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A cold wind ran through the bus stop,
rustling Misao Horne's dress. She shivered.

"Stupid party." She sighed, rubbing her arms
for warmth, and feeling foolish in her risqué silk dress. "Where is
that stupid bus, already?"

Misao almost never went to the office
parties, not even for real holidays. But her sales team had come in
first for the quarter, and she'd felt socially obligated to
celebrate their success, even if it meant attending the rather lame
St. Patrick's Day party.

For some reason she had felt like dressing up
for the occasion, and had even splurged on a new dress. The red
silk cheongsam was cut to show off quite a bit more leg than she
liked, her ass was practically hanging out half the time. It was a
far cry from her usual suits, but it had certainly attracted a lot
of attention from her coworkers. Particularly the male ones.

"If only someone other than that sleaze Jerry
had offered me a ride home," she muttered, tugging at her thin
dress as another icy blast blew over her.

"That could be arranged, if you truly wish
it."

Misao jumped as a woman suddenly walked up to
the tiny open bus stop, seeming to emerge from nowhere.

"Where the fu--" she started, then caught
herself. "Uh, sorry, you startled me."

But it was the woman's outfit that was truly
startling -- mostly because the woman wasn't really wearing
one.

Whereas Misao felt downright risqué in her
thigh-revealing dress, the woman was all but naked, her only real
clothing being her golden heels and a narrow ribbon of deep blue
silk draped over her shoulder, so sheer it was entirely
see-through.

Even more strangely, the woman was covered
from head to toe in dark blue ink! Misao had seen people wear
body-paint as part of their Halloween costumes before, but never
over their entire body -- and certainly not in early March!

An immense amount of gaudy gold costume
jewelry completed the woman's obscene costume, a mix of everything
from belly-button rings to heaps of beaded necklaces to nose studs.
Even her nipples appeared trapped under star-shaped golden
piercings, each attached to her belly button ring by a golden
chain.

She had to admit, it was certainly a daring
costume, but hardly appropriate for a street corner in the middle
of the business district.

"My fault, I'm sure," the blue woman replied
coolly, shuffling into place at opposite end of the bus stop.

The bizarre woman seemed far less embarrassed
than Misao would've expected, and strangely bored. Something about
her nonchalant demeanor annoyed the young sales manager.

She must be a hooker, Misao realized
all at once, scowling. Just standing so near what was probably a
walking pile of STDs made her stomach churn. She glanced around the
street. I wonder which building she came from... hopefully not
mine.

She ran her eyes up and down the woman's form
again, a bitchy smirk crossing her lips. At least now I won't
have to worry about anyone thinking I'm a slut riding the bus in
this dress. Not once they get a gander of this crazy skank,
anyway.

"Sooo..." Misao began.

The blue-tinted woman turned to face her, and
in an impossibly bored tone asked, "Yes?"

Again, something about the woman's demeanor
rubbed Misao the wrong way. The woman was wearing less than a very
cheap whore, and didn't seem the least bit ashamed of it.

"Okay, so what are you supposed to be,
exactly? Some sort of overgrown smurf going through a mid-life
crisis?"

The woman stared at her for a long second, as
if taking her measure, then turned back to face the empty road with
a sigh. "If it truly concerns you, mortal, then know that I am a
Djinn."

Misao Horne barked out a laught at the
woman's superior attitude.

"You're dressed as a... Genie? Seriously?"
She looked the woman up and down. "So, where's your lamp, then? And
who the hell dresses up as a genie for St. Patrick's Day; wouldn't
a Leprechaun be more appropriate?"

The blue-skinned stranger sighed in utter
disdain. "I am not dressed as a Genie, mortal. I am a
Djinn, the very last one left in this miserable excuse for a
reality. And no, Djinn do not have lamps. Your King Solomon once
trapped a few of my kin in large stones, but... well, never mind
about that, it does not concern you."

"And you are standing here, in the cold,
waiting for the bus, because....?" Misao asked, rolling her eyes as
the slut actually continued staying in character, despite how
utterly ridiculous the gag was becoming.

"I am standing here, because my last Master
wished that I ride only public transportation for the next few
centuries," the woman replied, her tone so serious Misao couldn't
decide if it was sarcasm or just a very lame attempt at a joke.
"Apparently he was jealous of my teleportation abilities. You
humans are strange creatures, at times."

Not knowing quite how to respond to such a
weird statement, Misao just nodded absently, and turned back to
face the empty street, silently cursing the bus schedule.

The two women stood in silence for several
moments, the only noise the occasional clinking of the stranger's
jewelry as the chilly wind blew through the open bus stop.
Strangely, the nearly nude woman didn't seem to notice the cold at
all.

Misao tried to get buried into an app on her
phone, but try as she might, she just couldn't ignore the bizarre
stranger standing next to her. She finally broke the silence.

"Okay, seriously, what is up with that stupid
costume? You're practically naked! Well, no, not
practically; you are naked!"

The stranger sighed heavily.

"Many centuries ago, my Mistress wished that
I should look, and I quote, 'More like a proper Genie'. If I really
do look naked to you, then you must have some rather unusual
opinions on the appearance of 'Genies', mortal. Most people see me
as a floating woman with legs of smoke, or as a busty blonde woman
with an annoying squinting habit."

Misao pondered this for a moment, and finally
shook her head. Clearly the woman was insane. "Okay, whatever.
Forget I asked."

She waited, growing impatient as the silence
grew awkward again. "Where is that stupid bus, anyway? It's always
late."

The Genie or Djinn, or whatever, just
shrugged. "The conveyance we are awaiting suffered a tire failure
three blocks back, and won't arrive for two hours. Perhaps you
should wish the bus was in fine working order? Or perhaps wish that
we were both at our respective destinations already?"

Misao stared at the woman, incredulous that
she was still keeping up her crazy act. "Okay, enough with the
Genie crap already. It's gotten way past weird, now it's just
annoying."

"You mortals, never ready to believe," the
woman muttered. "A real pity. One little wish, and you'd believe
and have all you could desire...."

"Oh, puhleeese!" Misao sighed. "Genies don't
exist and you're just a weird naked slut."

The Genie began nonchalantly examining her
long, blood-red nails. "Your loss, mortal. I thought I might
finally have found a new Mistress. Oh well, thankfully I only have
to serve a few more of you creatures before I'm at last allowed to
move on to a higher plane...."

Misao sighed. "Fine, I'll play along. If
you're a real genie--"

"Djinn!"

"--Fine, Djinn! Whatever. So, I'm your new
Mistress geni--djinn. Now, I command you, if you're a real...
whatever you are, then do something magical and prove
it!"

The woman considered for a moment. "Is it
your wish that I prove my power, my Mistress?"

"Hah! I knew it, you're full of it!" Misao
said, triumphantly at the woman's obvious stalling.

Then she remembered she was arguing about
magic powers with a naked woman at night at the bus stop and sighed
at her own foolishness. Turning back to wait for the bus, she
mentally promised herself she wouldn't talk to the weird woman
anymore.

The moon slowly rose from behind the tall
buildings around them, as the two women stood in the lengthening
silence yet again.

Finally, as the bus continued to fail to
arrive, Misao grumbled sullenly, tugging at the bottom of her dress
a gust of wind blew it up, uncovering her leg.

"Ugh, I wish I had just let Jerry take me
home after all, even if he is a total sleazy pervert. At least his
car has a heater."

The blue-skinned woman grinned, for the first
time revealing her teeth. To Misao's shock her teeth were filed
into sharp, predatory points. "As you wish, my
Mistress...."

Before she could react, Misao felt the world
around her suddenly swoon and spin, a wave of vertigo overtaking
her. The frigid night air was suddenly replaced with a warm, almost
hot draft running across her back. Sweat trickled down her body,
seemingly forming instantly. She was naked!

With a gasp, she felt smooth fabric sheets
appear under her hands and knees. A bed, she was on a bed?

What just-- Her thought was
interrupted, as she suddenly realized a man was slamming his cock
into her impossibly wet sex. What the Fuck?!

The pounding was going on at an incredible
pace, as the strange man rammed in and out of her, even as she
struggled to regain her bearings. Everything was swimming, and she
had the odd feeling that she was drunk. Really, really drunk.

She rolled over, the man's hairy chest
rubbing across her bare, sweaty back, even as he continued slamming
in and out of her incredibly sloppy pussy. "Oh, fuuuck! Take my
cock, you dirty chink whore!!"

She recognized the voice, even before she saw
his face.

Jerry?!

The chubby, greasy haired executive was on
top of her, as covered in sweat as herself. She had the sudden
feeling that they'd been going at it for awhile now, not the mere
seconds she could remember.

Did I get drunk at the office party? Did I go
home with, no, no, I was just on the street, there was... a
woman....

Misao's thoughts, mixed up already by her
apparent inebriation, were shattered as an explosion suddenly
erupted outward from her sex.

Her vision went white as Jerry, the office
pervert, tore the first of many orgasms out of the drunk sales
manager....

***

Misao Horne groaned softly as she rolled
over. Her head was killing her.

Slowly, memories of the night before returned
to her. With a gasp, she slapped her hand across her bed, and to
her relief, found she was indeed alone.

"Oh, thank God," she muttered, as she pushed
herself up, gingerly. "For a moment there, I actually thought I'd
gone home with that--"

She stopped, mid-thought, and slowly looked
down. With a groan of disgust, she peeled a used condom off her
naked breast. "Oh, no..."

Lifting her stained sheets off her naked
body, she found another used condom oozing on her leg, another
across her belly, and yet another actually poking out of her very
well-fucked sex.

"Enjoying your first wish, Mistress?"

Misao shrieked, jumping out of the bed like a
spooked cat. The naked blue-skinned woman was standing at the foot
of her bed.

"Oh fuck... you're real?!" Misao cried. With
a sudden wince, she grasped her head, as a massive hangover hit
her. "Oooh... my head. Close the curtains, or something."

"Do you wish--"

Misao glared daggers at the woman. She
finally shrugged and pulled the curtains close. "Can't blame me for
trying, Mistress."

"Like hell I can't! Oww... You made me fuck
that dirty bastard all night! Oww, my head...." Misao refrained
from commenting on the soreness of her puffy, raw sex. "And why do
I have such a hangover, I didn't drink anything at the office
party. I never drink at those dumb parties."

The Genie smiled, but not showing her teeth
this time.

"You wished that you had accepted your
coworker's offer of a ride home, Mistress. I saw in your mind that
you'd never accept a ride from Jerry unless you were
exceptionally inebriated. So I simply assured that you did, indeed,
have a drink at your office St. Patrick's Day party. A lot of
drinks, actually."

Misao took a few moments to process this new
information, her hangover not helping matters. Slowly, images began
to flash through her mind; memories of sucking down green jello
shots in front of her boss, followed by more memories of dancing on
one of the secretary's desks, while the copy room guys cheered her
on. And then she saw herself dragging Jerry off to the men's
room--

She shook her head in disgust, and
immediately regretted the action. "Oooh... Now, wait a second,
you... are you saying you changed the past? I mean, you somehow
rewrote what I did last night, so that I went home with that
creep?"

"It is what you wished for, Mistress."

Fair enough, I guess, Misao thought,
rubbing her temples. "Okay. Well... I don't suppose you can get rid
of this hangover, could you?"

"Do you wish--"

"Oh, never mind! Oww, my head! Oooh...."

The djinn watched her for a moment, then let
out a deep breath. "Okay, fine, I'll help you, just because you
can't make wishes in your current condition. But just this
once."

The blue-skinned woman snapped her perfectly
manicured fingers, and the world seemed to spin again as Misao held
her head.

"Oh, what... oh, I do feel a bit better,"
Misao said a second later, as the remaining cobwebs slowly fell
from her mind. She still ached from the long night of rough,
drunken sex, but at least her headache seemed to be lessening.
"What did you do?"

"There was a bit of residual magic left from
your last wish," the woman said. "You drinking so much last night,
that was very out of character for you. The magic doesn't like
loose ends like that, it wrinkles the Universe. So I used the
residual energy to kill two birds with one stone, so to speak. I
just made it so that you have always been a bit of... a lush, I
think is the term."

"You made me into an alcoholic?!" Misao
gasped, confused, and somewhat horrified.

"Not hardly. Just less of a teetotaler,
Mistress," the woman assured her. But Misao couldn't help but feel
the magical being wasn't being entirely truthful with her.

***

"Okay, let's go over this. Quietly."

Misao Horne sat at her table, sipping her
second cup of coffee, as she waited for her headache pills to take
effect. She wondered if drinking one of the beers in her fridge
would help more than the coffee, then suddenly wondered why she had
beer in her fridge at all.

"You have only to ask, and I will answer,
Mistress. And before you ask, no, the answer to your questions
won't cost you a wish."

Misao nodded, slowly. "Okay, so then I have
more wishes coming to me, right? How many? Three is what all the
genies grant, at least in the stories I've heard."

"Again, Mistress, I am a Djinn, not a genie.
Genies don't exist." The blue-skinned woman idly polished a tacky
gold band on her wrist. "As to your wishes, you had five wishes.
Four remain to you, now. And until you finish choosing them, I
shall wait ever at your side, your loyal and humble servant."

"Right... no lamp to hide away in," Misao
replied, thoughtfully. "So I have four more wishes, huh?
Interesting... Are there any limits? I mean, can I, for
example--"

The djinn cut her off, sighing heavily. "No,
you can't wish for more wishes; everyone tries that. And no, you
can't wish to be ruler of the Earth or the Universe, nor can you
wish to live forever or kill anyone. Nor can you bring other
magical, wish-granting items into your possession. All wishes stay
in place unless directly contradicted by another wish, and only
those parts which are contradicted will superseded by the new wish.
And--"

The young sales manager blinked, as the woman
stopped suddenly.

"Sorry, Mistress," the djinn apologized,
seeming almost sincere for once. "I'm just a bit tired of this
stage of the process; I've been through all of this many, many
times before. It's always the same questions."

Misao nodded, again. She finished her coffee,
thinking hard. "Okay, Gen--I mean, Djinn--"

"Chrymtalybym, Mistress."

"What?!"

"Chrymtalybym, Mistress. That is my
name."

Misao stared at her. "That's... your name?
Oh, boy... fine, Krim-talla-bim, or whatever you said; I think I
know what I want to wish for."

"Speak it and so shall it be, Mistress."

"Right..." Misao paused for a long second,
slowly considering her next words very carefully, even as she noted
the sharp-toothed smile returning to the blue woman's lips.

Her work as a manager hadn't exactly prepared
her for a situation quite like this, but she wasn't without some
experience dealing with overly-complicated sales contracts and
manipulative lawyers, sleazy advertising execs, bitter rivals at
the office....

After a moment, she was certain she had
worked out the wording such that even the genie couldn't possibly
twist her wish against her. For once in her life, she was actually
happy her mother had been such a control freak. Who knew growing
up with a Tiger Mom would actually come in handy?

She smiled. "Okay, Genie, I wish...."

***

Misao gasped, as her breasts suddenly
exploded outward, filling her robe beyond its limit.

Within seconds, she found herself staring at
a set of melons that would make a stripper green with envy. Her
once nearly nonexistent breasts had grown into a massive pair of
basketball sized tits. Despite their frankly ridiculous size, they
were incredibly firm, bobbing out before her like literal globes,
the skin almost painfully taut around her new implants.

She had never seen a more obviously fake pair
of breasts in her life.

"WHAT THE EVERLOVING FUCK, GENIE!?!?!"

Misao leapt angrily to her feet, and nearly
fell over as her new bosom sloshed wildly, knocking her balance
horribly askew. Instantly she felt her back and leg muscles tense
up, suddenly growing stronger to match her giant rack.

The djinn only grinned, smugly. "I merely
granted your second wish, Mistress. Are you not pleased?"

Misao glared at the woman, torn between rage
at the magical fiend and horror at her new assets.

"I wished for money, not these giant fake
balloon tits!!!"

"No," Chrymtalybym replied, in a bored tone.
Beginning to go over her nails with an ephemeral file she conjured
out of blue smoke, the ancient djinn calmly explained, "You wished,
and I quote, 'For a substantial sum of money, in modern American
currency, that is neither counterfeit nor obtained illegally, but
is fully and unquestionably my legal property, all taxes and
additional fees already paid in full, resulting in a sum of money
amounting to not less than two million dollars.'

"Quite a well thought-out wish, I felt. Most
of my Masters and Mistresses have not been so careful in their
wording."

"Then why in the fuck am I suddenly
fifty-percent silicone, you stupid genie?!" Misao shouted, stomping
her foot. Instantly her giant jugs lurched upwards, slapping her
face.

With a growl, she manhandled her new breasts
back under control. She'd have to be more careful until she figured
out how to get rid of the ridiculous monstrosities, preferably
without wasting another wish.

"Actually," the djinn replied cooly, "your
implants are saline."

"Why the fuck do I even have implants?! What
do these--" the sales manager gestured unnecessarily at her chest,
"--have to do with my wish?!"

Chrymtalybym sighed, still casually running
her file over her perfect red nails.

"It's very simple, Mistress; to obtain money
legally in your civilization, you have to earn it. Since you don't
play the lottery, nor work a well-paying job, I had to find an
alternative means of giving you your 'substantial sum of money'.
So, I simply changed your personal history.

"I'd considered having you inherit the money,
but you have no relatives sufficiently wealthy, nor likely to leave
such an amount of wealth to you. Even if all of them were to die at
once, it would not lead to an inheritance sufficient for your
wish." The djinn said, as Misao's eyes opened in shock at the
woman's casual tone at the possible death of her relatives. "So I
was forced to take a more, er, creative route."

"What did you do?" Misao gulped, sure she
didn't really want to know the answer.

"It was quite simple, really. One year ago,
you went to the hospital to have a small tattoo removed, a tattoo
you got in college during a drunken party. You attended a lot of
parties in college, since you are a drinker now."

Misao nodded slowly, dreading to think what
other changes her new binge-drinking past had wrought.

The djinn continued. "However, the doctors
misread your medical files and instead performed a breast
enlargement procedure on you that meant for a local stripper with a
similar Social Security Number. You subsequently sued the hospital
for medical malpractice and won."

Misao felt her blood run cold, as the magical
creature carried on, clearly pleased with her creativity.

"I looked at recent similar incidents and
found that a woman with 500cc implants was paid approximately
two-hundred thousand of your nation's currency for her own wrongful
surgery, so I simply assured that you'd receive comparatively
larger implants to reach the sum of two-million dollars, to fulfill
the terms of your wish; roughly 5000cc. Per implant, of
course."

The djinn smiled, her piranha teeth flashing
ominously. "I do so love when my masters and mistresses wish for
riches."

Misao looked at the smug djinn, utterly
dumbfounded. Yet, for all its insanity, she couldn't fault the
woman's logic. She'd thought the wish was impossible to twist, and
yet the genie had found a way to turn it against her. It was almost
impressive.

"Wait a minute," she said suddenly, "Does
that mean I still have the tattoo?"

"I'm afraid you haven't had a chance to get
it removed, Mistress," the djinn said, snapping her fingers.
Suddenly Misao found herself surrounded by floor-to-ceiling
mirrors.

And she was totally naked!

Her huge breasts suddenly seemed to swell
even larger, no longer constrained even by her robe. She gasped at
her jiggling reflections, astonished by just how massive her
enhanced melons appeared on her otherwise thin, fit figure. She
really was a walking pair of tits!

Once the shock of seeing her new bosom in all
its ample glory finally abated, she turned her attention to her
body. She twisted about, seeing her flesh reflected from a dozen
angles.

"What tatto--" she began, when suddenly she
saw it, glistening garishly across her lower back in two inch-high
letters of solid gold, each thickly outlined in black. "SEX DOLL:
Made in China!?!"

She stared aghast at the genie, as the
mirrors evaporated away in puffs of blue smoke.

"You got rather drunk at one particularly fun
party during your freshman year at college, and ended up getting
that deliciously tacky decoration above your derrière before the
night was over," Chrymtalybym said, smiling smugly.

Misao reached up to rub her head, her
headache suddenly returning, only to hit her huge breast instead.
Growling at the reminder of her nude state, she turned around,
trying to find her robe.

It was then that she noticed the changes to
her apartment; pictures on the wall had moved, some gone entirely,
replaced with new images. All were of herself, each recent enough
to show her with her new chest. Above what had been her bookcase,
and was now a shelf housing a collection of DVDs she couldn't
recall owning, hung a rather large picture of herself. It was
clearly from a glamour shoot; she was wearing a tight leather
jacket stretched across her huge twin cannons, the zipper straining
not to burst, as she bent toward the camera to fill the image with
cleavage.

"What the..."

Shaking her head, she remembered her
nakedness, and hurried to her bedroom, only to emerge wearing an
outfit so slutty she felt less-dressed than the blue-skinned
woman.

"Okay Krimtallabimbo or whatever your stupid
name was," Misao began, her temper up. "If I'm so filthy rich now,
why do I still have these ridiculous tits and why is my closet
filled with a cheap hooker's dream wardrobe!?!"

She gestured at her outfit; a bubble-gum pink
pleather jacket whose zipper only reached halfway up, not that she
could pull it that high with her tits already straining the fabric
to the breaking point. Under the garish jacket she wore a
cleavage-revealing white scoop-neck shirt utterly covered in
annoying glitter, finished off with an impossibly tight pair of
bright-pink yoga pants, in a gaudy pink-and-white leopard print
pattern.

"This was, quite literally, the least
offensive outfit in my entire closet."

Chrymtalybym actually chuckled, eliciting a
glare. "It's quite simple, Mistress," she said quickly, before the
angry blonde erupted. "You did not win your lawsuit overnight. In
fact, you didn't win the court case until yesterday, actually. In
addition to this, you needed money to pay for your lawyers and any
operation to remove your implants would've drained your funds for
the lawsuit. So as soon as you healed up from your impromptu
surgery, you became a pornstar to raise the cash to pay your legal
fees."

"WHAT!!?!!?!!" Misao shrieked. "What do you
mean, 'I became a PORNSTAR'?!?! Genie!?!"

A few minutes later, Misao was staring at her
very busty self, bouncing on a pogo-stick on the front page of
her porno site.

A dropdown box under the bouncing pogo-stick
banner image showed dozens of DVDs that could be purchased, all of
which she now realized were sitting in her repurposed bookcase.

Glancing through the site, she quickly pieced
together a rough timeline of her burgeoning porn career over the
past year.

Apparently, once her implant surgery had
healed, she'd become some sort of big-titted camwhore, making
hundreds of softcore livestreams of her bouncing jugs on various
free porn sites all over the internet, building interest and
selling more private, less-softcore videos for her growing
fanbase.

Over the course of a few months, she'd made
enough money as an amateur pornstar to turn pro, and moved her
camwhore livestreams to a paysite dedicated to videos of her
enhanced twins. Things had become decidedly hardcore over the past
six months, with her latest videos featuring a bevy of men she
didn't recognize, and giant cocks that she'd never forget.

"Oh, fuck me... I wish I hadn't asked."

"As you wish, Mistress!"

***

Misao glowered at the bank clerk.

"Misao Horne," she insisted, sounding
out each name, and fighting an urge to raise her voice. It was bad
enough looking like a hooker, without drawing even more attention
to herself.

"I'm sorry, miss, I'm just not seeing it
listed in the computer." The clerk said, clearly struggling to keep
eye contact with Misao, as her giant breasts bobbed inches from the
teller's window.

Misao pinched the ridge of her nose, and
sighed. The djinn stood beside her, looking bored with the whole
affair.

"Look, I know for a fact that I have a lot of
money in an account here."

"Perhaps I'm messing up the spelling, Miss
Horne," the clerk offered, helpfully. "Do you have any
identification I could check?"

She considered just spelling out her first
name, since that was usually what people got hung up on. But
decided against it, instead searching through her purse for her
wallet. Better to just let the teller read her license
directly.

"I could've been an Amanda," she muttered
under her breath, unzipping her new purse.

Her name had been a long-standing problem for
her, ever since she was a child. For some reason her crazy mother
had insisted on giving her a traditional Chinese name, instead of
something sensible like her American father had wanted. In college
she had actually met fully-Asian foreign students who had
anglicized names, while she was stuck with Misao, despite her
obviously mixed-race features.

She sighed, running her hands through the
depths of her new purse. Her tasteful old purse was nowhere to be
found in her apartment after her second wish, but she'd found an
ugly, tiny pink purse next to her bed. The strange bag was filled
to bursting with all manner of things she'd normally never have in
her purse, including a tiny vibrator, rolls of condoms, a
half-empty tube of KY lubricant, far too much makeup, body glitter,
the list went on.

Finally, she found a small wallet and opened
it. "Here, my license says...." She stared at the legal document,
eyebrows rising in shock.

She spun on the djinn, her breasts swinging
so hard they nearly broke her jacket's zipper. "You changed my
fucking name?!"

"Um... Miss? Is everything alright?" the bank
teller asked, worriedly looking around at the outburst.

When no one at the bank freaked out when the
naked blue creature entered the building alongside her, Misao had
quickly realized that the djinn could hide herself from being seen
if she didn't want to. She could only guess how crazy she must've
looked to the clerk now, for all the world appearing to yell at
empty air. But she didn't care.

Misao glowered at the smirking djinn. "You
managed all this with one wish? Seriously?!"

The magical being shrugged.

"Like I said, it was a very well thought out
wish." Chrymtalybym smiled darkly. "I really hate well
thought out wishes, Mistress."

Misao continued to glare at her for a long
moment, before looking back at the license in her hands and
shuddering at the implications. Finally, she turned around and
pushed the card across the counter. "Here."

The clerk started to ask a question, then
seemed to think better of it. "Of course, Miss, uh..." The woman
paused, staring at the license, her own eyebrows rising in
surprise. Misao winced.

***

Ten minutes later, she walked out of the
bank, an envelope filled with several thousand dollars of cash in
her purse, and an account statement in her hand, proclaiming her a
genuine millionaire.

As soon as the doors swung shut behind them,
she spun on the djinn.

"MISO HORNEE!!?!!"

"Amazing what a difference a few letters
makes, isn't it, Mistress?" Chrymtalybym replied, flashing her
teeth.

Miso's face burned with fury, then
embarrassment as several passersby stared at her. "You changed my
name to Miso Hornee?! Why!?!" she whispered at the blue
woman.

The djinn shrugged. "You wanted your money to
be legally obtained, Mistress. Your nation's legal system is rather
complicated; the magic tends to get a bit carried away, trying to
fix up all the loose ends. It would appear that your porn career
has led to a change of names."

"Porn career, what porn career?!"

Chrymtalybym sighed, and explained, for the
second time that morning how the newly-dubbed Miso had paid her
legal fees, the knowledge having been erased from the busty woman's
head by her third wish.

"Well, I'm not calling myself Miso Hornee,
I'll tell you that right now. Bad enough I have to carry these
ridiculous implants around, without sounding like a total bimbo
too!" Miso growled, once the djinn had finished recounting her new
history, again.

"Oh, and what shall you be calling yourself
then, Mistress?" the djinn asked, with faux innocence, as she
snapped her fingers.

"Meesoo Horneeee, that's what I'll
be-- oh, you fucking bitch," Miso growled, her eyes widening.

The blue monster flashed her piranha teeth,
her smile wider than ever.

Shaking with rage, Miso climbed into her new
car, the only positive change to come from her wish besides her
bank account balance. Though she could do without the IMH0RNEE
vanity plates, she thought.

Her tits honked the car horn, twice, as she
squeezed inside. "Are you sure you can't ride back with me? The bus
stop is five blocks away, and I really don't feel like waiting
another two hours for you get back to my apartment."

The djinn shook her head. "Not unless you
feel like spending your fourth wish removing my ban on non-public
transportation methods, Mistress."

Miso Hornee spun out from the curb, alone. As
before, she found driving a constant struggle with her breasts
doing their best to steer the vehicle themselves, but despite her
unwanted front seat drivers, she managed to get back home without
causing any major accidents.

***

"You know, you could simply use a wish to
remove your implants, Mistress," Chrymtalybym noted, as her
mistress scratched through a line in her notebook.

"No! I've got plenty of cash to pay the
surgeon, and I'm not blowing another wish," Miso growled, starting
another sentence in her notebook, which was propped precariously
upon her breasts, the only way she'd found to both write and see
what she was writing at the same time.

The djinn shrugged, and returned to filing
her nails, now working on her red toenails as she floated,
yogi-like, above the floor.

Finally the former sales manager finished her
writing. "Okay, I think I've worked out my next wish."

She'd spent the past hour working out her
idea; first trying an incredibly complicated approach to her wish
as she had before, but ultimately ending up going the opposite
route; an extremely simple, and hopefully hard to twist, short
wish.

"Genie--"

"Djinn," the magical creature corrected.

"Genie," Miso insisted, glaring at her. "If
I'm stuck yelling Meeesooo Horneeee!! every time someone
asks me my name, then I'm fucking calling you Genie, and that's
final!"

The blue monster narrowed her eyes, but
finally shrugged, feigning disinterest.

Miso continued, "Now, you said I can't wish
to live forever. But that doesn't mean I can't get the next best
thing: long-lasting youth and good health."

The djinn appeared to consider this, then
nodded. "That should be within my power, Mistress."

"Okay then. Genie, I wish... that everyone,
including me, would agree that I look good for my age."

She smiled, as the djinn pursed her blue lips
into a sudden snarl. It was such a simple wish, and yet, Miso had
not worked out a way that the blue-skinned creature could possibly
twist it.

"As you wish, my Mistress," the djinn said
after a second, her tone slightly bitter. Instantly Miso felt the
now familiar swirling sensation of reality changing about her.

Smiling in triumph, the hyper busty
Asian-American pornstar headed to her bathroom to check herself out
in the mirror.

A second later she screamed in rage, rushing
back to the magical woman.

"I look exactly the same!!!?!!!"

"And you look very good for your age,
Mistress," the djinn replied, smiling broadly again. "As I'm sure
even you will agree."

Miso felt her blood run cold, as a
realization hit her. "Oh no."

Frantically, she fumbled through her purse
until she found her license again, and to her horror, read her
birth date. "But, this can't be right, I'm only twenty-eight years
old! But this says I'm nearly forty!!?!!"

"And you don't look a day over thirty-five,"
Chrymtalybym noted, still smiling her sharp-toothed grin.

"Oh, you, you...!" Miso hissed, glowering at
the evil creature.

Angry beyond words, she stomped around her
living room, noticing that most of her DVDs now had the words
"Cougar" and "Mature" or "Milf" in the titles, and even a "GILF" on
one, though she didn't even want to think about what that
meant.

"Oh, I am so going to get you back for this,"
she vowed. "I swear, I'll have your ass magically-glued to a bus
seat for the next century, if I have to."

"That was your forth wish, Mistress. Just one
wish left," the djinn pointed out, her smile only growing broader.
"And then I'm free to move on to my next Mistress."

Miso Hornee struggled against the urge to
waste her final wish then and there, in an ill-planned attempt to
get revenge on the horrible monster that had turned her world
upside down.

But her cooler side prevailed, the side that
had once upon a time made her a very successful sales manager and
which lately had apparently been working to market her into
full-time pornstarhood, and doing a pretty good job of it too.

"Okay, genie," she said, "I think I know what
my fifth and final wish will be."

Chrymtalybym perked her head up to attention.
"So soon, Mistress? You don't want to wait a few hours thinking it
out first?"

Miso ignored the taunting. "Genie, I wish...
that I was physically eighteen-years old again."

The djinn raised an eyebrow, then shrugged
with her hands. "As you wish, Mistress."

Once more, Miso felt the world whirl about
her and then snap back together. Grinning, she rushed to her
bathroom mirror again, and giggled with glee at her now very
youthful face. She was still stuck with her huge, fake tits (and
her ugly tattoo, she quickly confirmed), but had also gained nearly
two-decades of life back.

And while a twenty-eight year old face looked
good on a woman a decade-plus older, it certainly didn't fit an
eighteen-year-old's face. Nor did a childishly young face, for that
matter. Which meant, not only did she now look far younger than her
real age, but also no one would think she looked too young for her
new age. The genie's hands had been thoroughly tied by her previous
wishes.

"Congratulations, mortal, you got what you
actually wished for," the djinn said, when Miso finally stepped out
of the bathroom. "But you are still stuck with your new life as a
saline-inflated pornstar." The creature added, a smug smile
crossing her dark lips.

"Ah, but you're wrong there, genie," Miso
Hornee pointed out, grinning herself. "In this State, no one under
nineteen can work in the porn industry, or even as a
stripper."

The djinn opened her mouth, then shut it and
pursed her lips angrily. "Very well, mortal," she muttered,
snapping her fingers. "May you enjoy your newly returned youth. And
all that comes with it."

Miso started to reply, but blinked as her
shelf full of DVDs suddenly disappeared, along with her
ultra-slutty outfit. Despite suddenly being naked in her house
again, she couldn't help but smirk triumphantly, as all evidence of
her porno career evaporated as suddenly as it had appeared.

But then more things started to disappear
around her. Before she could react, the world snapped in a final
burst of chaotic fury, and Miso gasped, as she suddenly found
herself sitting on her bed.

Her old bed.

In her old bedroom.

In the house she had grown up in.

"MISO HORNEE!!! Get out of your room this
instant, young lady!!!"

The new teenager gasped, recognizing the
sound of the voice instantly. Oh, no, no no--

Her bedroom door burst open, revealing her
overbearing mother, no longer pushing retirement age, but somehow
back in her youthful thirties.

"Mom!?!"

"Miso, what are you doing naked?! And still
in bed!?! Get dressed this instant!! You were supposed to leave for
school twenty minutes ago!!!"

Miso blinked in confusion, suddenly aware of
her nakedness. "School?"

History must have changed, she
realized, her confused mind finally catching up to all the
developments of the past few seconds. I'm a teenager again. Oh,
shit, that means I'm still in school!

She stared down at her tits, which looked, if
anything, even larger on her more youthful body. Wait, if I've
still got these implants... then I must still have had my lawsuit,
and thus, I'm still rich.

Satisfied at her hasty logic, she said, "But
mom, I'm rich now, why do I have to go to school at all?"

"Miso Hornee! You know perfectly well that no
daughter of mine is going to be a high-school dropout, I don't care
how much money the court awarded you. Besides, you've missed more
than enough days already due to that surgery mishap, and you're
lucky that the school officials are only making you stay an extra
semester instead of holding you back to make up your entire Senior
year. Now, get your butt dressed and get to school, young
lady!!"

Miso started to reply, when she finally
noticed the blue-skinned guest standing in the corner of her room.
The genie, she's still here?! Wait, if I can get mom to make a
wish, we can get five more wishes out of her. I can get rid of
these tits, and maybe fix a few other problems, like this stupid
school thing. Plus maybe I can get some revenge on the
bitch.

Being younger was nice, but no way was she
going to spend another year in school, and certainly not trapped
under her mother's thumb. It had been bad enough the first time
around. One wish could easily fix everything, if she were careful,
but first she had to get her mother to wish something, before the
genie moved on to her next victim. But how?

"Hey mom, if you could wish for anything in
the world right now, what would it be?" She asked, as she pulled
the covers up over her ponderous chest. The djinn blinked, and
stared at her, then at her mother.

"Easy," her mother said, picking up discarded
dirty clothes from the floor, apparently not having noticed the
blue-skinned stranger in the corner. "I wish you'd get your lazy
butt off to school, right now!"

Miso groaned as the djinn smiled and snapped
her fingers, but at least her plan had worked. It was a lame waste
of a wish, to be sure, but now she'd have four more wishes to work
with. She just needed to explain to her mother about her experience
with the genie, and then the two of them could come up with a plan
to put things back just the way she wanted them.

But before she could so much as say a word to
her mother, Miso suddenly leaped out of bed and ran out of her
room. She raced down the stairs, and out of the house, then began
frantically jogging down the sidewalk... still completely
naked.

Her mother stared out the bedroom windows,
watching as her nude daughter run down the street in the direction
of the high school, her giant fake tits sloshing wildly from side
to side.

Vera Hornee shook her head, utterly
dumbfounded at her daughter's bizarre antics. She was used to the
girl doing things to make her angry; often enough she'd caught her
daughter drinking, and had pulled her out of more than a few
parties over the years. And then there was that horrid tattoo she'd
gotten last year, which in turn had led to her massive implant
surgery, which she was not at all convinced had been as accidental
as Miso claimed, no matter what the judge had ultimately
decided.

But running out of the house in the middle of
the morning, butt-naked?! That was the last straw!

"I swear, that girl is incorrigible!" she
growled, already dreading the phone call she'd surely be getting
from the school secretary the instant her daughter arrived. "It
would serve her right if the school made her stay like that all
day. No, the whole school year!"

Vera paused, suddenly imaging her naked
daughter stuck in class all day, forced to continue this rebellious
nudist phase of hers long after it stopped being the least bit fun,
and chuckled. The girl wanted attention? She'd have plenty of it,
in spades.

"I wish the school really would do that, just
to teach the little slut a lesson. Be careful what you wish for,
Miso."

With a final snicker, Vera sighed deeply and
left the room, arms filled with dirty clothes, and wondered
whatever she'd do with her wayward daughter. The girl wasn't taking
her studies seriously at all.

Shaking her head, she shut her daughter's
bedroom door behind her, and headed down the stairs.

Inside the room, a tiny but smug voice
whispered, "As you wish, my Mistress. As you wish."
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"You swear you can really undo all of
this?" Suzi Slutmelons growled at the ugly sex shop owner, her huge
namesakes squeezing around the man's raging erection, tight as a
vise.

"Sure thing, babe!" the sleazy man replied,
vigorously pumping his hips. "It's real easy, too!"

All around them, the backroom of the shop was
littered with a wild assortment of dildos, silicone busts, piles of
porn DVDs, and more than a few used condoms for good measure.

Suzi grimaced at the sight, or at least the
best approximation of a grimace her botox-injected face would still
allow her.

The shopkeeper hardly noticed, too busy
driving his cock through the valley of her cleavage to bother
watching her face.

"It better be, I don't think I can take much
more of this curse," she said.

"Nothing to it, I just have to mutter a few
words, and -POOF!- the curse will have run its course." He grinned
and gestured at his cock. "But first, you gotta finish...."

Suzi glowered at him, her botox-ravaged face
resisting even that small movement. With a sigh, she began to
bounce her huge, saline-filled tits in time with his
thrusts....

***

As unlikely as it seemed given her
appearance, only a month earlier Suzanne Simpson had been one of
the most well-respected realtors in the city, and just hours away
from finally breaking away from her old employers and start her
very own real estate firm across town.

She was waiting in her office for her final
client of the day, and in fact her very last client for the firm,
to arrive. As she waited, she worked on finishing up her own
client-list she'd be taking to her new company, carefully selecting
only the most prestigious accounts. Unlike her old employers, who
would seemingly represent anyone who came in off the street,
her new firm would have some standards. Only the best,
wealthiest clients would do.

Perhaps she was simply distracted by her
task, or perhaps it was the stranger's odd, dirty clothing. Either
way, when an ancient crone of a woman suddenly entered her office
unannounced, Suzanne exploded in rage.

"Fuck! Not again!! Marty!! Marty, get your
ass in here!!!" Suzanne roared.

The old woman was taken aback, jerking
backwards at the outburst. She grasped the door handle desperately,
only just managing to catch herself from a bad tumble.

Her boss Martin rushed to the office door,
even as the angry realtor shot out of her office chair and charged
for the door herself. "Suzanne, what's wro--"

"She's what's wrong!" She gestured
wildly at the woman. "I thought you said security had fixed that
busted backdoor?!"

"Uh, they did--" her boss began, but Suzanne
was in no mood to listen.

"I want this trash out of my office,
NOW!!"

She grasped the old woman by the shoulder and
shoved her out the door, a little harder than she meant. The frail,
disheveled crone fell to the floor, in full view of the throngs of
waiting clients and other realtors.

Suzanne looked at her hand, and grimaced. The
woman's clothing was filthy.

"This is the third fucking time, Marty! I'm
tired of these homeless bums wandering in here. What if my client
had shown up on time? I nearly lost the Danson account last week
when that crazy cat-lady burst in, screaming like a mad woman."

Marty's face grew red, as he gulped. "But,
Suzanne, she is your new client."

***

"Man, old Gran sure did a number on you,
didn't she?" The man grinned, as his rock-hard dick pulsed between
Suzi's huge breasts. A curious gleam entered his eye. "Hey, what
did the old bat say to you, anyway?"

Suzi would never forget the way the old woman
lifted herself on one elbow, staring straight at her, nor the way
the crone's dirty clothes seemed to flutter as an ill-wind moved
across the real estate office.

Her mouth moved, her yellow teeth suddenly
revealed as her cracked, ancient lips rose.

"Faker!"

The word had seemed to hit her physically,
she could swear she'd felt it striking her chest like a blow. The
old woman collapsed then, apparently drained by the effort.

Suzi glared at the man, but repeated the
woman's curse. "Faker, she called me Faker."

He barked out a laugh, right into her face.
She sneered at the hot breath; the man stank of cheap booze and
cheaper pizza. And other things she didn't want to think about.

"Faker? Oh, that's a good one," he
replied, grinning, even as his dick swelled harder with excitement.
"And then what happened?"

Rolling her eyes, but figuring it would get
the man off that much sooner, Suzi continued her tale....

***

She'd all but forgotten the incident the next
day, having left the firm and putting the embarrassing final
blunder behind her. The curse had begun even then, though of course
she hadn't realized it yet.

Suzanne awoke refreshed, and began to plan
her day as she took her morning shower -- and screamed when she saw
her brunette locks had somehow become bleached to a dirty blonde
mess overnight!

At first she tried to justify the bizarre
change, ultimately chalking it up to her shampoo or perhaps to too
much swimming in her pool the night before.

Though how in the world the chemicals in her
pool had also made her hair grow from its sensible shoulder length
all the way down to her ass in a single night, she hadn't a
clue.

Making a mental note to have the pool changed
into a chlorine-free saltwater system as soon as possible, Suzanne
bundled her new head of hair under a big hat, and headed straight
to her favorite salon.

Over the next few hours, the poor
hairdressers did their best, but her hair seemed to be hopelessly
ruined. The blonde locks refused to take any dye at all, and at
last she was forced to simply have it styled and trimmed into
something remotely suitable for a professional of her caliber.

There was nothing for it; she'd just have to
wait for the dark roots to grow out, and probably get some dyke-ish
pixie cut in the near future until her newly grown brown hair was
long enough for a real hairstyle.

Putting the bizarre change out of her mind,
Suzanne decided to focus her attention on her new business. She had
a lot of work to do and only a few short weeks before her office's
official grand opening.

For the next few days, everything seemed to
remain like normal, and her work setting up her new office kept her
plenty busy.

Hiring staff was proving tiresome, however.
Thanks to her new blonde hairstyle, interviewing potential staff
was taking forever. After the third interviewee in a roll assumed
she was just a receptionist, and asked her to get them a coffee
while they waited for the interview to begin, Suzanne decided to
freeze hiring and turn her attention to less infuriating business
matters.

Then it happened. While showering one
evening, several days after the incident at her old firm, she
discovered the next change.

Drying her head and thinking of the
embarrassing interviews, she was seriously considering just cutting
off her hair and wearing a wig. She moved to grab her hairdryer,
when her hand brushed against her breast.

Suzanne gasped, dropping the towel and
expensive dryer onto her granite-topped counter with a crash.

Gulping, she gingerly touched her breast
again, feeling a hard, firm mass under the skin. Looking at herself
in the mirror over her sink, she frowned and touched her other
breast, feeling an identical lump!

Fearing the worst, Suzanne rushed to the
hospital, hardly taking the time to get dressed first.

When the x-rays came back, she got the shock
of her life.

"Implants!!?!!" she repeated, staring in
disbelief at the doctor.

"Yes, Miss Simpson, implants! You have breast
implants!!" he shouted, shaking with rage.

"Implants?!" she muttered to herself, as
again. It seemed utterly impossible. No, it was impossible, she'd
never had so much as a dental filling before, and suddenly she had
fake breasts?

The doctor refused to believe her protests,
certain she must've gotten the work done on one of her holidays to
the Caribbean. Turning to a nurse, he angrily ordered that
Suzanne's health records be immediately updated, before returning
his attention to his patient, admonishing her for taking such a
risk without even informing her physician of the life-altering
procedure.

With a final sigh, he ordered her to leave
the hospital before he changed his mind and decided to press
charges against her for wasting hospital resources.






***

"So these are old Gran's work too? Well, I
have to say, she does nice work," the man laughed, increasing his
pace. "And then what happened?"

Suzi scowled, but continued with her story.
As humiliating as it was to relieve her journey into bimbohood, she
could tell it was exciting the man.

"When I awoke the next day, I found that my
implants had grown larger while I slept. And these horrid scars had
suddenly appeared overnight."

She didn't bother pointing them out, the
scars were more than obvious from the man's perspective.

A fine, but obvious white line ran around her
nipples, then down the curve of each breast, terminating in a long,
ugly scar following the crease at her chest. She didn't bother
getting a second checkup with the doctor, it was painfully clear
that she not only had fake tits, but had all the signs of having
undergone a truly terrible boobjob.

"After that, it happened faster and faster,"
she said, grunting as the man's thrusts sped up, matching the tempo
of her words. "And faster!"

"Oh, fuck baby, fuck, those tits are so
fucking hard! You're more plastic than woman, you slut!"

Suzi Slutmelons bounced her tits up and down
the man's shaft, like a woman churning butter, and ignored his
insulting words. He wasn't exactly wrong anyway.

"They are hard, they kept getting harder,
every day. Bigger and firmer," she said, gritting her teeth and
spitting on the cock bobbing so close to her face with each thrust.
Her cleavage was getting sore. If this kept up much longer, she'd
have to stop and get some real lubricant.

"Faker, you mean?" he grunted, laughing.

"After a week, they finally --oh!-- stopped
growing. I went from a B-cup to these ridiculous triple-D's so
quickly, most of my new staff didn't recognize me when I opened the
office each morning. One morning a fucking delivery man actually
tried to honk them! In front of my agents, too!!"

The man seemed to be getting off on her
humiliating words, even as her face burned with the memory. She'd
been tempted to fire her entire staff then and there and start
over, just to avoid the endless jokes.

"Fuck yeah!! And then what happened?!"

"My nails all grew an inch long, and turned
permanently bubble-gum pink. My feet started hurting horribly,
unless I wore heels, each day having to add an inch. By the time my
tits stopped inflating, I could stand upright without a six-inch
heel under me. Even in the shower!" Suzi sighed at the memory,
hardly noticing the man's growing arousal. "And then... and then
the new lumps appeared, this time in my butt cheeks."

"Oh, fuck yeah, baby got some back!" he
roared, half-crazed as his orgasm finally arrived.

Suzi gasped in disgust as the cockhead
erupted, flooding her cleavage with an ocean of jizz. The man
didn't stop thrusting, his cock shooting fresh wads of sticky cum
across her chest.

She pulled her face away, but not before a
load of white ballsnot splashed across her cheek, right up to her
forehead.

The man continued to thrust into her wet,
sticky cleavage for another minute, his dick pulsing but slowly
settling down. Finally he withdrew, sighing. "Oh fuck, that was
good."

"Glad you enjoyed it," Suzi said, with mock
sincerity. She dabbed at her face, grimacing. Annoyingly, her
efforts only seemed to smear the slimy load around, not clean it
up. Looking at her hand, she groaned and wiped her hand on her
tits. But it was no use, her palm and fingers remained slick and
shiny.

"So," he said, sitting back, gingerly tugging
at his weakening erection. "That was all in a week. What happened
after that?"

Suzi growled. "And then my business cards
arrived...."

***

"Suzi Slutmelons!!?!!"

The delivery man startled at Suzi's sudden
roar. She hadn't shouted like that since he tried to feel her up
the week before.

Ignoring his look, she tore open the first
box of cards. The crate he'd brought contained some ten thousand
cards, amounting to several hundreds of dollars in total. Glaring,
she tore open another box and then another.

Every single card was emblazoned with the
same horrible words: "Suzi Slutmelons, Fake Tits and Real Estate"
followed by the phone number to her real estate offices. And, for
some inexplicable reason, an hourly rate along with her work hours.
Only, her work hours were all wrong, starting at 6PM and running
straight through morning at 6AM.

"Well, you gonna sign for them, or what,
sugar tits?" The delivery man ran his eyes up and down her curvy
new shape. "Hey, were you hiding that ass from me last time, sweet
cheeks? You--"

Suzi grabbed the man's clipboard, and hastily
signed her name, starting to toss it back at him.

She paused, mid-throw, and stared down at her
handwriting. "Hey, what are you doing?!" the delivery man asked, as
she began frantically writing her name all over the paper. "You
gone crazy, or something?"

Suzi Slutmelons growled as her pink-tipped
fingers refused to write anything but her name. Finally she shoved
the document back into the man's hands.

"Oh, shut up and leave, dammit!" She glared
at her hands, spinning around as the man shrugged and tore off her
receipt and headed for the door. "AND STOP STARING AT MY HUGE
ASS!!"

It was impossible, her name was Suzi
Slutmelons! Frantically, she tore through her purse for her I.D.
and found to her horror that her name really had changed, just as
her business cards proclaimed. Even her real estate credentials had
changed.

And her checkbook, her credit cards, and even
her bus pass!

***

"That was when I knew this was all more than
just some dumb prank. So I called up my old boss Marty and got the
old lady's personal details. And that led me herr, too yooo," Suzi
said, blinking as her voice broke on the last words. "Whab da fupp?
My voipp! Whab iff habbempgh?!"

She couldn't spit out the words, her lips
seemed to be throbbing. Her hands returning to her face, tracing
the drying cum glazing her cheek. Surely that couldn't be effecting
her like this?

"Gabbpphh!!" To her horror, she felt her lips
writhing under her fingers, like a nest of snakes!

Suzi screamed!

"Wow, that's pretty hot," the man said, as
the transfigured realtor's lips swelled into fat tubes, a harsh
pink color spreading over them, matching her new nails.

Suzi Slutmelons gasped, as her scream died in
her throat. Her voice was little more than a whisper, as she tried
to shriek at the grinning man. "Whbb habbenghgh oooo
mmmeeeeee?!"

"Oh, that's just the last bit of the curse
finally kicking in. I prefer to set it off once you bimbos are
safely in my shop," the man said, standing up and jerking his
rapidly hardening cock.

Suzi hadn't even realized she was still on
her knees, but her legs refused to listen to her frantic cries to
stand and run away.

"It's so annoying when the sluts finish at
home. You gals aren't exactly light, even after the curse has run
its course." He aimed his now raging boner at her face, as she felt
her skin stiffen, hard as her tits. "And to be honest, you're a lot
more fun to fuck before you turn to solid plastic."

Suzi's eyes grew wide at the man's words,
even as her arms rose up unbidden, hands collapsing into 'Okay'
signs.

"Yep, in a few seconds you'll become just
another sex doll for the store," he said, slowly jerking his cock,
as her gaze ran over the walls of dildos and vibrators and porn in
growing horror.

"Pity old Gran only remembers the one curse
these days; back in her prime she was turning people into all sorts
of fun things. But I've learned to make do. Running a sex-toy store
is a lot more fun than being a butcher, anyway." He grunted. "And
I'm sure Suzi Slutmelons will find life as a plastic doll far more
fun than... than... oh, whatever it was you used to do."

Suzi stared helplessly forward, unable to
look away as he aimed his cock.

"Oh, here it comes bitch, here it
cuuuummmmssss!!!"

He came hard, spraying his hot load across
the former realtor's frozen face, as her mouth spread wide open one
last time, her fake lips forming a perfect, perpetual pout.

The sex shop owner roared, his voice taking
on strange tone she hadn't heard since she last saw his
great-grandmother, his words finally finishing the curse.

"Fake, faker...FAKEST!!!!"






* * * * *

The End

* * * * *
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