, his erection hard 

against Caleb's stomach. 

They broke apart, gasping for air. 

"Did... did that work?" Caleb asked, his voice trembling. 

"Yeah," Ryan rasped. "That worked." 

They stared at each other. The line had been crossed. 

"I think..." Caleb started, his heart pounding. "I think I need to know. Before we go in there. I 

need to know how everything works. I don't want to be surprised by... sensation. If he touches 

me." 

It was a flimsy excuse. A justification. But Ryan nodded. 

"Research," Ryan said. 

He picked Caleb up, lifting him easily. Caleb wrapped his legs around Ryan's waist. Ryan 

carried him to the bedroom and threw him onto the bed. 

The dress rode up. Ryan stood over him, looking at Caleb sprawled on the sheets, the silk 

pooling around his hips, his chest heaving. 

"You're beautiful, Caleb," Ryan whispered. 

He stripped off his shirt. His muscles rippled. He climbed onto the bed. 

What followed was a frantic, clumsy, passionate exploration. Caleb discovered that his nipples 

were wired directly to his crotch. He discovered that having his neck kissed made his toes 

curl. 
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When Ryan finally pulled Caleb's panties down and touched him, really touched him, Caleb 

screamed. The pleasure was sharper, deeper, more encompassing than anything he'd felt as a 

man. 

"Please," Caleb begged, arching his hips. "Ryan, please." 

Ryan moved between his legs. He looked down, his face open and vulnerable. "You sure?" 

"Yes." 

Ryan pushed inside. 

It hurt for a second, a sharp stretch, but then it was just... full. Caleb felt filled up, completed. 

He wrapped his legs around Ryan, pulling him deeper. They moved together, finding a rhythm 

that felt ancient and brand new. 

It wasn't just friction. It was emotion. Years of friendship, of unspoken reliance, boiling over 

into physical need. Caleb cried out as the pleasure built, a rolling wave that crashed over him, 

leaving him shaking and clinging to Ryan as if he were the only solid thing in the world. 

Afterward, they lay tangled in the sheets, sweating and silent. 

Caleb rested his head on Ryan's chest. "We can't tell anyone about this," he whispered. 

"No," Ryan agreed, stroking Caleb's hair. "Just... mission prep… although even if we did tell 

someone, they’d think it was normal since we’re technically dating" 

Caleb shuddered at the thought. Not at disgust like he expected, but at his own involuntary 

reaction to Caleb saying that. Did he… want to date Ryan? 

"We should go," Ryan said, breaking Caleb’s train of thought. "Before the sun comes up. While 

he's still partying." 

Caleb sat up. He felt sore, used, and incredibly powerful. He put on his dress. He fixed his hair. 

He looked at Ryan. "Let's go save the town." 
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Part 6: The Infiltration 

The walk to the Mayor’s mansion was a journey through a fever dream. The night air in 

Oakhaven had thickened, heavy with a humid, floral scent. 

Caleb stumbled slightly, his heel catching on a crack in the pavement. The champagne silk 

dress was a treacherous, beautiful thing. It clung to his new curves with a possessive 

tightness, the backless cut leaving his skin exposed to the cool night air while the cowl neck 

dipped dangerously low in the front. Every step sent a jolt of sensation through his body. His 

breasts swayed heavily against the silk. The fabric rubbed against his sensitive nipples with a 

friction that was maddening, a constant reminder of his altered state. 

But it wasn’t just the dress. It was the aftermath of what had happened in the apartment. 

His body felt thoroughly, deliciously wrecked. The space between his legs throbbed with a 

dull, heavy ache, a phantom memory of Ryan’s size stretching him open. His inner thighs were 

slick, the friction of his skin against skin heightened by the residual sensitivity. Every time he 

moved, he felt the ghost of Ryan’s hands on his hips, the weight of Ryan’s body pressing him 

into the mattress. It was distracting. It was intoxicating. 

"You okay?" Ryan asked, his voice low and rough. 

Caleb looked up. Ryan was walking beside him, his posture rigid. He looked like a titan in the 

moonlight, his broad shoulders tensed, his jaw set. He was playing the part of the supplicant, 

but Caleb could see the violence coiling beneath his skin. 

"My feet hurt," Caleb whispered, adjusting his stride to the shorter, rolling gait the heels 

demanded. "And I feel... exposed. This dress is basically a napkin." 

"It looks good," Ryan muttered, his eyes fixed straight ahead, though Caleb saw them dart 

sideways, lingering on the curve of Caleb’s breast where it spilled from the silk. "It looks 

convincing." 

They reached the wrought-iron gates of the estate. The Mayor’s mansion, once a stately, 

boring colonial house, had been transformed. It now resembled a decadent pleasure palace, 

glowing with a soft, violet light. The brick had smoothed into white marble, and the 

manicured lawn was overgrown with lush, exotic flowers that seemed to pulse in time with a 
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distant, rhythmic bass beat coming from the house. 

Standing guard at the gate were two of the Amazonians. They were seven feet tall, their skin 

bronzed and oiled, wearing nothing but golden greaves on their shins and loincloths of 

shimmering chainmail. Their breasts were bare, massive and muscular, heaving with slow, 

deep breaths. They held ceremonial spears, but their eyes were glazed with a drugged, 

euphoric haze. 

"Halt," one of them purred. Her voice was like grinding stones. She looked down at Ryan, her 

tongue darting out to wet her lips. "No entry. The Master is creating." 

Ryan stepped forward. He didn't cower. He puffed out his chest, channeling every ounce of 

the aggression the Sculptor’s magic had gifted him. 

"I have a tribute," Ryan boomed. He reached back and grabbed Caleb’s wrist, pulling him 

forward roughly. "I found this one hiding. She's a rare beauty. I thought the Master would 

want to... inspect her." 

The guard’s gaze shifted to Caleb. She looked him up and down, her eyes narrowing as she 

assessed the merchandise. She lingered on the swell of Caleb’s hips, the heavy teardrop shape 

of his breasts beneath the silk. 

Caleb forced himself to shrink back, playing the role of the terrified, submissive girl. He let his 

shoulders slump, rounding his posture to emphasize his vulnerability. He cast his eyes down, 

biting his lip. 

"She is... adequate," the guard sniffed, though her eyes betrayed a hungry appreciation. She 

reached out a massive hand, her fingers thick and calloused, and cupped Caleb’s chin, forcing 

his head up. 

Caleb shuddered. The woman’s touch was hot, her strength terrifying. 

"Please," Caleb whispered, pitching his voice into a breathy tremble. "I just want to go home." 

The guard laughed, a cruel, booming sound. "Home is here now, little thing. Home is where 

the Master is." She looked back at Ryan, her expression turning predatory. "And you? You're a 

fine specimen yourself. Perhaps after you deliver her, you can come back out here. I could use 

a... whetstone for my spear." 
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Ryan managed a tight, subservient nod. "It would be an honor." 

The gates swung open with a silent, well-oiled glide. 

"Go," the guard commanded, slapping Caleb on the ass as he passed. The impact was stinging 

and hard, sending a shockwave through his glutes that made him yelp. 

They walked up the long, marble driveway. The air grew thicker, hotter, the scent of sex 

becoming almost overpowering. 

"You good?" Ryan whispered, not looking at him. 

"She touched my ass," Caleb hissed. 

"I saw. Who do you think they used to be?" 

"Focus," Caleb said. "We're in." 

They reached the massive double doors. They were open, spilling golden light and the sound 

of laughter into the night. Caleb paused at the threshold. This was it. Inside that building was 

a god who could rewrite biology with a wave of his hand. 

"Remember," Ryan whispered, leaning close, his breath hot on Caleb’s ear. "You're immune. 

Whatever he says, whatever he does in your head... it's just noise. You're Caleb. You drive a 

truck. You drink cheap beer. You're my best friend." 

Caleb looked at Ryan. He saw the fear in his friend's eyes, the desperate need for reassurance. 

"I know who I am," Caleb said softly. He reached out and squeezed Ryan’s hand for a fleeting 

second. "I'm the bait. Let's catch a fish." 

They stepped inside. 

The interior of the mansion was an assault on the senses. The foyer had been hollowed out, 

the ceiling stretching up three stories to a domed skylight that showed a swirling, violet sky. 

The floor was covered in plush, velvet cushions and thick furs. 

And the people. 

The townspeople of Oakhaven were here. Dozens of them. They were draped over the 
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furniture, draped over each other, a writhing, living mosaic of flesh. They were all naked, their 

bodies perfected and polished by the Sculptor’s whim. 

Mr. Henderson, the high school principal, was on his hands and knees, serving as a human 

table for a tray of fruit. He was muscular, hairless, and smiling vacantly. The woman feeding 

him grapes was the bank teller who used to serve Ryan when he deposited his paycheck, now 

a voluptuous redhead with skin that seemed to glow. 

In the center of the room sat the Sculptor. 

He was lounging on a throne of gold and ivory. He wore a robe of sheer, shimmering fabric 

that left little to the imagination, hanging open to reveal a lean, hairless torso and a casual 

arrogance. He held a crystal goblet in one hand, swirling a dark, viscous wine. He must have 

had his slaves bring him all of these riches from out of town. 

And he looked bored. Infinitely, painfully bored. 

Ryan shoved Caleb forward. "Master!" he called out, his voice echoing in the vast chamber. The 

writhing pile of bodies quieted, dozens of eyes turning to look at the newcomers. 

The Sculptor lifted his head. His eyes, violet and piercing, locked onto them. A slow, lazy smile 

spread across his face. 

"Ah," he purred. The sound of his voice seemed to bypass Caleb’s ears and vibrate directly in 

his skull. "The stragglers. I wondered when you would join the party." 

Ryan bowed low, forcing Caleb down with a hand on his neck. "Forgive us, Master. We were... 

confused. But we see the light now. We see the beauty you've brought." 

"Do you?" The Sculptor stood up. He glided down the steps of the dais, moving with a fluid, 

unnatural grace. He stopped in front of them. He smelled of ozone and ancient dust. 

He looked at Ryan, dismissing him with a glance, and focused entirely on Caleb. 

"And you brought me a gift," the Sculptor murmured. He reached out, a long, elegant finger 

tracing the line of Caleb’s jaw, trailing down his neck to rest on the pulse point of his throat. 

"Stand up, my dear." 

Caleb stood. His legs were shaking, the heels wobbling on the marble floor. He forced himself 
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to look down, to play the shy, overwhelmed girl. 

"Look at me," the Sculptor commanded. 

Caleb lifted his eyes. 

"Yes," the Sculptor said, his gaze roving over Caleb’s body, dissecting him. "Much better than 

that rough, angular thing you used to be. You wear this form well. The dress... a nice touch. 

But it hides too much." 

He turned to Ryan. "You have done well. You may go. Find a place among the others. Enjoy the 

fruits of my garden." 

Ryan hesitated. He looked at Caleb, a flash of panic in his eyes. This was the separation. The 

dangerous part. 

Ryan bowed again. "Thank you, Master." He backed away, disappearing into the shadows of the 

room, his eyes never leaving the Sculptor’s back. 

Caleb was alone. 

"Now," the Sculptor said, turning his full, terrifying attention back to Caleb. "Let's see what we 

can make of you." 

 

Part 6: The Sculptor’s Vision 

The Sculptor circled Caleb like a shark investigating blood in the water. He didn't touch him, 

not yet. He just looked. His gaze felt physical, a tactile weight that slid over the silk dress, 

probing the curves beneath. 

"You are tense," the Sculptor observed. "Your muscles are coiled. You are… fighting it." He 

seemed confused, like he’d never seen this before. 

Caleb swallowed hard. "I'm... nervous, Master." 

"Nervousness is just excitement without breath," the Sculptor said. He stopped in front of 

Caleb. He raised his hand, his palm open, fingers splayed. 
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Then, the voice boomed in Caleb’s head. 

KNEEL 

It wasn't a sound. It was an impact. It hit Caleb’s frontal lobe like a sledgehammer wrapped in 

velvet. It was a command that carried the weight of absolute truth. It felt... delicious. It felt like 

the right thing to do. The only thing to do. His knees buckled instinctively, his body wanting to 

drop, to surrender to the overwhelming authority of the command. 

But beneath the crushing weight of the suggestion, Caleb’s mind remained distinct. It was like 

hearing a song stuck in your head at maximum volume. It was annoying. It was loud. But he 

didn't have to sing along.  

He paused, hovering for a split second, realizing with a jolt of triumph that he was still driving 

the car. He could choose. He was immune to the mind manipulations, or could at least resist it 

without too much effort. 

But he couldn't show it. 

He let his knees hit the floor with a calculated thud. He let his head drop, his hair falling 

forward to curtain his face. He let out a shaky breath, feigning a glassy-eyed submission, 

playing along as best he could. 

"Yes, Master," he whispered. 

"Good," the Sculptor said aloud. "Obedience is the first step to enlightenment. It seemed you 

just needed a little extra push than most." He seemed to relax a little, thinking he was back in 

control. 

The mental voice returned, louder this time, slick with a greasy, psychic slime. 

STRIP. SHOW ME YOUR TRUTH. 

Caleb’s hands trembled. He reached for the hem of the dress. This was the part he had 

dreaded. Being naked in front of Ryan was one thing; that had become something... else. 

Something heated and shared. But being naked in front of this monster? It was violation. 

He forced his fingers to move slowly, clumsily. He grabbed the silk. He pulled it up. The cool 

air hit his thighs, then his waist. He lifted his arms, pulling the dress over his head. It slid off 
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with a whisper of static. 

He was left in the black lace bra and panties. 

"No," the Sculptor said, his voice bored. "Everything." 

STAND UP. REMOVE THE REST. BE BARE FOR ME. 

Caleb reached behind him, unhooking the bra. The cups fell away. His breasts, heavy and pale, 

swung free. They were swollen, the nipples hard from the cold and the fear. He pushed the 

panties down his hips, stepping out of them. 

He knelt there, naked, his hands resting on his thighs, trying to cover the empty, smooth 

mound between his legs. 

The Sculptor hummed. He walked around Caleb, inspecting him. 

"You have... potential," the Sculptor mused. "The proportions are pleasing. The hips are wide. 

The breasts are... substantial. But it is all so... standard. So vanilla." 

He stopped in front of Caleb again. He crouched down so they were eye to eye. 

"I think you need a purpose," the Sculptor said. "You are not just a woman. You are a vessel. A 

provider." 

He waved his hand. A sharp, stinging sensation slapped Caleb’s chest. 

Caleb gasped, looking down. 

His breasts were glowing with a faint, violet light. And they were growing. 

"No," Caleb whimpered. 

The sensation was bizarre. It felt like a warm liquid was being injected directly into the tissue. 

They swelled, the skin stretching tight and shiny. They grew rounder, fuller, pushing outward 

and downward, becoming heavier by the second. The D-cups expanded into DDs, then Es. The 

weight dragged on his spine, forcing him to arch his back, thrusting his chest out further. 

But it wasn't just size. A deep, burning itch started deep inside the glands. It was a pressure, a 

fullness that bordered on pain. 
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"Lactation," the Sculptor murmured, watching the transformation with a clinical, detached 

interest. "The ultimate symbol of submission. Of giving oneself to another." 

The pressure built until Caleb thought he would burst. And then, with a sharp pinch at the 

nipples, the dam broke. 

Thick, white milk beaded at the tips of his nipples. It dripped, running down the curve of his 

massive breasts, splashing onto his thighs. 

The relief was instant, followed by a wave of intense, confusing pleasure. The nerves in his 

chest were misfiring, interpreting the flow as sexual release. Caleb moaned, his hips bucking 

slightly. 

"See?" the Sculptor said, smiling. "You like it. You were made for this." 

YOU ARE A PRIZE HEIFER. YOU EXIST TO BE MILKED. MOO FOR ME. 

The mental command was so absurd, so degrading, that Caleb almost laughed. Moo? 

Seriously? But he clamped his mouth shut. He had to sell it. He had to make this freak believe 

he was broken. 

"I..." Caleb stammered, letting his eyes roll back slightly. "I... feel so full..." 

"Yes," the Sculptor said. "But a heifer needs... markers. Something to distinguish you from the 

rest of the herd." 

He flicked his wrist again. 

Caleb screamed as his ears burned. The cartilage cracked and reshaped. He felt them sliding 

up the side of his head, elongating, turning pointed and fuzzy. He reached up. His human ears 

were gone. In their place were soft, velvety ears, like a cow or a fawn, twitching at the top of 

his head. 

Then, the pressure at the base of his spine. 

"Don't fight it," the Sculptor whispered. 

A tail burst from his flesh. It wasn't the demonic tail he had feared. It was a long, tufted cow's 

tail, swishing back and forth, slapping against his bare ass cheeks. 
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"Lovely," the Sculptor said. He stood up, looking down at his creation. Caleb—naked, lactating, 

with animal ears and a tail—kneeling in a puddle of his own milk. 

"You are art," the Sculptor declared. 

Caleb felt a tear slide down his cheek. The humiliation was absolute. He felt like an object. A 

toy. He looked through his lashes, scanning the room. 

Where was Ryan? 

He spotted movement in the shadows near the refreshment table. A figure in a loincloth, 

moving with a stealth that belied his size. Ryan. He was holding a pitcher of wine. 

Caleb had to buy time. He had to keep the Sculptor focused on him. 

CRAWL TO ME, the voice commanded. SUCKLE ME. 

Caleb swallowed his bile. He leaned forward, placing his hands on the cold marble floor. His 

breasts hung low, swinging like pendulums. He crawled. The motion made his hips sway, the 

tail swishing behind him. He crawled toward the Sculptor's feet. 

"Good girl," the Sculptor purred. "Such a good cow." 

Caleb reached the Sculptor’s legs. He rubbed his cheek against the sheer fabric of the robe, 

leaving a wet smear of milk. 

"Master," Caleb whispered, pitching his voice into a sultry, mindless drone. "I'm so... heavy. 

Please... help me." 

He grabbed his own breast, the flesh spilling through his fingers. He squeezed. A jet of milk 

sprayed out, hitting the Sculptor’s bare chest. 

The Sculptor laughed, a delighted, cruel sound. "Messy thing. I suppose I should relieve you." 

He sat back on his throne, spreading his legs. "Come here. Climb up. Let me see what you can 

do." 
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Part 8: The Trap 

This was the dangerous part. The physical contact. 

Caleb rose from his hands and knees. He stepped up onto the dais. The Sculptor watched him, 

eyes hungry, violet light dancing in his irises. Caleb straddled the Sculptor’s lap, settling his 

weight carefully. His bare legs brushed against the Sculptor’s robe. He could feel the heat of 

the man beneath the fabric. 

It was repulsive. Every instinct screamed at him to run, to claw this man’s eyes out. But he 

forced a smile. A vacuous, bimbo smile. 

"Is this okay, Master?" Caleb asked, wiggling his hips slightly. 

"Perfect," the Sculptor said. He reached up, his hands closing over Caleb’s massive, 

milk-engorged breasts. He squeezed hard, cruel fingers digging into the sensitive tissue. 

Caleb cried out, arching his back. Milk sprayed across the Sculptor’s face. 

The Sculptor licked his lips, tasting it. "Sweet," he muttered. "Intoxicating." 

Caleb leaned forward, pressing his chest into the Sculptor’s face, smothering him in soft, 

warm flesh. "Drink," Caleb whispered. "Drink it all." 

While the Sculptor was buried in Caleb’s cleavage, distracted by the sensation and the flow of 

milk, Caleb opened his eyes. He looked over the Sculptor’s shoulder. 

Ryan was there. 

He had moved silently, a ghost in the chaos of the harem. He stood right behind the throne, 

holding the golden goblet. He caught Caleb’s eye. His face was a mask of rage and focus. He 

tipped a small vial of powder into the wine, swirling it quickly. 

The drugs. The heavy-duty sleeping pills crushed into fine dust. 

Ryan stepped around the throne, bowing low, presenting the goblet. 

"Master," Ryan said, his voice smooth and subservient. "A refreshment. To replenish your 

energy." 
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The Sculptor pulled back from Caleb’s chest, gasping for air. His face was wet with milk. He 

looked at Ryan, annoyed at the interruption, but then he saw the wine. 

"Ah," he said. "Yes. Being a god is thirsty work." 

He took the goblet from Ryan’s hand. 

Caleb held his breath. His heart was pounding so hard he was sure the Sculptor could feel it 

against his chest. Drink it. Please, just drink it. 

The Sculptor raised the cup to his lips. He paused. He sniffed it. 

Caleb’s blood ran cold. He knows. 

"An interesting vintage," the Sculptor murmured. He looked at Ryan. "You served this?" 

"Yes, Master," Ryan said, not flinching. "Only the best for you." 

The Sculptor smiled. "You are a loyal servant. Perhaps I was wrong about the men of this town. 

Some of you have... utility." 

He tipped his head back and drained the goblet in one long swallow. 

He set the cup down with a clang. "Now," he said, turning back to Caleb. "Where were we? Ah, 

yes. The milking." 

He reached for Caleb again. 

But his hand faltered. He blinked, a frown creasing his perfect forehead. "I..." He shook his 

head. "I feel..." 

His eyes glazed over. The violet light in them dimmed. His head lolled to the side. 

"Strange..." he slurred. "So... tired..." 

He slumped forward, his face landing in the crook of Caleb’s neck. His breathing deepened, 

slowing into a heavy, rhythmic snore. 

The room went silent. The harem members, sensing a shift in the atmosphere, stopped their 

writhing. They looked toward the throne, confused, their brainwashed minds struggling to 
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process the image of their Master asleep. 

"He's out," Caleb whispered, shoving the Sculptor’s heavy head off his shoulder. 

"Grab him," Ryan ordered, dropping the act instantly. He pulled a coil of thick, nylon rope from 

beneath his loincloth. "We have maybe ten minutes before he burns through that dose. We 

need to secure him." 

Caleb scrambled off the Sculptor’s lap. He felt lightheaded, the adrenaline crash mixing with 

the weird, hormonal soup the transformation had created in his body. He wiped the milk from 

his chest, his hands shaking. 

"His hands," Caleb said. "We saw him. He casts with his hands. Bind his fingers. If he can't snap 

or wave, he can't change us." 

Ryan worked fast. He pulled the Sculptor’s arms behind the throne, wrapping the rope tight 

around his wrists, then individually binding the fingers together in a complex knot he’d 

learned in Boy Scouts. He tied the Sculptor’s ankles to the legs of the throne. 

"Okay," Ryan said, stepping back. "He's trussed up like a turkey." 

He looked at Caleb. He really looked at him. At the cow ears twitching on his head. At the tail 

swishing anxiously. At the milk still leaking slowly from his breasts. 

Ryan tossed him some clothes he’d found in another room. Some pink workout shorts and a 

cropped white camisole. Caleb caught them, and started putting them on. 

"You did good, Caley," Ryan said softly. He reached out and wiped a smear of milk from Caleb’s 

cheek. "You were... brave." 

"I was a cow," Caleb said bitterly, pulling the fabric around himself. "I AM a cow! Look at me! I 

hate him, Ryan. I hate him so much." 

"We'll fix it," Ryan promised. "We wake him up. We stick to the plan." 

Ryan grabbed a pitcher of ice water from a nearby table. He walked back to the throne and 

dumped it over the Sculptor’s head. 

The Sculptor sputtered, gasping as he woke. He thrashed, instinctively trying to raise his 
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hands to cast a spell, but the ropes held firm. He realized his predicament instantly. He 

stopped struggling. He shook the water from his hair. 

He looked up at them. He didn't look scared. He looked... amused. 

"Well," the Sculptor said, a smirk playing on his lips. "It seems the pets have teeth." 

"Shut up," Ryan said, stepping forward. "Change everyone back. Now." 

The Sculptor laughed. It was a rich, velvet sound that seemed to fill the room. "Change them 

back? To what? To the gray, miserable little lives they led before?" He looked around the room, 

gesturing with his bound hands to the harem of beautiful, naked people who were currently 

watching the scene with wide, vacant eyes. 

"Look at them," the Sculptor commanded, his voice gaining a theatrical, preaching cadence. 

"Do you see suffering? Do you see pain? No. You see ecstasy. You see a world stripped of the 

mundane burdens that crushed you before I arrived." 

He leaned forward as much as his bonds would allow, his violet eyes burning with a fanatical 

intensity. "Think of your lives before tonight. The bills. The dead-end jobs. The crushing 

weight of mediocrity. You were rotting in this town. And now?  

"It's not real!" Ryan shouted, his fists clenching at his sides. "None of it is real. You stole their 

lives. You stole their choices." 

"Choice is a burden," the Sculptor spat, dismissing the concept with a sneer. "Most people 

choose misery because it is familiar. I simply removed the option. I sculpted a masterpiece 

from a lump of gray clay. I made Oakhaven a paradise of aesthetic perfection where the only 

currency is pleasure. I saved you." While he was talking, he was wriggling his wrists against the 

binds, searching a weakness. Caleb and Ryan didn’t seem to notice. 

"Saved us?" Caleb stepped closer, his voice shaking with rage. He gestured violently to his own 

body, the movement making his massive, milk-heavy breasts sway. His tail lashed anxiously 

against his legs. "Look at me! I didn't want this! I didn't ask to be a... a cow-woman! I didn't ask 

to have my body warped into some sick fetish object for your amusement. You didn't save me. 

You violated me." 

The Sculptor looked at Caleb, his expression softening into something pitying and 
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condescending. "You didn't know what you wanted. But I did. Look at how your friend looks at 

you now. Look at the power you hold in that form. You were a background character in your 

own life, and I made you the star." 

"I was a person!" Caleb screamed. "And so were they!" 

The Sculptor’s face hardened. The amusement vanished, replaced by a cold, divine irritation. 

"You are ungrateful children. I tried to reason with you. I tried to let you see the vision. But if 

you insist on clinging to your ugliness, I will simply have to remove the flaw in the clay. You 

may have bound my hands, but I only need them for physical transformations. I need only my 

mind to alter your psych." 

His eyes narrowed. He focused his will, bypassing his bound hands, driving a psychic spike 

straight into their minds. 

"Kneel," he commanded, his voice echoing not in the room, but inside their skulls. "Submit. 

Your minds are mine." 

Caleb braced himself. He heard the word. He felt the intent. But it slid off his consciousness 

like water off oil. It was nothing more than a suggestion, a weak whisper he could easily brush 

aside. 

Caleb stood tall. He didn't blink. He didn't kneel. 

Ryan stood beside him, his jaw set, equally unaffected. 

The Sculptor’s eyes widened. For the first time since they had met him, genuine shock cracked 

his perfect facade. He stared at them, his mouth opening slightly. 

"How?" he whispered, the word trembling. "How are you doing that? My will is absolute. I 

rewrote the neural pathways of this entire town in a heartbeat. Why... why are you empty?" 

He looked from Ryan to Caleb, a flicker of true fear behind his violet irises. "You have no 

handles. No hooks. It is as if you do not exist in the psychic plane. I have never encountered 

this." 

"Maybe you're just losing your touch," Ryan taunted, taking a step closer. 

The insult seemed to snap the Sculptor back to reality. The shock evaporated, replaced by a 
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blinding, narcissistic fury. 

"I am the Artist!" he roared. "I do not lose! If I cannot mold your minds, I will simply pulverize 

the clay and start over!" 

He twisted his wrists and yanked his hands free with a triumphant shout, the bonds falling to 

the floor. 

"You fools!" the Sculptor laughed, raising his hands high, his fingers crackling with violet 

energy. "You thought rope could hold me? You thought you could trap a god? Now you will see 

true transformation. I won't make you beautiful. I will make you useful. You will be sex 

puppets. Mindless dolls!" 

He leveled his palms at them. The energy built, a screaming crescendo of magic that promised 

total biological annihilation. 

But Caleb didn't flinch. He looked at the Sculptor, and then he looked at Ryan. 

"NOW RYAN!" Caleb screamed. 

Ryan didn't attack. He didn't run. He reached up and yanked a thick cord that was dangling 

inconspicuously from the darkness of the high ceiling. 

"Checkmate," Ryan growled. 

Above them, a mechanism clicked. A massive roll of heavy-duty reflective Mylar sheeting, 

stolen from the hardware store and rigged during their "infiltration" prep, released. It dropped 

like a shimmering, silver guillotine, unrolling with a loud thwack right in front of Caleb and 

Ryan, creating a wall between them and the Sculptor. 

The Sculptor was already committed. He couldn't stop the spell. The massive beam of violet, 

reality-warping light erupted from his hands, aimed directly at where Caleb and Ryan had 

been standing. 

It hit the Mylar. 

It didn't burn through. It didn't absorb. It bounced. 

The reflection was perfect. The beam ricocheted off the mirror-bright surface and shot 
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straight back at its source, amplified by the Sculptor's own rage and the chaotic intent of the 

spell. 

The Sculptor’s eyes went wide. He had a fraction of a second to realize his mistake. To realize 

that in his arrogance, he had forgotten the one thing he hated most. His own reflection. 

The beam hit him square in the chest. 

The scream that tore from his throat was not human. It was the sound of a universe 

collapsing. 

The Sculptor arched his back, his body seizing as the magic flooded his system. It was a spell 

designed to strip away autonomy, to feminize, to objectify, to turn a person into a mindless 

vessel of sexual pleasure. And he was taking the full, concentrated dose of it. 

"NO!" he shrieked, his voice cracking, pitching higher and higher until it shattered into a 

squeal. "I AM THE CREATOR! I CANNOT…" 

His iridescent suit disintegrated into mist. His body began to convulse and twist. 

His height evaporated. He shrank rapidly, losing six inches, then a foot. His broad, elegant 

shoulders snapped and melted, flowing inward to create a petite, delicate frame. His lean, 

hard torso softened, layers of plush, feminine fat blooming under his skin. 

His skin darkened, shifting from pale alabaster to a deep, artificial spray-tan orange. His hair, 

dark and sleek, bleached white in an instant, exploding outward into a massive, teased-up, 

hairspray-hardened bouffant. 

And then, the chest. 

The Sculptor’s chest erupted. It didn't just grow; it detonated. Two mounds of flesh burst from 

his sternum, inflating with terrifying speed. They surged past D-cups, past double-Ds, 

swelling into massive, impossible spheres that defied physics. They bounced and settled, 

heavy and soft, resting on a waist that had cinched in so tightly it looked like he was wearing 

an invisible corset. 

His face shifted. The sharp, cruel intelligence in his eyes dissolved, the violet light fading into a 

dull, vacuous blue. His jaw softened. His lips puffed up, turning a hot, glossy pink, parting in a 
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permanent, bewildered 'O'. 

The transformation slammed to a halt. 

Sitting in the throne, where a god had once sat seconds before, was the ultimate bimbo. She 

was a living caricature, a breathing sex doll. She was wearing a tiny, frilly French Maid outfit 

that had materialized out of the ether, the black fabric straining to contain her colossal 

breasts. A feather duster appeared in her hand with a poof. 

She blinked, her long, fake lashes fluttering. She looked down at her hands, which were now 

manicured with long, pink acrylics. She looked at her cleavage, which was practically 

suffocating her. 

"Omigosh!" she squealed, her voice a high, airy titter. Caleb and Ryan stepped out from behind 

the sheet. They stared at the creature in front of them, breathless. 

"Did... did we win?" Ryan asked, his voice shaking. 

Caleb walked up to the woman. He waved a hand in front of her face. "Hey. You. Who are you?" 

She looked at him, her eyes wide and empty of any recognition. She giggled, a sound like wind 

chimes in a breeze. 

"Silly!" she chirped, wiggling her hips. "I'm Candi! With an I! Do you boys need a dust-up? Or 

maybe a sandwich? I'm, like, super good at following orders!" 

The Sculptor was gone. The mirror had reflected his desire to objectify the world back onto 

himself. He had become the thing he wanted to make everyone else: a beautiful, mindless 

object. 

Caleb slumped against Ryan, the adrenaline leaving him in a rush. "We won," he whispered, 

leaning his head on Ryan's shoulder. "We actually won." 

Ryan wrapped an arm around Caleb, holding him tight. "Yeah. We did." 
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Part 9: The Cleanup 

The dawn light was started to stream into the house as Caleb slumped against the cold marble 

pillar, sliding down until he hit the floor. The adrenaline was draining out of him, replaced by 

the sheer, physical misery of his current form. His back ached from the weight of his engorged 

breasts. His tail was pinched uncomfortably beneath him. And the milk... it was sticky and 

cooling rapidly on his skin, a gross reminder of the violation he’d just endured. 

"I hate this," Caleb groaned, pulling at the cow ears that twitched atop his head. "I look like a 

barnyard freak. I just want to be... normal. Well, normal for a girl. I want to be Caley again." 

Candi, who was busy trying to see her own reflection in the polished floor, perked up. Her 

ears, hidden under the massive bouffant of blonde hair, twitched. 

"Oh! You don't like the cow-play?" she chirped. She waved her feather duster in a careless arc. 

"Fixed!" 

A shimmer of pink light washed over Caleb. 

The pressure in his chest vanished instantly. He gasped as his breasts shrank back to a smaller 

size, even smaller than before. The leaking stopped. The heavy, burning sensation of lactation 

evaporated. He reached back. The tail was gone. He touched his head. Human ears. 

He was back to the "Caley" form. Caleb blinked, looking at his hands. "Uh. Thanks, Candi." 

"You're welcome!" She blew a bubble with gum that had materialized in her mouth. "I exist to 

serve!" 

Ryan helped Caleb to his feet. "She listens to us," Ryan said, a slow grin spreading across his 

face. "She's... she's ours now. The rewrite on her mind. She thinks she's our servant." 

Caleb looked at Candi, then at the room full of naked, confused, and still-brainwashed 

townspeople. "Does she remember how they used to be?" 

"Hey Candi," Caleb asked. "Do you remember what all these people looked like before the bad 

man changed them?" 
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Candi tapped her chin with a manicured fingernail. "The Sculptor was super obsessive! He 

kept blueprints of everyone in his head. Since I used to be him... yup! I remember!" 

"Change them back," Ryan ordered. "All of them." 

Candi raised her hand to snap her fingers, but then she paused. She looked confused. "I... I 

can't do them all at once. The beam needs to see them! Line of sight, silly!" 

"Right," Caleb sighed. "We have to do this the hard way." 

They spent the next hour walking the mansion. It was a bizarre procession. Ryan leading the 

way, Caleb holding Candi’s hand like she was a toddler, and Candi skipping along in her heels. 

They went person by person. 

"Her," Caleb would say, pointing to a woman acting as a maid. 

"Okie dokie!" Candi would chirp. She’d wave her hand. A flash of purple light, and the sexy 

slave would twist and morph back into the balding, pot-bellied man Caleb remembered as Mr 

Henderson. 

He blinked, looking around. "What in the Sam Hill..." He scrambled up, covering himself with a 

throw pillow. "Where are my clothes? Ryan? Is that you?" 

"Long story, Mr. Henderson," Ryan said. "Go home." 

They cleared the ballroom. Then the kitchens. Then the gardens. One by one, the townspeople 

of Oakhaven woke up from their erotic trance. The confusion was absolute. Women who had 

been turned into statuesque goddesses shrieked as they shrank back into grandmothers. Men 

who had been turned into furniture gasped as their humanity returned. 

They didn't remember everything. It was like waking up from a vivid, feverish dream. They 

knew something strange had happened, they knew they felt weirdly satisfied and exhausted, 

but the details were fading fast. They thanked Ryan and Caleb profusely, though they weren't 

entirely sure why, and fled into the town to find clothes and sanity. 

At one point, Candi got annoyed at her clothes and ended up finding that she felt fit her 

better. It was a frilly pink dress, clearly designed for a girl to play princess. As absurd as it was, 

Caley and Ryan had to admit, it did suit this new bimbo persona. 
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Finally, the mansion was empty. Just the three of them. 

"Let's get out of here," Caleb said. He felt drained. "There’s the rest of the town still to change.." 

They walked to the front of the estate. The massive iron gates, which had been guarded by the 

Amazons, were closed. The Amazons themselves had been reverted to Officer Miller and a few 

other deputies, who had already run off in shame. 

Caleb grabbed the iron bars. He tried to push. 

The gate didn't budge. 

He grunted, putting his back into it. He pushed harder, his feet slipping on the pavement. His 

arms, slender and soft, trembled. He had no leverage. He had no strength. 

"Dammit," Caleb huffed, leaning against the cold metal. "I'm too weak. I used to be able to 

bench press my body weight. Now I can't even open a door." 

He looked back at the empty guard posts. He remembered the Amazonians. Seven feet tall. 

Muscles like braided steel. Power radiating off them. 

"God," Caleb whispered, wiping sweat from his forehead. "It would be nice to be like that. Just 

for a minute. To not feel so... helpless." 

Behind him, Candi perked up. "Oh! I can do that!" 

Before Caleb could shout "Wait," Candi waved her hand. 

The sensation was like being inflated with high-pressure concrete. Caleb’s point of view shot 

upward as his spine elongated, cracking and snapping into a new, massive configuration. 

His legs thickened, his thighs swelling into tree trunks of solid, corded muscle that threatened 

to burst the seams of the new pink shorts. His calves hardened into rocks. His waist remained 

snatched, but his abs rippled into existence, a six-pack so defined and hard it looked like 

armor plate beneath the glowing magic dust. 

His chest surged outward again, but this time it wasn't soft, milky flesh. It was muscle and 

power, topped with massive, firm breasts that defied gravity with arrogant ease, pushing the 

white crop top to its absolute limit. He grew to seven feet tall, towering over Ryan.  
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Caleb stood there, breathing heavily, his hands hovering by his sides as the last of the violet 

sparkles faded into his skin. He flexed a hand. It felt like he could crush a brick into dust. He 

looked down at his own body, his eyes wide with shock as he took in the massive, powerful 

thighs and the rock-hard stomach that had replaced his soft curves. 

He looked down at Ryan, who was staring up at him with wide, dilated eyes, his gaze glued to 

the cameltoe clearly visible through the tight pink shorts. 

"Whoa," Ryan breathed. 

"Whoa," Ryan breathed. 

Caleb turned to Candi. "Hey! I didn't say do it!" 

Candi shrank back, looking terrified. "I... I thought you wanted it! You said it would be nice!" 

Caleb sighed. His voice was deeper now, a resonant thrum that vibrated in his own chest. 

"Okay. New rule. From now on, you only use your power when me or Ryan specifically tell you 

to. Like, 'Candi, do this.' Understand?" 

"Yes, Mistress!" Candi saluted. 

Caleb turned back to the gate. He grabbed the bars. It felt like cardboard. With a casual shove, 

he threw the heavy iron gates open, the metal groaning in protest. 

He looked at his hands. He looked at his legs, powerful and long. 

"Okay," Caleb admitted, a small smile touching his lips. "This... this is actually pretty awesome." 

Ryan walked up to him. He reached out, touching Caleb’s bicep. "You look incredible, Caley. 

You look like a goddess!" 

Caleb felt a flush heat his skin. He liked the way Ryan looked at him. He liked being smaller, 

but he also really, really liked being bigger. 

"Come on," Caleb said. "Let's finish this." 

They walked through the town. It took hours. They had to find everyone. They went street by 

street, Candi snapping her fingers, restoring normalcy to Oakhaven. 
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By the time they reached their apartment building, the sun was beginning to lighten the 

horizon. The town was quiet. Normal. Boring. 

 

Part 10: The New Normal 

They walked up the stairs to the apartment, the silence heavy with unspent adrenaline and a 

thick, accumulating lust. Caleb, still in his seven-foot Amazonian form, had to duck to get 

through the door frame. He filled the small living room, his massive presence making the 

furniture look like dollhouse props.  

Candi immediately started tidying up, finding a feather duster and humming a tune as she 

bent over the TV stand, her short skirt riding up to reveal the lack of panties underneath. 

Caleb and Ryan collapsed onto the couch. "So," Ryan said, his voice breathless as he looked up 

at Caleb. His eyes were dark, dilated, tracing the line of Caleb’s powerful thigh. "We did it. 

Everyone is back. Except us." 

Caleb looked at his hands. They were strong, capable of crushing stone. He looked at his 

chest, at the power radiating off him. "We should change back," Caleb said, though the words 

tasted like ash in his mouth. "Right? I mean... I need to go back to being Caleb. My job. My 

mom. My life." He gestured to his seven-foot frame. 

"Yeah," Ryan said, looking at his own hands, clenching them into fists. "I guess. I should go 

back to being... scrawny. Weak." He looked up, meeting Caleb’s eyes. "But I don't want to. I like 

this. I like feeling... capable." 

"Me too… I think I want to stay as Caley… for now," Caleb whispered. The thought of losing this 

body was weirdly terrifying. 

"And..." Ryan started, then stopped. He shifted closer, his knee brushing against Caleb’s 

massive thigh. "And I..." 

Caleb’s heart skipped a beat. The air in the room seemed to vanish. "You what?" 

Ryan looked at him. The "bro" mask was gone. There was only raw, terrified honesty. "I think 

I..." 
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"Love you?" Caleb finished, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. 

Ryan froze. Then, slowly, a smile broke across his face. "Yeah. Yeah. I think I do." 

The realization hit them both like a physical blow. It wasn't just the magic. It wasn't just the 

hormones. It was years of shared silence, of always being there, of a bond that had just been 

waiting for the right catalyst to ignite. 

They leaned in. Ryan had to reach up, grabbing the back of Caleb’s neck to pull him down. 

They kissed. It wasn't clumsy. It was a claiming. It was deep and wet and full of a promise that 

they had the rest of their lives to explore this. 

They pulled back, giggling breathlessly. 

"God," Ryan laughed, shaking his head. "You are so tall. I feel like I'm dating a statue." 

"I don't think I want to change back," Caleb said, his voice firm now. "Not yet at least. I mean... 

Candi is going to stay with us. She's our roommate now. We can always change back later if we 

really need to." 

"Plus," Ryan added, a wicked glint in his eye, "everyone in town still thinks we're a couple. 

There’s no rush… we can just see how things go!" 

Caleb smiled. He ran a hand down his own side, feeling the dip of his waist and the flare of his 

powerful hips. "I can get used to you calling me Caley," he admitted. 

Ryan grinned. "Caley it is." 

From that moment on, he... or should we say she... knew there was no going back. Caley 

looked at Ryan, her eyes darkening with a hunger she no longer felt the need to hide. She was 

a woman. And she wanted him. 

They went in for another kiss, harder this time. 

"Bedroom," Ryan growled against her lips. 

They stood up. Caley towered over him, a magnificent tower of muscle and curve. Ryan didn't 

hesitate. He grabbed the hem of her white crop top and yanked it up. Caley raised her arms, 

letting him strip her. Her massive, muscular breasts swung free, heavy and firm, nipples 
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hardening in the cool air. 

She shoved the pink shorts down her powerful legs, stepping out of them to stand gloriously, 

powerfully naked. 

Ryan stripped off his own clothes, revealing the hard body the Sculptor had given him. He 

looked at her, his eyes drinking in every inch of her skin. 

He walked up to her. He wrapped his arms around her waist, burying his face in her cleavage. 

Then, with a grunt of effort that flexed every muscle in his new body, he lifted her. 

Caley gasped, wrapping her long, powerful legs around his waist, locking her ankles behind his 

back. He held her there, standing in the middle of the room, her weight supported by his 

strength. 

He carried her into the bedroom, not putting her down. "You're so big," he groaned. "So 

strong." 

"Take me," Caley commanded, her voice a deep, resonant purr. 

Ryan didn't wait. Still holding her, he thrust upward, burying himself inside her. 

Caley cried out, her head thrown back. The sensation was incredible. He filled her completely, 

stretching her, hitting spots deep inside that made her vision blur. They fucked in this 

position, Ryan’s strength matching her size, his thrusts powerful and rhythmic. 

He carried her to the bed and threw her down. The mattress groaned under her weight. 

Caley rolled onto her stomach. She got up on her hands and knees, looking back at him over 

her shoulder. Her ass was a massive, heart-shaped shelf of muscle and soft flesh, glistening in 

the dim light. She arched her back, presenting herself to him. 

"Fuck me," she ordered, her voice rough. "Fuck me like you've never fucked me before. Make 

me forget I was ever a man." 

Ryan stared at her. He couldn't believe this tall, powerful goddess was really his best friend. 

No... his lover. She was magnificent. She was his. 

"Yes," he breathed. 
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He knelt behind her. He grabbed her wide, powerful hips, his fingers digging into the flesh. He 

slammed into her. 

The sound of wet skin slapping against wet skin filled the room. Smack. Smack. Smack. Ryan 

pounded into her, driving deep, claiming her with every thrust. Caley met him, pushing back, 

her own strength making the coupling violent and desperate. Her breasts swayed heavily with 

every impact, brushing against the sheets. 

"Ryan!" she screamed, her voice echoing. "Harder! Deeper!" 

He obliged. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, exposing her neck. He bit her, marking 

her. He reached around, cupping her heavy breasts, kneading them roughly. 

It went on for an eternity. They moved through positions, testing the limits of their new 

bodies. Caley felt powerful, yet completely surrendered. She loved the way he handled her, the 

way his strength matched hers. 

Finally, Ryan stiffened. "Caley... I'm gonna..." 

"Fill me!" she begged. "Breed me!" 

He gave one last, earth-shattering thrust and erupted inside her. Caley felt the warmth 

flooding her, and her own orgasm ripped through her, a full-body convulsion that left her 

shaking and sobbing his name. 

They collapsed, a tangle of limbs and sweat. 

------------- 

An hour later, the sun was streaming through the window. 

Caley walked out of the bedroom. She had found one of her old, tank tops in the laundry pile, 

back from when she was a man. On her old body, it fit nicely. On her Amazonian frame, it was 

a tight crop stretched at her boobs. She considered putting on one of her old pairs of boxers 

too, but she remembered the new panties they had purchased yesterday, and threw on one of 

them instead. 

Ryan was sprawled on the couch in his boxers, looking exhausted and incredibly satisfied. He 

watched her walk in, a lazy smile on his face. 
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"You look ridiculous in that," he teased. 

"Shut up," Caley laughed, walking behind the couch. She ran her hands over his shoulders, 

massaging the muscles. "Just... enjoy it." 

"Oh I will," Ryan sighed, leaning his head back against her stomach. "Lover." 

Caley smiled. She looked over at Candi, who was happily rearranging the bookshelf by color. 

A mischievous thought bloomed in Caley’s mind. She left Ryan on the couch and went over to 

Candi, leaning into her ear. 

"Hey, Candi," she whispered, low enough that Ryan barely registered she was speaking to the 

maid. "Give him tits." 

Candi giggled and waved her hand. 

Ryan gasped. His eyes flew open. "What the…" 

There was a wet, stretching sound. Ryan groaned, clutching his chest as his pectoral muscles 

softened and surged outward. He watched in horror and fascination as two massive mounds 

of flesh ballooned from his ribcage. They grew rapidly, heavy and soft, expanding past D-cup, 

past double-D, settling into massive E-cups that rested heavily on his stomach. 

"Holy shit!" Ryan yelled, grabbing them. "Caley! What did you do?" 

Caley laughed, a deep, throaty sound. She reached over his shoulder, grabbing his new assets 

and giving them a firm squeeze. "Fair is fair, babe. They look good on you." 

Ryan squeezed them himself. He shuddered. "They're... wow. They're heavy." A slow grin 

spread across his face. "Okay. You want to play that game?" 

He turned on the couch, looking up at her. He looked at Candi. 

"Candi!" Ryan barked. "Transform her. Take away the Amazon strength. Make her petite. Like... 

four-foot-ten. But keep the curves. Huge ass. Huge tits." 

Caley’s eyes went wide. "Ryan, no…" 

Candi clapped her hands. "Shortstack coming up!" 
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She waved her hand. 

Caley felt the rush of magic. It was a dizzying, shrinking sensation. Her perspective 

plummeted. Her long, powerful legs shortened, the muscle softening into plush, soft fat. Her 

torso compacted. She felt like she was melting. 

She landed on her feet, stumbling slightly. She was tiny. She looked up at Ryan, who now 

towered over her even from the couch. She was barely five feet tall. But her breasts... they 

hadn't shrunk. If anything, on her new, tiny frame, they looked colossal. Her ass was a massive, 

heavy shelf behind her. 

She pouted, crossing her arms over her chest, which pushed her boobs up to her chin. "You 

jerk." 

Ryan laughed, a deep, booming sound. He reached out and pulled her in for a quick kiss. 

"I think you look perfect," he said, kissing her nose. 

Caley smirked, wrapping her arms around his him, pressing her massive chest against his new 

boobs. "Okay. Maybe this is fun." 

They embraced, holding each other tight. With Candi humming in the background and a 

whole world of magical possibilities at their fingertips, the heroes of Oakhaven knew life was 

going to be anything but boring. 

The end? 
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