Kim awoke with a start and turned on the mattress. The first thing she became aware of was the stabbing 'thump thump thump' in her head.  

Oh fuck, what did I do last night? 

She tried to remember, but the memories were hazy. At the very least, she could envision her blurred and distorted figure arranged in a variety of carnal positions with someone else. 

She rolled over, assuming the heaviness present on her chest and around her hips to be the bloated, leaden weight of a ripping hangover, and came face to face with a man on the pillow next to her. 

With silent alarm she shifted away, mouth agape but too scared to let out a scream. 

The man snorted in his slumber, adjusting his body under the sheets, before returning to a corpse-like state. 

Shit.

Somehow she'd gotten so drunk last night she'd actually left the party with a man. 

Well, at least she now knew it was possible. Perhaps she wasn't quite as homo as she'd thought. 

Strange...

She could remember hitting it off to a roaring start with Amanda last night. Then things went blurry. An impression, half-recalled, told her that she had been scared. Something had happened. She couldn't remember what, but it was connected to Amanda. It may have been what'd turned her off. Still, it must have required a generous number of shots and a severe decline in self-worth to have led her to a man's bed.

At last she remembered his name. Jake. When she looked at him again remembered just what they'd done together. They had gone all night, tireless, until both had been raw and near exhaustion. 

I think I actually had fun... 

As quiet as possible, Kim slipped out from the covers and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She failed to register the significance of the fountain of jet black hair matted to her face and down her back. 

An involuntary croak escaped her throat, a part of her that throbbed with a dull soreness and felt dry and inflamed. Water... Suddenly her thirst was the most important concern in the world, trumping even the alien sensations of her body, which felt weighted and twisted out of proportion, like something she had to learn how to use all over again.

With trembling legs she attempted to rise, but managed only to wince with exhaustion and fall onto her side, splayed over the edge of the mattress with her head at the foot. When she did manage to get off the bed, she did so by dropping onto the floor like a wet noodle. Every action, sound and feeling drove a spike into the centre of her brain. 

Finally she stood up, squinting as the blood drained from her head. With a waver she managed a few steps forward. 

The curtains were drawn so the room was shrouded in darkness; items on the floor became visible only just before she was about to step on them. Clumsily, on heels that absolutely refused to touch the floor, she tip-toed away and found the door. An impulse of dirtiness made her shiver as she grasped the knob. Better not shine a black light around here. It squeaked when it was turned. She inhaled sharply, another throbbing ache booming between her ears. 

Frozen, she listened for movement from the bed. 

Silence. 

With renewed stealth she opened the door and slipped through. It wasn't important that she didn't feel as thin as she should, that her boobs rubbed against the door well in front of her chest, or that she could feel her hair running down her back and swishing on her ass. The promise of slaking her thirst was utmost. She felt bulky. Parts of her were engorged and bulging. They wobbled and bounced in ways she'd never known. Her skin felt exposed, naked and sensitive and far too smooth. As Kim licked her lips and craved that glass of water, she dimly registered that her lips felt pouty and swollen. 

Daylight rushed at her like a train in the night, let in by several open windows in the hall. Squinting against the light, shielding her face with a sheet of thick black hair, Kim felt along the wall until she reached an entrance through which she could see a toilet and shower. 

The stabbing headache hammered her all the way, and continued to do so, making the trip to the bathroom feel as long as a flight to the other side of the world. I need to sit down. It felt better to crawl on the floor, where at least the blood wasn't constantly falling out of her head.

She crawled into the bathroom and shut the door with a foot, gripped the toilet with both hands to pull herself up, then heaved herself up to the towering heights of the counter. 

Using the strength she had left, Kim grasped the faucet and pulled herself to it, using the counter to support herself. Her tits plopped down into the sink as she pulled her mouth to the tap and extended a tongue, sending a cold shock through her flesh that, strangely, made her shiver with titillation and grow wet between the legs. The task of turning the knob felt more difficult than it should have, but she managed, and soon cold water was gushing into the sink, splashing outward and wetting the immense lobes of flesh that hung from her small chest and filled the basin. 

She gasped, tensing up, almost lifting her toes from the floor as her feet begged to curl and flail at the air. Her nipples throbbed and popped to attention. 

It doesn't matter... just need water...

With abandon she began scooping water into her mouth, sighing with satisfaction after each drink as it washed over her tongue and trickled down her throat, rejuvenating her and rinsing the queer taste of starch and sweat from her mouth. She let out a sigh—a mixture of shock and delight—as goosebumps spread across her chest. A kick of adrenaline surged in her veins, helping to clear her stupor.

Something moved across the curve of her ass.   

She moaned, feeling a soft caress on her backside.  The touch caused her to hips to twitch; with a reflex Kim's legs found strength and straightened, propping her ass up high behind her in presentation. Her hips tilted, thrusting out her pussy. Requiring no thought or intention, Kim remained unaware that she'd done anything at all.

She was so involved with slaking her thirst that she failed for several seconds to understand that the gentle rubbing sensation on her ass was in fact a hand, kneading and massaging her right cheek. It was only when she detected the heat of a warm body behind her, the playful but firm kicks against her feet to widen her stance, and the firm prod of an erection against her pussy lips that she gasped with revelation. 

"Ohhhh." Kim squeaked weakly, feeling the hand squeeze her bum. 

“Morning, Sunshine.”she heard Jake say. 

She propped her hands on the counter and pushed herself up. She'd exercised before, but no push up had ever felt so hard, so hard it made her elbows shake with exertion.  It took so much for her that when a firm hand planted itself on her back and forced her down she could muster no resistance. 

“Ooof!” Kim exhaled, the wind pushed out of her lungs as her breasts were squashed beneath her. The hand slid forward up her back and gripped the back of her head, plunging her face into the sink, covering her head and thickened mane in water. The wet hair clung to her face like a hood, blinding her and gagging her mouth with tangled locks.

Oooh!" she whimpered with confusion, words muffled by her hair. The moan of encouragement trickled off into a gasp of delight as Jake's hard shaft parted her lips and slid into her wet sex with ease. In spite of the apparently huge feel of him, Kim's pussy wrapped itself around him with commendable elasticity. She'd fucked herself with pop bottles that felt smaller than this guy.

Wait... have I?

Kim hadn't, but Kimmi had. 

She cried out with a yawning mouth as full pleasure lanced up from between her legs. Water from the tap rushed into her gaping mouth, transforming her wail into a gurgle. The feel and texture of the cock buried in her wet cunt became everything. 

She bucked on the counter as he started thrusting into her. Kim soon joined in, rocking her ass back against him to enhance the penetration. The surprise fucking had chased away her headache and replaced it with a new more wonderful pounding, one that got better the harder and faster it was. As Jake's pace quickened, each delightful pounding rose in strength and richness, until the resulting orgasm was too strong for her to hold in. It had to be enjoyed and released, and Kim did so, wailing with abandon.

Oh yes! I'm already starting to feel better...

At length her orgasm abated, leaving her to twitch and spasm in a hot afterglow that eventually gave way to a tingling fuzziness. It helped remind her that she was a collection of holes, perfect for fucking and sucking and engulfing men's cocks. It reminded her that she was her cunt, wet and needy and tight and desperate for attention. She was also glad that she had cum so soon; now she could just relax and let him use her, let him squirt his cum into her hungry hungry hole. 

“I can feel him.” she murmured through wet hair, as Jake's erection twitched and flexed with pre-release, snuggled tightly within the embrace of her self, her cunt. 

Kimmi the cunt... The thought came unbidden, but powerfully. Pride bloomed warmly within her chest. Her heart even skipped a beat. I remember.

With startling quickness he gushed into her, his jackhammering coming to an end as quickly as it had begun, Kimmi groaning and giggling as she sensed his his hot jizm spurting into her. She demonstrated her enjoyment with a sigh, the sex pleasing her more than anything. More than the promise of water, certainly.

Yes, just what I needed. She thought, licking her lips. The headache's gone.

“I'll make us some breakfast.” Jake said, raking his fingers down her back, sending a tickling applause along her flesh in the wake of them. Kimmi lifted her head and nodded with agreement, thoughts now turning to food. 

I am a little hungry.

Suddenly she craved salt. 

After Jake left, Kimmi reached under herself and dipped a finger into her cunt, scooping out some of the delicious seed and bringing it to her mouth.

Mmm, delicious.  

She fell away from the counter and dropped onto her bum, reclining against the side of the tub, knees up and legs spread. With relish she resumed dipping her fingers into her pussy, then sucking them clean, rolling her tongue around them to suckle every last drop of cum. 

In time, the sleepy orgasmic afterglow fell away to simple exhaustion. Slowly, sneakily, the headache crept up on her again, and before long Kim was holding her temple. 

What the fuck am I doing? she thought, looking at her fingers, mind struggling to rise above the physical urges that had been controlling her. Her eyes bulged as she examined the mixture of fluids on her hand. 

Did I really just get fucked... by a guy... again?

Guilt turned her gut into a big heavy stone. I'm gay, damnit! Oh fucking hell... what's happened to me? A hot flash of humiliation spread across her face and chest, stealing her breath, the heat wetting her eyes.

It's like I'm possessed... 

That's it! 

She remembered being possessed. She remembered not being herself. She remembered wanting to run away from Jake, not spend the night with him. He'd done something to her, changed her. She'd been helpless to resist. He tricked her! Her turned her into... 

Kimmi. 

A throbbing eruption of pain in her head confirmed the conclusion. Kimmi was still in there, trying to get out, ready to emerge at a moment's notice. 

Kim rose up before the mirror to examine her reflection. She frowned with concern at what she aw. Shouldn't I be afraid or angry? She had been twisted into a parody of womanhood, clownishly painted with whorish make-up that had become smeared into streaks by the action of lips, fingers and who knew what. Her once short hair was now impracticably long, down to the middle of her thighs at least. As it feel in rivers down her chest it parted around the jutting round shapes of her breasts, grown to custom-size proportions.

So soft thought... Kimmi affirmed, cupping one of her tits and giving it a squeeze. A fine spray of milk jetted from the nipple. 

Kim took her hand away and clench it into a fist. Stay strong! 

She reached up to touch her lips, fleshed out into a bee-stung pout, then followed the line of her face to the rise of her high enhanced cheeks. Thick lashes framed her almond shaped eyes. Has anything not been changed? As she pondered this an itch slowly gathered strength between her legs as Jake's cum dripped down her thighs leaving trails that dried and flaked. 

So this is Kimmi...

It feels nice... Kimmi mused, fingers stroking the slopes of her tits, spiralling closer towards her nipples. 

No... this is bad...

Kim stopped herself, shaking her head, struggling to regain herself. 

Control! I have to keep control! 

Ick, I'm soo dirty! 

She rushed to the shower and stood under the water, panting heavily as a cold rain washed down her chest.

I need to get clean. Pull myself together!

Indeed the image she'd seen in the mirror was a sorry sight: all cum-stains, smeared make-up and matted hair. If she was to get a hold of herself and find a way out of this situation she would need confidence. She would need to fix herself up. The first step was to shower and get clean. Put herself together.

With relief she stepped under the water and washed herself down, resisting the powerful compulsion to soap up her breasts. She could not risk that much rubbing and touching. 

I can at least wash my hair, though. 

Almost immediately Kim realized how stupid that sounded. Now was no time to wash her hair; it was a time to rush out the door and get to the police. It was a point she acknowledged but still ignored. 

I need to clean up. Kimmi thought.

Just a little. Kim decided eventually, trying to negotiate with the urge. In the end she allowed herself two rinses of conditioner before leaving the stall and patting herself dry with a towel from under the sink. She then indulged in almost a quarter hour of d-tangling in front of the mirror. 

That's it, that's it. Just a little. Rake out your hair, make it straight. Let it fall down your back. Okay. Okay, it looks okay. A little bland. Face looks a little flat. Maybe some make-up... just a little bit. 

Kim returned to Jake's bedroom, finding to her dismay that she could not walk with her normal gait. A long stride made her tits bounce and jump and swing; to make them settle required a mincing walk with a thrust out ass. Kim felt silly moving in that way. But it's so sexy and slutty, Kimmi thought. 

She gathered up her purse and clothes and placed them on the bed. From her bag she pulled out a compact and thought about how much to do. 

The thought of not making up her face occurred to her, but the resulting surge of nervous resistance proved to her that she would at least need something.  

Just a little bit. Okay, good. Some eyeliner, that's nice. Maybe some light rouge. I SAID LIGHT ROUGE. Okay, good, that's enough, right? Well, okay, maybe some lipstick. That's it, nice and light. Oh that's not right at all. Okay, nice and thick. You've got big lips, now. And gloss, too. Need that gloss coat. Okay, maybe two. Oh, and eyeshadow! Gotta have eyeshadow... nice and thick, that's it. Really slutty, good. More rouge, good. Mascara, oh yes, gotta have mascara. Oooh! And big hoop earrings! So sexy! 

Before she realized what she'd done, Kim found herself looking into a reflection that looked dangerously similar to Kimmi. Not exactly the same, but close. 

Something's missing. Oh, fuck me! My hair. Okay, Kim, you can do this. Or maybe Kimmi's a better name. Ya, sounds sexier. 

Kimmi set about the task of braiding her hair again. He liked it in an anime style, so she spent the next ten minutes braiding it into knee length pigtails. After some time she found her brocades tossed under the bed, and then arranged everything into the odango ox-horn style she loved. 

Perfect, Kimmi. You did it! 

Jake had a full length mirror in his room so Kimmi made use of it, posing nude and turning her head this way and that, making sure everything was just right. 

Something's missing... so bland...

Kim winced and shut her eyes. Clenching her fists she tried to concentrate. “Kim, not Kimmi.” she coached herself. 

But there was something missing. 

I have nothing to wear. 

My old clothes are too revealing. Kim thought. 

My old clothes are too concealing. Kimmi argued. 

Kim sucked in a breath and held it for five seconds. “Clothes.” she told herself. “Something to wear.” 

She needed to find something decent. Something NOT the clothes Jake had made for her. 

It might be possible to wear something presentable from his own wardrobe, such as a baggy pair of jeans and a hoody. That would be perfect to avoid making herself look like a bimbo and hide the billowing orbs jutting from her chest. 

Kim crossed the room to the closet and slid the door open. 

Inside she found a number of shelves with jeans, shirts, and undergarmets. There was, however, a large assortment of women's clothing, ranging from cute-sexy to slutty-sexy to downright 'Fuck me in public'. 

I'll have to avoid those. Okay, Kim. Jeans and hoody. But which ones? Well, these jeans should fit... maybe a little tight around the hips but good enough. Oh, and that hoody should do, burgundy's a nice colour, but—OH MY GOD! Oh my god, look at these shoes! 

With a wild grin Kimmi bent down and plucked a pair of towering plastic heels from the shoe rack, eyes bulging as she drank in the sight of them. 

Oh, these would look perfect on me. Oh, and this! Look at this! 

With thoughtless glee she began rifling through the women's clothing, pulling out a slick PVC boob tube and micro-skirt ensemble. 

With a shake of her head she came to her senses. 

No, no. Bad Kimmi! That will never do! 

In the end she found something much batter: a sexy pale pink number that existed as little more than a few straps: a low cut micro-thong that barely covered her hairless cunt and fit snugly between her ass cheeks, coupled with a metallic sling bikini that fit nicely up her ass and drew lightly up the flanks of  her juggs. As the stretchy slingkini rose up the sides of her slutty bimbo titties it pushed them together, enhancing their already spherical look and making them bulge out before her, loud and proud. She completed the look with a pair of nipple pasties with glittery pink tassells, then slipped her feet with soulful gratification into the plastic platform heels that had started it all.  

So perfect! So fuckable. I've got this body after all, might as well show it off!

Kimmi returned to the mirror and preened at her reflection with a smile. Jake may have given her this body without her choosing, but she was not about to let him get the better of her by feeling bad about it. The best thing, in her mind, was to make it her own.

See how fuckable I look? Take that, you ass. 

Kimmi twirled happily before the mirror, gazing with lust and admiration at her reflection. Although the surprise fucking she'd received had quenched the feeling of emptiness between her legs, allowing her to think more clearly, the sight of herself brought it back to a simmer. The arousal began once more to dull her mind and distract her. Her eyes were starting to look glazed and far away. 

Oh, yes. Purrrrfect!

Kimmi blew herself a kiss in the mirror, pussy clenching with want, its walls tightening and yearning for a cock to enter and pound away the tension. 

Fuck, I'm so empty, so tight! I need a cock!

At length she decided that a good reaming could wait. She did not want to give Jake the satisfaction. There were plenty of men out there, and with enough time Kimmi was sure she could fuck them all. Or rather, she hoped they would all fuck her. The fantasies racing through her mind all bore a signature of submission, of being used, of offering herself up and letting the man take the reigns. 

During one of her spins in front of the mirror Kimmi caught sight of something that made her stop. It made her forget about Jake, about her libidinous desires, about everything.

Kimmi saw herself. Her picture. 

Her I.D.

It was next to Jake's tablet. Carelessly he had left the computer on his desk. She sashayed towards it, still eager to get every last bounce out of her bosom as she could, keen to enjoy the braless freedom of her slutty pink outfit. The swish of the tassells on her super-sensitized titties was a sensation that demanded savouring. 

But even the slutty libidinous frenzy she had been working herself into was forgotten as she picked up the tablet from the desk. 

Computer in hand, everything took on a new light. Is this what he used on me? I can make my slutty bimbo boobies even bigger?

What the fuck, Kim? Get a grip!

Kim's face darkened as she looked down at herself. The delightfully sluttish lustre of her outfit had gone. She still saw a fuckable slut, but the enjoyment of that fact had left. Now she just felt like a gaudy tramp.

Oh, god... I've become some kind of whore...

I didn't choose this! This isn't me!

She grimaced angrily, fingers tightening around the tablet. It took everything she had not to break the offending computer. Kimmi would love that, Kim assumed. The slut would love to prevent any attempt at going back to normal. Kim pondered how to put the thing to better use. Maybe there's a tutorial? She switched on the tablet, hoping the nightmare would soon come to an end. 

The screen flashed on with her picture front and centre, along with the sliders she'd seen before. She lifted a finger to the screen, expression focused and determined. 

Then stopped. A flourish of cock-hungry arousal had lanced up from her pussy and licked at her thoughts, wiping her mind clean.

What was I going to do?

Confusion flashed across her wide-eyed, pouting face. Fraught with worry, Kimmi wrapped her finger in some hair and began to twirl, biting her lip and struggling frantically to remember the idea that had occurred to her just a moment before. 

I was going to do something. What was it? Oh, right! My nails! 

That thought instantly clashed with another force in her mind. With her free hand clenched into a fist she shut her eyes and growled, stamping a high heeled foot on the floor. 

“No!” she roared at herself. 

No. You're Kim, not Kimmi. 

The tremour of anger soon passed and Kim recomposed herself.

“Okay,” she coached herself aloud, “I'm going to change myself back. Go back to normal. Maybe keep these tits, Maybe a bit bigger—no, smaller! Damnit!” 

She returned her attention to the screen, lifted a finger to it, then stopped again. 

“I can't read!” she gasped. 

That fucking bastard.

She did not feel 'dumb', per se, but certainly there was some kind of intelligence value linked to one of these sliders. If only she could find it. 

She could at least read numbers. While the titles for each slider appeared as a scribble of characters, each had values ranging from one to nine. Perhaps by changing each one, and noting the changes, she would eventually stumble onto the appropriate slider. 

Better start at the top. Be methodical. 

With cautious hesitation she brought her finger to the screen. The first slider was fairly high, set to a value of eight out of nine. She prepared to move it up a notch. 

Then she stopped. Again. 

Wait, if he's damaged my intelligence, wouldn't that value be set really low? 

The third slider down was set to a value of two. 

Perhaps I'll start with that one.

Shutting her eyes she made the decision to get it over with. She tapped the slider and swiped it over from two to nine. 

The air rippled as the tablet processed the change.

She felt her skin crawl and tits pulse with warmth. With a gasp she dropped the tablet and raised her hands in panic. She stumbled as the queer sensation of change took root down the front of her body, backing away as if trying escape her own skin. She caught the bed with her calves and toppled onto her back, landing with a thwump on the covers.  

“Nggh!” she grunted, arching her body, tits abuzz with a tingling warmth. The flesh down her body popped and bubbled, small nubs erupting from the skin, dark circles ringing outward to frame them. 

Kim pulled away the straps of her slingkini, fingers white with tension, and with a grunt pulled on them so hard they snapped. Her tits wobbled with movement and migrated to the outer margins of her chest, widening her cleavage from a deep fissure to a broad valley. The skin between her now wide-set boobs crinkled. A nub of flesh pushed up from it and darkened, colour spreading around it. 

A... nipple?

An assault of pleasures rippled outward from several points down her torso. Kim groaned helplessly while waves of warm, tingly excitation radiated from her blushing breasts. As an involuntary cry of ecstasy began to pour from her mouth, she smothered her face in a pillow to catch it. Searching with her hands, she felt down the front of her body and discovered an array of new nipples on her lower chest and belly, each of them pulsing and throbbing against her fingers, the flesh beneath them doming up as new breasts formed. 

At length Kim grew used to the assault of pleasures, at least enough to regain a modicum of control and take stock of what was happening. Daring to look, she watched her new tits rise from her body well formed. They were still dwarfed by the size of her original two breasts, but they were real breasts nonetheless. The only thing left for them to do was grow and fill with milk, which they did with rapid, flushed red pulses, each surge of expansion pushing the nascent breasts to fuller size, the gurgling and bubbling Kim could hear and feel within them proving that they were helped not just by the growth of flesh but by the outward pressures of super-charged lactation. 

Again she was forced to smother her face when another moan crept up on her. The transformation unpredictably accelerated, heightening the already mind-melting pleasures creeping across her chests. 

Her super-sensitive tits super-sized themselves with a giant leap of inflation, transitioning from soft domes of flesh to round bloated orbs, the pressure of fullness making them ultra-firm. They were soon big enough to begin jostling and rubbing together, competing for space on her small body, the soft touches of flesh on flesh filling her with maddening arousal. Each rub of a breast on its neighbours was like a match struck on her libido, making her nipples pucker and tighten with sweet discomfort. 

Her pussy didn't help matters either, tingling with an aroused gush, twitching with want for a cock to engulf and squeeze itself around.  

Let it happen! No, turn it off! Stop it. Change it back! Oh fuck, so hot. So gooooooood. 

Hard... to breathe!

Inhaling deeply, Kim sent her array of tits on a rollercoaster of wobbling motion, her small chest straining to fill her lungs under the weight of so much flesh. She tried to sit up, but her small back was not yet strong enough to lift so many boobs. She rolled onto her side, her tits slapping softly as they stacked up on top of each other. With effort she rose to all fours and crawled, jiggling and wobbling and throbbing, to the foot of the bed where she had dropped the tablet. 

No! She wailed inwardly in desperation. The tablet was on the floor, screen cracked and dark. Exhausted, Kim collapsed onto herself, her many tits pancaking under her slight weight. Defeated, she waited for the transformation to finish, her body shaking and rising from the bed as her new mammaries grew fat underneath her. 

The growth eventually slowed, the time between warm pulses of expansion increasing, until eventually after one weak nine-fold throb of titflesh there was nothing. Kim sighed with relief as she detected no new feelings emanating from her bosom... her bosoms. 

She dragged herself off the bed to the floor, lying atop her pillowy boobs and cradling the tablet in her hands.

She turned it on. It came to life.

Yes!

A warning appeared and the tablet went black again. 

No!

During the moment in which the warning had been visible, she made out the symbol of a battery and a plug. 

I remember this. She looked at the tablet with interest. This has happened before. Only, Jake didn't charge the thing. He used something else.

He was fiddling around with me... and I liked it... did I? 

My feet! Kim remembered, craning to look down the line of her back. My ass! She saw, seeing the prominent swell of her backside rising from the floor behind her. Jake had called it 'Asian Ass Syndrome', and he'd taken steps to rectify it. Kim's were by no means wide birthing hips, nor was her ass anywhere close to being huge, but the slight increase in size had improved her shape while keeping her slim and top heavy, just as Jake liked. 

Improved my shape? Kim furrowed her brow, eyes narrowing with insult. He must have thought so low of me before...

Kim shook her head, remembering that there were more important concerns. What was it, now? About the machine?

Jake had another machine. 

It was a prototype made from a synthesizer, a board of analog dials and buttons. He'd used it last night when his tablet was drained to 'lift' her heels and pad her ass. 

She removed her card from the tablet and rose to her feet. In her haste to cross the room to Jake's desk she winced with discomfort as the trotting caused her nine tits to jump and slap together. She adjusted her walk, stepping more deliberately and with a sway in her hips, adopting a sashay more conducive to comfortable swaying than rough bouncing. 

Fuck, I feel like a cow! she cursed, eyeing her chests, three rows of three breasts stacked on top of each other. 

So many suckable nipples! Kimmi beamed, smiling. 

Fuck, stop it! 

Her lowest row, mounted just above the line of her hip bones, settled onto her thighs when she sat down in Jake's chair, his prototype in front of her. And what a rough iteration it was. Even the labels for the knobs were taped on and written in black pen. 

She gave it a quick examination and found the card slot on the side. She popped in her I.D. As the card was accepted the machine hummed to life automatically, an eerie blue glow emanating from the card slot.  

As the machine read her card, or did whatever it did, a series of clicking sounds were produced. With each click, one of the nobs adjusted itself to a value between one and nine, until they had all been properly positioned to reflect, what Kim assumed, to be her 'current' state. 

Okay, boobs... boobs. Where's the boobs dial?

There were about half a dozen different knobs turned up to nine. 

One out of six chance, I don't like those odds. Those knobs could be anything. Risking that to get rid of a bunch of nice big, super-hot milk balloons with hard nipples could be more trouble than it's worth. 

A queer expression came over Kim's face as she struggled to determine if that was herself talking, or the dreaded Kimmi. 

While idly soothing herself with a hand on her upper left breast, stroking softly back and forth, back and forth, occasionally circling around to tease and pinch it's milk-wettened nipple, Kim used her free hand to search out knobs set to a low value. 

She settled upon a knob set to a value of three. Taking a deep breath to screw up her courage, she slowly turned the dial to bring it up to nine. 

As soon as she'd done it a thought struck her. 

You're an idiot, Kim. Why don't you just turn them up a little instead of to nine? You don't need to go from bimbo to genius in one go. You just have to read...

The air rippled, and Kim felt a tingle of affectation. But otherwise, she could see no changes to herself.

Shrugging, she returned to the board of dials. 

So many dials! So many possibilities! Kim shivered with a thrill. What would happen next, for example if she cranked up...

This one!!

Recklessly she chose a knob at random and turned it up to nine, emitting a jubilant titter of risk-taking enjoyment. 

A ripple of energy passed into her and Kim bounced eagerly on her bum, waiting excitedly to find out how this next change would play out. 

Before long she felt a tingling in her fingers and the compulsion to flex them. 

Oh my! Kim observed, lifting her morphing hands to get a good look at them. The tingling sensation moved up her fingers to their tips, then passed into her nails, causing them to extend.

Oooh! Pretty nails!

Her short french nails stabbed out beyond the tips of her fingers, curving slightly as they grew into long square-tipped talons at least two inches long. 

Impractical? Kim wondered, eyeing her manicure. Testingly, she dragged the tips of her nails with feather-light strokes across the slopes of her three top breasts. 

Very useful! Kimmi decided, delighted by the tickling sensation. 

Oh, wait... I might hurt myself. Kim realized, imagining the act of masturbation. 

Worse still, I might break one. It would all start there, with my nails. Break one and I'd start falling apart. It'd look terrible. Not put together at all. Then I'd be fucked. 

She searched out the same knob and turned it down to a three. Was that where it had been before? She decided that crisp, well painted hooker nails were better than chipped and ragged talons. Is that me or Kimmi talking? Once the effect had taken hold, she shivered with unease as pressure increased on her cuticles, the nails retracting into her fingers and breaking up into nothing under the flesh. 

“That was unsettling.” Kim muttered to herself, shaking her head with disgust. “Mweh!” 

So... How 'bout this one!? 

Without consideration or strategy Kim cranked up another knob. In her hurry she failed to get a grip and her fingers slipped off, taking the knob from a five to a mere seven. 

Damn! No fun at all!

The familiar ripple of energy passed into her. Her whole body fuzzed up with warmth, the warmth then migrating and growing 'busier' as it concentrated itself around her mouth. With a moan Kim felt her lips fill up and inflate slightly, the skin growing tight over them, forcing her mouth to pucker into a more pronounced 'O' shape than before, creating a permanent gap between her lips large enough to  pass a pen through. A look that invited penetration. The alteration pumped the lobes of her lips to near duck-face proportions, lips too fat to reign in. 

Kim clapped her hands with glee. Incredible! Another!

She cranked up another dial, licking her fattened lips with excitement, eager to see what would come next.  

With a shiver she noted the passing of energy from the machine to her body, then again the body-wide buzz of warmth that foreshadowed a physical change, something she could watch develop before her eyes, to feel wonder at and enjoy. 

The fuzziness left her torso and warmed her breasts. 

Oh, god yes. My tits! 

The skin on her tits began to crawl, as if a thousand invisible fingers were pressing on them and rubbing, rubbing in one direction, rubbing towards her nipples, pinching and pulling on them. 

With a slight tingle Kim's areolas overflowed, edges rippling out across the curves of her inflated boobs, while the fleshy nubs at their centres stretched outward, growing wider and longer. 

Oh fuck yes! Kim groaned, grabbing hold of two nipples and pulling. Grow grow grow!

She ground her teeth as a mixture of tension and arousal emanated from her over stimulated nips, each of them lengthening into proud finger-sized spires and fattening around the base, brimming with sensitivity. Kim held her breath with anticipation, adding the burn in her lungs to the bombardment of sensation, a burn that was used by her body and combined with the sensations from her nine nipples and pussy to to make her cum with red-faced, sweat-lined release. 

“Epic!” Kim seethed, her whole body tightening as the orgasm ripped through her. With a gasp she reclined into the chair, let it pass, and sighed with contentment.

“Woo!” she hooted, shivering with invigoration. “Again!” In an almost euphoric state she giggled and craved a return to those orgasmic heights, even before the afterglow of her last orgasm had finished leaving her. She slammed a fist on the desk and hunched herself back over the machine. Taking another knob in her fingers she turned it up. 

Nothing happened. Kim looked down at herself to see if her body was changing, but nothing was happening. 

The yearning in her pussy suddenly spiked, and with a racing heart she reached down to cup herself through her thong, whimpering with unfulfilled lust at feeling of emptiness in her cunt. 

She felt a twitch of regret in her anus, it too imposing its unfulfilled needs on her thoughts, demanding penetration. Preferably something thicker and longer than average.  

Oh fuck, I need a man! 

NOW!

Sweat began to bead on her forehead. Saliva flooded her mouth, an arousing buzz crossing her lips as she thought of the feel and taste of a cock in her mouth. Over-driven with desire, Kim became consumed by a hotflash of pure want for the loveless, mechanical pounding of a cock in every hole, knowing instinctively that no amount would do. Men would need to take turns to sate this kitty. 

If I'm lucky they'll take me three at a time... She imagined more than that, an entire ring of men stroking their cocks in her face while she pivoted around and took each of them into her mouth in turn. 

Kim thrust her fingers into her thong. She wanted badly to have a man inside her, right then and there, but she also wanted to continue playing the game. While pistoning urgently into her cunt with one hand, she fumbled clumsily for two more dials, cranking one to nine and another to six. 

Reclining in her chair, she spread her legs and fought with her tits, clamping her array of breasts between her arms. Feeling her way past her boobs, she joined her one hand with the other and plunged as many fingers as she could fit into her depths. 

Once more an aura of physical change buzzed in her flesh, in all parts of her body. Her tits throbbed and gurgled, skin stretching as pressure built within, nipples pushing outward as they strained to hold back a growing flood of milk. With a series of fleshy pops, her areolas domed with pressure, puffing out as the reservoirs of tit nectar behind them overfilled. 

Elsewhere her bones creaked. A pain stabbed her in the neck, then lanced down her spine. With wide and confused eyes, Kim felt compelled to crane her neck forward, a look of constipation on her face as it groaned and stretched to a chorus of cracking and shifting bone, head rising up from her body.  Her other limbs followed suit, calves and thighs stretching and pushing her knees away from the edge of her chair, while her arms adjusted themselves proportionally. She detected a lengthening in her fingers, and more than anything this encouraged her to thrust them into her pussy more furiously in an attempt to sate it's need to be filled. 

Kim watched a hint of blue vein appear under the dark golden skin of her many breasts, a pinch of strain in each of her nipples as a flood built up behind them. One of her tits erupted with a sputtering geyser of tit nectar, followed by another, then another, then two more. With a curl of her back Kim stretched and inhaled, adding the push of her ribcage to the mix. It proved enough; the rest of her mammaries soon exploded with uncontrolled eruptions, rivers of milk pouring down the flanks of her body, snaking through the cracks between her boobs. On occasion one of her tits would cease loosing its cream, only to have its nipple swell and push out with pressure, breach, spray milk out in front of her, then dribble thick droplets of the stuff down the lobes of her tits. With relief Kim felt the wet fluid cooling her overheated flesh, craved more of it and, lost to the experience, prayed for the cycle of leakage and stoppage to continue, eager to relive the process of uncomfortable pressure breaking with grateful and nipplegasmic release.  

She jumped in her chair, startled by a crack in her spine, and felt her shoulder blades slide up the back of the chair. Leaning back more, Kim was caught off guard by the dramatically increased weight of her breasts, not much bigger than before but tight, bloated and heavy with milky payload. Yelping, she felt the world turn on its side, the weight of her milk laden body pushing the chair's centre of gravity too far. She tipped onto the floor on her back, a rush of milk flowing out of her twin lines of cleavage and splashing her chin. 

As the torrent of milk tapered off, her body jerked violently into it's new configuration. She panted heavily as each physical mutation overwhelmed her with alternating tensions and pleasures. Yet still she focused on that terrible emptiness between her legs. 

Am I really just a silly little slut, now? Some... bimbo?

Kimmi smiled. She knew exactly what she was. A wet warm place for men to put their cocks. 

Kim took a deep breath and counted to five. It helped her think. 

She struggled to think her way out of this. She needed to find that dial. When at last she mustered the strength to right herself and resume that task, she did so only by convincing herself that the sooner she restored her intellect, the sooner she could leave this place and go find some nice meaty cocks. 

She reached for another dial and turned it up full. 

She felt it. It was subtle, barely there, but it happened. Everything became clear again. 

She got lucky.

I can read!

The words scrawled above the dials became less jumbled, then clear. With revelation the full powers of Jake's analog board became apparent. 

So many dials. So many options. 

All at once the pushings and pullings of her flesh eased off. They simmered under the surface, and deep down Kim knew they were there, but now pure thought rushed to the fore, locking the simple and sex-crazed Kimmi away to be released when desired. 

She still wanted to play the game, she wanted to take a risk, she really wanted to get fucked, but now it didn't seem that she had to. 

I'm smart again! Kim beamed, pumping her fists in triumph.  She pulled herself back up into the chair and refocused herself on Jake's analog board, taking stock of what she'd done to herself. Memories came back to her with pristine clarity. 

Well well well. Seems we upped the risk-seeking, libido, milk production, nipples, tits—hmmm, perhaps I should turn those down. Throw in a few inches of height...ah yes, and my lips. Was lucky I slipped up on that one. 

Kim shuddered. I might have ended up looking like Daisy Duck. 

Elbows on the desk, fingers clasped together, Kim gave her predicament a little more thought. It occurred to her that she was capable of simply standing up and leaving the house. Searching her heart, she found no evidence that she was in any way attached to Jake. Her brief infatuation with him was, she surmised, a result of being manipulated. Perhaps an alteration to her 'eagerness' level, and an increase in her libido, would have provided the appropriate stimulus to fall in love with her new body and, by extension, the man who had given it to her. 

Yet something held her back, a nagging thought, one she was slow to entertain. It was dark and sinister, but wickedly persuasive. Immoral, yet somehow just. 

I could change HIM.

She considered it while she dressed, donning a pair of loose jeans over her micro-thong and a large zip-up jumper over her voluminous array of breasts, giggling with delight as her nine enlarged teats rubbed against the inside of it. With her mind back, it was much easier to enjoy the experience without being overwhelmed, the signals emanating from her erogenous zones much less insistent but no less sensitive or responsive. 

Her nine large breasts filled the jumper so that to passers-by it might seem she were carrying a number of sports balls up her top. With a chuckle she envisioned herself walking out in public, strangers wondering. Some of them, hopefully, would even be drawn to her, their suspicions about what lay underneath too much to leave unanswered. She reckoned she'd be happy to show them, on her own terms of course.  

And I'm taking these damn shoes. They're so cute!

She undid her hair brocades and tossed them away, promising to unwind her childish pigtails when she got home. She wanted to look good, like any girl would, but from now on she would be designing her own looks. That could wait, anyway, until she got home, where she could fix herself up in private and take a shower. 

So Jake... what do I do with you?

His board probably had only one good go left in it, as upon inspection there seemed to be a lot of milk gumming up the dials. The tablet was a no-go. Its charger could be anywhere. A quick search turned up nothing, and Kim began to assume that it might be down in the kitchen with Jake. A lot of people kept their chargers there, plugging their tablets in before making an after-work snack. 

She also had no guarantee of a second try, or even one, with the analog board. It looked pretty fucked, to put it mildly. She imagined that if she tipped it onto one corner she could drain a full glass of milk out of it. 

Those were the limits within which she had to make her decision. She could change herself back or change him; it would be one or the other. 

If memory served her, his wallet was probably in his jeans from last night. Kim picked them up and reached into the pocket. 

Bingo. 

She pulled out his wallet and opened it up, removing his health card from one of the slots. 

Let's see if this works.

She pushed the eject button on the board and retrieved her ID, then inserted Jake's card. The machine accepted it. It began to click, each click in turn re-aligning the knobs to values that, Kim assumed, represented the target's 'current' state. A slider in the top right corner snapped to the right, aligning itself with the male sex symbol. 

Seems okay.

The machine groaned, then screamed like an car driving eighty kilometres an hour in first gear. After a moment it fell quiet, a cooling fan or some other moving part faltering. Then it raced with a high pitched whine.  Smoke drifted up from beneath the board and curled up from under several knobs. She could hear her milk cooking on its circuitry. 

There was a crackle. 

Shit!

The machine held on. It's fragile state was nothing if not confirmed, but it held on. Kim waffled between reducing some of her 'attributes', or taking delight in making sure Jake was never a threat again. 

As she considered the problem she reached under her top and began to softly stroke her bottom row of breasts.

I like these. She decided with a nod. But do I really want to keep them? She clasped her hands together and squeezed her arms around her boobs, squishing them together within her jumper, delighting in every rub and caress of each boob against its neighbour, breathing warmly as the throbbing pleasures of her mammaries tickled her mind and licked at her pussy.

She was just getting to truly enjoy the rhythm of it when she heard the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. 

“Okay, Sunshine, ready for another go?” Jake taunted playfully as he approached. 

Kim sucked in a panicked breath, then decided that the decision had been made for her. If Jake were to find her there was no telling what could happen. She was no match for him in a fight, and given his obvious comfort with manipulating women she decided he was probably not above hitting them.

I'll just have to risk going out like this...

In her rush to take action she again misjudged her new centre of gravity and tilted off the chair. 

Jake grabbed the door knob. It squeaked with a turn. 

Kim grabbed the chair and hauled herself onto it. 

The door opened. 

Kim clutched the machine and began making adjustments. Flicking the sex slider to female, she began making some changes of her own, using her newly enhanced intellect to build a design for Jake with lightning speed. Thoughts and plans and fantasies feel into place, lightning quick. 

It was time for Jake to develop some empathy. 

As Jake entered he screamed, a sound that transitioned mid-cry to a feminine wail. Kim swivelled around in the chair and found him kneeling on the threshold, breathing heavily and clutching his crotch through his boxers. 

“What are you doing!?” Jake asked, in a high feminine voice. 

“Taking revenge.” Kim grinned, “Then I'm going to get a fucking haircut.” With a flourish of triumph she rose to her feet and flipped a braid of hair over her shoulder. 

Jake's analog machine sparked and smoked, then died. Not willing to take chances she gathered it up in her hands. 

She opened the curtains and chucked it through the window pane, where it dropped six floors into an alley among a shower of glass. 

“Huh,” Kim remarked, looking over the shattered window's frame. “I thought you lived in a house. Oh well...” 

She cast a devilish look at Jake, whose face was looking softer, lips fuller, his shirt tenting with a pair of nascent, rapidly developing breasts. He clutched at the crotch of his boxers, fingers clenching the fabric. He lifted the waistband from his body, almost sobbing when he saw that his penis had gone, replaced by a smooth space between his—now her—legs.

“Ahhhhggg!” she screeched. 

Kim bent down to look the newly minted woman in the face. “What's the matter, Jess? Something missing?” 

Jake looked up at her with dark wet eyes, pleading for mercy. 

“Sorry, babe, no going back now.” Kim hissed, acid in her voice. She reached for the tablet and waved it in Jake's face. “No battery.” 

“No!” Jake cried breathlessly, nascent breasts rolling forward against the inside of her shirt. Kim smirked, biting a nail with gleeful anticipation.  

“Wow, you're actually pretty cute.” she remarked, eyeing Jake up and down, whose masculine features had melted away, leaving a soft and youthful face, large eyes framed by thick girly lashes. Her brown hair fell down over her cheeks to her shoulders, continuing on down her back. 

“I'm going to take these.” Kim told him, tugging at the clothes she was wearing. “I don't think you'll be needing them. I noticed, though, that you have plenty of slut wear in that closet. Enjoy using it.” 

Jake looked up at her, but shortly her eyes widened, darting down. Her lips popped, straining to push themselves out. Kim watched with a tingle of arousal as Jake's lips inflated into a thick pout, curved and thrust out by their fatness, becoming so full the upper lip almost reached the tip of her nose. With a mumbled yelp her face stretched, cheek bones jutting, eyes bulging with alarm as she lifted her fingers to test the reality of her new cocksucker pout, which in short order sweated out a thick layer of frosted gloss. If before she had looked like a sweet young girl, now she was the spitting image of a nasty, cosmetically enhanced porn star. 

It became impossible now to know if Jake's expression was real fear or just the result of what her face was twisting into, the face of a dependent and clueless fuck doll. With a bat of her eyes the new girl's lashes curled out, full and black, while a bright shade of blue painted the skin under her thin arching eyebrows. 

“Bitch!” Jake hissed with a grimace,  seizing up and falling onto her back, legs still bent under her. With a dull crack her hips popped, thrusting themselves out, while a strained, sharp inhalation accompanied the adjustment of her pelvis. 

“Slut.” Kim retorted with dark prophecy. 

Kim tucked the tablet under her waistband, then gathered up her purse and old clothing before stepping over him. She sashayed to the door and blew a kiss over her shoulder.

I'm getting used to this...

“So long Jess,” she giggled, “I'll see you again later. When you're.... finished.” 

She turned and shut the door, cutting off Jake's cries of protest.

“Now, to find you a charger.” she whispered to herself, patting the tablet under her pants. 

Maya's got one at home... 

Kim took hold of the handrail and stepped down the stairs, unable to hold back a gasp as her many tits bounced and rubbed together, rising in her top with each step, only to fall back on each other in a cascade of wobbling motion. Where before she might have had to manage two overly sensitive tits, the fact she had nine of them made the experience more potent.

Yet despite the maddening arousal radiating from her boobs and pussy, Kim held, smiling proudly as she arrived at the bottom of the stairs without dissolving into a hot, milky, masturbating mess.

Fuck, do I ever want to, though! Maybe just one touch? One fondle...

With focused determination she stopped herself, clasping her hands to keep them from wandering. 

I have to fix this.

She found Jake's car keys by the front door and took them. She peered out into the hall to see if the coast was clear, then stepped out. All she had to do was find an empty elevator and make it to the car park, find Jake's car and learn to drive with a set of airbags attached to her chest. 

Hopefully Maya will understand...

