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Danielle meticulously adjusted her hair
in the reflection of the full-length
mirror, ensuring each strand was in
place. She scrutinized her outfit,
tugging the form-fitting white bandeau
top just slightly lower and smoothing
out the short shorts. They clung to her
curves in a way that was reminiscent of
her volleyball uniform, accentuating
her hips and highlighting her tall, toned
physique.

While her sorority sisters would often
be preoccupied with perfecting their

makeup, Danielle never needed such
embellishments. Her naturally
sun-kissed complexion radiated a
healthy glow that even the most
luxurious cosmetics couldn't replicate.
She was unfairly beautiful, and for good
reason.

The deep bass notes from the party
below vibrated through the floor, a
reminder of the event she'd
orchestrated to welcome potential
pledges to the Delta Lambda Kappa
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family. Of course, only those who
endured the notorious 'Trial by Fire'
would be truly accepted. As the only
freshman in history to lead the sorority,
Danielle had implemented these trials
to separate the strong from the weak.
Delta Lambda Kappa was synonymous
with three things: the most stunning
women on campus, the most formidable
female athletes, and the most
legendary parties. Earning a place in
this elite group was no easy feat, and
without the trials, countless ambitious
freshmen would be vying for a spot.

&

Danielle had no patience for such
chaos.
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Casting a self-assured glance at the
mirror, a sly grin graced one side of her
luscious lips. "Mirror, mirror on the
wall," she quipped, amused by her
playful jest. Shifting her focus back to
the coin, she continued, "Who's the
hottest Lambda lady of them all?" With
a flick of her thumb, Danielle sent the
golden disc soaring into the air, tracing
a graceful arc before she snatched it
mid-flight and slapped it onto her other
hand.

—

She didn't need to look at the coin's

outcome; a tingling sensation spread
through her body, widening her grin.
Unable to contain her curiosity, she
kept her eyes open, watching as her
irises sparkled with a golden
luminescence.
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Her sun-kissed skin deepened in hue,

while her blonde tresses glowed with
newfound luster and fullness. The
bandeau top that draped over her bust
began to recede, revealing a tantalizing
glimpse of her flawless upper mounds.
The form-fitting shorts strained against
her increasingly curvaceous hips, her
sculpted derriere jutting out like a
majestic promontory. Finally, her
already lengthy legs stretched further,
elevating her 6'2" (188 cm) frame to an
impressive 6'3" (190 cm). Danielle blew
a flirtatious kiss to her reflection and
spun on her heels.

"Much better."

It was time for her grand entrance.

BEETLEBOMB
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As Danielle descended the stairs, she
could almost sense the collective gaze
of the partygoers drawn towards her. It
was as if every head in the room
pivoted, necks straining to catch a
glimpse of the undisputed 'Queen of the

Campus.’' She gracefully navigated the
sea of people, accompanied by the
admiring stares of smitten frat boys
and the envious glares of her fellow
sorority sisters. Casually accepting a
shot from an eager admirer, she
downed it and pushed him aside. After
all, campus royalty had no time for
trivial distractions, not when there were
potential pledges waiting to be tested.

Effortlessly weaving through the crowd,
Danielle dipped in and out of various
clusters of freshmen. She
spontaneously joined in on their trials,
fearlessly dominating drinking games,
dishing out humiliating punishments,
@ and watching with satisfaction as

defeated freshmen retreated,
BEETLEBOMB mascara-streaked faces revealing their
despair.
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One particular game of Twister, which

involved drinking after each round,
proved to be especially enjoyable. The
last woman standing would earn a
coveted spot in the sorority. It
eventually came down to Danielle and a
petite, agile freshman—presumably a
gymnast. The towering blonde
strategically bided her time, waiting for
the perfect opportunity to strike. As her
smaller opponent balanced precariously
in a complex pose, Danielle lowered her
formidable bust onto the girl's back,
causing her to collapse under the
weight.

Victorious, Danielle summoned her
fellow sisters and ordered them to
scrawl derogatory terms all over the
defeated pledge's body. Slut. Mosquito
Bites. Whore. Cum dumpster. The
humiliating treatment, accompanied by
raucous laughter, drove the freshman
away In tears.

Satisfied with her influence on this
year's potential pledges, Danielle

Page 006
BEETLEBOMB



/‘x 7

fz

@ETHR ' N D

allowed herself to relax and mingle with
those that remained. She reveled in the

-j-

adulation and flattery that surrounded
her, stealing an appletini from an
unsuspecting guest as she made her
way through the lively throng. Her
destination? Her throne—quite literally,
a regal chair reserved solely for her.

O
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Danielle had used the coin's power to
bring a grand wooden throne into
existence, positioned prominently
against the center of the back wall. The
reality, however, was less theatrical.
She had wished for the throne,
successfully flipped heads, and then, as
if by fate, two brawny football players
had delivered it a few days later.
Discarded by the drama club, the
majestic seat provided an uncanny and
fitting perch from which Danielle could
survey her domain.

Yet, her moment of relaxation proved
fleeting. Sipping her purloined appletini,
Danielle's expression darkened as she
noticed a particular corner of the room
unusually preoccupied. Not a single
glance was cast in her direction.
Emerging from that very spot, Brittany,
her trusted sorority lieutenant, rushed
over, breathless and disheveled, and
stammered, "Dani, you're going to want
to see this." Irritated, the queen bee
rose from her throne, towering over
Brittany as she nudged her aside.
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Easily peering over most of the
partygoers, Danielle was taken aback by
the sight of a distinctive red mane
cresting above the crowd.

"Holy Shit. She's demolishing both of
them—two against one!"

"Dude, that's nothing. She's been
crushing Delta Lambda Kappas all
fucking night!"

"This girl can fucking party."

"Bro, she's insanely attractive."

"Jesus Christ. I didn't even know girls
could BE that hot!"

A symphony of awestruck comments

greeted Danielle as she pushed her way
through the cluster of inebriated frat
boys standing between her and her
quarry. Her presence silenced them
instantly. But they weren't wrong. This
freshman, identifiable as a pledge by
her vibrant red top, was annihilating
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Candice and Melissa at beer pong. With
an untouched pyramid of cups before
her and a solitary cup left between her
opponents, this newcomer was
undoubtedly a force to be reckoned
with.

O
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The tall, slender redhead prepared to
take her shot with the poise of a
professional athlete. Rising onto her
tiptoes, she launched the ball with a
graceful flick of her wrist, betraying no
signs of inebriation. The ping pong ball
soared through the air before plunking
into the amber liquid below. "Game!"
she cried triumphantly, her excitement
causing her to bounce on the spot, her
ample assets mesmerizing every
onlooker.

"You won again, Quinn?!" Another
pledge stumbled towards the
flame-haired victor, her slurred speech
betraying her mock sobriety.

Quinn blushed modestly, shrugging.
"Yeah, I guess it's just beginner's luck."

"The only other person who dominated
this hard as a freshman was the big~
E(@ﬂ\ hic!-- D-Dani," Melissa interjected,
i&&ﬂ)) having just finished her drink and
|§'|1|'|‘1@ MBE appearing quite worse for wear. The icy
» ae_ glare Danielle cast in her direction
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As if summoned by the mention of her
name, Danielle gracefully stepped into
the circle that had formed around the
table. She offered a slow, sarcastic
applause as she approached Quinn.
Standing at 5'9" (175 cm), Quinn was
tall-than-average girl, but still much
shorter than the queen bee. Concealing
her simmering rage beneath a
saccharine smile, Danielle addressed
her adversary.

The party fell silent as everyone
jockeyed for a better view of the
brewing confrontation. Facing each
other, it was impossible not to compare
the two women. Both were tall,
statuesque, and blessed with stunning
curves. Danielle boasted the larger
bust, but Quinn wasn't far behind. The
allure of their derrieres was similarly
matched.
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"Good job," Danielle drawled. "If it's all
luck, want to try one more game?" Her
mischievous grin would have made even
Loki proud. Before Quinn could

respond, Danielle held up the magical
coin between her thumb and index

finger. "Just a coin flip?"

m&x

a

A collective gasp rippled through the
crowd. "Is that it?"

"I didn't think I'd see it at the first
party.”

"Wow, Danielle's playing for keeps if
she's using it."

Quinn seemed amused by the murmurs
and whispers in the electrified crowd.
"Fine. But if I win, I'm in the sorority,"
she declared, crossing her arms beneath
her generous chest, accentuating her
curves even further.

Danielle's smile widened at her
challenger's terms. "Oh? | suppose if I
win, you won't be able to join, then?"

o
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Quinn nodded, her expression beaming
with confidence.

m&x
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Without another word, Danielle
launched the coin into the air. "Heads,"
she declared, never breaking eye
contact with the green-eyed beauty
before her. Catching the coin, she
slapped it onto her hand.

Something felt amiss. An icy shiver ran
down Danielle's spine, and her
confident smile faltered as she revealed
the coin's outcome.

"What the...?" Quinn's voice made
Danielle flinch. The redhead's hair

seemed to glow like smoldering embers,
her green eyes gleaming like precious
stones. The coin had landed tails. A

golden aura illuminated Quinn's fair

skin, and her veins appeared to
shimmer beneath the surface.

o
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Uncrossing her arms, Quinn steadied
herself with one hand on the beer pong
table. The 5'9" (175 cm) redhead began
to grow, her body expanding as if taking
in a deep breath. Her bust strained
against her top, fiery waves of hair

cascading down her shoulders. The
brilliant straight teeth shifted whiter
and her few blemishes faded away. Her
eyes fluttered, lashes thickening and
lengthening. The button on her tight
shorts popped off, revealing a glimpse
of crimson underwear as her zipper
came undone, her ass becoming more
pronounced.

As the transformation subsided, Quinn
leaned on the table for support. After a
moment, she straightened up, now eye
level with the 6'3" (190 cm) Danielle.
She gazed at herself in awe, and then
the crowd erupted. While the Delta
Lambda Kappa sisters remained silent,
everyone else cheered wildly, beers
spraying and the atmosphere becoming
even more boisterous.

—
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Trying to hide her shock, Danielle
slipped the coin into her pocket. She
attempted to maintain the facade of a
gracious loser, nodding and smiling.
Inside, however, she was seething.
"Well, it looks like we have a new sister!"
she announced, stepping forward to
clap Quinn on the back and drawing her
into a side hug.

'Better to keep your enemies close,
anyway,' she thought bitterly.

"Say hello to the newest Delta Lambda
Kappa!" The cheering intensified.
Standing beside her newest sister,

Danielle felt the icy grip of dread in her
stomach. Were Quinn's breasts as
ample as hers now?

She needed to distance herself from
this girl.

| @ Immediately.
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The pulsating rhythm of the party had
faded hours ago. Danielle found herself
sprawled on her bed in the heart of her
spacious room. She rummaged through
the tangled sheets, searching for her
phone. She shoved the exhausted frat
boy who lay beside her, fishing for her
phone beneath him. With a grunt of
frustration, she pushed him off the bed
entirely. Despite the rough treatment,
he remained blissfully unconscious. A

gentle, amber illuminated her face as
she finally checked the time. 6:43 pm.

The coin would be ready for use again.

Weighed down by the day's events,
Danielle sought to liberate herself from
her confining garments. She rolled onto
her side and deftly unclasped her bra,
allowing it to fall away from her body.
With a flick of her wrist, she sent it
sailing through the air like a frisbee,
landing somewhere on the other side of
the room. Next, she lifted her hips
E@ gracefully, peeling off her panties with
BEETLEBOMB the same finesse. Twirling them
playfully around her finger, she gave
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them a final, theatrical spin before
launching it in the same direction as
her bra.

m&x

Bare-skinned, she rolled off the bed, her
lithe legs stretching into the lingering
sunlight of the day's end. Tension built
in her shoulders as she approached the
full-length mirror. Her reflection gazed
back at her, filled with apprehension.
Sighing, she reached into the drawer
and retrieved the black box. Extracting
the coin, she laid it in her palm,
studying it intently. A soft, otherworldly

light shimmered across the mystical
artifact, casting rays of light on nearby
surroundings. Clenching her fist,
Danielle steeled her resolve.

O
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Danielle's mind swirled with

uncertainty as she pondered over her
own appearance. "Are my boobs bigger
than Quinn's?" she asked softly, her
voice barely a whisper, as if admitting
her insecurity aloud would give it
power. Her eyes remained closed, not
wanting to face her own reflection just
yet.

Taking a deep breath, she steeled
herself, acknowledging the nagging
thought that she needed to put an end
to her doubts. With her heart pounding,

she grasped the magical coin tightly.
Then, in a moment of courageous
surrender, she flipped it, the metallic
glint catching the faint light in the room
as it spun through the air.

i
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Heads.

A surge of confidence washed over
Danielle as she eagerly turned her gaze
to the mirror. An electric energy
coursed through her, raising

goosebumps along her forearms. Her
nipples perked up, the areolas
expanding as the cherry red flesh
swelled first. Each nipple throbbed as it
grew plumper and longer, while the
fullness behind them blossomed, giving
her breasts an even more voluptuous
appearance. Side boob became visible
even from behind Danielle as her chest
strained against gravity.

With her free hand, she cupped her left

breast, feeling its increased weight as it
spilled over her palm. The growth
slowed to a crawl, then stopped
altogether. Fondling herself, Danielle
murmured appreciatively, "Now that's
what I'm talking about."

Emboldened by the results, she posed
@ her next question with a bolder tone.

BIEIEMILE'B O|M B
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"Who's the hottest Delta Lambda Kappa
sister?" Danielle caught the coin and
slapped it flat against the dresser top.
She waited expectantly for the
transformation to start again, to feel
the growing weight in her left hand, and
to relish in the expanding gap between
her and Quinn.

But the anticipated changes never
came.

0
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Across campus, Quinn found herself
pinned against a wall, immersed in a
whirlwind of entwined limbs, fervent
kisses, and breathless moans. The
sorority party hadn't satisfied her
appetite for excitement, and, still
buzzing from the coin's enchantment,
she ventured out in search of more fun.
At a nearby bar, she spotted a random,
attractive guy. He was tall and built like
a tank. She chose him for one reason:
earlier in the night, he would have
towered over her. But now, thanks to
the coin's magic, she was much closer to
matching his gaze, and that thrilled her.
The two found themselves in a

bathroom stall, passionately exploring
each other's bodies and testing the
limits of the cubicle's sturdiness.

Suddenly, a sensation surged through
Quinn's nervous system like bolts of
lightning, causing her to break the kiss
and withdraw her tongue from his
mouth. She let out a moan,
momentarily fearing something was

@ amiss. Then, she recognized the familiar

BEETLEBQIIMB
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feeling and chuckled throatily. "This
again?" The half-inebriated man failed
to comprehend her words, too absorbed
in the bewitching seductress who had
inexplicably chosen him for the night's
escapades. However, even his foggy
mind couldn't ignore what was
happening. He pressed one hand into
her chest, caressing the swollen flesh
that seemed to overflow between his
fingers. Her breast pulsed with growth,
pushing his fingers further apart as if
they were kneading dough.

" g
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"Da fuck?" he slurred, pulling away
from the neck he had been showering
with kisses, his eyes transfixed on her
expanding breasts. He blinked several
times, his groping slowing, wondering if
someone had spiked his drink.

"Don't stop,"” Quinn moaned, grinding
against him. But, to her dismay, he had
paused, his turgid arousal still halfway
inside her craving warmth.

"Are your boobs getting bi-"

"Just shut up and kiss me," Quinn
growled, unwilling to let this
opportunity slip away. Making love
while magic coursed through her veins...
it sounded like a heavenly experience
she couldn't afford to miss.

BEETLEBOMB
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She slapped his hand away, her breast
bouncing free, and seized him by the
shoulders. Her fingers lengthened as
they curled around him, and she
leveraged herself forward, pressing her
body against his. The intoxicated man

stumbled, carried by Quinn to the
opposite side of the cubicle and
slamming into the wall. He squirmed
momentarily until her grip guided his
aroused self back into her. The blissful
sensation erased any lingering doubts.

——

Quinn thrust against him, pounding the
cubicle wall. Together, they found a
H ‘ rhythm, synchronizing their movements
\_..__1._ to drive him as deep into her as
possible. Throughout their passionate
encounter, Quinn tried to focus on the
> subtle, gradual transformations of her
body. Each thrust felt more powerful
than the last, her hips widening and her
abs growing firmer as they flexed to
drive her body into his. Her breasts
swelled larger, compressed against him,
steadily spreading across more of his
@ torso, encroaching over his collarbone
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and edging closer to his chin. Quinn
gripped the top of the cubicle wall,
almost pulling herself taller as she
stretched and expanded while

intimately entwined with the perfect
stranger.

The unmistakable twitching and
grunting from the man beneath her
signaled that he was approaching his
climax. Quinn grinned, riding him
harder and faster. He writhed against
her, overwhelmed by the sensation as
she persisted, inching closer to her own

orgasm while the cubicle seemed to
shrink around them. It dawned on the
inebriated man that she wasn't joking;
her breasts were indeed growing, and so
was the rest of her.

Suddenly, his frantic voice called out
from below her shoulders. "I-l can't
reach!"

"What do you mean you can't reach?"
Quinn asked, confused, before glancing

@ down and realizing that her legs had
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lengthened too much for his member.
With a sly grin, Quinn adjusted her
position, taking him between her thighs
and resuming their passionate
encounter.

Pinned against the wall in the throes of
pleasure, he suddenly felt as if the

space within the cubicle was rapidly
being consumed by the towering
redhead looming above him. Yet, even
as panic tinged his climax, he couldn't
help but be captivated by the expression
of pure euphoria on Quinn's face.

Gripping the wall tightly, golden magic
flickering to a halt, she reached her
peak. With an ear-splitting cry of
ecstasy, she came.

With a heavy, dopamine-filled exhale,
Quinn chuckled.

"I could get used to this!

O
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