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  Author’s Introduction 

Hey sissies!

Wow, so what a year 2016 was. I moved house and had to drive all my shit some 600 miles (or, rather, had to sit beside my awesome boyfriend while he drove), I became a part time blogger, and, most-importantly, I published nearly forty novels on Amazon, all featuring strong alpha males who magically become weak, submissive women! That’s over 300,000 words of TG fantasies in total, and I hope all of you enjoyed reading them as much as I did writing them.

This November also marked my first full year as an eBook writer, and it’s been the most-wonderful journey. I still get a little thrill when I see my work being downloaded by readers across the globe, and logging on to Amazon to see an awesome 5* review leaves me feeling all warm and tingly inside, even now. (We won’t go into how I feel when a 1* review appears!) Of course, the best, best, best bit about being an eBook writer is all of YOU. My darling sissies. Over this year, I’ve built up a little fanbase of some of the most-loyal, lovely and interesting readers out there. It’s always such an honor to see you guys buying my books, and to read the reviews you leave me, and I feel so lucky to have you all. I’ve already got a few ideas lined up for 2017 – on the blog and in my books – that I think you’ll all enjoy… but to say anymore would be telling, and I don’t wanna spoil the surprise ;) So this bundle is a little ‘thank you’ to all my readers, old and new. Collected here, you’ll find the first 8 of my 16 ‘Best of 2016’ eBooks, part based on sales, and part based on my personal favorites. There are men turning into maids, alpha males magically transformed into pregnant women, douchey guys who restart their lives as adorable little girls, and college bros who discover just how hard life can be when you’re stuck in skirts!

There’s taboo romance between straight guys and transformed men in here, erotic encounters between powerful women and their gender-swapped servants, and heartwarming little tales of unhappy guys who finally get to be themselves after being turned into the girls they always secretly wanted to be. It’s dark. It’s funny. It’s heartwarming and heartbreaking. It’s the best of my writing, some of the tales I’m proudest of, and it’s all here for you to enjoy till your sissy little hearts’ content!

OK, enough from me. Before I go, don’t forget to check out my Amazon page, where you’ll find a full list of my 50+ TG novels. And please, please, please do drop my blog at the address below, where I’ll be posting updates on my work and free TG short stories. I can’t wait to see you there!

https://lisachange.wordpress.com/ 

Take care, my darling sissies, and have a wonderful 2017!

Lisa out! X






 
   

  
 

 She Swapped Him Into a Cheerleader 

The spring sun hung lazily in the sky, casting long, dark shadows across the playing fields. Across the suburbs surrounding town, the first buds were just beginning to open, giving the world a peaceful, green and pleasant glow. 

Chuck saw absolutely none of this. He was too busy focusing on the only thing that mattered.

“Oh damn, check out the titties on Anna!”

Beside him, his bro Tim watched with appreciative eyes as Anna’s rack bounced up and down, jumping and jiggling in time with the chant. 

“Bro, those are some sweet jugs,” he agreed. 

The two were loafing around on the bleachers above the high school sports pitch, killing time before football practice started. 

Technically, they didn’t have to be down here for another twenty minutes. 

But who could resist the spectacle happening below them?

“One… two… three, annnnnd…” Anna jumped up straight, thrust her arms out, a big smile plastered over her perfect 18-year old features. “GO WOMBATS!”

Behind her, the crowd of leggy blonds, curvy brunettes, and large-breasted redheads leaped up, waving their pompoms and cheering like crazy. 

There were flashes of leg. Of panties. Of perfect asses, smiling faces, and awesome racks.

High up in the bleachers, Chuck began to get a boner.

“Dude…” Tim whistled beside him, running one large hand through his short blond hair. As the star quarterback, he was even bigger and stronger than Chuck.

“I mean, bro,” he continued, “can you even believe how awesome this is?”

“I believe,” Chuck nodded. “Just check out Heidi’s ass. Man… what we need right now is for her to bend over and just give us an eyeful.”

As if on cue, Heidi did a little cheerleader flip, landed and went down into a low bow towards the far side of the pitch. Up in the stands, Tim let out an audible moan. 

“Oh sweet Jesus,” he gasped, “what I wouldn’t give to tap that ass.”

“Imagine having a bitch like that rubbing up against your cock. I betchya anything she does anal.”

“That’s nuthin’. Corey says Anna swallows.”

“Oh shit…”

The two bros gave each other a fist bump, laughing and slapping their thighs. Down on the pitch, Chuck saw Heidi turn around and give them a quick glare, her long, dark ponytail trailing out behind her. Oops. Maybe they were talking a bit loud.

Then again, who gave a shit, right? 

“I’d come on Jamie’s tits,” Tim was saying, “I was, like, so close at this party, bro. Like, literally, she was begging for my dick…”

Chuck turned and smirked down at the black-haired girl kicking her long legs in the air next to Anna, her big chest thrust out. 

“Yo, I can totally believe that,” he drawled in a loud voice. “Jamie’s gotta be the biggest slut at school.”

Down below on the pitch, he briefly thought he saw something flicker across Jamie’s soft, beautiful face. A look of anger, maybe?

Chuck frowned to himself.

Nah. There was no way the girls could hear them from all the way up here. 

It’s just your imagination, he thought, idly, Heidi glared at you coz no-one’s supposed to be watching practice. You just imagined Jamie goin’ all weird like that. Chill out and enjoy the show.

Nonetheless, he dropped his voice a little.

“She got drunk at some party and let four guys fingerbang her,” he whispered, “they were gonna put it on YouTube, but she begged them not to, and the only reason they didn’t…”

He drew out his pause, reveling in Tim’s eager expression.

Poor Tim. So big, so dumb. If he didn’t have those biceps or that square jaw, there’s no way any girl would ever look twice at him…

“Go on, man.” Tim said. “Go on. Why?”

“…Is coz Jamie promised to give them all blowjobs.”

Tim nearly fell backwards off the bleachers. There was a loud crash as he slammed his foot down, his eyes wide. On the pitch, one or two girls turned and scowled up at them. 

“No. Way. Like, for real? All four of them?”

“Six,” Chuck nodded, not bothered about where the extra guys in his story might have come from, “they went round her house when her parents were out, and took turns getting sucked by her in her mom’s bed.”

“Ray reckons she swallowed at least a pint of come.”

Chuck could see the desire in Tim’s eyes. His dopey friend so desperately wanted to believe it was true. That a big ol’ lug like him might one day get Jamie’s sweet lips wrapped round his cock, if only he was in the right place at the right time…

Fat chance…

“It’s true,” Chuck nodded. “I swear, bro. These cheerleaders are all whores. Know what Heidi did at junior prom?”

Tim silently shook his head. Behind his eyes, there was a battle going on, a battle to figure out whether Chuck was yanking his chain, or telling the truth.

“Gangbang,” Chuck whispered. “Three guys. Locker room. Three holes at once.”

“Which holes?” Tim’s voice was hoarse. He looked like he might explode with a desperate desire to just believe.

“Which do you fucking think, dumbass? Whoever stuck their cock up some chick’s nose?”

Tim blinked.

“Oh yeah. Right,” he muttered. “Still, that’s gotta hurt some…”

Chuck shook his head.

“Nah. Sluts love it. And girls like Heidi are total fucking sluts.”

Tim looked like he dearly, dearly wanted to hear more of his friend’s stories. But at that moment there were footsteps, and the little web of plausibility Chuck had so carefully spun snapped.

“Hey jerkbags.” Corey clumped up the bleachers, dropping down next to Tim, his large, dark muscles taut in the morning sunlight. Behind him, Ray nodded, his electric blue eyes hidden behind a pair of aviators. 

Chuck felt slightly disappointed to see his two teammates. There was no way Corey or Ray would be dumb enough to fall for his stories about the girls. 

“Jerkbags…?” Tim laughed. “Go eat a bag of dicks, dude.”

“So long as your teeny little cock ain’t in it.”

“Dude, you love my dick. You’d like literally be begging to suck on my pole, man…”

“Like your momma wants to suck on mine?”

“Hey, no moms! We agreed.”

Chuck leaned back, letting the sound of locker room banter wash over him. He was just about to tune out and turn back to the hot-ass girls working out below, when Ray said something that cut right through his relaxed mood.

“Fuck, did you douchebags do something to make the cheerleaders pissed?”

“No. Why?”

Ray shrugged.

“Coz they sure as hell look pissed.”

Wondering what the hell his bro was talking about, Chuck glanced down onto the pitch…

…and froze.

At some point, as he and Tim chatted shit, cheerleader practice had come to a halt. Now most of the girls just stood in a group, whispering to each other. But it wasn’t those girls that drew Chuck’s eyes and made him feel strangely worried.

It was the three girls stood right at the bottom of the bleachers staring up at him that did that.

Only a few dozen yards away, Heidi, Anna and Jamie stood, their arms crossed, glaring up at the football players.

With their excellent legs, great racks, lithe bodies and beautiful faces, Chuck should have found the three pissed girls hot as hell.

Instead, there was something about them that made him feel uneasy. Like he was somehow in worse trouble than he could have possibly imagined. 

“Da fuck?” Muttered Corey. “What the hell did you guys do?” 

Chuck shrugged. Inside, his mind was whirling.

They couldn’t have heard us, could they? That’s just not possible…

Far below, Anna gave them all a thin smile.

“How you jerks doing up there?” Her voice was soft, yet somehow seemed to carry all the way up the bleachers. “Having fun checking out our asses?”

Beside Chuck, Tim started to shake his head.

“We wasn’t…”

“Quit screwing around,” Anna snapped. “You guys were perving on us big time.”

Next to her, Heidi nodded, a dark cloud over her perfect features. 

“So what if we were?” Chuck called back. “It’s a free country.”

To his surprise, Anna’s smile grew wider.

“You’re right, Mr. Jock Douchebag,” she said. “Which means we’re free to return the favor.”

“Times ten,” Jamie added, her dark eyes flashing under her dark bangs.

“Whoa, hey…” Tim laughed. Chuck could hear the unease in his voice.

“We’re sorry, OK? We didn’t mean nothin’…”

That was as far as he got. Before his bro could go any further, Chuck was speaking across him. 

“What are you chicks so pissed at? We were checking you out. Big deal. It’s not like you’re all that anyway.”

Anna frowned at him, her pale face strangely… commanding. Like Chuck should be scared of her.

Fuck that. I’m not being intimidated by some bitch…

“If you don’t like the attention, don’t act like sluts, yeah? Can’t blame us if you’re sucking dick at parties.”

At the words sucking dick, Chuck saw Jamie’s eyes go wide. Her tiny hands bunched into fists.

“You fucking…”

She took a step forward…

…and stopped when Anna held a hand out in front of her. 

“Cool it, babes,” Chuck heard her mutter.

She turned her tight smile back to Chuck.

“OK. We’re gonna get back to practice, and you jerks can keep on watching us and talking about anal and blowjobs and gangbangs in the locker room…”

Chuck gave a little start.

Oh man… they could hear us! No wonder they’re pissed.

But underneath that was a quieter, niggling thought.

It’s like 100 yards to the cheerleader squad at least, and they’re all shouting and shit. There’s no way they shoulda been able to hear us…

He shivered slightly, hoping the bitches below didn’t notice.

“…and we’re not gonna forget what you said,” Anna continued, “or that only you apologized.”

At the word you, she pointed at Tim, who dumbly raised his hand and pointed at himself, as if seeking confirmation. But her blue eyes remained trained on Chuck, as if boring into him.

Looking back at her, Chuck felt a sudden chill. Like something was wrapping its cold, dead fingers round his soul. An almost overwhelming urge rose up in him. An urge to get down on his knees and beg forgiveness. To say he was sorry. To do something – anything – to get those creepy eyes off him…

He gave himself a mental shake.

Stop being such a pussy. They’re just girls…

With an effort of willpower, he forced up a mocking smile.

“Whatever, hoe,” he heard himself say as if from very far away. “At least I’m not gagging for cock like you bitches.”

The insult should’ve been crude, but effective. It came out sounding limp and pathetic.

A twinkle came into Anna’s eye.

“Maybe not…” she murmured. “At least, not yet…”

Abruptly, she turned to her cheerleader pals, a big smile plastered back on her face.

“Ready, girls? Another shot at the pyramid?”

And, just like that, all three of them were jogging back across the pitch to their team, their pert butts bouncing and curving under their tiny skirts, but somehow no longer as delightful as they had been only moments ago.

“Dog shit,” Ray muttered after a long pause. He turned his mirrored aviators towards Chuck.

“You got told, bro.”

“Too right,” Corey nodded, a mocking smile on his handsome black features.

Chuck scowled back at them.

“As if. Those hoes just caught me off guard.”

Before anyone could reply, he hauled his giant, 6ft4 frame to its feet, angrily flexing his strong muscles.

“I gotta take a leak,” he growled.

Then, without a further word, he stomped off back across the sportsfield to the locker rooms. 

The guys’ locker room was cramped and dingy, filled with the acrid smell of male sweat. Jockstraps hung from hooks. Football jerseys were discarded on the floor.

Chuck stepped through, cursing to himself under his breath.

Fucking bitch Anna… One day I’m gonna take my dick and shove it up that tight, rich-girl ass of hers… that’ll teach her…

Somewhere toward the back of the locker room there was a faint whisper, followed by almost inaudible footsteps. Chuck was so wrapped up in his thoughts he didn’t notice.

That Jamie slut thinks she so hot… dumb bitch got more tits than brains. And that Heidi cunt…

He stopped at his locker, intending to open it and grab his phone and go and angrily jerk off over some dirty pictures of girls getting fucked. Girls learning a goddamn lesson. 

There was already a boner growing in his pants. He’d go and pretend he was using his cock to get vengeance on those stuck-up bitches, and then… and then…

And then there was a faint little giggle and Chuck felt his insides freeze.

What was that…?

Spinning around, he glared angrily into the gloom.

“Hey, who’s there?” He demanded, cracking his thick knuckles inside one large, slab-like fist. “Quit foolin’ around.”

There was silence. For a moment. And then it came again: that soft, high-pitched titter.

“Goddamnit!” Chuck growled. “If you bitches have followed me, I’m gonna…”

He didn’t get any further.

As he was talking, the shadows had begun to swirl. Before his eyes, they coiled together, then knitted themselves into three familiar, slender female figures. 

“Check it out, bitches,” Anna purred as she stepped out the shadows, “told you that meathead would be pleased to see us.”

She put a dainty hand to her lips and suppressed a laugh. Either side of her, Jamie and Heidi smiled obediently, their eyes fixed on Chuck.

But where on the pitch their eyes had been normal and human, here they were dark like oil, seeming to crackle with an eerie blue energy. 

Frozen by the locker, Chuck weakly shook his head.

“Hey… hold on, how did you…?”

“Appear like that?” Anna shrugged, her face a mask of utter delight. “Oh that was nothing. Just a teensy bit of beginner magic.”

At the blank look on Chuck’s face, she let out a giggle.

“Oh, that’s right, we forgot to tell you…”

She struck a delighted pose, indicating her two cheerleader friends.

“We’re witches. All three of us. And you…”

She pointed at Chuck.

“Have been a very bad boy.”

Chuck blinked. Shook his head. 

Witches? Magic? What the…?

“So guess what?” Heidi called, her long, brunette hair seeming to levitate, crackling with energy. “We’ve decided to fix that for you.”

“Permanently,” Jamie called in her harsh voice. 

For a second, Chuck simply stood there, his mind whirling, his jaw slack, his arms dangling limp at his sides.

Then he gave himself a mental shake and scowled at the three cheerleaders stood before him.

“Listen, I don’t know what you bitches are talking about…”

Anna’s eyebrows shot up in mock-surprise.

“No? Well, shit. I guess we’d better show him, hadn’t we, girls?”

Then suddenly all three of them were laughing and pointing at Chuck and whispering something under their breath that made the air crackle and Chuck’s skin tingle. 

“Hey!” Yelled Chuck. “What the hell, dude?”

Across the room, Anna smiled at him. A sinister, powerful smile that made Chuck want to scream.

“Oh, you’ll figure it out soon enough,” she whispered. “For now, I advise you to strap in and enjoy the ride.”

Chuck was shrinking. Before his eyes, the three witches rose up before him, transforming from girls who barely came up to his chin to giants who towered over him.

“Hey!” he yelled. “Hey, what the fuck is going on?!” 

Immediately afterward, he wished he’d kept quiet. As he shouted, his voice shot up in pitch, rising two octaves, becoming high-pitched and soft and squeaky.

“My voice!” He shrieked, clasping one hand to his throat, terrified by the silky, honey-like words dripping from his lips. “Oh God, what did you-?”

“If you’re gonna talk all the way through,” Anna advised, “I’d get used to saying more than just what all the damn time.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“After all, things are gonna get pretty weird for you.”

There was a grinding sound that seemed to tear through Chuck’s body, as painless as it was unpleasant. Jerking his head round, he saw in wonder that his shoulders were narrowing, pulling in towards his neckline while his hips simultaneously pushed outwards, changing the shape of his figure.

With a cry, Chuck grabbed his hips and tried desperately to shove them back in. Just as he was doing so, a sound like one of those dumb wobble boards filled the locker room, and his ass suddenly leaped up and filled out, becoming round and pert and peach-like.

Chuck clasped his new butt in his hands and goggled at it over his shoulders. It was massive! A big, bouncy thing that curved and stretched the fabric of his shorts, its cheeks pointing up at the sky.

There’s only one word to describe that ass… he whimpered inside himself. Bootylicious. Oh Christ, what have they done to me?

Then the changes began to pick up speed and there was no time left to think at all. 

Ten sharp cracks fired off one after the other, echoing around the room. Chuck’s big, hairy knuckles popped inwards, making his hands smaller and daintier. 

There was a pain in his wrists and fingers, and suddenly Chuck’s big, meaty sportsman’s hands were gone, replaced by two little, delicate, pale things with long, pianist’s fingers.

Chuck gave a moan and held his hands up before him. They looked ridiculous on the ends of his arms, like someone had chopped his palms off and replaced them with hands stolen from a child.

No way can I go out looking like that! The guys will make mincemeat of me!

As Chuck thought this, his biceps deflated with a sigh, his forearms thinned, and the dark hairs covering his arms sucked back up into his skin. At the same time, his fingernails began to grow, turning long and pink and sparkly. 

With a feeling of panic, Chuck looked up at Anna, a terrified look in his eyes.

“Wait!” He squeaked in his newly-soft voice. “Stop this. Please! I-I’m sorry!”

To his dismay, Anna simply shrugged.

“You had your chance to say that earlier. You blew it.”

With a shiver, Chuck’s legs slimmed down, becoming long and slender and elegant. A feeling like a belt being tightened, and his waist collapsed inwards, becoming narrow and tight. A twitch and his nose shrank, becoming a cute little button in the middle of his face.

There was a feeling like invisible hands were molding his face. As Chuck whimpered and squealed and begged, he felt his strong jawline magically soften, leaving his face round and innocent. Felt his eyes widen, becoming big and doe-like, decorated with long, fluttering eyelashes. Felt his lips puff up into two pouty, bud-like things. 

A tremendous itching passed over Chuck’s scalp. His short hair exploded outwards in a waterfall, tumbling down over his shoulders, turning blond and curly. It stopped halfway down his back, its tips bouncing and curling and shining in a way Chuck had never seen before.

At least, not on a dude…

He grabbed hold of a piece of hair, held it between his dainty fingers and moaned.

“What’s happening to me?!” He shrieked.

Before him, Anna’s smile grew wider.

“Not figured it out yet, huh? Dumbass. You will soon enough.”

For some time, a feeling of pressure had been building in Chuck’s chest. He weakly grabbed at his pecs, wondering if he was about to have a heart attack.

Instead, something much, much worse happened.

The pressure reached a crescendo, and suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came exploding out of Chuck’s chest.

They inflated rapidly, growing bigger and heavier even as he frantically tried to stuff them back in, their nipples long and pink and pointy. They grew and grew until they stuck out from his body, pointing out so he could see them even when looking straight ahead.

“Wow!” Anna whistled, her blue eyes wide. “Those puppies have gotta be a C-cup at least.”

An evil smile flashed across her features. 

“So let’s make them even bigger!”

It was like being trapped in a nightmare. No sooner had the words left Anna’s mouth than Chuck’s breasts started to grow again, seemingly doubling in size. 

He looked down at them in horror, and felt a tiny cry escape his pouty new lips.

His tits were massive! When Chuck had felt Kelsey up at that party, he’d thought she was well-equipped with her awesome DoubleDs. But his new titties…

…they made Kelsey look like a flat-chested boy.

Anna watched his shock with a look of evil delight.

“They’re Double-H, in case you were wondering,” she called. “All the better for giving guys boners with.”

She giggled.

“And trust me, Chelsea, you’ll be doing plenty of that!”

Chuck barely heard her. He was too busy trying to frantically squash his new breasts back inside himself. But no matter how hard he pushed or struggled, they simply refused to go back.

They were as pert, as firm, as unyielding in his hands as a proper pair of tits. 

Finally, the moment came that Chuck had been dreading. The one all the worse because he knew what it must mean.

As he fought with his new breasts, Chuck became aware of a twitching in his cock, like the little dude was saying goodbye. He squealed and tried to grab hold of it…

…only for his dick to shoot back inside him, dragging his balls with it. Seconds later, there was a sound like Velcro ripping and suddenly two plump lips hung between Chuck’s smooth, hairless legs, dangling either side of a tight little hole.

Oh Christ… I have a pussy…

Then it was over. There was one last, blinding flash of light, and the spell had finished. 

For what felt like an eternity, no-one dared move. Chuck simply stood there, staring straight ahead, trying not to look down, trying not to notice what he had become…

No… no… I’ve gotta be dreaming…

He was aware of the new weight in his chest, as his big new boobs twinged at his back. Aware of the long blond hair tumbling past his vision. Aware of the soft little feminine gasps escaping from between his pouty lips. 

At long, long last, he turned his shell-shocked new features to Anna.

“What the fuck did you bitches do to me?”

The minute the words were out, he wished he hadn’t spoken. In the excitement of his transformation, he hadn’t noticed just how high his voice had gone.

Where only moments before, he’d spoken with a deep, rumbly bass, he now spoke in horrible little squeaks that made him sound like Bernadette from Big Bang Theory.

Before him, Anna shrugged. With the spell over, her eyes, like Jamie’s and Heidi’s, had gone back to normal.

“Ain’t it obvious, dipshit?” 

She flashed Chuck a shark-like smile.

“We turned you into a girl.”

The word was like a jackhammer, pounding on Chuck’s pretty little head.

A girl…

Now it had been said out loud, there was no denying it. No way he could just close his eyes and pretend it wasn’t happening. No way he could hope it was all some crazy dream.

A girl…

Whimpering slightly, Chuck slowly shook his head, his long blond hair flickering in the corner of his vision.

“I… I can’t be a girl,” he squeaked in his Bernadette voice. 

“No?” Anna raised her eyebrows. “You sure look like one. Don’t she, girls?”

“She looks fucking hot,” Heidi murmured, approvingly.

Jamie nodded, her eyes alive with mocking laughter.

“Yeah. I bet the guys can’t wait to get their hands on her cute little ass.”

The words nearly made Chuck jump out of his skin.

“WHAT?!” No way were… were guys gonna get to touch his curvy new butt!

Jamie sneered at him.

“Didn’t you hear me, you dumb cunt? We gave you that awesome ass for one reason. To get as many dicks inside it as possible.”

“B-but…” whimpered Chuck, suddenly aware that the girls were a good six inches taller than him. Suddenly aware that the dynamics had changed and now he was the weak and pathetic one.

“I don’t want dicks in me!” He shrieked, helplessly.

“No?” Asked Heidi with a cruel grin. “I thought sluts loved having dicks in them. Isn’t that what you said?”

“That’s not what I meant…” Chuck pleaded, miserably, “I mean, I-I’m not a…”

“You said cheerleaders were sluts,” Heidi put her hands on her hips. “I guess that includes you then, Chelsea.”

“Cheerleader? Wait. But I’m not a…”

Before he could finish his sentence, Chuck suddenly became aware of something. Or rather, several somethings.

The first was the cool air, gently caressing his bare thighs. 

The second was tight, cheerleader’s top stretched across his enormous boobs, their school logo on the front.

The third was the absurd pair of pompoms clutched tight in his tiny little hands.

He let out a moan of horror. 

The witches hadn’t just turned him into a girl. 

They’d turned him into a cheerleader. 

“Not just any cheerleader,” Anna laughed, “the sluttiest cheerleader in school.”

She cheekily flipped up the edge of Chuck’s tiny little skirt.

“Ain’t that right, bitch?”

Chuck batted her hand away.

“Stop it!” He squealed, “leave me alone you fucking cun-!”

He didn’t get a chance to finish the word.

There was a loud crack, and suddenly Chuck’s vision went woozy. Everything seemed to lurch to the right. A strange warmth spread across his cheek.

Huh? What the…?

It took him a good three seconds to see Anna, standing over him with her hand raised, palm flat, and realized she’d just given him a ringing slap.

“That’s enough sass, Chelsea.” Anna said, coolly. “Another word out your bitch hole, and I’ll throw you over my knee and spank that big ass of yours.”

Chuck gaped up at her. How dare she talk to him like that? He’d show her! After all, she was just a girl, and he was a big, strong…

Only he wasn’t. Not anymore. And looking up at Anna in shock, trying not to cry at the stinging in his cheek, Chuck realized with a sense of unreality that these girls were probably all bigger and stronger than him now.

If they wanted to hold him down and give him a spanking, there was nothing he could do about it. 

“Now,” Anna was saying, “say you’re sorry.”

Chuck started dumbly at her. She had to be joking.

Anna sighed.

“Fine, have it your way. Jamie?”

And Jamie smiled hungrily at Chuck, grabbed him by the arm and threw him up against the lockers. Chuck squealed, Jamie roughly bent him over, flipped up his skirt, raised her hand…

“OK! OK, I’m sorry. I’m sorry!”

There was a breathless pause. Jamie looked to Anna, who gave a little nod.

With a disappointed sound, Jamie lowered her hand. She pushed Chuck away, who quickly scuttled over to the lockers, pulling his skirt back down and hiding his pert ass up against the steel door, where hopefully nobody could reach it.

Did that really just happen? Did I really just nearly get spanked by Jamie?

“Apology accepted,” Anna nodded at him. “Now, c’mon girls. How about we get back to cheerleader practice?”

“Fine,” grumbled Jamie, as Heidi nodded, “but God fuck it, Anna, couldn’t you have let me spank that little cunt just once?”

“You know I hate that word,” Anna said, giving Jamie a warning look. 

To Chuck’s surprise, Jamie swallowed gently and nodded.

“OK, yeah, sorry. Point taken. Cheerleader practice it is.”

The three girls turned to go, already chatting idly about chants and dances and the moves they were gonna pull. Chuck watched their retreating backs with dumbfounded eyes, before crying out. 

“Hey. Hey! You can’t just leave me here. Not like this!”

He expected them to laugh. Or even grab him and really spank him this time. Instead, Anna just looked over her shoulder with an amused smile.

“Why, Chelsea,” she said, “who said anything about leaving you here?”

She giggled lightly at Chuck’s confused expression.

“You’re a cheerleader now, right? Well then.” Her eyes twinkled. “Let’s get you to cheerleader practice!”

∞ ∞ ∞

The spring sun hung lazily in the sky, casting long, dark shadows across the playing fields. High in the bleachers, small groups of footballers lounged, watching the four approaching girls with ill-disguised interest.

Trapped inside his girl body, Chuck saw precisely none of this. He was too busy focused on trying not to scream. 

With every step his big boobies wobbled in their brand new bra and the wind caressed his naked legs, forcibly reminding him of his transformation. His long blond hair trailed out behind him, forcing him to keep running his slender fingers through it and hooking it behind one of his ears. 

He could feel his hips curving as he walked. Feel his pert butt bouncing with each step. Feel the whole, horrible, alien body all around him.

Inside, he felt like he was going mad.

Men didn’t just magically turn into girls. It didn’t happen in real life! It was the sort of thing that only turned up in dirty e-books on Amazon, not at the local high school.

Yet here he was. 

A girl. 

And there was nothing he could do about it. 

Up in the bleachers, Chuck saw one large, masculine figure nudge another and point at him. With a start of horror, he realized Corey, Tim and Ray were still sat up there.

He scowled and lowered his pretty little head, feeling his cheeks burn with humiliation. 

Damnit, why are they staring at me? He thought, furiously, I don’t want the guys to see me like this!

But at the same time, he couldn’t blame them. If he was still sat up there in his old, male body, he would have stared at himself.

On their way out the locker room, Chuck and the other girls had passed a mirror. Hoping for some good news, Chuck had quickly glanced in it…

…and immediately wished he hadn’t. 

The girl looking back at him had been awful. The worst sort of girl-body a guy could hope to find himself trapped in!

She was gorgeous; a tiny little pixie with improbably large boobs, long, wavy blond hair and the sort of soft and innocent face guys would go wild for. 

Her legs were long and slender, her ass slightly too big for her body, but still to die for. She had the sort of pouty lips Chuck knew from experience were perfect for sucking dick, and a tight waist most guys could fit their fingers round. 

She was hot. She was beautiful. She was the sort of dumb cheerleader bimbo teenage guys jack off over.

And she was him. 

As Chuck had stood there, looking in horror at Chelsea – at the girl he now was – Anna had called back to him. 

“Hurry up, Chelsea! We’ve got loads of stuff planned for you today.”

And Chuck had desperately wanted to say no, and shake his head, and go running back into the locker room and hide away until this madness was over…

…but what choice did he have?

Anna, Jamie and Heidi had turned him into a girl. And they were the only ones who could turn him back again.

So now here he was, the newest cheerleader on the squad, trotting out onto the football field, ready to give his all for the local team.

“Hey, bitches,” Anna winked at the girls waiting for them, “I want you to meet someone. This is Chelsea, our newest member. Say ‘hi’, Chelsea.”

Meekly, Chuck raised one dainty little hand and waved at the sea of girl-faces in front of him.

Are they witches too? He wondered, do they know it’s me trapped in here?

“Don’t be shy, Chelsea,” Anna crooned, “come and meet everyone.” 

She nodded at someone over Chuck’s shoulder.

“Jamie? Give her a hand, babes.”

Wha-?

Before Chuck had time to react, he felt two hands plant into the small of his back and shove him towards the crowd. 

Normally, it would take a lot of muscle to move Chuck. But not in his new body. He stumbled slightly, the world tilted, and next thing he knew he was sprawling on the ground.

The impact sent a sharp pain through his heavy tits, making him gasp out loud. A couple of the other girls giggled.

“…oh my God, that was so tragic…”

“…just look at her boobs. No wonder she went sprawling…”

Bitches! Chuck thought, furiously, pulling himself up onto all fours, I’ll show them… I’ll…!

“Umm, Chelsea?” Heidi smirked down at him. “Might wanna check back there, hon.”

Now what?

Chuck irritably looked over his shoulder, ignoring the blond hair that cascaded over his soft and pretty face…

…and saw to his horror that his skirt had flipped up during his fall. Its back was now bunched up round his waist, leaving his pantie-clad ass on display to the world.

“Yeah! That’s it girl, shake that ass!”

With a feeling of utter mortification, Chuck hurriedly got to his feet and yanked his skirt down, trying to ignore the catcalls and whoops coming from the guys on the bleachers.

It’s not fair! He thought, angrily, that wasn’t my fault… it’s not me who designed this stupid skirt for us to wear!

He was shocked to find how utterly humiliated he felt. It was, like, as a guy, he would’ve laughed off his pants splitting when he fell on his ass, even if it did make him feel a bit dumb.

As a girl, though… suddenly, it wasn’t just about being embarrassed. 

It was like, in showing the guys on the bleachers his firm little butt, he’d somehow let a secret part of himself get away. Like he’d been violated, almost.

Chuck didn’t know why, but Corey and Tim’s laughs and cheers made him feel very small and vulnerable. 

“That’s it, shortstack! Show us your ass!”

“Ignore them,” Anna said, giving poor, embarrassed little Chuck a smug smile as she did so. “They’ve all got tiny dicks anyway.”

Behind him, he heard Heidi and Jamie snigger.

“And one of them don’t even have that anymore…” Jamie murmured.

Anna wasn’t listening. 

“OK, girls, let’s go from the top, huh? Chelsea, babes?”

“What?” Snapped Chuck in his squeaky voice. He’d only been Chelsea for twenty minutes or so and already he was fed up with it. 

Anna smiled at him, a kind smile that transformed into something cold and malicious when it reached her eyes.

“Could you top the pyramid, doll?”

Chuck felt his heart stop in his generous chest.

Top the pyramid? But he’d never done anything like that before! What if he fell and broke his neck? Or… or…

He tried to force up a sneer of defiance.

“And if I don’t wanna?”

“Chelsea, babes,” Anna smiled, “what do you take us for? If you screw up, well, we’re not gonna chuck you off the squad.”

Her eyes danced with laughter.

“In fact, say no, and I can guarantee you’ll be a cheerleader for the rest of your life.”

She winked at poor little Chuck.

“Get me, sweetie?”

Chuck wanted to punch her. Wanted to lash out and break Anna’s stupid, stuck-up nose right across her soft face. 

But then he’d definitely be stuck this way. Instead, he gritted his teeth and nodded.

“I’m so glad. Right, girls. Let’s get this cheer going! One, two, three!”

As if by magic, all the other girls fell into line, big smiles plastered on their perfect faces. 

Chuck glared at them with a feeling of envy.

How the fuck do they know what to do? Jesus Christ, I’m gonna make an asshole out of myself…

But he had to try. With a feeling like a man being forced to say how much he enjoys eating shit, Chuck plastered a big, plastic cheerleader smile on his face and stood side on, hands on his hips.

Up in the bleachers, he saw Corey whisper something to Tim, who stared at him with big, hopeful eyes.

What did that asshole jock say about me? He just had time to wonder. And then it was too late.

“OK, girls. Leeeeets GO!”

One of the girls on the sidelines hit a button on a phone, some tinny music started playing, and suddenly all the cheerleaders were dancing and cheering as one. 

To his surprise, Chuck found himself dancing right along with them.

It was like the music had activated something in his transformed body, a memory buried deep within his newly-female brain.

Without any input from his male mind, his girl-body started throwing the moves perfectly.

Holy fuck… what the shit is going on? Chuck thought as he began to jump around, waving his pompoms and feeling the wind lifting up his cute little skirt. How am I doing this?

But of course it was the magic, affecting every single part of him. Turning him into the perfect cheerleader.

Not that it was all cool. With each jump, Chuck’s stupidly big breasts jiggled like crazy, painfully bouncing around in his bra. His long hair flew about his head, blinding him.

Yet it almost didn’t seem to matter. As the song went on and the girls all jumped and twisted and cheered, Chuck began to feel a flicker of hope for the first time since his transformation. 

I’m… I’m actually good at this, he thought as he perfectly landed a backflip with a dazzling smile. Damn, I be I look so freakin’ hot right now.

To his surprise, the thought made him giggle slightly. He turned and looked directly up into the stands where Corey and Tim and Ray were and winked at them.

Hell, so long as I’m stuck like this, I might as well have a little fun…

“GOOOOOO WOMBATS!”

The words seemed to fly out Chuck’s mouth, his high-pitched female voice rising in time with the other girls’. 

He smiled, skipped. Posed on his tiptoes. Rolled his hips. Shook his pompoms.

Oh my God… I’m actually having fun. I shouldn’t be enjoying this. No way!

But hadn’t there always been a tiny part of him that wanted to see what this was like? To see what it’d feel like to be the hottest cheerleader at school, just for a day?

In no time at all, Chuck found himself jumping into Heidi and Jamie’s outstretched hands, planting his feet on their palms, and being lifted up to the top of a human pyramid. 

He struck a smiling pose at the top, his big chest thrust forward, his big butt stuck out, his arms spread out, as if inviting applause. 

The sun shone on his face, bathing him in golden light. He’d never admit it when he turned back, but Chuck felt incredible right now.

“Chelsea. Hey!” The voice made Chuck glance down, at Jamie, stuck in her own smiling pose.

“The flip,” Jamie was saying. “You gotta do the flip!”

“Huh?” Chuck squeaked. “Oh, right…”

Still smiling, he prepared his taut, cheerleader muscles. Steadied himself…

…and then everything went to hell. 

Below his line of sight, Jamie had been silently counting off to Heidi. As Chuck got ready to flip, Jamie suddenly shouted “THREE!”

Huh? Wha…?

The hands supporting Chuck’s tiny feet suddenly moved. The world lurched. He opened his pretty mouth and gave a loud, piercing scream…

…and felt his skirt rip open as Heidi and Jamie both grabbed it and yanked. 

Chuck hit the ground with a cheerleader’s grace, flexing his legs, arching his back, and springing up into an instinctive pose. 

But Chelsea’s instincts simply turned what could have been a nasty fall into a nastier humiliation.

“Whooo! That’s it baby, yeah!”

In horror, Chuck stood rooted to the spot, staring dumbly ahead, his heart pounding in his generous chest. 

On the bleachers, Corey, Tim and Ray were all whistling and pointing and laughing. He could see a phone in someone’s hands. Filming him.

Slowly, with a feeling of dread, Chuck looked down, his long, blond bangs tumbling over his forehead.

And let out a loud, horrified moan.

His skirt hadn’t just ripped. It had ripped off. Chelsea’s tight pussy and curvy bum were only hidden by the flimsiest pair of lacy pink panties, woven together in such a way that they were nearly see-through. 

And Chuck was standing here, in his stupid pose, displaying his legs and ass and crotch for the entire world to see.

With a mortified squeal, Chuck clasped his hands over his pussy. He looked in horror at the bleachers and saw all three of the guys were openly laughing at him.

“…dumb slut!” He heard Corey snicker, “look at her face…”

“…who’s looking at her face?” Ray said beside him. “Not when she’d got a sweet ass like that on display…”

Fuck. FUCK!

With helpless movements, Chuck quickly clasped one hand over his poor bum, the other still held over his pussy.

It was like his new body was drowning in panic. Like letting guys see your puss-puss, even by accident, was the worst thing ever!

“Chelsea!”

Chuck looked round with a feeling of utter misery. The cheerleader pyramid had dissolved into a gaggle of girls all giggling and pointing at him, whispering to one another behind their hands.

“…like, she’s such a slut…”

“…I bet she did it deliberately…”

“…it made her all wet. I can fucking smell pussy even from here…!”

Anna was glaring at him mock-theatrically, a triumphant look on her beautiful features. Behind her, Chuck could see Heidi and Jamie giggling, Jamie still clutching a torn piece of his skirt. 

“What the hell are you doing, bitchface?”

“I-it wasn’t me!” Chuck wanted to crawl into a hole and die. This was the worst humiliation ever!

“You’re so fucking clumsy,” Anna sneered at him. “Say it. Say ‘I’m a clumsy bitch’.”

Chuck looked helplessly to see if she was joking. He was all too aware the guys were still pointing at his exposed legs and ass.

“Please, Anna!” He hissed. “I have to get back to the locker r-”

 “Say it.” Anna’s eyes flashed. “Or I’ll cast a spell and make all your clothes vanish.”

Chuck gaped at her, unsure if she was joking. She wasn’t.

“I’m a clumsy bitch,” he squeezed out through gritted teeth. “Now let me get some goddamn clothes on!”

Anna smiled at him.

“That’s better. Of course you can go, Chelsea, but don’t forget…” 

She tittered.

“Practice ain’t over yet. And we’re not letting you leave the cheerleader squad until you land that flip. Got that?”

“Sure, whatever,” Chuck snarled. In his soft, musical voice, it sounded laughably un-scary.

“Good. Then see you in ten minutes.”

With a helpless moan, Chuck turned and began running across the pitch as fast as his tiny girl-legs would carry him. Each step sent a bolt of pain through his big, tender breasts, but it was worth it.

Anything to get off this pitch. Get away from the laughs and the stares.

“Oh damn,” he heard one of his former bros say as he ran for the locker rooms, “check out the titties on Chelsea. Man, those are some sweet jugs.”

Trapped inside his busty, mortified, semi-naked, girly new body, Chuck closed his eyes and tried not to scream.

∞ ∞ ∞

The girls’ locker room was small and airy, the walls painted pink. It was filled with the strange smell of female sweat, mingled with perfume and scented deodorant. 

Tiny bags hung from hooks. Small pairs of fashionable boots were stowed under benches.

Chuck came running in, his mind dizzy and sick with misery.

It’s not fair! He thought as he angrily made his way between the lockers, I don’t wanna be a girl. I don’t wanna be a cheerleader!

He collapsed down on a bench, his generous chest rising and falling in the bottom of his vision with each breath. Tears pricked the corners of his eyes.

Being a girl was horrible! No matter what you did, boys were judging you, eyeing up your body, rating it out of 10 and putting it in a little box.

Girls were no better, either. When Chuck had been humiliated just then, he shoulda been able to count on the other cheerleaders for support. Instead, the bitches had all decided to make him feel like the freak.

So much for the sisterhood… Chuck thought, angrily. He bunched his tiny new hands into fists, digging his long nails into his soft new palms.

I won’t cry, I won’t cry, I won’t cry…

But this wasn’t anything like holding back tears as a man. It was like something horrible was washing over Chuck’s entire girl-body, making him feel weak and miserable and-and pathetic.

Unable to help himself, Chuck buried his pretty face in his hands and, with a feeling of utter disgust at himself, began to sob.

His cries came out in tiny, plaintive girl-whimpers. Little tears rolled down his soft cheeks.

In the darkness behind his hands, Chuck let out all the horribleness, all the poison that had been building up inside him ever since Anna casually turned him into a girl. 

I’ll get her! He raged. One day, I’ll… I’ll…

It was like the fight was gone out of him. Whereas, as a man, he used to deal with his anger by lashing out at others, now it was like all that negative energy was directed inwards. 

So, instead of plotting revenge, pretty young Chuck just sat there, crying into his dainty hands, desperately trying to ignore the way his sobs made his bosom heave.

Desperately trying to ignore the cool feel of the bench against his exposed ass.

Desperately trying to ignore the fact that he’d just been humiliated worse than any girl he’d ever known. 

“Hey.”

The male voice cut through Chuck’s misery like a knife through butter. He raised his pretty, tear-stained face and glared at the blurry figure nearby.

“This is the girls’ locker room,” he sniffed petulantly. “You’re not meant to be in here.”

Stood by the lockers, Tim gave him a bashful grin. 

“Yeah, sure. Course. I’ll, uh, I’ll go in a minute.”

What does he want?

Taking deep breaths, Chuck managed to staunch the flow of his tears. He smiled weakly at Tim and gestured his face.

“Sorry,” he sniffed in his squeaky voice, “just had a little cry.”

“No worries,” Tim smiled, a natural, handsome smile that made Chuck feel strangely warm inside. “Not a lotta girls can pull off panda eyes. But, uh, you nailed it.”

Despite himself, Chuck smiled at little at that.

Look at him, the big lug. He thinks he’s flirting like a pro. It’s kinda sweet, actually… there’s something cute about the effort.

He gave himself a little shake.

He definitely did not want to start thinking of Tim as ‘cute’. 

“What’s up?” He asked, sitting up and crossing his arms over his swollen breasts. Although Tim was standing a good distance away, Chuck was painfully aware in his new body that his long, heavenly legs were completely on display. 

I bet he got an eyeful earlier…

“Well, uh, it’s like this,” Tim smiled right at him, making Chuck’s stomach flutter slightly. “Y’know earlier when you… uh…”

“Made a total fucking ass of myself?”

“Well, those weren’t gonna be my exact words, but yeah.” Tim nodded. “Well, see, one of my buddies was kinda… filming you.”

A look of shock must’ve swept across Chuck’s soft features, because Tim immediately threw up his hands.

“It’s OK, it’s cool. He wants to put it online, but I think I… well.”

He shrugged, bashfully.

“I think I can make him delete it.”

A wave of relief came washing over Chuck. He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding, and gave Tim a warm smile.

Why was I always such an asshole to Tim? He’s a good guy, and not-bad looking…

Actually, Chuck’s new body seemed to think Tim was more than just ‘not bad looking’.

In fact, there was something about Tim’s square jaw, broad shoulders, and powerful biceps that made him feel all funny inside.

“Thanks,” Chuck said, trying to stop his eyes from greedily tracing the muscular outline of Tim’s torso, “that’s so sweet of you.”

He crossed one slender leg over the over and shot Tim a grateful smile. Tim was too busy looking down in wonder at Chuck’s naked legs and semi-exposed ass to notice.

Let him. He just saved my ass after all. ‘Sides, it’s not like it’s ‘my’ ass or ‘my’ legs, not really…

“You’re on the football team, right?” Chuck went on, “those guys are all swell. I guess you must’ve got it from one of… them…”

His soft voice trailed off. He frowned at Tim.

“What?”

Tim was looking at him with an expression somewhere between bashfulness, hope, and salivating lust. It was weird combination on any face, but especially weird on big, dopey Tim.

Especially when the person he was looking at was Chuck.

“Nothing,” Tim smiled, his eyes slightly dazed. “Just… y’know…”

“Just what?”

Chuck didn’t like where this conversation seemed to be heading. In all their time as bros, he’d never really thought of Tim as a sexual being. He was just Tim. A lughead too dumb to attract chicks, despite his muscles. 

Now, seeing evidence of Tim’s lustful side directed at him, Chuck was beginning to wish Tim really had been born asexual. 

Why didn’t I put a new skirt on before my little cry? Chuck cursed himself. He felt so… so naked right now. 

Gently, he gripped the sides of his top and tried to stretch them down to cover some flesh. But it was no use. His stupid big boobs were already stretching the material enough as it was. 

“It’s like this,” Tim was saying, slowly, like a man reading off a script. “I got a buddy who swears your pal Jamie got videoed having her pussy fingerbanged at a party.”

“So?” Chuck’s mouth was dry. His heart thudded in his big chest.

Where’s he going with this?

“Well, uh, he says the only reason that video didn’t get out…” Tim smiled bashfully at him, “was coz Jamie kinda… y’know…”

“Gave those guys blowjobs on her mom’s bed,” Chuck whispered.

Tim smiled, like he was pleased he didn’t have to say it out loud in front of a girl.

“Right. So I… uh, we were thinking…” 

His soft eyes came to rest on Chuck’s pretty little face.

“Maybe we could do something… y’know, similar here.”

For a long, long time, Chuck sat rooted to the spot, his pouty little lips dangling open in horror.

No… Tim couldn’t… he wasn’t that kinda guy. He wouldn’t…

But one look at Tim’s face, hopeful yet determined, was enough to prove otherwise. 

He had all the cards. A video of Chuck, being publicly humiliated. 

And all poor little Chuck had to do to stop it from being put up on YouTube was use these plump new lips of his to give Tim a blowjob. 

Chuck wanted to scream. To cry and shout and burst into tears. Anything to stop this madness!

I wish I’d never told him that stupid story…

Suddenly, Tim no longer looked big and dopey and cute.

He looked big and powerful and scary.

“Tim…” Chuck whispered urgently in Chelsea’s voice, “you can’t do this. It’s me in here. It’s-!”

“I know who you are, Chelsea,” Tim shrugged. “Take it or leave it. But, uh, if you, y’know, leave it…”

He held up his phone.

“Straight on YouTube. Got it?”

Chuck had got it alright. He closed his eyes, let out a pathetic whimper.

He should just say no. Say no and go running back to Anna and tell her what had happened. She’d have to change him back after this. Have to.

But then again…

Well, he didn’t want to become a laughingstock, did he? Not when he had to concentrate on convincing people he was a cheerleader, or lose his male body forever.

Besides, Tim did look kinda… hot to his new body.

Slowly, Chuck opened his eyes. He looked up at his former friend. Bit his lower lip. 

“OK,” he whispered. “But only one. And no kissing or anything like that.”

An incredulous look came into Tim’s eyes.

“You mean… like, really?” He punched the air. “Oh man, Chuck was right! Hey…”

A lightbulb seemed to flash above his head.

“…take your clothes off first, yeah? I want you to do this in just your panties. Or else…”

He held the phone up again, menacingly. Chuck swallowed. What choice did he have?

Slowly, he pulled himself to his feet, dimly noting that his new body barely came up to Tim’s chest. Grabbed his top, pulled it off over his head, mussing his hair up in the process.

As Tim watched with a wide grin on his face, Chuck daintily reached behind his slender new back. Hesitated.

And then he unhooked his bra strap. 

The bra tumbled to the floor. Chuck’s big boobs dangled naked and free, the cool air of the locker room caressing them, making his nipples go hard and pointy.

“Oh yeah, that’s it…” Tim whispered, slowly reaching into his pants. “Now. On your knees.”

With a helpless moan, Chuck sank down onto his knees. The tiles were cold against his skin, making gooseflesh rise across his soft new body. 

Slowly, he raised his pretty head and looked up at Tim; big, powerful Tim towering over him. 

He felt both humiliated and weirdly turned-on. Like this was both the worst thing that had ever happened to him… and also the absolute hottest thing ever.

No… it’s the magic, making you feel all turned on… you have to fight it!

But it was no good. As Tim slowly pulled something long and hard and thick out his pants, Chuck felt himself give a feminine little gasp.

Sweet Jesus, that looks so good…

Tim’s dick was enormous. A gigantic club with a thick vein running down one side that pulsed beneath his fingers. It was at least 8 inches long. A monster.

So why couldn’t Chuck take his eyes off it? 

“I’m gonna say suck,” Tim was whispering as he slowly tugged the skin back and forth, back and forth, pumping blood into his cock. “And when I say suck, I want you to suck, right?”

He grinned down at helpless little Chuck.

“Now. Suck.”

With trembling hands, Chuck reached up, clasped hold of Tim’s fat dick. 

This is the only way…

Then, with a feeling like a girl stepping over a cliff edge, Chuck parted his pretty, painted lips. Gently bent forward, until the tip of his tongue was almost touching Tim’s cock.

Then he closed his eyes, leaned forward, and obediently started to suck. 

The sensation was horrible. Hideous. The worst thing Chuck had ever felt times a bazillion. 

He had a man’s penis in his mouth. He was sucking dick, like a total homo. And the guy he was sucking off was Tim!

This can’t be happening… this can’t be happening…

And then Tim reached down with one hand, roughly grabbed Chuck’s head and shoved it forwards and there was no time left to think at all. 

Tim’s long, thick dick slipped further and further into the back of Chuck’s throat, making him gag. Tears stung the corners of his pretty eyes. He desperately wanted to spit it out, to pull back and beg Tim to stop, please stop!

But it was no use. 

He was giving a man a blowjob now, and there was nothing he could do about it.

“Oh, yeah…” He heard Tim grunt above him. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, that’s it.”

To his astonishment, Chuck felt his body react to being called a bitch with something like pleasure. His nipples hardened slightly. He felt a warmth deep inside his crotch.

Whoa… wait. What’s going on?

Then his body automatically leaned back, ran its tongue round the rim of Tim’s swollen bell, and Chuck realized with a sensation of horror what was happening.

He hadn’t gone down on Tim because he had no choice. That was just his way of justifying it.

He’d gone down on Tim because the Chelsea part of his brain was desperate to suck some cock.

No! He shrieked inside himself. No, don’t make me enjoy this. That’s too fucking cruel!

But he was powerless to stop the feelings rising inside his new body, crawling out of the depths of his female brain.

As Chuck greedily flicked his tongue against the tip of Tim’s cock, a blissful smile on his beautiful face, he realized he was suddenly feeling incredibly turned on. 

“Oh God… oh fuck Chelsea! Ah… that’s good!”

The sound of Tim’s obvious pleasure made Chuck’s nipples harden even further. He could feel his new pussy starting to open up. A hole appearing that was puffy, wide and wet instead of long and strong. 

With a helpless squeak of horror, his body eagerly opened up its pouty new lips and plunged Tim’s dick back deep inside his throat. 

He could feel Tim’s cock at the back of his mouth now. Choking him, possessing him. One hand clasped around his bro’s shaft, Chuck furiously worked Tim’s dick, desperate to bring him to climax. Desperate to give him pleasure. 

It was like he was now nothing more than a good-looking receptacle for dicks. A dumb, horny blond who existed only so strong men could come in her. 

And Chuck had never been hornier in his life.

Tim’s balls bounced off his chin. With every jerk of his head, he could see Tim’s pubic thatch slide closer.

It was a magical feeling. Wonderful.

Oh my God… Chuck whimpered to himself, sucking dick is the best feeling in the world!

He knew it was the magic, forcing him to think and act like the ditzy cheerleader in some dumb porno. But he couldn’t care less.

Not when he was feeling this aroused.

As he continued to work his bro with one hand, Chuck slipped another down between his legs. 

He hesitated, unsure if he should do this. Unsure if it was a good idea.

Then the feeling passed. Slowly, like a woman in a dream, Chuck extended one slender, pink-nailed finger. He slowly slipped it inside his panties, enjoying the brush of silk against his skin. 

Then he pushed down hard on his new clit and the world seemed to explode.

Pink stars burst behind Chuck’s eyelids, making him want to cry out. His vision instantly went blurry. A whimper escaped his lips, muffled by Tim’s fat dick. 

Just that one touch had been like jerking off for hours as a guy. His new body was so freakin’ sensitive! 

But Chuck wasn’t done yet. As he continued to suck, he extended his finger again and slipped it deep inside his pussy.

The feeling was surreal. Chuck could feel his finger, buried deep inside himself. Feel it in his womb. 

The walls of his pussy stretched to accommodate it. A bead of moisture dribbled down the inside of his leg. Chuck whimpered to himself…

…and then he began to jerk his wrist.

He moved slowly at first, scared of hurting his new body. But when the first sleepy waves of pleasure began to wash over him, he quickly forgot about caution, and started lancing his finger deep inside him.

Oh God. Oh fuck! Oh, I wish that was a cock!

The feeling was so, so good! Suddenly, Chuck wasn’t sure he ever wanted to go back to being a man again. 

He had a dick in his mouth. A finger in his cunt.  

And he was loving it. 

The two bros finally came at the same time, Chuck giving muffled gasps while Tim threw his head back and grunted.

He grabbed hold of Chuck’s long, blond hair, yanked his head back, and then waves and waves of hot, white, sticky come were splattering down on Chuck’s pretty, upturned face, going in his eyes, shooting up his nose, getting in his hair.

With a blissful smile, Chuck closed his pretty eyes and opened his mouth, letting Tim’s seed squirt into his throat, possessing him, marking him out as his.

Tim’s sperm tasted wonderful. If Chuck had been born a girl, he would’ve swallowed pints of the stuff.

I’m just a whore now… Chuck thought, dimly, a comedump whore who deserves to be filled with sperm…

For some reason, the thought made him smile.

Then it was over. With rough hands, Tim shoved him away. Chuck went sprawling on the floor, his big boobs jiggling, his legs spread wide.

“Fucking sweet,” he heard Tim gasp, “OK, I, uh, I’m gonna get…”

Oh no you don’t…

With a feeling of abandonment, like the last traces of his male mind were washing away, Chuck grinned up at his former bro, his pretty face still covered in Tim’s sperm.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he whispered in his soft voice, “not until you’ve filled all my holes.”

And, with that, he yanked his pink panties aside and began furiously masturbating, playing with his pussy and bucking and moaning and whining like he was possessed.

This feels so good… I must look so fucking HOT right now…

Above him, Tim slowly shook his head. 

“Wow, I mean, Anna told me you were horny, but not like this…” 

A light seemed to come on in his eyes.

“You want all your holes filled, huh? Well, we were gonna take it in turns. But I guess…”

He turned to the corridor.

“Hey!” He shouted. “Corey! Ray! Get in here!”

Moments later, a towering black man and a strong guy in aviators appeared, big grins on their faces as they looked down at Chuck’s hopelessly writhing body.

“Got a whore here who needs two dicks at once.”

On the floor, Chuck raised his pretty, come-stained head and smiled at the two muscular men stood before him. 

“I’m not a whore,” he whispered. “I’m a cheerleader.”

“So?”

“So, you gotta pay hookers.” Chuck giggled. “I’m giving it away for free, like the slut I am.”

Then he pulled himself up onto all fours, turned and wiggled his big, beautiful ass and tight little pussy at the dumbstruck men.

“Right then…” he breathed, looking back eagerly over his shoulder, “which of you studs want to do anal?”

∞ ∞ ∞

Out on the playing fields, the sun dipped low in the sky. Anna sat on the benches, watching her cheerleader buddies practice with a knowing smile on her face.

By now, the magic should’ve sapped the last of Chelsea’s will. If they’d got the spell right, she’d been writhing in some corner somewhere, begging for all the cock she could get. 

And the best part was, she’d enjoy getting fucked. 

With a sigh, Anna glanced down at her phone. At the YouTube video of Chelsea’s skirt getting ripped off and everybody laughing at her. It already had nearly 50,000 views. Impressive.

“Oh Chelsea,” she whispered, happily, “you’re gonna regret what you said about us. Everything you accused us of, we’re gonna make you live out in real life.”

She’d turn her back one day. Of course she would. It’d be wrong not to. 

Then again… she wasn’t exactly in any hurry to cast the reverse spell. 

She’d give it a week. Well, a month. OK then, a year.

Fine. A decade. But after that, she absolutely must turn her back into that asshole Chuck.

Provided, that is, that she could remember to do it. 

In the girls’ locker room, Chelsea writhed between three men, a cock buried deep in her pussy, one in her mouth, and another drilling into her perfect little asshole.

At that moment, trying not to cry with happiness as his bros violated his horny little girl body; his face still covered with the spunk Tim had shot all over him, Chuck closed his eyes and thought about what a lucky little cheerleader he was. 
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 She Turned Him Into a Female Stripper 

“Hey!”

Jack smiled innocently as Katie slapped his hand away then turned and glared into his eye. 

“What?”

“I said,” Katie’s eyes flashed dangerously, “no touching! Want me to call the bouncer?”

Jack’s eyes flicked across the dingy club to the enormous, well-muscled black man stood watching him in the far corner. Then they travelled slowly back to Katie’s enormous bare breasts. He shook his head.

“Good.” Katie glowered at him. “But I’m warning you, Jack… touch my ass again and you’re out!”

“Sure thing, babe,” Jack replied, attempting a humble nod. Inside he was laughing.

Dumb cunt, he thought, cruelly. She’s desperate for my dick, and she knows it.

If he could have gotten away with it, he would have pinched her perfect, round ass again, just to show her who was in charge. 

Instead, he simply sat there as Katie wearily resumed her dance. Rolling her hips, curving her body, letting her hands run across her tits. 

Fuck, she looks amazing, Jack thought. 

He’d been coming to Rosie’s Gentlemen’s Club every night after work for as long as he could remember. Although he enjoyed all the girls, he would go out of his way to get Katie over. 

She was stunning. With her long, straight blonde hair, pneumatic breasts, slender legs and firm butt, she could have been a supermodel. Instead, here she was: dressed only in a tiny thong that barely covered her smooth pussy, grinding away for the few measly bucks Jack would deign to throw at her. 

Just thinking about it made Jack’s dick as hard as iron. Out in the real world, a young bombshell like Katie would never even look twice at him. In this dark, parallel universe with its throbbing bass and sticky floors, though…

…In here, she was his slave. 

“OK, time up.” Katie got to her feet, the dance over. “Either cough up for another, or I’m outta here.”

“I don’t think so.” Jack folded his arms. “You owe me five more minutes.”

“Get bent,” Katie scowled, her 19-year old face looking wonderfully petulant. “That was long enough. Besides, you might grope me again.”

“Au contraire,” Jack said. “I’ve got five minutes left. And you either dance for me now, or no more of these.”

At that, he pulled out a crisp hundred. Dangled it under Katie’s nose. She automatically reached out. Jack yanked it back.

“Ah-ah,” he said. “I only give these to girls I like. Just like I only buy drinks for the girls I like. How many do I usually get you, Katie? A few shots a night? Twenty of these greenbacks across the week?”

His eyes glinted.

“Not to mention your… presents.”

One of Katie’s hands automatically went to the silver necklace dangling round her neck. Jack had bought it for her just six months ago. It had cost $2,000. A lot, but not too much for someone like Jack. 

Besides, he had thought of it as an investment.

And now it was paying back big time. 

“How much is nursing school gonna cost you again?” He asked, quietly. “Fifty grand? Sixty? Sure you can afford to lose two thousand dollars a week right now?”

For a second, he wondered if the angry stripper would hit him. Katie looked furious. Then her expression cleared. She forced up a smile. 

“You’re right,” she mumbled. “Five more minutes. Sorry, I forgot.”

“Don’t sweat it,” Jack smiled. “It happens to the best of us. Now. Dance.”

Obediently, Katie climbed across Jack’s legs and began gyrating, her pussy nearly rubbing against his cock, her boobs inches from his face. 

Jack knew this beautiful girl hated him. Found him creepy, disgusting. But he also knew that the silly bitch would do anything for money. 

Hadn’t he robbed her of her dignity enough times to know this?

Slowly, Jack let a hand drift down. As soon as he was sure the bouncer wasn’t looking, he reached up and let his palm drift across Katie’s smooth ass. A frown crossed her perfect face. She opened her mouth to chew him out, and Jack pinched hard.

“Listen, sister,” he hissed, enjoying the look of pain on her face. “You need to get something through your thick head. You’re just a poor dumb bimbo who has to get her tits out to make a buck. I’m the guy paying your rent with his hard-earned cash, the only guy willing to put up with your unprofessional shit.”

Katie’s expression was black now. However, she bit her tongue. 

“I own you,” Jack whispered. “And if I want to touch your slutty little ass, I’ll goddamn well touch it. Got that, Katie?”

There was a long silence. Jack smiled smugly into Katie’s face. He knew she was weighing up her options. Weighing up how much it would cost her to spit in his face and have the bouncer throw him out. Weighing up if she could afford to shake off her most-generous customer. 

Jack didn’t care. He already knew which way the decision would go.

At long last, Katie lowered her eyes and nodded.

“I got it,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” Jack said. He took the hundred and gently hooked it through Katie’s G-string. Then he got out another two and did likewise. 

“Call it a bonus for being a clever little girl,” he winked. “You’ll get more of that later. I’ve got some buddies from the bank coming in, and they’d love to get a private dance.”

He gave her ass one last pinch.

“If you know what I mean,” he finished, softly. 

Katie nodded. He saw she’d had to physically bite her lip to hold back… either tears or screams, he wasn’t sure which. 

It didn’t matter. She’d learned her lesson. As long as they were in this dark and dingy club, she was no longer a woman.

She was Jack’s property. 

“Right, get outta here,” Jack said, sitting back. “I’m bored of looking at your tits. Send the barmaid over, then come find me in half an hour. The boys should be here by then.”

Obediently, Katie stood up, turned and stalked off into the shadowy recesses of the club. She walked with a sexy grace, rolling her ass, winking at the other high-rollers. But Jack could see her trembling. See her rage. 

He’d made her mad, alright. 

Good, he thought, absently. Stupid bitch deserves it.

It was only later, when he had a pert pair of titties of his own, and dozens of men groping his naked ass while he trembled with humiliated rage, that he began to wish he’d been nicer to Katie. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Twenty minutes later, Jack was stood at a urinal, shaking the last drops out his 2-inch dick. 

It had been a great night so far. After humiliating Katie, he’d called over one of the other girls – a raven-haired chick named Sandy – and got her to share a couple of glasses of expensive vodka with him. Then he’d discreetly slipped her four hundred dollars. 

“For your company,” he’d whispered in her ear. “Thanks so much.”

As she’d left, he’d tried not to snigger.

Sandy would undoubtedly tell Katie about her unexpected tip. 

And Katie would undoubtedly be horrified that she’d had to dance, be groped and submit to Jack for three hundred dollars, while Sandy had gotten more simply for sitting beside him. 

Women, he thought happily to himself as he dried his hands, you gotta treat ‘em like trash. Little whores don’t deserve any better.

He glanced at his watch. The guys would be there any minute. Quickly, he shook the water off his palms, shoved open the door and stepped out into the corridor. 

The restrooms were situated in the same area as the private rooms for special dances. As Jack wandered along, whistling, he heard a faint voice. 

“Just this way, honey… OK, here we are…”

He stopped in his tracks, then went and sauntered round the corner. 

Well, well, he thought, look at this.

A few doors down, Katie was leading an old woman by the arm toward one of the private booths. She was some frail old thing dressed in dowdy grandmas’ clothes, and evidently so weak she couldn’t walk without the stripper’s help. 

Just seeing it made Jack crease up in silent laughter.

Oh boy, he thought, she really will do anything for a quick buck!

They reached a door. Katie gently opened it, her pert boobs swaying from her frame. She was just about to lead the old gal in when Jack impulsively wandered up to her. 

“Hey there, slut.” He said loudly, slapping her ass.

The reaction was instantaneous, Katie spun round, white as a sheet, her red-painted mouth frozen in a little ‘o’. Jack smirked.

“How’s my favorite whore doing?” 

At his words, the old woman’s head jerked up like someone had slapped her. Katie’s beautiful cheeks flushed red.

“I’m not a whore!” Katie hissed. “I’m a dancer.” 

“Yeah, right,” Jack sneered. “Would a ‘dancer’ let me do this?”

And he reached out and grabbed her left nipple and pinched it hard. Katie let out a yelp and jumped back, pain and humiliation flashing across her features. Jack turned to the old woman.

“See?” He said. “Drop her a hundred and this little tart will do anything, even for an old dyke like you. Pro tip.”

Katie was white with horror. She shook her head wildly. At first Jack felt a surge of accomplishment, then something clicked and his good mood ebbed away.

Katie wasn’t looking at him in horror.

She was looking at the old woman. 

Like he was in a dream, Jack turned and looked down at the crone stood before him, a dark expression on her wrinkled face. Up close, he could see she looked ancient. 

“You’re not a very polite young man, are you?” The crone’s voice was strong, almost youthful.

And very, very angry.

“He didn’t mean it!” Jack heard Katie gasp. “Please, not another one! Just let me talk to him.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jack turned to her. “Whaddya mean ‘not another one’?”

But Katie kept her eyes fixed on the old woman. 

“He doesn’t know,” she begged. “And he’s a good customer, he gives me enough to go to school on. Please Grandma!” 

“Wait a sec,” Jack held up one hand. “This crazy old bitch is your grandma?!”

At that moment, the crone began to cackle. She laughed long and loud, not taking her eyes off Jack. The sound of her voice made his blood run cold. 

She sounded so powerful. 

“Oh, I’m more than that, dear,” she finished, leering at Jack with a twinkle in her eye. “I’m a witch. A very old-fashioned witch. One who think women should be treated with respect.”

“This is crazy.” Jack turned to Katie. “I’m outta here. Take your grandma and your big fat tits and find someone else to shake down for cash.” 

He turned to leave.

“You’re not going anywhere,” the crone growled. Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly Jack’s feet just stopped. 

What the-? Jack tried to move, to take another step. But it was no use. It was like his legs had turned to stone. 

“Turn around.”

To his horror, Jack felt his body obediently spin round to face the old woman. 

She’s taken over my mind! He thought in terror. 

“You were a very naughty boy just now,” the crone said, smiling up at Jack’s petrified face. “Do you know what I do to naughty boys?” 

Jack shook his head. What the fuck was happening?!

“I punish them,” the crone declared. “And I’ve got just the spell for you.”

And then she clicked her fingers. 

For a split second nothing happened. Jack gazed from the smiling crone to Katie, her expression both horrified and strangely excited. 

“Oh Jack,” the stripper whispered, a slow smile creeping across her face. “You really fucked up this time!”

Jack was shrinking. Either side of him, the red-painted walls of the corridor were rising up away from him. In no time at all, his 6ft4 frame had shed so many inches that he was down to Katie’s height. And still he kept shrinking. 

“Wh-what have you done to me?” He squeaked.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” the crone smiled. “For now, I’d advise you to just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

There was a popping sound and Jack felt his clothes begin to loosen. Looking down he saw the buttons were pinging off his shirt, one after the other, while his pants unzipped themselves. With a sudden tearing noise they ripped themselves off his skin, leaving him standing naked in the corridor. 

Jack opened his mouth to yell, then something caught his eye and the sound died in his throat.

His naked body was changing. Where once he’d had a broad chest dusted with wiry hair, he now had a narrow, hairless thing devoid of muscle. 

As he watched, his pecs began to sag and lose their definition. Then suddenly they were growing, expanding away from his chest, the nipples turning long and pink. In horror, Jack threw up his hands to stop them and suddenly found himself clutching a gigantic pair of firm, round breasts. He glanced up at Katie in fright. 

“Wow!” The stripper said. “Look at those puppies. Damn, Jack, you’ve gotta be Double-G at least!”

There was an itching in Jack’s scalp. His short, dark hair was growing, flowing from his head and cascading down his back, over his naked shoulders. As it grew its color changed, going from black to near-transparent blond. The ends curled into pretty little ringlets that came to rest just above his big new boobies.  

A pressure built in Jack’s behind and his ass jumped up, filling out and becoming round and peach-like. There was a grinding and his hips thrust outwards as the fat melted away from his sides. With a loud click his spine curved inward, thrusting his smooth new ass back and his fantastic new chest forwards. 

Jack gaped at his sexy new hourglass figure, his mind whirling. 

“Stop!” He shouted. “Katie, what the fuck is she doing to me?!”

“You mean you haven’t figured it out yet, dear?” The crone purred. “Katie, care to enlighten him?”

Katie nodded and smiled right into Jack’s helpless face. 

“What do you think she’s doing?” She said. “She’s turning you into a girl.”

The changes were coming faster now. In quick succession Jack’s shoulders tugged in, losing their masculine broadness. His biceps shed their muscle, leaving him with two slender, delicate arms. His legs stretched upwards, becoming long and smooth and sexy. 

“You’re looking better already!” The crone cried delightedly. “But we’ve still got work to do. First things first, let’s get rid of that ugly face!”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than the flesh on Jack’s face seemed to warp, moving of its own accord. He let out a girly shriek and threw up his hands to stop it and found himself staring in horror at ten elegant fingers topped with long nails painted a lurid red. 

Jack’s face twisted like it was modelling clay being reshaped by an invisible giant. He felt his masculine jawline get shoved back inside his skull, leaving him with soft, round, feminine features. Felt his lips get plumped up. Felt his eyes widen, becoming large and doe-like. Felt his Adam’s apple roll back inside his throat and disappear. 

Something trembled in the edges of his vision, fluttering like the wings of a bird. In shock, Jack realized he was now sporting long and delicate eyelashes. He gave a squeak of fright…

And then he felt it. 

Between his legs, his tiny dick gave one last, feeble twitch. With a cry, Jack thrust his dainty new hands out, trying desperately to hold onto this last trace of his manhood.

But he was too late. Before he could even grasp its tip, his cock shot back inside his body, dragging his balls with it. For a second, there was only smooth skin. Then a terrible sound came like Velcro being ripped, and two plump lips appeared either side of his moist and tender hole. 

Jack was now the proud owner of a trembling pussy. 

A final ripple passed through Jack’s skin, causing his new boobies to bounce around wildly, and then it was over. 

Wordlessly, Jack looked down at his new body. He reached up and cupped the large breasts dangling heavily from his frame. Felt their nipples, pointed and tender. Let one hand drop down and run across his smooth, bare ass, shuddering at the sexy new way his body curved.

He looked up at the crone, still sneering at him. And at Katie, watching him with laughter in her beautiful eyes.

“What…” he began, then stopped, his eyes going wide with fright. 

His voice was wrong. Where it should have been deep and powerful, it was light and airy and musical. A girl’s voice.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” He shrieked. 

Oh my God, he thought in numb horror, I sound like a valley girl!

The crone gestured a large, grimy mirror hanging further down the hall. 

“See for yourself,” she said, sweetly. 

With reluctant steps, Jack walked past Katie, trying desperately to ignore the way his ass wiggled as he moved. Trying to ignore the pale pink breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. 

He stopped before the mirror, took a deep breath. And looked.

It was horrible!

The girl before him was young, very young. 18 if she was a day. Big, blue eyes peeked shyly out from under long blonde hair that fell in little ringlets over her shoulders. Her lips were large and pink (perfect for giving blowjobs, Jack thought unhappily). 

A great big pair of boobies hung from her sexy, curved frame, the nipples long and pink and pointed. A hairless pussy hung between two long, slender legs that ended in a perfect ass. 

That can’t be me, Jack thought, shaking his head. Then he froze.

The girl in the mirror had shook her head in time with him, a disgusted expression on her soft, beautiful face. A feeling of panic rising up in him, Jack reached up one dainty hand and stuck out his tongue. He was horrified to see the bimbo before him do likewise. 

There was no doubt about it. 

This ditzy young blonde, this trashy little whore, was him.

He was a girl. 

“Well?” Called the crone, “what do you think?” 

What do I think?! Jack raged inside himself. I think you should turn be back right now you crazy bitch!

Outwardly, he simply let out a low moan.  

“She looks like a stripper,” he said, miserably, hating how soft and feminine his new voice sounded. Hating how the girl in the mirror moved her lips in time with him. 

“Funny you should say that…” the crone’s voice was alive with laughter. “Let’s see how you look with your new uniform on!”

Uniform…? Jack wondered, and then there was no time left to think.

There was a tinkling sound followed by a weight on his ears. Looking in the mirror, he saw he was now wearing two heavy pink earrings, expensive-looking stones dangling from them. He reached up to touch them and then a long necklace appeared around his neck, the large diamond at its end coming to rest nestled between his enormous breasts.

Jack wordlessly stared at it. It looked so expensive! Without realizing it, he felt a thrill run through his newly-female body at the sight of it. 

A pink liquid was oozing round his waist, seemingly defying gravity. As Jack watched it solidified into a thin piece of satiny fabric, the edges crinkling and becoming trimmed with white lace, and suddenly he was wearing an extremely short mini-skirt. 

Jack grabbed the edges and tried to tug it down, but it would go no further. The stupid thing barely covered his tender new pussy. The slightest movement sent its hemline swishing up so everyone could see his round, sexy bum!

There was a jolt, and suddenly the girl in the mirror lifted upwards off the ground. A pair of bright pink heels were forming around Jack’s tiny new feet, causing him to nearly fall over. 

He looked down at them and wordlessly shook his head, long blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. The stiletto heels were sharp as hell and four inches at least. How the hell would he ever walk in them?

Then he had no more time to think about it. Pink lipstick unfurled itself across his lips, blusher decorated his cheeks and a piercing appeared in his naval with a sharp pain.

Finally a pair of bright pink nipple tassels flew across the room and attached themselves to his breasts so firmly that he let out a squeal of pain. At last, it was over.

“There.” Declared the crone. “Perfect.”

Perfect?! Jack thought in shock.

To him, his new body and uniform were anything but. He gaped at his heavy, pendulous new breasts with their absurd nipple tassels. Cringed at the way the hem of his tiny skirt refused to cover both his ass and pussy at once. 

“Oh, you’ll get used to it,” the crone declared. 

Her eyes narrowed.

“You’ll have to. There’s no time to mess around.”

There was something in her voice that made Jack’s blood run cold. 

“What do you mean?” He whispered in his soft new voice. 

“Here’s the deal.” The crone folded her arms. “You were very rude to Katie earlier, so I decided to transform you and teach you a lesson. But Katie apparently needs your money to get through medical school…”

“Yes!” Jack shouted, “God yes, take it!”

He turned to Katie and pleadingly clutched her delicate hands in his own. With a jolt he realized she was now a good three inches taller than he was. 

“Take it!” He sobbed, desperately, looking up into her beautiful face. “My savings, my stocks, all of it! I don’t care, just so long as you make her turn me back!” 

“No chance.” The old woman snarled. “You need to learn your lesson the hard way.”

Jack shook his head, uncomprehending. 

Was I always this slow? He wondered, or did that crazy bitch give me a bimbo’s brain too?

“You treated Katie here like your property,” the old woman was saying, “so it’s only fair you have to experience that too. That means working here.”

Her lip curled into a cruel smile.

“As a stripper. If you make enough money for Katie to get through medical school, I promise I’ll go against my better judgement and turn you back.”

Medical school? 

Jack’s stomach sank. That would take ages! Even if he worked his pert new ass off, he’d be trapped in this stupid, sexy body with its soft skin, dangling boobies and blowjob lips for a month, at least!

“On one condition.” The crone smiled. “You must make it all by midnight tonight.”

Jack’s jaw dropped open, leaving his pretty, painted mouth in a despairing ‘o’ shape.

“But-but that’s impossible!” He moaned in his feminine whimper. 

Behind him, Katie laughed out loud. 

“Oh my God, this is perfect!” She clapped her hands. Jack shot her a look of utter loathing.

“I need ten thousand more dollars.” Katie smartly reached out and grabbed Jack’s new tits, weighing them in her hands, “with titties like these, you could probably manage it, if you offered a few dozen private dances.”

Jack leapt back, shoving Katie’s hands away. How dare she grab his chest like that? He’d never felt so violated in all his life!

Katie stepped forward and gave him a ringing slap. Pain exploded across Jack’s face. He gaped helplessly up at the woman he’d considered his property only fifteen short minutes ago. 

“Cool it, bitch!” Katie snapped. “If you want to get back to being that asshole, you’ll need my help. Which means…”

She shot out a hand and grabbed hold of Jack’s pussy. He squealed and tried to twist away, but didn’t dare step back in case she slapped him again.

“…I need to know what your slutty new body is good for.” 

Katie’s thumb dug into Jack’s brand new clit, making it throb tenderly. With her spare hand she reached around and pinched Jack’s smooth ass, sending little rockets of pain through him. She dropped him a wink. 

“How d’you like that, bitch?” She whispered, her lips inches from Jack’s ear. “How does the big, strong man like being the silly little tart?” 

Jack closed his eyes, his mind a whirl of pain and fear and humiliation. Katie’s thumb was making his clit shoot out urgent messages to his brain, while the way she pinched his ass made him feel cheap and trashy. 

“I love it.” He whimpered, miserably. 

“Good.” Katie stepped back. “I’ll help you, give you some pointers. God knows you deserve this, but God knows I need that money even more.”

A feeling of gratitude humiliating in its intensity washed over Jack. He gave a pathetically grateful smile.

“Thanks, Katie.” 

“Oh don’t thank me just yet,” Katie grinned a savage grin. “I’ll help you, but I’m going to have some fun, too. First off, you need a new name. How about…?”

She giggled.

“I’ve got it. How about Candy?”

“Candy?!” Yelped Jack. “No way!”

“If you want my help, you don’t have a choice,” said Katie. “Second, I choose your clients. I tell you to go shake your slutty little ass in some big black guy’s face, you go shake that ass immediately. Got that, Candy?”

Jack silently nodded his pretty little head, glowering at his new boss.

What a bitch! He thought, angrily. 

“Perfect. Third, there’s something you have to do for me.” Katie gave him a cruel smile. “Kiss my feet.”

“No fucking way!” Jack shouted in his high-pitched voice. “That’s sick, you’re a sick woman Katie! I won’t play your games!”

“In that case, Candy, I hope you enjoy that new body of yours. Because without my help you’ll be stuck that way forever.”

Helplessly, Jack looked from Katie to his reflection – to dumb bimbo Candy staring back at him from the depths of the mirror. The old woman watched him with a smile. 

Finally, he gave a jerky nod. 

“Good girl,” Katie said. “Now get on with it.”

Slowly, with a hot feeling of humiliation, Jack lowered his new body down onto all fours. He could feel his enormous breasts dangling, pulling on his frame. Could feel his stupid skirt riding up, exposing his pert ass and shaved pussy to the world. 

The floor was sticky beneath his dainty new hands. Katie’s feet, clad in black leather boots were inches from his face. 

I can’t… Jack thought, struggling to fight. I won’t…

No sooner had the thought crossed his mind than he leant forwards. His plump, pink lips pressed firmly against the toe of Katie’s boot. Eyes screwed up in disgust, he gave it a long, lingering kiss.

“And the other one.”

Moaning with horror, Jack obediently planted a kiss on Katie’s other foot. The taste of leather was strange on his tongue. Then he slowly sank onto his haunches, looking up at his evil new mistress.

“Good. Now say ‘I’m a dumb little bitch’.”

“I’m a dumb little bitch,” Jack repeated through gritted teeth. 

“Excellent. And are you sorry you were rude to me earlier?”

Jack lowered his eyes. He nodded dumbly, long streaks of blond hair falling across his vision.

“In that case, let’s get you started.” 

With astonishing strength, Katie reached down and yanked him to his feet. 

She could probably kick my ass in this body, Jack thought with a fresh wave of fear. But Katie didn’t lay a finger on him. Instead, she gave her witch-grandma a goodbye kiss and a whispered ‘thank you’, then took Jack’s hand in her own and marched him back toward the main part of the club. 

At his demure new height, Jack struggled to keep up with her. His ridiculous heels slipped, nearly spilling him over. He felt like a bad girl being taken to the naughty room by her disapproving mother.

Because that’s what I am now, he thought with a feeling of nausea, a girl. A naughty little girl who gets her big fat titties out for a couple of bucks. 

“Here we are,” Katie declared, sweeping the curtain aside, “here’s where you make your fortune!” 

The club was fuller now. Guys in suits sat in little groups, whooping at the women. Others lounged in private booths, getting lap dances from young, gyrating girls. Jack shrank behind Katie, feeling mortified by his naked flesh.

“There’s no time for that,” Katie said firmly, grabbing his hand and dragging him out into the room. “Trust me, you’ve no time to be a shy, Candy. You want to get that ten thousand? Then here are your first customers!”

With rough hands she shoved Jack toward a table. His heels gave out and with a little girly squeal he crashed against it, going sprawling, his big boobies knocking drinks over. 

He heard a group of men laughing and looked up, desperately trying to rearrange his pretty face into a welcoming, servile smile. Instead, it froze into an expression of horror. 

“What’s your name, tits?” 

“God, look at the legs on her.”

“Hey, big tits, how about a dance?”

No! Jack thought, a white hot rage building up inside him. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t!

Then he felt a strong, calloused hand slap his ass and stuff a note into his skirt. Hopelessly, he turned and gazed into the face of his handsome young assistant Brett. 

“Hey, what’s your name?” He said casually, “Wanna give me a private dance?” 

A trickle of ice ran down Jack’s spine. He gazed wordlessly at his colleagues. At the guys from work he’d invited to meet him here. At the guys who he’d spent countless hours with in bars like this, leering at semi-naked women. 

At the guys he was now going to have to wiggle his sexy new body for if he ever wanted to become a man again. 

“Here you are, honey,” he heard Katie whisper in his ear. “Your first clients. Now dance.” 

With a feeling of utter humiliation, Jack pulled his gorgeous new body upright. Then, with the eyes of everyone he knew from work locked on his chest and ass, he miserably began to dance.

∞ ∞ ∞

The next hour was the worst of Jack’s life. 

His work buddies were like animals. Every time Jack bent forward, his tiny skirt riding up to expose his bare ass and shaved pussy, he’d hear loud jeering and feel thick fingers urgently pinching at his flesh. 

Every time he gave one of his colleagues a lap dance, they’d leer at his gorgeous breasts, practically salivating onto his titties like they were starving men suddenly confronted with two big hocks of ham. 

Worst of all were the comments. Although his buddies were experts at throwing their cash around, they treated him like utter shit. When they wanted his attention, they’d shout something like ‘big tits’ or give a whistle. When they wanted a drink, they’d simply stuff a fifty into Jack’s skirt and order him to go get them a vodka. When he finally came back, they’d take the drink with a muttered ‘thanks, slut’.

It was like he was suddenly no longer human. Trapped in his delicate woman’s body, Jack wasn’t someone his buddies would talk to, or even just a girl they’d leer at in the street.

He was simply their property. A dumb bimbo too stupid to do anything else with her life but thrust her tits in men’s faces for money. He was worthless, except as a piece of eye candy.

And his buddies took special care to make sure he knew that. 

About ninety minutes after his transformation, Jack found himself stood at the bar, waiting for Sandy to give him an expensive vodka to take back to the guys. 

His body was killing him. He’d had no idea being a stripper was such hard work! His feet ached from walking in these stupid high-heels. His legs and torso ached from all the dancing he’d been forced to do. His face ached from being forced to smile all the time. 

Katie had told him the one golden rule, seconds after he started: don’t smile and don’t get paid. It was simple as that. 

And Jack needed that money.

“Tough crowd?” 

Jack turned as Sandy set the tray down for him, a sympathetic look on her beautiful face. With her pert breasts, short dark hair and delicate face, Sandy used to drive Jack wild.  

Now, though, he found he wasn’t remotely attracted to her at all. On the other hand, he couldn’t stop casting secretive glances at the strong black bouncer stood near the door. 

The old crone’s magic had done more than simply turned Jack into a beautiful woman.

It had turned him into a beautiful straight woman. 

“Tell me about it,” Jack replied, trying to ignore how high-pitched his voice sounded. “Those guys are complete assholes.” 

Sandy nodded, wrinkling her nose.

“God yeah. There’s this one guy who sometimes comes in with them, Jack or John or something. Anyway, he’s a total creep. Always groping, acting like he can just grab your tits and get away with it. Worse part is, some of the girls do let him get away with it.” 

She shook her head at the distant table full of Jack’s drunken workmates. 

“You’re lucky he’s not here tonight. A blond looking like you do?” She glanced at Jack’s new breasts with a wry smile. “He wouldn’t leave you alone.”

For a second, Jack didn’t know what to say. He was half-tempted to grab Sandy’s hair and give her a ringing slap.

That fucking cunt! He thought angrily, I give her four hundred dollars and she has the cheek to talk about me like that?

But he was pretty sure Sandy was stronger than he was in his new body, and lashing out would just get him an ass-kicking. Besides, he couldn’t risk getting thrown out and failing to make his money.

Not unless he wanted to be stuck shaking his beautiful titties for leering men for the rest of his life.

“Thanks,” he said in his high-pitched voice, picking up the tray, “I’ll watch out for him.”

“Don’t mention it,” Sandy shrugged. “Candy, was it?”

“That’s me,” Jack flashed her a brilliant smile, desperately wishing that it wasn’t. 

“Nice to meet you, Candy. How much you made so far?”

Not enough, Jack thought grimly. Outwardly, he simply winked.

“That would be telling.” 

Sandy snorted with laughter. 

“OK, whatever. You have fun, Candy.” 

Jack gave her another smile then wiggled his way back through the crowd, his mind in turmoil.

Why did she emphasize my name like that? He wondered as he squeezed through groups of men who openly stared at his tits. Christ! Does she know it’s me in here? Katie was talking to her earlier…

Would Katie really do that? Would she tell all the other girls what had happened to their most-hated customer? 

Did the whole world now know that Jack was stuck as some silly, sexy stripper? 

“Big tits. Hey. I’m talking to you.”

Lost in his reverie, Jack hadn’t noticed the man beside him saying his female name. He summoned up a brilliant smile and turned, letting his eyelashes flutter.

God, what now?

“Sorry, sir,” he said in his soft voice, deliberately letting a seductive note creep in, “how silly of me. I definitely should have noticed a handsome young stud like you.”

He let himself roll his new hips, showing off his curves. Then just for good measure, he bit his lower lip and giggled. 

I’m turning into such a little cocktease. 

Beside him, Brett smiled, hands casually slung into his pockets. Jack had always known his blond young assistant was handsome, but it was only now in his new, female body that he began to appreciate exactly how handsome.

The sight of his tall frame, broad shoulders and strong arms was like a magnet for Candy’s eyes. Jack felt himself appreciatively taking in his square jaw, piercing blue eyes and stylish stubble. Felt his eyes briefly linger on the bulge in his pants.

I wonder how big his dick is?

Angrily, he gave himself a mental shake. 

Snap out of it! He commanded.  He’s your assistant, remember? And you’re a man, a straight man! It’s the magic forcing you to have these thoughts!

Nonetheless, he couldn’t stop himself from picturing Brett naked, his muscular body slick with sweat as he pounded his enormous cock into Jack’s delicate little pussy. 

Brett smiled, like he’d just read Jack’s mind and liked what he saw.

“I’ve been watching you work,” he said. “You’re hot, y’know.”

To his mortified surprise, Jack felt his cheeks flush red. He gave a girly giggle. 

Oh my god, I wish I had his dick in my mouth…  

“I was thinking.” Brett stepped closer to Jack, towering over him. It was a weird feeling for Jack, who usually looked down on everyone else.

“How would you like to make some real money?”

Jack’s ears pricked up. Could this be it? His salvation?

“What did you have in mind?” He asked, a big, beautiful smile still etched on his soft face.

Brett merely winked at him, making Jack’s legs go weak. He leaned in close.

“Let’s go somewhere private,” he whispered.

∞ ∞ ∞

The private booth was red and dingy. As Jack tottered in on his high heels, he could still hear the bass thumping through the thin, painted walls. 

“Here we are.” He turned and flashed Brett a sultry smile. “What would you like to do? I could dance, or maybe…”

Jack trailed off, his blood running cold. Over by the closed door, Brett had reached into his pants and pulled out his long, hard, thick cock. Now he gently stroked the end, eyes fixed on Jack’s big, round tits. 

“I think you know what I want.” Brett whispered.

Jack nervously shook his pretty little head, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision.

“Sorry, I don’t…”

“Of course you do.” Brett smiled. “A little slut like you must get it all the time.”

Jack couldn’t respond. There was something about the sight of Brett’s dick, all nine inches of it, that was strangely mesmerizing. He tried to tear his eyes away and found he couldn’t.

God, what an incredible dick, he thought, hungrily. I’d give anything to feel that inside my mouth…

Horrified at the thoughts flooding his brain, Jack forcefully shook his head again. 

“I only do dances,” he said. “If you want, I can get one of the other girls?”

“You’re not going anywhere.” Brett took a step forward, dick still clasped in his hand. Jack shrank back, raising one protective arm across his breasts. His heart thumped in his chest.

I’ve got to get out of here… He thought. 

But not all of him agreed. Even as he was thinking about escaping, the other, female part of his brain was thinking: Ohmygod I want to suck his cock.

A trickle of moisture ran down the inside of his leg. To his embarrassment, Jack realized his new pussy was dripping wet.

“We’re going to fuck,” Brett was saying, his eyes alive with power, power over Jack. “I’m going to stick my big dick in your slutty little cunt and cum all over your stupid fat tits. And afterwards…”

He sneered.

“You’re going to thank me.” 

Jack wanted to run. Every part of his male brain was screaming at him to just run and get away from his assistant, then fire Brett the minute he got his old body back.

The only trouble was, he wasn’t sure if he would get his body back if he ran.

“You’ll need to pay.” He said at last, amazed that he was now doing deals for men to fuck his gorgeous tight pussy. 

“Five hundred,” said Brett.

“No way!” Jack yelped. “Two thousand!” 

“Seven fifty, or I walk,” came the reply.

Jack wanted to scream with frustration. It was true, Brett held all the cards. But if he wanted to make his target and get his old body back, there was no way he could settle for less than a thousand. 

“One thousand,” he whispered after a moment’s hard thought.

Brett shook his head and turned to go, zipping his cock back into his pants.

“…and you get to rape me.” 

For a second, Brett didn’t move. Jack’s heart was beating wildly. He needed Brett to take his offer. Needed it!

At the same time, he almost hoped he wouldn’t. 

Even if the witch turned him back into a man, he’d never be able to lose the memories of his handsome young assistant raping him like the little slut he was. 

Finally, Brett turned back round. A slow smile crept over his face.

“Deal.” He said. 

“Great.” Jack smiled, shyly. “This is actually my first time, so maybe we could-?”

That was as far as he got. 

With sickening speed, Brett strode across the room and gave him a backhand slap. Jack’s entire world flashed red, then he was falling, falling into a heap on the floor.

He landed badly, bruising his arm. His skirt flipped up, exposing his pussy to the world. He tried to sit up.

But it was too late. In a flash, Brett was on him, his strong male body pinning Jack to the floor. One large hand grabbed both of Jack’s dainty hands and thrust them up above his head, pinning him. 

“That’s it, slut. Struggle!” Brett hissed, his breath hot and wet against Jack’s soft, female cheeks. “Struggle like the little whore you are!” 

Oh my God no, please God please! Jack thought in horror, but it was no use. 

Even as he squirmed, he felt Brett tear his nipple tassels off. Felt him pinch his tits hard, making him cry out. Felt him rudely grab his smooth legs and yank them apart, exposing his pussy to the world. 

“Look at you, you fucking whore,” Brett grunted, jabbing his thumb into Jack’s helpless cunt. “You’re already wet. Maybe it’s time you got some fat dick in you, huh?” 

Then he grabbed hold of his cock as Jack moaned and squealed and shoved it deep into pussy. 

It was the weirdest thing Jack had ever experienced. Brett’s big dick pushed its way into his pussy, into his womb. He felt the skin of his lips stretching like rubber. Felt the swollen ridges and bumps of Brett’s cock as it slid deeper inside him. 

He opened his mouth to scream, to let out a shriek of pain. To beg Brett to stop, tell him he’d changed his mind, tell him he couldn’t do it. 

But then Brett started roughly thrusting and Jack’s unborn scream was transformed in his throat into a moan of pleasure. 

Having a dick in his pussy felt fantastic! Each twitch of Brett’s hips was enough to make him gasp out loud. It was like every thrust unleashed a wave of pleasure that rolled over his body, making it feel like it was thrumming with pink electricity. 

Holy fuck, Jack thought, why did no-one ever tell me how good being a girl was?

He tried to block out the feeling of pleasure, to concentrate on the humiliating aspect of being raped by his own subordinate. He didn’t want to enjoy this! Didn’t want it to become a fond memory! He wanted to hate it!

Well too bad, the new, female side of his brain retorted because this is fucking fantastic!

Brett was thrusting faster now, his balls slapping against Jack’s pussy as he drove ever deeper into him. Each thwack made Jack moan out loud, his high-pitched female voice echoing around the room. 

Can’t anyone hear us? He wondered, vaguely. But he knew the truth was they probably didn’t care.

After all, it wasn’t like he’d never paid for a girl to come back here with him. 

There was a sudden flash of pain that made him yowl. Brett had squeezed Jack’s bare ass with one hand, then drove his thumb deep into his asshole. 

It should have been horrible. It should have felt like an alien invader, even to Jack’s newly-slutty female body. Yet the pleasure in his pussy was so great that it hardly mattered. If anything, the pain sharpened the pleasure, making it even better. 

“Fuck yeah,” Brett grunted in his ear. “Oh fuck yeah, bitch, tell me you love that dick!”

“I love your dick!” Jack heard himself gasp, powerless to stop the words from coming. “Oh God I love your big fat dick!”

The pleasure was threatening to consume him. His blond hair lay across his face in streaks. Sweat glistened on his soft, female skin. He looked down at Brett’s big, strong body squashing his little, girly one and felt a thrill run through him. 

This is the best sex of my life! Jack realized with shock. 

That’s when he felt it. Something large and unstoppable. A giant wave, rearing up from the wet warmth of his pussy. A wave that would obliterate everything in its path. 

Oh fuck, I’m about to come! Jack realized. He just had time to wonder what it would be like to have an orgasm as a girl, then Brett bit down hard on one of his nipples and the shock of the pain tipped him right over the edge.

Jack came with a loud, girly scream that seemed to tear its way out of his throat. His whole body felt like a bolt of electric was flowing through it, radiating out to every single inch of his skin. He threw his head back, closed his eyes and sobbed with happiness. 

Seconds later, he felt Brett suddenly go stiff. He yanked his dick out of Jack’s dripping pussy, grabbed Jack’s long hair and pulled him into a sitting position. 

Jack had just enough time to wonder what was happening, and then waves of white hot, delicious come were splattering over his lips, over his face, across his enormous tits. He opened his mouth happily and caught great blobs of its on his tongue, on his lips. Without thinking, he swallowed. The taste was musty, tangy.

Jesus, come tastes delicious! 

Absent-mindedly, he let a hand drop down and smear it over his big tits. His body was now covered in sticky come and it felt wonderful. 

Brett had rolled over and collapsed on the floor, panting hard, his dick sticking up high in the air. Automatically, Jack felt his body crawl forwards and plant a kiss on Brett’s cock with his plump and painted lips. 

So that’s what my new pussy tastes like, he thought deliriously. 

Lying on the floor, Brett turned and grinned at him, a grin that made Jack’s female heart melt. 

“Not bad,” his former assistant whispered. “How about I go and get the guys. Whaddya say? Thousand each?”

Fuck that, thought Jack, after that, I’d give it away for free!

Wisely, he kept his mouth shut. He nodded his pretty, come-splattered head.

“Great,” Brett got to his feet. “We’ll do it group style, yeah? Don’t go anywhere.”

Then he was out the door, leaving Jack all alone in his come-stained new girly body.

Lying on his back, Jack was aware that he’d just had the most-humiliating experience of his life. He’d been raped. Now he was lying here, covered head-to-toe in another man’s come, his pussy throbbing and his boobies sore. And more men were on their way.

More men who would rape him and make him eat their spunk, like the beautiful little cumslut he was. 

Slowly, without Jack even realizing it was happening, a smile rose up on his face. A great, delirious, happy smile. 

“Oh my God!” He said out loud, enjoying the sound of his new female voice. “I’m such a cumslut!” 

Then he happily closed his eyes and waited.

He couldn’t wait to be raped again. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Outside in the corridor, Katie listened at the door with an evil smile on her beautiful features. She turned to Sandy, stood beside her. 

“What a little slut he’s become,” she whispered in delight. Sandy nodded.

“Do you think he’ll make the ten thousand?” She asked.

Katie nodded, one dainty hand held to her lips to stifle giggles. 

“He’ll get there alright,” she said once her laughter was under control. “And I can’t wait to see his face when he discovers the spell is permanent!”

A smile broke across Sandy’s features. Her eyes grew wide.

“So it was all a trick?” She whispered excitedly, “Grandma never was going to turn him back!”

“Of course not,” Katie said. “Grandma doesn’t even know how, the magic’s impossible to undo.”

“Besides,” she added, regarding Sandy with playful eyes, “it’s not like she ever offered to turn you back.”

Sandy nodded, smiling ruefully at the memory. 

Only six years before, she’d been Simon, a straight alpha male who loved to treat women like shit. 

Then she’d had a run in with ‘Grandma,’ and been turned into the raven-haired beauty stood before Katie. Now she spent all her time stripping, sucking off men and loving every minute of it. 

The punters didn’t know it, but every single girl in the club had an identical story. 

And now their new girl would too. 

“Candy…” Sandy rolled the name round on her tongue. “She sounds quite trashy. Maybe we should get her doing this rape stuff permanently.”

“That’s up to Grandma,” Katie said. “She’ll know what punishment is best. She always does. After all, that’s why I’ve been stuck as a teenage stripper for twenty years.” 

Sandy nodded sympathetically. Katie had been there longer than nearly anyone else. It was only now that Grandma was finally letting her finish the nursing degree she’d started as a man. The one she’d had to put on hold after Grandma found out about her history of groping women in the street and transformed her. 

Sandy smiled. 

“Well, I can’t wait to tell Candy how we tricked her,” she said. “That little slut is gonna fit right in here.”

In the next room, Candy lay on her back, listening to the girls’ whispered conversation as if from very far away. Idly, she swiped some come off one of her big boobs and started massaging it into her cunt, moaning softly as she did so. 

She couldn’t wait to spend the rest of her life as a dirty little cumslut. 

The End.
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 She Turned Him Into a Sexy Nurse 

“Oh yeah. That’s it bitch, keep licking.”

Craig gave a little, helpless moan. It came out soft, high-pitched. Horrible. He wanted to cry. Wanted to cry and scream and not stop screaming until he woke up from this nightmare. 

Instead, he obediently parted his red, bud-like lips and slipped his tongue into his mistress’s tight, wet hole. As his pretty little head bobbed up and down, strands of long blond hair fell down across his vision, reminding him. Reminding him of what he had become. 

 “So, Kirsty,” Lauren’s voice was alive with amusement. “How do you like our new arrangement? Is it to your… satisfaction?” 

How do I like it? Craig thundered inside his mind, I don’t like it at all, you evil witch! Look what you’ve done to me! How could I possibly like this?

But he was powerless to say such a thing out loud. His new body wouldn’t let him. 

Besides, his tongue was too far down Lauren’s cunt to produce any words.  

“Oh dear,” his new mistress giggled high above him. “I forgot those pretty lips of yours were busy. How silly of me.”

A long-nailed hand drifted through Craig’s flowing hair, gently caressing the back of his head. 

At his mistress’s touch, Craig felt a shiver pass through his body. The invisible hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. His heart thudded in his heaving chest. 

Deep within his panties, his brand new pussy trembled with obedient desire. 

“Well, we wouldn’t want you to suffer in silence, would we, Kirsty? You may stop licking my hole for precisely the length of time it takes you to answer my question.”

It was like Craig’s mind was suddenly his own again. Gratefully, he raised his head, his tongue slipping out of Lauren’s pussy. The taste of her juices was on his lips, in his mouth, on his chin. With a simpering smile, he looked up at his goddess.

 “Well?” Asked Lauren with mock-impatience. “I’m waiting.” 

This is so wrong… 

Only the day before, Lauren had been his enemy. With her dark hair, pornstar breasts, cruel red lips and china-white skin, Craig had found her both attractive and utterly repugnant. After all, the bitch was always trying to upstage him, trying to fight her way to the top, where he belonged. 

Now, though, he had only one thought in his silly, bimbo mind.

To obey Lauren and serve her for the rest of his slutty life. 

“I love our new arrangement, mistress,” he heard himself whisper in his soft and girly voice. It was like he had no control over the words.

“I love following your orders,” Craig confessed, powerless to stop his body from telling the awful, sissy truth. “I love dressing as you command me, I love licking your clit. And most of all…”

He hesitated. 

“I love being your slutty little nurse.”

A slow smile crept over Lauren’s beautiful face. She looked down on her pathetic new employee with a distant cruelty that terrified Craig’s male mind, but made his female body shiver with delight. 

His female body…

Less than an hour ago, he’d been Craig Johnson. An alpha male surgeon with big muscles, a square jaw, a big dick and bigger ambitions. 

Now, on the other hand…

“Good.” His mistress’s dark eyes flashed with amused power. “Because I don’t ever intend to turn you back, understand? From now on, you will be silly bimbo nurse Kirsty until the day you die. You’ll work for me, relaxing patients with those big titties of yours. You’ll dress in that sissy nurse outfit every day like the whore you are. And finally…”

Lauren’s voice dropped to a silky whisper. 

“You’ll lick my cunt and thank me for it. Got that, nurse?” 

“Yes, doctor,” Craig whispered, miserably. 

“Excellent. Now. Back to work.” 

No sooner were the words out her lips than Craig’s female body took control again. With a pained whimper, he lowered his soft, round face into Lauren’s crotch, parted his plump lips, and buried his face deep in her marshy dampness. 

Immediately, he felt his big new boobies swelling up with desire, their long nipples becoming hard and pointed. Felt a little bead of moisture drip from his tight little pussy into his lacy pink panties. 

Felt the shameful thrill of being Lauren’s obedient sex slave nurse, who would never be able to say no to her again. 

“That’s good…” Lauren was whispering. “Oh Christ, you’re so good at eating pussy, Kirsty.”

With a feeling of utter misery, Craig let out an obedient whimper. Then he started licking Lauren’s line for all he was worth, tonguing her hole.  

He was Lauren’s bitch nurse now, and there was nothing he could do about it. 

And the worst part was that, deep down, Craig knew he deserved everything that was happening to him. 

∞ ∞ ∞

The nightmare had started the moment he arrived at work. 

Craig had been promoted to head surgeon only the day before, and had gone out wild on the town with Mike and Jim to celebrate. His victory had been particularly sweet as everyone had been expecting Lauren to get the job. She was ambitious, skilled, and – frankly – a better surgeon.

But Craig had one asset the ambitious bitch didn’t: a penis. In the boys’ club of surgery, he was still the big, strong man. And when it came to promotions, that gave him the edge.

Good job, too, he’d thought vaguely as he pulled up outside the hospital, nursing a hangover the size of the sun, we’ve got too many assertive women round here already.

He was still thinking these thoughts as he climbed out his Mercedes and saw the sign. 

Where it should have read:

ST CUTHBERT’S HOSPITAL

It now read:

MISTRESS LAUREN’S ALL-GIRL HOSPITAL

What the fuck? Craig had wondered, irritably. Has she gone mad? Vandalizing the sign because she didn’t get her stupid promotion!

But staring at those giant letters, he’d felt a sense of unease. This didn’t look like a strange piece of vandalism, or even a medical-student prank. 

They looked like the start of a nightmare.

Inside, things only got worse. 

The new name was everywhere. Printed on signs in corridors. Hanging over the reception. And Mike and Jim were nowhere to be seen. In fact, there were no men on staff anywhere. While the patients were the usual mix of both genders, all the doctors, all the surgeons on shift that day were female. 

Except him. 

There’s something creepy going on here, Craig’s mind had whispered, as he trotted through the corridor in a daze, look at it.

What do you mean? Craig had asked his subconscious. 

No male bathrooms. 

With a start, Craig had realized he was right.

All the staff restrooms were now marked only with a female symbol. 

At last, Craig had made his way to his new consulting office, where he’d stopped dead.

Where his name should have been on the door, a demure little plaque now read: MISTRESS LAUREN, HEAD SURGEON & OWNER

What’s gotten into that bitch? Craig had wondered in anger. But he had no time to think things over now. Some weird shit was going down and he had to get to the bottom of it. Especially if Lauren was out for this new job.

His large fists clenched, his chiseled features set into a scowl, Craig had shoved open the door and stepped inside. 

“Ah, Kirsty. There you are.”

Lauren was sat on the edge of a large, oak desk, her curvy body clad in a figure-hugging black dress, a mischievous smile on her lips. Her dark hair seemed to almost glow with a ghostly energy, her skin was bright and youthful. 

It was like she’d been magically rejuvenated in the night, her tight, beautiful body standing out against the book-lined wooden shelves and dark carpet of the luxury office. 

“We need to talk,” Craig growled, pulling the door shut behind him. “And who the hell is Kirsty?”

Lauren gently raised one pencil-thin black eyebrow, her dark eyes dancing with amusement. 

“We do indeed,” she purred. “I’m afraid, Kirsty, that your role has somewhat changed here. You’ll no longer be head surgeon. In fact, you won’t be head of anything at all.”

Her smile tugged wider.

“Although you will be giving plenty of head, you can be sure of that.”

“Listen.” Craig’s deep voice was menacing. “I don’t know what sort of prank you’re pulling here, Lauren-”

He didn’t get any further. Lauren threw back her head and laughed, a long, loud, powerful laugh that seemed to make the very fabric of the universe shake. 

“What’s so funny?” Craig asked, crossly. 

“Why, you are, Kirsty,” Lauren giggled, struggling to stifle her laughter. “I mean, just look at you. You really think you’re still in charge.”

“Don’t call me that,” Craig said. 

He was starting to feel uneasy now. Lauren’s drive and determination had always made her a bit scary – it was a standard joke among the male surgeons that she would eat any lover alive after intercourse. But he’d never seen her like this before.

Never seen her so… dominating.

“I’ll call you whatever I damn-well want to call you,” Lauren said. “I’m in charge now, and I won’t have a bitch like you getting too big for her pretty little booties.”

She’s genuinely gone crazy, Craig marveled, she’s completely lost it. 

Yet he couldn’t help feeling a little trickle of ice make its way down his spine. Like his body instinctively knew something terrible his mind hadn’t quite caught on to yet. 

“OK, enough.” He said. “I get that you’re upset about the promotion. I really do. But this?”

He spread his arms, gesturing the office.

“If you think you can just walk into my new office-”

“My new office,” Lauren interrupted. “The new owner insisted I replace you immediately. She felt you weren’t… how did she put it? Ah, yes. Capable of something as complex as surgery.”

“New owner?” Craig was struggling to keep up with this mad woman’s logic. He knew he should get out of here, go upstairs and tell the board exactly what was going on, but it was like he couldn’t leave the room.

Like some mysterious force was holding him here. 

“That’s right.” Lauren struck a pose, a delighted smile on her handsome face. “I think I’ll make a great fit, don’t you, Kirsty?”

“Stop calling me that!” The blood was pounding in Craig’s ears. “You’re acting like a psycho, Lauren. A real, fucked-up psycho!” 

The smile faded from Lauren’s face. She gave him a pitying look.

“Oh dear…” she murmured. “Oh dear oh dear. You really don’t know what’s going on, do you, you poor girl? You don’t realize just how much everything has changed.” 

An evil flicker passed across her pale face. The ghost of a cruel smile. 

“You don’t realize that today is the last day you’ll ever spend in that stupid male body.”

We should get out of here, Craig’s mind whispered nervously, something’s very wrong.

But his body simply refused to move.

Lauren was leaning back on the desk now, gently resting her palms on its surface, her dark dress riding up, exposing her long legs. 

“After you got the promotion,” she whispered, “I was so angry. You know I’m the better surgeon, that job should have been mine.”

“Don’t try to deny it,” she snapped, as Craig opened his mouth to protest. “I can’t be doing with your pathetic whining. Christ, to think you call yourself a man. Well, we’ll soon fix that. Now, where was I?”

Her forehead creased for a second. 

“Ah yes. Your ill-gotten promotion.” She smiled, a shark-like smile that made Craig’s blood run cold. “As I said, I was angry. Angrier than I’d ever been at anything in my life. So angry, that I drove out into the countryside, found a crossroads and made a rather desperate vow.”

Her cold eyes locked onto Craig’s. 

“I vowed that I would give my body and soul to the sisterhood, in return for a chance to get back at you, and undo management’s stupid mistake. And you know what?”

Craig nervously shook his head.

“They listened. They used their magic to make me into a goddess. Then they gave me power. Ultimate power over this hospital. Power to fire all the men and replace them with girls. Power, Kirsty, over you.”

A sense of unease was building in Craig. A sense that something dreadful was about to happen. 

Lauren’s grin widened. 

“The power to make you do anything at all.”

As in a daze, Craig shook his head.

This can’t be real. It’s all a joke…

“That’s it, Lauren,” he said, trying to make his voice sound deep and gruff. It came out dry and frightened.

“I’m going upstairs,” he said. “I’m going to talk to management. To the board. When I’m finished, the only place you’ll be working is strip joints!”

He turned to leave.

“Oh, you’re not going anywhere,” Lauren purred.

Her voice hardened.

“I order you to stop.”

Immediately, Craig’s body stopped moving, its hand reaching for the door. He tried to keep, walking, to grasp the handle and power his way out into the corridor, but it was like he’d been turned to stone. 

“Now turn around.”

The world lurched sickeningly. Craig obediently span round to face his new mistress, a look of horror on his handsome face. 

Across the room, Lauren was watching him with ill-concealed delight. A cruel, powerful smile split her pale features. 

“I’ve been waiting for this moment all morning,” she said. “Imagining the look on your face. The slow realization as your stupid male brain figured out what was happening.”

“Lauren,” Craig said, urgently. “Whatever you’re doing to me… you need to stop! You need to-!”

“Hush,” Lauren whispered. Instantly, the words vanished in Craig’s throat. 

Has she hypnotized me? He wondered in fear.

“You’ve been a very bad girl this morning, Kirsty,” Lauren was saying. “Coming in here in that disgusting man’s body. Acting like you’re the head surgeon. Well, I know what you really are under that macho exterior.”

Her black eyes twinkled.

“You’re just a sissy little nurse, aren’t you? A silly, sexy bimbo nurse who can’t wait to serve her master.” 

What the hell is she walking about? Craig wondered, frantically. I’m not a nurse!

“I know what you’re thinking, Kirsty.” Lauren whispered. “You’re thinking ‘hey, I’m not a nurse!’ Well, guess what? You are now!”

And with that, a victorious smile split across her stern, beautiful features. 

“I order you to turn into my sissy little nurse!” She shouted, triumphantly. 

What?! No!

Craig had just enough time to throw up his hands in horror, and then he saw it. 

His hands were changing. Where once they’d been big, strong, thick things, they were now small, pale and dainty. As he watched, his fingers thinned and his nails grew, turning a dark, slutty red and projecting away from his hands. 

No! Craig desperately tried to shout. Please!

But Lauren had taken away his ability to speak. He shot her a wild, helpless glance. 

“Hang in there, baby,” his future mistress whispered. “The best bit’s yet to come!”

Craig was shrinking. Before his eyes, the walls of the office slid upwards, the ceiling getting further and further away. His 6ft4 frame was magically shedding inches like leaves falling from a tree. In no time at all, he was eye line with Lauren’s 5ft9 body, and still getting smaller.

There was a loud ripping sound. Craig’s male clothes tore themselves from his frame, fell to the floor and turned into dust, leaving him cowering naked under Lauren’s delighted gaze. 

“God, look at that pathetic little cock of yours,” she sneered. “Men with little dicks like that don’t deserve to be male. So. Let’s get rid of it!”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than Craig felt a tremor pass through his penis. In terror he looked down just as it gave one last twitch then shot up into his body. Seconds later his balls rose up after it, like his genitals were running away, leaving only smooth skin. 

With an internal squeal, Craig grabbed with his dainty new hands at the place where his dick used to be. For a second, he could feel nothing but smoothness under his fingertips. Then there was a sound like a zipper being undone, and the skin split into two folds hanging either side of a moist and tender little hole. 

With a start, Craig realized he was now the owner of a plump and trembling pussy. 

“There. Much better,” Lauren said. “But we’ve still got a long, long way to go. On with the rest of it!”

It was like reality was bending to suit her will. A grinding sensation tore through Craig, painless yet unpleasant. His shoulders tugged inwards, losing their masculine broadness, becoming slender. At the same time, his hips pushed outwards and the fat dribbled away from his sides, leaving his body curved and sexy. 

There was a feeling of pressure, and Craig felt his ass jump up and fill out. Gaping over his shoulder in fright, he saw his bottom was now pert and smooth, pointed towards the sky. Wordlessly, he grasped it in his hands and was shocked to find how firm it felt. 

She’s given me a woman’s ass! He thought in horror. 

The changes were coming faster now. Craig’s legs stretched upwards even as his torso continued to shrink, becoming long, slender and smooth. His feet shrank to half their size, his large biceps deflated with a sighing sound, and his chest hair wriggled its way back inside his body. 

An intense itching passed across Craig’s scalp, like worms were burrowing under the skin. He threw his hands up with a strangled squeak, just as cascades of curly blond hair came exploding out. It fell over his shoulders in a waterfall, coming to rest far down his back, its tips curled into cute little ringlets. 

What’s happening to me? Craig moaned silently, holding handfuls of his long blond hair in his trembling hands. But it would’ve been obvious even without Lauren telling him. 

Somehow, against all the laws of physics and commonsense, Craig was turning into a girl. 

There was a pressure in his chest, like something was behind his nipples, fighting to get out. Craig looked down in fright, just in time to see two large, beautiful breasts come bursting out. They grew and grew and grew, dangling from his petit new frame, the nipples becoming long and pink and tender.

In fascination, Craig clasped one in his hand and was horrified to feel its weight, it’s pertness. Horrified to feel how ripe it was. Horrified to feel how good it felt to have a hand gently squeeze and play with it. 

“You’re almost there,” he dimly heard Lauren say. “There’s just that disgusting face of yours to sort out. No way am I going to have a nurse who looks like that. Time for a change!”

Invisible fingers seemed to grasp Craig’s face, rearranging his features to Lauren’s dark desires. He felt his strong jawline soften, his face turn round and soft. Saw his nose shrink in the bottom of his vision, turning into a cute little button. Felt his lips plump up into two moist, red little buds – perfect for sucking. 

The invisible fingers stretched his eyes wider, making them big and doe-like. There was a faint itching, then Craig’s vision was filled with long black things like the wings of a bird, fluttering wildly. It took him about five whole seconds to realize they were his long new eyelashes. 

A final ripple passed through his body, tucking parts in here, making them softer and curvier there. Then there was a last tremor that made Craig’s big new boobies wobble and bounce around and it was over. 

In the silence that followed, Craig stared at his new body, unable to believe what he was seeing.

That can’t be me…

“My, my,” he heard Lauren drawl, “that certainly is an improvement…”

Craig barely noticed her voice. He was too busy looking at his slender new legs, at his firm new boobies, at his cute little butt. 

There’s no way that can be me…

His long blond hair was dangling over his vision, making him feel cut off from the world. Subconsciously, he hooked a loose strand behind one tiny ear. He experimentally ran a hand across his new skin, and was shocked to feel his body tingle to the touch. 

If only that was a man’s hand… He thought dreamily. Then he realized what he was thinking and violently shook the thought away. 

“Would you like to see?” Lauren called. “Oh, very well.”

She mumbled something under her breath and suddenly Craig was stood directly in front of a beautiful woman. 

The girl was young – barely eighteen – with shy, innocent blue eyes and plump lips that pouted at him. A soft, round face sat above a swan-like neck, leading down to a flawless body. Blond hair tumbled over her naked shoulders. Her large, heavy breasts dangled from her frame. Her body curved and tucked in all the right places. 

Christ, she’s beautiful! 

The girl looked like a porn star. The sort of beautiful, tacky airhead Craig loved to masturbate over when he got home from a hard day’s work. Her legs were long and slender, leading up to a perfectly curved ass. A shaved pussy peeked out from between her thighs, its lips slightly red and damp. 

What I wouldn’t give to fuck her…

Then Craig blinked and the girl blinked too, fluttering her eyelashes at him. He frowned and watched in amazement as her pretty, supermodel face creased, the expression making her look spoiled and stroppy. 

Oh God, please no…

Trembling, Craig raised his hands and clasped his brand new boobies, gently pinching the nipples. The girl copied his movements perfectly, giving him a cheeky little smile as she played with her perfect tits. 

The girl was him. He was the girl. 

Lauren had magicked up a mirror. 

“Well, do you like her?”

A soft moan escaped Craig’s lips. No! He didn’t like her! She looked horrible! Like a busty, bimbo fantasy, dreamed up by a horny teenage boy. In the mirror he saw the girl wildly shake her head, long strands of blond hair flicking either side of her pouty, beautiful face. 

“Of course. I stole your voice, didn’t I? Well, you may talk again.”

It was like Craig had suddenly remembered how to make words. He let out a horrified squeal, unable to believe he was the girl stood before him. 

“She’s-!” He began, then quickly snapped his mouth shut. In the mirror, the girl raised one delicate, red-nailed hand to her lips, her eyes wide with fear. 

His voice was wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong! Where it should have been deep, low and masculine, it was high-pitched, soft and stroppy. The voice of an 18 year old with two brain cells and a spoilt home life. 

The voice of a bratty teenage girl. 

“Get on with it. Or have you forgotten how to speak again?”

“She’s a bimbo!” Craig squealed in his new, high-pitched voice. In the mirror, the girl’s beautiful face creased up into misery. With a jolt, Craig realized he was on the verge of tears. 

“Yes. She is.” Lauren’s voice was alive with mischief. “Let’s talk face to face, shall we?”

There was a click and the mirror vanished, taking Craig’s horrible new body with it. For a split-second he was grateful, but then he realized that even without the mirror, he still couldn’t ignore his new female form. 

Even looking straight ahead, he could see his vast new breasts in the bottom of his vision. See the strands of long blond hair tumbling down his cheeks. Feel the faint craving between his legs, as his new body yearned for cock. 

Lauren smiled at him from her perch on the desk. 

“I took the liberty of making a few… changes to your mind, too.” She pouted. “You don’t mind, do you, Kirsty?”

“Changes?!” Craig squeaked in his bratty girl voice, “like what?”

“Well, I might have turned you into a bit of a bimbo,” Lauren smiled sweetly. “After all, a surgeon’s brain would hardly suit that delightful new body of yours, would it?”

“What do you mean?” Craig whispered. He didn’t like where this conversation was going. 

“What do you mean, mistress.” Lauren said, firmly. “You’re my bitch now, it’s time you started to act like it. Doctor is also acceptable.”

“Sorry, mistress,” Craig heard himself say automatically. 

I didn’t mean to say that! He thought in terror.

A smile tugged at the corners of Lauren’s lips. 

“Perfect. And I mean that I reduced your IQ. Just a teensy bit. Just for fun.” 

“You can’t…” Craig said, weakly, before adding: “mistress.” 

“Oh no? Let’s see, shall we?”

Lauren glanced slyly at his beautiful, naked form.

“Name all the bones in the hand.”

“That’s easy,” Craig sneered. He folded his arms across his big new boobies, trying to ignore the way his breasts pushed back against his skin.

“There’s the…”

“The what?” Lauren smiled. “Come on, Kirsty. We haven’t got all day.”

Think! Craig yelled inside his mind. Just one of them. Any one!

But it was no use. Where his surgeon’s brain had once been like a laser sight, picking out tiny things in incredible detail, his mind was now like a weak lightbulb in a sea of fog. 

“Look at you,” Lauren sneered. “What a dumb little bitch you are. OK, another. What’s the capital of South Sudan?”

“I know this one!” Craig squealed. “It’s-!”

The fog came down again, cutting off the word lurking in the back of his mind. He thought it might begin with a J, but he couldn’t be sure. 

“No?” Lauren raised one eyebrow. “What about the capital of England? France? Mexico?”

She giggled.

“What about math? What’s six times five? What’s three times nine? What’s…?”

Her grin widened.

“What’s two plus two?”

In horror, Craig stood there, his cute mouth dangling open. Finally, he shook his pretty little head.

“I don’t know, mistress,” he whispered, his cheeks flushed red with shame. 

Lauren leaned back and laughed. A great, powerful laugh that tore from the depths of her soul. A mocking laugh that made her dark hair bounce on her shoulders, and her large breasts heave beneath the fabric of her dress.

“Oh my,” she said at last, wiping a tear from her eye, “you really are a bimbo, aren’t you, Kirsty?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the words were out Craig’s mouth before he could stop himself. 

“Mmm. With a brain as, frankly, stupid as that, I think we’ll both agree you shouldn’t be performing surgery, right?”

Miserably, Craig nodded.

“So. Tell me, Kirsty,” Lauren’s eyes flashed, “what are you good at?”

“Sucking dick, ma’am.” Craig clamped his dainty hands over his mouth in shock. 

No! Stop talking! He yelled inside his mind. But his body refused to listen. Behind his hands, his pretty lips forced their way open, their sound muffled by his hands. 

“Sucking dick and licking pussy and being a sissy bitch slave,” Craig heard himself say, as if in a dream. “I can take cocks up my asshole and in my pussy. And I love having men come on my big, slutty tits.” 

“I’ll bet you do.” Lauren winked at him. “In that case… I think I’ll give you the job of ‘slutty nurse’. We have an opening, just like you do. Only your opening will soon be filled with big fat cocks. How does that sound, nurse?”

Craig tried to clamp his jaw shut. He really did, straining his muscles, holding his teeth together. But his new body refused to obey. 

“It sounds, wonderful, mistress.” 

“Good.” Lauren nodded. “In that case, let’s get on with your transformation!”

“What?!” Yelled Craig. He’d already lost his manhood, been turned into a girl and lost his clever, surgeon’s brain. What more could Lauren possibly do to him?

“I’m not having any of my nurses going round like that!” Lauren snapped. “It’s time to get your uniform on!”

Then she clicked her fingers and the magic started up all over again. 

There was a terrible itching in Craig’s crotch. He looked down to see a loose pink thread weaving itself back and forth across his vagina at high speed. As he watched, it wove itself into a pair of lacy, see-through panties that barely hid his pussy from prying eyes. 

A sensation of cold passed up his legs, making him shiver. A white liquid was flowing up from his feet, coating his skin. As Craig tried to angle his body away in terror, it flowed up to his thighs, stopped, then suddenly solidified into a cute pair of white stockings. He reached down and desperately tried to tear them off, only to find he couldn’t get a finger hold. 

It was as if his new uniform was as much a part of him as his new boobies or pert little bum.

Someone seemed to squeeze Craig’s enormous titties. For a second, he wondered what was happening. Then they leapt up, almost hitting him in the face. With a cry, he saw that a lacy, pink push-up bra was forming around them, giving him a vast, pale cleavage. 

There was a tickling feeling on his thighs. Two lacy garter belts trimmed with white had jumped up off the stockings and attached themselves to his panties. In no time at all, it looked like Craig was dressed for a sexy lingerie photoshoot. 

“Way too slutty,” Lauren sighed. “You’ll distract all the other nurses with that hot little bod of yours.”

She shook her head regretfully. 

“I guess we’d better get you covered up!”

There was a fluttering sound, like a bird with a thousand wings was circling the room. Craig looked up as a tight white outfit flew across the ceiling and landed over his head.

The world vanished in a swirl of white. He shrieked, lashing out with his tiny fists, desperately trying to fight the magic, but it was no use. Seconds later, he was dressed in a skin-tight nurse’s uniform that clung to his curves, showing off his boobs and bum. 

The hem barely stretched below his panties. The front was done up only by two buttons, leaving his generous cleavage on display. Craig angrily tried to do up more buttons, but invisible hands held his wrists in place. 

“Oh my God, you look so cute!” He heard Lauren say. “Now hold on, gorgeous. You’re nearly done!”

There was a weight around Craig’s neck. A stethoscope had appeared, its cold metal tip dangling between his breasts. Something pinched above one nipple and a clip-on nametag fastened itself to his uniform. 

Craig tilted it up so he could get a better look at it. It read: KIRSTY SLUTFACE

And underneath, in smaller letters:

RESIDENT SISSY NURSE

As he was looking, there was a bump that nearly threw him off balance. Sticking out his slender arms, Craig looked up and was shocked to see Lauren had lowered slightly in his field of vision. 

Hey, am I getting taller again?

Then he looked down and saw with a groan that his feet were now encased in a pair of ruby red high heels, his raised ankles balanced on six-inch stiletto spikes. 

Finally, a weight settled on Craig’s head. Reaching up, he realized a little white nurse’s hat was now perched there, a white cross printed on a red heart in the middle of its brim. 

At last, the magic stopped. In disgust, Craig looked down at his altered body.

His nurse’s uniform was tight, skimpy and stupidly impractical. Every time he walked, its lower hem would swish, threatening to expose his panties to the world. Every time he bent over, his boobs would be nearly falling out his top.

He spun round and was disgusted to see the way his uniform clung to his ass, showing off his curves for any lecherous man who happened to be passing. 

If only I was still a man, he thought dazedly, that ass would drive me wild…

As a woman, though, he simply felt embarrassed to be trapped in such a revealing outfit. 

A slow clap made him look up. Sat on her desk, Lauren was mockingly applauding him, a sadistic look in her dark eyes.

“Well done, Kirsty,” she said, sweetly. “That new body is so much nicer than your old one, y’know? In fact, I would go so far as to say you’re looking rather… fuckable.”

You bitch! Craig wanted to scream. I’m a man, not a nurse! Turn me back right now or I’ll break your nose!

But of course, he couldn’t say any such thing. Instead, to his horror, he felt his cheeks blush red and heard himself give a silly little giggle.

“Thank you, mistress,” his body whispered, breathlessly. “I’m so happy you turned me into a girl!”

“I’ll bet you are,” Lauren smirked. “And I bet you can’t wait to get sucking dick, can you?”

Craig tried to shake his head. But it was no use. His body could no longer lie to Lauren.

Mmm, dick! Craig found himself thinking, longingly. I wonder how many cocks I could take in my slutty little body at once?

The thought had barely crossed his mind before he felt a bead of liquid dribble down the inside of his leg. 

Just thinking about dick was making his new pussy extremely wet. 

“Well, there’ll be plenty of time for that later,” Lauren said, coolly. “But first…”

She slowly lifted up the edges of her dress, leaning back so Craig could see what was between her legs. In horror, he realized she wasn’t wearing any panties.

“Like what you see?” His new mistress gently rubbed her clit. “Does poor, sweet little Kirsty like the thought of eating my pussy like the little bitch she is?”

Without being aware he was about to do so, Craig nodded. He desperately wanted to shake his head, but that would be lying. 

 “Well, then…” Lauren whispered, slowly pulling her dress up even higher. “Perhaps it’s time you proved to your new boss what a good little nurse you are.”

She flashed him an evil smile.

“On your knees, bitch.”

With a soft moan, Craig felt his body obediently sink to its knees. The floor felt rough under his soft, delicate new skin. Hard. His new nurse’s uniform rode up as he squatted, leaving his panties exposed.     

Lauren was looking around her office now, a faraway smile on her beautiful face.

“Just think…” she whispered. “If you’d been an honest man and turned down that job, this’d be my office now anyway. Only I wouldn’t be a goddess. And you wouldn’t be stuck as a silly little nurse.”

Her smile turned savage.

“Well, you know what? I’m glad things turned out this way. I may have lost my soul to the sisterhood, but at least I’ll get to spend the rest of my life teaching you a lesson.” 

Craig waited in breathless silence, his body unable to move without Lauren’s explicit command.

What is this crazy bitch going to do to me? He wondered. 

Immediately, a second thought rose up in his brain. An alien thought that wasn’t his own, but still made a shiver of delight pass through his tiny new body. 

I hope she fucks me with a big, long strap on…

“So. Lesson number one.” Lauren’s eyes flashed. “Humility. Ever since I got these powers, there’s been something I’ve wanted to try.”

She gestured her moist pussy. 

“You men always go on and on about blowjobs, don’t you? Like they’re practically a religious experience or some shit. But you never return the favor, do you? Oh no. Going down is for sissies, isn’t that right?”

She can’t mean-! Craig thought in fright.

But it was too late. Lauren broke into an evil smile.

“Well, guess what? Now this big, strong man doesn’t have a choice.”

She leaned back, spread her legs.

“Nurse!” She snapped. “I order you to eat my pussy like the whore you are!”

The effect was instantaneous. Before he was aware of what he was doing, Craig’s body was crawling eagerly on all fours towards Lauren, his big boobies dangling so low they almost bumped against the floor. 

No! No, please!

With a faint smile, Lauren reached out. She gently let her fingertips run down Craig’s soft new cheek, a tender look in her eyes.

“I just want you to remember,” she whispered, “everything that happens from now on. You deserve it. You deserve all of it.”

Her expression hardened.

“Now get licking, you bitch.” 

With a little squeal, Craig felt his mouth open. Felt his red, bud-like lips part. Felt his pretty little head obediently lean forward, strands of long, blond hair tumbling across his forehead.

Please! He begged inside himself. Please, anything but this!

Yet he was powerless to stop it. Like the obedient little whore he was, Craig lowered his face into Lauren’s crotch. He gently kissed her clit, ran his tongue up and down her slit. Then, trying not to cry, he started eating her pussy. 

 “Oh yes,” Lauren gasped above him. “Oh fuck me, yeah. That’s so fucking good.”

Between her legs, Craig felt himself let out a moan of gratitude. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. His gag reflex was working overtime. 

But there was nothing he could do. Nothing he could do but eat Lauren’s pussy, his brand new cunt soaking wet and his nipples hard as bullets. Nothing he could do but play the part of the little bitch nurse, and enjoy it.

With a feeling of hopeless abandonment, Craig began to bob his pretty, empty head up and down, up and down. 

It was only later, his mouth thick with the taste of Lauren’s juices and his new pussy soaking wet, that he realized how much he’d loved obey Lauren’s every command. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“Mr. Harper?”

A large, muscular black man clambered slowly to his feet, his head nearly brushing the ceiling of the tiny waiting room. Craig gave a little moan. 

Why couldn’t he be some small old guy too far gone to care about sex?

Outwardly, though, he rearranged his pretty features into a simpering, female smile.

“Would you like to come this way, sir? The head surgeon will see you now.”

Mr. Harper gave a slow nod, a smile on his handsome features. 

“Ladies first,” he said in a low voice that sent tremors through Craig’s new pussy. 

“Thank you, sir.” Craig felt himself give a mindless giggle. Then his nurse’s body span on its heels and trotted off into the hospital, leading this large black man to its mistress. 

It had been one hell of a morning. After tonguing Lauren’s clit for what felt like hours, his mistress had finally came, grabbing Craig’s pretty little head tight against her crotch and grinding her pussy into his face.

And, like a good little girl, Craig had smiled and thanked her. 

Girl, Craig thought savagely as he teetered down the corridor on his heels, aware Mr. Harper was watching his bum curve with each step he took, why do I have to be a girl? Why can’t I be a man?!

But there was no use complaining. 

He knew already that Lauren would never, ever turn him back. 

Once his mistress had been satisfied, Craig had found himself thrown headlong into life as Kirsty Slutface, the sissy bimbo nurse. 

His first task had been to go round the post-op ward, emptying the bed pans of each and every patient. The smell had made him sick, but even worse had been the knowledge that Lauren was deliberately giving him the most-demeaning task available.

I’m a goddamn trained surgeon, he’d snarled to himself as he hauled the 40th bedpan away, its stinking edges clutched before his enormous boobies, this should be below me!

Nonetheless, he’d dutifully taken away and replaced every patient’s bedpan, giving them a ditzy smile as he brought the new one over. 

In its own way, interacting with the patients had been even worse than clearing up their shit and piss. Every time he went over to a female patient, he’d seen a strange, defensive look come into their eyes, like he’d somehow offended them. 

Look at you, they seemed to say, you’re dressed like a whore and you’re dumb as fuck, but I secretly kinda wish I looked like you, and your big boobs are turning me on a little, too. But I’m better than you, and I know it. 

It was confusing as hell, to feel women’s eyes crawling over his brand new body, judging it and its stupid curves. 

It’s not my fault! Craig had felt himself wanting to shout, it’s not like this is my stupid body!

But, of course, it was now. And that fact alone made him ashamed to look any of these normally-proportioned women in the eye.

If spending time with the female patients was bad, though, the men were far, far worse.

The second task Lauren had given her new nurse had been to sponge bath the elderly male patients. Armed with a bowl of soapy water, Craig had found himself going from bed to bed, undressing helpless men and rubbing water all over their naked bodies.

It had been awful. Without exception, every single man he’d sponge-bathed had leered down his top at his heaving breasts, a lecherous smile on their faces. Time after time, he’d been scrubbing away, only to feel a sharp pain as they pinched his ass, or squeezed one of his big, ripe titties. One had even got an erection as Craig was working, then tried to push his pretty nurse head down to suck his dick. 

If he’d still been a man, or even a woman in control of her own body, Craig would’ve given these assholes hell. 

But as Kirsty, he was strangely powerless to stop them. When they leered down his top, he simply blushed and looked away. When they groped his pert little ass and dangling boobies, he merely felt ashamed. 

On some level deep within himself, in a dark place he didn’t even want to admit existed, Craig thought his new body kind of liked being treated as a sex object. 

“Right this way, sir,” Craig said, throwing what he hoped was a polite smile over his shoulder at Mr. Harper. 

“Call me Jake,” the big black man smiled, his voice deep and manly. “What about you, miss…?”

“Miss Slutface,” Craig’s cheeks went bright pink with shame.

Of all the names she could have chosen for me! He thought, angrily.

“But you can call me Kirsty,” he added, quickly. Lauren’s magic forbid him to lie about his new name, or even think about uttering his old one. 

“Well, Kirsty,” Jake murmured, “you sure are one pretty girl.” 

Asshole, Craig fumed. Can’t you see I’m trying to do my job? Not get chatted up by random jerks!

Outwardly, he simply raised a dainty hand to his lips and giggled – a high-pitched, girlish noise that sounded utterly alien coming from his mouth. It seemed Kirsty didn’t mind being flirted with on the job.  

Especially when the patient was so… manly. 

“Here we are!” Craig squeaked as they got to Lauren’s consulting room. 

He went to open the door, but Jake put one strong hand up against it, holding it closed. He leaned against the door, crossing his muscular arms. 

“What’s the hurry, Kirsty?” He smiled. “Don’t wanna talk?”

From inside his tiny, 5ft3 frame, Craig glowered up at this big, strong man. Jake towered over him. His arms were like tree trunks, his chest and shoulders broad and shockingly muscular. He was at least 6ft6 and possibly taller. Even in his man-body, Craig would’ve been forced to look up to lock eyes with him.

As Kirsty Slutface, the tiny nurse, it was like standing in front of a mountain. 

A very hunky mountain… 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Harper,” Craig forced up his prettiest, most-obedient smile. “Miss Lauren has a lot of work today, and she told me to get you here in double-quick time!” 

He allowed his eyelashes to flutter, feeling disgusted with himself the whole time.

“You wouldn’t want me to get into trouble, would you?” He said, in what he desperately hoped was a cute way. 

For a long, long moment, Jake’s brown eyes stayed locked on Craig’s. From his position far below him, Craig thought he could see something in them. The faint traces of a smirk. Of a man pleased with the power – both physical and mental – he held over a woman. 

“I guess not,” Jake said at last. 

He shifted his strong frame so it was no longer holding the door closed. Craig breathed a faint sigh of relief.

“After you, Miss Slutface.”

“Thanks,” Craig muttered, opening the door. It might be his official name, but judging by Jake’s expression the large black man wasn’t using it to be formal. 

“Right this way,” he added in his musical voice, stepping inside, Jake’s flinty brown eyes crawling over his shapely ass the entire time. 

The consulting room was white, clinical. Lauren sat at a polished wooden desk, frowning at something on a computer screen. Her black dress was now offset by a white doctor’s coat. 

 “Ah, there you are nurse.” Lauren said, not looking up. “We had some complaints earlier. Apparently you refused to use those pretty lips of yours on a patient’s penis.”

“Mr. Harper, ma’am,” Craig said, loudly, his entire body blushing. 

Lauren glanced up casually as Jake stepped into the room, his powerful bulk seeming to dwarf everything around him. It was almost hard to imagine such a confined room could fit such a powerful alpha male. 

“Ah. Mr. Harper.” Lauren smiled. “I was just telling Kirsty here she can’t afford to be such a prissy little madam anymore. Not when there are cocks to be sucked.”

“You’re telling me,” the large black man nodded. “Just now she wouldn’t even let me chat her up. Where do you get these disobedient bitches from?”

“Mmm. Indeed.” Lauren narrowed her eyes at her new nurse. “Look at her. Less than five hours as a fancy little lady and she thinks she can refuse to suck when ordered to.”

Craig listened to their conversation in shock, his pretty mouth dangling open in an ‘O’ shape. 

What now? He thought, miserably. What fresh new hell did this talk signal for the ex-head surgeon? 

“Maybe you need to teach this whore a lesson,” Jake smiled, pacing in a circle round Craig’s tiny body, leering down at him. “Show her how you do things round here.”

“What a good idea,” Lauren purred. She gave Craig a deadly smile. 

“Mr. Harper injured his groin playing football a month or so ago. He’s here to check everything is still in… working order.” 

A vicious light came into her eyes.

“And I want you, Kirsty Slutface, to be the one to try it out.”

Craig gave a terrified squeak. He looked up in horror at the big, black man towering over him.

No, please… Please not dick…

Outwardly, he felt his pretty face light up with a flirty, bimbo’s smile.

“Of course, Mr. Harper,” Craig heard himself say in his soft, simpering voice, “how would you like me?” 

A smirk slowly crossed the giant’s face. He glanced casually around the room, as if searching for the perfect place to fuck poor Craig. Already, the trembling nurse could see a bulge growing in her patient’s pants, where something big and hard lurked. 

Across the room, Lauren watched the little drama unfold with a cruel sneer. 

“I think you should get on the examination table,” Jake murmured at last. His eyes crawled down to Craig’s heaving breasts.

“And I think you’d better hurry,” he finished with a grin. 

Oh God, this can’t be happening…

Craig shot Lauren a helpless, pleading glance. But his mistress simply nodded her beautiful head and gave the examination table an impatient gesture. 

“Come on, nurse,” she said, irritably, “Mr. Harper hasn’t got all day.”

There was nothing else he could do. Like a man in a dream, Craig slowly crossed the consulting room, his tiny body trembling with fright. Tears pricked at his beautiful, doe-like eyes. He wanted to cry.

Instead, he obediently climbed up onto the table and turned to face Jake. In his tiny new body, his feet couldn’t even reach the floor, his legs dangling unsupported over the table edge. 

“Good girl,” Lauren smirked. She turned to Jake. 

“Now, Mr. Harper,” Lauren’s voice was clipped, professional, “how would you like our little sissy?”

Jake was already preparing himself for his examination. He pulled his tight white shirt off over his head, exposing his sculpted, muscular torso. The sight of his powerful chest made Craig’s breath catch in his throat and his legs feel like water.

Oh my God, men are so amazing to look at…

“I think Miss Slutface needs to be taught a lesson,” the black man said softly as he undid his belt. “How about we put her in the stirrups?” 

The bottom of Craig’s stomach dropped out. He weakly shook his head, long blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. 

No, anything but that…

In her doctor’s chair, Lauren slowly nodded, as if deep in thought.

“Yes…” she said, “yes, I think that would be good for both nurse and patient. In that case…”

She gently turned her swivel chair to face Craig, a cold gleam in her eye.

“Let’s get those stirrups on,” she whispered.

Suddenly, an invisible hand gave Craig a gigantic shove, knocking him backwards. He fell with a squeal, landing on his back, his feet in the air, his panties exposed to the world. He desperately tried to sit up, but the invisible hands pressed against his boobies, holding him down. 

My uniform! Craig thought distractedly, oh no, now everyone can see my bum and pussy!

Before he could lower his legs, the stirrups either side of the bed leaped up, under control of Lauren’s magic. They clamped fast around his long, slender legs, holding them up in the air. Then they slowly began to move apart, until Craig found himself lying on his back, his legs splayed, at the complete mercy of Jake and Lauren. 

The silence that followed was punctuated only by the sound of Craig’s ragged breathing. Dimly, he was aware that someone was crossing the room, but all he could see where the harsh lights directly over him, and his two stocking-clad, slender girl legs, rising up high into the air. 

This has to be a nightmare. Any second now, I’m going to wake up…

 “Well, well.” Jake stepped into Craig’s line of sight, his head slowly appearing between his raised legs. “Look at Miss Slutface now. Not such a stuck-up little whore anymore, are you?”

Please… Craig tried to beg, please don’t do this!

What came out his pretty, painted lips was very different: “Oh, Mr. Harper,” he heard himself moan in his girly voice, “please let’s start the examination! My pussy is all wet and ready for you!”

“I’ll bet it is,” the patient snickered. He gently reached down and ran his fingertips across Craig’s damp, lacy panties. The sensation of something running across his pussy lips made Craig shiver.

Fuck me, that feels so good…

“Y’know,” the large black man whispered, “I’ve been looking everywhere for a hospital with staff as nice as this one. I guess I came to the right place.”

On the word ‘place’, he forcefully pressed his thumb down onto Craig’s brand new clit. The pressure made him gasp out loud. Pink stars exploded inside his head. The pleasure was intense, shocking. 

This is so much better than being a man…

Jake gave Craig a smile, evidently amused by how turned on the sissy bitch nurse was. His panties were now wringing wet, his boobs hot and swollen, his eyes half-lidded with desire. There was no way he’d ever be able to pretend he wasn’t enjoying this. 

“Now, Mr. Harper,” Lauren’s voice rose dimly from across the room, alive with cruelty, “don’t forget nurse Kirsty has a lot of patients to see today. Time is money, right?”

“Of course. How silly of me.” Jake gently hooked one finger inside Craig’s lacy panties, pulling the fabric to one side. As the black man stared into his eyes, Craig felt the cool air of the consulting room caress his naked pussy. 

“In that case…” Jake whispered, not taking his brown eyes off Craig’s pretty, blue ones, “I guess we’d better start the treatment, hadn’t we?”

He straightened up and pulled something long and black and thick out of his underwear. Something that made Craig tremble in fright, but also moan out loud with desire. 

“I think,” the powerful black man declared with a grin, “that I’m going to enjoy this.”

Then he stepped forward, angled his hips and shoved his dick deep into Craig’s pussy.

The pain was immediate, intense and all-consuming. Craig closed his eyes, bit his lower lip and tried not to scream. It felt like he was being torn in half, like the skin of his vagina would split any second.

Oh my God it hurts! It hurts so much!

Then something strange happened. As Jake’s dick burrowed ever deeper into Craig, sliding up into his womb, the pain began to dissipate. 

In its place came a sensation of overwhelming pleasure.

A loud, happy moan escaped Craig’s throat. He opened his eyes and breathlessly stared up at his strong, muscular patient. In his bra his nipples were hard as bullets, so hard they almost hurt. 

“You like that, huh?” The black man whispered, his cock pushing slowly further into Craig’s virgin pussy. “You like being fucked like a sissy bitch?”

Craig nodded helplessly. He couldn’t help himself. Already, he felt like his cunt was burning with an all-consuming fire, his clit sparking with electricity. 

It was incredible! Just having a dick in him was so much better than fucking as a man. It felt like his body was a gigantic nerve ending, thrumming with pleasure. 

“In that case,” smiled Jake. “Let’s begin.”

And he started thrusting his hips and suddenly Craig’s mind was washed away on a tidal wave of pleasure. 

It was like nothing he’d ever experienced. With each thrust, he felt Jake’s fat black balls slapping up against his asshole. Felt his hips thwack against his upraised legs, still clad in their cute white stockings. 

But most of all, he felt the black man’s dick, pounding deep into his womb, filling his hole and making Craig think he’d died and gone to heaven. 

“Fuck, look at you,” Jake grunted, his eyes fixed on Craig’s tiny body. “Look at those big, fat tits of yours. You look so fucking hot!”

I don’t want to look hot! Craig’s male brain immediately responded, but Craig barely noticed. All his attention was lost in the sensations tearing through his female body. Of the skin around his pussy stretching to accommodate Jake’s dick. Of his boobies wobbling in their bra with each thrust of the black man’s hips. 

Of the feeling in his clit, driving his female mind wild. 

“Ohmygod!” The high-pitched cry escaped Craig’s lips without any input from his brain. He helplessly raised his pretty little head and watched in wonder as Jake’s dick slid in and out of him, in and out. Already his vision was fogged with pleasure, blurry. 

Why did no-one ever tell me? He whimpered inside his mind, why did no-one ever tell me being a woman felt this good?!

Each time Jake drove his dick deeper into Craig, it was like he was experiencing pleasure as intense as a male orgasm. A pleasure that kept on building and building, causing his back to arch, his pretty mouth to stretch open, and feminine gasps to escape his lips. 

With a scream, Craig threw his head back and gritted his teeth, unable to stop himself from squealing, unable to keep silent in the face of this onslaught of pleasure. 

I’m such a horny little slut! He sobbed, a horny little slut who loves dick more than anything in the world!

“Kirsty?”

At the sound of Lauren’s voice, Craig’s eyes flew open. His mistress was standing over him at the edge of the table, a cruel smile on her features. Her dress, her clothes were gone, leaving only her white doctor’s coat. 

But that wasn’t what made Craig gasp out loud, in both fright and all-consuming pleasure.

Lauren had gotten a large, pink rubber dildo from somewhere and fastened it round her waist with leather straps. It’s tip bobbed and glistened in the clinical light of the consulting room, already oiled up and ready for Craig’s female body. 

“Like what you see?” Lauren smirked. “Then perhaps you should show your mistress what a good little nurse you are?”

No! Craig desperately tried to control his body, to stop it touching Lauren’s rubber cock, no, you can’t make me!

But his body didn’t need telling twice. As Jake’s dick continued to hammer into him, Craig raised his head, parted his lips and, with a feeling of abandonment, took Lauren’s rubber cock deep inside his mouth. 

The sissy nurse was getting fucked from both ends now. A black dick pounded into her pussy while a pink one invaded her throat. It should have been horrible. It should have been the worst humiliation ever.

But Craig didn’t care. His body was alive with electricity. The pleasure was so good he was nearly in tears.

All he cared about was as getting as much dick into him as humanly possible. 

The thrumming in his clit was building now, sending urgent signals out to every inch of his body. His skin tingled with gooseflesh, his nipples throbbed urgently. Desperately, Craig bobbed his head back and forth, loving the way Lauren’s fake cock felt sliding down his throat. Loving what a filthy, cumslut whore he’d turned into. 

Then suddenly a wave of pleasure was riding up in Craig, powerful enough to block out everything. He closed his eyes and let out a muffled squeal, and then he was coming, coming with enough force to make his entire body go limp, stars exploding behind his eyes. 

Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod!

The pleasure peaked, dipped, then kept getting higher. This wasn’t the quick squirt and finish Craig had known as a man. It was like his entire body was coming and would keep on coming forever. 

Then, as suddenly as it began, it was over. Craig found himself floating back to Earth on a pink cloud of pleasure that enveloped and caressed him, making him feel happier than he’d ever felt before in his life. 

That was amazing…

No sooner had his climax passed than he felt Jake stiffen. Without thinking about what he was doing, Craig frantically yanked the black man’s cock out his pussy and pointed it at his belly with a feeling of abandonment. 

The patient came with a gasp, splattering the little sissy nurse with come. Waves and waves of white hot sperm spurted onto Craig’s flat stomach, onto his big, heaving tits.

 “Yes!” Craig dimly heard himself shriek. “Come on me! Come on me!”

A jet of Jake’s hot, sticky spunk shot out his dick and landed on Craig’s lips. He licked it all up with a delirious smile on his bud-like lips. 

I love come! he thought to himself in delirious happiness, I love dicks! I love being a girl!

He parted his bud-like lips and licked up as much of Jake’s come as he could. It tasted delicious. At that moment, Craig realized he never, ever wanted to be a man again. 

At long last, it was over. Jake gave a satisfied sigh, his forehead slick with sweat, an exhausted smile on his handsome face. He grinned at Lauren, who was too busy smiling down at her little cumslut nurse. 

“Well, Kirsty,” she crooned, her rubber cock slick with Craig’s saliva “did you enjoy yourself?”

Weakly, Craig nodded his pretty little head. Strands of blond hair lay across his face in streaks. There was no point lying anymore. 

“Are you happy you’re my sissy little nurse?”

Another nod.

“Do you ever want me to turn you back?”

“No,” Craig whispered, ashamed at what he was saying, but no longer capable of caring. “Not in a million years. I want to be Kirsty Slutface, your sissy nurse, for the rest of my life.”

A pleased smile crossed Lauren’s features. She’d had her revenge alright. 

“Your wish,” she replied, “is my command.”

Then suddenly she was turning away and stalking across the room back to her desk, each step flooding her with that old, powerful, cruelty.

“Now clean yourself up,” she snapped, “you’re a mess, you disgusting, filthy whore. Mr. Harper, could send the next patient in, please? My sissy nurse has fifty men to see this afternoon, and we don’t have any time to waste.”

“Sure,” Jake  was already slipping his magnificent dick away inside his underpants. “I gotta tell you, doctor. That’s one hell of a nurse you got there.”

Still lying on his back, trapped in the stirrups, Craig closed his eyes and smiled. He’d never felt happier in his life. The feeling of his girly body, of his bimbo brain, of his silly little nurse’s uniform was everything he’d secretly wanted and more. 

I think, the sissy nurse thought to herself happily, that I’m going to make a wonderful nurse.

There were more patients to see, more orders to receive, more dicks to suck, and Kirsty couldn’t wait to get started.

The End.
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 Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride 

I Shit…

Matt looked down at the locks of loose blonde hair trailing across his naked belly and groaned. 

Alex is gonna kill me.

It was morning, and the cold light of dawn lanced through the curtains, turning the room a deep, unhappy blue. If he raised his head slightly, Matt could still see the remains of the night before sprawled on the bedside table. Half a dozen empty beer bottles. Two shot glasses.

Three condom wrappers. 

He closed his eyes and sighed. This always happened when he went out with Will. Always. 

Vaguely, he could remember Will coming up to him last night in the bar, a beautiful girl on each arm and a cheeky grin on his face. His handsome best friend, with his dark, muscular skin and masculine jaw, was a bad influence. Alex always said so. 

She had no idea how right she was. 

The girl suddenly rolled over, pressing her tiny frame right up against Matt’s strong side and mumbled something in her sleep.

She was young, maybe twenty at most, with flowing blonde hair, a gorgeous baby face and breasts that were far too large for her small, fragile body. Matt had a vague memory of clasping those boobies tight while he held the girl down and fucked her from behind, driving into her pussy as she squealed for him to never stop.

She moaned and begged him to say her name. Matt knew he’d shouted something, but in the early light of morning, he had no idea what it was. Her name was gone, vanished on his hangover. 

If she wakes up now, his brain whispered to him, you’re gonna be stuck here. Imagine how upset Alex will be if you’re not home till evening.

Matt shuddered at the thought. His wife Alex had a dangerous temper on her. A small woman with dark hair, olive skin and gigantic breasts, she spent ninety percent of her time being meek and submissive. 

But get her riled, and you wouldn’t want to be within twenty miles of her for the remaining ten percent of the time. 

Gingerly, Matt pulled back the sheet, being careful not to disturb the big-titted girl. She whimpered and mumbled something, but didn’t wake up. With infinite care, Matt tiptoed over to his clothes, still strewn in a pile on the floor, and began to get dressed. 

Ten minutes later, he was in the café of their cheap hotel, ordering a coffee to go. As he stood waiting in the line, he felt a presence behind him, then a large hand slapped him on his shoulder.

“There you are, you dog.”

Matt turned and grinned into the dark, handsome face of his best friend. 

“I bet you had one hell of a night,” Will said, his brown eyes laughing, “Christ, the tits on her! What was her name again?”

“No idea,” Matt shrugged.

Beside him, Will doubled up with laughter. 

Unlike Matt, Will had never married. At forty, he was still single and still alluring to women. 

They only met up infrequently these days, maybe once a month or so, but Matt looked forward to their evenings together more than he looked forward to anything in his boring home life. Sitting in the living room, watching Netflix while Alex trawled eBay for antiques to add to her dumb collection, was his idea of hell. 

Besides, it was only when he was around Will that Matt got to screw girls like Big Tits upstairs. 

“I’ll get these,” Will said, slapping some money down on the counter. He handed Matt his cappuccino.

“We’d better get outta here before either of them wakes up.”

Outside, the air was cool. It was still early and the sun hadn’t yet brought its warmth to the streets of their small city. 

The two best friends walked along, laughing, comparing notes on the girls they’d screwed. As they crossed the main road, Matt suddenly realized he hadn’t paid at the checkout desk. The girl, whoever she was, was going to get a nasty surprise when she woke up. 

 “So how was she?” Will was saying, “better than your old woman?”

Matt nodded.

“That,” he declared, “was the best sex of my life.”

It was only later, when he found out someone had been watching their conversation, that he began to regret opening his mouth.

If only he’d kept quiet, he might never have been turned into a girl at all.






  
 





II It was 8am by the time Matt reached the small, suburban house he shared with Alex. The sun was higher now, and the world was just starting to stir to life. 

With infinite care, Matt unlocked the door. He’d timed it just right. All he had to do was go and crash on the sofa, and pretend he’d been there since the early hours when Alex came downstairs. She was never up before 8:30 on a Saturday, which suited Matt just fine.

He slipped into the darkened hallway, removed his shoes and padded over to the living room. The house was quiet. Silently, Matt reached out, flicked on the light switch…

…and jumped out of his skin. 

“Jesus Christ!” He yelped. “You scared the shit outta me!”

Sat on their sofa, Alex gave him a strange, secretive smile. 

She was dressed in a tight, figure-hugging black dress that showed off her curves and looked expensive. A fully-packed suitcase sat beside her. In her lap lay an old hand mirror, its handle forged of brass. It looked five hundred years old. 

But that wasn’t what caught Matt’s eye and made his insides run cold. 

For the first time in years, he thought Alex looked angry.

“Well, well,” his wife whispered. “Look what the cat dragged in.”

“Alex,” said Matt, spreading his arms wide. “What the hell?”

“I could ask you the same question,” Alex said, coolly. “But let’s skip the dramatics, shall we?”

She gave him a level look. 

“I’ve decided to get rid of you, Matt. You’re a shitty husband and I’ve had enough. I’m going to replace you with someone younger, stronger, richer.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Someone more faithful.” 

Shit…

Matt forced a wide, innocent grin up onto his face.

“Alex, baby, I’ve got no idea…”

“Shut up.” Alex commanded. Matt fell silent. 

“You went out with Will last night, didn’t you? You went out, and the two of you fucked a pair of sluts you picked up in some bar. Am I wrong?”

Matt’s head was spinning. How did she know?

He opened his mouth to protest, but Alex cut him off.

“Don’t deny it, I haven’t got the time.” She held up the old hand mirror in her lap. “Do you know what this is, darling?”

Matt didn’t know and didn’t care. It was just another of Alex’s crappy antiques, another waste of money and another piece of junk to clutter up their lives. He had no idea why she’d brought it into the conversation when there was more-pressing stuff to talk about. 

“Honey-”

“It’s a magic mirror,” Alex declared, talking over him. “I bought it off some old woman who had no idea what it could do.”

For the first time, a smile appeared on her face, cold and predatory.

“No idea that it could grant its owner three wishes.”

“What the hell are you talking about? That’s crazy.” Matt said. Inside his mind was whirling. 

Three wishes?

“I can see you don’t believe me. It doesn’t matter,” Alex shrugged. “I’ve already used up two of them.”

She indicated her expensive new dress and the suitcase sat beside her.

“My second wish was to become the wife of a handsome, kindhearted billionaire. He’s coming shortly to fetch me in his private limo. I’ll be whisked off to a new life of luxury and hot sex on tropical beaches.”

“You’re having an affair?!” Matt blurted out. It was all his mind could think to latch onto. 

Alex threw back her head and laughed. 

“Oh, Matt,” she giggled. “It’s not an affair if we’re married, is it? Besides, don’t you want to know what my first wish was?”

She smiled at him.

“I wished that my magic mirror would show me what you were up to,” she purred. “And do you know it showed me? You and Will, talking about some big-titted girl you just screwed. What was it you said? Oh, yes.”

Her smile turned cold.

“That was the best sex of my life.”

The air caught in Matt’s chest. He felt like he couldn’t breathe.

 “I never…” he whispered.

“You did,” Alex said. “And more than that, you meant it. Which brings me to my third wish.”

She indicated the mirror.

“I’ve got everything I want, so all that’s left is to punish you. I’m going to turn you into a lonely, ugly old man who will never be able to find another wife. And, for the good of womankind, I’m going to make sure you and Will never see each other again.”

It was too much. The words exploded out Matt’s mouth before he could stop them.

“But he’s my best friend!” He exclaimed. “We’ve known each other for decades! Without him…”

A dark cloud passed over Alex’s brow. 

“You didn’t seem so sad to hear I was leaving you,” she said, accusingly. “And that’s the trouble with our marriage, isn’t it? It was never you and me. It was you and me and Will and those girls you fucked.”

She angrily picked up the mirror. 

“Well, you know what? Maybe I shall change your punishment. If you love Will so much, maybe you should marry him!”

And then she whispered something into the mirror Matt couldn’t quite hear and suddenly there was a flash of light. A wind whipped up around him, blowing his hair back, making his shirt billow open. He held up his hand to shield his face.

“What did you do?!” He shouted. 

Over on the sofa, Alex cackled.

“Oh Matt,” she said sweetly, “you’re going to regret ever opening your stupid mouth.”

Matt began to reply, then saw something that made his blood freeze.

His hand was changing. Before his eyes, it was becoming smaller, daintier, its masculine knuckles shrinking. His fingers narrowed, becoming long and thin, then suddenly his fingernails extended out two inches, their surfaces becoming dark and red. 

“Oh my,” Alex whispered from across the room. “I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

At the sound of her voice, Matt’s body twitched, a ripple passing underneath his flesh. His shoulders shivered then began to pull inwards with a horrible grinding feeling, losing their male broadness. At the same time, his hips started to push outwards. The fat rolled away from his stomach and then Matt was the owner of a sexy hourglass figure. He gaped at himself, unable to believe what he was seeing. 

But there was no time to take it onboard. Changes were happening across his entire body. 

There was a feeling of pressure, then his ass jumped upwards and filled out, becoming round and pert and smooth. His legs extended upwards, even as his body started shrinking, giving Matt two long, slender legs and a tiny, curved torso. The angle of the floor leapt upwards abruptly and Matt realized he’d lost a foot in height.

He turned to his wife, still watching from the sofa.

“Alex, please!” He shouted. “Make it stop!”  

“I can’t,” Alex shrugged. “That was my last wish. More to the point, why would I want to?”

A sound filled the room, rising above the wind, a sound like air being let out of balloons. Matt’s strong biceps deflated, leaving him with weak and slender arms. As he watched, he saw the dark hairs that dusted his forearms turn blonde and downy then disappear altogether. He instinctively reached up to touch his armpits and felt nothing but smooth skin where there should have been wiry hair. 

A tingling passed over Matt’s scalp and then he was blind, his vison obscured by long blonde hair tumbling over his forehead. It dropped in little ringlets over his shoulders and came to rest on his chest, bouncy and cute and curly. 

The magical wind blew harder, and the next thing Matt knew he was standing naked in his living room, cowering under his wife’s impassive gaze. His clothes blew away from him and tore into shreds, their tattered threads disappearing before they hit the carpet. 

In the nude, the changes were more obvious than ever. Matt now had a fantastically curvy, sexy torso, and a pair of smooth, slender legs that ended in two dainty feet. And still Alex’s wish wasn’t over.

Before Matt’s eyes, a ripple passed up his flesh, toward his face. He tried to turn away, but it climbed up his neck, swallowing his large Adam’s apple, and settled on his face. There was a feeling like giant, invisible hands were molding and rearranging his features. He felt his masculine jawline vanish. Felt his stubble disappear. Felt his lips plump up, his eyes become big and doe-like and eyelashes spring out and flutter at the edges of his vision. 

“Better already,” he heard Alex sneer. “You’re looking hotter than you have in years. And now for the best part.”

No sooner had she finished speaking than the ripple dropped from Matt’s face and settled around his chest. He saw his nipples start to grow, to protrude outwards.

“No!” He gasped.

But it was too late. There was a feeling like something was about to burst out his chest, then suddenly his pecs were inflating, filling with breast tissue and growing. They became a pair of firm, beautiful breasts and inflated bigger and bigger and bigger, until Matt could feel his back start to twinge with the weight of holding them up.

He reached up to squeeze them back in, but they just grew to fill his hands, firm and ripe and plump. 

Its work nearly done, the ripple travelled down Matt’s body. It drifted lower and lower, until it came to a rest around his crotch. 

“Not that,” Matt pleaded with it. “Anything but that.”

He knew it was useless. Alex had made her wish and there was nothing in the world that could stop what happened next. 

Matt felt a final twitch in his cock, like his penis was sending a goodbye signal to his brain. Then his cock and balls squashed flat – it was strangely painless – became smooth and vanished into his skin. A split-second later, there was an awful ripping noise, and Matt was the proud owner of a tight little pussy. He reached out to touch it in fascination and was horrified to discover it was warm and slightly moist. 

A final shiver shot across his new body, making his boobs jiggle wildly, then it was over. The wind disappeared, leaving Matt alone with his new form. 

“Well?” Alex asked quietly. “What do you think?”

Matt stared down at his new body in wordless horror. At the long and slender legs, at his sexy hourglass figure. At the enormous boobies dangling from his tiny frame, bigger than a porn star’s breasts. He spun around and gaped at his sexy ass, smooth and pert and pointing into the air. 

Alex had used her last wish to turn him into a girl. 

Not just any girl. A sexy girl. 

He turned to his wife. 

“What have you-” he began, then stopped.

His voice was all wrong. Where it should have vibrated deep in his chest and throat with its booming bass, it seemed to slip out his mouth like something soft and delicate. Instead of low and powerful, it sounded high-pitched, feminine and girly. 

It also sounded maddeningly familiar. 

“What have I done?” Alex arched an eyebrow. “I’ve turned you into a woman, you silly girl. And not just some random tart either…” 

Matt shivered before her powerful gaze, clasping his arms across his enormous breasts. He didn’t like where this was going.

Alex gently tilted her head toward the sideboard mirror.

“Would you like to see?” She asked, sweetly.

Slowly, dreading his reflection, Matt turned to look.

And screamed.

In the mirror, the color drained from the girl’s face. Matt’s head span, making him feel dizzy.

That’s why she sounded so familiar, he thought, thickly. 

The girl looking back at him was young, barely twenty, with long blonde hair and a soft baby face and red lips that were trembling in fright. She was tiny and slender, but with boobs that looked almost impossibly big. 

But the worst part was that Matt recognized her.

Only last night, those green eyes had been looking deep into his. Only last night, he’d been squeezing those tits while he hammered his cock deeper into her pussy. 

Only that morning he’d abandoned her in a hotel room, swaggering off to meet his best friend. 

“Isn’t she perfect?” Alex whispered.

Matt shook his head, trying to wake himself from this nightmare, trying to escape back to sanity.

But there was no denying it.

He was the girl he’d slept with. 

He was Big Tits. 








  
 





III “Emily.” 

Matt was still staring at his new body in shock when he heard Alex cough politely. He turned and looked at her through terrified eyes.

“Your name is Emily.” 

Alex was looking deep into her magic mirror, her eyes flicking back and forth, as if she was reading something. A smile danced on her lips, cruel and detached.

“I’m reading up on your new life,” she said, without looking up. “Dreadfully useful. You’re nineteen years old, your goal – if you can call it that – is to be a housewife one day, and you love big black dicks. Which is fortunate, all things considered.”

“I don’t-!” Matt started to shriek, then closed his plump new lips in horror. 

At the words “big black dicks,” he’d had a sudden vision. A vision of two strong, naked black men, their muscular torsos glistening with sweat, pounding their cocks into him. One in his mouth, one in his new pussy. 

It had been an involuntary thought, but no sooner had it crossed his mind than Matt felt a warmth kindling in his new pussy. Alex hadn’t just turned him into a pretty young girl. 

She’d turned him into a pretty young straight girl. 

Alex was looking at him now, a sneer on her lips. Matt watched her eyes flick dismissively over his trembling, exposed pussy, over his big new breasts, over his stupid baby face. It made him feel small, pathetic. 

“Jesus Christ, Matt,” Alex sighed at last. “Look at her. She’s young enough to be your daughter. What were you thinking?”

“I don’t know,” squeaked Matt in his new, girly voice. But he knew he was lying. He hadn’t been thinking about age or compatibility or anything like that.

He’d just wanted to get Emily in the sack, screw her, and play with her gorgeous tits. 

“Well, it’s too late now.” Alex shrugged. “I used my last wish to turn you into whoever you’d been screwing last night. You’re stuck as that girl now, forever.”

Forever…

The word whirled round Matt’s brain, numbing his senses. 

Oh God no… He whispered to himself. There must be some mistake…

Outwardly, he clasped his dainty hands together before his enormous boobies. He sank to his knees and, feeling utterly pathetic, started to beg.

“Please Alex,” he heard himself say in Emily’s soft, youthful voice, “please. I’ll do anything. I’ll – I’ll stop hanging out with Will. I’ll be your slave.”

Tears were pricking at the corners of his eyes now.

“Just please turn me back into a man!” He sobbed. 

A flicker of sympathy seemed to cross Alex’s eyes. She looked down at her mirror.

“I suppose I could give you the mirror,” she murmured. “Then you’d have three wishes, and could wish yourself back to normal…”

“Yes!” Matt shouted, nodding his pretty little head eagerly. Long strands of blonde hair flicked in the corners on his vision.

“Yes, give me the mirror. Please Alex!”

Across the room, his ex-wife looked up at him. She smiled a sweet, innocent smile.

“You want the mirror, darling?” She whispered. “Well here it is!”

And with that she brought it crashing down on the hard, wooden floor. The glass shattered, sending splinters spinning off across the living room. Matt clamped a shocked hand over his cute, painted mouth. 

“There.” Alex smiled, triumphantly. “That mirror was the only one of its kind in existence. You’ll be stuck as Emily for the rest of your life.”

A moan escaped Matt’s lips. It couldn’t be possible. She couldn’t have broken it!

“Speaking of your new life,” Alex said, “I think it’s time to finish my wish.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” Matt whispered in horror. 

She’d already trapped him as stupid, sexy Emily for all eternity. What more could his cruel wife want?

“I didn’t just turn you into a girl.” Alex said, clearly enjoying herself. “I turned you into a wife.”

“Now.” She clapped her hands. “Let’s get this show on the road!”

Immediately, another wind began to blow, sending Matt’s long hair flying about in all directions. Invisible hands seemed to lift him up and drop him on his feet. He tried to cry out. And then he felt it. 

A tremendous itching was nibbling away at his crotch. A thin white lace was dancing over his new pussy at lightning speed, weaving itself into a pair of frilly, patterned panties. They clung to Matt’s curvy new ass, showing off his shape, his pussy visible through the fabric. 

A jiggle shot through Matt’s skin, passed into his breasts. For a split-second he wondered what was going to happen, then his boobies jumped up and squashed together, almost hitting him in the face. He felt a weight on his shoulders and then he was wearing a big, matching bra to go with his panties. 

There was a very faint click as the clasp fastened behind his back. Matt reached out to undo it, but his hands froze in place. It was like his body refused to let him take his bra off. 

A sound like a cloak being dragged over grass came from a corner of the room. Matt turned around and screamed.

Making its way towards him was a lacy white wedding dress, all frills and flowing fabric. He tried to back away, but the dress leaped into the air and suddenly Matt’s entire world went white.

He thrashed out with his tiny new fists, trying to fight the wish, but it was no good. Two seconds later the wedding dress was settled over his body, pulled tight and showing his curves off to the world. 

“For god’s sakes, Alex…” tears were pouring down his soft cheeks now. Big, girly tears that caused his mascara to run and made him feel pathetic. 

“Shut up and take your punishment, bitch.” Alex snarled. “And be glad I didn’t wish for you to turn into a toad!”

A white veil fluttered through the window and fastened itself onto Matt’s head. He tried to wrench it off, but his hands refused to move. An invisible hand grabbed his hair and yanked it back, forcibly styling it into a gorgeous shower of golden curls that cascaded over one shoulder and down his back like a waterfall. 

A stabbing pain made him cry out and a flower fastened itself above his left ear. In the mirror, Matt was disgusted to see it made him look prettier than ever. 

Finally, two white bridal heels scuttled across the floor and fastened themselves onto Matt’s feet, almost making him fall flat on his ass. They squeezed his toes together so tight they hurt, but again he was powerless to remove them. 

Then it was over. The wind dropped and Matt was confused to feel a light weight on his hand. Looking down, he saw a wedding wing now fastened to his finger, a great diamond sat in the middle. As he stared at it in shock, the light sparkled through it, making his female heart flutter in secret delight. 

There was a knock at the door. Over by the sofa, Alex checked her watch and smiled.

“Good, that’s my new husband, here to take me off to my new life.” She gave Matt one last, regretful look. “I almost wish I’d said fiancée now, seeing you looking all pretty like that. You’re stunning, you know?”

Matt held up the edges of his crinkled dress and stared at them. He didn’t want to be stunning. He wanted to be a man! Not some - some bride! 

“I bet it was a beautiful wedding,” Alex said, getting to her feet. “But you’ll have to tell me about it some other time. I’m off to my private island, while you…”

She smiled.

“You, Emily, are off to your honeymoon. With your brand new husband, who I bet can’t wait to fuck that beautiful ass of yours.”

Matt looked up in fright. The edges of the wedding dress dropped from his hands. 

“Alex! Help me!” He shouted.

“Not a chance.”

Alex blew him a kiss, then gave him one last wink. 

“Goodbye, Matt,” she said, softly. “I always hated you.”

Then the wind picked up speed again, making Matt’s long dress swirl around him, threatening to undo his hair. He tried to reach out to his wife, to scream he was sorry, but she vanished from sight in a swirl of white fabric. 

For five seconds, Matt was all alone. A frightened girl lost in an endless tornado. Then the wind dropped and suddenly he could see again.

The suburban home he’d shared with Alex for fifteen years was gone. In its place was what looked like a tackily expensive hotel room. Rose petals lay scattered on the vast bed in a heart shape. A bottle of champagne was chilling in a bucket. Outside the large, open window a sea breeze rolled in, sweet and warm and tropical. 

Almost none of this concerned Matt, though. 

What concerned him was the little pile of clothes, strewn in the wicker chair. The remains of a groom’s wedding suit. 

His new husband’s wedding suit. 

In the bathroom, Matt thought he heard a shower being switched off. There was a pause, then footsteps began padding over tiles. 

Clasping the edges of his beautiful dress, Matt edged backwards towards the door.

I’ve got to get out of here, he thought, desperately. I’ve got to find my purse, get my money and run! Take a taxi to the airport, get a flight, anything but…

Then the bathroom door opened, and Matt felt his stomach drop out. He closed his eyes and shook his head, willing the awful vision to vanish. 

She couldn’t. She wouldn’t…

“Emily?” Asked the deeply familiar voice. “Are you alright, babe?”

No! Matt wanted to shout. No, I’m not alright! How could she do this to me?!

Instead he slowly opened his eyes, and stared in terror at the muscular black man standing in the bathroom door, naked except for a towel around his waist. Stared at the man he was now married to. The familiar man who would be his husband until the day he died. 

“That’s better.” Across the room, Will shot him a cheeky smile that made Matt’s knees go weak. “Now why don’t you come over here and give me a kiss?”

Matt couldn’t help it.

He screamed again.








  
 





IV

“Jesus Emily, what’s wrong?”

Matt stopped screaming and backed up against the door, his heart pounding in his chest, one delicate hand held up to ward off his husband. 

He didn’t want to be married to Will! They were best friends. They’d known each other since high school. The thought of being Will’s sexy little housewife, making him meals, cleaning up after him, riding his dick and carrying his babies was – was…

Well, it was wonderful.

Matt moaned softly. Alex’s spell had altered his mind. Already, he could feel his eyeballs sliding down against his will, appreciatively taking in Will’s strong torso and powerful arms. Already, he could feel an urgent longing deep inside his womb. 

A powerful, almost overwhelming desire to have Will’s long black cock inside him. 

He mentally shook the visions away, forcing himself to focus on the present. Will was coming over to him, a look of concern on his face, and he had to tell him what had happened. He had to!

Before…

“Emily, babe, you’re freaking me out.” 

“Stay away!” Matt squeaked. “Just… stay away from me!” 

A look of hurt crossed Will’s eyes. To his horror, Matt realized he was no longer looking at his friend as he would another man. 

He was looking at him like a girl who desperately fancied him. 

“Emily…” Will began.

“No!” Matt shrieked. “No, I’m not Emily! Damnit, Will, I’m M-!”

The word died in his throat. Frantically Matt wracked his brains. A feeling of ice trickled down his spine. 

She’s taken my name!

Alex’s spell had wiped his male name from his mind, scattered it like leaves on the wind. He thought it probably began with ‘M’, but beyond that he had no idea.

Will was still waiting, watching him with concern in his eyes. An unwanted thought bubbled up in Matt’s new, female mind, making him angry.

He’s so handsome when he’s worried.

“I’m… I’m Emily,” he finished, lamely.

Will took a cautious step toward his new wife.

“You had a lot of wine earlier,” he said, slowly. “Sure you’re feeling alright?” 

Matt stamped his foot in frustration. It was just like Will to blame his problems on something like wine. Just like Will to treat him like some silly little girl. Just because he was a woman…

He caught himself just in time. He was starting to think like a wife now. A wife having an argument on her honeymoon. 

“I know this is weird,” Matt said, his soft voice grating on his ears, “but you need to listen. I’m not your wife. I’m your best friend. We went to school together! We used to-!”

Again, his mind hit a blank. 

He knew they were school friends. But it was like his memories were disappearing behind a thick fog. In their place were clearer, unreal ones of Matt hanging out with his girlfriends, of Matt learning to put on makeup, of Matt getting his first bra. 

Of his life as a girl. 

Will took another, cautious step toward him. Matt raised his hand to thrust him away, but it was a half-hearted gesture.  

What’s happened to me? He thought, miserably. 

Everything was gone. The name of the school he and Will went to. The name of the company they’d worked at. Even the name of his ex-wife, the woman who’d wished him to turn into Emily, was gone from Matt’s mind. 

But at the same time, enough of him was still there to know that he had been born a man. And that the last thing he wanted was to be his best friend’s wife. 

“Babe…” Will whispered, stepping closer. “Babe, it’s OK.”

Gently, he took Matt’s delicate little hands in his strong, black ones. Matt lamely tried to pull them back, but it was no use. 

Far from running away, his body was sending him urgent signals to fall into his husband’s strong arms. 

Will clasped both of Matt’s hands in one of his own, then slipped his other arm around Matt’s waist, pulling him closer. Through the fabric of his bridal dress, Matt could feel his best friend’s strong torso, pressing up against his soft, girly body. The breath caught in his throat. He lowered his eyes, blinking back tears. 

“It’s OK to be nervous on your wedding night,” Will said. The deep bass of his voice vibrated through Matt’s whole being, raising goosebumps on his skin. 

How did I never notice how sexy he sounded? He wondered, vaguely. 

He could feel Will’s crotch pressing against him through the folds of the towel. Feel his big dick becoming long and hard, poking against his belly. He was mesmerized by it, by its power. By what it could do to his fragile new body. By what it could do to his pussy.

Will leaned down and rested his chin on top of Matt’s head. It felt deeply weird, his best friend now towering over him, bigger and stronger than he could ever hope to be. It also felt good. Matt was the girl now. And Will was the man.

Matt looked wordlessly up into his best friend’s dark eyes. Will was watching him with a kind smile. The sight of his lips sent urgent signals firing through Matt’s brain. Deep within his bra, he felt his nipples go hard and pointed. Felt a warmth spread through his crotch, fogging his mind in clouds of pleasure. 

Slowly, Will leaned toward him, his eyes half-closed. Matt raised his lips, trembling, waiting for the kiss that would seal the spell. The kiss that would blow away all traces of his male life. The kiss that would signify he was now Will’s faithful wife…

Abruptly, he pulled back. Will blinked in surprise. 

“I’m not in the mood,” Matt said stiffly, folding his arms. He tried to ignore the way his body screamed at him, begged him to kiss Will before the moment was gone. 

“I’m going to bed,” he forced himself to say. “I don’t want sex. I don’t want a kiss. I don’t even want you to cuddle me, got that?”

“But baby…” Will looked hurt.

“Just stay away from me!” Matt suddenly screamed, hating how female he sounded. How utterly like a girl he now was. 

Then he grabbed the edges of his dress, stormed past a shocked Will and ran into the toilet. He locked the door, sat down on the edge of the bath and burst into tears. 

It wasn’t fair! He didn’t want to be a girl! He didn’t want to have a girl body and girl memories, and he certainly didn’t want to marry Will!

His ex-wife – whatever her name was – had been cruel with her wish. No man should have to fancy his best friend. No man should be forced to dream longingly of his wingman’s cock!

There was a gentle knock at the door. Matt raised his tear-streaked face from his hands.

“Fuck off!” He shouted. “I’m sleeping in here tonight!”

There was a pause. He could tell Will was thinking about what to do. Matt waited, trembling. Deep down, he knew that if Will forced the door open, he would wind up having sex with him, right here, on the bathroom floor. 

The moment passed. He heard Will’s footsteps, padding away towards the bed. Then he heard the hotel TV switch on, and the sounds of female lovemaking filled the room.

Is he watching porn?! A bolt of anger passed through Matt, anger at his husband. That’s just like him…

He forced himself to stop thinking about it. It didn’t matter if Will jacked off on their honeymoon bed. In fact, it was probably better for Matt; it would keep him occupied. 

In the bathroom mirror, tear streaked Emily looked unhappily back at him. Her mascara had run, her face was crumpled and her hair was all messed up. 

There I am, thought Matt, wiping his tears. In the mirror, Emily did likewise.

That girl is me. 

For a long moment, he simply stared at his new body in misery, wishing he could see a man staring back. A man with a strong jawline, a good job, an obedient wife, and a great best friend.

Then he gently lowered himself into the bathtub, not bothering to remove his wedding dress, and curled up into a little ball.

This was going to be one hell of an uncomfortable night. 








  
 





V

The next morning, Matt woke up with a stiff back, a sore neck and a desire to get out of his horrible wedding dress and take a shower. Nonetheless, he waited curled up in the bathroom until he heard Will knock on the door.

“I’m going downstairs to get breakfast,” he heard his husband say. 

There was a pause.

“I love you, Emily.”

I love you, too, Matt nearly replied. He furiously bit down on his lip and stayed silent. 

He didn’t love Will. It was just the stupid wish making him act like he did. 

When he was sure his husband had gone, he finally unlocked the door. Then he tiptoed out into the room, removed his wedding dress, and padded back into the bathroom. 

Before getting in the shower, Matt took a moment to examine his new body in the mirror. 

No matter how long he looked, he still couldn’t match the naked girl before him with the man watching her. It was like he was seeing a clever, trick, film of a pretty girl who copied his every move.

And Emily was definitely pretty, there was no doubt about that. Matt had thought as much when he picked her up what felt like an eternity ago. Free from tears, her soft, baby face was the stuff of teenage male fantasies. Her large, heavy breasts were almost unreal. 

Impulsively, Matt shook his shoulders. In the mirror, Emily wiggled her boobies back and forth, a cheeky look on her face. If he had still been male, the action would have immediately made Matt’s dick as hard as iron. 

Trapped as a girl, though, the sight of Emily’s plump breasts did nothing for him. Rather than have fun looking at himself in the mirror, Matt found himself wishing he had a strong, naked man to throw him down on the floor and fuck his gorgeous little pussy. 

He angrily shook his head to clear away the thought and stepped into the shower.

The hot water felt like a miracle on Emily’s soft skin. Unaware he was doing so, Matt automatically swept his long hair back from his head. Water trickled down his back, ran across his breasts and hung in droplets from one nipple.

It felt so good to be out that wedding dress. So good to be naked. Never mind his body was still extremely female, Matt felt more like himself than he had since his transformation. 

He grabbed one of the little bottles of shower gel, squeezed some out and started rubbing it over Emily’s body, ignoring its strange new curves.

Matt had always found his mind was clearest in the shower, and now he started to turn over how he could escape his new life. 

His ex-wife (how he wished he could remember her name!) had smashed the mirror. There was no doubt about that. She’d also said it was the only one in existence. But if a magic mirror could exist, what about a magic lamp, or a magic ring? 

It might take a long time – a long, long time – but maybe if he scoured eBay religiously, kept one eye on antiques markets, he might just find another magic charm. Then he could wish himself back into his old body, and…

With a start, Matt realized someone was watching him. He whirled around and let out a strangled moan.

Wrapped up in his thoughts, he’d forgotten to lock the bathroom door. Now it stood ajar, Will peering through the crack, watching him shower. 

“Will!” Matt squeaked, automatically throwing his hands over his exposed breasts. The water from the shower pounded down on him, hot and hard. 

“What are you doing?”

Will didn’t answer. Instead, he slowly stepped into the bathroom. He was naked except for his boxer shorts, a huge erection visible behind the fabric. He locked the door, and turned to face Matt.

“Will,” Matt said, urgently, “you have to go. You have to get out of here and leave me alone!”

“I’m not going anywhere.” Will whispered. 

A fresh wave of horror rose up in Matt. He desperately wished he wasn’t naked and could hold up a hand to ward Will off. Instead, he squeezed his legs together, hiding his pussy, and clasped his hands tighter across his breasts. 

Across the room, Will smirked. 

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, babe,” he said softly, “but I love you. And I’m here to prove it.”

Then he slowly lowered his shorts and Matt felt his knees go weak.

He’d never seen Will’s dick before. It was enormous. At least three inches longer than his had been, and Matt used to think he was pretty well-equipped. It stood hard and firm, its fat tip pointing at the sky. 

Slowly, Matt realized he couldn’t take his eyes off it. 

“Will…” His mind was racing. He wanted to say something, anything, to get this –this man out of the room!

“Will…”

Will quietly crossed the bathroom, opened the shower door. Matt shrank back behind the curtain of water. He felt the tap digging into his slender, girly back.

“Please…”

But Will simply smiled. Then he stepped into the shower, reached out his hands and pulled Matt gently towards him. 

Under the low bathroom lights, Will looked stronger than ever. The water ran in little rivulets over his pecs, along his abs, down to his enormous cock. His black skin was taut and strong, the veins visible under his biceps. Matt felt his body go dizzy with desire. 

“I can’t…” he whispered. Will put a finger to Matt’s lips. 

“Shh.”

His dark eyes stared into Matt’s, seemed to drink in his soul. Inside his mind, Matt screamed at his body to get out of there, but it was like he couldn’t move. He felt Will’s strong chest press up against his tender breasts. Felt his large, masculine hands slip down to his waist. This close, he could feel Will’s breath on his face, warm and intoxicating. 

“Emily…” Will whispered.

And then they were kissing. Will’s tongue rudely thrust between Matt’s painted lips, swirling around the inside of his mouth. 

Matt clung tight to his muscular best friend, no longer trying to fight, but trying to drink him in. The hot water cascaded over both of their bodies, carrying them off into a private world of bliss. 

Please, no… Matt whispered inside himself. 

But it was no use. His body was screaming at him. He was in love with his new husband, and he was determined to show it. 

Gently, Matt let one hand glide down Will’s stomach. His fingers clasped delicately around his shaft. Between Matt’s tiny, dainty fingers, Will’s dick looked bigger than ever. He held it tight, then looked back up at his husband. His heart pounded in his chest. His mind urgently cried out.

Don’t say it. Don’t say it!

But there was no way he could ignore his body’s anguished cravings any longer. Feeling like a man stepping over the edge of a cliff, Matt took a deep breath and stared deep into Will’s soulful brown eyes.

“Fuck me.” He whispered. 

Then they were kissing, kissing passionately, Will pressing Matt’s girly body up against the shower wall and Matt holding his husband like his life depended on it. Matt felt a large, strong hand come down and grab his pert and smooth ass and he gave an involuntary moan. 

He felt his own fingers close around Will’s member, and then he was stroking him back and forth, back and forth, pumping blood into his erection. And all the time water from the shower was cascading over both of them, enveloping them in a secret cloud of steam. 

Matt opened his eyes, pulled back from Will and rested his head against his broad chest. He felt the power in Will’s male body and it sent sparks running through him. 

Admit it, a mocking voice said in his head, you’ve wanted to do this for a very long time…

But he didn’t have time to think about that, because Will’s strong arms wrapped around his fragile frame and suddenly Matt was in the air. Will held him forcibly against the shower wall and kissed him violently. Water ran over Matt’s back, down his bare breasts. He groaned and spread his legs wide, clutching them round Will’s waist. 

For a second, they stared into each other’s eyes, both men panting. Will with hard, masculine sounds, Matt with soft, feminine whispers. Then Will shifted slightly, and suddenly Matt felt his long, black penis plunging into him. 

It was the strangest thing he’d ever experienced. The skin around his crotch pushed back for a split-second and then it yielded, pulling Will inside his body with a feeling of pleasure. As his husband’s dick slowly sank further into him, a warmth started to spread out, travelling far up into his belly, into his womb. 

Matt sighed happily, then Will grunted and thrust the rest of his cock deep inside Matt’s pussy, and the sigh turned into a squeak of pain. 

No, that wasn’t quite right. It had been painful at first, but almost immediately the pain gave way to a soft, blissful feeling, like his entire body had been wrapped in a pink cloud.   

“Will…?” Matt whispered, not quite able to believe what he was about to say. 

“Yeah?” Will’s voice was harsh, powerful, his breath strong on Matt’s ear. 

“I love you.”

For a moment, Matt wanted to snatch the words back, terrified at the truth he’d just admitted to. The shameful truth he’d just let slip. But then Will started thrusting and all his worries were swept away on a tidal wave of pleasure. 

Pinned roughly against the wall, Matt leaned back and let out a loud, female moan. It was the sort of moan he’d heard come from women dozens of times; the moan of a woman with nothing on her mind but the man fucking her and how good it felt. 

His wet blonde hair plastered to his face, lay in streaks across his vision. Matt moaned and gasped, then bent forward and bit down on Will’s broad shoulder. Almost immediately, Will started thrusting harder, making Matt cry out all over again. 

An urgent thrumming was growing in his pussy, shooting sparks out to every inch of his girl body.

It was incredible. His skin felt like a giant nerve-ending, firing signals of pleasure back to his female brain from the slightest touch. Will’s thick chest pressed hard against his tender breasts. The water beating down against his naked flesh. The way Will’s fingers dug into his cute little ass and his hips bumped against his crotch. 

“Will…!” Matt heard himself gasp, not caring how utterly female he sounded. Not caring about anything but his husband’s dick.

“Oh, Will!”

The warm feeling in his pussy was growing, spreading out to cover him completely. As Will thrust his cock deeper and deeper , Matt realized something was building in him. Something unstoppable. 

He came with a sudden scream, a wave of gooseflesh rising over his skin, making every part of him tingle. Stars exploded behind his eyes, the warmth swallowed him entirely and Matt dimly thought he might start crying. 

Oh my god! He thought, Why did no-one tell me being a woman was so good?!

His orgasm peaked, crested then finally faded. As it went, it brought Matt floating back down to Earth, his mind wrapped in blissful fog. 

That went on forever, he gasped. As a man, he was used to his orgasms being a moment of tension, a quick squirt and then nothing. As a woman, it was like his entire body was coming and would never stop. 

“You’re not done yet, bitch,” Will growled in his ear. Then he reached one hand into Matt’s crotch and started rubbing his clit with the ball of his thumb. 

“What are you-?” Matt gasped, and then he couldn’t speak for screaming.

Will’s thumb and cock, working his pussy together, brought him right back to the brink of orgasm. He came again loudly, gasping and screaming and unable to believe what he was feeling. 

It was like discovering one day that a dropped apple would fall upwards. It went against everything he understood about the world, understood about nature. 

But he had no time to think about it. Will’s thumb kept swirling and he drove his dick deeper and deeper into Matt’s pussy. 

They kept fucking until Matt had orgasmed five whole times. By the end, his body was weak and shivery, like he’d just run a marathon. Then suddenly Will went stiff and Matt felt waves of sperm shooting into his pussy, filling his womb. 

He gripped his husband tight, not wanting to let a single drop spill out, not wanting a single sperm to go to waste. 

Then it was over. Will gently lowered Matt until his tiny legs could reach the floor. He pulled his dick out and Matt immediately felt a mournful craving in his pussy. 

Will collapsed back against the far wall, his eyes fuzzy, one hand wrapped around his big, thick cock. He absent-mindedly jerked it and a tiny bulb of pearly white cum appeared. 

Without realizing he was about to do it, Matt leaned forward and kissed the tip of Will’s dick, letting that tiny dot of sperm slip into his mouth. He held it there, savoring its taste, savoring the smell of pussy clinging to Will’s shaft.

So that’s what I smell like, he thought absently. 

Above him, he heard Will let out a laugh. 

“God damn…” his low voice sent another thrill running though Matt’s exhausted new body. 

“You love that dick, don’t you?” Will murmured. 

His lips still pressed against his best friend’s cock, Matt nodded. Then he straightened up and flashed his new husband a smile.

It was a smile that he’d never felt on his male face. A cheeky, coquettish smile; the sort of smile you might see on a cute girl, flirting with a boy. 

“If you’re a good boy,” Matt heard himself whisper, “I might even suck it later.”

Then the two of them were kissing again, Will’s stubble brushing tenderly against Matt’s soft cheeks.

Deep inside, a large part of him was still horrified at what he’d done. Still disgusted at what his ex-wife’s wish had done to his mind, at what Will had done to his sexy new body. 

But he also knew that part of him was no longer in charge. 

He was Emily, newly wed with a gorgeous husband.

And he was going to spend the next few days doing exactly what Emily wanted to do. 








  
 





VI “For fucks sakes.”

Matt stood up straight and crossed his arms in exasperation. Before him, Emily’s suitcase lay open, its contents distributed across the bed. 

That God damned wish…

They had spent the last twenty-four hours acting like a giddy couple on honeymoon. After their fuck in the shower, Matt’s brain had changed completely. Although he still vaguely hoped he could get his old life back, he was no longer in control of his body’s desires. Whatever it wanted, he simply went along with it.

And it wanted a lot of Will.

Since 9am yesterday, they’d had a stupid amount of sex. First on the bed, Matt lying on his back, his legs wide open as Will held him down and hammered his cock into his pussy. Then on the floor, Matt on all fours, his great big boobies dangling from his frame while Will fucked him from behind. 

Finally, at night they’d turned the lights off and slipped out onto the balcony, where Will had held him close and the two of them had fucked with gentle movements, looking down onto the moonlit shore below. 

In all that time, they’d done things that Matt had never imagined, as a straight man, he would ever do. 

At one point, they’d been kissing on the bed when he’d got an overwhelming urge to put Will’s cock in his mouth. Rather than fight it, he’d crawled down his best friend’s body, gave him a cheeky wink, then parted his lips and started sucking. When Will finally came – gripping the sheets and crying out – Matt had swallowed everything he gave him. 

He wasn’t sure if it was the wish or just how Emily naturally was, but he was discovering that his new body loved the taste of cum.

When they finally went to sleep, Matt had curled up in his best friend’s arms, feeling warmer and happier than he had in years.  

The next morning, he’d been more than ready to redo the whole day over again. It had even started out the same, with the two of them fucking again in the shower, Matt screaming with delight as Will forced his black dick deep into his pussy. 

Afterwards, though, things had taken a different turn. 

“Let’s go out,” Will had said as he climbed into his pants, one hand gesturing the window. “Mexico. Let’s explore!”

Which was why Matt was now stood before Emily’s empty suitcase, desperately trying to find something he could wear. 

“What the fuck was she thinking?” He whispered in exasperation. 

All of Emily’s clothes were skimpy in the extreme. She had a few pairs of hotpants that clung to her ass and left a ton of leg on display, and a selection of tank tops that left both her cleavage and belly exposed to the sun. 

Even worse were the swimming costumes. The bikini tops were OK, insofar as they would actually cover Emily’s gigantic boobs. But the bottoms were something else. One Matt picked up had a tiny piece of fabric to cover his pussy, then nothing but a thin string to nestle in his ass crack and stop the damn thing from falling off. 

As a man, the idea of going out with almost everything on display was far from appealing. As was the thought of picking something that showed off his new curves, of dressing sexy.

But if he wanted to leave the hotel room, he was going to have to choose.

Unless he went out in that damn wedding dress.

The balcony door opened. Will came in, his muscular torso hidden under a white shirt, his strong legs encased in shorts. Just seeing him made Matt’s heart skip a beat. 

“What do you think?” 

Matt turned and pouted at his husband, a white top and a pair of cut-off shorts held up. They weren’t what he’d ideally have chosen to wear, but compared to Emily’s other clothes they were practically covering. 

Will took one look at them through his dark sunglasses.

“Nu-uh.”

“Why not?” In his soft new voice, Matt’s hurt sounded almost childish. 

“I just married the most-beautiful girl in the world,” Will smiled at him. “I want people to see how fucking hot she looks.”

“Well… OK.” Matt lowered the top and shorts. Deep down, he was surprised to discover he liked Will taking control. 

“But I don’t want anything too revealing,” he pleaded. “Please Will.”

Will ignored him, digging through the pile of skimpy clothes. 

“Here we go.” He held up two items. Matt’s jaw dropped. 

“No. No way,” he protested in Emily’s voice. “I’m not going out in that!”

“Yes, you are.” Will said firmly. “Because I say so.”

He handed Matt the two tiny pieces of fabric. 

“See you downstairs.”

Then Will was out the door and Matt was left alone, not sure if he was angry with Will for telling him what to do, or if he found it immensely sexy. 

He turned and looked in the full-length mirror. From behind the glass, Emily frowned back at him, two thin items of clothing clasped in her hands.

“This is ridiculous,” Matt said, watching Emily move her lips in time with his. He might be a pretty, bimbo wife, but he was still a person. Will would just have to deal with him wearing something less revealing. 

“Oh, fuck it.” Matt suddenly sighed. Then he pulled his top off over his head, yanked his lacy panties down and slipped into the two items Will had handed him. 

When he checked back with his reflection thirty seconds later, he was shocked to discover how sexy he looked.

∞ ∞ ∞

“You look great.”

Matt forced up a smile as he stepped over to his husband, but his heart was hammering in his chest. As they kissed, he felt his eyes dart around the room, wondering what other people must think of him.

“I look like a slut,” he whispered. 

“You look hot,” Will swung an arm around Matt’s waist and started walking towards the door. “Every girl here is wishing they looked like you.”

Matt nodded and kept smiling, but deep down he wasn’t sure. The way other women looked at him in his swimsuit seemed less jealous and more disdainful. 

Will had picked out for him a tiny little fishnet bikini, its skin made out of thick black threads woven lazily together, leaving huge gaps over Matt’s skin. 

They weren’t real gaps of course. Well, the ones over his ass were, but around the front was a different matter. The makers’ had known a nipple would easily show through these holes and get the outfit banned, so they’d woven in a ‘second skin’ of flesh-toned fabric behind the netting. It meant that Matt was as covered up as he would have been in a regular bikini.

The only difference was, you had to get real close to see that. From a distance of any more than a few feet, it looked like Matt was essentially naked. 

Will’s arm still around his waist, they passed out the cool, air conditioned hotel and onto the beach. The warm salt air hit them like a slap in the face.

“Here she is,” Will smiled. “Mexico.”

The beach was gorgeous, leading down to pale blue waves fringed by palm trees. But Matt was too busy blushing to notice. 

The second they’d stepped out the hotel, they’d passed straight through a group of 18-year old boys. As Matt walked past, uncomfortably aware of the way his curvy new hips naturally wiggled, ten adolescent heads had turned to stare at him. 

“Look at the tits on her,” he heard one of the group mutter appreciatively. 

“Will, baby,” Matt whispered, feeling more exposed than ever. 

“I’m not changing my mind.” Will said firmly. “That’s what you’re wearing. Now be a good girl and come on.”

And he was off, striding along the beach, hands deep in his pockets, admiring the Mexican sea. 

For a second, Matt was sorely tempted to go back. To run up to the hotel room and jump into something more practical. But the gang of teenage boys was still lurking around the entrance, staring in his direction, and the thought of walking through them as their eyes crawled over his tits and ass was more than he could bear. 

“Will, wait…”

Will turned to watch as Matt scampered over to him, his arms thrown up at the elbows, his big tits bouncing up and down. It seemed he naturally now ran like a girl. 

Matt caught up, and Will took his tiny hand in his big, strong one. 

“Glad you made it,” he murmured in Matt’s ear, making the tiny hairs on the back of his neck rise up. 

“Couldn’t leave you out here all by yourself,” Matt responded, smartly. He was beginning to enjoy the flirty banter he and Will now shared. 

“Not with all these hotties wandering around,” he said, nodding at a group of distant girls. 

Will smiled, then gently placed a kiss on Matt’s forehead. 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time they reached the far end of the beach, Matt was having the time of his life.

He’d always been good-looking enough as a man, but this was something else. Where walking along a beach in his old body he might catch a few women giving him the eye, this was like being a celebrity. 

Emily’s body drove men wild. As he and Will walked down the beach, Matt was astonished to see how many guys turned to look at him. Guys with girlfriends on one arm and a kid in their hands. Guys already trying to chat up other girls. 

It was like a spotlight was being thrown on him. Conversations stopped. Sunbathing men looked up. Young boys stopped dead.

And Matt loved it. 

He’d had no idea what an attention seeker he really was. Whenever they walked past a crowd of guys, he’d deliberately let Emily’s hips roll seductively, causing gasps. Whenever they passed some poor dope out with his wife, Matt would gently flutter his eyelashes at him, enjoying both the goofy smile on the husband’s face and the angry glare on the wife’s . 

At one point, he deliberately stopped near some lounging workmen and bent down to pick up a shell, his pert ass rising high into the air. The urgent wolf whistles made a thrill run through him. 

“You’re such a little homewrecker,” Will said, amused. 

Matt simply shrugged his slender shoulders and shot his husband a cheeky grin. Emily’s body amazed him. For the first time in his life, he didn’t just feel good looking, or dashing, or well-groomed, or any of that.

He felt sexy. He felt beautiful.

And he felt so, so feminine. 

Will was clearly enjoying himself, too. As they made their way past tourists, locals and beach bums, Matt realized why his husband had wanted him to wear such a revealing outfit.

He was showing his new wife off. He was showing other men what he had, and they could never get. 

He was treating Matt like a possession.

Deep down, Matt knew this should bother him. But it didn’t really matter.

He was a man’s mind trapped in the body of a beautiful, sexy woman. 

And he loved being paraded around like this. 

It was nearly noon when they reached the bar at the end of the beach. 

A few stools stood in the sand, shaded by parasols. A lone, muscular barman stood behind a wooden counter, waiting for customers. Matt smiled to himself then turned to Will.

“Give me some money,” he demanded. 

Will raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t spend it all at once.” He said, handing Matt some pesos. 

Matt grinned cheekily, then turned and wiggled his perfect little ass over to the bar. He jumped up on a stool, leaned against it and let his large boobs rest on the wooden surface. The barman looked down at his cleavage, a smile on his handsome face. 

“What’ll it be, miss?” 

“Two beers.”

As the barman popped open two bottles, Matt bit his lower lip and gave him an appraising look. 

“What’s your name?”

“Louis.”

“That’s a good name,” Matt murmured, his eyes twinkling. “I’m Emily.” 

The barman gave him a cocky smile. 

“Welcome to Mexico, Emily.” 

“Thanks,” Matt picked up the two beers and let himself give a girly giggle. “Maybe you can show me around later?” 

“Maybe I can.” The barman nodded, his eyes drifting back down to Matt’s breasts. “These are on me.”

“Thanks, babe.” Matt flashed him a last, sexy smile and then he was off, walking back over the hot sand to his husband.

Flirting with men was so easy. And so much fun. Although Matt still thought of himself as a straight man, the way other men acted around him thrilled him. If this was what it was like being a beautiful girl, he decided, then he wasn’t in a hurry to change back. 

His body saw what was happening before his mind did. He felt himself go tense.

What-? He had time to wonder.

And then he saw her. 

While he’d been off flirting with the handsome barman, another girl had come over to chat to Will. Not just any girl, either. 

She was tall, with long, bronzed legs that ended in a perfect ass. Her boobs were smaller than Matt’s, but better suited to her body. Long, dark hair cascaded over olive-skinned shoulders. Her face was perfectly sculpted, a pair of sunglasses balancing stylishly on her nose.

She looked like a supermodel. 

As Matt watched, Will laughed at some joke she made. He laughed too loudly, his eyes fixed on her pneumatic body, a lost grin on his face.

Suddenly, all the joy that had been building up in Matt drained away. His face flushed. Looking down at Emily’s body, he no longer felt pretty, no longer felt beautiful. 

He felt ugly and awkward and disgusted with himself. 

Will took one of his business cards from his wallet and handed it to the supermodel. She took it daintily, with a smile that would have made Matt’s male body go weak at the knees. Then she was off, strutting away across the sand while Will gazed after her, a smirk on his face.

A wave of anger rose up in Matt. He stormed across the sand to his husband and slammed the bottles on the table.

“Who was that?” He demanded, his voice high and shrill. 

Will shrugged.

“No-one.” He casually picked up his beer and took a swig. 

“You gave her your number,” Matt was trying to control his breathing, but it was no good. His voice wavered and cracked, like a woman on the verge of tears. 

“So?”

“We’re on honeymoon,” Matt’s bottom lip was trembling.

“I know.” Will took another swig of beer. “It was just a business thing.”

Matt couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His insides twisted in a jealous rage.

How could Will act so unconcerned? So casual about Matt’s anger? 

Can’t he see I’m upset? He wondered. 

“So you just happened to arrange a business meeting with the most-beautiful girl on the beach?”

“Babe, there’s no need to get jealous…”

“Stop calling me babe!” Matt shrieked. A few tables over, a group of boys turned to watch the arguing couple.

He felt so impotent. So angry. The way Will treated him with a mixture of weary amusement and condensation, like his feelings meant nothing. Like he was just a silly little girl. 

Is this what I was like? He thought. Did I treat women this way? 

“You’re making a scene,” Will said. 

“You’re damn right I’m making a scene!”

The blood pounded between Matt’s ears. He knew Will. He knew what he was like. His wingman never just did business with a woman, especially one as beautiful as the supermodel. He seduced them.

He fucked them. 

“Jesus baby,” Will sighed. “Leave it OK? I can’t be dealing with this now.”

A horrible thought rose up in Matt’s mind. 

This was it. For the rest of their lives together, this was going to be what happened. Will playing away while Matt sat at home like a good wife and waited for him. 

Just like he’d once made his ex-wife wait. 

“Well learn to deal with it,” Matt snapped, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. “I’ve had enough, I’m going back.”

“Babe…”

But Matt was gone, storming back across the sand toward their distant hotel, his arms crossed over his chest, trying to hold back his tears. 

It’s not fair, he sobbed silently. It’s not fair!

As he walked past a group of men, he thought he heard a low wolf whistle. He wanted to spin around and scream at them. He no longer wanted the attention. No longer wanted the stares, the catcalls, the winks. 

But there was nothing he could do. Head bent forward, Matt slowly made his way back to the hotel, furiously wishing he’d never met stupid, sexy Emily. 








  
 





VII That afternoon was one of the worst of Matt’s life.

Will didn’t come home from the beach for hours. Sat on the edge of their bed at sunset, Matt stared at his tattered bridal dress and tried not to imagine what his husband was doing.

He’d gone back to the supermodel’s room. The two of them were probably there now, Will slapping her ass and whispering in her ear, making her giggle. 

Will fucking her in the shower, like he did all his little sluts. 

There was a click and the door opened. Matt quickly wiped the tears from his soft cheeks. Will stepped in, a tired look on his handsome face.

“Well?” Matt whispered.

Will was silent. He crossed to the minibar and got out the ingredients for a G&T.

“Did you fuck her?” Matt asked.

Will ignored him. He took a deep gulp of his drink. 

“Did you fuck her?!” Matt’s voice was rising, becoming shrill. He was aware he sounded hysterical, but he couldn’t help it. 

“No.”

Will turned. For the first time, Matt realized his eyes were damp. 

“I wanted to. I nearly did. But…”

Matt waited, his heart hammering in his chest.

“I couldn’t.” Will swallowed, looking ashamed. “I realized…”

“I realized I love you, Emily.”

For a long time, they sat in silence, Matt hardly daring to breathe. 

The wish, he thought, faintly, the wish must have changed Will, too. 

It had stopped him acting like Casanova, and made him act like a husband.

Will shifted uncomfortably.

“You’re the girl I fell in love with.” He whispered. “And from now on, I’m going to treat you like a husband should.”

Something rose up in Matt, something wholly unexpected. A feeling that he would never have imagined he could feel. One his male self would have never dared admit to. 

But now he was Emily, he could finally say it.

“You’re the man I fell in love with, too.” He said. “A long, long time ago. From the moment we first met.”

Will gave him an uncertain smile, so awkward it made Matt’s heart melt. 

“What now?” He asked.

Matt thought for a second. Then he gave Will a hungry smile.

“Come here,” he whispered.

As Will obediently crossed the room, Matt lay back and slowly opened his long, smooth legs. 

“Kneel down.”

Will dropped to his knees, his face level with Matt’s crotch. He looked up at him with his beautiful brown eyes, and Matt couldn’t help but fall in love with him all over again.

“Now,” he said in Emily’s voice. “Show me that you mean it.”

For a second, Will looked confused. Then understanding dawned in his eyes. He shot Matt a cheeky grin.

“Anything for my wife,” he whispered.

Then he reached up to Matt’s crotch and pulled his lacy panties to one side. Matt’s new pussy trembled in the cool hotel air, its lips already red and puffy and wet. Will leaned right forward, sniffed it’s salty aroma, and then buried his face in it and started licking. 

The pleasure was immediate and intense beyond belief. Matt threw back his head and gasped.

He’d never felt anything like this. Will’s rough tongue swirled around his lips and flicked at his clit, each movement sending sleepy waves of pleasure rolling over Matt’s body. He teased the entrance to Matt’s pussy, letting his tongue slip across his hole. 

“Oh yeah,” Matt whispered, enjoying how feminine he sounded. “Oh yes baby, that’s it.”

Gooseflesh was rising across his entire body. His nipples were like two bullets. Without thinking, Matt slipped a hand under his top and took one between his thumb and forefinger. He gently pinched it, rolled it round, enjoying the feeling. Enjoying the way it made the pleasure radiating from his crotch even more intense. 

Will let his tongue run down across the whole of Matt’s pussy. For a second, he gently tongued the opening, and then he plunged it right inside. 

“Fuck, Will!”

Matt’s gasps were getting louder, involuntarily tearing from his mouth. He couldn’t stop them even if he wanted to. It seemed with every bolt of pleasure, his girl body wanted to make a sound.

To let his husband know how much he was enjoying this. 

Will’s tongue swirled around the inside of Matt’s pussy, sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. Without thinking, he reached forward and grabbed Will’s head, pushing it deeper into his crotch. Will responded by withdrawing his tongue and flicking it across Matt’s clit, making him scream with pleasure. 

“Oh god, Will…”

He felt his husbands tongue plunge back inside him, dart in and out of his hole, pushing him towards climax. As the feeling started to build, Matt began to frantically twist his nipple, loving the sharp pain that coursed through him, making his pleasure all the sweeter. 

Oh God, he thought, desperately Oh god, I’m going to come!

“Will!”

Then Will thrust his tongue deep into Matt’s womb and suddenly he was coming, clasping his husband’s face to crotch and screaming. Screaming so loud the whole hotel could hear, but not caring. Not caring about anything but this feeling of pleasure.

Matt’s orgasm peaked once, twice, three times, shooting electric out to every inch of his body. Finally, it was over. He came floating back down to Earth on a soft pink cloud, aware of nothing except how wonderful he felt, how unbelievably happy he was to have Emily’s body. 

How unbelievably happy he was to have Emily’s husband. 

At long last, Will leaned back, his lips still moist from Matt’s pussy. Impulsively, Matt leaned forward and gave him a kiss, drinking in his own juices from Will’s tongue. 

He tasted tangy. Salty. Good.

Holding his husband’s face in his hands, Matt felt a brilliant smile split across his face. 

“How was that?” Will asked.

“That…” Matt sighed, “was the best sex of my life.” 

And he really meant it. 

“Now come on, husband,” he said, lying back on the bed with a cheeky grin. “My pussy is soaking wet and I can’t wait for you to fuck me.”

With a cocksure smile, Will stood up, reached into his pants and pulled out something hard and black and long.

Five minutes later, Matt’s girly screams were echoing through the hotel all over again. 

∞ ∞ ∞

On the last day of their honeymoon, Matt went out for a walk alone. 

Since their fight on the beach, he and Will hadn’t had a single bad moment. Every morning they woke up and fucked like their lives depended on it, before departing to the beach. Then it was back to the hotel for more fucking, and finally a romantic, moonlit stroll beside the waves. 

Matt was happier than he’d ever been in his life. So much so, that it hadn’t bothered him when he realized he’d forgotten to take Emily’s supply of the pill. 

Deep down, quite a large part of him was hoping he might get pregnant. 

Yet there was a sad streak to his honeymoon. Even as Matt happily adjusted to his new life as Emily, he was aware that he was losing something special. 

The memories of his old life were nearly gone now. He knew he’d been a man. He knew he and Will had been friends. He knew he’d been turned into Emily as a punishment. 

Beyond that, though, there was nothing. 

Even this little bit of knowledge seemed unreal. When he showered, he no longer noticed Emily’s curvy body. No longer thought of his pussy and boobies as anything but his. 

The idea that he’d once been a man, with a big penis swinging between his legs and a sexual attraction toward girls, seemed unbelievable. Already, he wasn’t quite sure if it was something that had really happened, or just a dream he once had. 

It was while he was turning these things over in his mind that the car pulled up. The big, expensive limo. It stopped beside him and the back window wound down. 

“Emily?”

Matt jumped, surprised to hear someone say his name. He smiled self-consciously at the glamorous, dark haired, wealthy woman looking up at him. 

“I’m Alex,” Alex smiled. “Do you recognize me?”

For a split-second, Matt thought her face seemed familiar. Then he shrugged and shook his pretty head.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “Should I?”

“It doesn’t really matter,” Alex replied. “I just wanted to check in on you. My husband and I were on our way back from our private island, and I thought I’d see how you were doing.”

“Well,” said Matt, smiling at this strange woman, “I’m doing great.”

“Actually, more than great,” he confessed. “I just got married and my husband. He’s…”

Alex arched an eyebrow at him.

“Go on, dear,” she murmured.

“Well, he’s perfect.” Matt finished, a goofy smile on his soft, feminine face. He knew he was gushing to this woman, but he couldn’t help it. 

“Hmm, that’s unexpected…” Alex seemed to think for a minute, then her face cleared. “Still, it doesn’t matter. I’ve got what I want. And, you know, in a way, I’m almost glad you’re happy. I was feeling quite guilty earlier.”

Matt didn’t know what to say. He shrugged and smiled politely. 

What the hell is she talking about? He wondered. 

“Anyway,” Alex winked at him. “Must dash, I can’t sit here chatting all day. We’re having dinner with the president later and I’ve got a helicopter waiting.”

She started to lean back, then seemed to have a thought. 

“By the way, dear,” she said. “You didn’t tell me your name.”

“Oh, I’m Emily.” 

“Well, Emily,” Alex grinned, “I’ve got a feeling you’re going to make a perfect wife.”

Then the window wound up, the car pulled away and she was gone. 

Emily watched her go with a faint frown on her face. She felt like she recognized the rich woman from somewhere. From another life, maybe. From another life when she had been a…

She shook her head. The thought was gone, blown away on the sea breeze. 

Besides, she thought to herself, it was a silly thing to think. I’m Emily and I always have been.

With a smile on her pretty face she turned and headed back towards the hotel where her husband was waiting. Her husband with his handsome face and gorgeous smile. Her husband with his big, beautiful cock. 

As she walked, Emily felt a happiness rising up in her almost too big to describe. 

That rich woman had been right, even if she didn’t know it.

Emily was going to devote the rest of her life to being the perfect wife.

The End

Like what you’ve read? Click the link to check out my Amazon-bestselling romantic TG tale of an alpha male magically transformed into a beautiful virgin bride: She Turned Him Into a Virgin Bride 






 
   

  
 

 Changed! From Sexist to Sex-Object 

“Here’s the truth about women.”

Sam smiled at the twenty male faces before him, hanging on his every word. He raised the microphone to his lips.

“They’ll never admit it. Feminists will hate you for saying it. But…”

He allowed a professional twinkle to enter his eye.

“They love being raped.”

An approving murmur ran around the tiny convention hall. Twenty young, well-built guys nodded in unison. 

“It’s in their nature,” Sam declared, warming to his theme. “Men are strong and powerful. Women exist only to obey them. That’s the way it’s been since the dawn of time, and that’s the way it’ll be a million years from now.”

There were a few cheers, some stamping feet. Sam surveyed his captive audience.

“What these feminists forget,” he practically spat the word, “is that you can’t fight nature. Women are programmed to want dick. It’s in their DNA. They love being ordered around. They love it when a strong man forces them to do things. They love being stared at, being touched up in public…

“And they love being made to feel like sluts!”

The crowd went ballistic. Twenty men raised their fists and roared their approval. 

“Say it!” They chanted. “Say it!”

That’s my cue. Sam let his eyes drift up to the banner dangling above the hired room. The banner that had followed him across the States on his tour. The banner that had gotten him more attention and more controversy than most could ever dream of. It read: SAM THE MAN SAYS IT LIKE IT IS. 

And underneath, in smaller letters:

The Truth About Women, What They Want, and How the Feminists Are Destroying America.

Sam raised the microphone again. 

“I’ll say it!” He yelled. “This is how it is. Women need to learn their place again. Feminists need to be stopped!”

He pointed at the crowd.

“Next time you see some slut strutting around with it all hanging out, I want you to take charge! Make her yours. Corner her and grab her ass. Tweak her tits. Tell her she’s a dumb bitch and she needs to get to your room now!”

More cheers.

“Let’s take America back for men!” Sam shouted. 

At that moment, a commotion broke out by the hall doors. There was a crash and six female protesters barged into the room, placards in their hands. In the corridor, Sam could see the sole security guard the hotel had laid on desperately trying to stop another five from following them. 

“Look out,” Sam sneered at his audience. “Here come the feminists.”

“You’re damn right,” one of them, who Sam took to be the leader, snapped. She pushed to the front. Dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders, coming to rest over a pair of pert breasts. Heavy-framed glasses balanced delicately on her nose. 

If she hadn’t been in the process of interrupting his speech, Sam would have thought she was hot.

“We’re here to ask you to stop this convention,” the leader said, folding her arms across her tits. “This is a pro-rape rally and you’re endangering thousands of women with your talks.”

Oh boy, Sam thought. He was going to have fun taking this silly little bitch apart.

“Suck it up, slut,” he sneered through the microphone. “This is a free country. And there’s absolutely no evidence linking my men’s rallies to rape.”

The men in the audience cheered, glaring at the feminists. The leader scowled at him, her dark eyes flashing.

“I have a name,” she said. “It’s Gemma. And you’ve given dozens of rallies in the past month telling angry young men it’s OK to grope women and rape them. How do you think that makes us feel, huh?”

“Now this,” said Sam, turning innocently to his audience, “is what I’m talking about. This bitch clearly needs some dick. You can tell just by looking at her that she wants a cock to suck. Pity no man’s dumb enough to give it to her.”

To his surprise, Gemma didn’t start shouting. Instead, she smiled at him, a calm, powerful smile. Either side of her, the other feminists broke out in gigantic grins. 

Disconcerted, Sam tried to press on. 

“All of these whores,” he shouted, “are just in need of a good fucking. I mean, if I was lucky enough to have a big black dick in my mouth, you wouldn’t hear me complaining!” 

A murmur passed around the room. The men in the audience glanced at one another. On the low stage, Sam turned white as a sheet.

I didn’t mean to say that… he thought, worriedly. 

He nervously glanced at Gemma, now watching him with a predatory grin. Trembling, he raised the microphone again.

“You wouldn’t hear me complaining because I love dick. In fact, I wish I was sucking a nice fat dick right now!”

The hall was silent now. Everyone’s eyes were on Sam as he looked at the microphone in horror, then raised a hand to his throat. 

What the Hell is going on?! He thought, frantically. Have those bitches hypnotized me?

Then, before he could stop himself, he was talking again. 

“Hands up if you think I’m a stupid slut!” He shouted, immediately raising his arm. “Come on, get those hands up! I’m a cock-loving whore and everyone needs to know it!” 

Sam dropped the microphone with a gasp, throwing it away as if it had suddenly turned into a snake. The men were looking uncomfortable now. At the back, one of the feminists began to giggle. Stood before her Gemma curled her lip contemptuously.    

 “What have you done to me?!” Sam gasped.

“I forgot to mention,” Gemma sneered cruelly, “We’re not just feminists. We’re also witches.”

Her eyes twinkled. 

“And you’re about to get a taste of your own medicine!”

No sooner had she finished talking than Sam realized he was shrinking. Before his eyes, the walls of the convention hall began to slide upward, the floor rising to meet him as his 6ft5 frame shed inches at an alarming rate. 

In horror, Sam held up his hands, hoping to beg with Gemma and make her stop. And then he saw it. 

His hands were changing. Where only seconds ago they’d been big, calloused, manly things, they were now small and soft and dainty. His fingers had narrowed, becoming elegant and slender. Long nails now stretched from the tips. As Sam watched a tiny blot appeared in the middle of one and suddenly expanded, turning them a dark, slutty red. 

There was an itching in his scalp and a feeling that someone was pulling on his hair. Then waves and waves of long, blonde hair were cascading down his shoulders, coiling into beautiful little ringlets that bounced and twirled. Sam grabbed a strand and held it up in front of his eyes, unable to believe what he was seeing. 

“What’s happening!” He squeaked, shocked to hear his voice had suddenly leapt up two octaves. 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Gemma purred. Beside her the giggling feminist had picked up a phone to film Sam on. In the audience the men watched in slack-jawed amazement. 

“I’m turning you into the thing you hate most in the entire world.”

Sam was hardly listening. The changes were picking up speed, shooting out to every corner of his body, leaving no part of him untouched. 

There was a grinding sensation and his shoulders began to draw in, becoming narrow and slender. Simultaneously his hips started to stretch away, jutting outwards, becoming big and curved and womanly. The fat trickled away from Sam’s sides, his spine snapped forward with a click, and suddenly he was the horrified owner of a sexy hourglass figure. 

A feeling of pressure grew in Sam’s backside. He frantically clasped his hands against his cheeks and felt them leap up and fill out, becoming round and pert and smooth. He turned and gaped at his brand new bum and was startled to see how good it looked. 

“Better already.” Gemma said with an approving nod. “But we’re not done yet, not by a long shot. Ladies?”

The giggling feminist smiled up at Sam. She was tomboyish with short hair and an evil smile that spread across her face as she held her thumb and forefinger together.

“Help you with those clothes, babe?” She asked sweetly, then she clicked her fingers and Sam’s suit vanished, leaving him stood naked onstage. 

“Urgh,” the witch said, shuddering at the sight of his semi-male figure. “That’s disgusting. Hurry it up, Gemma!”

“My pleasure.” Gemma murmured, hungrily watching Sam’s mounting helplessness.

There was a sound like a balloon deflating. Sam’s biceps, reminders of when he used to hit the gym three times a week, shrank back into his body, leaving him with thin and delicate arms. The dark hairs that dusted his forearms turned downy and soft and invisible. His armpits became smooth. 

Sam’s legs were stretching now, the muscle falling away as the pulled upwards, becoming smooth and slender even as his torso kept shrinking. Sam gaped down at them and was horrified to see his feet were tiny now; two dainty little things with narrow ankles and red-painted toenails. 

A burst of pain swept through his jaw and suddenly the bone was softening, losing its hard, masculine edge and making his face round and pretty. In quick succession, Sam felt his lips plump up, his eyes widen and earrings appear in his earlobes. There was a pause, and then long, dark eyelashes sprouted out and fluttered at the edges of his vision like the fronds of tiny palm trees. 

By this time, everyone could see where Sam’s transformation was going. Yet it still had a few adjustments left to make to get there. Thirty eyes settled on his chest, the men with a kind of perverted fascination, the women with expressions of glee. 

“Please,” Sam whispered helplessly in a soft, feminine voice that wasn’t his own, “Please, no…”

But there was nothing he could do. Before his eyes his nipples started to jut out from his chest, the tissue round them swelling up like a bee sting. There was a feeling of intense pressure and then two large, beautiful breasts came bursting out, growing bigger and bigger until they dangled from Sam’s frame, the nipples long and pink. 

Desperately, Sam tried to wrestle them back inside him, but they just kept on growing until they were bigger than his hands. He cupped one and it felt pert and ripe and firm. 

Finally, a tremor passed through Sam’s tiny dick. He looked down at his 3-inch cock with a low moan, just in time to see it shoot up into his body, taking his balls with it. For a second, there was nothing but smoothness between his legs, and then with a loud ripping sound the skin split in two, leaving two plump pussy lips dangling either side of a moist little hole. 

“Perfect,” Sam heard Gemma purr from across the room.

That bitch! He shot her a look of pure hatred.

“What have you done you crazy bitch?!” He shouted. “Turn me back now!”

At least, that’s what Sam meant to say. Instead it came out as: “Oh God I love cock! Someone, stick a dick in my mouth, right now!” 

In shock, he jammed a dainty hand over his plump new lips.

What’s happening to me? He thought, his legs trembling in fright. 

“Just listen to her,” Gemma smiled. “She’s everything we could have hoped for.”

“Still,” she continued, “we can’t leave her looking like that. Wendy?”

The giggling witch bowed politely and clicked her fingers again. There was a whoosh of wind, a rustle of fabric, and suddenly Sam was clothed again. 

Only they were like no clothes he’d ever worn…

“Here,” he dimly heard Gemma say. “Let me magic up a mirror.”

Then there was another click and Sam was looking at the most-beautiful girl he’d ever laid eyes on. 

She was gorgeous. Long blond hair tumbled in ringlets over her bare, cream white shoulders. Two trembling pink lips sat at the bottom of a soft baby face, beneath a pair of large, doe-like eyes. She was young. Maybe 18. But that wasn’t what caught Sam’s eye.

Her body was incredible. Two long, smooth legs led upwards to a strapless black cocktail dress that barely came down lower than her pussy. Her body curved in a gentle, hourglass shape. Two large breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath, the neckline of her dress barely concealing the nipples. A pair of black heels with six-inch stilettoes encased each foot. Expensive earrings hung from each ear. 

She was exactly the sort of girl men go wild for. 

“What…?” Sam started to say, then stopped. The girl in the mirror had moved her lips in time with him. 

This is impossible, he thought frantically. It has to be a dream!

But deep down, he knew it wasn’t. He could feel the way his heels pinched his dainty new feet. Feel the soft caress of his cocktail dress against his skin. Smell the faint traces of perfume he was suddenly wearing. 

Dreams weren’t as detailed as that. 

“Like her?” 

Sam jumped. Gemma was now standing at the foot of the stage, only inches from him. With a feeling of horror he saw they were now exactly the same height.

“Personally, I think it’s a massive improvement.” 

Sam didn’t know what to say, so he simply shook his pretty little head. To his disgust, the girl in the mirror copied his movements perfectly. 

He stared at her for a second, then poked out his tongue, watching as she did likewise. Impulsively, he grabbed his gigantic new breasts. In the mirror, the hot girl grabbed hers, watching him with a cheeky look in her eye. 

She’s so… hot. Thought Sam, expecting to feel a twitch in his pants as the sight of her made his dick as hard as iron. 

But nothing came. Not only did he no longer have a dick to get hard, his new, female brain wasn’t even remotely interested in the blond bombshell stood before him. 

“You’re everything you’ve ever thought about women,” Gemma was saying. “Every dirty little thought, every perverted little fantasy. That’s now you.”

Sam tore his eyes away from the mirror. 

“What do you mean?” He asked in his soft, womanly voice.

Christ! He groaned I sound like a Valley girl!

In response, Gemma simply smiled and turned her eyes toward the ceiling. Sam followed her eye line.

And froze.

His banner had changed. Where once it had been a male call to arms, it was now something much, much worse. It read: SAMANTHA THE SLUT SUCKS SOME DICKS (LIVE!)

“If you’d been a halfway decent man you’d just be a normal girl now,” Gemma shrugged. “The spell changes you into your own idea of the opposite sex. Since you think we’re all cockhungry sluts that’s what you turned into.”

“I don’t love cock!” Sam tried to say, desperately. But the words wouldn’t come out. Instead, he felt himself giggle and say in a delicate, sensuous voice: “Mmm, I do love cock.” 

“I know you do.” Gemma smiled. “And trust me, you’ll be getting plenty of it in the future!”

Sam’s blood ran cold. He turned toward his tormenter and clasped his hands together.

“Listen, whoever you are. Gemma…” He begged, forcing himself to say what he wanted to say and not what the cock-loving, Samantha part of his brain wanted. “Turn me back. I’ll give you anything. You can’t leave me like this forever!”

“Oh, it’s not forever. We’ll turn you back eventually,” Gemma’s eyes twinkled. “However, not until you get to the end of your tour. How many more states was it?”

“Fifteen,” mumbled Sam. 

“Fifteen!” Gemma brightly shook her head. “And to think, you’ll be sucking dick in all of them!”

She laughed at his shocked expression. 

“It’s your fault, remember? Who knows? You might even learn to be a decent man by the end of it all.”

She giggled. 

“Or a decent woman, at least. Anyway, must be off. Enjoy your new show!”

“Wait!” Sam shouted in Samantha’s lusty, throaty voice. But he was too late. Gemma clicked her fingers and all the witches, all the protestors vanished, taking their mirror with them. 

For a second Sam simply stood there, his head spinning, trying to ignore the cream white cleavage rising and falling in the bottom of his vision. Trying to ignore the blonde hair tumbling past the corners of his eyes, and the way almost all his flesh was now on display.

Then somebody coughed. 

Slowly, as if moving through treacle, Sam turned. Just below his little stage sat twenty men, watching him with hard and expectant expressions. Their eyes crawled up his new body, taking in Sam’s long, smooth legs and pert little ass. They settled on his tits, straining at the fabric of his new dress. 

I’ve got to get out of here, Sam thought. 

But Samantha wasn’t having any of it. Without waiting for a command from his brain, Sam’s stunning new body bent over and picked up the microphone. There was a murmur of approval as his boobs nearly spilled out his top.

Shit! He cursed. I should have knelt down rather than bending forward! I’ll have to remember that.

He leaned back up and felt himself smile at the expectant crowd. Desperate signals fired from his male brain, ordering him to get off the stage and run back to his hotel room and hide from these aggressive, hunky looking men. But Samantha refused to move.

It looked like Sam had no choice but to finish his speech. 

He raised the microphone to his plump new lips. The feeling of men’s eyes crawling across his body was disturbingly good. Sam felt a distracted warmth in his crotch at the thought of them mounting the stage and tearing his clothes off. Of holding his submissive female body down and forcing him to suck their cocks…

God, the thought of having a fat dick in his mouth was so good. He could already feel a moistness between his legs. Perhaps if he was a good girl, one of these big, strong men would invite him back to their room afterwards…

No! Don’t think about it! His male brain raged. You’re a man, remember? Just finish your speech and get outta here!

Sam took a deep, steadying breath. It was the magic, that damn spell making him think these horrible thoughts! He’d have to be strong, or else he might-

“Who wants me to suck their cock?!” He heard himself shout into the microphone. 

Another murmur passed around the hall. Sam clenched his teeth, struggling to keep his mouth shut, to stop himself from saying any more.

Please! He whimpered in his brain. Oh please God, don’t make me say it!

It was no use. No sooner had he formed the thought than his body was in charge again. The words flew out his mouth with ease, their soft sounds tripping off his tongue and making his body go numb with horror.

“I’m a little slut who loves dicks!” Sam heard himself say, his eyes wide with fear. “I want men to take charge of me. I want them to pinch my ass and grab my tits. I want them to give me orders and make me suck their cocks. And most of all…”

He felt himself bend forward, giving the men in the audience a great view of his brand new titties. He desperately tried to stand up straight, but his body refused to move.

“I want them to rape me,” he felt himself whisper in a sexy, sultry voice. 

One half of his face scrunched up as Sam felt himself drop a cheeky wink. 

“So come on, boys. Who here is man enough to give me what I want?”

There was a scraping of chair legs. A tall, strong-looking man clambered to his feet. His arms were large, his chest wide and his face hidden behind a thick beard. His torso was encased in a flannel shirt that was nearly bursting at the seams.

As a man, Sam would’ve found the guy somewhere between disgusting and threatening. Now, however, he was shocked to feel a fluttering in his stomach and an increase in the warmth between his legs. 

That’s what a real man should look like, he thought approvingly, unaware he was beginning to think like a woman now. 

“You want an order?” The man growled, his voice deep. It vibrated in Sam’s gut, making a thrill pass through his body.  

“Here’s an order then, slut. On your knees.”

“Finally,” Sam felt himself purr into the microphone as his body obediently sank to its knees. “A man who knows how to talk to a woman.”

Inside, he was struggling to scream. The guy looked like a lumberjack or a biker. A big, towering mountain of a man, all sweat and testosterone. He was the last thing Sam wanted! The last thing!

I bet he’s got a big cock. The thought rose up, unbidden in Sam’s brain. He tried to squash it back down, but it was no use.

The spell had taken over his mind completely. 

The biker guy stepped out into the aisle. He clambered onto the stage with heavy footsteps. 

“It’s so nice to see a real man here,” Sam heard himself whisper in his seductive, newly-female voice.

“Shut up, bitch.” The biker guy grunted, playing with his fly. “I like women who suck not speak.” 

He reached into his pants and pulled out something long and hard and thick, causing Sam to moan out loud. 

“And it’s time for you to suck,” he whispered.

Sam felt like he was going to be sick. The guy’s cock was enormous! It was nine inches at least. He didn’t want it anywhere near him! 

I bet I can fit all of that in my mouth, Sam found himself thinking, watching the guy’s cock with a hungry smile. God, he was desperate to suck a dick. 

But he was a man still. A straight man! There was no way he could do something so… so womanly.

And then the guy opened his mouth again and Sam didn’t have a choice.

“What are you waiting for, bitch?” The guy demanded. “Suck my dick. Now.”

And before he could stop himself, Sam felt his body crawl eagerly over to the guy, part its plump new lips and take his whole cock in its mouth. 

It was horrible. The guy’s crotch stank of male sweat, like he hadn’t scrubbed down there in a week. His penis was like some enormous, rubbery thing forcing its way to the back of Sam’s throat, making him gag. Tears stung at the corners of his eyes. He wanted to vomit. 

Then a terrible thing happened. One that eclipsed the horrors of Sam’s transformation. One that made him feel sicker and angrier and more pathetic than he ever had in his life. 

Sam realized he was enjoying himself. 

“Mmmm…” He pulled his pretty little head back, stuck out his tongue and swirled it round the rim of the biker’s purple head. The guy gave a low groan that sent a thrill sparking through Sam’s body. 

There was something about pleasuring a guy with his dainty new mouth that made Sam feel so proud of himself. 

That made him feel like a good girl. 

The biker groaned again and Sam felt a rough, calloused palm run through his hair. It suddenly gripped tight and then he was being shoved forward. With no time to protest, he simply opened his painted lips. The guy’s long cock plunged deep inside his throat, filling his mouth. 

He could hardly breathe. He took delicate gulps of air through his nostrils, trying not to choke. In the bottom of his vision, he saw the guy’s enormous dick sliding in and out of his lips, his crotch thrusting away right in Sam’s face. 

Right, Sam thought hazily, I’m going to give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had.

He reached one dainty hand up and slid it inside the guy’s jeans. He wrapped his elegant new fingers around his balls and started gently massaging them. At the same time, he started to bob his head back and forth, faster and faster, working the guy’s dick deeper and deeper into his throat. 

A trickle of moisture ran down the side of Sam’s inside thigh. With a start he realized he was dripping wet, his new pussy warm and puffy and wide. He desperately wanted to slip a finger inside his panties and play with his new cunt. 

Instead, like an obedient slave, he reached up with his free hand and clutched the shaft of the biker’s dick, pumping his wrist even as he sucked like his life depended on it. 

The biker was grunting now, thrusting his hips faster and faster against Sam’s pretty baby face. With each thrust he let out a low groan of pleasure that made Sam’s sensitive new body tingle with desire. 

Oh my God, Sam whimpered in his brain, why did no-one ever tell me how good sucking dick was?!

His nipples were hard as bullets, the thrumming in his pussy was reaching fever pitch. He wanted to squeeze his boobs, to play with his clit, but he thought he didn’t need to. At this rate, he was going to cum just from having a cock in his mouth. 

Almost there… Sam thought, wildly, I’m almost there!

Suddenly the biker stiffened. He let out a loud groan then yanked Sam’s head back so his penis was lying on his soft new face. 

Sam just had time to wonder what was happening and then jets of hot white cum were spurting all over his pretty new lips. Cum splattered on his cheeks, went up his nose, got in his hair. It was hot and salty and sticky and felt so good!

“YES!” Sam heard himself shriek in his girly new voice, “make me your cumslut. Make me your CUMSLUT!”

Then it was over. The biker shoved Sam away from him in disgust. Crouched on his silly heels, Sam felt himself overbalance and then he was lying on his ass, his dress riding up so everyone in the hall could see his dripping wet pussy. 

It was the most-humiliating thing that had ever happened to him. That had ever happened to anyone.

Yet Sam found he didn’t care. He poked out his tongue and licked the cum off his lips, luxuriating in its musty, salty taste. He could feel it on his cheeks, on his chin, on his breasts. Sticking to his skin, hot and smelly. 

And he loved it. 

Fight it! The male part of his brain sobbed. It’s the magic making you like this. You’re still a man, remember?! Fight the urges!

But Sam intended to do no such thing.

Lying on his back, he turned and smiled seductively at the rest of the men in the crowd. He raised the microphone to his sperm-coated lips.

“Mmmm, delicious!” He heard himself give a girlish giggle. “Who’s next?”

Slowly, all the men in the hall got to their feet. They walked up to the stage, bulges visible in their pants. There were jocks, preppy guys, older guys and two men who looked like weightlifters. 

And Sam wanted to suck off them all.

Delicately, he pulled his new, cum-soaked body back onto its knees. He felt himself smile seductively at the line of men now waiting for his female lips to send them to heaven. 

“Right,” he heard himself whisper in horror, “which of you studs is first?”

∞ ∞ ∞

Three hours later, Sam stood naked before the bathroom mirror, his mind whirling. 

He’d been such a slut downstairs. It was hard to believe that only 180 minutes ago, he’d been a big, strong man. A man who had never even thought of sucking another man’s cock. 

Now, however, he was an utter cumslut. He’d just sucked 20 dicks. 

Worse than that, he’d loved it. 

If there had been another twenty men waiting nearby, Sam would have happily sucked them off too.

This can’t be happening, Sam thought helplessly for the millionth time. In the mirror, Samantha simply stared back at him with a bland expression on her beautiful face. Her great big boobies, long, wavy hair and pretty, cum-splattered lips a silent counterpoint to Sam’s denial. 

I can’t be a girl!

But there was no point in denying it. As he staggered back from the convention hall, Sam had been acutely aware of the strong thrumming in his pussy. Of how horny he felt covered head-to-toe in delicious, sticky sperm. 

Of how desperately he wanted to stick a finger inside his hole and frig his pussy to climax. 

Instead, he’d forced himself to climb out of his cum-soaked dress, kick off his heels and climb in the shower. As hot water cascaded over his soft skin, running in little rivulets over his tender nipples, he’d closed his eyes and tried to block his horrible afternoon out. 

I’m not a girl! I’m Sam the Man! He’d thought furiously, trying to picture life in his male body again. Trying to imagine his tiny little cock was dangling between his legs. 

It had been no use. As soon as he’d closed his eyes, images had invaded his mind. Fantasies of being dragged kicking and screaming into an alleyway by a gang of men. Of having his clothes torn from his dainty body. And of being roughly raped in his beautiful ass by strong black men with enormous cocks. 

With a low moan, Sam had tried to swat the thoughts away. But the female part of his brain was enjoying them too much. Without even realizing he was going to do it, Sam had casually slipped a finger into his pussy, leaned back against the shower wall and frigged himself to climax. 

He’d come loudly, hideous, female gasps tearing out his throat as he imagined what it would be like to fulfil his new body’s most-powerful fantasy. 

Oh my God, I hope someone rapes me! He’d found himself thinking, the male part of him almost dying with shame at such an unmanly thought. 

Now here he was: post-shower, post-orgasm, standing naked before the mirror and trying to figure out what the hell to do with his bizarre new life. 

He had fifteen more states to go. Fifteen!

If each convention had the same low-attendance as this one, then he was going to have sucked around three hundred dicks by the end of the month!

And he would love it. Each and every last one of them. 

Gemma’s spell would see to that.

“I need a drink,” Sam suddenly declared in his soft, musical voice. In the mirror, Samantha moved her lips in time with him, a sultry, bored look on her beautiful face. 

Still completely naked, he crossed his small room to the minibar, trying to ignore the way his big breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision; a constant reminder that he was now a she.

The door wouldn’t budge. Some dumb maid had locked the minibar.

Sam gave a strangled sigh. He really, really didn’t want to go down to the hotel bar looking like this. 

On the other hand, if he wanted to get drunk tonight – and he felt like he would go mad if he didn’t – then he had to leave this room, one way or another.

One drink. Sam thought firmly to himself as he padded across to the closet, one drink then we come straight back here!

The Samantha part of his brain stayed silent. Sam wondered suspiciously if it was hoping to bring some man back with them. 

The closet was a treasure trove of women’s clothing. Sam had never seen so many dainty little dresses and shoes in one place before. Before he realized what he was doing, he was pulling them off the rack and holding them up to his curvy new body, thinking delighted thoughts about how gorgeous he would look in them. 

As a man, Sam had dressed himself solely on the basis of what was clean, and whether he needed to be smart or casual. 

Now, however, it was like he was overwhelmed with choice. 

And his body wanted to try on every single one. 

Like a woman possessed, he pulled out dresses and posed with them in front of the mirror, pouting his big red lips and admiring the way they went with his female form. 

He slipped a pair of red high heeled shoes onto his feet and stood in them naked, luxuriating in his girly body.

Giggling, he yanked a pair of lacy pink panties from a drawer and slid them on over his long, smooth legs. The feeling of the silk brushing against his skin sent a thrill through his body. He leapt up and wiggled his bum with a cheeky smile, entranced by how the panties accentuated his curves. Made him look somehow even sexier than he had naked. 

Is this right? He thought to himself uneasily. I may be in a woman’s body, but I’m still a man. Is it OK for me to enjoy putting on girl’s clothes?

But he couldn’t stop himself, he was having way too much fun. 

Sam picked a pink bra with a white lace trim to go with his panties and slipped it over his shoulders. The feeling of his boobies squashing comfortably together in their cups, giving him a large, soft cleavage, was like magic. He turned and pouted at himself in the mirror. He looked like a Victoria’s Secret model.

I’m so fucking HOT, he thought proudly, hands resting casually on his curved hips, any man would kill to sleep with me!

The thought gave him a warm feeling as he stepped into a little red strapless dress he’d found. It was flimsy in his hands, barely a strip of fabric. On his body though…

…on his body it was dynamite. 

The bottom barely came over his thighs, leaving a ton of leg on display. His enormous cleavage was likewise visible for all to see. The sides tapered in, accentuating Sam’s perfect hourglass figure. Combined with those gorgeous little red shoes, he looked like a supermodel. 

Not that they’d have to kill to sleep with me, Sam thought as he winked at his reflection. I’m such a little cumslut that I’d probably suck off anyone who bought me a drink. 

In the excitement of his new clothes, he didn’t even realize he was thinking such unwanted thoughts. 

At last, Sam strutted back into the bathroom to apply his face. A cute little pink makeup bag sat by the sink. He plucked a tube of mascara from it and expertly did his eyelashes, like someone who has been wearing makeup all her life. 

I don’t know what women are fussing about, he thought, makeup’s the easiest thing in the world. 

He plucked a lipstick up, pursed his lips and turned them a slutty red. Then he grabbed a comb and methodically brushed out his hair, before spraying in some styling stuff. There. It looked bigger, bouncier and sexier than ever now!

Finally, he repainted his long, girly nails. Then he stalked back into the room, enjoying the way his hips naturally rolled as he walked, picked up his gorgeous little handbag and then he was out the door and heading for the bar, feeling more-attractive than he ever had in his life.

No wonder women spend so much time on their clothes and hair! Sam thought as he strutted down the corridor. He felt more like himself after dolling up, more human than he ever had as a man. 

Glancing at his watch, he realized the whole process had taken him nearly an hour. Yet he’d enjoyed every minute of it. 

Maybe, he thought as he confidently made his way through the hotel, being a woman isn’t so bad after all. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Ten minutes later, Sam was sat at the bar, one smooth leg unconsciously crossed over the other, nursing a cocktail. 

From the moment he’d walked in the door, he’d been the center of attention. Necks had craned round as men turned to watch him, their jaws hanging open. 

Sam had coolly stepped into the lounge, ignoring them. He knew what he looked like; like the sort of woman you’d usually only see at red carpet events and VIP parties. The sort of woman he would’ve stared at, too, his jaw hanging dumbly open.

Well now he was that woman. And it felt good. 

“What’ll it be, miss?” The barman had asked the second Sam sat down. He was tall and broad with dark skin, a shaved head and a dusting of stubble. 

“A cosmopolitan,” Sam had said, conjuring into his mind the only cocktail from Sex and the City he could remember. He didn’t think a beer would be a good fit for his new body. 

“And maybe later,” he’d felt himself say in a lusty whisper, his eyes crawling across the barman’s sturdy biceps, “you could fix it for me to have some sex on the beach.” 

Oh my God, I’m flirting with him! Sam thought with a surge of embarrassment.

The barman hadn’t seemed to mind, though. He’d simply fixed Sam’s drink and slid it over to him on a napkin.

“This one’s on me,” he’d said when Sam had reached for his handbag.

“At last, a gentleman,” Sam had responded. He was starting to enjoy the way his body automatically tried to seduce men without any input from his brain. 

“Maybe I can pay you back later,” he’d purred, sipping delicately at the rim of his glass.

“Count on it.” The barman had said with a wink. 

As he’d turned away, Sam had found himself marveling at how easy life was when you were a beautiful, seductive woman. 

Now, ten minutes later, he was starting to wish he was back in his old body again. 

As Sam the man, walking into a bar had gotten him the occasional sidelong glance from some dumb bimbo or other, and not much else. He’d been left more-or-less alone to do his own thing. 

Now, though, it was like a spotlight had been thrown on him. 

Sat at the bar, his long, smooth legs and generous cleavage on display, Sam had become uncomfortably aware that he was being watched constantly. Every man in the place was keeping one eye on him, and most of the women too. 

Every time he picked up his glass, he’d hear a mutter from one or other of the groups of businessmen sat around. 

Every time he bent over and reached into his handbag, he’d feel a hundred pairs of eyes crawling over his tits. 

If he coughed, shifted position or flicked his hair back, immediately people would be looking at him again. It was like his new body was a powerful hypnotic tool no-one could resist. 

By the time he’d daintily drank half his cosmopolitan, Sam felt like he’d had enough of being the center of attention. He slipped down from his barstool and leaned across to the barman. 

“Could you watch my bag for a moment?” He murmured with a smile.

“Sure thing,” the barman grinned, not taking his eyes off Sam’s big boobies. 

As Sam strutted over to the girl’s bathroom, he passed several tables full of men. All of them turned to stare at him as he walked past, openly eyeing up his perfect ass and slender legs without bothering to hide what they were doing.

“Slut.” Someone muttered, causing Sam’s cheeks to flush red. 

Fucking assholes, he thought angrily. Why were men such pigs? Why couldn’t they treat him with respect, just because he was a woman? 

There was another girl coming out the ladies when Sam arrived, a normal-looking college girl with dark hair and a pretty face. Sam flashed her a quick smile, searching for a glimpse of that fabled female solidarity. Instead the girl looked back at him with a mixture of envy and contempt. 

She thinks I’m an utter tramp. Sam flushed with shame as he walked past her. Jesus Christ! Being a girl was such a pain in the ass!

At long last, he found himself alone in the spacious, brightly-lit bathroom. 

Sam had never seen the inside of a girl’s restroom before. It was so much cleaner than the men’s. A row of red cubicles stood a respectful distance back from a great, wall-length mirror, perfect for readjusting makeup or doing hair in. 

Sam went and stood before the mirror, leaning on the sink. He looked at himself, at his new body. At his plump breasts, barely squeezed into his tiny red dress. At his long, sexy legs. At his pouting babyface that had been covered in cum only a few hours before. 

There’s no doubt about it, he thought, miserably. If I’d seen you when I was still a man, I would’ve called you a slut, too. 

“Don’t worry,” the deep male voice echoed across the tiled room, making Sam jump and let out a short, girly squeal. 

“You look great.”

Furious, Sam span round to give the intruding man a piece of his mind. This was a girl’s bathroom! Who did he think he was?

Then he saw who was stood in the doorway and the words died in his throat. 

The barman was leaning against the furthest sink, his dark arms crossed over his broad chest, a smile on his handsome face. Behind him, three other black men dressed in kitchen uniforms were waiting with similar, predatory smiles. 

To his horror, Sam realized he could see a bunch of keys hanging from the door. They were all locked in together. 

God, they’re so handsome. Angrily, Sam tried to squash the unbidden thought. 

“I thought it was maybe time you paid me back for that drink,” the barman said, cockily. His self-confident voice and strong frame made Sam’s female heart flutter.

“If you pay my boys here in advance,” he nodded at the big, tall men behind him, “we’ll let you drink for free all night.”

In the silence that followed, Sam felt more secret thoughts start rising in his female brain. Thoughts about the four men stood in front of him, about the size of their dicks. 

I hope they rape me, he found himself thinking. He shuddered. 

“Sorry, I have to get back. I’m meeting someone,” was what Sam meant to say. To his horror, it came out as: “I bet you’ve all got big dicks, haven’t you? Mmm… I love big black cocks!”

The barman blinked, then threw back his head and laughed. 

“I know you,” he said. “You’re that slut who travels around giving blowjobs, aren’t you? What’s your name again?”

“Samantha,” Sam said in his husky voice, feeling his eyelashes flutter involuntarily. “Samantha the slut. Do you know how I got that name?”

“How?” The barman was grinning like he couldn’t believe his luck. 

“By never saying no to any man.” Sam felt his eyes hungrily look down at the barman’s crotch. There was an enormous bulge in his pants. He wanted to tear his eyes away, but his body refused.

“Especially a man with a dick as big as yours,” he finished in a sultry whisper.  

No. This was too much. The spell was making him act like the world’s biggest slut again. He had to get out of here! He had to get away before something really bad happened.

“OK guys, you’ve had your fun. Unlock the door and let me out!”

Again, the words refused to form on Sam’s lips. He fully intended to say those exact words, but it was like they changed in his mouth, becoming much, much worse.

“OK guys, let’s have some fun,” he heard himself giggle in horror. “Keep that door locked and I’ll let you rape me as many times as you like.”

“You want us to rape you?” The barman laughed.

“Yes!” Sam heard his female voice moan. “Yes, rape me, rape me like the little slut I am!”

Then suddenly his legs snapped backward, throwing him onto the floor. His body was lying down, spreading its legs. He felt himself look up at the men lustily, biting his lower lip.

No, don’t say it! He screamed inside his brain. Don’t say it!

But the magic was too strong. Sam heard himself give a soft moan. 

“Fuck me,” he heard his body whisper. 

The men were on him like a flash. 

One grabbed Sam’s two dainty hands roughly in his big strong ones and pinned them above his head. 

Two others dropped either side of him. One yanked his dress down and snapped his bra open, exposing Sam’s big titties to the world. The other leaned forward and pinched one of his nipples hard, causing Sam to cry out. 

Oh my God! He thought helplessly, someone please help me!

But they were the weak pleas of someone resisting just for show. Deep down, Sam couldn’t help but notice how good it felt to be pinned like this by big, strong black men. How much he was looking forward to being abused. 

The barman was the last. He dropped down before Sam, rudely shoving his smooth legs open. He reached one thick, calloused hand up into Sam’s crotch and roughly rubbed his thumb over his tender clit. 

Immediately fireworks exploded behind Sam’s eyes. He cried out, a loud, female scream of pleasure that sounded like it belonged in a porno. 

“You’re so wet you little bitch,” the barman whispered, pulling down Sam’s panties. He tore them from his legs and threw them into a corner. 

“I’m gonna enjoy fucking you,” he grinned.

Then he pulled something long and black and thick out of his pants and the next thing Sam knew he was being raped. 

The barman lay across him, his strong frame crushing Sam’s delicate little body, his broad chest squashing up against Sam’s big breasts. Sam felt his big fat cock thrusting into his pussy, sending waves of urgent warmth cascading over his lower body. 

Oh God, he was being used. He was being used as a toy for a man’s pleasure! He was no longer a human, no longer a living, thinking thing. He existed only for strong men to stick their dicks into. 

And he was loving it!

As the barman fucked him roughly, Sam tilted his pretty little head back and let out a loud moan of pleasure. He winked at the handsome guy crouched above him and licked his plump red lips.

“Why don’t you join in, hot stuff?” He heard himself giggle. “Why don’t you stick your big, fat cock right in my slutty mouth?!”

The guy didn’t need telling twice. As the barman shoved his dick further and further into Sam’s womb, making him writhe and squeal, the guy unzipped his flies. For a split second Sam gazed hungrily at his fat cock, then the guy stuck it deep into Sam’s mouth. Obediently closing his eyes, Sam started sucking. 

He now had two dicks banging into him from either end, and still he wanted more! He tore his hands free from the second guy’s grasp and frantically clawed at the crotches of the other two. 

Seconds later, he felt two big dicks being put into his hands, sending a thrill of pleasure shooting up his spine. The second guy’s big cock still pounding into his mouth, Sam closed his eyes gratefully, and started pumping with his wrists.

Holy fuck! He was being gang-raped and it was so good! The movement of the barman’s dick, sliding in and out of his pussy, stretching its lips, would have been enough to send him wild alone. Add to that the long, greasy cock tickling the back of his throat and the second guy’s hips thrusting against his soft baby face and it was like being in Heaven!

The two dicks in Sam’s hands were hard as iron. He felt them spasm between his elegant fingers and started pumping them harder, desperate to bring these strange men to climax. Desperate to feel their hot white spunk splattering over his big boobies. 

He heard one of them groan loudly and moaned in the back of his throat. The second guy responded by hammering his dick in further. He grabbed Sam’s ears and started face-fucking him, his crotch slamming against Sam’s nose with every thrust.

It should have been horrible. Watching pornos as a man, Sam had always gotten a secret thrill from seeing women deep throat, thinking delightedly how much it must be hurting them. 

But nothing could be easier than what was happening to him now. He simply let the back of his throat open up and let the man above him do all the work, delighting in the way he used his lips like the little cumslut whore he was. 

The barman was grunting now, his balls whacking up against the tender skin round Sam’s pussy, sending shockwaves of pleasure cascading over him. 

“Take it, you bitch!” Sam heard him gasp. “How do you like black dick, huh?!”

I love it, Sam thought helplessly. 

Eyes closed, he imagined how he must look from outside. How fucking hot, he must be. A beautiful, elegant woman, thrown onto a bathroom floor like a piece of trash, her dress torn and her hair in disarray as four strange men forced her to pleasure them. 

Just thinking about it made his nipples go hard as bullets and his pussy start squirting juices out. His entire body was like one gigantic pleasure center, twisting and writhing as these men pushed him towards climax. 

Suddenly, one of the dicks in Sam’s hands went stiff, then white hot cum was splattering over his tits. Sam kept stroking the guy’s dick until he was sure it was all out, then he let his dainty hand drop onto his boob and start smearing the cum around.

It felt warm and sticky and so good.

The first guy coming seemed to set all the others off too, like it was a cue they were waiting for. First the other dick in Sam’s hand went rigid and shot a hot, sticky load over his other tit. Then the guy in his mouth went rigid and pulled out, aiming his dick right at Sam’s pretty, painted face. 

Sam just had time to smile in utter happiness, then waves of cum were shooting over his cheeks, onto his lips, into his hair. He opened his mouth like a good little slave and caught some on his tongue, savoring its strange, salty taste.

Yum! He thought, like the silly little slut he was, cum tastes so delicious!

Finally, the barman went rigid. He yanked himself to his knees, pointed his dick and then an endless stream of spunk was cascading over Sam’s beautiful dress, ruining it forever, marking him out to anyone who saw him as a cumslut who could never get enough dick. 

Then it was over. Sam lay on his back gasping, feeling like he was going mad. His mind was whirling, he felt delirious. It was the worst thing that had ever happened to him, the most-humiliating thing he’d ever experienced. He’d been raped.

And he’d loved every single second of it. 

Gently, Sam reached down and pulled a glob of cum off his dress, his mind fogged with happiness. H reached down with one elegant finger and rubbed it into his hungry cunt, gasping with pleasure. 

Perhaps I’ll get pregnant, he thought hazily. Like the careless little slut I am.

The thought made him feel warm and happy inside. 

“You OK?” The second guy whispered breathlessly in Sam’s ear.

“Never better. Oh my God, I love cock! I love cum! And I love being a girl!”

And this time, he’d really meant to say it. 

“Good,” the guy said, a note of amusement creeping into his voice, “because there’s plenty more where that came from.”

At that moment there was the click of a key in the lock. Sam blearily looked up in time to see twelve more guys shuffle in, ecstatic grins on their faces. All the hotel’s staff that evening. Here to abuse his slutty little body.

“Mmm…” he heard himself giggle with a feeling of abandonment. “Which of you studs wants to rape me first?”

∞ ∞ ∞

Outside the bathroom door, Gemma listened with a smile on her lips. She gave a satisfied nod and turned to the other witch, Wendy.

“What do you think?” She murmured. “Do you reckon he knows that I was never going to turn him back?”

Wendy grinned back at her, her tomboyish face lighting up. 

“I knew you weren’t going to let that creep get his old body back!” She said, delightedly. “You should have told us.”

“I wasn’t sure at first,” Gemma said, listening to the moans coming from the ladies restroom, “but she turned out to be such a slut that it seems a shame to change her back.” 

“So she’ll stay that way forever?” Wendy asked, hopefully.

“Even better,” Gemma grinned, “She’ll get sluttier and sluttier as time goes by. A year from now, she’ll be living in a crack den, letting big strong men spunk all over her pretty face for a bite of food.”

Wendy threw back her head and laughed, a long, happy laugh. 

“You’re so evil!” She exclaimed. “I love working with you!”

Gemma simply smiled. She liked working with Wendy, too.

Together, they were going to hunt down all the asshole men who profited from women’s misery and make them pay.

Back inside the bathroom, Sam lay with his face pressed against the floor as a big, strong Frenchman raped his tiny little asshole. 

The witches outside didn’t know it, but right now he was happier than he’d ever been in his life. 

He couldn’t wait to spend eternity as the perfect cumslut. 

The End.

Like what you’ve read? Click the link to check out my darkly-amusing, twisted tale of a macho boy on the receiving end of the ultimate revenge: Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy






 
   

  
 

 The Pregnancy Curse 

Prologue

“Are those guys bothering you?”

Natalie raised her head and glanced over at the two bros stood by the bar, whispering to one another and repeatedly glancing her way. She nodded.

“Man,” Laura leaned back on the dark leather couch, hugging one of her slender legs, “I could just tell they were creeps the minute we walked in, y’know?”

“They’re just looking,” shrugged Casey, “so what? I kinda like it.”

The rest of the girls rolled their eyes theatrically. It was just like Casey to play Devil’s advocate. 

“They’re not just looking though, are they?” Laura gave the bros a hard stare, her lips curled into something between a smile and a sneer. “They’ve been saying shit about Nat all night. Just listen.”

The group fell silent for a second. Each girl tilted her head slightly towards the distant bar, where the two college guys talked, confident the table of girls in the corner couldn’t possibly hear them over all this pounding bass.

“…rape her if I got the chance,” one whispered in his friend’s ear, “just look at her tits…”

“ Bro!” The other replied, “You gotta make a slut like that suck. I bet she’s great with a dick in her mouth…”

“Dude! Check it out… she’s looking this way!”

As the bros turned and stared across the bar at Natalie, Laura lounged back in her seat with an air of triumph.

“See?”

“Well, I guess…” Casey muttered. She was always reluctant to concede an argument. 

“Well nothing. You heard them, right guys?”

 “I dunno why we’re arguing about this anyway,” Casey was visibly irritated now, “we can just go somewhere else…”

Laura raised her eyebrows. 

“And let those assholes win? Nu-uh.” She shook her head. “I think we should teach them a lesson.”

“Not again,” Casey groaned. “Laura, you can’t keep turning people into toads…”

“Who said anything about toads? Pigs would be a much better fit…”

The last girl in their foursome raised her hand.

“OK you guys, enough.”

Immediately, Casey and Laura fell silent. They looked at the dark-haired woman in their midst with a mixture of respect and fear.

“We came out to get a buzz on and unwind,” the dark-haired girl said firmly, “we’re not using our magic unless there’s a majority vote, OK?”

“C’mon Jen…” Laura began.

Jen gave her a warning look.

“We’re a democratic coven,” she said in a voice that was soft and low but still somehow full of steel, “and we don’t just transform people on our own.”

“Even if,” she went on, her eyes not leaving Laura, “they’re jerks and double park us.”

Laura rolled her eyes.

“I already said I was sorry…”

“You turned him into a slug!”

“Casey, for the last time…”

“OK, we agree,” Jen cut over the two squabbling girls. “A vote. Casey?”

Casey glanced uneasily over at the two bros. She swallowed and shook her head.

“They’re dicks, but I just…”

“That’s a no then,” Jen cut in. “Laura?”

Laura gave Casey a defiant look.

“Definitely.”

“One no, one yes. Me? I’m abstaining.” 

The two girls went to protest, but one look from Jen silenced them. 

 “Nat?” Jen prompted. “It’s your call.”

During the whole conversation, Nat hadn’t stopped looking at the two guys. Now, she allowed her magically-enhanced hearing to eavesdrop on their conversation again. 

“…fuck her up the ass. Dude, she keeps looking at me…”

“She fucking wants it, man. She’s a total slut…”

At long last, she turned back to her coven, her wavy blond hair shimmering slightly in the club’s retro neon lighting. 

“Do it.” She whispered.

Laura laughed and clapped her hands, Casey put her head in hers.

“Not again…” she whined.

“Too bad!” Laura was already standing up, smiling savagely at the helpless bros, “two little toads, coming up…”

“But not into animals.”

Laura froze. She glanced down at Natalie with visible annoyance.

“Nat. Girl. Come on…”

Natalie shook her beautiful head. At 18, she was the youngest member of the coven by a good five years and usually kept quiet. But this time, she was determined to have her say.

“There’s no point just… turning people into stuff,” she whispered, not meeting the others’ eyes. “Where’s the lesson in that?”

“The lesson is don’t be a dick,” Laura snapped. “Now let me…”

“No.” Nat said, surprised at her own firmness. “Not this time.”

In the silence that followed, a slow smile began to creep across Jen’s face. She leaned towards her newest protégé with her dark eyes twinkling.

“Then what do you suggest?”

“They’re jerks alright,” Nat said. “Jerks who hate women. And they’re irresponsible. That’s why they’re acting like that.”

Laura gave a mock-yawn.

“What’s your point?”

In response, Nat glanced back over the crowded bar at the two bros. One caught her eye and winked. The other mouthed the word slut at her.

“Let’s teach them a real lesson. One that will give them some responsibility. One that will show them what it’s like to be a woman…”

All around the coven now, smiles were starting to creep over the witches’ faces. They glanced at one another, wondering if Nat – sweet, young Nat who said she wanted to be a white witch – could really be suggesting what they thought she was.

“You don’t mean…?” said Laura at last.

When Nat nodded, she clamped a hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter, her eyes all lit up like a little girl who has just been told a schoolroom secret.

“Oh my God, that’s so perfect!”

“Don’t say the G-word,” Jen reminded her, but she was smiling too. “Casey, are you onboard?”

Reluctantly, Casey gave a little nod. As hard as she tried, she couldn’t keep the smile off her face.

“It’s not a bad plan…”

“In that case,” Jen interrupted, “another vote. All those in favor of Nat’s plan? Raise your hands!” 

Immediately, four hands shot up into the air. Four pale, white things piercing the gloom of the club. 

Across the bar, the two bros watched the four girls cackling with a mixture of amusement and contempt, unaware their cruel fates had just been hideously sealed.








  
 





I It was nearly morning by the time Bruce and Harrison staggered drunkenly back to their frat house. The ghostly, blue light of dawn was just starting to stretch across the sky, making their small town seem pale and magical.

Not that the two jocks noticed.

“Dude, did you see that skank?” Harrison asked as he jumped up the steps to their front door, shaking his head. 

“No way, bro,” Bruce tottered up behind his best friend, shaking his head. Of the two, he was both the smaller and the drunker.

“I swear man, her titties were falling out her top!”

“A whore like that needs a bit of D every now and then, y’know?”

The two exchanged a fist bump in the cold light. It had been a good night. They’d got an eyeful off that blonde’s chest in the club, chatted up some skanks while waiting for a taxi, and groped some hot chick’s ass in the crowd round the cloakroom. 

The only way it could’ve been better would be if that blonde out with her three friends had let them talk to her. 

The key turned in the lock. With a push, Harrison staggered inside, still talking to Bruce about every dirty thing that had flashed through his mind during the night.

“These bitches are all the same man, all of them just want you to throw them down and put something nice and big up their ass…”

Click.

The two bros froze as the lights sprang on, illuminating the corners of their battered frat house.

There were beer cans on the floor. Football jerseys scrunched up on the sofa. Old plates of nachos that hadn’t been cleaned balancing on precarious surfaces. 

But none of that was what made the two jocks fall silent in shock. None of that was what made their eyes go wide and their mouths dangle open.

Lounging lazily on the sofa before them was the hottest woman they’d ever seen.

She was slender, with long, dark hair that flowed and shimmered and fell in two straight lines down either side of her sculpted face. 

Her waist was tight, her breasts pert but not too large. Two long, slender legs poked out from beneath a short black dress, idly crossed over one another.

Her skin was pale, like porcelain, her cheekbones sharp and high. She had dark lips, flashing eyes and a secretive smile. 

“Why hello,” murmured Jen, “you must be Bruce and Harrison.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of the two jocks’ heartbeats. In numb confusion they stared at Jen, who smiled back at them with practiced malice.

At long last, Harrison shook his head.

“Who the fuck are you?” 

“Me?” Asked Jen, innocently. “I’m just your friendly, local, neighborhood witch.”

She winked at something over their shoulders.

“And that is my glamorous assistant, Natalie.”

As one, the two jocks turned round, their jaws dangling open. What they saw made their eyes go wide with disbelief. 

Sat on the lower step of their stairs was Natalie, her wavy blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders, her slender arms wrapped round her smooth legs. 

She’d ditched her clubbing clothes, swapping her dress for a pair of denim shorts and a warm, shapeless sweater with their college logo on it. Even dressed down, she still looked stunning. 

“Hi.” She smiled, a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “So you’re the guys who think I’m a slut, huh?”

Harrison and Bruce exchanged a glance, one that carried a simple message: Dude, what the hell is going on here…?

Bruce gently leaned in toward his best friend.

“Hey,” he whispered, “isn’t that the girl from the…?”

“The club?” Natalie cut in, clearly enjoying the way Bruce jumped at her voice. “So you do recognize me. Great.”

Her blue eyes narrowed.

“Tell me. Do you remember saying you’d like to rape me?”

Her gaze seemed to bore deep into Bruce’s forehead, like she was reading his mind. He weakly shook his head, wondering what the fuck was happening, wondering how these two weird girls got into their house.

This is all shades of fucked up… He found himself thinking, helplessly. We didn’t mean anything. It was just playing around…

Then Harrison suddenly spoke up and Natalie’s eyes flicked away, to Bruce’s relief. 

“Alright bitches,” Harrison was saying in his deep voice, “I dunno who let you in, or what you think you’re doing…”

A laugh cut him off. A dark, menacing cackle that chilled both the bros to their very core.

Wordlessly, Harrison turned to look at Jen.

“Whoops, sorry,” she smiled. “I get carried away sometimes. But what you said was very, very funny.”

Her dark eyes glinted.

“Nobody let us in. There’s nobody here to let us in, even if we needed them to.”

“Bullshit,” Harrison sneered. “The guys are all upstairs.”

“Hey!” He suddenly shouted. “Blake! Chester! Duke! Get down here!”

Bruce glanced sideways at his powerful, commanding friend, so confidently shouting out to their roomies. Then he glanced back at Jen, watching Harrison holler and swallowed.

There was something wrong here, something Harrison wasn’t seeing. Jen wasn’t looking at him like some mad bitch who’d just snuck in.

She wasn’t even looking at him like a powerful, determined woman.

She was looking at his strong friend like a cat watching a helpless little mouse, just waiting for the right moment to leap forward and bite its head off.

“GUYS!” Harrison bellowed. “Guys, c’mon!”

Silence. His words echoed round the vast house, bouncing off walls, through dusty corridors.

With a start, Bruce realized with absolute certainty that the house was empty. 

“I don’t get it,” Harrison muttered, “they can’t all be out still…”

“Oh, they’re out alright,” Jen said, airily, “but not in the way you bozos think.”

She gave another giggle as Bruce and Harrison both stared at her again. 

“Nat, would you care to explain, dear?”

The blonde girl on the stairs smiled at Bruce. 

“We got here and they tried to make us leave. So we clicked our fingers.”

She giggled.

“And now they’ll never try to make anyone do anything ever again.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Harrison roared. “This is fucking dumb! HEY! DUKE! CHESTER!”

But even as he bellowed away, Natalie kept right on smiling at Bruce. A secretive, almost naughty smile. One that made him feel woozy, like his legs were turning to rubber.

“You-you did something to them…” he whispered, unable to believe the words coming out his mouth. “Didn’t you? Something bad.”

“Huh?” Harrison glared at his friend. “Dude, don’t listen to these crazy chicks. The guys are just in town or asleep or…”

“They’re asleep alright,” Jen laughed. “All tucked up in their beds with their dollies, dreaming about unicorns and ponies and princess dresses.”

She gave Bruce a look that made him want to scream. 

“Getting all rested before their big play dates tomorrow.”

“Stop talking!” Harrison shouted, but his voice sounded strained now. “You’re not making any goddamn sense.”

“No?” Jen shrugged her slender shoulders. “Well, it makes perfect sense if you believe in magic.”

She stifled another giggle.

“You want to know where your little friends are? Here.”

And she clicked her fingers. 

Immediately, an image appeared in the air before Bruce and Harrison. Of Duke and Chester, stood stock still in the living room, trembling. A slice of the past that seemed to glow like a hologram.

“Wait.” Said Harrison. “How the hell did you…?”

“Quiet!” Hissed Bruce.  

He had a horrible feeling he knew where this was going. 

An image of Jen stood before the two jocks in the hologram, a cruel smile on her handsome features. Beside her, an image of Natalie sat on the sofa, trying not to laugh. 

“I’ve read your minds,” hologram-Jen was saying. “You’re all bad little boys who think bad thoughts about women and deserve to be punished. Isn’t that right, Nat?”

“Yes, ma’am,” hologram-Nat giggled.

“So here’s what’s gonna happen.” Hologram-Jen held up one hand, her thumb and forefinger poised together. “I’m gonna click my fingers. And you’ll all start new lives as something much… nicer.”

“You can’t do this!” Hologram-Duke yelled. He seemed to be struggling, like he desperately wanted to leap up and punch his tormentor, but was powerless to move.

“Duke!” Harrison yelled. He looked wildly from the hologram to Jen.

“What did you bitches do to my bro?!”

In response, Jen simply raised one finger to her lips and pointed back at the magical hologram.

“This is wrong,” Hologram-Duke was sobbing, “we didn’t do anything!”

“Tough titty,” replied Hologram-Jen. “You jocks were just as nasty to girls as those two creepy friends of yours. So. Let the punishment fit the crime!”

Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly the two bros were screaming. 

They screamed as their shoulders lost their broadness and narrowed down, becoming slender.

They screamed as their bodies shrank, their faces grew softer and smaller, and their arms and legs shed their muscle at horrifying speed.

They screamed as their manly bodies disappeared, replaced by delicate, tiny ones about a 5th of their original size.

Lastly, they screamed as pigtails erupted from their heads, and their bodies were magically encased in princess outfits. 

In horror, Bruce watched his two former friends stare down at their new bodies with shocked expressions on their adorable faces. He watched as they looked as one up at Hologram-Jen, their sweet little mouths dangling open.

“What did you do?!” Squeaked the one that used to be Hologram-Duke, in a voice like syrup and honey. 

And then Hologram-Jen laughed and said the words Bruce had been dreading, the words that made his blood run cold and made him want to scream and cry and go mad.

“Isn’t it obvious?” She crooned. “I turned you into little girls.”

As one, the two adorable little poppets that used to be Duke and Chester looked at each other and burst into tears. 

“That’s quite enough of that.”

There was another click and the hologram vanished. In its place, Jen lounged on the sofa, smiling up at the two stunned jocks. 

“Enjoy our little show?” She asked, sweetly. “I know I did.”

“That was bullshit,” Harrison mumbled. But he no longer seemed sure. 

His voice was weak. Uncertain. Glancing at him, Bruce saw to his shock that his best friend looked terrified. 

“Was it?” Jen asked.

She turned to Bruce.

“What about you? The quiet one. What did you make of that?”

“You… you…” 

Bruce struggled to say it. The words wouldn’t come. It was just too crazy. All of it. 

But at the same time, he knew Harrison was wrong. This was no lie. No cheap conjuring trick.

Somehow, against all the laws of nature, these two women were able to turn men into anything they wanted. 

“You turned them into little girls,” he whispered at last. 

Jen gave him a chilling smile.

“I could tell you were the smart one,” she said. “Natalie? Could you explain further?”

“We didn’t just turn them into girls,” the blonde witch giggled.

She gave Bruce an amused look.

“We took one woman from both of their lives who they’d insulted or degraded or made to feel bad, and you know what we did?”

Bruce shook his head.

“We made them into their mommies.” Natalie smiled. “Now those girls can dress your douche friends in princess outfits and make them go on playdates and set their bedtimes and smack their bottoms and completely control their lives.”

Her eyes flashed dangerously.

“And there’s nothing they can do about it. They can’t even grow up. The spell won’t let them.”

She tittered.

“They’ll spend the remaining 80 years of their lives trapped as five-year old girls.”

A silence settled over the room. Cold. Shocked. 

Bruce nervously glanced from the blonde witch’s smiling blue eyes to the cruel sneer etched across her dark-haired companion’s face. The room suddenly seemed darker than he remembered it. More claustrophobic. 

“What about Blake?” He whispered. His other jock friend had been missing from the video.

Jen shrugged.

“You’ll find out later. Maybe. But really, you should be concentrating on the horrible trouble you’re both in now.”

It couldn’t be true. None of it. It just wasn’t possible. Bruce refused to believe it.

Nobody could turn a grown man into a-a little girl.

Could they?

If they can do that to those guys, Bruce found himself thinking, uneasily, think what they could do to you and Harrison…

“Oh, don’t worry,” purred Jen, smiling at Bruce. “We’re not going to turn you into little girls…”

It was like she’d read his mind.

“Well. Not exactly. No,” she leaned forward, not taking her predator’s eyes off him, “we’ve got something much more entertaining planned for you two. Something that will involve you learning a real lesson.”

The drunken warmth that encased Bruce’s brain was ebbing away, replaced by cold, clammy horror. 

He wanted to run away. Wanted to scream and run out the door, and keep running until he was away from this madness.

But there was something about the eyes of these women. Like they were hypnotizing him. Like they were forcing him to stay put, forcing him to await his punishment…

At that moment, Harrison’s voice cut across Bruce’s brain, temporarily breaking the spell.

“This is fucking bullshit!” The strong jock laughed. “You chicks throw together a video and think we’re gonna shit our pants and beg for forgiveness? No way, man!” 

He clapped a meaty hand on Bruce’s shoulder.

“C’mon, bro, I’m getting outta here!”

With confident steps, he started back towards the front door. 

“Freeze,” whispered Jen.

And she clicked her fingers. 

Immediately, Harrison’s feet stopped working. Before Bruce’s eyes, his entire body simply froze up. 

Bruce could see him straining. See him trying to carry on walking as if nothing had happened. But it was impossible.

The witch’s magic had taken control of him completely. 

“Now turn around.”

With an obedience Bruce had never seen in his friend before, Harrison turned his large body so it faced Jen, a look of horror etched across his face. 

Jen smiled up at the big, helpless jock, a cruel look on her china white face.

“Aww, look at the poor old man. So big. So strong. And…”

She gave a small, happy sigh.

“Now so completely helpless.”

Bruce could see Harrison’s eyes, wild and confused. His mind desperately trying to make his body turn round again. He shuddered.

How can they do that to Harrison? He marveled. Harrison! He’s the biggest, strongest guy I know!

“Don’t think for a second,” Jen turned sternly towards him, “that we’ve forgotten about you. Natalie?” 

From somewhere behind Bruce came a distinct click. 

At once, Bruce felt his muscles freeze up. Felt his arms grow stiff, his legs seem to take root to the ground.

He felt his entire body involuntarily tense up, as if it was preparing to fight his brain, to stop it from leaving without the witch’s express permission. 

Gamely, Bruce tried to struggle. Tried to move his body. But he knew it was hopeless.

His body no longer belonged to him.

He was now just the plaything of these cruel, vindictive witches. 

“Excellently done, Nat,” Jen said. “You’re coming on in leaps and bounds.”

Behind him, Bruce heard the blonde witch laugh.

“No problem, mistress Jen! This is fun!”

Jen? Bruce thought, numbly, what sort of name is that for a witch…?

“Goddamit!” Harrison growled through teeth that were magically clamped together. “What the hell do you bitches want?”

Jen smilingly raised one finger, indicating he be patient. 

“All in good time, my darling. But first, let’s get you both into position!”

Once again, she clicked her fingers. Immediately, Bruce felt his body lurch. Felt himself obediently turn and stomp across the room, like some toy robot being inexpertly controlled by a clumsy child.

Out the corner of his eye, he saw Harrison spin round and start stomping off in the other direction, cursing under his breath as he went.

Maybe he’ll be able to break the spell… Bruce thought dully, as his body carried him across the living room with heavy steps, maybe he’ll be able to get us both out of here.

“And turn.”

The world span, its contours blurring together into an indistinct mix, like gray treacle. Bruce’s body whirled round and stood ramrod straight, as if at attention, facing the other side of the room.

Through eyes that were no longer his own, he saw Harrison likewise stood, waiting for orders, facing Bruce. 

The two male friends looked at each other with eyes that were helpless, Bruce’s flecked with flight, Harrison’s shining with anger.

Jen was now sat, smiling, between the two men. From his position by the far wall, Bruce could still see the blonde witch – Natalie – watching them with laughter in her eyes.

“You know,” Jen said, thoughtfully, “we could make them do anything we wanted to right now.”

She giggled.

“We could make them kiss. We could make them have sex. We could even…”

Her smile grew cruel.

“We could even make them give each other blowjobs.”

At the look of shock in Bruce’s eyes, she burst out laughing. 

“Fancy swallowing your bestie’s sperm, little boy?” She crooned. “Like a bitch? Oh, I bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“What the hell do you mean?!” Bruce squeaked through magically-closed teeth.

Jen raised an eyebrow at him.

“I think we both know, don’t we now…?”

She gave herself a little shake.

“But, sadly, that’s not the plan. No…”

She winked at Bruce. 

“I think we’ve got something much more interesting in store for you two. Isn’t that right, Nat?”

“That’s right, mistress,” Nat sang from her position on the stairs. To Bruce’s mind, she looked like some demonic kid sister suddenly empowered to get revenge on her mean older brother.

“For Chrissakes!” Growled Harrison, “just tell us what you’re gonna do already!”

“Tell you?” Jen asked in mock-annoyance. “Haven’t you ever heard the golden rule of fiction? Show, don’t tell. So.”

She smiled at each boy in turn, clearly enjoying the beads of sweat on Bruce’s forehead, the bulging, angry veins on Harrison’s.

“I guess it’s time we showed you what we’ve got in store, don’t you? I think it’s time we showed you what we’re going to transform you into.”

Transform?! Thought Bruce in panic. Oh God, she can’t mean…!

Already he could imagine how it would feel. How his body would suddenly shrink. How the princess dress would magically unfurl around him. How his screams would go up, up, up! in pitch as he shrank.

But hadn’t the witches just said they wouldn’t turn him into a little girl?

What then? Bruce wondered, his body trembling with fear. What the hell are they gonna do to us?

“Nat!” Commanded Jen, smiling at her protégé. “Ready to have some fun?”

“Yes, mistress!” Came the reply.

“Right then…” Jen purred, looking from Bruce’s frozen face to Harrison’s. “In that case, I guess we’ll start with…”

Bruce sweated in silence as the witch looked Harrison up and down, a strange smile on her face. Suddenly, she gave a snort and turned away, her evil smile coming to rest on Bruce.

“I guess we’ll start with you,” she whispered.








  
 





II For a second, the fear was so great that it swamped all other thoughts in Bruce’s brain. 

Then the horrible reality of his predicament asserted itself. Like some pathetic subject cowering before an ancient, terrible Goddess, Bruce began to plead for mercy.

“No!” He warbled through gritted teeth. “Please! I-I don’t know what you’re gonna do but please just… just don’t!”

At the sound of his voice, Jen theatrically yawned, raising one delicate hand to her open mouth. 

Helplessly, Bruce glanced across at Harrison and was shocked to see his bro starting back at him with contempt in his eyes.

“Bro, stop being such a fucking pussy!” Harrison growled. “These bitches can’t do anything to us…”

“No?” Jen suddenly frowned. “Hmm. Well. I guess we’ll see about that, won’t we?”

And before Bruce could do anything, she clicked her fingers. 

On the stairs, the blond witch called Natalie let out a hideous, screeching laugh. 

“Oh Bruce!” She purred in delight. “You’d better hold on… you’re in for one hell of a ride!”

Bruce was shrinking. Before his eyes, he saw the room rise up, as if he was slowly being lowered through the trap door in a stage. 

He tried to scream, tried to throw out his hands and stop himself from hitting the floor, but the magic refused to let him move. 

It was like he’d been turned into a living statue.

“God… look how scared he is already,” sighed Jen. “I can’t wait until he figures out where this is going.”

But Bruce barely heard her. He was too busy staring at his body in shock.

Bruce’s body was changing. Before his eyes, his pecs were losing their definition, his arms were shedding muscle, and his torso was narrowing.

There was a loud grinding sound, and Bruce’s shoulders tugged in, losing their masculine broadness and becoming narrow and slender. 

There was a noise like a corset tightening and Bruce’s waist leaped inwards, becoming extremely narrow.

There was a hissing sound and all of Bruce’s muscles – muscles built up over years of hard gym sessions – deflated and vanished, leaving his arms and legs slender and willowy. 

“Harrison!” Bruce managed to squeak out his magically-sealed mouth. “Help, dude!”

But big, strong Harrison didn’t come to his rescue. Didn’t even make a sound.

Instead, he simply stared at his transforming friend with a look somewhere between pity and overwhelming disgust.

A crack like a gunshot broke the cold morning air. Bruce’s wrists and ankles snapped inwards, becoming small and dainty. For a second, his big, calloused male hands held on, making him look freakishly disproportioned, and then they began to shrink too, their nails elongating and turning a beautiful shade of shiny pink. 

In dumbfounded fright, Bruce glanced down at his feet and saw they were now tiny. Little things with brightly-painted toenails. 

As he looked, all the hair suddenly sucked back into his legs, leaving two long, smooth things poking out the bottom of his shorts. With a sensation of vertigo, Bruce realized that his new legs looked strangely sexy.

Hey, what’s happening? He thought, miserably. That’s not right! A-a man shouldn’t have legs like that!

And then it dawned on him. A thought all the more horrific because it was so painfully, blindingly obvious. 

Of course no man had legs like that. Bruce only had them because he wasn’t male anymore.

The witches were turning him into a girl.

There was a sudden flash of light; white hot, burning. Bruce squealed and closed his eyes. When he opened them again, he was astonished to find he was standing naked in the middle of the room.

“God, look at that tiny little cock,” Jen sneered.

Bruce automatically tried to cup his hands over his three-inch dick, but the magic wouldn’t let him move an inch.

“It’s so pathetic. Just like you. Oh well. Time to replace it with something much more fitting.”

Then Jen raised her hands and clapped them together.

Immediately, Bruce felt his worthless little dick begin to twitch. Looking down with a feeling of numbness, he watched as it gave one goodbye jerk then shot back inside his body, dragging his balls with it.

For a long second, there was nothing between Bruce’s legs but smooth, pink skin. Then a sound like Velcro ripping filled the frat house and the skin split, forming into two plump little lips that hung either side of a tight and moist little hole.

Bruce goggled down at the-the thing between his legs. He wanted to scream. Wanted to scream and scream and keep screaming until he woke up from this nightmare.

But it wasn’t a nightmare. Like it or not, it was really happening.

Bruce was now the proud owner of a tight, shaved pussy.

A laugh made him glance up. Sat on the stairs, the blond witch was pointing at him and giggling, tears streaming down her cheeks at the sight of poor little Brucie with his pussy. Across the room, Jen smiled.

“My, my,” she smiled. “Isn’t that better?”

No! Bruce wanted to scream. No, it’s not better. It’s horrible!

But no words escaped his mouth. The shame, combined with the magic, was just too strong.

Instead, he cast a helpless glance at Harrison, and was mortified to see his bro staring at his brand new pussy with a look of repugnance on his handsome features. 

“Harrison…” he started to whisper through gritted teeth, then suddenly stopped his eyes going wide.

No… please. Anything but that!

At the sight of his strong, handsome and manly roomie, Bruce had felt a little twitch go through his nice, new cunt.  

It seemed his new form was destined to be deeply attracted to men. 

Then the changes started speeding up and all of Bruce’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of terror.

There was another grinding sound and his hips pushed outwards, giving his new body a seductive, hourglass figure.

His ass leaped up and filled out, becoming round and pert and smooth.

His spine suddenly curved, automatically thrusting his chest forward and his sexy new butt out. 

With a cry, Bruce turned two miserable eyes towards Jen. He knew what was coming next.

“Please…” He managed to squeeze out.

Jen calmly shook her head.

“Not a chance.”

No sooner had she finished speaking than a pain in Bruce’s chest made him look down. His nipples were hard and pointed, growing longer and turning pink. Around them, the flesh was starting to swell, like he’d just been stung by two little bees.

Desperately, Bruce tried to will his body to stop. To refuse to play the evil witch’s cruel games.

Unfortunately, his body wasn’t listening. 

There was a sensation of pressure that built up and up and up. Just when Bruce thought it was about to pass, it hit a crescendo and suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came bursting out his chest.

With tears in his eyes, Bruce watched as his brand new boobies swelled up, becoming firm and heavy and ripe. They grew until they dangled from his frame, their nipples hard and pointed at the sky. Grew until he could feel the weight of them, tugging gently on his back. Grew until they entirely filled the bottom part of his vision.

And still they kept on growing. 

“Jesus, Jen!” Natalie giggled. “How big are you gonna make them?!”

In response, Jen gave a mysterious little smile.

“The bro said he liked big tits. So. Let’s give him the biggest pair on campus!”

With a feeling of helpless misery, Bruce watched his chest grow bigger and bigger and bigger. Finally, when he thought they were about to get so big he’d topple over, they stopped growing. 

They hung from his slender new frame. Two large, ripe melons, just waiting to be squeezed and pinched and fondled by the nearest man. 

Oh my God… he whimpered inside himself. Look at them! They’ve got to be Double-G at least!

“They’re Double-H,” Jen called from across the room. “Just in case you were wondering.”

A deliciously dark look flitted across her brow.

“All the better for being spunked on, my darling little whore.”

Bruce barely heard what she was saying. He was too busy staring at the – the things dangling from his chest! Things that drove men wild. Things that bros like him drooled over, whispering to one another what a slut the owner was.

Well, now that was him. 

He, Bruce, was a big-titted slut. 

And still his transformation wasn’t over. As Bruce stared at his brand new titties, he felt a terrific itching across his scalp. 

Seconds later, a waterfall of shiny blond hair tumbled over his naked shoulders, cascading down his back. The ends up into ringlets and came to a halt just beneath his vast and pendulous breasts, tickling at the skin. To Bruce’s amazement, his new hair bounced and shone in a way his male hair never had. 

At long last, the changes reached poor Brucie’s face.

In quick succession, he felt his jawline soften and his cheekbones sharpen, transforming the shape of his face.

He felt his eyes widen, becoming innocent and doe-like, long, dark eyelashes fluttering in the corners of his vision.

His lips plumped up, his nose shrank into a cute little button, and freckles exploded across his cheeks. 

Finally, his Adam’s apple gave a spasm and rolled back into his throat, disappearing inside him. 

Bruce’s body gave one last, enormous jiggle that sent his new breasts bouncing wildly, and then it was over. 

The silence that followed was broken only by the ragged sounds of Bruce’s breathing. To his shock, he realized his breath was coming out lighter now. Softer. 

Oh God… oh please God don’t let this be true…

He glanced down at his new body. At how soft it was. How curvy. 

Bits poked out here. Folded in there. Gone were his muscles. Gone was his reassuring, manly shape. 

In their place was the delicate, slender body of a girl. 

Not just any girl, either…

Wordlessly, Bruce turned and looked at the mirror hanging on the wall, the one he always checked his hair in before heading out. At the sight of what was in it, he let out a piercing, girlish shriek. 

The girl staring back at him in horror was hot. She had a tiny, almost waif-like body equipped with two impossibly big breasts that hung from her frame and bounced and jiggled with each movement. Her ass was big and round, her waist nice and tight, her pussy shaved and on display.

But it wasn’t just her body that was attractive. Her face was… well, it was beautiful. 

The girl in the mirror had wide, innocent eyes and soft little cheeks that were dusted with freckles. She looked almost Germanic, with her flowing blond hair, child-bearing hips and pouty lips (perfect for sucking dick, Bruce thought, numbly). 

She wasn’t a day older than 18. A shy, inexperienced girl with big fat titties and a cunt that desperately needed violating. A girl who was sexy and homely all at once. A girl you could just as easily screw as take home and marry.

No… Bruce thought, weakly, that can’t be me…

He shook his head. As in a dream, the girl in the mirror shook hers too, little strands of loose blond hair drifting beside her. 

She was him. He was her.

He, Bruce, was now the hottest girl on campus.

With his shy and innocent new eyes, Bruce glanced over at Jen. He was surprised to see the witch now looked both taller and older than him.

She’s probably half a foot taller than me… he thought, miserably. I’ve gone from being 6ft to maybe 5ft2.

“What the fuck…” he began through gritted teeth, then suddenly stopped with a tiny squeal.

His voice was wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong!

Where it should have been deep and bass-y, it was now high-pitched and soft. Where it should have been strong and powerful, it was now innocent and submissive. 

In fright, Bruce tried to lower his voice, tried to talk normally. But it was no use.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” He squeaked in his girly new voice. 

In response, Jen gave him a sadistic smile. She lazily turned to Natalie. 

“Shall we, dear?”

“If you think it’s a good idea, mistress.”

Jen shrugged.

“What harm can it do?”

And she clicked her fingers.

Suddenly, Bruce felt his muscles un-tense, the stiffness vanish from his limbs.

With a grateful cry, he fell forward, landing on his hands and knees, burying his head in his soft new arms, against the ground, and breathing deeply. 

“Well?” He heard Jen call, “what do you think of your new body?”

New body… Bruce closed his eyes, refused to listen. He wouldn’t believe what had just happened to him, he wouldn’t! It was crazy. Impossible!

But there was no denying it. Even curled up here, he could feel the weight of his new breasts, tugging at his back. Feel their soft firmness, bumping up against his hairless legs.

He could feel the long, blond hair trailing over his shoulders, falling down beside his face, tickling his bare skin. Feel the distracted craving between his legs, of a hole that needed to be filled. 

With the sensation of a woman about to step over a cliff edge into a roiling sea of madness, Bruce slowly raised his pretty little head. Looked at Jen through eyes half-hidden behind a curtain of golden hair.

“You turned me into a girl,” he whispered. 

Jen simply shrugged.

“Deal with it,” she said. “Some of us have been girls since the day we were born. You don’t see us whining.”

“That’s not the point!” Bruce squeaked, angrily. He was annoyed to hear how high-pitched his voice went when he was upset. 

I sound like a spoiled little brat… he marveled.

“I’m supposed to be a man,” he went on in his shrill new voice, “not some… some slut!”

At the word slut, Jen’s eyes narrowed. 

“Oh dear,” she whispered. “Oh dear, oh dear. You’re showing your true colors now, Brittany…”

Brittany?! Bruce thought, wildly. Then he realized.

He was a girl now. And that meant having a girl’s name. He was no longer Bruce, except in his own head.

From now on, the rest of the world would know him as stupid, sexy Brittany. 

“I had hoped,” Jen was saying, “that turning you into a girl would make you less of a douche. I can see you’re still a chauvinist pig, though.”

“That’s not fair!” Bruce squealed, his mind swimming with anger. 

He turned to his best friend for support.

“Harrison!” His shouted in his soft voice, “tell her what…”

The sounds died in his throat. With a feeling of dazed shock, Bruce looked up from his position on the floor at his handsome best friend, still frozen to the spot by magic.

No… he whimpered deep inside his own mind, no, he can’t. He wouldn’t…

To his side, Bruce heard a distant giggle. He looked up into Harrison’s face, now brick red with embarrassment, and wished he could just disappear.

“Like what you see?” He dimly heard Jen ask, mockingly. “Most girls I know would.”

Weakly, Bruce tried to shake his pretty little head. But it was all an act. Already, he could feel the dryness on his pouty lips. Feel his bare nipples hardening. Feel the moistness in his crotch.

It’s no good pretending, he thought, helplessly, I can’t keep my eyes off it!

Jutting out against the fabric of Harrison’s pants was the biggest boner Bruce had ever seen.

It was enormous. A huge tent of fabric that stretched away from Harrison’s waist a good nine inches. Even with its true shape still hidden by folds of material, Bruce could tell his roomie’s dick was big and thick and long. 

A tiny bead of moisture slipped out Bruce’s cunt and ran down the inside of one leg. He helplessly looked from the enormous dick before him to Harrison’s humiliated face. 

“I couldn’t help it,” Harrison grunted through his magically-closed mouth, avoiding Bruce’s eyes, “you’re… you’re…”

He scowled, looking down at Bruce’s naked body. At its great big titties, dangling free and loose.

“Christ, just look at you!” He exploded.

A wave of nausea flooded through Bruce. He gently shook his pretty little head, strands of blond hair drifting across his soft, beautiful face. 

No… it couldn’t be true. None of it! There was no fucking way that Harrison – his friend, his bro, his roomie – could-could want to fuck him.

But at the same time, there was no denying the physical evidence. 

In Bruce’s new body, he wasn’t just attracted to Harrison.

Harrison was wildly attracted to him, too. 

A red flush began to spread up Bruce’s soft new cheeks. A feeling of shame. Of embarrassment. 

He wanted to look away from Harrison’s dick, but he just couldn’t bring himself to. There was something about it. Something hypnotic. Something alluring…

Something that made Bruce want it deep inside his brand new pussy as soon as possible.

With a little scream, Bruce clutched the sides of his head and closed his eyes.

What’s happening to me? He thought, miserably. I don’t want to fuck Harrison! He’s my friend. He’s my bro. He’s…

Sexy.

The thought rose unbidden in Bruce’s brain. He tried to fight it. Tried desperately to wrestle it away. 

But his mind was too weak. The magic too strong. Before he could figure out what he was doing, Bruce had opened his eyes again, and was gazing at Harrison’s torso with a dreamy look. Admiring his strong arms. Admiring his broad shoulders and masculine poise.

Admiring his handsome face and kissable lips.

I wonder what he’d be like in bed… Bruce found himself thinking. It’d be amazing to curl up in those strong arms of his… to kiss him all over that beautiful body…

God, what I wouldn’t give to suck that dick.

“Mmm… I think she likes him,” he heard Jen whisper. “And I think he likes her. Don’t you, Harrison?” 

“No way!” Harrison snarled, still refusing to meet Bruce’s eye. “That’s-that’s Bruce in there! It’s sick! It’s wrong! It’s disgust-!”

Jen gave an audible sigh.

“Natalie? Would you?”

There was another click from the stairs and suddenly Harrison’s voice cut off mid-sentence. Bruce watched numbly as his strong friend tried to struggle, tried to keep talking.

He looks so perfect like that, he suddenly realized. Struggling. Fighting. That’s how a man should look…

“We’ve taken away your ability to lie,” Jen was saying. “From now on, you can only answer questions with the truth, no matter how unpalatable that truth may be. Now.”

A cruel note of humor entered her voice. 

“This girl before you. Brittany. Do you want to fuck her?”

Like a girl in a dream, Bruce watched as his tall, strong friend struggled. Struggled to fight the magic. Struggled not to let the awful truth out.

Eventually, he gave up. Before Bruce’s eyes, Harrison’s shoulders went slack. He lowered his gaze.

“Yes.” He muttered.

“Good,” the amusement in Jen’s voice was palpable. “Next question. Does it bother you that she’s really your male friend?”

For a moment, Bruce thought Harrison would start struggling again. But he seemed to realize it was pointless.

“No.” He whispered. 

Then suddenly, to both their shock, he added:

“It’s kinda a turn on.”

Bruce felt his pretty mouth drop open. He weakly turned to give Jen a pleading look, only to see the witch smiling at him with an air of pure malevolence. 

“That’s good to hear,” she whispered. “Now, tell me. If we were to let you go right now, would you fuck this little bitch?”

“Yes.” Muttered Harrison.

“Would you stick your dick in her?”

“Yes.”

“And would you enjoy it?”

“For God’s sakes yes!” Harrison exploded. 

He looked wildly at Jen.

“I want to fuck her, OK? I don’t care that she’s Bruce. I want to fuck that little whore and cum on her tits and spank her ass and make her suck my dick. If I could move right now, I’d take her upstairs and fuck her until she was full of my sperm. I’d fuck her-”

He suddenly stopped, his face white as a sheet.

Jen tilted her head.

“Go on, macho man. Remember. The magic forbids you to lie to me.”

“I’d… I’d fuck her,” Harrison whispered, looking shocked at the words coming out his mouth. “I’d fuck her like I always dreamed of fucking Bruce.”

For a long, long moment, nobody moved. Bruce just stared at his best friend, his pretty head swimming, his heart pounding in his generous chest while Harrison stared at the floor, a look of shame on his handsome features.

“Is…” whispered Bruce at last in his new, female voice, “is that… is that true?”

Harrison nodded, his head able to give a little twitch despite the magic freezing his muscles.

“Yeah.” He suddenly started roaring again, “Goddamit, you fucking bitches!” 

“Well, well…” Jen giggled, “now that was unexpected. So the big, manly man has a secret fairy side, does he?”

She turned her smirking face upon Bruce.

“What about you, you little slut? Natalie!”

There was another click from the blond witch. Bruce felt a sensation of heat in his throat, like saying the wrong words would burn him horribly. 

“You can now no longer lie to me either,” Jen purred down at him. “So. Here goes.”

Her lips curled up into a cruel sneer.

“Do you, Brittany, want to let Harrison fuck you like the little bitch you are?”

Before Bruce could even think, the burning increased in his throat, and he heard himself eagerly answering.

“Yes! Oh fuck, yes! That’d be so hot!”

He gave a squeak and clamped his dainty new hands over his pretty mouth. His long nails gently scratched his soft cheeks. 

I didn’t mean to say that…

He turned toward Harrison, hoping to plead with him, to let him know it wasn’t true. But his best friend was looking at him with venom in his eyes.

“Really? Do you want to suck his dick? Do you want to let him cum on your tits? Do you want him to…?”

Jen hesitated.

“Do you want him to get you pregnant?”

With a moan, Bruce tried to stop himself from speaking. Yet the words came without his bidding, burning with the suffocating fire of truth. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he whimpered. “Oh God yes. I-I want his babies!”

“I always have,” he confessed, miserably trying to stop himself from speaking, but powerless to fight the magic. “Even when I was still a man, I-I dreamed of Harrison getting me pregnant.”

There was another shocked silence. With sad eyes, Bruce looked up at his disgusted roomie.

“Sorry,” he whispered. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Harrison grunted, “thinking about you carrying my babies is making me fucking hard.”

His eyes went wide. He looked away from Bruce and scowled.

“Fucking magic…” he muttered.

As the handsome boy and his beautiful girl talked, the two witches exchanged an amused glance. The blond one dropped her mistress a secret little wink.

“In that case, then,” said Jen as she at last turned back to Bruce. “I think perhaps it’s time we all went upstairs and investigated the bedroom.”








  
 





III This can’t be happening…

Completely naked, Bruce slowly ascended the stairs of their frat house, his naked breasts wobbling with each step. The cool morning air caressed his pussy, making the invisible downy hairs around it rise gently upwards.

There’s no way this can be happening…

As they climbed, Bruce tried to ignore the thing clasped in his hand. The long, thick thing that throbbed gently, one long vein bulging down its side. The thing the witches had insisted Bruce hold as he led Harrison to the bedroom.

Please don’t let this be happening.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Harrison grunted behind him, his eyes clearly fixed on Bruce’s ass. Bruce clutched his friend’s penis tighter and gave a happy little sigh that made him sick with disgust.

“I can’t wait to fuck you,” Harrison continued in his monotone, unable to do anything but speak the truth, but unwilling to put any emotion into these horrible words.

Bruce swallowed. He didn’t want to say it. Didn’t want to admit to it.

“Your cock feels so good in my hand,” he whispered, surprised at how seductive he sounded. How female.

He hesitated. Was he really going to say it?

“It’d feel much better in my pussy,” he added, unhappily. 

After her comment about the bedroom, the witch Jen had snapped her fingers again and suddenly Harrison had collapsed, his body no longer held in place by magic.

“Harrison!” Bruce had screamed. 

He’d run over to his best friend, trying to ignore the way his boobies kept jiggling, and put his arms round him.

“Harrison, fuck Harrison, are you OK…?” He’d squeaked in his girly voice.

In response, Harrison had rudely shoved him away and staggered to his feet, his back turned.

“Bro, what the fuck?!” Bruce had whimpered, the frat-boy words sounding ridiculous on his female lips. 

He felt sick. Miserable. His new body was desperately attracted to Harrison. No, more than that.

In his new form, Bruce realized he was helplessly in love with his roomie. 

And now his roomie was rejecting him.

“Stay away.” Harrison had grunted, not looking at him. “If I let you touch me…”

He’d hesitated, then let out a helpless growl.

“I’ll want to fuck you,” he’d finished.

For a second, Bruce had said nothing. His heart was pounding in his generous chest. His mind was swimming.

That’s right, his brain had kept whispering, just stay away from one another… you know it’s for the best…

But Bruce had been incapable of listening. He was a girl now. A beautiful, curvy, horny girl who was madly in love with her roomie. 

And he knew how to get exactly what he wanted.

With slow movements, Bruce had climbed to his feet. He’d swallowed, his eyes trained on Harrison’s muscular back. Then, with a feeling of unreality, he’d started to walk towards his roomie, his hips naturally curving with each step, his tiny feet padding gently on the floor.

At last, he’d reached Harrison. Reached out with one trembling hand. Held it inches from Harrison’s back, afraid to go any further. Afraid to do what needed to be done…

Then Harrison had started turning, turning, his dark eyes zeroing in on Bruce’s pretty new face. Bruce had leaned back, unconsciously parted his lips…

…and the next thing he’d known they’d been kissing. 

It had been wonderful. Amazing. The best thing that had ever happened to him.

Harrison’s tongue had swirled around the inside of Brucie’s mouth, possessing him, making him his. Bruce had closed his eyes and gently nibbled on it, savoring it like a strange, exotic delicacy. 

He’d whimpered with delight as Harrison’s stubble scratched against his soft cheeks. As his erect penis pressed against his tight waist, as if seeking out his womb. 

The smell of Harrison’s sweat – musky, masculine, male – had made his new, girl-body dizzy. The feeling of his strong torso, pressed up against Brucie’s pert breasts had made him want to sigh and fall into his roomie’s arms.

His nipples had been hard as bullets. His pussy had become warm and wide and wet. 

At that moment, everything else had vanished. The sun had winked out, the Earth turned to dust and the universe exploded and dissipated into silence. There was nothing but his sensitive, delicate new form and his powerful roomie, kissing him like he never wanted to let go. 

I don’t want this moment to ever end… Bruce remembered thinking. There had been a sudden surge of heat in his throat and he’d pulled back, looking dreamily up into Harrison’s eyes. Into the eyes of a man who was suddenly a good foot taller than he was. Of a man he was completely in love with.

“I don’t want this moment to ever end…” he’d whispered, smiling dizzily at his roomie. An infatuated, girly smile.

For a split-second, he remembered seeing Harrison try to fight it. A shadow had flickered across his features, a dark feeling of helpless terror.

Then it had passed. Harrison had placed one hand, palm-flat against Bruce’s soft cheek. He’d slipped an arm around his waist and pulled his beautiful best friend towards him, until their lips were almost touching.

“Me neither,” he’d whispered, the shame audible in his voice. But also the lust. The lust he felt for Brittany’s body, for its tight waist, huge boobs and perfect ass.

The lust he now felt for his best friend. 

For Bruce. 

What are you doing? The male part of Bruce’s mind had protested weakly as they started kissing again. It’s the magic making you think like this. You have to fight it!

Clinging tight to Harrison’s strong torso, feeling his tongue swirl around the inside of his pretty new mouth, Bruce had desperately wanted to agree.

You’re right… I have to… to fight. I have to…

Then there had been a distant click, a flash of light, and all Bruce’s worries had been swept away by a surge of raw, animal desire. 

The feeling of fabric pressed against his naked breasts had vanished. Now he only felt warm, masculine skin. Opening his eyes, Bruce had seen that the witches had made Harrison’s clothes vanish, too. His best friend was looking down at his naked body with weary surprise, as if he couldn’t decide whether to be angry or just to accept this latest development. 

Slowly, Bruce pulled himself back from Harrison’s arms. He looked his best friend’s body up and down, taking in its strong form. Taking in its powerful arms, rippling muscles and broad shoulders.

Taking in its ten inch cock, dangling thick and strong and heavy between its legs.

I’ve never seen Harrison naked before… Bruce had thought, dazedly, as his new body broke into a helpless smile. 

For some reason, the thought now seemed odd. After all, Harrison was a man. And he was a girl. Why had they never done this before?

“You…” Bruce had started. 

He’d stopped, shook his head, unable to believe what he was about to say.

“You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” Harrison had muttered, awkwardly. 

Suddenly, one free hand had jumped to his throat as a look of pain rippled across his handsome features. 

There’s the magic again…

“OK, ow, fuck man! I’ll say it. Jesus!” Harrison had scowled at Jen, then turned his attention back to Bruce, who was waiting, waiting for him to say the words that would make him the happiest girl alive.

“Bruce… Brittany… whoever you are. You look…” Harrison had closed his eyes and shook his head. “Nah. Here’s the truth.”

And he’d taken innocent, virgin Bruce in his protective arms again and looked deep into his eyes.

“You’re the most-beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he’d whispered. “I don’t know if it’s the magic or-or what but…”

He’d sighed.

“I think I want to marry you.”

And Brucie’s heart had jumped for joy, even though he knew it was just the magic. And he’d kissed Harrison harder than he’d ever kissed anyone before, all while not knowing if he wanted to laugh or cry. 

Then the witches had laughed too, and clicked their fingers, and Jen – the powerful one – had been saying something about how this new spell meant it wasn’t enough to admit their fantasies, they now had to act them out, too. 

So Bruce had smiled up at Harrison, trying to ignore the battle brewing in his soul, the fight between what his male brain thought he should feel for his best friend, and the simple truth. 

Gently, he’d wrapped one of his tiny new hands round Harrison’s big, fat dick and winked at his best friend.

“C’mon.” He’d whispered. “How about you take me upstairs and…”

He’d giggled, suddenly aware of what he was about to say. Aware, but not caring. 

“…and get me pregnant,” he’d finished with a happy, carefree laugh. 

And Harrison had tried to fight his urges – Bruce had seen it in his face – but the magic had been too strong. At long last, he’d given up.

“Yeah.” He’d whispered, gently cupping Bruce’s large breasts as he did so, sending sparks shooting through Brittany’s body. “How about we do that?”

And now here they were, climbing up the stairs together. Towards their new fates as lovers. Towards Bruce’s new destiny as the mother of his best friend’s babies. 

“Here we go.” Bruce pushed open the door and confidently led Harrison by the cock into his bedroom. 

The room was large, filled with the detritus of college life. 

There were open books, rarely looked at, piled on the desk. There were empty beer cans beside the bed. Plates on the floor. Clothes strewn across the room. 

Urgh, Bruce found himself thinking with a mental shudder, you can tell a boy lives here.”

He stopped himself with a little shake. He was meant to be that boy. 

Behind them, there were footsteps and the witches clattered into the room.

“Is this it?” Bruce heard the blond one gasp. “It’s not very… well… romantic, is it?”

You read my mind, Bruce found himself thinking. 

“God no, it isn’t at all, is it?” He heard Jen agree. “I think it’s time for another change, don’t you?”

A trickle of ice began to climb its way up Bruce’s naked spine. He span round to face the witches.

“Wait!” He squeaked in his high-pitched voice. “What do you mean, change-?”

It was too late. Even as he was turning, Bruce had heard the click. Now he could only watch in open-mouthed wonder as the world reshaped itself around them. 

The walls of the bedroom gave a rumble and pushed outwards, making the room about three times bigger.

All the mess gave a twitch, then jumped up into the air and flew away out the window.

A thick white carpet unrolled across the floor. The walls changed color, becoming a delicate peach. Soft new drapes unfurled over the windows.

There was a cracking noise, and Bruce’s bed began to grow. It grew until it was Queen-sized, then suddenly four pieces of wood leaped from each end and joined a great wooden canopy spontaneously growing above it. Tasteful white satin curtains fell down either side of it. 

Bruce blinked in amazement. He was suddenly the proud owner of a four poster bed.

Finally, there was a noise like rubber being stretched, and a wooden baby’s crib magically squeezed itself into existence. It dropped down at the end of the new bed, the motion making it rock slightly from side to side.

With a feeling of disbelief, Bruce stared at his new room, unconsciously clutching his vulnerable, female body tight against Harrison’s protective, masculine one. 

He happened to glance over at his old desk – now transformed into a tasteful bedside table – and saw to his mixed horror and delight that his old course books had turned into books on having babies and giving birth. 

“What do you think?” He heard Jen ask. “The perfect home for a young couple about to have their first baby, no?”

An involuntary sigh escaped Bruce’s lips. He smiled in happiness at the room around him. Gently curled his toes in the nice, new carpet and was amazed to feel how deep it was. 

“It’s perfect…” he whispered. 

“Very good. Harrison?”

“I suppose it’s alright,” muttered Harrison.

Again his hand flew to his throat.

“Argh, Jesus! OK. It’s awesome. Happy now? Fuck.”

“Happy enough.” Bruce could practically hear the shrug in Jen’s voice. “I mean, it is pretty good, isn’t it…?” 

“There’s one thing missing.” Bruce suddenly cut in. 

He span round to face his best friend and was surprised to see that Harrison looked… different. Older. More mature. No longer like a 19-year old kid. Like a man in his late-twenties.

It’s the magic… they’ve made him more like-like… Well. Like a dad. 

“What’s that, dear?” Jen asked, smiling at the two naked male friends.

In response, Bruce gently bit his lower lip. He looked up at his best friend with wide, innocent blue eyes.

“A baby,” he whispered. 

For a second, he thought Harrison was going to avoid his gaze again. Or that he was going to try and fight the magic and ruin their special moment.

But then his best friend simply smiled. Smiled and shrugged his broad, masculine shoulders.

“What the hell?” He laughed, his deep voice – even deeper now he’d been magically aged – vibrating in the pit of Bruce’s belly and make him squirm with delight. “Guess there’s no point pretending now, is there? That fucking magic…”

He turned to the two witches, who were watching them with identical, evil smiles on their faces.

“Can you two leave us alone? My wife and I have a baby to make.”

Wife?!! Bruce glanced down at his hand and felt his mouth drop open in shock. 

Wrapped round his finger was an expensive platinum wedding ring, engraved with Harrison’s name and his new, female one. 

But how? He wondered. Even if they’ve cursed us to be husband and wife, there’s no way Harrison could afford that!

Yet he thought he knew what had happened. Already, his memories of Harrison as a 19-year old college bro were fading. In their place were different ones. Of Harrison, heading off to work at the tech company he was CEO of. Of Harrison, giving him expensive gifts for his birthdays.

Of Harrison, dropping down on one knee at an expensive restaurant and proposing, making Bruce burst into tears of joy in front of all the other diners. 

They haven’t just changed our bodies, Bruce marveled. They’ve changed everything. Our memories. We’re-we’re a real couple now. I’m going to be married to Harrison, this version of Harrison forever. 

Even though he’d been his male self only an hour earlier, Bruce still felt an inexplicable happiness rising in him. 

This can’t just be the magic… It’s more than that. I should’ve known. It’s everything I’ve ever secretly wanted and been too afraid to admit to…

“So, if you’d just jump on your broomsticks and fly away, we’ll get down to business.”

Jen and Natalie exchanged a smirk. Natalie rolled her eyes.

“Didn’t I say this would be easy?” She asked. “Men… it’s like half of them have always wanted to be girls, y’know?”

“And who can blame them?” Jen retorted. “Who’d want to live like a man? All that sweat and hair and having a stupid cock dangling between your legs. Urgh.”

She visibly shuddered, before turning back to Harrison. 

“OK, we’ll let you love birds get on with it. But before we go, one last thing…”

And she clicked her fingers. 

Harrison blinked, looking around. 

“What did you do?”

“Oh… you’ll find out soon enough,” Jen replied, coolly. “Think of it as a… treat lying in store for you.”

She turned back to Natalie. 

“Ready, Nat?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good. Well then.” She winked at Bruce. “Enjoy your new life, my dear. And make sure you get pregnant, you hear? Or we’ll be back to turn you both into little girls!”

Then she gave a loud cackle, clicked her fingers and suddenly the witches were gone. 

Harrison turned back to Bruce.

“Damn…” he began. “Those witches sure were…”

He didn’t get any further. 

With a feeling of abandonment, Bruce leaped up into his arms. He wrapped his slender, smooth legs around his handsome roomie’s waist. Wrapped his delicate arms around his broad shoulders. 

And then they were kissing. Kissing like a couple at the end of the world. The passionate kiss of a girl and a boy who are desperate to fuck. 

Still kissing, they collapsed down onto the mattress, falling through the white curtains surrounding their bed, landing with a soft flump.

Bruce opened his eyes. His female mind was dizzy with desire. He placed one long-nailed hand against Harrison’s broad, muscular chest. Gently played with his hair. Gazed deep into his former-bro’s eyes.

“Fuck me,” he whispered.

A smile split Harrison’s magically-aged face. A cocky, happy smile. The smile of a confident, strong man who has left his college bro days behind him. Of a mature, secure guy pushing 30 who knows he’s about to become a daddy for the first time.

“Your wish…” he murmured, leaning in and kissing Bruce, “is my command.”

Then with surprising strength he swept Brucie’s tiny new body into his strong, manly arms, pinned him to the sheets and drove his dick deep inside him. 

The feeling was incredible. Shocking. Wonderful.

Harrison’s dick slowly slipped up the inside of Bruce’s pussy, leaving a strange feeling of warmth in its wake. 

The sensation of having a cock inside him should’ve been enough to make Bruce retch. He was meant to be a straight guy, an alpha male. No way should he enjoying having a-a man inside him!

But the reality was very different. As Harrison’s magnificent dick invaded his cunt, Bruce threw his head back and moaned.

He couldn’t help himself. The sound escaped his lips involuntarily – high-pitched and female. It was like an audible expression of the pleasure he was feeling, radiating out from his pussy in waves. 

The tip of Harrison’s dick pushed deep into Bruce’s womb. A powerful, sleepy warmth began to unfurl across his crotch. Dreamily, he clutched his soft, sexy body against his roomie’s sculpted, powerful one.

“Are you OK, Brittany?” Harrison whispered, gently stroking a lock of blond hair out Bruce’s eyes. 

Bruce bit his lower lip. Nodded at his bestie. 

“I-I’m OK.” He whispered. “It just feels… weird, y’know?”

He giggled. 

“Having your cock inside me.”

“Good weird, or bad weird?”

Bruce shrugged his slender shoulders, lowered his head and fluttered his long eyelashes at his new husband. He knew he was acting flirty, but he couldn’t help himself.

“Good weird, I guess,” he whispered. 

A grin split Harrison’s handsome features. He leaned forward, until his weight was pinning Bruce against the mattress, until his broad, strong shoulders filled Bruce’s vision, making him gasp. 

His lips brushed against his ear. In a daze, Bruce realized he could feel his best friend’s warm breath tickling the nape of his neck. 

“In that case…” Harrison murmured. “You won’t mind if I do this.”

At the word this, he suddenly bucked his hips back, nearly drawing his cock all the way out of Bruce’s pussy. Then he thrust forward, sending his dick pounding back inside poor Brucie, and suddenly the two male friends were fucking like their lives depended on it. 

For Bruce, it was liked being trapped in a delicious nightmare. Harrison used his body weight to pin him to the bed, one thick hand laced through his long hair, one clasped to Brucie’s pert little ass. 

With loud, almost angry grunts, he sent his cock drilling into him, his balls thwacking against Bruce’s asshole, like he was trying his best to hurt him. But Bruce wasn’t in pain.

He was experiencing more intense pleasure than he ever had in his life.

Each thrust of Harrison’s enormous dick sent pink sparks lancing through his body, making every inch of his skin tingle. Each thrust stretched the walls of his new pussy, making him gasp out loud. 

And all the time, Harrison’s strong body was squashing him, holding him in place, making him feel weak and feminine and wonderful.

Why did no-one ever tell me how good this feels? Bruce thought, dazedly, as Harrison hammered his dick into him. 

He clutched his hands to his roomie’s shoulders, letting his long nails dig into the skin, unaware of the loud, female groans escaping his pouty lips. 

Oh God… if only I’d been born a woman. This is incredible. I wish I’d never been a man!

The thought made him suddenly smile. How many other men must’ve thought that before? How many secret sissies were out there, silently wishing they could be women? 

And here he was. Lucky enough to have been magically transformed into a girl. 

Well, he wasn’t going to let it go to waste. 

“Wait!” Bruce heard himself gasp in Harrison’s ear. “Oh baby, please, please…”

Harrison’s dick lanced deep into him again, cutting him off with a moan. Sobbing with happiness, Bruce clasped himself tight against his friend and tried to finish.

“Oh God… oh fuck yeah!… Baby… please, turn me over…”

No sooner were the words out his lips than Harrison’s dick was slipping out of him, leaving a sad little craving in Bruce’s pussy. 

For a second, he lay on his back, his big boobies wobbling in the bottom of his vision as he smiled helplessly up at his best friend, then Harrison was turning him over, roughly pulling him up onto all fours. 

With dazed movements, Bruce raised his ass high up into the air, his pussy suddenly exposed to the world. He let his head rest on the pillow, his long hair billowing out around him like a fan, his breasts dangling heavily from his frame. 

Smiling, he turned around just in time to see Harrison clamber onto his knees and take his cock in his hand. 

“Right,” Harrison grunted. “You asked for this. Let’s see how Bruce likes getting fucked like a little bitch.”

Then he gave Bruce’s ass a stinging slap that made him cry out loud and sent bolts of pleasure arcing through him, and then the two best friends were fucking again, Harrison driving into Bruce from behind while Bruce closed his eyes and screamed with pleasure. 

As Harrison thrust away, Bruce began to feel something rising in his new body. Something more powerful than the constant jiggling of his breasts. Something more elemental than the thwack of Harrison’s balls, banging up against his clit. 

With a sudden feeling of shock, he realized he was on the brink of orgasm.

No… wait! He squeaked inside himself. Please… I don’t wanna…!

But it was too late. Harrison grunted and gave his naked ass another hard slap and suddenly Bruce was coming, his face scrunched up as screams of pleasure tore out his throat, filling their new marital home.

Brittany’s body came with the force of a thousand suns, a transcendent, tingling feeling washing over every inch of her skin. 

Bruce felt his nipples go hard, his pussy clench tight around Harrison’s dick, and his mind go blank. 

It was like he was falling through space. Falling through an endless pink cloud of pleasure that would never end. Never dissipate. 

This was nothing like the quick squirt and finish he remembered from being a guy.

This was like his whole body had been transformed into a pleasure centre that couldn’t stop coming. 

At long, long last, Bruce’s orgasm peaked, bringing him drifting back down to Earth on a wave of sleepy pleasure. With foggy eyes, he looked round, over his own soft body, and smiled at Harrison, still pounding away at his cunt, his sculpted chest slick with sweat. 

God, that was good… Bruce thought, hazily, we’ll have to do that again sometime…

He waited for the sleepiness to overtake him, the sleepiness he always felt after coming. Waited for Harrison to slow down, stop, and ask him how it’d been.

But to his surprise, none of that happened. Instead, Harrison gave him a vicious grin and started thrusting harder, and suddenly Bruce was being pushed right back towards the brink of orgasm again. 

“Wait!” Bruce gasped, “No, please… I can’t… Oh YES! Oh God baby, YES!”

The moment he started protesting, Harrison had slipped one hand round his waist and started playing with Bruce’s clit. Now the pleasure was firing through Bruce’s female body again, sharper and more-powerful than ever before.

It was like the laws of physics had been turned on their head. Like Bruce had just finished a skydive only to find himself magically transported back to the freefall stage. It was impossible. Crazy.

Yet there was no denying it. 

Bruce was now only moments away from having his second orgasm as a beautiful girl. 

The wave of pleasure hit again, bigger and hotter than the first time. Dimly, Bruce was aware that he was screaming Harrison’s name, his face pressed against the sheets, his eyes screwed closed, his pretty mouth open wide as scream after scream of pleasure tore out of him. 

At long last, Harrison went stiff. He stopped thrusting, gave a little sigh, and suddenly something hot and sticky was flooding the inside of Bruce’s womb, making him sigh with happiness. 

Wave after wave of come splattered deep inside him, fertilizing his eggs, making him pregnant. Bruce gently slipped his hips backward and forwards, using his pussy to pump all of Harrison’s sperm inside him, not wanting a drop to go to waste. 

There… He thought to himself. Now I’ll be good and pregnant, just like a wife should be.

The thought that he was now somebody’s wife should’ve been enough to set Bruce off screaming. But he no longer seemed to care. 

It was like the last vestiges of his male-self had been washed away by his double-orgasm, leaving a happy, pregnant woman in its wake. 

“Oh fuck Bruce,” he heard Harrison whisper from behind him. “Oh bro… that was…”

“That was incredible,” Bruce finished in his soft, high-pitched voice. 

A warm smile spread across his pretty features. He could still feel Harrison’s dick, deep inside him, keeping his pussy nice and stretched. 

Soon he’d have to gently move his haunches forwards, leaving his friend’s dick dangling and his pussy empty of everything but sperm. For now, though, Bruce was intent to simply crouch here, his perfect ass on display for Harrison to see, his roomie’s rock-hard dick poking into his womb. 

“Y’know,” he heard Harrison say playfully, “you’ve got such a perfect little ass…”

As he spoke, he began gently kneading Bruce’s behind with his fingers, squeezing the flesh, making Bruce sigh and whimper. 

Harrison didn’t know it, but playing with his ass like that was making Bruce’s pussy stretch wider than ever.

“…I’m beginning to think I never want to see you as a man again.”

“Good,” Bruce sighed. “I never want to be a man again. I want to be…”

He swallowed, delicately.

“I want to be your wife,” he confessed. “Your pregnant wife.”

“Speaking of which,” Harrison said. “Do you reckon…?”

“I dunno. There’s a lot of sperm in there,” Bruce said, gently clenching his pussy against Harrison’s dick, silently marveling at all the stuff his new body could do. “I guess we just wait and…”

He suddenly broke off, a look of concern on his beautiful features.

“What’s wrong?”

“Oh God…” Bruce whispered. “I think… Oh fuck, oh Christ! I’m gonna-!”

He didn’t need to finish. 

Already, the two male friends could see Bruce’s new breasts starting to swell up, the nipples becoming sore and wet with watery milk.

Already, they could see his face becoming softer, his cheeks taking on a rosy glow.

Already, they could see his stomach swelling, as Bruce’s womb grew to accommodate the baby now growing there. 

With a cry, Bruce pulled himself off Harrison’s dick. He collapsed on his side on the bed and watched in shock as his belly and boobs swelled up and up and up, until his stomach hung from his frame, like someone had inserted a beach ball beneath the skin. 

There was an audible little pop and Bruce’s bellybutton suddenly popped out, a little one-inch nub of flesh, protruding from his skin. 

That’s the closest I’ll ever get to having a cock again… Bruce thought dazedly.

Five seconds after it started, the witches’ final spell stopped. In shock, Bruce stared down at his newly-changed body; at its stretch marks. At its heavy belly. At its breasts, all swollen and sore with milk. 

Gently, he reached one long-nailed hand up and let it rest on his stomach. To his shock he felt something inside him give a little kick. 

Wordlessly, he looked up at Harrison, tears shining in his beautiful eyes.

“The baby,” he whispered.

For a long moment, Harrison simply stared at Bruce’s pregnant form in amazement. And then he leaned forward, took his beautiful new wife in his arms and started kissing her with a passion that made Bruce want to burst into tears.

“Look at me,” he sniffed, a big smile on his soft new face, “I’m being such a girl…”

“Shhh…” Harrison whispered in his ear. “Don’t say that… Just think of the baby.”

He pulled back and smiled down at Bruce’s gorgeous little face.

“Our baby.”

At that moment, trapped as a naked, pregnant woman, wrapped in his best friend’s arms, his breasts all heavy with milk and his stomach stretched, Bruce realized that he was happier than he’d ever been in his life. 








  
 





Epilogue

Five years later, Brittany lay curled up in bed beside her wonderful husband, thinking about what a lucky woman she was. 

Ever since that fateful day with the witches, Brittany had been living the sort of life most women only get to dream about. 

She’d been pregnant four times already, and now had four beautiful, bouncing baby daughters to look after. On top of that, she was pregnant again, her belly big and swollen with the twins she was now expecting. 

And her husband. Well…

…well he was still everything a woman could wish for.

“I can’t believe you’re pregnant again,” Harrison murmured softly in Brittany’s ear, one large, calloused hand gently stroking her belly. “We’re so lucky.”

“Yeah,” whispered Brittany, a weary smile on her beautiful face. “We are.”

Being a mommy was exhausting, she’d discovered. Back when she was still a man (she couldn’t even remember what she used to be called, these days. Bryson. Brett. Something like that) she’d sort of assumed stay at home moms were just lazy.

Now, though, she’d finally come to realize just what a full-time occupation being a mommy was. 

She and Harrison were constantly tired. Both of them had permanent bags under their eyes from getting up in the night to change diapers. 

Brittany’s back ached constantly from walking around with a heavy belly all the time. Her nipples were sore and slightly cracked from feeding four separate mouths over the years. 

Her pussy was looser than it used to be, and she noticed that sometimes a little dribble of pee would escape when she least-expected it. 

They were mentally-drained from the moment they awoke till the moment they went to bed. Weekends were now taken up with arranging playdates and herding a brood of girls out on family adventures together.

They had no time for themselves. Doing anything as absurd as clubbing just seemed like a distant dream, now. They were slaves. Slaves to their children. 

And Brittany had never been happier. 

With a blissful smile on her face, she curled up against Harrison, gently resting her pretty head on his sculpted chest. She smiled at the warmth of his skin, at the way his body rose and fell in time with his breathing. 

Inside her, something kicked. 

“Maybe this time it’ll be a boy,” she whispered. Not that she believed it herself. 

Ever since their first daughter, it had seemed she and Harrison were destined to have nothing but girls. It was almost like someone had put a curse on them, a curse designed to teach the two bros how to respect women. 

Well, if they did, it sure worked, Brittany thought. There’s no way I’d let any asshole college kids call my wonderful girls dirty names.

The mere thought of what men might want to do to her children when they were all grown up and beautiful was enough to make her blood boil. Whenever she thought back to how she used to be, she wanted to punch something. 

If anyone acted like that around her darling girls…

…well, let’s just say they’d suddenly find their smile short of a few teeth. 

There was a knock at the door, faint, hesitant.

“Mommy…” a syrupy voice whined, “I had a nightmare…” 

Harrison gently ran a hand through Brittany’s hair, playing with one loose strand.

“Want me to deal with it?” He asked. 

Brittany always marveled at how much he’d changed since his college bro days. In some ways, he’d changed even more than her. 

“Nah, it’s OK,” Brittany sighed, sitting up. “What’s up, honey?”

The door opened a crack. An adorable little face peeked through from beneath long blond bangs.

“I had a bad dream,” Bernadette whispered, sounding all of her five years. It always pained Brittany a little bit to see her first baby growing up so fast. 

Maybe that’s why I want so many…

Brittany forced up a reassuring look. 

“My poor baby,” she whispered. “Was it the same one again?”

Hesitantly, Bernadette nodded her adorable little head. They all knew the dream, alright. 

“I dreamt I was a yucky boy, mommy,” Bernadette said with a look of revulsion. “My name was Blake and I was friends with daddy…”

Brittany sighed. The witches may have changed her life for the better, but she sometimes wished they could have wiped all their memories.

“It was just a dream, sweetie,” she said, looking into the eyes of the little girl who used to be her frat-buddy. Into the eyes of Blake, who the witches had transformed into a baby girl, growing in Brittany’s womb. 

She looked, as she always did, for a trace of recognition. For a sign that Bernadette remembered her previous life. But, as usual, there was nothing there. 

“Little girls can’t turn into boys,” she said, firmly. “It’s impossible. You’re my little girl, OK? And you’ll stay that way forever.”

“I hope so,” Bernadette said, looking down at her Princess Elsa pajamas. She may have only had a hazy idea of what being a boy meant, but she was certain it didn’t involve princesses. 

“I promise,” Brittany said. “Now, come here and give you mom a big kiss.”

Bernadette rolled her eyes. But she still crossed the room, leaned over and planted a big kiss on Brittany’s cheek; a kiss that made Brittany’s heart swell with happiness. 

“Good girl. Now, off to bed, OK? And don’t wake the others!”

“OK,” Bernadette muttered. Still looking troubled, she sloped towards the bedroom door. Then suddenly she stopped, turned, ran, and flung herself into Brittany’s arms.

“I love you, mommy,” she whispered, her face buried against Brittany’s swollen chest.

And Brittany couldn’t help it. Like the silly girl she was, she started crying. 

“Hey, you two, don’t leave daddy out of this,” Harrison said, putting his tablet aside with a smile.

He scooched over and took his two beautiful girls in his powerful arms. They lay there on the bed together, the perfect family, destined to be together forever. 

“I love you so much, sweetie,” Brittany whispered to her little girl, kissing the top of her head. “You and your beautiful sisters. I love you so, so much.”

“I love daddy too,” she added, giving Harrison a guilty little look. 

But Harrison just smiled, like the strong, perfect husband he was. 

“I love you too,” he whispered.

He leaned closer, until his lips were brushing Brittany’s ear, and whispered in a voice so low Bernadette couldn’t hear it: “I’m so glad we met those witches.”

Five miles away, on the other side of town, a gang of bros in a crowded bar nudged each other and winked at the stunning blond witch laughing away with her gaggle of friends, unaware that they, too, would soon find out how it felt to have babies growing inside of them. 

The End

Like what you’ve read? Click the link to check out my collected trilogy of male pregnancy and taboo romance tales: Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant






 
   

  
 

 Mail Order Husband 
 
   
 Part I: The Ekaterina Curse 

I “The most important thing is she has big tits.”

The pen froze over the application form. A frown creased the brow of the beautiful, dark-haired woman holding it. 

“I beg your pardon?”

“Tits.” Eric snapped, impatiently. “Y’know: boobs. Breasts. Titties. They have to be…”

He raised both his hands, tracing vast air circles in front of his chest.

“Big.”

For a long time, the young woman simply stared at him through her thick-rimmed glasses, her grey eyes flinty, her china white skin paler than ever under the fluorescents. 

At long last, she lowered her eyes, and resumed writing, saying the words out loud as she did so. 

“Breasts. Double G at a minimum.”

Eric nodded.

“And not plastic, either. Can’t stand plastic tits. Nice and natural’s how I like them.”

The woman raised one thin, penciled eyebrow at him.

“So you’re looking for a curvaceous woman, then, are you?”

“How’d you mean?”

“Well.” The woman leaned back, regarding Eric with her cool, clear eyes. With her sharp black blazer, firm, ripe breasts and slender legs, Eric couldn’t help feeling she was hot as hell. 

“It’s simple, really,” the woman continued. “Beyond a certain point, breast size tends to correlate with body shape. A woman carrying breasts as large as you seem to want would typically be a larger lady, we’ve got some lovely plus-size girls who are simply delightful to chat to…”

At the words ‘plus size’, all the color had drained from Eric’s cheeks. He shook his head violently.

“No way!” He exclaimed, “I’m not fucking some fat chick! She’s gotta be slender, got that? I like a girl with nice, big tits and a tight little waist you can practically wrap your fingers round.”

The woman’s eyebrow raised another fraction of an inch. 

“So what you’re saying, Mr. Filler, is that you want a cartoon character?”

Eric waved one impatient hand. 

Geez! He thought to himself. The attitude on these bitches!

“Hey! I’m not the one who wrote an advert saying you could show any man the woman of his dreams. Any man, that’s what you said! Guaranteed!”

He leaned back and folded his arms across his chest. They rested on the top of his heavy belly, the end result of hitting 40 without much gym and with way too much beer. Beneath his forearms, the dried tomato stain from a bit of spilled lunch clung to his shirt. 

“And here I am.” Eric smiled. “Any man. And also a consumer. One who knows you chicks have to deliver on what you promised.”

A silence descended over the small office, broken only by the tick of the gunmetal gray clock. From across the mahogany desk, the beautiful woman watched Eric with an air of distaste. 

What was her name again? Eric wondered, something classy. Lenora? Laura? 

A buzzing sound cut through his reveries. The nameless woman frowned and jabbed her finger against an intercom. 

“What is it?” She barked. “Don’t you know I’m busy with a client?”

“Sorry, Miss Lorena,” squeaked a nervous female voice (aha! thought Eric), “B-but it’s nearly time, ma’am. In ten minutes the new man will…”

“Yes, thank you!” Lorena snapped, cutting off the other girl. “No more interruptions please, Anya. We’ll be ready shortly.”

She cut the other girl off with a flick of her wrist and turned her cold smile back to Eric. 

“Apologies, Mr. Filler, and you’re right, of course. We did promise you your ideal woman.”

She picked up her pen again, a little spark twinkling in her eyes.

“So. Shall we continue?”

“You bet,” Eric grinned. Inside he was cheering.

You see? You see what you can do when you just stand up for your rights?

Eric could see alright. In his mind’s eye, he could already picture the woman he would be partnered up with. The girl who would be ordered specially for him from Russia, Ukraine, Belarus… 

He could already see her plump breasts and tiny waist. Already see her nervous, pale features, blond hair and obedient smile. 

With his initial meeting still not even halfway over, Eric already knew coming here was the best idea he’d ever had. 

“Now, then,” Lorena was saying, peering down at the pink form clasped in her hands. “We’ve dealt with looks: blond hair, straight. Blue eyes. Face type: classic Eastern European. Breasts…”

She raised her eyebrow at Eric again.

“Very big. Behind: large. Waist: non-existent.”

She paused.

“You do know that’ll require a very controlled diet to maintain, right?” 

Eric nodded.

“OK then. Well. That brings us to personality.”

A faint smile tugged at the corners of Lorena’s ruby red lips.

“I assume you won’t be looking for a… headstrong girl, Mr. Filler?”

“No chance,” Eric said. “I don’t want no feminist, y’hear? I want a girl just like Marcus said.”

Marcus was a minor client of Eric’s sales company, someone he saw from time to time when his work took him upstate. Last time he’d been, the door had been answered by a stunning blond wearing nothing but a see-through pink nightie. 

“Jesus! Who’s the girl?” Eric had asked when the 18-year old supermodel had silently led him through to his old pal. 

“Oh, her?” Marcus had said, casting a lazy look in the girl’s direction. “That’s my new Mrs. Marcus.”

“She’s your wife?!” The information had almost made Eric fall over backwards. Marcus was older than he was, nearly 50. And he was fat as well. He stank. His beard was scraggly and unappealing. Next to Marcus, even overweight and aging Eric felt like a male model. 

Yet, somehow, Marcus had managed to bag a wife who had the boobs, bum and blowjob lips to be a world-famous porn star. 

“Yep.” Marcus had said. “Natalie! Get over here, you dumb bitch!”

Immediately, the girl had crossed the room with graceful footsteps and sank onto the sofa beside Marcus. Before Eric’s eyes, she’d laced one slender arm around his neck, leaned forward and kissed the disgusting old man like her life depended on it. 

After they’d disengaged, Marcus had dropped Eric a wink then turned back to his new wife.

“Eric here was just saying what a hot little piece of ass you are.”

Eric’s cheeks had immediately flushed red.

“Hey, no way!” He’d stammered. “Marcus, what the hell are you-?”

“Aww, don’t worry ‘bout it,” Marcus had laughed. “She don’t mind. Do you, whore?”

And he’d given Natalie’s ass a ringing slap, all while Eric stood watching with his mouth dangling open.

“Go on.” Marcus had urged her. “Tell him how much you love being my little wife. You have daddy’s permission to speak.”

At Marcus’s words, Natalie had turned her beautiful face toward Eric and smiled. 

“I love being this handsome man’s slave,” she’d said in a faint Russian accent. “I cook for him. I clean. I do everything he tells me.”

She’d giggled daintily, raising one tiny hand up to her ruby lips.

“He is the perfect man. And I am the perfect wife.”

“OK, that’s enough,” Marcus had grunted. “Shut your trap and go get daddy a beer.”

With a happy sigh, teenage Natalie had got to her feet, bent over and given Marcus a long and lingering kiss. Then she’d turned and strutted her pert little ass into the kitchen, shooting Eric a cheeky little wink as she passed him. 

At that moment, Eric had known that she was everything he wanted. That he’d have given anything to spirit her away from Marcus’s fat and sweaty arms and make her his. 

Fortunately, he didn’t have to give very much at all. 

“Just like Mr. Marcus said,” Lorena echoed, writing as she spoke. “Tell me, Mr. Filler, did Mr. Marcus order our five thousand dollar model, or our ten thousand?”

“Ten thousand,” Eric replied, promptly. The sum was seared into his mind. Ever since he’d met Natalie and Marcus had shown him the advert for this place, he’d been working tirelessly to get that magic figure in his bank account. 

Lorena’s eyes flashed with amusement. 

“Total submission. Excellent choice.” She held her pen poised to the paper. “Now, if you’d like to just fill me in on what exactly the traits you’re looking for are?”

“Sure.” Eric frowned, concentrating. He wanted to make sure he got this bit exactly right.

“Obedient.” He said, slowly. “Very obedient. Only speaks when spoken to, that sorta thing. Does all the housework. Respects me. Someone who’ll never talk back or question me, or…”

“Or refuse your advances in the bedroom?”

“Exactly.” Eric nodded. “Not like these feminists you see everywhere. I want a woman who knows what being feminine means.”

Lorena peered at him over the top of her glasses.

“And what exactly does it mean, Mr. Filler?”

“You should know,” Eric said. “What it used to mean. A girl who doesn’t wear pants or dress like a dyke. A girl who knows her place is to cook and clean while her husband goes out to earn. Doesn’t swear. Spends her time on hair and makeup so she looks good for her man.”

“You mean a bimbo?”

“Well… if you wanna call her that,” Eric muttered. 

Lorena shrugged.

“OK, so, to sum up, you want a dumb, big-titted blond who will do your housework and live like your slave. Now…”

She rushed on before Eric could interrupt. 

“What about in the bedroom?”

“What do you mean?” Eric asked, doubtfully. 

“What else could I mean?” Lorena’s cold smile surfaced again. “Does she like sex? Is she scared of it? Is she willing to let you try anal? Whips and handcuffs? Is she secretly attracted to girls? Maybe into threesomes…”

She trailed off as Eric violently shook his head.

“No. Fucking. Way.” He said, firmly. “I know some guys like that shit, but not me. We’ve got enough queers in this country already without there being one in my bedroom. No.”

He crossed his arms. 

“I like a traditional girl. One who only has eyes for her husband. Likes to jump him when he gets home from work. Dresses up sexy just for him. And…”  

His eyes sparkled. He couldn’t believe he was about to say it.

“She’s gotta love sucking dick.”

Lorena shot him the teeniest smile. With careful, deliberate movements, she traced her pen across the page, repeating the words aloud. 

“Must love sucking dick… Mmm.” She looked back to Eric, eyes alive with laughter. “We can do that, Mr. Filler. That is very do-able. Anything else?”

“Yeah.” Eric said. “She’s gotta be able to deep throat. And I’m only interested in her if she’s tight, understand?”

I can’t believe this is really happening, he thought, barely able to control the excitement coursing through his veins, if what Marcus said was true…

Well, then Eric was about to become one very happy man. 

“Pussy: tight.” Lorena was saying. “Favorite activity: sucking dick.”

She paused.

“Would you like her to have any more hobbies, Mr. Filler? You don’t think she might get… bored doing nothing but cook, clean and suck on your penis?”

“She won’t have time for other hobbies,” Eric snapped. “Not if she’s working to keep her body in shape and doing all her hair and makeup properly.”

A thought suddenly occurred to him.

“OK, here’s a hobby. I want her to spend all her spare time when I’m not around thinking about me and playing with herself. Only not so she gets too sore or anything.”

“You just want to know she’s thinking about you.”

“Yeah. And that its making her horny.”

“Excellent. Now, one last thing.” Lorena gave Eric an innocent look. “How old would you like her to be? Someone your own age, maybe? Or perhaps even…”

“Eighteen.” Eric said, firmly. “Not a day older.”

Lorena shrugged.

“Eighteen it is.”

She wrote something in the final box, the scratching of her pen nib filling the office and seeming to crawl inside Eric’s head. At last, she put the application form down.

“Well?” Asked Eric, anxiously. This was the part he’d been dreading. 

Back when Marcus had first told him about this place, he’d given him an ominous warning.

“They don’t just take anyone,” his fat client had casually informed him as Natalie slipped a beer into his hand and lowered her pert little ass into her husband’s lap. “You gotta be right. If they don’t think you’re right, they’ll turn you away. Call it a test.”

Now here Eric was, waiting for the results of that test. If he failed, Lorena would say goodbye and he’d go back to being lonely, overweight Eric, fast approaching middle age and with only a shabby apartment and a gut to show for it. 

On the other hand, if he passed…

Well. Eric was soon going to have his very own Natalie to play with. 

“Before we get to our evaluation of your suitability,” Lorena said, “I first want to check you know exactly how this works.”

A frown crossed Eric’s lined face.

Oh for God’s sakes, get on with it…

“Marcus already told me. You don’t have to-” 

“I just have to check.” Lorena said, calmly. “Insurance. Now.”

She leaned back.

“You understand we’re a mail order bride service, yes?”

Eric nodded.

“Good.” Lorena went on. “We import girls from all over the world. Russia. Ukraine. Latvia. Thailand. North Korea. Pakistan. Although our lawyers take great pains to ensure we operate within a technically legal area, there are some… ethical questions you might like to consider.”

She raised her thin eyebrows, inviting Eric to speak. When he didn’t, she sighed.

“Anyway, it’s like this. Most of these girls have nowhere else to go. They have no money. We buy a bond on them when they’re very young and bring them over here to marry men. Men like you.”

Inside himself, Eric sighed. It sounded like this bit was going to take a looong time. 

“Generally,” Lorena was saying, “these girls are scared. They’re obedient because they have to keep sending money back home. They’re marrying you to secure their families’ futures, not because they love you. It’s a set up many would describe as emotionally abusive.”

She hesitated.

“Does that bother you?”

Eric shook his head.

“What if I told you we… do things to these girls?”

“What things?”

Lorena smiled a thin smile.

“Nothing illegal. Sort of. We use magic on them. Magic to make them obedient. To make them…” She glanced at Eric’s file, “tight and big-breasted and addicted to cock. In short, we use magic to change them.”

“Into what?”

“Into perfect wives,” Lorena responded, blandly. 

There was a long pause.

Magic? Eric thought, uneasily. That must be some sort of code word the company uses. New tech, maybe…

Lorena tilted her head.

“Does that bother you?” She gestured his file. “We still have time to call this off, you know? I could throw this in the trash and you could walk out of here, lonelier but with a clear conscience.”

“Or what?” Eric breathed. For some reason, he was starting to feel nervous.

Starting to feel like something was deeply wrong with this setup. 

“Nothing.” Lorena shrugged. “There’ll still be an Eric Filler, living as a free man, untroubled by the law. Only he’ll now have a girl with him who probably doesn’t want to be there but has no choice. Can you live with that?”

For just a second, Eric wondered if he should say ‘no’. If he should get to his feet and walk out, past Anya, the hot receptionist, out the front door, into the street, and away into the sunset. 

Then the feeling passed and he found himself vigorously nodding his head. 

If it’s good enough for Marcus…

“Well then.” Lorena smiled. “I think congratulations are in order.”

Eric’s mouth dropped open. He felt his heart rate speed up. 

“You mean I passed?”

“You did indeed.” Lorena pressed the buzzer. “Anya? Pop your pretty little head in in ten minutes, would you please?”

She turned back to Eric.

“We’ve got the perfect girl lined up ready for you. Ekaterina. She’s Russian. I hope that’s OK?”

“It’s perfect!” Eric could hardly believe his luck.

A perfect wife, just for $10,000! He thought, happily. Wait till the guys hear about this! I’m gonna tell Jim, and Duke, and Harrison…

“So.” He said, outwardly, reaching for his wallet. “I suppose we’d better do the payments then. When do I get to meet her?”

Lorena smiled at him. 

“Why, Mr. Filler,” she laughed. “You already have.”

Eric froze, his fat fingers clasped around his wallet. He blinked at her, unsure if he’d just heard that.

“Y-you…?” He whispered.

In response, Lorena shot him a chilling smile.

“No, not me, Mr. Filler. Honestly? I wouldn’t be seen dead with a bona-fide creep like you.”

“Well, who then?” Eric snapped.

Creep? How dare she?

Lorena began to giggle. Quietly at first, then louder and louder until she was roaring with laughter, her mouth open, her head thrown back, her dark hair bouncing off her shoulders.

Her laughter echoed round the office, making Eric feel suddenly very, very worried. 

“Look, if this is all just some big joke…” he mumbled, lowering his wallet.

At last, Lorena seemed to notice him again. Her giggles subsided, but didn’t trail off completely. 

“Why, Mr. Filler,” she purred, “I can assure you there’s no joke at all. In fact, my organization is deadly serious. They can’t wait for you to start your new life as Ekaterina.”

“With.” Eric snapped. “My new life with Ekaterina.”

To his horror, Lorena shook her head.

“No, Mr. Filler, I’m afraid not.” 

She leaned forward, the light from the fluorescent tubes reflecting in her glasses so it completely obscured her eyes. 

“We’re a matchmaking service, alright. But not in a traditional sense. We don’t match men like you with the sort of dumb bimbos you’re always looking for.”

Her smile grew wider.  

“We match men like you with the women they deserve to be. We turn them into their own perverted fantasies.”

She began to giggle again.

“Mr. Filler, we’re going to turn you into your own perfect wife.”








  
 





II In the silence that followed, the two of them simply sat there, Lorena with a shark-like grin on her perfect features, Eric with a look of shock on his gray, lined ones. 

This is a joke. It has to be a joke…

“I know what you’re thinking, Mr. Filler,” Lorena said. “You’re thinking this is all some prank. A gag we’re videoing to put on YouTube. Well, I assure you it is not.” 

She raised one hand, thumb and forefinger poised together.

“All I have to do is click my fingers and you’ll turn into a girl. Not just any girl, either. You’ll turn into the exact girl you just described to us.”

She giggled again, a light, carefree sound.

“Complete with big tits, a nice, tight pussy and a desire to do nothing but cook and clean and doll yourself up for your husband and suck his dick whenever he wants you to.” 

Her face took on a mocking, innocent look.

“Would you like me to demonstrate?”

Eric swallowed, his heart hammering in his chest. He looked nervously from  Lorena’s glinting eyes to her poised fingertips.

“B-but Marcus…”

“Ah yes. Mr. Marcus.” Lorena’s eyes twinkled. “I remember him. He wanted an obedient Russian teenager who would let him grope her ass in public and respond to pet names like ‘bitch’ and ‘whore’. A total scumbag, in essence. So, you know what we did?”

Eric shook his head.

“We gave him what he wanted.” Lorena smiled. “I clicked my fingers, and now whenever he looks in the mirror, he sees dumb, obedient Natalie, who loves living out her silly little life as a fat man’s sex slave.”

“But I saw him!” Eric shouted. He felt like he was losing his grip on reality. What this crazy bitch was saying couldn’t be true.

Could it?

“You saw a replacement,” Lorena sneered. “A fake-Marcus we magicked up to act as the real one’s new husband. Mind you, we did make some changes. A bigger penis. Smellier armpits.”

She giggled.

“Less interest in washing himself.”

Eric watched her in aghast silence.

No… it was too horrible to contemplate. The thought that Natalie – dumb, eye-candy Natalie who Eric had spent his entire trip perving over – was really Marcus, trapped forever as a girl and forced to have sex with an exact copy of himself…

Well, it was horrible. 

“You’re lying,” Eric whispered, weakly. “There’s no way you could…”

“Oh no?” Smiled Lorena. “Let’s see, shall we?”

And she clicked her fingers. 

For five whole seconds, neither moved. Eric simply sat there, paralyzed with fear. Terrified that he would feel his body start to change.

At long last, he let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding in. 

“That’s it,” he snarled, climbing to his feet. “I’m getting outta here.”

He started towards the door. About halfway across the room, something struck him.

“What the hell were you even playing at!” He suddenly yelled, turning and jabbing his finger out at Lorena, who watched him with an impassive expression. “You know, it’s women like you who… who…”

A smile crept across the pale woman’s face.

“Who what, Mr. Filler?” She asked, sweetly. 

But Eric didn’t reply. Didn’t even hear her. He was too busy staring at his finger in horrified shock.

His finger was changing. Where it had once been a fat, stubby thing, it was now slender and long and dainty. As Eric watched, his fingernails began to grow longer, turning a dark, lurid red. 

He looked up at Lorena in fright, his jaw working. No sounds escaped.

“Oh dear.” Lorena purred. “Oh dearie, dearie me. It looks like that magic is working after all. In that case, I have one piece of advice for you, Mr. Filler. Or should I say ‘Mrs. Filler’?”

Her grin became a hideous leer.

“Strap yourself in tight, honey. Coz you’re in for one hell of a ride!”

The walls were rising up around Eric, lifting away from his head like the ceiling was trying to take off and fly away. With a start Eric realized he was shrinking, his manly, 6ft2 frame shedding inches at an alarming rate.

A grinding sensation tore through his body. With slow yet unstoppable force, his shoulders began to tug back in towards his body, losing their masculine broadness and becoming slender and narrow. 

At the same time, Eric felt his hips pushing out from his crotch, growing wider and wider and wider. The fat dribbled away from his sides, and suddenly Eric had a curvy lower body, all round and tight and womanly. 

He squeaked aloud in fright and turned terrified eyes towards Lorena. 

“Please!” He gasped at this strange, dark-haired woman he’d met only an hour before. “Please, make it stop!”

Lorena shrugged her slender shoulders, the movement making her large boobs rise and fall.

“I can’t,” she declared. “But, more to the point. Why would I want to?”

There was a hissing sound as Eric’s biceps – still not entirely run to fat – deflated. His stomach sucked in, hiking itself up and rolling back inside his body. 

Eric went to rip open his shirt to watch his transformation, when a tinkling like distant bells filled the air and suddenly he was stark naked. 

Eric gaped down at his shifting, twisting body. Now he could see what was happening, he realized things were even worse than he’d thought they were.

Before his eyes, his chest hair began to move, twitching back and forth like it was dancing a slow, hypnotic dance. It slithered back inside his skin, causing a tremendous itching that made Eric moan and wince. 

Before he could even start scratching, though, it was over. His hair had gone, leaving only smooth skin. For a moment, Eric stared at his chest in wonder, then the itching spread across the rest of his body and suddenly his wiry hairs were all retracting, leaving him with a body as smooth and as hairless as the day he was born. 

There was a pain in his wrists and ankles. Eric’s hands and feet were shrinking, becoming smaller, more girly. 

His arms shed their muscle and became two weak, slender things, incapable of hauling around anything more demanding than a mop and bucket. His legs lost their fat, became more toned. Stretched out, becoming long and smooth and slender. 

Eric gaped dumbly down at his own body as it changed.

Fuck! Those look like a supermodel’s legs…

Then there was another tinkling as the magic shifted gear and Eric had no time left to think at all.

His ass leaped up and filled out, becoming round and peach-like and pert. Eric clasped his hands to his cheeks in fright and was terrified to discover how firm they were feeling. How ready to be spanked and groped by a chauvinist husband. 

There was a pressure in his chest and Eric let out a loud, helpless moan. Glancing down miserably, he saw his nipples were elongating, becoming pink and pointed, even as the skin around them became heavier. 

He shot one last, pleading glance at Lorena, who firmly shook her head.

“You asked for large breasts, remember?” She smiled. “Well, then. Let’s make sure your wish is granted!”

Then she clicked her fingers again, the pressure reached a crescendo and suddenly two large, beautiful breasts came bursting out of Eric’s chest. 

He threw his hands up with a frightened squeak, trying to stop them, to stuff them back in, but they swelled up, pushing his hands aside and growing bigger and bigger. They grew until they dangled heavily from Eric’s frame, the weight of them making his back twinge. 

He watched them grow with a look of horror. They were enormous! Like two large grapefruit dangling from his frame. 

In shock, he reached up with his newly dainty hands and weighed his brand new breasts. They were heavy, the flesh firm and springy beneath his fingertips. But that wasn’t what scared Eric the most.

What really frightened him was how good it felt to have someone touching his great new titties. 

The changes were coming faster now. In quick succession, Eric’s spine curved, thrusting his ass and chest out, his jawline lost its masculine edge, becoming soft and round, his cheekbones became sharper and his lips plumped up.

With a moan, Eric reached up two trembling hands to touch his face and was horrified to discover how alien it felt. His nose had shrunk down to a little button. His eyes were wider, now large and innocent and doe-like. His eyelashes were longer. All traces of his male stubble were gone. 

As Eric explored his new, female face in fascination, there was a sudden itching across his scalp, like worms were tunneling under his skin. 

Seconds later a tidal wave of hair came bursting out his head, falling over his eyes, past his shoulders to dangle, level with his breasts, long and straight and blond. 

Like a man in a daze, Eric experimentally grabbed a strand and held it up before his brand new eyes, amazed at how shiny it was. How straight. 

To his horror, he realized he now had the sort of perfect hair most women would kill for. 

There was a mournful twitch between Eric’s legs, all the worse because he knew what it signaled. 

Frantically, he bent forward, his big boobies dangling and almost blocking his view, just in time to see his penis give one last shudder. It jumped up into his body, dragging his balls with it. There was a feeling like a zipper being opened, and suddenly Eric was staring at two plump lips dangling either side of a moist and very tight little hole.

That’s my pussy, he thought in delirious horror, oh God, that’s my pussy!

Finally, Eric’s body gave one gigantic shake and all the fat he’d accumulated over the years sucked back inside him. 

The last remnants of his large stomach vanished, leaving him with a belly that was smooth and toned. 

The fat dribbled off his sides, until his waist was so tight a man could’ve easily put his hands round it and had his fingers meet over Eric’s bellybutton. 

The traces of plumpness disappeared from his cheeks and suddenly Eric was slimmer than he’d ever been in his life. Stepping back and moving his arms, he realized that his body was now much lighter than he was used to. 

And then it was over. Eric’s body gave one last, almighty jiggle that caused his big new boobies to bounce up and down and then the magic stopped. 

For a long time, Eric didn’t dare move. 

He simply stood there, his heart pounding in his generous new chest, trying to ignore the blond hair falling across his vision. 

Trying to ignore the feminine gasps escaping his newly-plump lips.

Trying to ignore the faint craving in his crotch and the way the cool air in the office was making his nipples go hard as bullets.    

Trying to ignore the fact he was now a girl. 

Maybe if you close your eyes, his brain desperately fizzed, it’ll all go away. Maybe it’s all a dream. It has to be a dream!

But, deep down, Eric already knew he wasn’t dreaming. No dream had ever felt this detailed. 

“My, my, Mr. Filler,” the voice cut through Eric’s fear, making him raise his pretty little head, “that certainly is an improvement.”

Lenora was watching him from behind her desk, a twinkle in her eye.

“A perfect transformation, first class,” she declared. “And don’t worry, we included everything you asked for.”

What do you mean? Eric tried to snap. But he couldn’t. His mouth refused to open. 

Eric raised one dainty hand to his pouty new lips in shock.

Hey, he thought, miserably, what’s happening to me?

“Oh, silly me,” Lorena giggled, “I forgot. One of the things you specifically included in your criteria was a woman who only talked when spoken to. Unfortunately for you, you also specified that only her husband could give her permission to talk.”

Her smile widened, becoming predatory.

“And since you don’t have a husband yet, Ekaterina, your delightful new body is incapable of talking.”

Her words hit Eric like a punch to the face. He desperately tried to argue, tried to say something, but it was no use.

He could no longer talk without a man’s permission, any more than he could spontaneously start flying. 

“Good,” Lorena smiled. “Well, so long as you’re unable to speak, I might as well explain what’s happening.”

She leaned back in her chair. 

“Eric Filler is gone. You are now Ekaterina, an 18-year old Russian immigrant with one goal and one goal only.”

Her eyes danced with laughter.

“To serve your husband, and do whatever he tells you to do.”

What husband?! Eric wanted to scream, but nothing cam e out. It was like his lips were glued shut. 

“Oh dear,” Lenora sighed. “I have a feeling this is going to be hard work with you all dumb like that. Lucky for you, it won’t last long. In the meantime…”

She picked up Eric’s old application form.

“Let’s run over your new life, shall we?”

Angrily, Eric shook his new head, his long, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. Lenora ignored him. 

“From now on, Ekaterina, you  will find that all your interests have vanished. You’ll no longer care about sport, about cars, or about whatever the hell you used to care about. Instead, you’ll care about doing your hair and putting on makeup, cooking and cleaning, and slobbering all over your husband’s big, fat dick.”

She winked at him.

“How does that sound?”

Wonderful! Eric thought, happily. His eyes suddenly went wide.

I didn’t mean that… He thought, nervously. But he already knew he was lying. 

Somehow, the mere thought of cleaning up after a big, strong man and being his perfect little wife, cooking his dinner and sucking his dick, was enough to make Eric break out in a goofy, happy grin. 

“Well, well,” Lorena giggled. “I see our magic is working already. Pity you can’t talk. I’d love to hear you enthusiastically saying how much you love dick.”

I do love dick! Eric thought, dreamily. He let out a loud moan.

I don’t! He pleaded with himself. I don’t! I’m not gay!

Nonetheless, he was suddenly very glad his new body couldn’t talk. 

“I’m glad you’re happy,” Lorena said. “In just a moment, you’ll be meeting your new husband, and I’m sure you’ll both be very pleased with your new arrangement. But before we do that, let me clear some things up. First.”

Her brow furrowed.

“This spell can’t be undone. Got that? You are now Ekaterina, and you’ll stay that way forever.”

“Second. You deserve everything that’s happening to you. Don’t try and argue, your new body won’t let you. We set up this company to punish men like you, men who would put their own sexual gratification over a poor young, mail order bride’s life. Which brings me to my third point.”

Lorena smiled.

“Everything you wanted in your woman you now have. You’ve constructed your own prison. As Ekaterina, you’ll live the rest of your life as your own conception of a perfect wife. That includes everything from how you dress to your sexuality.”

She glanced down at the form.

“Starting to wish you’d put bisexual now, dear? Most men usually do.”

At her words, Eric felt a cold horror washing over him. 

She’s turned me into a straight girl, he thought numbly, but that means…

He didn’t get any further. Suddenly, a thousand images were flashing through his head. 

Images of big, strong men, pounding their dicks into Eric’s tight little pussy. Images of strong men forcing him to get on his knees and suck their dicks.

Images of strong men, using and abusing his new female body, while Eric moaned out loud and enjoyed every last second of it. 

A strangled squeak escaped Eric’s throat, coming out high-pitched, girly. He put his dainty hands to his head in horror.

What’s happening to me?!

The thought of those strong men fucking him hadn’t been upsetting. On the contrary, it had made his new body feel all warm and nice and wonderful. 

Between his legs, Eric was mortified to discover his new pussy was starting to get wet.

“I see you’ve just clicked what I meant by that,” Lorena observed. “That’s always fun. Anyway, one last thing.”

She raised her thumb and forefinger again. 

“This is traditionally the part where we show our new girls exactly what we’ve done to them. So. Here we go.”

She clicked her fingers.

Immediately, Eric leapt back with a gasp. 

A girl had just appeared, right in front of him! She was tiny, maybe 5ft4, with enormous boobs that were way too big for her frame, a tight waist, long blond hair and a pert little ass.

She was naked, her pussy shaved and on display. Her legs were heavenly. Her face was even better. Her cheekbones were sculpted, her eyes blue and wide and innocent, her lips pouty and perfect for sucking dick. 

She looked 18-years old, with all the inexperience of youth. A busty little virgin you could just tell craved cock. A girl you wanted to deflower. A teenage beauty you wanted to take home and roughly fuck, listening to her squeal as you pounded into her.

She looked like a supermodel. An exotic girl with the pale, china white skin you find in the snowy depths of northern Europe. She was beautiful. She was perfect. She was…

And then the penny dropped. Eric looked in fright at the bombshell blond Russian girl, looking back at him with terror in her innocent blue eyes.

“Well?” Asked Lorena, “what do you think?”

Eric slowly shook his head, his mind numb with horror. The girl shook hers in time with him, looking like she was going to faint. 

Lorena had magicked up a mirror. The girl before him wasn’t some random Russian who’d suddenly appeared. 

She was him. 

He was now Ekaterina. 








  
 





III No sooner had the penny dropped than the door to the office opened. Eric whirled round in fright. 

Ohmigod… he thought, miserably, is that my new husband?!

But it was only Anya. The blond, large breasted Russian receptionist looked at the naked girl before her with eyes that were tinged with sadness.

“Ah, Anya.” Lorena said. “Meet Ekaterina, our newest bride. Do you like her?”

Bride, thought Eric, I’m not a bride!

He wanted to scream. To run. To push past Anya and sprint out into the real world again, away from all this madness.

Then Anya said something that made his blood run cold.

“Da,” she whispered in her exotic Russian accent. “She reminds me of…”

She winced, her soft, pale little face crumpling up, like the words were causing her pain.

“Of me, mistress.”

Behind Eric, Lorena let out a low chuckle.

“I forgot to mention, Mr. Filler, you are not the only one we’ve transformed today. Mr. Carter here came in just before you arrived, looking for a servile Eastern European he could treat as his personal secretary.”

She laughed again, a light, airless sound.

“So we turned him into one.”

Before Eric, Anya smiled miserably. She was beautiful and utterly obedient. But now Eric could see something, something he’d subconsciously noticed in Natalie, but been too horny to react to.

Behind her clear blue eyes, Anya was screaming. 

“Da.” Anya mumbled. “I was transformed. Now I-I…”

“Now she wants to do nothing but serve me, isn’t that right, Anya?” Lorena called.

Anya nodded. With her cute baby face, straight blond hair, big chest and air of servility, Eric should have found her hot as hell.

But he was no longer attracted to girls. He could no more enjoy the sight of obedient little Anya than he could get turned on by a lamppost or a redbrick wall. 

“Good.” Lorena continued. “Now, is the husband ready yet?”

“Almost, mistress” Anya responded primly, refusing to meet Lorena’s eyes. “Fifteen minutes.”

“In that case…” Eric could hear the smile enter his tormentor’s voce.

What has she got lined up for me now? He thought, miserably.

“I suppose we’d better get this tasty little bitch ready, hadn’t we?”

Anya raised her clear blue eyes up and looked straight into Eric’s. Eric could see his own helplessness reflected there.

“Da, mem.” She whispered. “I suppose we had.”

∞ ∞ ∞

The changing room was tiny, a small cubicle with mirrors on each of its walls, angled to give you a total view of each part of your body. 

For Eric, stepping in was like stepping into the strangest peep show ever. All around him, different images of Ekaterina’s naked body appeared. He could see what she looked like side-on. See what she looked like from behind. 

She’s so fucking hot, he thought, dazedly, if only she wasn’t me.

He half expected the sight of her pert ass, long legs and enormous breasts to make his new pussy wet again. But his newly-female brain seemed incapable of getting anything out of Ekaterina’s slender, curvy form. 

It was like he’d gone to a strip show only to realize he’d magically turned gay overnight.

“Here.” Anya rudely thrust a pile of clothes into Eric’s hands.

He took them, clasping them against his heavy breasts. The soft fabric teased his nipples, making them go hard and pointy. 

“You must get dressed for your new husband,” Anya said, her arms crossed before her own generous bosom, “the magic will make sure you do it perfectly.”

Thanks… Eric tried to say, but he still couldn’t talk. 

Until a man gave him permission to open his pretty little mouth, he’d be mute for the foreseeable future. 

Anya sighed and shook her head.

“Good luck,” she whispered, sadly. “I would help you escape, trust me, but the magic…”

Suddenly her eyes cleared. She stood smartly, gave Eric a little curtsey, turned and vanished into the corridor.

For a long time, Eric listened hopelessly to the fading clack, clack, clack of her high heels against the wooden floor. Then, slowly, he turned back to face the mirrors. 

Ekaterina was looking back at him with a scared expression, her worry-creased face almost heartbreakingly beautiful. She was a supermodel. A goddess. The sort of woman who doesn’t really exist, except in fantasies. 

And she was Eric.

I can’t believe that’s me, he thought, looking deep into her perfect features. 

With hesitant movements, he let go of the bundle of clothes with one hand and raised it. He watched as Ekaterina copied his movements perfectly, raising one dainty hand, palm flat at Eric.

He slowly shook his head. In the mirror, Ekaterina shook hers, too, her long, straight blond hair flicking gently as she did so. 

Suddenly, Eric stuck out his tongue. He stuck one finger out and wiggled it up and down across his lips, making a bumbumbum noise, just like he used to do when he was a little kid. 

Immediately, Ekaterina stuck her tongue out, too, the action looking adorably petulant on her flawless teenage features. She ran one elegant finger up and down over her lips, and made a stupid noise right back at him. 

It was no use. She was him. He was her. 

Eric was now beautiful Ekaterina.

With a sigh, Eric lowered his hand. He shot one last look into Ekaterina’s deep, blue eyes, then turned his attention to the bundle of clothes.

Well, he thought, I suppose it’s time to get ready. I can’t leave my husband waiting.

At the word ‘husband’, Eric’s blood went cold. But there was nothing he could do. The thought that he should just hide out here didn’t even occur to him. 

Besides, on a level he didn’t want to admit existed, Eric was kinda looking forward to meeting his new lover.

I hope he’s handsome, he absent-mindedly thought to himself as he plucked a pair of panties from the pile, and I hope he has a nice, big cock…

The panties were pink, trimmed with lace and largely see-through. Eric slipped them on over his slender legs, marveling at how good the fabric felt against his smooth, hairless skin.

He pulled the panties up around his waist and turned to look at himself in the mirror. Ekaterina was watching him, her ass hidden inside a pair of pink panties that clung to her curves and made her look even sexier than she had when naked. A little smile was on her face.

Fuck, I look hot right now… Eric thought. 

The thought made him involuntarily smile. Eric might try to deny it, but the mere act of putting on a pair of nice panties had made him feel better than he had in years. 

Suddenly, Eric’s body struck a pose. A glorious, feminine pose, with one leg slightly bent, its ass curved, one hand on its hips, its chest thrust forward.

In the mirror, Ekaterina immediately struck a supermodel pose of her own. The effect was stunning. The Russian girl looked like a professional underwear model. 

I didn’t meant to do that… Eric thought uneasily as he admired the way Ekaterina’s panties clung to his new figure. Maybe I should stop, take a break…

But it was hopeless. The magic wanted Eric to play dress-up in women’s clothes. And his body was determined to enjoy it no matter what.

Without a signal coming from his brain, his body suddenly picked up a matching pink bra.

As Eric daintily plucked it into the air between two long fingers, he felt a cold shiver of delight run through his female body, matched only by the mortified horror cascading through his male mind. 

The bra was adorable. It had white, lacy trim round the edges of its cups, and a tiny satin bow sat between them. The cups themselves were large, so large Eric had trouble believing they would fit on his tiny body. 

It’s not adorable, stop thinking that way! It’s just the magic…

Yet even as he struggled, Eric found himself hooking the straps over his shoulders, shivering at the faint weight against his bare skin. He poured his fat breasts into the large cups and was both mortified and delighted to see they fit perfectly. 

With expert precision, his body fastened the clasp behind his back, grabbed the cups and hoisted the whole thing up. Eric’s big boobs mashed together into a vast, pale cleavage that stuck out so far in front he could see it even when he was looking straight ahead.

To his horror, Eric realized he kind of liked the faint, soft pressure of his tits pressing against one another. 

Kind of liked the cushiony feeling of having his boobies in a bra. It was somehow comforting, like having a gentle man lightly cup his breasts with his soft hands.

Looking down at his dynamite new body in its underwear, Eric let out a strangled moan.

It was like having two minds at once, living inside his skull. A part of him that hated what he was being forced to do. That hated the way he was being humiliated like this…

And part of him – the new, girly part – that simply loved dressing up sexy for his husband.

Without sending any signal to his mind, Eric’s new body clapped its tiny hands and jumped up and down, leaving Eric to watch in horrified fascination as his breasts jiggled and wobbled in their cups. 

There was no doubt about it… he looked amazing. For the first time in his life, Eric was disturbed to realize he felt sexy. 

Turning round, he shot himself a backwards glance over his shoulder, subconsciously pouting his ruby lips. In the mirror, Ekaterina glanced back at him, a slutty, hungry expression on her soft baby face.

Hey, hot stuff, Eric thought, Damn, you looking fine, girl!

He shook his head, trying to dislodge the thought. He didn’t want to look fine!

But there was no time to try and muddle out his strange new feelings now. With a dual feeling of horror and happiness, Eric began rummaging through the clothes again. 

Anya had left him with a tiny, bubblegum pink dress to compliment his new underwear. Holding it up in his hands, Eric was astonished to see how small it was. It was barely a slip of fabric.

No. Please, not that… He pleaded, uselessly, no way is that gonna cover anything!

Yet what else could he do? With a feeling of hopeless misery, Eric slowly pulled the dress on over his head.

The whole world briefly vanished behind a curtain of pink. For a second, Eric couldn’t see a damn thing. Then he yanked the dress down over his big boobs, looked in the mirror and only just managed to stop himself from screaming. 

Anya had chosen his new clothes well. The dress was perfect for Ekaterina. The front had an extremely low cut, leaving all of Eric’s vast cleavage on display.

The hem stopped just below his pussy, showing off a ton of leg. 

The fabric was tight around the midriff and below, so it clung to his waist and bum, showing off his sensuous new curves. 

It was a bimbo’s dress. A showy, bright-pink outfit that combined with Eric’s long, blond hair to make him look like a brainless sex machine.

But it was something else, too. Slightly domestic. Not the sort of dress you’d wear when going out to a Moscow nightclub, or for dinner in St Petersburg. 

It was a housewife’s dress. Something only a glamorous woman who spent all day at home could wear. 

In short, it was everything Eric’s new brain had secretly wanted, and everything that made his male mind want to scream and tear it off and burst into tears.

In the end, he did none of that. Turning away from his reflection with a shudder, Eric unhappily picked up his new shoes with a pitiful little sigh.

Like everything else, they were bubblegum pink. Like everything else, they were faintly glamorous. 

Unlike everything else, though, they had no practical or domestic air about them whatsoever. 

They were heels, but crazy. The stiletto spikes were at least six inches and came down to the narrowest point Eric had ever seen. The front was solid, raised, a big, pink block that hid his toes away from view. They had a 1950s vibe, with a single strap fastening across the tops of his feet.

Wearing them, Eric felt himself shoot upwards, until he must’ve been almost man-height again. They pinched the edges of his feet something dreadful. Just standing in them made him want to put his arms out to stop himself from overbalancing. 

How the hell am I ever gonna walk in these?! He thought, wildly. 

They were ridiculous. They were the sort of impractical footwear only a man would ever insist his stay-at-home wife wear. 

Yet, to his utmost shame, Eric couldn’t deny they looked cute as fuck on his new body. 

God, I look so fucking hot… he thought to himself, unaware the Ekaterina part of his mind was already taking over, now, if only I can learn how to walk in these things…

Experimentally, Eric began to pace up and down the tiny, mirrored room, trying to get used to wearing heels.

It was odd as hell. 

As a man, he’d never worn any footwear that made him feel like he was teetering on a cliff-edge before, about to overbalance and plunge to his doom. 

Nor had he ever worn anything that was so painful. After only a few steps, Eric was aware his feet would feel like murder after walking around in these for a couple of hours. 

No wonder girls always take their heels off on a night out. You’d have to be mad to wear these things all the time…

The design of the shoe forced his body to move in weird new ways, too. Each step required Eric to walk like he was on a tightrope, one foot before the other, his hips rolling seductively, his pert bum wiggling beneath his new dress.

It was a weird feeling, to walk with a feminine gait. It felt wrong, like even the most basic parts of Eric’s existence had been transformed along with his body.

On top of that, it was difficult. Three times, Eric nearly fell over, Ekaterina’s reflection wildly throwing out her arms for balance, a startled look on her pretty face as she almost went sprawling. 

If I go face-first, it’s gonna hurt like hell landing on these new titties of mine…

But slowly, Eric began to get used to it. After five minutes, he was walking with a confident stride and sexy swing of his hips that would’ve sent any man watching crazy with lust.

With a feeling of disbelief, Eric crossed the room and did a supermodel twirl, spinning on his heels and striking a pose before the mirror.

From its silvery depths, Ekaterina looked back at him with a sexy, giddy smile, one hand resting on her hips. 

She was perfect. She was the ideal woman. Eric was now a beautiful housewife, ready to meet her strong, handsome husband. 

Oh God, look at me, I’m already acting like a girl. Stop! You’ve got to fight…

It was a fight he could never, ever win. 

Already, Eric’s magically-altered mind was starting to plan how he could do his hair and makeup. Already, it was focused on how to make his slutty new body perfect for his as-yet-unseen husband.

It was like he was suddenly incapable of doing anything but thinking about how to make himself look better for his man. The magic had plucked out every single other interest from his brain. 

All Eric’s new, female mind was able to think about was clothes and hair and makeup and sucking dick. 

What’s happening to me? Eric thought to himself miserably, as he plucked up a bright pink handbag Anya had left for him, wondering vaguely if there was any lipstick in it, it’s like I’m vanishing. Like there’s nothing left of me…

At that moment, a knock at the door brought him crashing back down to earth. 

“Ekaterina?” Anya’s voice was muffled. “It’s me, Anya. Time’s up, dear. We have to go.”

Just a second! Eric’s body tried to call. But, of course, nothing came out.

He still hadn’t found a man to give him permission to talk. 

Geez, what a pain, Eric thought as he opened the door, I hope being a girl isn’t always like this…

“Ah. There you are.” Anya smiled at him, a smile Eric knew was magically-forced, but couldn’t help responding to with a smile of his own. “You look amazing by the way. I can already tell he’s going to be happy.”

Who? Eric tried to say, but he needn’t have bothered. 

 “He’s just arrived,” Anya was prattling. “I think you’re going to be very happy with him, Ekaterina. Fuck, just looking at him made me all jealous that I’m stuck here as the secretary!”

Of course, Eric thought with a sudden feeling of horror, who else could she mean…?

It wasn’t like Lorena hadn’t warned him.

“Come on, then, dear,” Anya smiled. “Hurry up, it’s time already!”

She clasped one of Eric’s dainty new hands in her own. 

Time for what? Eric thought, but he already knew the answer. Even before Anya said it, he knew exactly what it was time for. 

“It’s time for you to meet your new husband!”






 
   

  
 

 Part II: The Perfect Wife 

I This can’t be happening.

The thought echoed round the insides of Eric’s skull as he made his way along the corridor, pulsing in time with the clacking of his pink high heels. 

There’s no way this can be happening.

Ahead of him, Anya bounced along on her own heels, her pert bum wiggling beneath her dress, her long, blond hair trailing out behind her. 

Please don’t let this be happening.

They reached the door. Anya span on her heels to face Eric, a serious expression on her flawless features. 

“Remember,” she said in her low Russian accent, “you must act like a good little wife, or the client will get very annoyed. Understand?”

Eric nodded his pretty little head. Until a man gave him permission to talk, he was mute.

Inside, though, he was raging. 

I don’t want to be a wife! I don’t want to be a girl. Turn me back right now!

He felt ridiculous. Ahead of him, his vast breasts rose outwards in a soft cleavage that dominated the lower part of his eye line. His pink, plastic heels were already pinching his feet something rotten. 

He could feel his peach-like ass sticking out behind him, curved and seductive. Feel the cool air caressing his smooth, slender legs. Feel his long, blond hair falling in straight lines down his back, tickling him between his shoulder blades. 

It was wrong. All of it. The revealing dress clinging to his curves. The faint pressure of the bra straps on his shoulders. The faint craving from the tight little hole between his legs that left him feeling mortified.

If he hadn’t been enchanted to be utterly obedient, he would’ve turned and ran. Ran as fast as these stupid heels would carry him, away from this nightmare.

At least, that’s what he told himself. 

After all, it wasn’t like there was a dark and secret part of him that was actually enjoying this. That loved dressing and acting like a sexy Russian mail order bride. That couldn’t wait to see what his new husband looked like.

Right?

Anya hesitated, one manicured hand resting on the door handle.

“Listen, Ekaterina,” she used Eric’s new, female name. “I just want to say… good luck.”

Thanks, Eric thought. He flashed Anya a dazzling, supermodel smile, but the young secretary had already turned away. 

Now she was opening the door, stepping into the reception area, waving Eric through… he strutted in after her in his high heels, wondering who would be waiting for him, wondering who he was destined to spend the rest of his life as the wife of…

And then he froze. 

His mouth dropped open in a cute little ‘o’. 

No… Eric thought, weakly, please God no…

Across the room, Lorena smiled at him over the rim of her dark glasses. 

“Ah, Ekaterina,” she purred. “So glad you could join us. There’s somebody I want you to meet.”

The man sat next to her turned round. At the sight of poor little Eric, stood there in his bubblegum pink dress with his legs and tits on display, a dazed smile broke across his lined features.

How could she?! Eric raged inside himself, how could she do this? It’s wrong. Sick!

“This,” said Lorena with a grin, “is Mr. Filler.”

I know who it is, Eric trembled as he looked down at the man before him. The man who was so, so, so familiar. 

The man who he’d seen every single day of his life, staring out the mirror at him. 

“Hot damn,” male Eric murmured, his eyes greedily running over the contours of Eric’s supermodel body. “She’s perfect.”

“Isn’t she just?” Lorena said, turning to Eric. “Ekaterina, dear, why don’t you come over and say ‘hi’? Don’t be shy.”

Male Eric was watching him with expectant, hungry eyes. Eyes that made Eric shiver with disgust. He subconsciously took a step backwards, a feeling of nausea rising in him.

No way. No way am I going near him!

For the first time in his life, Eric was outside his own body, seeing it as a stranger would. And not just any stranger. A woman. A woman his male-self badly wanted to fuck.

And what he saw was enough to make his blood run cold.

Male Eric was at least twice as ugly as he’d expected. A large belly hung over his belt, hidden from view behind a tomato-stained shirt. Scraggly stubble lined the cheeks of his gray, lined face. His hair was thinning, greasy.

He looked like he smelled. He looked like he never washed. He looked like he’d possibly never had a girlfriend. 

But that wasn’t the worst part. 

The worst part was how he was looking at Eric. 

He was studying Eric’s body with a casual sort of leer, like he was pricing up meat in a store.  

Eric had never seen that look on another man’s face before. It was a look that was simultaneously desiring and dismissive, hungry and repulsed. His eyes lingered on Eric’s big breasts, on his curves. It was a look that made Eric suddenly feel vulnerable, naked, afraid. 

Even if he hadn’t known from personal experience exactly what was going through male Eric’s mind, he would’ve been able to guess.

This fat, old, disgusting man was picturing himself undressing Eric and forcing him to suck on his greasy cock. 

“What’s wrong with her?” Male Eric suddenly snapped. “Look at her. She’s just standing there like some dumbass bimbo.”

“She’s just shy,” Lenora said smoothly, getting to her feet. “Allow me.”

With slow movements, the young woman made her way over to Eric, a devilishly amused look in her dark eyes. 

“Now, now Ekaterina, be a good girl and say ‘hi’ to your new husband.”

She stopped beside him, gently slipped an arm round Eric’s tight little waist. Then she leaned forward until her lips were almost brushing his ear.

“Well? What do you think?” She murmured. “A good likeness?”

Eric dumbly looked at his male self, watching him with open contempt, and swallowed. 

This is too weird…

“It’s a simple spell,” Lorena’s breath was hot, tickling his earlobe. “I simply created a new you with your exact memories and personality. The only difference is that he doesn’t remember anything of your transformation. As far as he’s concerned, the moment we finished filling in the form I brought him out here to meet you.”

Across the room, male Eric shifted in his seat, scowling. 

“Hey, how long’s this gonna take?” He demanded. “If you want me to take my money elsewhere…”

“Not a bit, Mr. Filler,” Lorena called to him. “Just one moment, please.”

She shot Eric a savage grin. 

“You see?” She murmured, her fingers gently drifting down Eric’s back, making him shiver. “He’s you. He has no idea he’s a copy, nor does anyone else. Legally, practically, even philosophically, I’d say he’s you.”

A note of steel entered her voice.

“And you, Ekaterina. Why, you’re just his silly little bimbo wife.” 

Dear God no… Eric tried to shake his pretty little head. But it was hopeless. The magic wouldn’t let him show any negativity in front of his new husband. 

“Obedient.” Eric dimly remembered himself saying. “Very obedient. Only speaks when spoken to, that sorta thing. Does all the housework. Respects me. Someone who’ll never talk back or question me…”

Lorena’s fingertips trailed down to the base of his spine. Gently, she slipped one hand down and place it, palm-flat, against Eric’s pert new ass. 

“Now,” she whispered. “Why don’t you go and introduce yourself to your husband?”

At the word introduce, she suddenly gave Eric a ringing slap on his poor little bum. 

It was like someone had thrown a switch. Immediately, Eric felt himself sashaying forwards, a seductive smile on his teenage features. 

He crossed the room, feeling his hips curve beneath his dress. Feeling male Eric’s eyes, crawling over his legs. 

He reached his new husband, casually stroked a long, blond strand of hair out of his eyes and gave him a deep curtsey, a servile look on his beautiful face. 

“Hey hot stuff,” male Eric gave him a sleazy grin, not taking his eyes off Eric’s massive tits. “What’s your name?”

My face is up here, Eric thought, angrily.

But of course he couldn’t say anything. Couldn’t even throw a protective arm across his cleavage. The magic wouldn’t let him. 

All he could do was stand there, smiling like an idiot bimbo, waiting for male Eric to tell him what to do next. 

At long last, male Eric turned to Lorena.

“What is this?” He said. “Can’t she speak English? Is she a fucking retard?”

You fucking asshole! Eric thought, furiously, no wonder you’re stuck with a mail order bride. What normal woman would want you?

“It’s just like you specified, Mr. Filler,” Lorena called. “She only speaks when spoken to. You have to give her express permission to talk or she’ll simply stay silent.”

“Express permission, huh?” Male Eric turned back to Eric with a cocky smile on his middle aged features. “So, no gossiping or any of that shit? I like it.”

Of course you would, Eric snarled inside his head.

Outwardly, he simply kept smiling his pretty, bimbo smile, unable to do anything that might displease his new husband. 

“OK,” male Eric said at last. “I give you permission to talk.”

It was like a hand had suddenly let go of Eric’s throat. His pretty, painted mouth dropped open, his tongue suddenly alive with words again.

“Oh, thank fuck! Eric, you’ve gotta help me. I’m you! That bitch Lorena transformed me into a woman. You have to get me out of here!”

At least, that was what Eric meant to say.

What came out was something rather different. 

“Zdravstvuyte, Mr. Filler,” the soft, Russian accent coming out Eric’ mouth made his mind whirl. “My name is Ekaterina.”

The voice was wrong! Where Eric was used to speaking with a deep bass, his words now came out soft and musical and extremely feminine. 

Oh fuck, that’s gonna take some getting used to…

Then things got even worse.

“Soon to be Ekaterina Filler, I hope,” Eric heard himself say in his sensual new, female voice. To his horror, he then felt himself drop a flirty wink at his male body. 

Male Eric was looking at him in dazed wonder. He gently turned toward Lorena, like a man moving through honey.

“Well?” Eric heard Lorena ask.

“That was…” Male Eric shook his head. “That was wow. She’s just right, isn’t she?”

I’m right here! Eric fumed. You can talk to me, asshole!

But the magic wouldn’t let him speak. Even now he’d found a man to give him permission, Eric realized he could still only talk in response to specific questions. 

“I’m glad you’re pleased,” Lorena replied. “Anything else you’d like to ask her?”

A note of mischief entered her voice.

“Just to make sure we got everything… correct?”

“Oh, right. Sure.” 

Male Eric turned back to Eric. He frowned into his beaming visage.

Christ it hurts to smile endlessly like this…

“So… Ekaterina,” male Eric said at last. “Can you cook?”

“Da, Mr. Filler,” Eric heard his female body reply. “I am a great cook. The only thing I love more than cooking is cleaning.”

“Awesome. What about your other hobbies?”

“That is so easy,” the words seemed to come from very far away. No matter how much Eric struggled, he couldn’t make himself say what he wanted to. “I like to do my hair and nails and take care of myself for my husband.”

Those aren’t hobbies! Eric thought, miserably. I can’t just spend my whole life grooming this stupid body for you. I’ll get bored!

But the worst was yet to come. 

“Of course,” Eric’s voice dropped down to a sultry whisper, “there are other things I like, too.”

The corners of male Eric’s lips tugged up into a hideous smile. 

“Like what?”

A soft giggle escaped Eric’s throat. He felt his body flutter its eyelashes, shooting male Eric a naughty, flirty look.

“I love to… how do you say it? I love to suck the penis.”

What?!!

Eric felt like he’d just been slapped. He hadn’t meant to say that! There was no way he was going to suck male Eric’s dick. No way! Even with all this magic, he wasn’t going to…

Without any warning, Eric’s body suddenly bent forward. He slowly felt himself curve down into a sexy little pose, his hands on his bare legs, his big new titties practically falling out the front of his dress.

His straight blond hair fell over his cleavage, gently tickling his breasts. Eric leaned forward until his pouty lips were nearly brushing male Eric’s ear.

“Maybe later I can show you how good I am at sucking the penis, hmm?”

A light seemed to come on in male Eric’s eyes. He leaned back and examined Eric again, who found himself incapable of doing anything but smiling seductively at him. He turned to Lenora.

“She’s correct, alright,” Eric heard him say, hoarsely. It was weird hearing his old voice coming from someone else’s mouth. 

Christ, that accent. I never realized I sounded like such a bumpkin…

“Glad to be of service.” Lorena replied. “Ekaterina, is there anything you would like to say?” 

“Da, mem.” Eric’s body replied for him in its soft, seductive voice. “I would like to say that Mr. Filler is the most handsome, interesting man I have ever…”

“Shaddup,” male Eric snapped at him, “I’m thinking.”

Instantly, Eric’s pretty little mouth snapped shut. The invisible hand closed round his slender throat again. With a start, Eric realized he was once more incapable of talking.

You asshole! He raged at male Eric. I was complimenting you, you freakin’ jerk!

But male Eric seemed utterly unaware of the white hot rage boiling through the Russian girl stood obediently before him. 

“She’s good, I’ll give you that,” he was saying to Lorena. “But I’m not ready to pay for her yet. Ten K is a lot of money, y’know?”

Cheapskate, Eric thought, furiously. When are you ever gonna get a girl this good-looking again?

“Well, that’s how much she costs,” Eric could practically hear the shrug in Lorena’s voice. “Take it or leave it.”

“I’m not saying I’ll leave it,” male Eric huffed. “Just that… well, with a purchase this big…”

Oh for Chrissakes, get on with it already…

“What is it Mr. Filler? And please be fast. We have other clients booked in today.”

“I’m just saying you wanna try before you buy, don’t you? And this little chick’s got a very specific service she’s offering.”

“Get to the point, Mr. Filler.”

“The point is,” male Eric looked back to Eric, still stuck in his stupid, sexy pose, with a triumphant grin. “This little Ruskie talks a good talk about sucking dick.”

His eyes flashed with cunning. 

“So. How about she proves it?”








  
 





II The door to the bedroom slammed shut. In horror, Eric turned to face his male self. 

“Well?” Grunted male Eric. “What are you waiting for, Tits?”

Don’t call me that! Eric fumed.

But it was useless. He wasn’t just male Eric’s new wife. He was his property. And he would respond to anything this fat and uncouth man wanted him to respond to. 

The magic would see to that.

After male Eric had suggested test-driving Eric’s female body, Lenora had told Anya to prepare the ‘emergency bedroom’. Then she’d gently taken hold of Eric’s elbow and led him into a corner. 

“Well, Ekaterina,” she’d whispered, her voice amused. “It sounds like you’ve gotten yourself into quite the fix now, haven’t you?”

And Eric had tried to shout at her. To scream. But his pretty, painted mouth had stayed stubbornly closed.

In horror, he’d realized that he probably wouldn’t open it again until it was time to put male Eric’s cock in there. 

“Look at you,” Lenora had smiled. “So quiet. So demure.”

She glanced sideways at male Eric, sat across the room, impatiently chewing on his fingernails.

“Just what you always thought a woman should be, right?”

To his surprise, Eric had found himself gently nodding his pretty little head, a look of misery on his beautiful features.

“Aww, Ekaterina!” Gasped Lenora in mock-empathy. “Don’t cry my pretty Russian doll! It’s not all bad. You’re about to have a delightful little encounter with the man of your dreams!”

The man of my dreams…?

Forlornly, Eric had glanced back over at his fat, sweaty, male self. Then he’d closed his eyes and shuddered.

The thought of those fat hands, crawling over his body. Of those sweaty lips, locked to his. Of that smelly and probably unwashed cock being slipped between his legs was awful.

Is this how women always felt about me? He’d wondered, miserably. Is that why I could never find a wife of my own?

And now he never would. After all, he was the wife now. 

“What’s the matter, dear?” Lenora had asked. “After all, you were willing to force that body onto some poor Russian beauty, weren’t you? The only thing that’s changed is which body your mind’s in.”

She’d smirked at the helpless anger building up behind Eric’s doe-like blue eyes.

“Don’t worry, sugartits. I’m not all evil. I’ve arranged a little surprise for you my dear.”

At this point, Lorena’s eyes had sparkled with barely-concealed mirth.

“In fact, I think you’re going to love your new husband. Completely.”

Before Eric could violently shake his head, Anya had popped her head back inside the door.

“Bedroom is ready, mistress,” she’d squeaked. 

Lorena had given Eric one last wink, then turned her attention back to male Eric, who was now absent-mindedly picking his nose.

“Mr. Filler?” She’d called. “It’s time!”

It’s time…

The words echoed round Eric’s empty bimbo brain as he looked miserably around the room he now found himself in. 

It was a small, cramped office room that someone had done up to look like a hotel bedroom. There was a double bed squashed in between two walls. The lights were low and red. A tube of lube stood on a tiny bedside table. 

It’s time…

“Hey, Tits!” Male Eric impatiently snapped his fingers before Eric’s soft face. “I’m talking to you. Answer me, damnit!”

The invisible hand loosened on Eric’s throat again. He felt his striking teenage features arrange themselves into a compliant smile. 

“Prosti, Mr. Filler. I am sorry.” The musical voice, with its exotic accent, sounded like it was coming from someone else. “My mind. It wandered.”

“Stupid as well as pretty, huh?” Male Eric snorted. “I said, you need to show me what you can do.”

He took a step forwards. Eric instinctively stepped back. He bumped against the rear wall of the tiny bedroom, suddenly aware that he had nowhere else to go.

Suddenly aware that he was a weak, young and very vulnerable woman, caged up with a potentially-dangerous man. 

Slowly, male Eric stepped forwards. He stopped mere inches in front of Eric, a sneer on his lips. This close, Eric could smell his breath: hot and musty and sour. 

Oh God, what’s he gonna do to me…

Male Eric let his eyes drift down to Eric’s big new titties. He smiled at the sight of them, then casually reached up and started squeezing them, kneading their flesh with his stubby fingertips. 

Immediately, Eric’s female body responded. To his horror, he felt his nipples go hard as bullets. Felt a strange warmth begin to spread between his legs. Felt his head start to go woozy.

Hey, what’s happening? He yelped inside himself. Why am I getting turned on here?

Then a hideous thought dawned in his mind. 

Back when he was filling out the form for his perfect woman, he’d specified that she be deeply attracted to him. 

Well, now he was that woman. 

And he suddenly couldn’t help but find his old, male form incredibly attractive. 

“God, look at these tits of yours,” male Eric murmured, causing a shiver to shoot through Eric’s body. “I bet you love having boys suck on these puppies, don’t you?”

His fingers were massaging Eric’s new chest with rough movements, squashing the flesh here, pinching there. It was uncomfortable. Almost painful. 

It was also hot as hell. 

As male Eric began to run the ball of his thumb around his areola, Eric let his pretty little head tilt back and let out a gasp. It came out sharp, feminine. 

Having his tits felt up was so good. Already, a strange and sleepy warmth was rolling out in waves across his entire body, making his skin prickle and his legs go wobbly. 

It should have been hideous. Being trapped as a woman and having his own male body rudely pinch and play with his nipples. 

But the magic meant that Eric couldn’t help but be completely turned on by whatever his new husband did. 

“Da, Mr. Filler,” he whispered, humbly. “I love having my breasts played with. Especially by a man as powerful as you.”

“Powerful, eh?” Smirked male Eric. “You like power? Try this.”

Instantly his thumb and forefinger snapped together round one of Eric’s nipples, twisting and pinching it. The pain shot like rockets through Eric’s new body, making him tremble slightly. He closed his eyes.

Oh Jesus, that felt so good…

Male Eric was working his breasts harder now, switching tenderness for rough pinches and twists. Little pinpricks of pain fired out from Eric’s nipples, mingled with the pleasure in his breasts and dissipated into a feeling that was blissful. 

Without realizing he was doing it, Eric gently started to spread his legs. Deep between his smooth thighs, he could feel his tight little hole starting to open up.

It was incredible. Beyond belief. That he, Eric Filler, should be here, getting felt up by his own body. And, worse yet, loving every minute of it!

Dear God, I think he could make me come just by feeling my tits…

As a man, Eric had never thought of his chest and nipples as an erogenous zone. Now, however, it was like they were brightly-lit pleasure centers, crackling with erotic energy.

“Look at you…” Male Eric smirked. “You’re such an obedient little whore, aren’t you? I bet I could do anything to you and you’d love it, wouldn’t you?”

No… Eric tried to plead. No… I wouldn’t…

Outwardly, he simply opened his eyes a fraction and looked at his male body through lids half-closed and heavy with pleasure. He gently bit his lower lip and nodded.

“Good. In that case…” Male Eric leaned forwards, so his lips were almost brushing Eric’s. From inside his new body, Eric faintly realized he was now a good four inches shorter than his male form. 

And that’s with heels on…

For a moment, male Eric didn’t do anything, just held his lips near Eric’s so they were almost brushing. His fingers kept pinching, kept squeezing at Eric’s fat and heavy boobs. His hot breath tickled Eric’s smooth cheeks. 

“Kiss me.” Whispered male Eric at last.

Eric’s new body didn’t need telling twice. 

Obediently, he leaned forward, parting his pouty red lips and then they were kissing. The two men pressed their faces against one another’s, biting, sucking, nibbling, trying to drink one another in. 

Male Eric’s tongue swirled round the inside of Eric’s mouth, possessing him, owning him. He whimpered faintly and nibbled on it, tasting it like it was some exotic delicacy. The thrumming in his crotch got louder. More intense.  

This is so wrong, Eric whimpered in his mind. I can’t be making out with myself. I can’t!

But his body refused to pull back, to disengage. Instead, Eric felt himself lean forward until he was pressing his body against male Eric’s, clinging to him like a drowning girl clinging to a lifesaver.

He felt the pressure of male Eric’s chest against his boobs, squashing them. Felt male Eric’s hands slip down to his ass and start kneading its cheeks through his dress. Felt an erection, pressed up against his flat stomach, digging into the skin. 

The two Erics kissed for what seemed like forever. When they finally pulled apart, Eric was astonished to hear himself panting, weak little feminine gasps escaping his ruby lips. 

The taste of male Eric’s mouth lingered on his tongue. The stale taste of someone who hasn’t brushed their teeth for a couple of days. 

It should’ve been disgusting. But instead it seemed to trigger something in Eric’s female mind, making his brand new pussy start dripping with moisture. 

She’s made me attracted to everything about him! Eric realized. Even the bits I should find disgusting are just turning me on…

“You’re a good kisser,” male Eric smiled, his hands still playing with Eric’s shapely ass. “But it’s not kisses I want…” 

He suddenly stepped back a few paces, leaving Eric dizzy and panting with lust. 

“Take that dress off!” He suddenly barked. 

It was like a switch had been thrown in Eric’s brain. Before he could stop himself, he grabbed the hem of his new dress and yanked it off over his head. 

For a split-second, the world was lost behind a wall of pink. Then the cold air of the bedroom was caressing Eric’s soft and springy teenage skin as he cast the dress to one side and stood, semi-naked before his wonderful new husband. 

He’s not wonderful… he’s a scumbag! Oh please… oh God, please…

“And the bra.”

It was like his body was no longer his own. Eric felt himself reach behind his back with one dainty hand. A moment later the clasp on his bra twanged open and he felt his large breasts droop a little towards the floor.

With automatic movements, he pulled the bra off and threw it to one side, then stood uncertainly before his male body, his tiny hands on his curvy hips; his huge boobies dangling heavy and free.

Before him, male Eric slowly unzipped his pants. He reached his hand inside and then pulled out something long and hard and strong. 

The sight of his penis made Eric’s mouth drop open. He gaped at the monstrous thing before him.

Hey! That’s not right!

All his life, Eric had been proud of his 7-inch dick. But male Eric wasn’t 7 inches, or even close.

The penis attached to his male body was now at least 11 inches and thick as a club. 

The magic. Oh God, the magic…

“Like what you see?” Male Eric laughed. “I bet a horny bitch like you would.”

“I-it is amazing,” Eric heard himself gasp in his female voice, unable to take his eyes off male Eric’s gargantuan dick. The purple head throbbed in the red light of the tiny room, a thick vein stood out, running down one side. 

Delicately, Eric felt himself swallow. 

“Mr. Filler, pozhaluysta… please…” 

“What is it, sugartits?” 

“I want…” Eric suddenly realized what he was about to say. He desperately tried to stop himself. To close his pretty little mouth and hold those forbidden words in. 

But the magic was too strong. With barely a pause, he heard himself say: “I want it in my mouth.”

 A slow smile spread across male Eric’s features. He shrugged his heavy shoulders.

“Bitch likes to suck?” He breathed. “Then get sucking.”

Eric felt his soft, beautiful new face break into a radiant smile. Felt himself give a delighted little giggle.

“Thank you, Mr. Filler. Spasibo. Thank you very much.”

Then before he could stop himself, he took three steps forward on his pink high heels, leaned forward, gave male Eric one last, lingering kiss, then sank down onto his knees. 

He landed on the carpeted floor with a soft little flump. Just in front of him, male Eric’s penis bobbed in the artificial light, long and hard and thick. Eric could see his fat testicles, dangling between his legs. See the wiry hairs of his pubes, coiling just above the end of the shaft.

Look at it… he marveled, quaking in fear and fascination. It looks so good…

Without realizing he was about to do it, Eric suddenly bent forward on his haunches, his heavy breasts dangling towards the floor. 

He kissed the tip of male Eric’s penis, lovingly letting his lips brush against its swollen end. 

He gently flicked his tongue all the way down the shaft, luxuriating in the smell of male Eric’s sweaty cock. In its faint taste. 

Impulsively, he leaned right into his crotch, rubbing his pretty face against male Eric’s dick, feeling his balls bump against his lips, inhaling his aroma. 

Smell that…  he thought, with an unexpected surge of happiness, I bet he hasn’t washed down here in days…

The smell of male Eric’s crotch sent urgent messages sparking down to Eric’s new pussy. He felt himself becoming puffy and wide and wet. A tiny droplet of moisture trickled down the inside of one leg. 

He breathed in deeply one last time, then leaned back, so the tip of male Eric’s enormous penis was resting right on the tip of his bud-like lips. 

With innocent blue eyes, Eric gazed up at his new lover. At his new husband, who he would always obey. Who he’d spend the rest of his life helplessly attracted to, not matter what he did. 

He felt a dizziness rising in him. A woozy, intense feeling of passionate desire at the sight of male Eric’s fat belly, sweaty armpits and lined, gray face. He knew it was the magic. Knew he was being tricked into thinking this way.

Yet, crouched there on his knees, his breasts dangling, his pussy wet and the taste of pre-cum on his pretty, painted lips, Eric found he no longer cared. 

“Ok, Ruskie,” male Eric’s voice was patronizing, yet it was also like music to Eric’s ears. It was the voice of the man he loved! The man who could do no wrong. He would do whatever his wonderful husband told him to! Whatever he-

“Time to prove what a good little wifey you are.” A grin split male Eric’s features. “Now. Get sucking.”

Without a second’s hesitation, Eric smiled up at his male self, kissed the tip of his dick once more, then opened his pretty little mouth and took the whole length inside. 

It was the strangest thing Eric had ever felt. 

Male Eric’s dick forced its way inside his mouth, pushing his jaw open wider, wider. It sat on his tongue like an alien invader, a throbbing, rubbery thing that made him gag slightly.

It should have been horrible. It should have made Eric scream and retch and throw up. He was a man. A straight man!

Yet it did none of these things. Instead, the feeling of another man’s dick in his mouth made Eric’s already drenched pussy soaking wet. 

If his new husband wanted him to suck dick, then his new body was determined he enjoy it. 

Reaching up, Eric gently wrapped one dainty hand round the shaft of male Eric’s dick. Then, slowly, he began to gently pump it, thrusting his head back and forth as he did so. 

Immediately, he heard male Eric let out a satisfied groan that sent shivers through him. His long dick slid easily to the back of Eric’s throat, its pre-cum mingling with his saliva.

With a feeling of abandonment, Eric tilted his head right back until only the bell was in his mouth, and expertly ran his tongue around the rim. Then he swallowed the whole dick back inside his mouth again and kept on pumping. 

Eric’s plump lips moved up and down male Eric’s shaft with surprising ease. He saw his pubic thatch sliding gently closer, then further away again. 

I bet I can fit the whole thing in my mouth! Eric suddenly thought. 

It was like a challenge. At his next pump, instead of bobbing his head back and forth, he forced himself to push forwards, forwards, until male Eric’s pubic thatch was brushing against his lips. He felt his fat balls bump against his chin and felt a thrill pass through him. 

That was so easy! I make such a great wife!

Then male Eric impatiently reached down, grabbed his straight blond hair and pulled him back up, and then he was thrusting, his dick pounding into Eric’s throat as Eric gagged and whimpered and cried with happiness. 

Male Eric was thrusting faster now, each pump of his hips bringing his dangling balls thwacking against Eric’s chin. He groaned out loud, each masculine moan making Eric’s pussy tingle like it was burning with pink fire. 

If only I could I could put something in there… Eric thought as he slobbered greedily over his male form’s gigantic cock, if only I had something to put in my pussy…

A light went on in his brain. Still bobbing his head back and forth, male Eric’s hands laced through his hair, Eric gently reached down between his legs. 

Like a man in a dream, he slowly extended one slender, pink-nailed finger. He hooked the nail under his panties, pulling them to one side. Then he rested it right against the entrance to his brand new pussy. 

The simple pressure of his finger made a bolt of pleasure go arcing through Eric’s body. He moaned, a sound that came out muffled with male Eric’s big dick still filling his mouth. 

For a second, Eric hesitated, like a man standing on the edge of a precipice. Then he mentally closed his eyes and jumped.

With determined movements, Eric pushed his fingertip against the folds of his pussy. To his amazement, it slid inside with ease. His entire finger slipped in until it was buried up to the knuckle, his hole clenching around it and sending shockwaves through his new body.

OhGod! He gasped inside himself. Oh fuck, that feels so good!

Without even thinking, he began delicately swirling his fingertip round the inside of his pussy, probing the deepest recesses of his womb. 

It felt weird, having something inside him. It was like waking up one morning to discover you had to stand on your head to walk. Eric knew it was something no man should ever have to experience.

But he found he simply didn’t care. 

It felt way too good for that. 

As male Eric drilled his dick deeper and deeper into Eric’s throat, Eric jabbed his finger back and forth inside his moist little hole. The combined feelings of a dick in his mouth and a finger in his pussy were almost too much to bear. 

Each movement of male Eric’s hips made his nipples go so pointy and hard it hurt. Each jab of his finger made his pussy spark and sing. 

He was being used. Used and abused like a dirty little slut. 

And Eric was loving every single second of it. 

Suddenly, Eric was aware of something building up in him. As he jabbed away with his finger, he felt a wave of something, rising deep within himself. Something unstoppable. Something that would overwhelm his tiny, female mind and threatened to obliterate him entirely. 

Ohmygod, I’m gonna come… I’m gonna come! I’m gonna…

Then suddenly, male Eric was pulling out his mouth, grabbing hold of his dick, working his shaft. 

Eric looked up at him dumbly with uncomprehending, innocent eyes.

What the-?

“The bed!” Male Eric snarled. “Get on the bed. On the bed, you Ruskie bitch!”

His eyes still woozy with pleasure, Eric leaped up onto the bed. His body automatically crouched on all fours, his face pressed to the pillow, his ass high up in the air, exposing his dripping wet cunt to the entire world. 

What’s going to happen? Eric wondered, helplessly, to himself as he continued to play with his pussy. What’s he going to do with me?

He didn’t have to wait long to find out. 

With heavy movements, male Eric clambered onto the bed behind him. Eric felt the mattress sag under his weight. Felt two large, meaty hands clasp his curvy, womanly hips and pull his ass up still higher into the air. 

“M-Mr. Filler,” he squeaked in his Russian accent. “Stop! I-I have no contraceptive…”

“Well…” came Eric’s old, male voice, smug and laced with contempt. “I guess you shoulda thought of that beforehand, huh?”

Then male Eric shifted his position, jerked his hips forwards and suddenly he was fucking Eric hard in his brand new pussy. 

It was overwhelming. Terrifying. Eric’s sparkly new cunt was so tight that he squealed as his male form drilled his penis in. 

He felt the walls of his pussy stretch, sending pink stars exploding under his skin. Felt the tip of male Eric’s penis penetrate and invade his poor, virgin womb. 

It was like a bolt of fire was coiling up inside him, drilling deep into him. It hurt. It hurt like hell. 

But it was also deeply, wonderfully, overwhelmingly pleasurable. 

As male Eric fucked him like the little bimbo bitch he was, Eric screwed up his beautiful Russian face and screamed out loud. 

He couldn’t have stopped himself, even if he wanted to. His body writhed and screamed and moaned and begged like someone else was in control of it. There was no way he’d ever be able to deny he had loved this. 

And Eric found he simply didn’t care. 

They fucked roughly in that position for what seemed like an age, Eric trapped in his purgatory of unending pleasure. Unable to do anything except bury his soft teenage face in the sheets, close his eyes and whimper loudly. 

His long hair coiled out about him on the bed in the shape of a fan. Long blond streaks lay across his face, trailing through his vision. 

His heavy boobies jiggled with each thwack of male Eric’s hips against his upraised ass. His nipples grazed against the bedsheets, making them sensitive. His fingers automatically clenched. His mouth dropped open, emitting gasp after gasp after gasp.

He was helpless. He was horny. He was male Eric’s bitch now, and there was nothing he could do about it. 

At long last, male Eric suddenly went stiff. He urgently yanked his dick out of Eric’s tight, tender little pussy and shoved him down onto the bed so he lay coiled up before him. 

What the-? Eric had time to wonder. And then male Eric gave a small sigh and jets of white hot come were spurting down onto Eric’s pale and naked body.

Drops of spunk spattered down onto his naked ass. Onto his pussy. Onto his heavy tits. With a feeling of helplessness, Eric span round, grabbed his boobs and squashed them together, offering them up for his male form to come on. 

I’m his cumdump now, he thought deliriously, his silly bimbo sex toy… and it feels so good!

Male Eric’s sperm shot across his tits, hot and sticky and perfect. Without thinking, Eric leaned forward and greedily licked it up, luxuriating in its salty taste. 

He was no longer a man now. He wasn’t even a real woman. 

He was another man’s sex fantasy. And he would serve his desires for the rest of his life. 

Finally, male Eric let out a whoosh of breath. He slipped his penis back away inside his pants and did up the zipper. 

“Please, Mr. Filler…” Eric heard himself beg in his girly Russian accent, his eyes fixed longingly on male Eric’s fly. “Please let me suck the penis some more…”

“Later.” Male Eric grunted, getting to his feet. 

He scowled down at Eric.

“Don’t you bitches ever shut up? In fact, don’t talk no more, got that?”

Instantly, the invisible hand closed round Eric’s throat again. He looked up helplessly at the his new husband. At the man who had paid ten thousand dollars for him. 

At the man he was now doomed to wait on as a doting, mail order wife for all eternity. 

He treats women like trash. He’s going to treat me like trash. Like an object. His plaything. Eric realized. Oh God, I’m so sorry. Please, make me stop enjoying this. Please, turn me back!

But it was hopeless. Mutely, Eric watched as his male form crossed the room and threw open the door. 

“Hey! Miss Laura, or Loretta, or whatever your damn name is, I’m done here!”

Moments later, Lorena appeared at the door. She shot Eric’s naked, come-stained body a cursory glance, a smile dancing in her eyes.

“Well? How was she?”

“Not bad,” male Eric replied. “Not sure if she’s worth ten though.”

“Now, now, Mr. Filler, we had a deal.” Lorena gave him a small, professional smile. “Besides, you haven’t tasted her cooking yet.”

“Yeah, well. Even if she’s a Michelin starred chef, I’d say she’s only worth six.”

“You’re welcome to try elsewhere, Mr. Filler. But, I assure you, I can’t possibly go for less than nine.”

Unable to speak, Eric listened in horror as the two people bargained his life away. His life. His freedom. Who he married. Who he spent the rest of his life fucking. Whose kids he carried in his brand new womb. 

All that had been reduced down to a paltry handful of dollars. 

It’s like I don’t even exist. Like I’m an object. A worthless object.

It slowly dawned on Eric that he’d never seriously expected to be stuck as a girl. He’d thought Lorena would turn him back after male Eric fucked him. He’d thought he’d get to learn his lesson and run on home like a good little boy. 

It was only now, as Lorena and male Eric haggled, that he realized he was truly stuck this way forever.

“Eight-five,” male Eric grunted. “And that’s my final offer.”

“Well…” Lorena sighed, looking at poor, helpless, beautiful little Eric. “I suppose she does need a home to go to…”

A devilish smile flashed across her lips.

“Just promise me one thing, Mr. Filler, and I’ll let you have her for eight.”

“Eight, huh?” Male Eric frowned down at Lorena, as if looking for the catch. “What’s that?”

“Why,” purred Lorena, not taking her eyes off Eric, “that you’ll tell all your friends about us.”

She dropped Eric a wink, so subtle male Eric couldn’t have seen it. 

“We’ve always got room for more clients.”

Then she laughed a long, loud, hideous laugh that chilled Eric to his core.






  
 





III The low house was filled with the cheers of the men as they watched their football game. The Super Bowl had started less than half an hour ago and already they were all drunk and raucous. 

With a smile pinned to his pretty face, Eric piloted his way around the room, trying not to topple over on his ridiculous heels, picking up empty beer bottles and emptying out ash trays. 

“Hey, Ekaterina, get me a beer!”

“Ekaterina, I want some nachos. Think you can fix them up for me?”

“Goddamnit Ekaterina, move your fat ass, I’m trying to watch the game!”

As the men howled with laughter, Eric scuttled out the way of the TV, his pert bum wiggling under his bubblegum pink dress. He grabbed a beer off the side and made his way back over to the crowd, his heart sinking in his generous chest. 

Just this once. Please, just this once…

“Here you are, my handsome husband,” Eric heard himself croon in his sweet, Russian accent as he handed male Eric the beer. 

The action caused him to lean slightly too far forwards. Immediately, Eric felt half a dozen eyes swivel and gaze down at his big, fat titties.

Big tits, Eric thought, unhappily, I did say they were the most important thing…

His husband took the bottle with a grunt, his eyes glued to the game. Eric stayed in place, a servile smile on his lips, waiting for an acknowledgement. Waiting for some thanks from this Neanderthal asshole. 

After a good thirty seconds, male Eric turned and frowned at him.

“You still here?” He snarled. “Get your dumb ass back to the kitchen and fix me a sandwich!”

The sofa erupted into laughter. Eric felt his cheeks flush pink with embarrassment.  

Just you wait, he thought, angrily. One day, I’ll grab that bottle and smash it over your stupid, thick head! One day…

But, deep down, he knew he never would. 

He was enchanted to spend the rest of his life as male Eric’s perfect wife. And that meant never so much as politely rebuking him for acting like an asshole. 

Besides, he didn’t want to ever upset the man he loved.

“Right away, studmiffun,” Eric felt himself beam. He hated calling his disgusting new husband that, but he didn’t have a choice.

He gave a curtsey, dropped a flirty wink at the rest of the sofa, turned and sashayed back towards the kitchen, back towards his natural home. 

As he passed the sofa, he felt Jim and Duke’s eyes appreciatively linger on his pert little ass. Felt Harrison reach up and give his bum a cheeky little pinch that made him squeak. 

Those bastards! Eric thought, furiously. I’ll get them. One day I’ll get them!

Not that he had any idea how. 

Besides, they’d kinda already learned their lesson. 

As he reached the door, Eric was forced to step aside to let Marcus back in. The fat, older man was still zipping up his fly, a visible boner bulging in his pants. 

Through the door, Eric could just about see Natalie unhappily slink out the bathroom, wiping the last traces of sperm off her pouty lips. 

“Hey, Katie,” Marcus slurred drunkenly, staring down at Eric’s boobs. He always called him ‘Katie’, never Ekaterina. 

“Mr. Marcus,” Eric smiled politely. “I was just getting my hunky husband a sandwich. Would you like one?”

“Would I like a sandwich?” Marcus mumbled. A bit of drool dangled terrifyingly from his lower lip, threatening to drop into Eric’s cleavage. 

Just remember, Eric found himself thinking, he’s not the real Marcus. The real Marcus is out there, trapped in Natalie’s body. This is no more Marcus than the guy in there with your face is the real Eric.

Somehow, the thought didn’t make him feel any better. 

He couldn’t even say for certain that he was the real Eric now. 

Not after eighteen long months stuck as Ekaterina. 

“There’s something else I’d like,” Marcus leaned forward so his lips were almost touching Eric’s ear. “Remember that night last month?”

Outwardly, Eric gave him an obedient little housewifey smile. But inside he shuddered with revulsion. 

“How could I forget?” He heard himself say.

Yeah, how could I?

About three weeks ago, male Eric had called up Marcus and asked if he’d like to do a wife-swap for the night. Just like that. Without talking to Eric, or even telling him he was planning it. 

“I’m fed up with looking at your ugly face,” he’d grunted to Eric after hanging up the phone. “Geez, why can’t I have Natalie all the time?”

Even though Eric objectively knew his new body was beautiful – was magically enchanted to forever be beautiful – the words had still stung. Had still made him lock himself in the toilet, put his pretty face in his hands and weep; big, girly sobs wracking his delicate little body.

Why do men have to be so mean? He’d silently sobbed. I fucking love him and he treats me like dirt!

But he knew it wasn’t real love. It was just the magic, forcing him to act like a poor, abused wife in an emotionally abusive relationship. 

It was just the magic that had made him go to Marcus’s with male Eric that night. Just the magic that had made him beg Marcus to fuck his tight little asshole. 

Just the magic that had made him come as Marcus’s oily dick pounded into him. Just the magic that had made him secretly enjoy that evening, purely because it made male Eric happy. 

“Sorry, Mr. Marcus,” Eric heard himself simper. “I need to go home and iron Eric’s shirts tonight. Maybe some other time?”

“Whatever,” grunted Marcus. He gave one last look at Eric’s big old titties, then pushed past him into the living room, deliberately letting his arm brush against his boobs as he went. 

Asshole! Eric thought, furiously, as he stalked into through the house on his heels. Asshole, asshole, ASSHOLE!

He burst into the kitchen. The other Russian wives were furiously preparing snacks for their men, getting them beer. They didn’t even look up. 

“Dear God,” Eric immediately snapped in Russian, “why the hell did we marry such pigs?”

Four pairs of frightened eyes looked up at him. 

“Please, Ekaterina, don’t say things like that.” Anastasia pleaded. “They’re not all so bad. My Duke is a true gentleman!”

“That’s right!” Called Valeriya. “Don’t forget Harrison is an amazing, strong, handsome man too!”

Eric glowered at the two girls, tiny Anastasia with her heavy breasts and dark hair, and tall, willowy Valeriya with her flowing, golden locks. He shook his head and turned to the others.

“What about you two?” He snapped. “Can you admit your men are assholes?”

“Never!” Snarled Margarita. With her curly brown hair, long legs and freckled cheeks, she was the prettiest of the lot of them. 

“Jim’s a wonderful man,” she went on, “you’re just a bitch, Ekaterina. Always trying to stir shit up.”

Eric turned incredulously to Natalie. 

“What about you, Nat?” He demanded. “Surely you must…?”

But Natalie simply shook her pretty little head. 

“No.” She muttered in English. “No. My man is good. I love him.”

This is insane! Eric wanted to scream. They’re not your men. They’re you! We all got transformed into girls, and now we’re stuck acting like housewives for copies of our old male bodies!

Of course, though, he didn’t say that. He couldn’t say that. The magic simply wouldn’t let him. 

Just like it wouldn’t let the other four admit the awful truth of their existence.

“What about you, Ekaterina?” Anastasia asked with wide, pleading blue eyes. “You’re not saying you don’t love your husband?”

For a second, Eric thought he’d really do it. Really thought he’d tell the other transformed men around him exactly what he thought. 

Then the magic kicked back in. He swallowed delicately. He smiled unhappily at his fellow mail order brides.

“Of course not.” He said in English. “Eric is the most wonderful man I’ve ever met. And his penis… my god, you should see it!”

Immediately, the tension flowed out the room. All the other silly little housewives started nattering in English about their husbands’ bodies.

“His balls, they just feel so good in my mouth…”

“…He likes it up the bum. What can I say? I like it, too…”

“…always ties me up and spanks me. I love it!”

They’d been talking like that for five minutes, deliriously comparing their menfolk, when male Eric appeared in the doorway. 

“For Chrissakes, you bitches shut up!” He hollered. “We’re trying to watch the game!”

Instantly, five beautiful Russia women felt an invisible hand clasp round their throats. Felt their bodies suddenly become incapable of talking. 

Mutely, they gave male Eric a deep curtsey and turned back to their chores. 

“Ekaterina?” 

Eric turned to face his husband , his long blond hair trailing out behind him.

“I’m swapping you with Marcus tonight. I’m fed up with seeing your fat ass all the time. Stay here when I go and let him fuck you, got that?”

No! For fucks’ sakes, why are you such a dick to me?!!

Outwardly, Eric forced up a pretty smile and nodded. Then he turned back to the table and began fixing male Eric his sandwich. 

Across the table, Natalie caught his eye. For a second, Eric thought he saw something flicker behind her impassive Russian features. Something buried deep inside her, deep where the magic couldn’t reach.

Eric thought he could see a trapped and terrified man, screaming for help. 

Then Natalie abruptly turned away and wiggled off into the living room, carrying a beer for her husband, leaving Eric alone at the table. 

This was it then. This was the rest of his life. Being insulted by his husband. Being forced to fuck Marcus on demand, and probably, at some point, Jim and Duke and Harrison, too. Never talking back. Never speaking out. Never even having his own interests. Just cooking and cleaning and fucking. For the rest of his silly little life.

You’re a housewife now. A mail-order, Russian housewife. And there’s nothing you can do. 

In the living room, another cheer went up. Male Eric called out.

“Goddamnit Ekaterina, where’s that goddamn sandwich?” 

Coming! Eric yelled in his brain. 

He quickly finished putting it together, grabbed the plate and trotted off on his high heel towards the living room.

As the men all turned to leer over his curvy body again, squashed into its little pink dress, Eric closed his eyes and wished he’d never even heard of that stupid mail order bride service. 
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Her Revenge Made Him Into a Sexy Girl (gender transformation bundle) Five naughty novel-length tales for half the price!

For the first time, FIVE of Lisa Change’s novel-length tales of gender transformation have been collected in ONE kinky bundle. Offered here for half the $14.95 list-price, this naughty bundle features tales of gender swap revenge, magical age regression, men turned into maids, forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender-swap servitude, and all manner of other erotic treasures. Contents include… 

Turned Into His Sister’s Maid She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife Becoming Christine (Book One) Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy This bundle is intended to serve as a taster of Lisa Change’s wonderfully-detailed erotic fantasies. Each tale features gender transformation scenes so real you’ll feel like they’re happening to YOU. If you enjoy tales of gender-swap revenge and servitude, forced male pregnancy, TG man-to-woman, magical age regression, body part transformation, men turned into maids, cross-dressing, bimbofication, sexual orientation reversal, mind control, breast expansion, interracial intercourse or feminized humiliations, this bundle is for you!

Contains a grand total of 60k naughty words of steamy erotic delights!

Buy now  








  
 





Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant (gender-transformation & male pregnancy bundle) Three men. Three scorned wives. Three delightfully naughty books…

Dan, Will and Jon are different men living different lives in different towns. But they all have one thing in common: they’re sexist macho men who cheat on their wives and insult women. When the women in their lives are granted magic powers, they use them to exact a kinky collective revenge. They separately transform Jon, Dan and Will into beautiful, heavily pregnant women! 


Now these former alpha males are the ones having to deal with swollen bellies, stretch marks and breasts that are heavy and sore with milk. Worse still, they’ve got demanding new husbands! Will the three reluctant housewives escape their curse? Or will they discovering the idea of being a beautiful mommy too alluring to resist?

Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant collects all three books in Lisa Change’s male pregnancy trilogy for the first time. Join these three very different men on their similar journeys as they are forced to adjust to life as pregnant women. From being impregnated by their new husbands, to the agonies of childbirth, to breastfeeding their newly-born children, each moment of the trio’s experiences is rendered in exquisite erotic detail.  

Buy now
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Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she’s obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression. 

If you’ve ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you… 

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog.
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If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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