Alt-Ending: You Can’t Tell Him (Bimbo TG)

By FoxFaceStories
What if Morgan sensed Ethan pulling away even after removing the 'obstacle'? Getting desperate, she decides to change herself this time. She casts a spell to become the embodiment of Ethan's deepest fantasies. The problem is that because of his relationship with Lucy, his fantasies transform her into an even bigger, hornier bimbo slut than Lucy! 

Alt-Ending: You Can’t Tell Him
Morgan Faye fumed. She was naked on her back with her boyfriend Ethan beside her. She should have been marinating in that wonderful post-coital haze that comes after sex with a loving boyfriend. Instead, the beautiful brunette felt empty. Ethan had done his job, he’d fucked her while she rode him, and he’d said all the right things about being hers and the pair of them being destined for one another, all of that. But the enthusiasm hadn’t been there. The lovemaking had felt so . . . rote. Baseless. Hollow. As if his heart truly wasn’t in it. It bothered the witch more than she would have liked, and made her think about all the potential spells to pursue that would make him more enthusiastic. After all, one less-than-stellar sexual performance now and again was to be expected. But several times in a row? Hell, across several weeks? 
	That was a pattern.
	No. No magic, at least not yet. Morgan reminded herself that Ethan was hers. Her loving boyfriend. She couldn’t just alter him like she had other people. She had to confront him, and so she propped herself up on one side so that her impressive breasts were displayed towards him, a sight that normally caught his interest but didn’t seem to now. Her dark-haired boyfriend was still staring up at the ceiling in a wistful manner, his eyes almost searching, as if he were imagining himself to be elsewhere.
	Morgan broke this metaphorical spell by clicking her fingers in front of his face.
	“Ethan, are you with me? You have a luscious lover who demands your attention right now.”
	The man actually flinched and then shifted to face her. “Oh, sorry Morgan, I was thinking about . . . something else.”
	She gestured to herself; to her fine naked curves and bare breasts. “How can you possibly think of something else when this is right before you?”
	But to her surprise, his gaze did not linger. He had not looked at her body with lust and intensity, and had not for weeks upon weeks. “Okay, I demand you tell me what is going on. There shouldn’t be any barriers between us. At least, not anymore.”
	Ethan bit his lip. “It’s just . . . do you ever feel like something is missing between us, Morgs? I don’t know how else to describe it, but it’s like someone just fell out of my life and I didn’t notice, and then there’s . . .”
	“There’s what?” she pressed.
	Ethan looked away. “Nothing. It’s just an odd feeling.”
	Morgan managed not to roll her eyes and pout in annoyance. She knew exactly what the problem was; the Lucas Issue. Well, more like the Lucy Issue these days. Over two months ago, Morgan had cut out a cancer in both of their lives; Ethan’s best friend Lucas, a blonde-haired boy who had odious opinions of the opposite sex and had always been third-wheeling her and Ethan’s dates. He had been a constant nuisance, and she had overheard him telling Ethan more than once to dump her, especially because she claimed to be a witch and was therefore ‘crazy,’ and find a gal with a better bod who could be a real bimbo in the bedroom.
	Well, Morgan Faye finally had enough and dealt with Lucas, and she did so by using a spell that permanently transformed him into everything the pathetic chauvinist coveted in a woman: a blonde-haired bimbo with huge breasts and a perfect centrefold figure, and a sex drive that was off the charts and totally devoted to men. Even more deliciously, the new Lucy couldn’t tell anyone who she used to be, and all of reality had changed so that Ethan didn’t remember having a best friend, and everyone remembered Lucy the blonde slut as having always been around. The new woman was compelled to always dress up sexy and fuck men’s brains out, and recently Morgan had amused herself by finding out Lucy had accidentally ended up in a long-term relationship with some boy. Lucy had confessed it in private, pleading to turn back, but Morgan had just laughed and modified the curse further, ensuring that Lucy and whoever her new boyfriend was would remain together, and she would now be totally devoted to him as his future wife. Hell, she would even give him lots of babies with her increased fertility, all because Lucas had once said that was a woman’s main purpose. In fact, Lucy was already pregnant with her first, a frightening experience for the former man that positively delighted Morgan.
	It was a positively cathartic revenge of a greatly disproportionate kind, just as Morgan loved to deliver them. And yet . . . the spoils of victory had not arrived. There had only been a brief window of joy after Lucas had become Lucy, when Morgan finally had Ethan all to herself, and the sex, passion, and romance that followed was divine. It didn’t take long to peter out, however. Despite her magical prowess, Morgan did not yet have the talent to avoid Ethan noticing something was missing. And in the weeks since, he had seemed more detached, often finding excuses to be elsewhere, and now that the witch was meeting with her own new coven, their time together was too brief to investigate it.
	“Listen,” she purred as she pressed her body against Ethan’s. “You know we’re perfect together, right?”
	“O-of course.”
	“But you feel like something is missing?”
	“Sometimes. I don’t know.”
	“Don’t I have the perfect body for you? The perfect mind?”
	Ethan nodded, but his reaction was slower than she would have liked. Less genuine. “You know you do,” he replied. “Or at least, you did.”
	Morgan’s jaw dropped.
“I just feel like . . . things could be more perfect. I don’t know. Sometimes I’m . . . I’m scared to tell you this, Morgan, but sometimes I wonder if we’re not perfect for each other. Like you were my perfect girlfriend, but not anymore, you know?”
“Are you - are you daring to break up with me?”
Ethan grimaced. “I don’t know. I’m sorry, Morgan. My mind is all over the place. Maybe I just want something more. Someone who fits me better.”
Morgan could have screamed. This was Lucy’s fault. She knew it.
It was time to confront the bitch.

***

Lucy was at the local bakery, and her plate was topped with various peppermint chocolate desserts, two mini-quiches, and a veggie roll. Morgan couldn’t help but smirk as she snuck up on her victim. Lucy was most definitely pregnant. She had a small but obvious belly bump - shown off by her midriff-baring crop top that simultaneously displayed her massive pregnancy boobs - and now she was clearly indulging in her pregnancy cravings as well. Even now, chowing down with increased hunger thanks to the lovechild growing in her stomach, she looked undeniably gorgeous. Her breasts were practically the size of her head, and her blonde hair was magnificent, as were her long, bare legs shown off thanks to her mini-skirt. Morgan was proud of her work, but part of her wondered if her own body now didn’t match up. Had Ethan started thinking about a woman more akin to Lucy’s shape?
	“Well, hello my darling little experiment,” the witch teased as she circled around Lucy’s back and took a seat opposite her.
	Lucy instantly froze, an expression of shock upon her beautiful features.
	“M-Morgan. What are you doing here? I’m just eating! I haven’t done anything wrong?”
	“Oh really?” Morgan teased. “Because that little swell in your belly, that gentle curve, seems to say otherwise. You’re really blowing up, Lucy. The first of many little babies, perhaps?”
	“Please, don’t. I - I don’t even want to have this one!”
	“Ah, but you will. You remember that I bound you to your mystery lover. What is his name, by the way?”
	Lucy hesitated, then looked away. “John.”
	Morgan laughed. “Well, I’m sure John is happy with you. He’s got a gorgeous blonde bombshell with tits to suck upon whenever he wants, and now he’s got you trapped for life. Remember, I modified the curse so that you're his, now. Nothing can break you two apart.”
	The gorgeous blonde pouted, and Morgan relished how utterly feminine the former chauvinist looked. Her massive breasts rose and fell as she took a deep breath, and several men in the bakery just couldn’t stop looking in her direction. It only reminded Morgan, however, that no one was looking in hers now.
	“Why are you here?” Lucy asked. “I - I haven’t done anything wrong! I - I promise!”
	Morgan leaned forwards. “Oh, but you have, Lucy. You’ve done something very wrong. Forget about your silly pregnancy cravings and look around the bakery, will you? What do you see?”
	Lucy groaned. “I get it. Guys are always checking out my big tits and ass. It never ends. Even Ethan-”
	Morgan’s eyes widened. “What? Even Ethan what?”
	Lucy blushed a deep shade of red. “I s-saw Ethan on campus. He just looked my way, that’s all.”
	The witch could have spewed blood at that very moment. Anger roiled within her. Of course, it all made sense. She wasn’t just failing to measure up to someone like Lucy, she was failing to measure up to Lucy. Ethan must have seen her walking by on campus, and now he was fantasising about her. The woman calmed herself, and grinned.
	“Thank you for all that you’ve told me, Lucy.”
	“Please, don’t punish him! It’s my fault!”
	“I know it is. But don’t worry. I know now how to make Ethan forget you in both forms. I’m going to be the woman he truly desires. Get back to your desserts and quiches, Lucy. The baby wants what the baby wants. And soon you won’t be a problem, because Ethan will finally forget all about you.”
	She walked away, leaving the confused former male behind her. Morgan knew exactly what to do now.

***

The spell took time to organise. Ethan had gone out, and knew not to return until she messaged him. Morgan knew her mistake now. She had removed the obstacle that was Lucas/Lucy, but in doing so, she had left a gap in Ethan’s life that had yet to be filled again. The man wasn’t getting everything he needed from Morgan, and so his eye had obviously wandered. Morgan had to make things right. She needed to change herself to become the ultimate embodiment of Ethan’s deepest fantasies. It would give her the knowledge of those silly video games he liked to play with Lucas back when that chauvinist had been around. It would give her more passion for sport, and a deeper understanding of his wants. And if he liked bigger breasts, she would likely get those, too. Not on Lucy’s level, obviously, she doubted Ethan was that shallow, but he was a red-blooded male, and becoming lovelier for him would not be a bad thing at all.
	And so she arranged the ritual circle.
	And so she carefully made the little clay doll of herself, ready to serve as a symbol in the coming magical rites.
	Morgan knelt upon the chalk circle on the floor of her room, surrounded by lit candles. She focused her magical power, and spoke the arcane language that was beyond any mortal ken, but for those who were blessed with the power of witchery. The words were older than civilisation, but she infused them with modern meaning. Roughly translated, she invoked the following:
	“Bind me to my lover Ethan John Hughes, and bind him in turn to me. Let me become the purest representation of his deepest fantasies, both sexual and romantic. Allow my body and mind to transform so that he will be mine again, and I shall be endowed with the traits he finds most desirable!”
	The chalk circle lit up. Green tendrils of magic coiled around the witch, and she delighted as they surrounded her. Pleasure spread throughout her body as the coils grew tighter, covering her form and beginning to massage it. The witch gasped, feeling her form start to change even as several tendrils of magic dipped into her forehead and began to massage her mind, altering that too.
	“Yesssss!” she moaned. “Finally I’ll - ahhh - beat that Lucy s-slut for good! Mhmmm!”
	Her breasts began to expand. She’d expected that, just as she knew that her rear would swell a little. She moaned in celebration of gaining a slightly more voluptuous body, but then the swelling continued to happen. Morgan trembled as her breasts grew and grew and grew. She cupped them with her hands, willing them to slow down, but the magic was binding and implacable, and soon her palms were overwhelmed by her massive breasts, which were growing so large that they were now each the size of her own head, her cleavage like a deep canyon! 
	“W-wait!” she gasped. “I didn’t - did I do s-something wrong? Mhmm!”
	Her pussy became as wet as the sea, her arousal spiking beyond anything she had ever felt. She needed Ethan. She needed him so very badly it almost hurt, and her massive new nipples throbbed with a yearning to be touched and sucked. With a strangled cry, Morgan felt her hips crack wider, her ass growing yet further. Her figure was becoming that of a goddess, like something designed by a fourteen-year old boy. Her hair grew down to her ass, while her lips became fuller and naturally pouty. She touched herself, moaning with unwanted ecstasy as the changes took her body much further than she could ever have imagined. She tried to fight it, but her brain was tickled by the magic, her very mind altered to make her submissive and helpless. Soon she didn’t just want Ethan, she craved him. She needed to suck his cock and shove her tits into his face and bend over while he took her from behind and give him as many babies, babies, babies as he wanted, and be his sweet and sensitive and loving girlfriend! She needed to give up magic - he didn’t want a witchy woman, after all, but instead a gorgeous beauty with ripe curves and a desire to simply love him unconditionally.
	“N-no!” she cried. “F-fuck! I need to undo thisssss - ohhhhh!”
	The pleasure rose, and so did the inevitability of her new fate. Morgan realised her mistake. Ethan’s mind had been poisoned by Lucy far more than she had assumed. How had she had such an influence? Had he seen her more than once? God, he must have seen her with that John character, and fallen in love with their dynamic! She’d made a foolish mistake in changing herself, but now she was flailing, struggling to change back. The magic wasn’t coming; the very willpower to execute spells was no longer there. Worse, her mind was being flooded with more changes, and they whispered their messages to her like malicious taunts.

	“Please him.”
	“No contraceptives. He wants a family one day.”
	“Be open-minded. Be willing to share him.”
	“Cook for him. Make him meals.”
	“Always show off your body. Never hide your big tits and perfect ass.”
	“He likes it when you talk about his interests.”
	“He’ll always have the stamina for you, so have the stamina for him.”
	“Wake him up with blowjobs.”
	“Give him the fantasy threesome with his other lover.”

Again and again these words infected her, but the last statement was one that chilled the changing woman to her core even as it made her feel increasingly gooey and warm and horny. What other lover? Had Ethan been cheating on her? What the hell was going on and how could she stop this!?
	The answer was that she couldn’t. Her breasts finally stopped growing, easily one cup size larger than Lucy’s. They were perfect and pert, massively round, and trembled and wobbled. She had barely even noticed that her clothing had changed. As the power of the circle faded, Morgan was aghast to realise that her ridiculously exaggerated figure was wearing only a very sexy and frilly set of red lingerie, complete with garters and hose. She looked like she had fallen out of a wet dream, and with all her curves her body felt almost alien to her.
	Alien, and extremely horny.
	“Ohhh, f-fuck! By the powers of the Deep, I’ve f-fucked up! I need to change back, but I’m s-so horny! I need Ethan! I need to fuck him and say sorry and tell him how wrong I was and change Lucy back and - and - and I need to be his horny slutty girlfriend!”
	She shrieked those last words, the magic finally dissipating as it left her trapped in the ultimate female body. She felt like she could get knocked up just from looking at a man. No, at Ethan. Her mind burned for him, as did her body. Never before had she experienced such want, and she knew in an instant that this was the same kind of compelled lust that she had placed upon Lucy. The kind that was permanent and irreversible.
	“Fuck! I don’t deserve this! I don’t - shit!”
	She didn’t even bother getting changed. She could sense where Ethan was. She needed to be with him. To apologise and plead for his forgiveness. To tell him everything and then suck him off while rubbing his big dick between her huge tits. She couldn’t fight her compulsions, and magic was now totally out of reach for her. No, that wasn’t right. She still had magic, but only the kind that would help her boyfriend’s fantasies become even wilder, to please him with her talents, not for her own purposes.
	“Maybe the c-coven can help me!” she gasped, even as she ran to the garage to get in her car.  Her massive knockers bounced heavily, wobbling and pulling her forward, reminding her of her ridiculous body and how exaggerated it now was.
	But it didn’t matter. She couldn’t stop to complain.
	She needed Ethan.
	He was all she needed.

***

The neighbourhood felt vaguely familiar to Morgan. She’d been here before, she knew it. But her mind was too overwhelmed with lust to figure out where from and who it was in connection to. All she knew was that she had to reach Ethan, and she was almost there. When she reached number twenty-six on the street she literally leapt over the knee-height fence around the little front yard, which almost caused her enormous boobs to fly free of her crop top, reminding her once more of just how ridiculously proportioned she was. It was a rental home, by the looks of it, and not exactly in a good neighbourhood, but Morgan didn’t care. Ethan would be here for a good reason, she knew it. She ran to the door and knocked on it, but her impatience was too powerful. With a flick of her wrist she used her magic to open the door, thankful that she could at least access her arcane talents while in pursuit of her new purpose.
	The second she stepped inside, however, the witch froze. She could hear moans; a man and a woman. It was full of passion, and the female of the pair was starting to cry out in ecstasy. She’d heard those sounds before, just like she’d heard those primal male grunts too.
	“I love you, Ethan!”
	“I love you too! I love you and our baby so much!”
	Morgan raced ahead, her mind frantic. What was going on? No, it couldn’t possibly be. There was no way she’d been this blind!
	But then she reached the bedroom, and saw that she had been. Currently entangled on the bed, his body upon her hers and thrusting into her wet snatch, were Ethan and Lucy. Together. Both of them. Having sex. The slight swell of her belly was touching his muscular stomach, and her face was one of pure bliss as she stared into his eyes, one hand cradling his face while the other squeezed his butt, helping him thrust even harder into her opening. He was clutching one massive breast and shifting to pinch her nipple lightly, which made the woman tremble and bite her lip.
	“More! More! MORE! OHHHHHH!!!”
	He came inside of Lucy, and Morgan felt an intense jealousy sweep over her, not to mention a powerful arousal. She stood there, fondling her own massive tits, her thighs rubbing up against one another as the pair before her pants and moaned in the aftermath of what looked like numerous orgasms. Finally, Lucy turned her head, and the blissful woman suddenly screamed.
	“Oh God! Ethan! Look!”
	The man looked over and then quickly extracted himself from Lucy, who pulled the sheet over her busty figure. He stood, ready to defend against an intruder, but then recognition swept across his features. “Wait . . . M-Morgan? Is that you?”
	She stepped into the room, her ridiculous hips swaying and making her feel like a total porn actress. She pouted her full lips, her eyes already darting down to his penis. “It’s me, Ethan. You were cheating on me. With her. That’s why you weren’t happy with me.”
	“Please don’t change him!” Lucy cried. “It was my fault!”
	“I know it was!” Morgan snapped.
	“Morgan, what have you done to yourself?”
	“It’s your f-fault too!” the witch cried, looking down over her exaggerated figure. “I tried to change myself to be your perfect woman, but she polluted your fantasies! I changed her into this to get her away from us, but still she wins out! Now I’m just like her, and I can only use my magic to make you . . . to make you happy. By the powers of the Ancient Wood, I n-need to make you happy, Ethan.”
	She slowly moved towards him.
	“Morgan, your magic is real. Holy shit. But - I’m sorry, I should have told you. I love Lucy. I love her so much. She’s carrying my baby, Morgan. I should have broken up with you as soon as we started going out, but she’s perfect for me.”
	Morgan swallowed. Her arousal was off the charts, and she could see that Ethan’s gaze was taking in her body. Lucy was watching, clearly afraid of her. The former man clearly had no idea that the witch was now impotent and could provide no threat to her.
	“I’m p-perfect for you too, now,” she murmured, her voice turning sultry. “I - I could share you. With her. Please. Pretty please. I need you and you have no idea how bad it is. Lucy ruined everything! I’m now a busty, horny slut like her, only I’m bustier and hornier and sluttier! Please, Lucy! I’m begging you, at least share him with me! I’ll do everything to make us all happy! I’ll do everything I can with my powers if only you’ll let him love both of us!”
	Morgan had tears in her eyes. She was begging Lucy even more than Ethan, she realised. The ultimate humiliation, but a necessary one. And then, very slowly, Lucy sat up and took in Morgan’s new body in all its curves and desperately libidinous urges.
	The buxom blonde smiled.

***

Morgan woke up Ethan the only way she knew how: by sucking his dick and fondling his balls until he came right down her throat.
	“Morning, sexy,” he said, squeezing her colossal tits as she rose up and embraced him. “And where’s my other gorgeous gal?”
	“Right here,” Lucy said with a giggle, shifting against him so that her pregnant belly rested upon his thigh. “I thought I’d let Magic Morgan have a turn with you first, since I need my third trimester rest.”
	Ethan kissed his beautiful blonde girlfriend, and she moaned as his tongue snaked into her mouth and his hand rested on her gravid belly. Morgan found herself jealous. She and Ethan had been using contraception, but she so badly wanted to catch up with Lucy and get knocked up. She could use her magic to guarantee she got twins, just to make it all the better! For now, however, she at least could be more flexible.
	“Do you need some magical help?” she asked him, even as she nibbled on his neck and stroked his hard muscles.
	Ethan nodded. “Please. I want to make sure I’ve got stamina for you both.”
	Morgan whispered the ancient arcane words, and his member became immediately erect, his balls achingly full of cum. His dick was even bigger these days; nine inches long and very girthy, which pleased both women constantly. 
	“Thank God!” Lucy cried, lowering her hand to stroke it. “You made me such a slut, Morgan, I swear, and now it’s even worse when I’m preggers.”
	“I can’t believe you used to be Lucas,” Ethan said, kissing her and then helping her shift so she was facing away from him, one hand of his upon her stomach and the other helping lift her thigh so he could enter her pussy from behind. “And you couldn’t tell me all this time!”
	“That was - ohhhh! - Morgan’s fault! But I won in the end, didn’t I - ahhh - Morgan!? I got Ethan in the end, and now you’re j-just as big of a slut as m-meeee!”
	“Even bigger,” Morgan moaned. She was still humiliated by her state, even months down the line. She was already wet again, and she lowered her hand down to start rubbing her clit. Just watching Ethan get off with Lucy was enough to make her aroused these days, and the same went for the utterly revealing outfits she wore these days; just one pleased look from Ethan made her panties get wet, and she was begging to be able to jump his bones. Lucy, a massive bimbo herself, was comparatively let off easy, even though her third trimester had her hornier than ever.
	“Ahhhhh! Serves you r-right!” Lucy whined as her boyfriend thrust into her. “But I’m n-not complaining! I f-forgive you now, because things ended up alright, didn’t they Ethan?”
	“They - ahhh - sure did, babe! I love you b-both so much!”
	“We love you too!” they moaned as one. 
	Lucy whimpered again. “Morgan, I give you permission to sh-share this! It’s been too many months; let’s just - mhmm - bury the hatchet! Feel what I feel already!”
	Morgan couldn’t be more thankful. She was still sometimes jealous of Lucy, but the woman had been actually quite wonderful, more kind than Morgan ever had been. With her permission now granted, Morgan weaved more magic, and now whenever Ethan pounded into his blonde lover, she felt whatever Lucy felt. 
	“Oh Gods of the Old Stars!” she cried, suddenly experiencing all of Lucy’s ecstasy. “Ohhh, Ethan! Yessss! YES! YES!”
	It was an abundance of pleasure, and it was only just the morning. Both women knew that they were Ethan’s now, and both loved him completely. Lucy had found her friend again, and he had accepted her even knowing that she used to be a man. And likewise, he also knew that Morgan had been a vile villain, and yet he had forgiven her and now loved her passionately each and every day. For the formerly proud witch, it was humiliation and shame, and it was yearning and passion, and it was, ultimately, pride and pleasure above all. From now on, there would be no third-wheeling at all, because all three were bound together and would be for life, and happily at that.
	Of course, it didn’t hurt to have a little kinky magic up Morgan’s sleeve to make all of their fetishes come true each night. Ethan had even given her permission to be creative tonight. As for what she polyamorous fun she had planned? Well, there was no spoiling the surprise.
One might even say that she can’t tell him.

The End

	




