Kim grunted, arms burning with strain as she lifted the heavy box from the back of her stationwagon. While trundling up the footpath to the front door, her toes hit the edge of a tilted slab of pavement. 

“Shit!” she shrieked, feeling herself fall forward. Straining with her back, she tried to steady herself, but the weight of the box continued to pull forward.

“I gotchya!” shouted a voice. A man came running over from the sidewalk, arms extended, lifting the box from below. 

Kim sighed, feeling the weight removed, and straightened up. 

“Here, I'll take it.” said the man, pulling the box from her arms. 

“Thanks.” she huffed. 

“Hey, Kim, who's your friend?” Maya called, descending the steps from the porch. 

“Name's Mark.” the young man smiled, looking over the top of the box in his arms. “Is this really all shoes?” he asked, glancing at the writing. 

“Don't be silly.” Maya laughed, though at length she allowed a tiny bit of sheepish acknowledgement to seep through her smile. 

“Would it make sense if I told you those were shoes for two girls, not just one?” Kim asked, escorting the man up the path. 

“A little.” he grimaced, hefting the box higher on his arms. With a gasp he set it down on the porch. “So, you girls new in town?” 

“Just arrived.” Maya smiled, extending a hand, which the man took and shook softly, his fingers lingering before the two pulled away. 

Kim noticed an immediate attraction, a glimmer in Maya's gaze pointedly revealing her affection. 

“I'm Maya.” she said, taking the opportunity to bring notice to her bright blond hair by tucking a short lock behind her ear, “And this is Kim.” she introduced, gesturing towards the Asian. 

“Nice to meet you. Both of you. How did a couple of attractive ladies like you end up on fraternity row?” 

“It was cheaper.” Kim explained truthfully, folding her arms. She cast a glare at Maya, who was quickly easing up next to her new friend. 

“For the scenery.” Maya remarked, offering her own explanation. She lowered her eyes down Mark's cut chest, well defined through his singlet. 

“We're having a party tonight.” Mark said, “You're invited if you want to come. Meet the townsfolk.” 

“Really?” Maya perked, “Where?” 

“Just there.” Mark revealed, pointing to a house two doors down across the street. “You girls game?” 

At nearly the same time Kim and Maya provided different answers. 

“We'll think about it.” Kim replied noncommittally.

“I'll be there.” Maya answered, eyes bulging at him with hunger. 

“Good.” he smiled.“I'll see you there, then.”   Kim noticed that he was talking almost exclusively to Maya. The two closed in to each other and began talking quietly. Kim noticed Maya point at her with a finger. Mark glanced at her and then back to Maya; he nodded his head. 

Kim puffed with disapproval, her quiet tantrum unseen by the others. Protectively, she walked up to Maya's side. 

“I'll see you there, then.” he departed with a smile. “Kim...” he added with a nod. 

As he left, Maya followed his ass with her eyes, her gaze fixed on it until he had turned down the street out of sight. 

“When we're you going to tell me we lived on fraternity row?” Kim grunted, sitting on the stoop. 

“About now.” Maya grinned disarmingly. She sat down next to Kim and, winking, nudged her elbow against Kim's arm. 

“Did you see that guy, running to my rescue? Like some knight in shining armour?” 

“Oh yes... I noticed those arms. The guy's ripped.” Maya agreed with a dreamy tone.

“He's a peacock.” Kim dismissed, “How can you like guys like that?” 

Maya shrugged. Evidently her libido wanted what it wanted and she thought little about the why. 

Kim inhaled deeply, wearing a frown of disappointment, but the look soon softened. 

I just can't be mad at her... but...

“What am I going to do on fraternity row?” Kim asked, rolling her eyes. 

“I'm sure there will be plenty of women at the party tonight. Believe me, Kim, female students flock to places like this. Men for me, girls for you; it's perfect. I'm sure you'll have half the female population converted by the end of the semester.” 

Kim allowed that, nodding her head with reluctant agreement. 

“Wait,” she blurted, perking up, “You're actually going to the party?” 

“No,” Maya replied, “We're going.” 

**

“If you were so dead set on not coming, why'd you bother getting ready? Don't quit on me, now!" Maya begged, pulling Kim towards the well lit house. Even through shut windows and doors, the sound of drunken revelry was spilling out into the street. 

"Oh, I don't know about this." Kim wavered, "I'm not really in the mood."

Samantha frowned, yet even then Kim couldn't help but feel aroused, drawing her eyes up and down Maya's sleek athletic lines, entranced by the swells of her full lips contrasted by a fashionably tussled, cropped blonde mane. Girly, with a hint of danger. 

"Pleeeeeease." Maya pleaded cutely, bouncing on her toes and squeezing Kim's hand.

Oh, those hands. I want them everywhere except on my hand.

"Don't let me down, babe." Maya continued. “I gotta hook up with that guy.” 

Mark. She loved Maya to death, but she'd talked of little else since he'd first appeared that afternoon. Crazed by wistful lust, Maya had spent most of the day in a dream while Kim had done all the work moving them in.

It was especially torturous seeing Maya decked out in heels and a cute red dress, complete with a plunging v-line that, in her dreams, Kim imagined pulling away from her girlfriend's chest to reveal the small perky breasts underneath, nipples swollen and ready. Then, upon the first sensuous touch of her hand on those small but well-formed tits, Maya would melt into her arms and beg to be taken home where things would happen. The things of sapphic dreams.

Dreams they would remain. Maya was as straight as they came.

Kim shook her head, uncertain about how the tug-of-war would play itself out this time. She wanted to do right by her friend, but the thought of having Maya to herself was a deeper, if private, priority. 

Quit dreaming, Kim, you're just killing yourself.

Kim wavered with reconsideration, tempted to do as Maya asked. While the desire to please her friend was certainly present, she wanted nothing more than to stake her claim, her sex smouldering with need as her bosom buddy twirled and danced on the lawn, attempting to sway Kim with her infectious, bubbly energy.

"Mark said there would be someone here for you tonight." Maya continued.

"When did he say that?" Kim asked incredulously.

"While you were sulking out in front of the house." Maya grinned devilishly.

"So then... there's a girl?" Kim asked, eyes narrowing.

"Let's just say one of the guys who lives here has a sister." Maya explained with a low voice and a smirk, "So I asked Mark to invite her. I thought maybe she'd never eaten Korean before."

"Cute." Kim smirked. "You think she'll like my Asian ass syndrome?"

"Few could resist you." Maya complimented. 

I can think of one person...

To follow up her compliment, Maya wrapped her arms around Kim's rail thin body and pulled her close. "Besides, you're wearing a sinfully innocent get up, tonight." Maya continued, lifting the hem of Kim's white babydoll A-line. "Oh, is that a g-string? You slut! You didn't get all dressed up to go back home, so come on inside!"

Kim wilted under Maya's touch, the sound of her laugh like music. She sighed a sigh of  dreams unfulfilled.

“Mark says she likes to boss around her girls. She might be inclined to tie you up if you ask nicely.”

Abruptly, Kim put her hands up and pushed Maya away.

"Wait, you know... about that?"

"I don't have to know that you're a sub.  It's written all over you. And... I've been through your web history."

Maya looked somewhat apologetic about that last point, though only a little. The two were best friends after all. Their boundaries were a bit lax. 

Kim's mouth opened and shut several times, face reddening with embarrassment. Each time she grasped at an idea, it slipped away on her.  Imagining what her unknown date looked like in the nude helped a little, but the image was soon crushed by a vision of Mark balls deep in Maya. .

At length Kim inhaled deeply. 

Very deeply. 

“You can't escort me to the house and not follow me in!” Maya complained, putting on a frown. 

"If I go in with you, I want something in return." Kim hazarded, really taking a leap at this point because, she was sure, she was at the point where she had nothing to lose. Tonight she would have to start sharing Maya, or...

"Name your price." Maya declared confidently.

Kim inhaled slowly, screwing up every ounce of courage she had, which she wasn't entirely sure was very much.

"Let's say you don't hook up with Mark tonight..."

"Why?"

"I don't know, maybe he turns out to be an ass... Or impotent or something."

"I doubt that." 

"It doesn't matter. If I go in there with you tonight, do the whole song and dance, and you come out empty handed..." Kim paused for a long, lust-strained breath, "...you come home with me."

"Where else would I go?"

"And you sleep in my bed. With me. Naked." Kim continued, trembling now with nervous anxiety.

Maya's face cycled through a variety of expressions, ranging from shock and uncertainty, to eventual amusement.

“So you want us to be lovers? Since when?” 

“Since always.” 

“Without me knowing?” 

“You're friend-blind, Maya. What, you think having showers together is a normal thing for platonic girl friends to do?” 

Maya lifted her chin, taking it all in. She held out her hand, pinky extended.

Kim took the offered pinky with her own, but held tight when Maya tried to pull away and close the deal.

Emboldened, imagination running wild and crazed with lustful hope, Kim added a condition. "If you don't hook up with Mark, and I bring this girl home, you join in with us."

Alarms rang out in Kim's head; "too much, too much!" they were screaming. She looked at Maya with an eyeful of apology. She froze, afraid to do anything else.

Maya narrowed her eyes and huffed at her friend.

"My my, aren't you feeling bold. I'll do you one further: you manage to convert me and I'll marry you."

Kim smiled toothily, images running wild. They pinky sweared and laughed. Then Kim, truly motivated at last, rushed for the front door with Maya in tow.

*****

Some guy greeted them at the door already half in the bag. Kim couldn't help but roll her eyes.. 

Seriously, what does Maya see in these brutes?

"Maya! Awesome. You've kept us waiting. And Kim, too." he guffawed, eyeing the slim lesbian up and down. "Perhaps most important of all the ladies here tonight?"

"Why?" Kim asked, cocking an eye, "Because without me Maya wouldn't have come?"

He chuckled but ignored her comment. “Turn in your licenses, ladies.” He said, holding out a basket. 

“What for?” 

“Friends don't let friends drink and drive." he slurred with an air of mock nobility.

“We walked.” Kim argued. “We only live two houses down.”

“True, but some yokel who did drive might ask you to take him home.” he replied, “Or her home.” he added, with a sly grin at Kim. “Come on in, Mark's waiting for you.” he said to Maya. 

“I don't know...” Kim hesitated. 

“There's also a beer raffle.” he added. 

The pair reached into their purses and turned over their cards, then stepped over the threshold into the noisy house. 

“Don't people normally ask for keys?” Maya asked aloud, though the question was quickly overwhelmed by the party they found inside the house. 

“It's a zoo in here. Look at all these animals.” Kim complained, wincing, assaulted by the sight and smell of the riotous crowd. Through the jostling figures she could see just about nothing. How, exactly, did one find anyone in such a place? It was impossible.

Maya soon proved her wrong, finding both their quarries in three seconds flat.

"I'll go this way." Maya pointed, lifting onto her toes to see over the crowd. Kim craned her head over Maya's shoulder, looking down the line of the girl's arm. Sure enough, there was Mark in the distance at the end of her finger. Discretely she inhaled the scent of Maya's hair, unsure if she'd get another chance tonight.

"And you," Maya instructed, turning Kim on her feet, "go that way."

“A blonde.” Kim noted, “I do like blondes.” 

Kim spotted her blind date's blonde mane in the living room. The woman was reclined on the couch, rolling her eyes dismissively at three young men who had surrounded her in a foolhardy attempt to pick her up. 

“You sure that's her?” Kim asked, not wanting to fuck this up. 

“Mark's description was very detailed. Let's just say that every guy wants to nail her to the floor. Keep an ear out. I'll call you if I need you." Maya finally said, slinking away through the crowd.

Alone, Kim wandered off through several rooms, taking an indirect route through the house's ground floor via the kitchen, where revellers were having drinking contests while half-clad young women cheered them on. 

At length she found the living room, finding it to be the party's impromptu lounge, where couples could sit in relative isolation from the noise and talk.

She found her date sitting by herself on a love seat.

"May I sit down?" 

The woman looked up from her glass of wine.

"Who wants to know?"

"Kim."

"Is this the storied So Yeon I've heard so much about?"

"I won't ask what they told you." Kim smiled, sliding onto the couch. 

She knows my name!

"I'm Amanda. I wasn't going to be here tonight, but Mark was very insistent. Apparently his love life was on the line.” 

“I know the feeling. Maya made the same case.” 

“I'm glad I came." she explained, drawing her eyes up and down Kim's body."Wine?" she offered, holding out her glass.

"Thank you." Kim smiled, taking a sip from Amanda's chardonnay. They locked eyes and Amanda leaned in to stroke Kim's shoulder length hair.

"God, I'm so jealous of Asians. You have such thick hair."

"I often find myself jealous of white women." Kim replied, eyes following the flow of Amanda's blonde hair, which spilled from her head and over her shoulders, down onto the shelf of her large breasts, wrapped tightly in a white boob tube. Amanda noted the line of Kim's gaze with pride, then took her glass from Kim's fingers and placed it on the lamp table.

"How about we skip to the end? Maya says you like to go fast. The bedroom upstairs is available." Amanda suggested with a grin, drawing her finger along the shoulder strap of Kim's dress. Her voice was thick with honey, her approach confident and to the point—dominant, Kim found herself noting with admiration. The Asian wettened instantly, her pussy blushing under her panties.

"You're very direct."

"Well, you know how it is with girls. Better staying power than boys, so that kind of eliminates the need to wait until the end of the night, don't you think? We can start early and just go on and on."

Kim's mouth curled up in silent approval. Amanda smoothly leaned in, her trembling lips poised. Kim appraised them quickly, taking a liking to the subtle flesh toned gloss. Just lipstick lezzy enough for her, she decided. 

The spike in eroticism supercharged the fire in Kim's loins. She lifted a hand to Amanda's face and stroked the woman's jawline. Kim shivered with delight and anticipation, energized by the feel of Amanda's soft flesh, the touch making real just how supple and delectable the woman before her was. This was no dream. She groaned with delight as there lips met, the kiss at first light and uncertain, but after a brief exploratory peck the two of them plunged into it with certainty, Kim moaning happily as Amanda slipped her some tongue and placed a hand up her dress.

Pulling away from the liphold, Amanda craned her neck over Kim's shoulder and whispered into her ear. 

"I have a good feeling about you," she husked, punctuating the remark with a nibble on Kim's ear, "like I could do anything I want to you."

Kim inhaled sharply. "Tell me." she begged, her body aflame with desire.

"I'm thinking straps, gags, and handcuffs."

"Oh..." Kim whimpered, imagining herself hog-tied and helpless to resist as Amanda's relentless tongue thrashed her, her cries for release going ignored as she was kept on the edge, waiting to cum, her partner prolonging the agonizing bliss for as long as possible. 

Again the two women closed in for another taste, entwining their lips, certain now that the pre-show had already started and was building towards an intimate climax. 

So absorbed were they in the kiss that even the commotion in the next room, where most of the crowd had gathered, went unheard. A chorus of voices rose up. 'Some Guy' cheered the arrival of a most unlikely guest: a forgettable young man with a sullen way of carrying himself, dressed in a brown hoody and blue jeans and wearing thick black glasses. Rather boyish, really. In his hands he was carrying a small tablet computer. 'Some Guy' lifted the young man's arm to identify him as the night's champion.

"Now the party really begins!" he boomed, upending a can of beer down his gullet. He elbowed the young geek beside him and handed him a small card. "Do your thing, bro."

The young man slid the card into a slot on the side of his tablet. Then tapped the screen several times. The air shivered in a line from the tablet, shooting over the heads of the crowd and ending at Amanda, still locked in her kiss with Kim. 

With a start Amanda broke away from their kiss, a grimace on her face. "The fuck?" she growled. 

“What is it?” Kim whimpered, longing for a return to their embrace. 

“I... don't know.” Amanda replied, scratching her head. She seemed to think for a moment, then dismissed whatever she was thinking for more important concerns. "Now, where were we?" she asked, turning a lustful gaze on Kim.

“I think we were getting ready to go somewhere private.” Kim suggested coyly. 

"That sounds, Oh... OH!" Amanda yelped, rising, her chest thrusting outward. Her already large breasts suddenly ballooned in her tube top, the slim garment protesting as it was filled to the limit, then giving up the fight as Amanda's tits surged up and jumped free, wobbling forward with growth and expanding out into inflated juggs, skin growing tight over them. The expansion jiggled to an abrupt halt and her nipples popped, as if stretched by forward momentum, from tiny nubs into firm spires stabbing out at the air on puffed areolas, squirting a fine spray of milk.

"Ooof!" Amanda panted, stroking the tops of her breasts with fingers that, Kim noticed, were sprouting fresh square-tipped nails.

"SorRY, I don't KNOW, ow, whAt came OH... over me." Amanda explained, still stroking her new breasts as her body jerked and bent itself into a new shape: chest thrust out, ass thrust back, waist shrinking in on itself, each change bringing about a rise in the pitch of her voice when she talked.

"Damn." she muttered as her head disappeared under a cascade of platinum hair. She brushed it away from her face, spitting out a few stray hairs, her pout looking increasingly puckered, then bee-stung, as her lips bloated, giving her a permanent duck-face pout.

Moments later, the final touches came in a flurry of shifting flesh, her cheeks grinding and rising, eyes sprouting wings of thick black lashes, whorish make-up painting itself across her face. She tilted  slightly as one ass cheek swelled under her, leaving her bum lopsided. She grunted and rubbed her hips, straining against the tilt of her pelvis, then sighed with relief as her other ass cheek caught up and swelled in turn. 

Her clothes were an afterthought, her white mini-skirt and tube top having shrunk to a mere belt of fabric wrapping her tiny waste, from the bottoms of her nude breasts to her hip bones. Her skirt had gone completely, and only when two white latex stockings applied themselves and coated her legs almost up to the tops of her thighs did she seem to have any semblance of an outfit at all, though it was a surreal negative image of one. The parts of the body girls tended to reveal—midriff, legs and neck—had in Amanda's case been clothed in tight white latex, whereas the parts one tended to cover—breasts, ass and pussy—were on full display.

Amanda shook her head, combing taloned fingers through her hair. 

"You know what?" she said, giving Kim a casual lustless look, "Maybe I should leave. I have to... go see my brother.” 

“Your brother?” Kim blurted with astonishment. “What about me?” 

“I don't know what I was thinking.” Amanda said, shaking her head uncertainly. “I think, well, I just don't like girls. I mean, I thought I liked girls but..." she trailed off, a hand dipping between her legs to massage the tuft of blond hair on her mons. A few rubs was enough to make the fur vanish.

“What about the things you said?” 

“What did I say?” Amanda asked, with worry. She began to tremble with tension. 

“You said you liked me.” Kim frowned, eyes frantically searching Amanda's face for answers. 

Amanda stood up, wringing her hands. "No, no. That's can't be right. Right now I... I... I have to go see my brother." she smiled pleasantly, the expression forced and stiff, plastered on to cover up confusion. Then she left, mincing away on towering ballet style heels, her bubble-butt shaking behind her.

Kim watched all this in silence, too scared to move. In a few moments she had watched an ordinary young woman mutate into a hyper-sexed mega-breasted sextoy. It was enough to make her question her sanity.

The scary thing was that Amanda hadn't seemed to be able to see the change. There was some confusion, yes, but it seemed to be fading. As Amanda drew away Kim watched the blonde's walk become more confident, more natural. 

Only I saw...

“Hey there.” came a soft male voice. Kim looked up to see an unremarkable man in a brown hoody and jeans. “Are you So Yeon?” 

“Everyone calls me Kim.” she replied, without turning to look. Her eyes were still searching the visible surrounds for Amanda, clinging to the memory of her would-be fling. 

“Is that Korean?” 

“Yes.” 

“You from Korea?” 

“No.” Kim replied, making eye contact at last. Amanda was gone and some part of her was trying to forget. After what she'd seen, even a man was a welcome sight now. 

“Oh. I thought maybe you weren't from around here.” 

“Why would you say that?” Kim retorted, ready to educate the man that not everyone living in the burbs was white. 

“It's just.... you're sitting here alone, not talking to anyone. I thought maybe you were new.” 

“Just moved to town, but I didn't grow up far from here.” Kim stated with a sigh, disarmed. It seemed a reasonable assumption on his part, and not the racist one she had expected. 

“Welcome to town, then. You're going to love it here.” 

“Thank you. Look, I'm sorry, but I'm looking for someone. This isn't a good time.” Kim said, breaking contact and craning her neck to look out over the crowd in the living room. 

Where is she?

“Me too.” the young man said, holding out his hand. “The name's Jake. I've been looking for you.” 

Kim gave him a look. “Why?” she asked. 

“Well...” the young man admitted coyly, “I'm kind of an I.D. Nerd. You know, driver's licenses and such. From around the country.”

“And you want to see mine?” 

“I already have.” he grinned, holding up her ID. 

“How did you get that?” Kim snapped, attempting to snatch it away. 

“They're all in a bowl up at the front.” he shrugged. 

Kim flailed her hands and shook her head with a number of synonymous emotions. Frustration, irritation, annoyance. She turned away for a moment to search for Amanda. No luck. 

She turned back to him, tempted to slap him across the face. She was not angry at him per se, though the little cockroach had nicked her ID. The whole situation was just feeding into her and she needed a way to process and release it.

I need to hit SOMETHING...

Jake was plugging her I.D. Card into his computer. It fit in with a snap.

“Hey, what are you doing? Give it back!” she snapped, pinching it away from the slot. She hid it away in her purse.

“Sorry,” he said, raising his hands diplomatically, “I'm just a collector. An I.D. Geek.” 

“You could still ask.” Kim spat angrily. The fuck was going on? People were getting all weird all of a sudden. It was then that she spotted her picture on Jake's tablet screen, next to a column of labelled sliders. 

“Hey, I never said you could take my picture.” she charged, pointing at him. 

“You wanna see something cool?” he asked. 

“Fuck off.” Kim sighed, done with the boy.“I need to find my friend.” 

“You mean Amanda? The girl you were sitting with? Dave's sister?.” 

“Yes. Her.” Kim paused, bristling. “What of it?”

“Dave took her up to his bedroom.” 

“Why would she go up there?”

“Well,” he explained, “to do this, I guess.” He swiped his finger across Kim's picture, turning a page on the tablet. Amanda's picture took it's place; it was not the face of the new Amanda she saw, but the old one.

“Wait a minute...” Kim asked, taking notice. If the photo on Jake's tablet hadn't changed along with Amanda, then that meant she hadn't been hallucinating. Something had happened, and now there was proof. 

Jake didn't bother to wait for her question. He tapped a button next to the photo and a video materialized on the screen. He turned the tablet so that Kim could see it square on. On the screen she could see Dave kneeling on a bed, jackhammering his cock into a hyper-sexed blonde posing face-down kitty-up on the mattress with her head hidden under an outpouring of blond hair. Underneath all that hair could be heard the urgent, muffled cries of a woman begging '”Fuck me! Fuck me!” over and over. 

That voice... that's Amanda!

“You... you did this!” Kim gasped, eyes bulging as they fell on Jake's satisfied, shit-eating grin. “What the hell did you do?” 

“This.” Jake answered, swiping the video away and returning to Kim's 'page'. He pushed his finger along one of the sliders, changing it's value.

Kim shivered as a queer feeling rolled across her scalp. Ghostly fingers of influence raked themselves through her hair. She reacted by grabbing a sheet of it in her fingers, watching with anxious puzzlement as her thick black mane flowed through her fingers, shuddering with unease as it swept her shoulders, a length it hadn't been for years. 

Curtains of her hair fell around her head, and down her shoulder blades; she opened her mouth to scream, but in her shock-frozen state managed only a pale squeak.

“Pwwwftt!” Kim spat, ejecting hair from her mouth. With a hand she pushed it aside and looked down over her right shoulder, watching as the hair erupting from her crawling scalp lapped at her ass. 

Then it continued further. 

Kim's head lolled under the weight of her newly lengthened mane. With a grimace she flexed her neck muscles, hefted her head back upright, moaning with discomfort as the alien sensation of long luxurious hair crept down her thighs, only stopping at her knees. 

Kim shot a look at Jake. Jake looked at Kim. Kim twitched and trembled, clenched her fists, growled, flushed red as adrenaline filled her body. As the gravity of what had happened finally hit her, she kicked out with the balls of her feet—the adrenal power-surge kicking in—and bolted away. 

Not having much experience with god-like techno-powers, she could think of only one thing to do. 

Run. 

Running could potentially exploit his power's only two weaknesses, at least the only two she could think of on the fly: that the tablet needed line-of-sight, or perhaps had a short range. 

She extended her arms out in front of her as she reached the crowd, and with great effort began wrenching people aside, swimming though the ocean of party-goers as fast as they would allow. Half-blinded by the unruly hair that kept falling over her eyes, she struggled to stay on course as she elbowed her way towards the front door. Part way through, while still in the thick of things, she landed a hand on some man's cliff-like chest and, failing to make him budge an inch, stumbled face first into him. 

“Ooof!” Kim gasped, falling back on her ass. She pushed up from the floor, but as she did so she again felt that strange feeling of being impressed upon or reshaped. Kim heaved and nearly choked as a plume of nausea rose up in her gut. Looking at the beer and dirt-stained floor around her, she withdrew her hands in disgust. With horror she examined her palms, at how dirty they had become. 

“Gggah!!” she cried, as a pair of legs ran into her.

A faceless figure, merely a tree among the forest from Kim's point of view, teetered for a moment over her and with valiant effort attempted to keep the beer cup in his hand level. Then another person jostled against him in the crowd, knocking his elbow and sending a rain of alcohol down on Kim's back. 

“Gggggh!” Kim winced. So wet and clammy and cold...

With a hiss of disgust Kim curled her back, attempting to pull away from the beer soaked fabric of her dress. But the cold stickiness followed her no matter what, her outfit soaked with it. The result was a loss of balance and another nauseating encounter with the floor, fingers curling and twitching on the dirty wood. 

“Ick!” Kim hissed, peeling her hands away and rising to her feet. 

Now at wit's end, the urge to escape the muck—and Jake—swelled in her mind until there was no room for any other thought. She hurled herself against the wall of bodies before her; with effort they parted, and before long she reached the front door. 

Screwing up her face and closing her eyes, she hesitantly grabbed the doorknob, her thoughts at once turning to how dirty it must be and how many people had touched it. When at last she overcame the feeling, she stood on the threshold and faced salvation. The porch and front lawn were virtually empty. 

Yet with only one step forward she ground to a shuddering halt, a knot of tension pulsing inside her. The more she willed herself forward the more the knot inside her grew with equal opposition. She froze, hands trembling and tangled together. She found herself inexplicably obsessed with where they were, with how not to touch herself or her dress with them. She held them out at her sides and tapped a toe against the decking in front of her, testing to make sure that it wouldn't make her shoes all mucky. The plume of anxiety rushed up through her body and filled her head, making her wince. The longer she held out, it seemed, the stronger the cacophony of nervous static grew, the more painfully rigid her shivering body became, until at last she was wincing against the strain and the only hope of release was to relent. 

I can't go out like this! I'm so dirty. And my hair is a mess!

She screwed up some courage and turned around.

I'll be quick. I know I can. Just a short trip to the powder room. Then I'm outta here...

She ran back through the crowd towards the hallway bathroom, whimpering with frustration when she found a line there. 

“Fuck!” she seethed, knowing that going upstairs was going deeper into the house. But it had to be done, she decided. Flailing her dirty hands she almost broke out into tears. She couldn't run home like this. What would people think, seeing her all dirty and her hair all over the place?

She thumped up the stairs two steps at a time and locked herself in the bathroom. 

“Ick, ick ick!” she cried, dowsing her hands in soap and rubbing them under the water. Her long mane fell forward as she bent over the sink, half of it falling into the sink. 

“Fuck!” she cried, grasping her wet hair and wringing it dry.

Kim appraised her long haired reflection. That hair was much too wild. It was a hazard, really. 

Besides, it didn't look good. With deft hands she began to pull on it, comb it out, and set out on the laborious process of tying it into a pair of braids. She worked frantically at it, each twist of hair, each link in the chain of her braid, lessening the once unbearable pressure that had built up in her fastidious mind. 

Half way through the second braid, her fingertips crackled with tingling energy, but she ignored it, wholly and efficiently focused on cleaning herself up. The sound of rattling containers erupted from her purse and it expanded, filling with new bottles and accessories. With a dismissive shake of her chin she decided to deal with that later.

At length she fixed her hair into a set of knee length braids sprouting from the sides of her head. As a stylish accent she left her bangs parted and free to hang down the sides of her face, all the way down to her hips, like Chun Li or some anime girl. 

With a sigh of relief she placed her hands flat on the counter and leaned forward to inspect herself. 

Good enough...

Then she looked down. 

That fucker has changed my hands! Her fingertips were now capped with half-inch square-tipped nails, unpainted and bland. 

Shit, now I have to take care of these!

She reached into her purse and rustled around for some nail polish, finding a bottle of pink Quik-Dry. She pulled out her phone and checked the time, gasping with desperation at how long she'd spent fixing her hair. And now this? 

That fucker Jake was toying her. 

Well fuck him! 

Kim decided she'd beat him at his own game. She'd fix herself up faster than he could create new things for her to fix. She sure as hell couldn't entertain the thought of simply leaving as is—the thought was so repellent it actually made her feel sick, and her fastidious obsession demanded that she paint her nails. Otherwise she'd never be able to turn her mind from it. 

Can't stop... not now. I'll fall apart!

Swearing under her breath she bent down to the counter and started drawing the polish across her fingernails. It came easier than she thought, and she finished them all with surprising speed. The polish dried in seconds. It looked a bit cheap, almost plastic, but that was the price of needing your nails to dry in seconds. Satisfied, she grabbed her dress by the hem and pulled it over her head, her thin, g-string clad body emerging from underneath. 

“Where's the hair dryer?” she whined, frantically searching the bathroom, opening one drawer and then another, checking her phone at frequent intervals to see how time was passing. 

At last she found the dryer under the sink and put it to work drying her dress, which she spread over the counter. When the wet patches had faded she threw it back on, running her pink-painted hands down her flanks to smooth the poor, beer-stained garment out. 

Imperfect... but presentable. 

She reached out to the door and—

!

A warm, swollen throb took hold in both of her breasts. Her tiny tits pushed out against the dress, nipples teasingly tight and hard. 

“Damnit!” she cried, grasping at the front of her dress, it's triangular breast patches billowing out and curving before her, filling with round balls of tit flesh. Warm, throbbing, crawling flesh being kneaded and molded by invisible hands. 

This is going to ruin my whole shape! Kim inwardly lamented, as her hot, achy boobs swelled with growth and sensitivity, dragging her nipples fibre by teasing fibre along the inside of the fabric. With a helpless 'prong' of defeat the strap over her left shoulder gave out and an expanding breast rolled out like a wrecking ball, settling it's weight on her upper body with a healthy pull of flesh.  

'Sproing!' went the other strap. The babydoll fell into a flimsy puddle around her feet. Kim's other breast bounced free, adding it's weight to the other. She tilted forward, unused to the burden, felt her billowing tits swing forward and dangle beneath her, jiggling and bouncing against each other with each pulsing surge of expansion. With effort she righted herself and bent over the counter, propping herself up with her arms. 

"Ow." Kim winced, a pain stabbing her in the back.

The ache lanced down her spine and with a dull crack it realigned itself, thrusting her ass up, where a warm buzz in the flesh and the tightening of her G-string around it proved to her that her once small bum had just expanded in size.

“Oh fuck—mmmmmmnngggh!” Kim cursed, her inflating lips closing around her mouth at the last, straining against her face to pucker out. In the mirror she watched her face turn from sweet and innocent to mildly suggestive, then outright provocative. She winced, feeling her cheeks rise, thinning her face and lifting the bones, the result only enhancing the apparent largeness and projection of her sprouting bee-stung pout even more, which continued to pull her mouth out into an involuntary kiss.

Yelping, she sensed that her underwear had left her. Looking under herself, straining to see past the engorged, pneumatic tits wobbling from her chest, she watched the fur on her mons wither and vanish, making her pussy bald and smooth. 

"Uhh... ack!" Kim heaved, a convulsion gripping her by the waist. Another dry heave struck her, making her bend over the sink, her breasts slapping into her arms. With one final gasp she lurched and registered the sickly cracking and grinding of her ribs pulling inward, her guts churning as her waist shrank to waspish proportions. 

As the shock of it all faded, Kim caught her breath and gingerly tilted up to view herself. What she saw was an image of womanhood distorted into pornographic fantasy, her slim dark skinned body twisted all out of proportion. Her braided hair spilled from her head to her knees, her lips were thick and inflated into the pumped up ring of a surprised “ooh”, and her boobs had ballooned out beyond the size of her head. They were still changing, their heavy bloated shapes rising on her chest, firming up as if to float away like blimps. They jutted proudly from her, not a hint of sag despite their immense size. Further down, her waist and hips had preserved her slender s-line figure, though her bum cheeks were certainly less flat than they'd been before. 

“I'm falling apart at the seams!” Kim whimpered to herself, the gravity of her problems coming down on her with full weight. She eyed the tattered A-line dress at her feet and saw that she was now truly and completely fucked. 

“What am I going to wear now?” she wondered.

“Ooh,” she then whined, bending down to retrieve the dress. “This won't go with my shape at all.” She spread the dress on the counter and bit her lip, frantically searching for options. But a solution was not forthcoming. Nothing could take her mind off this new obsession. When she looked at herself she saw flaws. Breasts unclothed, face unmade, lips full but bland. Where was the colour? Where was the style? Without such preening and grooming, Kim realized with a fearful shudder, she might very well fall apart. She needed to get herself together. 

She felt the wave hit her, another ripple in the air touching the dress on the counter. 

Her babydoll crinkled and split into two halves, each of them shrinking to thin wisps of translucent fabric. She clawed at them with her fingers, tried to keep it together, but the garment escaped from her. A line of frills exploded from one of the now independent halves, and as the two pieces gained shape she realized what she was looking at. 

A teasingly brief pair of short shorts, and a frill lined bandeau bra top.

“No.” she moaned, clenching her hands and drawing them away from the new slut wear. 

I can't wear that! ...Can I?

Maybe...

The bandeau top would go well with large breasts, and the short shorts would suit her small but newly padded bum well. It was the right kind of outfit for such a body. When she got out of here she could work on returning things to normal, but for now...

She put her legs through the shorts and pulled them up, smiling as they fit perfectly into place around her hips, nestled tightly and rightly up the line between her bum cheeks, the lower half of her ass hanging out. Next came the bandeau top, which she pulled down over her head and snapped round her boobs, which wobbled and rose as the clingy  fabric reigned them in. The dark shadows of her nipples showed through just a hint, but Kim decided she could overlook that because it was just what a top like that was supposed to do. It was the right choice. It fit. 

She pulled up on her hair, the thick braids sliding against her back as they came out of her top. In doing so, she noticed white hair brocades still on the counter. In taking them she found a pair of elastics. She knew immediately what to do with them; she gathered her braids and rolled them into an odango ox-horns style, then wrapped the buns in the brocades and secured them with the elastics. 

Yet unease prevailed. 

Something was missing, Kim decided, eyeing her reflection. Her face was a little... colourless. 

She reached into her purse and searched around for a bit, finding a plethora of cosmetics that hadn't been there before. As she discovered each item, she wondered not why it was there, but in what way she could use it. Ruby red was a nice colour, but didn't go with her pink nails. Frosted Candy Pink, however, was a good colour. Pink eye shadow would be good too, with thick black eyeliner. A finish coat of gloss was a perfect touch. A little light rouge and... viola. 

Kim pressed her fattened lips together and then mimed a kiss, her gloss-slickened pout a bright pink. She breathed out with release, then spent of few more moments fluffing up the frills on her bandeau top, tugging here, pulling there, and adjusting her boobs to give the fullest projection. It was not her usual style, for sure, but it would be a crime not to use the outfit for its intended purpose. It was worn to to tease and display, but also too look good. Put together. To fit. 

Okay, she decided, pulling at her shorts. Presentable. Stylish. Put together. Everything seemed to check out. She ran her fingers down her flanks, mapping the contours of her waspish waist. God, that was weird. Her own body felt so... alien. Not hers. 

The air rippled. A spike of tingling energy passed through her. 

I do look sexy, though. So... fuckable. Kim observed, her mood turning. She bit her lip, casting her reflection a lusty eye, while bringing her hands up the lines of her slim figure, cradling her enlarged boobs.

Suddenly her pussy grew wet with a flourishing tingle. Light at first, the assault grew steadily, pleasure soon lancing out from her pussy and nipples and criss-crossing through her body. With sudden awareness, Kim felt the sensations of her skin, her tits and ass, her inviting lips, pushing themselves to the fore of her mind. 

I'm so fucking hot! She realized, bending over to flash her own cleavage at her reflection. At the site of her big boobies shifting and bobbing inside her tight top the warmth in her body increased, and before long she was simmering with wet heat. Her pussy throbbed and swelled, nipples hardened against the inside of her top, a flush of adrenaline and arousal turning her body red and fuzzy. 

Maybe I'll have time for a good fuck or two before I get out of here?

Kim thought of Maya and her breath quickened, tits bobbing provocatively in her top, compounding the seductive look. 

So close. So barely covered.  Kim thought, watching her chest.

If Maya could see me like this... oh! At the thought of her crush, Kim's hand absently drifted to the split between her legs, curling its fingers into the gap between her thighs to probe at her moistening cunt. With quaking delight she pressed her fingers more firmly into the split showing through her shorts, rubbing them back and forth, hips gyrating slowly. 

Maya. 

She imagined this new, buxom big-titted version of herself lying on her bed back at home, legs spread wide while Maya nuzzled her face against her large breasts, licked them with her tongue, pinched at her nipples, sucked them. Kim moaned as the fantasy reached its zenith, the image of Maya descending down her body leaving a trail of kisses. As her lesbian dream finally came true, as her dearest of friends fulfilled one of her longest, most coveted fantasies, a new figure intruded into the scene, brandishing his naked erection and poking Kim in the cheek with it. With pleasant surprise Kim's dream-self turned her head and took it in her mouth, lips closing around the cock, the fleshy rod disappearing with a happy gulp. 

Several new faceless male bodies appeared in Kim's developing fantasy, descending upon her, forcing her flat on her back. One climbed atop her torso and wrapped his firm but loving hands around her big titties, squeezing them around his cock. Another placed himself between her legs and pressed his shaft against the folds of her cunt, which easily accepted him when he thrust his way into her. As for the other two, Kim took each of them in her hands, stroking them gingerly and lovingly, sucking on the cockhead of one and then the other until both of them exploded on her face, filling her mouth with a spunkstorm of goo. 

Kim was abruptly wrenched from her reverie by an orgasm. Her knees buckled and she clung to the counter for support as a spasm of pleasure ripped through her. 

“Oh, fuck me!” Kim cried, the fantasy of cocks taking over her mind just as her sapphic lusts once had.  As she returned to her reflection, eyes following the lines of her sexy body, she no longer saw flesh yearning to be pushed up against the body of another woman, but a fuckable body made for cocks. 

Extending her tongue, she drew it around her lips, pouting them into an 'O', her brain quickly understanding the sensual cocksucking perfection that existed there. She had fat lips perfect for forming a tight seal around a flexing shaft, and a wet tongue yearning for the texture of cum.

She pushed her orb-like tits together, watching the soft pliant flesh rise in her top, cleavage deepening. There was an ideal place for a cock to be cuddled and rubbed until it erupted all over her chest. How perfect is that? With anticipation she dreamed of having a cock squirt its juice all over her tits, her hands rubbing it in to spread the warmth across her chest, making her feel loved. 

Oh, how delightful, Kim thought, shivering with titillation. 

Her ass and pussy both tingled with agreement. 

So tight and empty! 

Kim winced, shifting on her feet, rubbing her thighs together, hands descending to squeeze and fondle the cheeks of her ass. The knots of nervous energy in her holes pleaded for release, demanding penetration, anything that might stretch them and loosen her up, make them relax. 

Oh, fuck, I can't leave like this! Kim realized, seeing not just herself in the mirror but a fantastically designed collection of cock holes. I need to take care of myself!

The air rippled again and the now familiar aura of change materialized again, titillating her already stimulated flesh. With a groan Kim felt her tits throb, grimacing as the skin around them stretched. With a bubbling gurgle her boobs rose in her top, growing tight and swelling with pressure. 

“Ah!” she moaned, as her areolas domed outward, pressure building behind them. Her hardened nipples, puckering and stabbing out against her top, erupted with a pinch of discomfort. Urgently Kim hooked her thumbs under her top and pulled it down, freeing her swelling mammaries just as the pinching sensation popped and milk came spurting out, arcing out in front of her to spray the counter. 

With a sigh Kim relished the release of tension, the eruptions from her nipples quickly petering out to a slow drip.

She smiled and giggled at this new change, nipples tingling with promises of pleasure and relief. If only I could find someone to quickly suck me dry! Ohhh!

Okay then, get milked first, then fuck, then find some cum to swallow. Then escape... right?

With delight she teased her nipples, eliciting a few more tingling squirts, then dabbed them dry with a cloth and replaced her top. She scarcely recalled feeling the fear that had consumed her at the beginning of her transformation. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Kimmi...” came a taunting and hungry voice through the door. “It's Jake. I'm coming in.” 

Panic flexed itself through Kim's body, every muscle in her body seizing, fight-or-flight sense tingling. 

Jake! He's found me!

It was obvious now that Jake wasn't going to let her go without a fight. Escape was a distant hope. She'd have to fight him. Yet as she balled her fists and readied herself to ambush him as he came through the door, she was already shaking with disgust. Fighting was so unpleasant, so unlady-like. I could break a nail! What if I rip my top? I'd fall apart; I can't have that! 

Then there was her body. The tight emptiness between her legs demanded relief. A nice big cock could spread her wide and loosen up all that tension. She couldn't just let that go to waste. She had to take care of herself. 

How am I going to get out of here?

Maybe... if I fuck him we'll both get what we want? I can't let this hot fuckable bod go to waste, now, can I? I have to take care of myself, right?

Of course, she decided. It's what any smart woman would do...

Kim grinned wolfishly, delighted that she had come up with such a smart and sophisticated plan. She would fuck him until he passed out if she had to. He'd release her. He'd give her release. She'd get all dirty, but it would be the sexy, creamy, sticky kind of dirty. A good dirty. 

Then I can clean up again! Do my nails, comb my hair! How fun! 

The door eased open with a creak. Jake appeared on the threshold; but where before he had appeared unremarkable and sullen, Kim saw instead a handsome young man. Youthful and boyish with stylishly tustled hair. Cute. Hot. Sexy. The juices flowing through her suddenly pooled and dropped, landing between her legs with a wet, lubricated splash. She shuddered with arousal, dripping wet.

“Come on. Let's get out of here.” he beckoned with a smile. Kim flushed red and allowed him to take her by the hand. 

“Oh, thank you!” Kim replied breathlessly. That was exactly what she had wanted to hear. She'd wanted so bad to get out of this place. As Jake escorted her through the crowd, she slipped among the bodies in his wake, rubbing chests with big-titted blonds and lots of hunky boys, jumping on her toes and simmering breathlessly with lust as the occasional stranger's hand cupped one of her tits or slapped her on the bum or drew a finger along the line of her jaw. 

There were so many hot sluts among the crowd, in fact, that Kim saw just how lucky she was. Jake could have chosen any of them, but had instead come for her, to take her away. She was sure that it was what she had wanted all along, though now the memory wasn't so clear. The droning hum of signals from her erogenous zones was fogging her mind, consuming her thoughts, growing fat on her ABCs. What remained was the desire to get out of the house and go take care of herself, to make sure she always looked pretty, to satisfy the hungry desires of her flesh, to get dirty then clean again, to be put together, to be a skilled instrument of sex. 

I'm getting out of here! I'm getting out here! Kim affirmed to herself excitedly, the revelation pregnant with erotic prophecy. She knew exactly what Jake had meant when he said he wanted to 'get out of here'. 

I'm getting out here!

And with the hottest guy ever!

