
FOR HER PLEASURE

The midday sun kissed the waters of the private island resort with a molten shimmer, each 
ripple of the crystalline infinity pool catching light like scattered diamonds. The air was warm and
heavy with the scent of salt, hibiscus, and tropical oils. Lounge chairs lined the perimeter 
beneath shaded canopies, but only one figure lay undisturbed in the open sun, basking in its 
full, golden embrace.

Vera lounged like a queen born of desire and flesh, stretched across a padded recliner in a red 
one-piece that teased and taunted with every curve it revealed. Her bronze skin glowed with an 
otherworldly vitality, her long, wavy black hair fanned out behind her like a dark halo. She 
sipped lazily from a coconut cocktail with a bent straw, oversized sunglasses masking eyes that 
had seen countless lifetimes of indulgence, impulse, and consequence.

For a brief, glorious moment, all was still. Then came the voices, sharp, strained, unwelcome.

“...so what, I can’t ask questions now? You think I’m just gonna pretend you weren’t grinding on 
her last night?”

The slap of sandals echoed on the pale stone as a couple emerged from the resort path in a 
cloud of tension. Vera didn’t move, but her brow lifted just slightly above the rim of her shades.

Blake was built like an advertisement for testosterone, tall, tanned, shirtless, his abs flexing with 
every aggressive step. Swim trunks clung low on his hips, and his expression was the perfect 
combination of suspicion and wounded pride.

Kayla followed, her arms folded across a black bikini top that hugged her generous curves. Her 
auburn curls were pulled into a loose ponytail, her cheeks already flushed, but not from the sun. 
“I told you, nothing happened! We danced, that’s all! God, Blake, are you seriously accusing me
of cheating because I’m bi?”

“Oh, so now I’m the bad guy for asking why you suddenly need to flirt with every girl who smiles 
at you?” Blake barked, his insecurity couldn’t be any clearer.

Vera’s smile, slow and predatory, began to curl beneath her straw.

Kayla’s voice cracked, her frustration spilling out like a dam giving way. “It wasn’t flirting! You 
just saw me talking and laughing and you decided it meant something. What, I’m not allowed to 
have female friends anymore? Your jealousy was already bad enough as it is when you thought 
I only liked men, but ever since I revealed that I’m into women too, you’ve been unbearable!”

“Me? I’m unbearable? What’s unbearable is watching someone who is supposed to be loyal, 
devoted, going around town sleeping with anything that has two legs!” Blake exploded, reaching
a boiling point in the conversation.



Kayla’s jaw dropped, hurt flickering in her eyes. “Wow… You actually believe that.”

Vera put down her drink and finally moved, drifting in the couples direction with wicked intent. 
This wasn’t just garden-variety drama. This was desire, truth, and repression clashing in the 
open sun, and to Vera, that was always an invitation.

Kayla turned away from Blake with a huff, arms trembling as she fought back the urge to cry in 
public. “You know what? I knew you’d make this about you. I know the second I told you, you’d 
twist it into some excuse to punish me.”

Blake rolled his eyes, his voice loud and venomous. “Then maybe you should find some other 
slut to sleep with.”

Kayla’s breath caught, and then came the sharp sting of her voice. “You know what, Blake? I’m 
done. I wish you’d just… just go fuck yourself!”

The words hung in the humid air, thick and final.

A soft laugh, rich, amused, cut through the heat like a comforting breeze laced with spice.

“Maybe I can help with…” Vera gestured at the couple, but her eyes were trained on Blake. 
“...all of this.” Her voice came silky smooth and languid with amusement.

Blake and Kayla turned their heads. Vera stood before them like a radiant goddess, body 
shifting with effortless grace as she placed her hands on her luscious hips, sunglasses lowered 
just enough to reveal sultry amber eyes glinting with sinful interest.

Waving a dismissive hand, Blake scowled. “Hey. How about you mind your own fucking 
business, lady?”

The smirk Vera offered him was a slow curve of lips that promised he’d soon regret his words. 
“And how about you keep your shouting to yourself? You interrupted my peace with your little 
temper tantrum, which means you made it my business.”

Kayla opened her mouth to apologize, but Vera held up on manicured finger without looking her 
way, eyes still fixed on Blake with gleaming amusement.

“I have to admit,” Vera purred, “I hate seeing two gorgeous women, such as yourselves, fighting
with each other. Especially in a place so… intimate.” Her gaze finally flicked to Kayla with clear, 
appreciative interest. “You should be enjoying your time with one another. Exploring, 
indulging… not letting one’s insecurities get in the way of a good time.”



Blake bristled, chest puffed. “Did you just call me a chick? Lady, I’m more man that you could 
ever ha-”

With a snap of Vera’s fingers, reality shuddered. Blake inhaled sharply as his swim trunk 
vanished, leaving him utterly, embarrassingly naked in the tropical sun. His hands reflexively 
tried to cover himself, eyes wide with outrage, but his fingers were trembling.

Vera tilted her head, chuckling. “I don’t know. I’ve handled more than that in my lifetime, but it’s 
not a bad size for you.” Her voice was ominous, thick, lingering in Blake’s ears like a promise 
she intended to keep.

“What the fuc-” Blake’s voice cracked like a glitch in reality, high, soft, unmistakably feminine. 
He blinked, froze. “Wh-what the hell?” he whispered, and the sound came out even softer, 
smooth, sultry.

Blake’s hand flew to his throat. “What did you.. What did you do to me?!?”

Expression full of faux innocence, Vera teased. “Oh, don’t pout, darling. Your little girlfriend 
made a wish.” Her eyes sparkled. “And I never ignore a good wish.”

Then came the heat. Not the sun’s warmth, but something internal, something primal. It started 
low in Blake’s gut, spiraling outward like a match struck to dry paper. He staggered back, knees 
buckling slightly as his body pulsed with need.

“What… what the fuck is this? Why do I… God… why does it feel so good?”

Vera tsked, walking a slow circle around Blake like a lioness around wounded prey. “You were 
always ruled by your cock, Blake. So predictable. So selfish. So desperate to dominate every 
room, every woman. Now look at you… melting from the inside out, and we’ve barely begun.”

Blake let out a throaty moan as his face began to shift. His jaw softened, his cheekbones lifted, 
his brow smoothed into gentle curves. His lips puffed out, fuller and kissably plump. His nose 
narrowed. With every second, his face became more heartbreakingly beautiful, more fuckable, 
and distinctly belonging to a woman.

Equal parts horrified and aroused, Blake watched, paralyzed as the changes continued. “No. No
this.. This isn’t right… Aaahh!”

Blake’s spine arched as he felt himself shrink slightly, his six-foot-something frame losing 
inches. He staggered again as his balance shifted, feet reshaping, legs subtly narrowing into a 
more graceful stance. Then came the swell.

It started with a tingling in Blake’s chest, then it burned, like pressure pushing outward from 
beneath the skin. He screamed, but it came out as a lustful, wanton cry, as two perfect mounds 



inflated beneath his palms. He squeezed them instinctively, trying to stop the growth, but it was 
useless. His pecs blossomed into massive, jiggling breasts, full, sensitive, impossibly heavy. 
They bobbed with every breath, basketball-sized and round, capped with thick, dusky nipples 
now tight with feverish delight.

“Such vainglorious tits,” Vera cooed, biting her lower lip in mock sympathy. “You always wanted 
people to stare at your chest, didn’t you? Well, such glances will never be in short supply. Don’t 
be shy now, sweetheart, they’re yours to enjoy!”

Blake whimpered as his hands obeyed, groping the massive globes as if they belonged to 
someone else. Sparks of pleasure surged through his arms, racing to his core. He was 
disgusted by how hard it was making him, but a part of him also wanted more.

Watching in stunned silence, Kayla’s mouth hung slightly open, her cheeks burning, but there 
was something else flickering in her eyes, curiosity, arousal, hunger. She licked her lips without 
realizing it.

Blake’s moan rose in pitch as his waist narrowed, his torso pulling into a soft hourglass. His 
stomach flattened into taut curves, his hips pushing out with a sudden snap that left him 
gasping. He collapsed to his knees, hands clutching at the shifting landscape of his body.

Then came the real weight, a thick, warm, pulling feeling in his lower half. His ass exploded 
outward, cheeks swelling into two perfect, heart-shaped hemispheres that rivaled his breasts in 
size. The flesh wobbled with hypnotic momentum, spreading across his thighs as they thickened
with creamy smoothness, round out into legs that begged for admiration.

“Ohhh… fuck… I can’t… Hnnnnnh!” Blake curled again, overwhelmed by the rush of pure, 
pulsing pleasure that coursed through him with each change.

Vera leaned in, her voice honeyed poison in Blake’s ear. “You spent your life using women, 
Blake, mistreating this lovely creature. So let’s see how it feels to be one. Already I can feel your
need to be touched, taken, desired.” She dragged a finger along his new hip, tracing the curve. 
“Now you have the perfect body for it.”

Kayla was openly staring now, breath shallow, thighs pressed together. “Miss…” she whispered,
cheeks glowing red. “I… this is… I shouldn’t be so turned on by this, but I am.”

Turning to Kayla, Vera sported a wicked smile. “Of course you are, darling. You’ve always had 
good taste. Even when it came in such a terrible package. I’m just… fixing things a little for you. 
It’s only natural that you would appreciate my gift.”

Blake’s breath caught as a strange, unbearable pressure built between his legs, a molten coil of 
heat, pleasure, and something new. His thighs quaked as his hands scrambled for balance, 
breasts bouncing with every shaky gasp. Then there was release.



Blake's cry was sharp and raw, rising high as his body convulsed. The feeling was alien, too 
intense, like every nerve ending had been rewired and overload. Something slipped out of her, a
thick, veined shape, glistening and still warm from her own body as she spasmed helplessly 
from the best orgasm she ever experienced, and her first as a woman.

Eyes fluttering through the haze, confused, Blake’s eyes fell onto the object resting below her 
puffy pussy, resting on the poolside tile. Without question, it was her old cock, or at least that’s 
what it used to be. Now, it was a lifelike, double-ended dildo, flushed with color and still 
twitching faintly, like it had its own heartbeat.

Vera’s delighted laughter rang out like windchimes in a storm. “Oh, my love. Looks like you 
really let go.” She sauntered closer, bending at the waist just enough for her breasts to spill 
forward, grinning like a devil in paradise. “Tell me… how was your first orgasm? Lovely, wasn’t 
it? Multiple peaks, no recharge time. You’ll be learning all about that very soon.”

Blake shuddered, still fighting for breath, sweat glistening on her transformed skin. “N-no… I… I 
can’t…”

Vera’s eyes narrowed playfully. “Oh, but you can, and you will.”

Suddenly, Blake’s hands moved on their own. Her eyes went wide in horror, fighting against the 
impossible urge now commanding her limbs. She reached forward, fingers curling around the 
warm, slick length of her former manhood. Her pulse pounded in her ears as her body moved 
with a needy, urgent motion not quite her own.

“No… please… stop…” Blake pleaded, but her thighs were already trembling with anticipation 
as she spread herself open. Her breath came in steamy pants, her pussy aching with a 
smoldering, ravenous want, tinged with dread. Slowly teasing her new folds, she then plunged 
the toy deep inside. Her screams of ecstasy echoed across the water.

Vera turned, completely unfazed, and looked to Kayla with a salacious smirk, followed by a 
wink. “Wish granted.”

Leaning in, Vera pressed a kiss to Kayla’s cheek, soft, slow, electric. Kayla was stunned, lips 
parted, eyes darting between the strange, ravishing woman and her now-transformed girlfriend. 
Her heart thundered in her chest as she watched the new woman writhe on the floor, moaning, 
panting, hips rocking with uncontrollable rhythm as Blake quite literally fucked herself.

Each thrust of the toy sent Blake’s body into trembling submission, her hips rising to meet the 
motion with increasing desperation. The slick, wet squelch of her new pussy gripping the thick 
shaft lewdly reverberated off the tile, louder with every stroke, every grind. She couldn’t stop, 
not with how her body craved it, not with how voracious she had become.



Blake’s moans came in ragged bursts, feminine and raw. “Mhhhnn… ah! Ahhhh, f-fuck… 
ooohh!” They rolled from her lips like waves, each one higher than the last, trembling with 
disbelief and unbearable bliss. She’d never made sounds like this before, never could, but now 
they spilled out unbidden, soft, breath cries, whining whimpers and the occasional sharp gasp 
that turned into a whimper as the toy stretched her again and again.

As the toy pounded away at her greedy sex, her bountiful breasts bobbed, nipples painfully stiff 
and aching to be touched, to be sucked. The constant wet slap of skin and dildo filled the air 
alongside her helpless panting.

Schlk… schlk… schlk… squelch… sport…

“G-god… oh fuck… I… I can’t… I’m gonna… gonna cuuuuuhhhhhmmm!” Blake’s voice cracked 
into a keening wail, thighs quivering, her inner muscles spasming greedily around the thick 
length as she wriggled. Her body betrayed her again and again, building toward a second 
orgasm before the first had even fully passed.

Every obscene sound, the slick thrusts, the sticky suction as she pulled back, the slap of her 
thighs against tile, only drove her deeper into the spiral, and she loved it, even if she couldn’t 
admit it yet.

Vera, already laying back on her comfy recliner, let out a pleased sigh. “Now that’s more like it.”

Kayla stood frozen for only a moment longer, watching the woman Blake had become grind 
helplessly against the toy, her former length, lost in wave after wave of mind-melting euphoria. 
What Kayla felt, however, wasn’t just vindication anymore, it was desire.

A slow heat bloomed low in Kayla’s belly, her breath growing heavier as her eyes traced every 
inch of the squirming woman’s new body, those lush curves, those bouncing, sensitive breasts, 
that thick, astonishing ass. Blake’s eyes were half-lidded now, moaning sweetly with each 
thrust, no trace of her usual arrogance left.

Kayla’s fingers moved on instinct, sliding the thin straps of her bikini down over her shoulders. 
The top dropped silently to the ground. Her nipples, already stiff, pebbled in the warm breeze. 
Her bottoms followed, falling around her ankles in a whisper of motion.

Stepping forward, Kayla’s heart was racing as she lowered herself onto the smooth tile across 
from Blake, who was too enthralled by her own bliss to even notice. Kayla reached for the 
opposite end of the toy, still slick and twitching, and guided it between her legs. The moment the
familiar length slid inside Kayla, she choked back a moan.

Blake’s eyes fluttered open just in time to see Kayla’s lust-drunk face as Blake was pulled up to 
meet Kayla in a wet, messy kiss. Their tongues tangled, lips parted and mashed, moans 



devoured between mouths. It was an obscene symphony of erotic sounds as the two became 
entwined around the toy.

Kayla’s breath came in soft, excited sighs of elation as she rocked her hips against the other 
end of her lover’s former member, matching Blake’s rhythm stroke for stroke. Their movements 
synchronized naturally, bodies slick with sweat and passion, the heat between them growing 
unbearable. The double-ended dildo moved inside them like a conduit of pleasure, every thrust 
pushing deeper, every pull drawing a gasp or moan from both mouths.

Kayla and Blake’s breasts pressed together, soft, heavy, sensitive, with every grind, sliding 
slickly with the sheen of their shared exertion. The friction was maddening, nipples brushing and
catching, sending sharp sparks of heat dancing through their spines.

Nails dug into Blake’s waist as Kayla whimpered into her lover’s mouth. The toy filled Kayla 
perfectly, rubbing every sensitive place inside her, made all the more intense by the image in 
front of her, Blake, transformed, needy, soaking wet and moaning like a starved lover.

Kayla and Blake’s bodies bucked harder now, the pace frenzied. Each thrust of their hips made 
the toy squished wetly, obscenely, their juices dripping down their thighs, pooling beneath them.

“Oh god, I’m… I’m gonna…” Kayla cried out, clutching Blake tighter.

“Together,” Blake breathed, her face buried against Kayla’s neck, voice trembling.

Kayla and Blake blissfully bellowed together, raw, ragged, perfectly harmonized, as the climax 
overtook them both. Their bodies locked, quivering, grinding even as they convulsed around the
toy. Their moans blended into one, long, shuddering chorus as their bodies clung together, 
proof of their passion coating every inch of them. What followed was a stillness, trembling, 
panting, tender stillness.

From the lounger, Vera cracked one eye open, her lips curling in satisfaction. “I do so adore a 
happy ending…”


