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  Author’s Introduction 

Hey sissies!

So here we are, the start of another bundle of my TG fiction. Those of you familiar with my writing will probably have already bought my previous two bundles Her Revenge Made Him Into a Sexy Girl and Her Magic Swapped His Gender (if not, buy ‘em NOW!). While I was happy with those collections, I wanted to put together one that showed off my different writing styles a little more. A bundle that new readers could use to navigate their way around the twisted little world of Lisa Change, but that would still serve up some lesser-known books for long-term readers. The result is the bundle you’re reading right now. And I can only hope you enjoy exploring its naughty treasures as much as I did dreaming them up ;) The tales in here run the full gauntlet from the very first tale I ever, ever wrote (in October 2015) He Became Her Slave Girl, right the way up to the naughty little short Swapped for Her Birthday, published almost exactly one year later. In between, you’ll find stories of men magically turning into beautiful, utterly-obedient maids; alpha males who wake up to find themselves trapped as submissive girls and married to their best friends; men turned into heavily pregnant mommies; cheating husbands forced to restart their lives as blushing, virgin brides, and much, much more. It’s my little garden of naughty TG delights, pulled together from 12 months of writing novels about gender-transformation, and I’m utterly thrilled to be sharing it with all of you!

So, what are y’all waiting for? Turn the page and get exploring! Before you go, remember to check out my shiny new blog, where I post free TG stories every few weeks. See you there, sissies!

 https://lisachange.wordpress.com/ 

Take care, my darlings, and don’t forget to leave a review if you liked this bundle. Your input means so, so much to me.

Lisa out! X




 
   

  
 

 Romances 
 
   
 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 absentmindedly 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 selfconsciously 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? You’ll love my twisted romance about a boy gender-swapped and forced to become his best friend’s girlfriend: Turned Into His Best Friend’s Girlfriend.








  
 

 She Turned Him Into a Virgin Bride 


Prologue

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” 

As in a dream, Heidi slowly shook her head. Her long, white veil swished gently at the edges of her vision. 

“No.” She mumbled. “No, I’m really not. Darren’s…”

She swallowed. It was like being in a nightmare. A nightmare she’d had many, many times before.

“…he’s gone.” 

On the other side of the room, her best friend Anna turned as white as a sheet. She gently raised one hand to her dark, perfectly-sculpted hair, as if wondering why they’d all gone to so much effort when the groom was just going to vanish. 

“You’re sure?” She asked in a deathly whisper. 

“Of course I’m sure!” Heidi couldn’t help it. The tears were starting to form in the corners of her eyes. 

“I-I went outside to call and ask where he was, and he just…” 

She broke off, suddenly unable to go on. 

“Well… look!”

She held up her phone in one white gloved hand. Anna stepped forward, her eyes growing wide as she read the message there. 

‘I’M SORRY,’ the text read, ‘I’M SO SORRY HEIDI. BUT I CAN’T DO THIS. NOT WHEN I STILL LOVE RACHEL. WE’RE GOING TO GO AWAY TOGETHER. WE’RE GOING TO GET MARRIED. YOU’LL NEVER SEE US AGAIN. I’M SO, SO SORRY.

And, underneath, as if the sender hadn’t realized how devastating his text would be: LOVE, DARREN X

“You see?” whimpered Heidi.

Her maid of honor nodded slowly. A dark cloud passed over her green eyes. 

“He’s got some nerve…” Anna whispered.

“It’s all my fault,” Heidi was saying now, her beautiful face pale with shock. “I should’ve known… How could Darren have ever loved me over Rachel?”

Big, salty tears poured down the bride’s face. Her cheeks turned red and splotchy. 

“Heidi!” Anna instinctively pulled her bestie into a hug. “Don’t you dare… it’s that fucking shitbag’s fault, not yours!”

“I was so stupid…” Heidi whispered in her ear. Then a thought struck her and she pulled back, a look of terror on her soft, round face.

“Oh my God…” Her tear-stained eyes flitted over to the door, the door that led through to the long hallway she’d practiced walking down only a week beforehand. The hallway that ended at the back of the church.

The church currently filled with members of Heidi and Darren’s families. 

“What am I going to tell them?” Her voice was trembling with fear. “Even Darren’s parents don’t know…” 

“You leave it to me.” Anna said, her voice suddenly firm. “I’ll let everyone know. And then, I’m going to have a word with Darren.” 

Heidi sniffed and gave a little nod. At that moment, Anna thought she looked heartbreakingly beautiful. 

“Thanks, Anna…” Heidi hesitated. “But how…? I mean, Darren won’t answer his phone to you…”

“Leave that to me.” Anna pulled her friend into one final hug, holding her tight. Like she was trying to protect her simple, naïve bestie from the horrors of the world. 

“You stay right here,” she whispered fiercely in her ear. “And don’t you dare start blaming yourself or excusing that bastard again, got it? He deserves everything that’s coming to him.”

Heidi pulled back. She blinked at Anna.

“What do you mean?” She gasped. “You’re not going to-?”

But it was too late, Anna was already heading for the door. For the hallway. For the church. 

For her victim. 

“Let’s just say,” she called over her bare shoulder, her voice filled with savagery, “that’s there’s going to be a wedding today after all!” 

“No, don’t!” Heidi shouted. “Anna. No! I still love…”

Her pleas fell on deaf ears. Anna stormed out the door, walking with that strange, powerful walk Heidi had come to recognize back when they were teenagers. 

That walk that spelt trouble for whoever had dared hurt one of Anna’s friends. 

“Oh, Darren,” Heidi mumbled to herself, looking at her former fiancée’s face, still smiling from the backdrop of her phone. “Oh, Darren, you’ve really fucked up this time.” 

Deep down, the scorned bridge knew that she should call Darren and warn him. That she should chase after Anna and beg her not to do this (whatever this would turn out to be). Deep down, she knew she could still save her fiancée from her best friend’s wrath.   

Instead, Heidi put her phone away, and gently lowered herself into the sparse room’s only chair. As in a dream, she closed her eyes.

And then the scorned bride began to smile. 








  
 





I

“Darren…” 

Darren gave a soft groan. The world was dark. His head felt groggy, like he’d been out slamming tequila shots all night.

Where the hell am I? He wondered, vaguely. 

The last thing he could remember was getting out the car at that gas station. He’d wanted to stretch his legs and send Heidi the final text. The one he’d been dreading sending. 

“We’ve gotta let her know,” Rachel had said, an embarrassed smile on her gorgeous face. “She’s meant to be marrying you any minute now!” 

“Darren…”

He frowned. That was right. He’d got out the car, sent the text and stopped off to grab a coffee. He’d been just heading back when it had happened.

Whatever it was.

“For fuck’s sakes, Darren, wake up you asshole!”

Darren’s eyes flew open. There was a shadow above him, a pair of luminous green eyes peering from its midst. Sunlight played across the ceiling. He was in a large, wood-paneled room somewhere.

“What’s happening?” He muttered, trying to collect his thoughts. 

“Jesus,” the shadow replied, “the magic really fucked you up, huh? Hold on a tick, you’ll be back to normal.”

Its green eyes darkened.

“For now,” it added, ominously. 

Darren wasn’t listening. His head was still swirling like a drunk on a carousel. He tried blinking several times and was pleased to see the room swim into view around him. 

“There.” His ex-fiancée’s friend Anna smiled down at him, her curvy body enclosed in a pretty bridesmaid’s outfit. “Isn’t that better?”

With a start, Darren sat up. He looked around, his mouth dangling open, aware Anna was watching him with a dreadful smirk on her face.

“Where the heck are we?” He asked, wonderingly.

Beside him, Anna stifled a giggle.

“Just some hotel I found,” she smiled at him. “An old, converted country house, I think. Actually kinda neat. And it’s the ideal place for a bride to get ready!”

She stopped, a look of delight in her eyes. At the word ‘bride’ Darren had stiffened, his eyes growing wide. 

“I’m at the wedding?” He whispered. 

This couldn’t be right. He’d left! He’d run away like a guilty dog, his tail between his legs. Run away from the tuxedoes, the party, the dresses…

Run away from Heidi.

He shook his head. 

“I’m dreaming. I have to be. I can’t be at the wedding, I was-!” 

“You were where?” Asked Anna, innocently. 

Darren looked at her for a moment, then slowly closed his mouth. His head was still groggy, but he was awake enough to know something was very, very wrong.

What the hell’s going on? He thought, wildly.

“I thought so.” Anna sighed. “You were running away, weren’t you? You were running away like a naughty little boy.” 

She gave him a poisonous glare.

“Running away, and breaking poor Heidi’s heart.”

“Don’t be dumb,” Darren replied automatically. “How could I still be here if I was running away?”

But inside, his mind was reeling. 

How can I be here? Was that all a dream? Is Heidi waiting in the next room right now?!

He realized in his groggy state he couldn’t even say for certain whether he and Rachel had really got back together. It all seemed so distant and far away.

As he was trying to arrange his thoughts, Anna got up and drifted over to an ornate wooden dresser, a long, figure-length mirror beside it. She perched on the edge, still smiling her infuriating smile.

“Oh. And where do you think here is?” 

“Where do you think?” Muttered Darren in exasperation. He didn’t like his fiancées’ freaky friend at the best of times. While he was nursing what felt like an apocalyptic hangover, he couldn’t stand her. 

“We’re at the hotel Heidi booked for the reception.” He looked around, suddenly puzzled. “Sure looks expensive, though…”

Anna’s smile grew wider.

“We’re at a hotel, no doubt about that.”

Darren waved his hand irritably. 

“You just said we’re in the bride’s… room, or whatever you call it.”

His head was clearing a little now. He still couldn’t remember much about that crazy dream with Rachel and the gas station, but thoughts were starting to pierce the fog now. Thoughts about Heidi. Thoughts about his wedding…

Darren suddenly sat up straight like he’d just been given an electric shock. By the dresser, Anna’s smile grew more shark-like than ever.

“The bride’s room!” Darren turned to the bridesmaid, “I have to get out of here! It’s bad luck to see the bride before the ceremony. What if Heidi comes in?!”

“Oh, so now you want to marry Heidi, do you?” Anna gave a little tsk. “I do wish you’d make your mind up.”

Her green eyes fixed Darren with a piercing look. 

“Well, it’s too late for that now.”

“What do you mean?” Darren was frantically pulling himself to his feet.

It had to be a dream, he thought uneasily, running away with Rachel. I’m here to get married to Heidi. I’m here to become a husband…

Yet the memories of fleeing his wedding with Rachel weren’t fading as he woke up, like dreams should.  

On the contrary, they seemed to be getting stronger. 

“I mean,” Anna drew out the word with relish, “that you won’t be marrying Heidi today. Or any other day. Not after you ran away like that.”

Her eyes flashed, dangerously.

“She deserves better than you. Even if you promised to ditch that bitch of yours and be faithful to her forever, I still wouldn’t let you go back.”

Her words cut through Darren’s rush. With a jolt, the big, strong man turned and looked at the short, eerily beautiful girl watching him with hatred in her eyes.

“Rachel…?” He whispered. 

“Was that her name?” Anna shrugged. “Well, not anymore. Besides, we’ve got more important things to talk about.”

Darren wasn’t listening. A rage was rising in him, cutting through his dazed mind.

“Where is she?” He took a couple of steps towards Anna, his face suddenly black. “Rachel! What have you done to her?”

“Nothing she didn’t deserve.” Anna barely reacted to the threat in Darren’s voice. “Now. Ask me.”

“Ask you what?” Panic was seizing Darren. It was all flooding back now. The party six months ago where he and Rachel had shared a kiss for the first time in five years. The two of them fucking in cheap motels, Darren’s dick drilling into his beautiful redhead ex even as Heidi sat at home planning their wedding. 

The text he’d sent. Just before everything had gone strange.

“Where is she?” He practically yelled at Anna. “Where have you taken her?!” 

“Wrong question.” Anna crossed her arms before her pert little breasts. “The right question is ‘where have I taken you’?”

“You already said.” Darren snapped. “The damn hotel. Heidi’s bride room or whatever you call it. Now where is…”

The words died in his throat. 

Anna was laughing. Not just giggling. Loud, hysteric laughs tore out her throat, echoing around the cramped room. Her dark hair bounced off her bare shoulders. Her chest rose and fell. 

A trickle of ice began to run up Darren’s spine.

What is this crazy bitch playing at? He wondered uneasily.

At long last, Anna got herself under control. She giggled at Darren, the back of one hand pressed to her red lips to stifle more laughs. 

“Sorry,” she purred. “It’s just that when you said this was Heidi’s bridal suite…”

“It is, isn’t it?” Under the surface Darren was starting to feel deeply worried. He’d never seen Anna like this before. So determined. So in-control. 

So powerful.

Still trying to hold back giggles, Anna shook her pretty head. 

“Heidi’s very, very far away. So far, in fact, that I doubt you’ll ever see her again. No, this bridal chamber,” she smiled again. Quick. Savage.

“Is for someone else entirely.”

“Well, where is she then?” Darren asked, trying to get a sneer into his voice. It didn’t work. The words came out in a helpless quaver.

And what am I doing here? He wondered.

“She is already here,” Anna said, measuring her words out with obvious pleasure. “She is in this room right now. She is about to put on her gorgeous wedding dress.”

“You?” Asked Darren, incredulously. There was no-one else in the room. 

Anna shook her head, a mischievous light in her eyes.

“She doesn’t realize it yet, but today is going to be her big day. In fact,” her eyes narrowed, settling on Darren’s worried face, “I’m looking at her right now.”

In the silence that followed, neither of the two people in the large, expensive hotel room made a sound. Darren simply stared, goggle-eyed at Anna, who watched him impassively. 

“You’re crazy,” Darren muttered at last. “That’s it, I’m going to find Rachel this instant!”

“Rachel?!” He yelled, turning to the door.

Behind him, he heard Anna giggle.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly Darren’s legs froze.

He tried to move. Tried to storm out the door and into the depths of this big hotel to find Rachel. But his legs refused to budge. It was like there was a barrier between his brain and his muscles.

“Now turn around.”

The world lurched sickeningly. In fright, Darren realized his body had obediently swung round to face Anna. 

What’s she doing?! He thought, frantically, has she hypnotized me?

“I didn’t use up a week’s worth of magic bringing you here just so you could fuck off whenever you felt like it.” Anna said, coolly. “And trust me. That’s got nothing on the magic I’m about to use on you now.”

Magic? Darren thought, what the hell’s she jawing about?

Outwardly, he tried his best to stay cool.

“Look…” he whispered. “Anna. I don’t know what’s going on or why you’re doing it…”

“Oh, that’s simple.” Anna’s eyes burned with power. “I’m a witch, did Heidi never tell you that? And you’re a pathetic excuse for a man.”

The humor faded from her voice, replaced by a cold darkness.

“A pathetic little man who leaves his fiancée at the altar. So guess what? I’ve decided you don’t deserve to be male anymore.”

She shook her head.

“No. I think it’s time you learned a lesson or two the hard way. You want to break a bride’s heart? Then you can try being one!”

And she pointed at Darren and whispered something under her breath. There was a far-off sound like fairy dust falling. 

“Wait!” Darren yelped, holding up his hands as it to ward off Anna’s spell. “What do you mean I can try being one?”

But it was too late. Anna simply smiled a secretive smile. And then Darren saw it.

His hands were changing. Where they’d once been large, masculine things dusted with dark hairs, they were now small and pale and dainty. 

As he watched, his wrists narrowed down, there was a tugging at his fingertips, and suddenly ten nails sprouted out, long and perfectly manicured. To Darren’s horror they immediately turned a glossy pink. 

He looked up at Anna in wordless fright. 

“Please!” He shouted. “Anna, make it stop!”

But Anna simply smiled and shook her head.

“Why would I want to do that?” She purred. 

The changes were spreading now, travelling up Darren’s arms, making them lose muscle and become slender, delicate things. 

A grinding sensation tore through his body. His shoulders tugged in toward his neckline, losing their broad, masculine shape. At the same time, his hips were thrusting outwards, growing away from his crotch to make room for his new birth canal. Darren urgently ripped his shirt open and was horrified to see the fat dribble away from his sides, leaving him with a curved, hourglass figure. 

“Not bad.” Anna nodded, appreciatively. “But your figure needs a little work, I think. Maybe we should hurry it along?”

She clicked her fingers. Immediately, Darren’s entire body began to twitch, like he was clay and an invisible giant was sculpting him to Anna’s specifications. 

The fat from his sides ran in little rivulets under his skin, down beneath Darren’s pants. He could feel the dribbles swarming around his back, making his hips feel ticklish, and vanishing into his body. There was a pause, and then his ass suddenly jumped up and leapt out, filling out and becoming pert and smooth.

He immediately clapped one hand over each new cheek and was horrified to feel how big they were in his tiny hands. How large and firm. He looked to Anna in fright.

“Stop it!” He yelped. “You’ve given me a… a woman’s ass!”

“Not just an ass,” Anna smiled. “Though you do look like you could star in music videos with that thing. But don’t worry.”

She folded her arms.

“I’m not gonna leave you looking like that.”

What does she mean? Darren thought helplessly. Then he felt it. A painful little ache in each of his nipples. Like they’d been stung by a bee and were swelling up. 

With a moan he tore his shirt open and gaped in horror at his chest. Fat was collecting around his pecs, turning into breast tissue. There was a feeling of pressure and then two beautiful, ripe boobies came bursting out, the nipples turning long and pink.

Darren helplessly tried to push them back in, but they kept on growing, becoming round and full and ripe. They filled his hands, dangled from his frame and suddenly Darren was the proud owner of an enormous pair of titties. 

“Wow.” Anna raised an eyebrow. “You got lucky, girl! Those puppies have gotta be a Double-E at least!”

The changes were coming faster now, so fast that Darren could barely keep track.

His legs shed muscle and telescoped upwards, becoming long and smooth and slender, even as the rest of him shrank. At lightning speed, he felt himself go from being a 6ft4 male to someone the size of Anna. Then he kept right on shrinking until he was at least 4 inches shorter than her 5ft7 frame. 

By now, his shirt was like a bedsheet, drooping from his shoulders. His pants got so loose that they fell down from his waist, collecting around his ankles on the floor. His feet were lost inside his male shoes, now like two vast, leather caves. 

Even his watch was dangling loose from his wrist, tugging it downwards with a sudden heaviness he’d never noticed before.

Not that Darren noticed. Even as he was shrinking, his body was twisting and changing in new and disturbing ways. 

There was a feeling of pressure and his lips plumped up. His jawline lost its masculine shape, becoming round and soft. His eyes widened into two large, doe-like things and suddenly there were things fluttering in the corner of his vision like angry blackbirds! It took Darren a good five seconds to realize they were his long new eyelashes. 

A intense itching passed across his scalp, making his head feel as if it was on fire. He threw up his arms with a girly shriek, then suddenly waves and waves of long, blonde hair were cascading over his fingertips, falling across his vision. His new hair came to a halt just above his breasts, cute little gold ringlets bouncing above his tender new nipples. 

“Please!” He tried one last time, fixing Anna with a pleading look. “You can’t do this to me! I’ll do anything you want. Anything!”

Anna smiled.

“You already are,” she said, sweetly. “I wanted you to turn into a girl. And look at that. You did.” 

At the word ‘did’, there was a tremor in Darren’s cock. He gave a high-pitched shriek and yanked down his boxer shorts, just in time to see his penis give a last twitch, like it was waving goodbye. 

It shot back up inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a second, Darren could only stare in horror at the smooth space between his legs, then there was a sound like Velcro ripping and a vertical slit opened up and formed into two plump lips dangling either side of a moist and tender hole. 

With trembling movements, Darren gently stroked this new line between his legs with the tip of one long fingernail. The touch was enough to send a shudder up his spine and make his brand new pussy shiver with delight. 

At long last, it was over. A final tremor passed through Darren’s body, making his big new boobies wobble and bounce around, and then the spell was finished. 

Wordlessly, Darren looked down at his new body. At the two heavy breasts dangling from his frame, obscuring his flat stomach from view. At the long, hairless legs leading up to the soft pink mound between his wide hips. At the long, blonde hair dangling over his eyes, demanding to be swept back and hooked behind an ear. 

Experimentally, he reached up and grasped his boobies. They were firm to the touch, the nipples slightly sore and tender. He squeezed them and the flesh pushed back against his fingertips. 

Darren let his new breasts go and ran his hands over his transformed figure. Over his curvy hips. Over his narrow waist. Over his pert and hairless ass. His body shivered to the touch and Darren was mortified to feel a distant warmth in his crotch.  

It was as if his new, girl body could become aroused simply through being caressed. 

He looked back up at Anna, watching him with a sneer. Anna, who now towered above him, like some terrible, distant god. 

“What-?” He began, then immediately clamped a dainty hand over his pretty mouth. 

His voice was wrong. Wrong, wrong, WRONG! Where it should have been filled with masculine bass that vibrated in his chest, it was soft and wispy and musical. Where it should have been deep, it was high-pitched. Earnest. Whimpering. 

Oh God, Darren realized in horror, I sound like a spoiled teenage girl!

“Sorry, Dianna?” Anna giggled. “I didn’t quite catch that.”

Darren barely heard her. He raised one hand to his slender, swan like neck and felt the smooth place where his Adam’s apple used to be. 

“Come on, girl. We haven’t got all day.”

Darren’s eyes settled on Anna’s smiling face. He lowered his hands. 

“What the fuck did you do to me?” He whispered, trying to ignore the hateful sound of his soft new voice. 

Anna simply smiled and gestured the full-length mirror beside her.

“Take a look,” she said, sweetly. 

Darren would’ve given anything not to have to look in that mirror. Anything to instead turn and run out that door as fast as his new legs would carry him, away from Anna’s dreadful smile, away from this nightmare. 

Instead, he slowly stepped across the room, trying to ignore the way his dainty new feet swam about in his male-sized shoes. Trying to ignore the way his brand new breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision. 

Then Darren took a deep breath. And looked. 








  
 





II

The first thing he noticed was how big his shirt was. Where it had fit him snugly as a man, drawing subtle attention to his broad shoulders and muscular arms, it now dangled off him, like he was a little kid playing dress-up. 

Along with his shoes, socks and watch, it was the only item of clothing to have stayed on him throughout his transformation. As a result, he looked both half-naked and kinda silly, like he’d been surprised while slipping into a giant’s wedding suit. 

But that wasn’t what really drew his eye and made him want to scream.  

The girl staring back at him was gorgeous. She had high cheekbones, a dainty little nose, plump, pink lips and perfectly-sculpted eyebrows. Her blonde hair naturally curled into cute little ringlets as it tumbled over her shoulders. Her skin was flawless, cream white, smooth. 

She looked like a supermodel, or an actress. The sort of girl teenage boys put up posters of. The sort of girl who appeared on the cover of Vogue or Cosmo. 

Yet her body told a different story. If the girl’s face was beautiful in a classy way, her body was like a 14-year old male’s fantasy of a woman. 

Her boobs were enormous. Even with his male shirt still dangling open over his chest, Darren could tell that his new body was seriously well-endowed. Her legs were long and smooth, her pussy shaved, her body curved. It was the sort of figure you only ever saw in pornos. 

And now it belonged to him. He was the one with a pornstar’s body. 

A female pornstar’s body.

“Well?” Anna’s breath tickled one ear. Darren had been so wrapped up in his reflection that he hadn’t heard her come over.

“What do you think? Pretty, isn’t she?” 

Darren shook his head, strands of long blonde hair flicking in the corners of his vision. In the mirror, the girl shook hers in time with him, a look of horror on her beautiful face.

She can’t be more than 19, Darren thought miserably. A pretty teenage airhead… that can’t be me!

But there was no denying it. Even as examined the girl’s face, he could feel her wordlessly staring back at him. Impulsively, Darren stuck out his tongue. The girl in the mirror stuck hers out, too – an adorably stroppy expression on her pretty face. He wiggled his frame. In the mirror, the girl moved hers in time, making her big boobies wobble. 

He was her. 

“You’ll get used to it.” Anna glanced down at him with a pleased look on her face. Darren wasn’t used to being smaller than anyone, and to find one of his fiancée’s friends suddenly towering over him was disconcerting. 

With a flash he realized Anna didn’t even need magic to hold him here against his will. In his new body, she could simply use her superior size and strength to keep him trapped in this room while she did whatever she liked to him.

“Personally, I think it’s a huge improvement,” Anna was saying. She reached out and grasped his new breasts, weighing them up in her hands. Darren let out a gasp and shrank back from her touch. 

“Don’t fucking touch me!” He spat, not caring how high-pitched his voice sounded. “You-you fucking bitch!”

There was a loud crack. The world lurched like Darren was drunk. Pain flared across one of his pretty new cheeks. In a daze, he raised a hand and gently touched it.

Did she just hit me? He wondered in shock. 

“Cool it, girl, or you’ll get another slap,” Anna warned, her voice stern. For a second, Darren was terrified she’d grab his brand new titties again, and he’d have to simply stand there and meekly take it. Instead, Anna took a step back, satisfied. 

“It’s a good start,” she said. “No doubt about that. But we’re still not done yet!”

“What do you mean?!” Darren shrieked. In the mirror, the girl was staring out with a look of rage in her doe-like eyes.

“I mean what I said, you stupid bitch.” Anna sneered. “I promised to turn you into a bride, didn’t I? Well then! Let’s get that wedding dress on!”

No… This was too much! With a girly squeal, Darren turned and ran for the door, not caring if he had to escape only wearing this stupid, oversize man’s shirt! Only caring that he should get away from this madness before…

Then Anna clicked her fingers. His feet froze to the spot, and he realized to his utter horror that he was already too late. 

There was another, distant tinkling of fairy dust. Darren’s shirt, shoes, socks and watch vanished, leaving him stood naked in the middle of the room. Darren had just enough time to hope nothing would happen. And then he felt it. 

A faint itching in his crotch made him look down. A tiny white thread was whizzing back and forth over his brand new pussy, furiously weaving itself into a lacy pair of see-through panties. As Darren watched in fascination, a dainty little bow appeared on the top, standing out against his soft white skin. 

Two invisible hands seemed to grip his big new boobies in a vice-like squeeze. Darren just had time to wonder what the hell was going on, then his large breasts leaped upwards – nearly hitting him in the face – and mashed together into a soft, deep cleavage. A matching white push-up bra formed over them, its straps fastening across his slender shoulders.

Now the hands were gripping Darren’s long, blonde hair. With a sharp yank that made him gasp out loud in his girly voice, his ringlets jumped up and rearranged themselves behind his ears into a waterfall of curls that tumbled gracefully over one shoulder. Two long, straight strands dropped down either side of his head, resting against his cheeks.

Furious, Darren tried to reach behind his head and pull his elegant new hairstyle to pieces, but those same invisible hands grabbed his wrists.

If Anna’s spell wanted him to have a certain hairstyle or look a certain way, then his body had no choice but to obey her whims entirely.

A fluttering filled the air, like a dozen birds flapping their wings. A beautiful white veil flew down from the ceiling and fastened itself on Darren’s hair, the satin dropping over his vision. 

He threw up his hands to pull it back and saw to his terror that he was now wearing a pair of satiny white gloves. They had delicate patterns woven into them and covered his wrists and arms, but left space for his long, elegant fingers to poke through. 

There was a bump, and suddenly Darren shot up four inches into the air. For a split-second he thought he was growing again – like a character from Alice in Wonderland – but then he looked down and saw he was now wearing a pair of beautiful white stiletto heels. There were elegant little patterns on the sides, and a big white bow that covered his tiny little toes, leaving only the pink-painted nails poking out. 

He tried to kick them off, but they wouldn’t leave his feet. It was like they were as much a part of him as his new boobies or pussy.

“Looking good, Dianna!” Anna called. “But don’t get too comfortable, girl, you’re not done yet. Not by a long shot!”

No sooner had she finished speaking than there was a rustling of fabric, like silk being dragged over leaves. Darren looked up just in time to see a white dress pulling itself across the floor towards him.

“No!” He squeaked in Dianna’s voice. “Please!”

He threw up his hands as if to ward it off, but the dress twitched then leaped through the air. A blur of white surrounded Darren. He lashed out with his tiny fists, trying to tear it away, but it was no use. 

The dress magically fastened itself to his new curves, pulling in here, tightening there. Five seconds later, Darren was staring down at his body, now encased in a white wedding dress, with a feeling of disgust. 

It was strapless, it’s white folds stopping over his big new breasts, leaving a ton of cleavage on display. A black garter belt with a large flower-shape scrunched into its fabric hung just below his boobies, accentuating his curves. 

But it was the bottom half of the dress that really made Darren whimper. Anna had magicked up a dress that looked like something from a fairy tale. Folds of satin swept out away from his body in waves, trapping him in a sea of white. 

How the hell am I supposed to walk in that? Darren wondered. But there was another feeling too, one he hated himself for feeling.

At the sight of his wonderfully old-fashioned wedding dress, the female part of his brain had immediately started cooing over how pretty it looked. 

Finally, there was a weight on Darren’s ears that seemed to pull his new head downwards. Reaching up, he realized he was now wearing two very expensive diamond-studded earrings, each about the size of his palm. 

There was another faint sound of fairy dust, and an engagement ring appeared on Darren’s right hand ring finger; a simple, silver band that looked heart-stoppingly expensive. Then it was over.

“Wow. You look stunning.”

Like he was in a dream, Darren turned and looked back at his tormentor. At the witch who had taken his manhood and turned him into a beautiful, blushing bride. 

“What did you say?” He whispered. 

Anna smiled. She pushed off from the old oak dresser and made her way towards Darren. About five feet away she stopped and looked admiringly at her own handiwork. 

“When your husband sees you, he’s gonna have a heart-attack,” she murmured. “I’m almost choking up just looking at you.”

“Husband?” Squeaked Darren. 

“Well, duh. I mean, I turned you into a bride, right? A bride on her wedding day.” Anna looked at him like he was an idiot. “Who did you think you were gonna marry?”

Darren’s jaw dropped open. No. This was too horrible! 

“I can’t marry a man!” He shrieked. “That’s disgusting! I’m not gay!”

“You’re more right than you know.” Anna smiled. “Right now, you’re one hundred percent straight. Unfortunately for you, you’re also a girl. Which means…”

Her smile widened.

“You’re very attracted to men.”

“But I’m not-!” Darren started to say. He slowly closed his pretty mouth. 

What’s happening to me? He thought in fright. 

The moment Anna had told him he was attracted to men, an unbidden thought had risen in his mind. Images of a strong-chested, muscular black man, tearing the wedding dress from his delicate little body. Images of the handsome black man yanking his panties off while he sobbed and pleaded for mercy.

Images of the black man with his enormous dick, holding Darren down and raping his little pussy. 

A low, feminine moan escaped Darren’s lips. He clenched his hands, driving his nails deep into his palms, trying to chase away the images. But already, he could feel a warmth stirring in his crotch. A sort of moistness, brought on by thinking about having sex with men.

He was getting wet. 

Anna was watching him struggle with a look of amusement on her features. 

“Not what?” She asked innocently. “Not attracted to men? I don’t believe that for a second. But there might be one teensy little problem…”

Darren gaped at her.

What now? He moaned inside himself. What else could this bitch do to me?!

“I turned you into the perfect bride,” Anna was saying, a look of delight in her eyes. “Too bad for you, I’m kinda old fashioned. For me, the perfect bride isn’t some tart whose had her panties round her ankles since she was twelve. No, I think a bride should be a bit more, well… innocent.” 

Her eyes twinkled.

“If you catch my drift?” 

She can’t mean what I think she means… 

Yet Darren already knew he was right. He could feel the tightness in his chest. The nervousness. Holding out his delicate new hands, he could see them trembling. 

His new body might have an extremely active fantasy life, but it was becoming all too clear that the reality was very different. 

Oh my God! Darren whimpered in his head. How could she do this?!

There must’ve been something in his eyes, because the moment he realized what was happening, Anna began to laugh. A cruel, cold laugh that delighted in Darren’s helplessness. 

The witch hadn’t just turned him into a pretty young bride on the day of her wedding. 

She turned him into a pretty young virgin bride. 
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The frightened silence that followed was finally broken by Anna yawning theatrically. 

“Gee, is that the time?” She asked, pretending to look at her watch. “Time for me to go, I think.”

She gave her handiwork with Darren one last, appreciative look.

“I can’t wait till Heidi hears about this,” she murmured. “This is gonna cheer her right up.”

“Wait!” Darren shouted in his female voice. “You can’t leave me here like this! I-I’m not a-!”

Girl! Is what he’d meant to say. But the magic wouldn’t let him. It was like he suddenly couldn’t lie about his new gender, his new sexuality, or the fact he was a virgin again. 

Without thinking, he grabbed the edges of his beautiful, flowing dress and ran over to Anna. He sank down on his knees before her, tears in his eyes, and looked up into the eyes of the woman who’d cursed him to lose his manhood.

“Please,” he sobbed. “I’ve learned my lesson! I should never have run out on Heidi. If you turn me back I’ll apologize to her… I-I’ll make it right! I’ll even marry her if you want!”

“Just please,” tears were rolling down his soft cheeks now, his large chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. “Don’t make me spend the rest of my life as a bride!”

For a long time, Anna watched him with an inscrutable expression. 

“What about Rebecca?” She said, at last. “Would you abandon her to whatever fate I’ve cooked up for her, in return for becoming male again?”

“Yes!” Darren fixed his large, doe-like eyes eagerly on Anna’s sly, green ones. “Anything! I’ll even break up with her if you want, just tell me what to do!”

A smile flitted across Anna’s face. Gently, she reached down and stroked a lock of blond hair back behind Darren’s ear.

“And that answer,” she said quietly, “is why you don’t deserve to be a man. You’d sell out the woman you loved, just to make your own life a bit better.”

She straightened up, fixing Darren with a terrible grin.

“Well, lucky for us girls you’ll never have a relationship with another woman again. You’re into men now, darling. Or at least one specific man.”

Her eyes glanced down at the engagement ring on Darren’s elegant finger.

“I just hope he treats you better than you treat women. Not that you deserve it, but you’re just looking so pretty in that dress I’d hate to see you cry.”

“No…” Darren whimpered. He tried to grasp Anna’s hands in his own girly ones, but she roughly pulled them away.

“Goodbye, Dianna,” she sneered. “Enjoy your wedding.” 

A giggle escaped her lips.

“What am I saying? Enjoy the honeymoon! Your first taste of cock!”

Then she was pointing at herself and whispering something under her breath. There was a sound like fairy dust falling. A wind began to blow. 

“Wait!” Darren shrieked, hardly even noticing how high-pitched his voice was. “Don’t leave me here! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

For a second, he could still see Anna through the blowing wind. Still see her, even as his long blond hair whipped across his vision, obscuring her from view. 

To his horror, Darren realized she was laughing at him.

Then the wind picked up, Darren’s long hair and dress blew around, blinding him, and by the time it dropped, Anna was gone. 

For a long, long time, he simply sat there. Trying to hold back tears. Trying to ignore the stupid breasts hanging from his chest. Trying to ignore the feeling of his panties, brushing delicately against the lips of his pussy. 

Trying to ignore the fact he was now a girl. 

Not just a girl, Darren thought, bitterly, a bride.

There was no denying it. He was a beautiful, trembling, virgin bride on her wedding day. Just waiting to be led down the aisle to where a strong man would be waiting for her. Just waiting to tie her life to his forever.

Just waiting to enter the dark embrace of the honeymoon suite and have her virgin pussy violated by a long, fat dick. 

I hope he’s gentle, Darren thought, his delicate new stomach sick with nerves. But there was another thought in his mind. Simmering below the surface. A thought much more suited to his new brain’s fantasy life.

I hope he has a big dick, he found himself thinking with a hint of longing. A big dick he’ll make me suck like the little bitch I am, then stick in my pussy and fuck me ‘till my womb is full of sperm and I’m pregnant!

It was too much. Without realizing he was about to do so, Darren opened his pretty, painted mouth and screamed.

It was a scream of frustration. A scream of horror. A scream that came from the very depths of his soul and should’ve come out all deep and powerful, but instead came out high-pitched and hysterical. 

What’s wrong with me? He sobbed. I don’t want to be a girl! I don’t want to be attracted to men! I don’t want to be a bride!

He screamed until his vocal cords were raw, then collapsed across his large, flowing dress and buried his face in his slender arms. Hot tears poured down his cheeks.

Even my arms are different! Even my tears are different! That bitch took everything from me!

As he lay there crying, there was an urgent knock at the door. 

“Go away!” He shrieked, without thinking. “I’m not getting married today. Fuck off!”

“Darren?!” The deep voice cut through his fear-fogged mind. “Darren! Open up!”

His male name…

Darren pulled himself to his feet and ran over to the door. His mind was whirling. 

Someone knew his name! His real name! That meant – oh God, please let it be true – that they might be here to rescue him! 

He had no idea who it was – the voice was completely unfamiliar – but at least they knew he was a he! That had to be a good start!

It was only as he reached the door that he suddenly remembered who he was. What he was. He looked down at his new body with a mixture of disgust and worry. 

What if the person outside knew he was here, but didn’t know what Anna had done to him? What if they asked for Darren and only found Dianna? How would he ever make them believe him?

“Darren!” The guy, whoever he was, was knocking frantically now. “For God’s sakes, I know you’re in there! Open up, I’m here to rescue you!”

“One moment!” Darren deliberately tried to lower his voice, but was mortified to hear it still came out sounding female. 

He was trapped. On the one hand, if he didn’t open the door, he’d lose perhaps his only chance of escape. On the other, if he opened it and the guy outside didn’t recognize him, he would see his last chance at salvation cruelly snatched away!

Did she plan this? He wondered. Is this some new way to torture me?

“Darren!” The man’s voice was strained, urgent. “There’s someone coming! Don’t worry, I know what she’s done to you. Just open the fucking door!”

He had no choice. His heart jackhammering in his generous new chest, Darren quickly yanked the bolt back and opened the heavy wooden door. 

Almost immediately, a tall, strong black man with muscular arms and a handsome face creased with worry forced his way inside, slammed the door and locked it. He leaned back against it, loosening the collar on his wedding suit. 

“That was close,” he panted. “I’ve been trying to avoid them, but they’re everywhere in this hotel.”

His dark eyes locked onto Darren’s face. A frown flitted across his handsome brow.

“Are you OK?” He asked, his deep voice reverberating deep inside Darren’s new body. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Darren could barely make out what the strong black guy was saying. He was too busy backing away and trying to pretend this wasn’t happening. 

This can’t be real, he sobbed, this can’t be real.

His new visitor looked identical to the muscular black man haunting his new brain’s fantasies. The one Darren had pictured holding him down and raping him only minutes ago. The one Dianna’s fantasy life seemed fixated on. 

“Darren?” The guy pushed off from the door and approached him, a tender look in his eyes that made Darren’s new legs go like water. 

God, he’s so handsome! The female part of his brain thought, weakly. 

“Darren!” The black guy suddenly darted forward and grabbed Darren’s hands in his own. “I know it’s you in there, Darren. What’s wrong?”

Darren tried to pull his hands away. But it was useless. The guy was enormous. 6ft6 if he was an inch. His hands were like two enormous slabs of meat, completely engulfing Darren’s small, dainty ones. 

He could rape me, Darren suddenly thought, he could hold both my hands in one of his and do anything he wanted to me.

He wasn’t sure if the thought was a scared one from his male brain, or a lustful one from his female side. 

“Don’t you recognize me?” The guy was begging, his handsome face and shaved head inches from Darren’s. This close, Darren could smell his male sweat. A sweet, pungent smell that made his pussy tingle with warmth. 

He shook his pretty little head, suddenly wishing he’d never opened the door. A look of confused hurt crossed the guy’s features.

“I know we’ve changed,” he said, “but it’s still us in here. I can still tell it’s you in that girl’s body!” 

“What do you mean?” Darren squeaked, trying to wrestle his hands back from this powerful, handsome man. Still trying to ignore the way his muscular body was driving Darren’s new, female form crazy.

“What do you mean, we? What do you mean, us?”

A light dawned in the black guy’s eyes. He slowly released his grip. Darren yanked his delicate hands back and clutched them to his enormous boobies, backing away as he did so. 

Who is this guy? He wondered.

“You really don’t recognize me, do you?” The handsome guy asked sadly. “You think I’m just some random man.”

“Tell me, then,” Darren’s voice sounded stupidly high-pitched to his ears. “Who are you? Tell me!”

A sad smile spread across the black guy’s features, a smile that made Darren’s body almost want to fall into his arms. 

“It’s me.” The guy said in his deep voice, holding out one giant hand. “Darren, it’s me.” 

He hesitated. For a second, Darren felt like he was standing on the edge of some great abyss, about to be pushed off into the screaming blackness below.

“It’s Rachel.” 

Darren’s pretty new mouth dropped open. He shook his head, long blond hairs flicking in the corner of his vision.

No, he thought, please God, no…

“Anna brought me here with you,” the black man was saying, softly. “I woke up first and she turned me into a-a man. She turned me into…”

The man stood before Darren swallowed and gave him a pleading look.

“She turned me into you fiancée.”

For a second, Darren thought he could glimpse something in the strong man’s eyes. A flicker of something he knew from his previous life. A look of tenderness he’d seen a thousand times before.

“Rachel…?” He whispered.

Before him, the black man nodded.

Darren tried to step forward, to take his mistress’s large new hands in his tiny, girly ones, but it was too late. The world lurched, Rachel’s masculine new face dimmed, and then Darren was falling, falling into the abyss. 

At least I’m not alone… he just had time to think.

And then there was nothing but blackness. 
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For the second time that day, Darren found himself lying in a warm darkness that went on forever. 

He was vaguely aware of distant shouting, of feet pounding on floors. But it came from far away and didn’t seem to concern him. 

“Darren!”

The deep voice tickled against his ear. Darren mumbled something and tried to roll over and go back to sleep. He was surprised at how hard his bed felt; surprised also at the strange clothes he seemed to be wearing.

When did I start wearing pajamas? He wondered vaguely. 

“Darren, baby,” the low voice sent a wave of warmth washing over him, making him smile. Whoever it belonged to made him feel warm and safe inside. Warm and safe…

…and womanly. 

“Please, you have to wake up!”

Suddenly, it all came rushing back. His transformation. Rachel’s appearance. The big new boobies he could feel resting against the wooden floor. The faint moistness he could feel between his legs. 

The wedding dress he was trapped in, flowing out all around his small and girly body. 

Darren opened his eyes with a low moan. Rachel’s handsome, masculine face was only inches from his, her brown eyes soft with concern. 

“Shh!” She whispered, placing one large, thick finger against his soft and painted lips. 

The touch made Darren shiver slightly. He resisted a strange urge to playfully put the tip of her finger in his mouth and suck on it, making innocent doe eyes at her as he did so. 

Fuck me, that would be hot…

Instead, he blinked twice and looked around him. 

They were in a different room now. No less ornate and expensive, but smaller. Darker. Someone had pulled the curtains closed, enveloping them in gloom. From his position on the floor, Darren could just make out a large, four-poster bed, it’s white linen seeming to glow with a spooky light. 

“You fainted.” Rachel was whispering, alert to every sound passing by outside their door. “I had to carry you here. I think they heard you screaming… What’s so funny?” 

She frowned, her handsome new face creasing in a way that made Darren’s heart just melt. He tried to stifle his giggles.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered in his girly voice. “Just the idea that you would carry me…”

He’d carried Rachel hundreds of times before, hoisting her into his arms and throwing her down onto motel beds. Holding her lithe, curvy body against his muscular chest as they kissed, her long legs wrapped round his waist.

The giggles dried up in Darren’s throat. Those days were long-gone now. Even if he wanted to hoist the handsome black man before him into his arms, his new body would be incapable of lifting him. 

Trying to ignore the feeling of desolation that rose up in him, Darren gently pushed himself into a sitting position. He felt one of Rachel’s strong hands gently rest against his back, ready to catch him in case he fell again. 

Don’t do that, he thought angrily to himself, I’m a man, I can take care of myself!

But secretly, he was pleased at how attentive she was being. 

God, it’s so hot the way men look after girls…

“Try not to make too much noise,” Rachel whispered. “If they discover us… well. I guess you will be getting married today after all.”

She suddenly stood up, held out one strong hand.

“Here.”

“Thanks.” Darren gratefully took Rachel’s big black hand in his small, girly one. His former mistress gave a pull and he rose into the air, landing on his feet.

That was so easy for her, Darren marveled, look at those biceps. She’s not even trying!

He tried to ignore how warm the thought made him feel inside. 

On his feet, the differences between his and Rachel’s new bodies were starker than ever. 

Only that morning, Rachel had had to stand on tiptoes to kiss him. Now she towered over him, at least fourteen inches taller than he was. She was broader, too. So much broader. Being stood before her was a little like being stood before a wall. In his tiny new body, Darren couldn’t believe anyone could be that big and muscular. 

“Here’s the plan,” Rachel murmured, not taking her eyes off the door, “any second now they’re gonna raise the alarm. We should try and get out a window or something. Then we make a run for it, try and get someplace we can figure all this out without being interrupted.”

Suddenly, she shook her head, an expression of disbelief on her male features.

“Listen to me!” She muttered. “I’m even acting like a man now. Taking charge, giving orders.”

“Good,” Darren whispered. “Someone has to.”

Deep down, he was shocked at how easily they were adjusting to their new gender roles. It seemed like the most-natural thing in the world that Rachel should take control in a crisis. That she should give him orders and make a plan while he obediently listened.

With a sickening jolt, Darren realized that in this story, he was the damsel in distress. And Rachel was his knight in shining armor. 

“I know,” Rachel nodded. “It’s just so… fast.”

She looked down at her new body, at its strong arms, broad chest and strong legs. 

“I sort of feel like I have to be in charge,” she confessed in her deep voice. “Like you’d fuck it up somehow. Is that sexist? I can’t even tell anymore.”

“It’s called being a man,” Darren responded, trying to put a firm edge into his soft and delicate voice. “And it’s not like you’ve got much choice right now. So. What do we do?” 

“We get out of here.” 

With decisive steps, Rachel strode over to the window and ripped the curtain’s open. Through her white formal shirt, Darren could see the broad muscles of her shoulders rippling under the fabric. The sight of them made his heart skip a beat. 

“It’s not too far down,” Rachel was saying. “We can shimmy down the drainpipe. There’s a wood about three hundred yards away. We can cut through there, try and find a road, maybe. Get out of here.”

She turned and frowned at Darren’s angrily crossed arms and annoyed expression.

“What?”

“What do you mean ‘what’?” Darren hissed, his arms crossed over his cleavage. “How the hell am I meant to shimmy down a drainpipe?! Look at me!”

He opened his arms, gesturing his soft, delicate new body. His stupidly impractical clothes. 

“I’m not a man anymore! I’m a fucking girl. How the hell am I meant to climb down that wall?!”

“I’ll go first,” Rachel said with a shrug. “Catch you.”

She turned back to the window. 

“For fuck’s sakes!” Darren stamped his foot, nearly falling over in his stupid high heels. “Don’t you get it? I can’t go out the window. I just can’t!”

His face was flushed red, his large chest rising and falling in anger. He’d never felt so… mad at someone in all his life.

Why doesn’t she listen? He thought, bitterly, just because I’m a girl! 

At the window, Rachel turned toward him with an exasperated sigh. 

“You don’t have a choice.” She said in a weary, male voice. “Either you get over here right now, or you’ll be walking down that aisle with me and then finding out what it’s like to have a big, black cock in that tight little pussy of yours!”

For a long moment, the two lovers just glared at each other. Darren with his blue, doe-like eyes, Rachel with her strong brown ones. 

“Look at us!” Rachel suddenly said, her strong shoulders sagging. “We’re already acting like I’m the man and you’re the girl. I was even thinking about giving you a slap just then to cut out your hysterics!”

“It’s the magic,” Darren whispered in his female voice, aghast at how girly he’d just been acting. “We have to fight it. Or else…”

He couldn’t finish. Rachel was right. Or else he’d spend the rest of the night making love to her male body, having his hymen split by her brand new cock.

And the worst part was a large part of him thought that sounded like a great idea. 

“Please,” Rachel gestured the window. “Just come over here and take a look.”

Darren bit his lip, gave a jerky nod with his pretty little head, picked up the edges of his wedding dress and crossed the room. 

He leaned out the window, trying to ignore the masculine presence of Rachel beside him, and swallowed.

It was only two stories, but it looked like quite a drop. 

“I know it’s gonna be difficult,” Rachel was saying in her deep voice, “but you can lower yourself a bit, and I’m pretty tall these days…”

“Pretty strong, too,” Darren said without thinking. He immediately clammed up.

Did she hear the way I said that? He wondered, mortified. Like I was trying to flirt with her!

“Yeah.” Rachel nodded, experimentally flexing her big biceps. “Jesus, I must work out all the time.”

“So,” she concluded, “I’m pretty sure I’ll be able to catch you.” 

For a long moment, Darren hesitated. Then he closed his eyes and nodded his pretty head. 

“Great.” Rachel was already climbing up onto the windowsill, lowering her strong frame out. “I’ll be fast as I can.” 

Darren avoided her eye. The mere sight of her muscles as she started climbing down the drainpipe had been enough to make his pussy tingle.

“What you said just now,” he suddenly said, “about your big cock. Was it… was it true?”

Rachel stopped climbing, her shaved head now level with the windowsill and looked at him. Darren tried not to squirm under her gaze.

Finally, she nodded.

“Yeah. I had a look just after Anna cast her spell. It’s like having a snake in my pants. I’m surprised you can’t see it through the fabric.”

Then she was climbing, shimmying down to the ground, leaving Darren with an embarrassed flush on his cheeks and a horrible craving for his mistress’s new dick. 

Seconds later, he heard her calling up from below.

“OK. Hurry!”

Darren took one last, reluctant look around the room. He really didn’t want to go. What if he slipped? What if Rachel’s new body wasn’t as strong as she thought it was? What if…

Then he caught sight of himself in the room’s wall-mounted mirror. Saw the trembling, virgin girl dressed in her big, white wedding dress.

Rachel’s right, he thought, grimly climbing onto the windowsill, we’ve got to get out of here!

Then he lowered himself over the edge – horrified at the thought of how dirty his beautiful dress was getting – took a deep breath, and let go. 

For a split second, Darren was sure he’d made the worst mistake of his life. 

The world seemed to rise up around him. Overhead, he caught a quick glimpse of the sun, sparkling in a clear blue sky. He felt his stupid big wedding dress ballooning around him as he approached the ground. Thought he heard someone screaming in the distance. He closed his eyes…

…and landed with a flump in Rachel’s big, strong arms. 

Gently, Darren opened his eyes. His tiny, girl body was clasped to Rachel’s strong, muscular chest. One broad arm was hooked under his knees, the other supporting his slender back. His own delicate arms were wrapped round Rachel’s neck, his pretty head resting by her shoulder.

Dimly, Darren was aware that the screaming had stopped. He realized with a feeling of shame that it had been him screaming, but the thought no longer bothered him. 

Rachel was looking at him with her soft, brown eyes and he could feel himself getting lost in them.

“Are you OK?” She whispered, tenderly. 

Darren gave a little nod. Without realizing he was about to do it, he lowered his pretty little head and fluttered his long eyelashes shyly at his new fiancée. 

“Sorry I screamed,” he murmured in his soft, girly voice. 

“Don’t worry about it,” a gentle smile spread over Rachel’s handsome black features. “That was a heck of a fall you took.”

“Good job I’ve got a big, strong man to catch me,” Darren whispered.

Their faces were close. Kissing close. It suddenly occurred to Darren that Rachel was holding him as a groom would hold his bride as they crossed the threshold of their new bedroom. The thought filled him with a strange warm glow. 

“You’re so cute in that new body of yours,” Rachel murmured. “Look at you. Those big, sweet eyes. Those sexy little lips. Those great boobies. I kinda wanna…”

She trailed off, leaning closer to him. Butterflies fluttered in Darren’s stomach. He closed his eyes, parted his pink lips.

Here it comes, he thought…

Then suddenly there was a distant shout from deep inside the hotel. The search party. Rachel snapped her head back. The spell was broken. 

“Sorry,” she muttered, gently lowering Darren to the ground, “guess I got carried away with all this testosterone.”

“Don’t be,” Darren leaned a hand against one of Rachel’s broad arms, whether to balance himself or just to touch her, he wasn’t sure. “It’s the magic. It’s not our fault.”

“Too right.” Rachel sniffed. “Good job that guy shouted. I’m not exactly eager to find out what it’s like to fuck a woman.” 

“I know what you mean,” Darren said in his ethereal voice. 

But his damp crotch, swollen boobies and rock hard nipples told a different story. 

“C’mon,” Rachel took his dainty hand in one of her big, black ones, “let’s get outta here.”

The couple set off across the grounds for the tree line, Rachel looking out for other people as they went, Darren concentrating on holding up his wedding dress. At long last, they reached the woods and, with one last, backward glance, slipped inside. 

To anyone watching, it would have looked like the bride and groom were going off for one last, romantic walk before their wedding. 








  
 





V

“That’s it.”

Rachel looked round as Darren dropped down onto the grass, lying on his back.

“I can’t take another step.” 

“We’ve only been going for an hour.” Rachel’s deep voice with tense with irritation. 

Darren shrugged and closed his eyes, letting the sun play across his pretty face.

“Don’t care. These shoes are hell to walk in.” He pouted his plump lips. “It’s alright for you. How the hell am I supposed to walk in this gear?”

There was a sigh, followed by footsteps, and then a shadow fell across Darren’s face. He opened one eye and looked up at Rachel, standing over him with her arms folded.

“Get up.” She commanded.

“Shan’t.” Impulsively Darren stuck his tongue out at her, then giggled, his laughter soft and musical. 

“For fuck’s sakes, you’re acting like a child.”

“What did you expect?” Darren asked, looking down at his body. “Look at me, I can’t be more than nineteen, if that. I basically am a child. You should’ve married someone your own age. What are you, now? Like forty?”

“Thirty five.” Rachel’s voice was menacing. “And you’re an adult. Now. Get up.”

“Christ, lighten up, Rach,” Darren whined. “I’m tired OK, let’s take a break. We’re miles away, no-one will find us here.”

For a second, he thought Rachel was going to use her strong new body to hoist him up and carry him. Instead she let out another sigh and sank down onto the grass.

“Five minutes,” she warned Darren. “And you’re lucky you’re cute.” 

I don’t want to be cute! Darren thought angrily. But secretly he was flattered. 

He loved the way Rachel complimented him, making him feel loved and girly. 

They’d come to a stop in a meadow in the far reaches of this country estate. There was a lake nearby, along with some old follies in the shape of Roman ruins some previous owner had put up. It was a peaceful place. The perfect place for whiling away a lazy afternoon. 

Darren had no idea where they were. 

As they’d walked, he’d tried to mentally place them. Usually he was good at geography, but now it suddenly seemed much more difficult. He wasn’t sure if this was part of being a woman, or if he was just tired. 

I guess at least I’ll find out how truthful all those ‘Men are from Mars, Women are from Venus’ books are now, he thought, idly. 

Somehow, that didn’t seem to make up for all he’d been through. 

“You should sit up,” Rachel muttered, watching insects play over the lake. “You’ll get your dress all messed-up.” 

“Like it matters,” Darren sighed, “I’m not getting married, am I?” 

Nonetheless, he pulled himself into a sitting position. Without realizing he was going to do it, he leaned his pretty head on Rachel’s broad shoulder. Automatically, he felt his old mistress reach out and start gently stroking his hair. 

“Look at us,” Darren murmured. “Only this morning we were talking about getting married. Now we’re running away from our wedding.”

Rachel gave a snort. 

“It’s not our wedding. It’s some trap that bitch friend of your ex set for us.” 

“Worse traps out there,” Darren said in his soft voice. “At least I’d get to be with you.”

Impulsively, he planted a gentle kiss on her bicep. He could taste her sweat, salty and masculine. 

“You’re looking pretty cute yourself these days,” he whispered cheekily. 

Rachel shook her head.

“Enough.”

She rose to her feet, leaving Darren on the floor feeling bewildered and slightly upset. His big, black fiancée turned and started to head back across the clearing. 

“No more bullshit.” She said in her low voice. “We keep walking till we find a road.”

“What’s your problem?!” Darren shouted after her retreating back. “We’re still in love aren’t we? It’s not my fault I’m a girl now!”

A few meters away, Rachel gave a hollow laugh. She stopped and turned to face him with an incredulous look on her face.

“Then whose fault is it?” She asked. “Who abandoned Heidi at the altar, huh? Who used his smooth talk on me at that party six months back? Who insisted we start seeing each other behind Heidi’s back? Tell me that Dianna.”

“Don’t call me that!” Darren was on his feet in a flash, his cheeks hot. “I didn’t force you to act like a tramp. You wanted it as much as I did!” 

Rachel rolled her eyes at him.

“Yeah. Sure. You were just scared, Dianna, that’s all. Scared of getting married. I went along with it because I still loved you, but I knew.” She suddenly thumped her broad chest, her eyes alive with rage. “I knew you’d never marry me, either. I just let myself believe what I wanted to.” 

The color drained from Darren’s face. He felt like he’d been slapped. 

“That’s not true.” He said, weakly. “I didn’t want to marry Heidi, sure. And I was a total shit about it. But that’s only because I loved you.”

Rachel gently shook her head.

“Dianna…”

“Stop calling me Dianna!” Darren screamed. “My name is-!”

His eyes went wide. He raised a trembling, gloved hand to his pink lips. 

“Well?” Rachel folded her strong arms. “I’m waiting.”

He couldn’t remember his name. Try as he might, Darren couldn’t remember what he’d been called only a couple of hours ago. 

As far as his brain was aware, he’d always been Dianna. 

“The magic.” Darren whispered in fright. “But why is it only affecting me? I still know you’re called Robert!” 

Rachel frowned at him. 

“What did you call me?”

“Robert. That’s your name. Oh God!” Darren clutched his beautiful head in his dainty hands. “That can’t be right! You’re not a man…”

Rachel had gone the color of ash. She violently shook her head, as if trying to dislodge a memory. 

“It’s gone!” She groaned. “All of it! Oh fuck… I can’t even remember what it’s like to be a woman!” 

“We’re forgetting.” Darren whispered in fright. At that moment, he wanted nothing more than to feel Rachel’s strong arms around him again, comforting him. 

“We’re going to forget! Then we’ll be stuck this way…” 

“Calm down,” Rachel growled. “It hasn’t happened yet. If we keep walking…”

“I’m going to stuck as a girl,” Darren whispered in horror, looking down at his female body. “I’m going to forget I was a man, and then I’m going to marry you and spend the rest of my life as a wife!”

A look of terror stole across his beautiful face.

“And you’re going to be my husband! Oh God…” He looked around wildly. “Help me get this dress off!” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” Rachel snapped. “You think I want to be stuck as a man? Looking after a silly little housewife, going to work while she’s lying at home all fat and pregnant? Only looking at women like they’re objects to fuck?”

She broke off with an exasperated sigh.

“What the fuck are you doing?” 

Darren was tearing the wedding dress from his curvy new body. Pins popped out. Satin ripped in his dainty hands. He desperately clawed the black garter off his figure, throwing it to the ground with a tiny sob. 

“Don’t do that, babe” Rachel protested. “It’s expensive.”

“So what?!” Darren yelled at her, his female face soft and trembling with terror. “We’re forgetting! Any minute now we’ll suddenly… change, and you’ll be Robert and I’ll be Dianna and we’ll go back and get married!”

“Unless,” he added, kicking the last remnants of the dress off his slender legs, “there’s a reason why we shouldn’t. Like somebody ruining the wedding dress!”

At last, the damn thing was off. Dressed only in his lacy panties, bra and gloves, Darren took a triumphant step backward…

…and toppled onto his pert ass as his heels caught in the folds of fabric. 

“FUCK!” He shrieked, then shot Rachel a deadly scowl. 

“What’s so funny?” He demanded in his petulant, teenage girl voice.

“Nothing.” Rachel watched him with a faint grin. “It’s just…”

“Just what?”

“I know I shouldn’t say this. I know that if someone had said this to me when I was a girl, I would’ve killed them. But…” She hesitated. 

“Oh, just say it already.” Darren glared at her, trying to ignore the cool autumn breeze tickling his bare legs and making gooseflesh rise along his slender arms. 

“Well. I was just gonna say…” Rachel fixed him with a very cheeky, very male smile. “You look hot when you’re pissed.”

At the sight of Darren’s expression she burst out laughing. 

“I know,” she said in her deep voice, unable to control her laughter, “I’m sorry. But seriously. You look so cute right now.” 

Her eyes were serious. Darren felt his anger draining away. He looked down at his new body.

“Yeah?” 

Rachel nodded. 

“Yeah. Christ, it’s like… it’s like you’re a supermodel or something,” she confessed. “I can’t keep my eyes off you.” 

Darren allowed himself a secret smile. Looking at his body, he couldn’t really see what the big deal was. Sure, he knew his breasts were bigger than average. He knew he had nice legs and a good butt, but really…

Well, it was just a woman’s body, wasn’t it? A body like any other. He couldn’t see why men like Rachel got worked up about it. 

Not that he was going to tell her that… 

“Thanks,” he mumbled. “It is kinda nice, looking like this. Looking…”

He hesitated.

“Looking sexy.” He blushed. “I kinda like the way you look at me, too.” 

Rachel raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Darren giggled. “Those little sidelong glances. The way you sometimes fall back and walk behind me, just so you can get a good look at my ass.”

“Don’t deny it!” He laughed when Rachel went to protest. “You’ll be telling me next that you’re not checking out my tits right now!”

“I’m not!” Rachel said, unconvincingly. 

“No?” Darren smiled mischievously. “How about now?” 

And without realizing what he was about to do, he reached behind his slender back with one dainty hand and undid his bra strap. 

The bra dropped to the grass. Immediately Darren felt his large boobies drop a little, free of its confines. The autumn air made his nipples go as hard as bullets. 

He gently bit his lower lip and looked Rachel right in the eye.

“Like what you see, Mr. Big Man?” He asked, innocently. 

Rachel’s soulful brown eyes drifted down to his enormous chest. Darren could see the hunger in her eyes. 

The way she was looking at him… it was like she was a starving man and he was a piece of meat. Like she wanted to just grab his blond hair and titty-fuck him right here in the middle of this wood. 

And Darren loved it. 

Slowly, not taking his eyes off his mistress, he climbed to his feet. He gently placed his hands on his hips and let his body curve, smiling cheekily. 

I bet I look stunning right now… The thought filled him with happiness. 

Rachel looked from his erect nipples to his slender legs. Her eyes drifted up and down his body, taking in Darren’s pussy – still hidden away inside its lacy panties – and his curves, before finally coming to a rest on his face.

“You sure you want to do this?” She whispered. 

“You sure you don’t?” Darren’s eyes came to rest on Rachel’s crotch, where an erection was unmistakably growing.

The handsome black man before him didn’t answer. Instead, Rachel carefully unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it over her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. 

The sight of her broad chest made Darren whimper. He felt a dampness in his crotch matched only by the faint, warm longing in his heart.

She’s so strong… he thought helplessly. 

“Remember,” whispered Rachel as she slowly unzipped her pants, “if we do this now, there’s no going back.” 

She gave her waistline one final tug and her formal pants dropped around her ankles. Now she was only clad in a pair of tight boxer shorts that clung to her muscular legs. With a little gasp, Darren realized he could see the outline of her penis through the fabric, long and hard and strong. 

She’s right… His mind urgently whispered. We shouldn’t do this. We’re a man, remember? Not some silly, horny girl!

But even though he knew it was true, Darren just couldn’t believe the words. 

He didn’t feel like a man. He felt like a girl. A beautiful, sexy, horny girl who wanted only one thing from her future husband…

“Just shut up already,” he whispered. “And fuck me.”

Rachel smiled. She reached one thick, black hand inside her boxers and clasped hold of what was in there, rubbing the skin back and forth, back and forth. 

“Your wish,” she growled, “is my command.” 

They were in each other’s arms before Darren could even remember how it happened. Kissing. Biting. Their hot bodies pressed hard against each other’s. 

Rachel’s tongue swirled around the inside of Darren’s mouth, making his pretty little head giddy with desire. He clung to his male fiancée and tried to drink her in, little feminine gasps escaping from his throat. 

Oh my God, this is so good…

Dimly, Darren was aware that his new boobies were hot and swollen with desire, that his crotch was dripping wet and his skin more sensitive than it’d had ever been before in his life. 

He could feel Rachel’s erection pressing against his belly. Without thinking, he reached down and grasped it in one dainty hand and started urgently rubbing the foreskin back and forth, earning himself a groan from Rachel. It was enormous in his tiny hands, like trying to hold a club. 

But it felt so good. 

“Take your panties off.” The command cut through Darren’s excitement. Rachel was looking at him with a powerful expression. With a thrill, he realized disobeying her simply wasn’t an option. 

“Yes master,” he whispered. Then he reached down and pulled his lacy white panties to the floor, leaving his pussy exposed to the world. 

A grin spread across Rachel’s handsome black face. 

“Good. Now come here.” 

“Not yet. Please,” gasped Darren, “there’s something I want to try.”

And before Rachel could give him an order his submissive brain would have to obey, he dropped down onto his knees. He grasped Rachel’s boxers in his dainty fingers and pulled them down so her cock was free. It bobbed in the afternoon sun, a large, black thick thing that seemed to go on forever.

Jesus, Darren thought, it’s nine inches at least!

Rachel was looking down at him from high above with her soulful brown eyes. From his position on the floor, she looked like a giant towering over poor, tiny Darren. 

“Dianna…?” She whispered.

“Shh,” Darren smiled at her. “I’ve got a present for you.”

Then he parted his pink lips, leaned forward and took Rachel’s big black dick in his tiny mouth. 

At first he didn’t think he was going to be able to do it. Rachel was too big, too large. But then he started bobbing his pretty little head back and forth and it became the easiest thing in the world. 

Rachel’s big dick slipped right to the back of his throat, nestling there, making him feel dirty and slutty and wonderful, all at once. Without realizing he was doing it, Darren reached up and grasped her balls in one dainty hand, gently massaging them, earning himself a low groan from Rachel. 

“Oh, fuck yeah!” He heard her growl, “that’s it, bitch. Suck that dick!”

Don’t call me that! Darren wanted to snap, but it would’ve ruined the moment. Besides, it felt strangely good to be insulted during sex.

The magic had obviously made him even more submissive than he’d thought possible. 

With a feeling of abandonment, Darren leaned back, pulling Rachel’s enormous dick out his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the rim – earning himself another groan – then he impulsively rubbed the tip of her cock all over his soft, pretty face. Beads of pre-cum stuck to his skin, leaving little silver trails.

Oh God I hope she comes on my face… Darren thought deliriously, then there was no more time to think as Rachel grabbed his arm and roughly hauled him to his feet. 

“You’re not gonna make me cum yet, you little slut,” she growled, the insult alone making Darren moan out loud. “Not till I’ve seen everything this new cock can do!” 

Her strong hands grasped Darren around his tiny waist, then he was been lifted into the air. He instinctively wrapped his slender arms round Rachel’s neck and leaned in, kissing her like crazy, his pink lips parted to invite her tongue in, desperate for her to take complete possession of him. 

This is crazy, the fast-fading, male part of him thought weakly, I can’t be kissing a man!

Darren shoved the thought aside, clutching his legs round Rachel’s strong torso, loving how she was powerful enough to hold him up there for as long as she liked. He stroked a lock of blond hair out of his vision then planted kisses across her broad chest, reveling in the taste of her sweat. 

“Fuck!” He heard himself gasp in his female voice, “you’re so fucking hot!”

Then he felt one of Rachel’s strong hands close on his crotch. Darren just had time to wonder what the hell she was going to do, then she placed her fat thumb over his brand new clit and pressed. 

Pink stars exploded in the back of Darren’s mind. He opened his pretty mouth and let out an involuntary gasp. 

He’d never felt such a concentrated burst of pleasure in his life before! This wasn’t like being a man, where each stroke of your cock was simply a step on a path to climax. This was like an explosion of pleasure all in its own right.

Why didn’t anyone tell me this before? He marveled inside himself, Why didn’t they tell me having a pussy was so good!

Then Rachel began to work her thumb across his clit and all Darren’s thoughts were washed away on a tidal wave of pleasure. 

He clung to his boyfriend with his female arms, staring into her face through eyes half-lidded and blurry with pleasure. Deep, female gasps rolled out from his throat like he was powerless to stop them. His chest and body were slick with sweat. It was like some alien force was in control of his body and pushing it to experience more pleasure than he’d ever thought possible.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Whispered Rachel, watching him with a smile. “Say it. Go on. Say ‘I’m a little slut’.”

“I’m a little slut!” Gasped Darren. Hearing those words in his new voice made his nipples go harder than ever.

“Oh fuck I’m a little SLUT!”

“Good,” snarled Rachel, “and you know what we do with little sluts?”

Darren blearily shook his head, strands of blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. His mind was whirling, tumbling along a roaring stream of pleasure, unable to get its moorings.

“We fuck them.” 

“Wait!” Darren called, suddenly anxious. “No, Robert, please! I’m a-!”

He’d meant to say virgin, but he didn’t make it that far. Rachel grabbed his waist, shifted her hips, then shoved her long, black dick deep into his trembling, virgin pussy. 

There was a moment of pain so searing, so agonizing that it cut through Darren’s pleasure, making him cry out. He bit down hard on Rachel’s bare shoulder, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Stop! Stop please, it hurts, oh my God, it hurts…

He’d just been about to beg her to stop, when something amazing happened. As Rachel’s magnificent cock punctured his hymen and sank deeper and deeper into his womb, the pain subsided, giving way to an intense pleasure. 

“Oh fuck,” Darren heard himself whisper. “Oh fuck, baby, that’s it…”

Then Rachel grunted and started thrusting her hips and Darren couldn’t talk any more. 

The sensation was intense, incredible. It was like his entire body, mind and soul had been reduced to nothing more than the throbbing in his clit. Dimly, Darren was aware that his body was arching and writhing like it had a mind of his own. That it was crying out in wonderful, female sobs.

But mostly he was just aware of how much he enjoyed having Rachel’s brand new dick in him. 

At last he came with a shriek that seemed to tear out from the depths of his soul, his entire body shivering. He threw his pretty head back and screamed as the world went blurry around him, unable to believe how intense female orgasms were. 

Oh my God! He’d thought as he drifted back to Earth after what felt like forever, that was incredible! 

Then Rachel had growled something about not being done yet and spanked his bare ass and Darren had been coming again. 

It was like the laws of reality had been shifted. You weren’t supposed to come more than once in a row, everyone knew that! 

But Darren was a girl now. And that meant Rachel could hold him here and make him have as many orgasms as she wanted him to. 

He peaked once, twice, three more times. Then finally Rachel went stiff. She gave a terrific grunt and then waves and waves of white hot cum were flooding into Darren’s pussy, coating the walls of his womb with sperm. Making him feel hot and sticky and wonderful.

Without thinking, he clutched his future-husband tight against his body, not wanting to spill a single drop. 

I hope I get pregnant… he thought, delightedly. 

Deep down, he knew it was the magic making him think and act like this. But at this point, he found he no longer cared. 

Then it was over. Rachel gently lifted Darren off her cock and set him back down on his feet, causing Darren to give a soft moan. He hadn’t wanted her out his pussy just yet. 

He was starting to discover how being female and having something in that hole, something stretching the walls, can make you feel more complete – more right – than you’ve ever felt in your life. 

“That…” Rachel gasped, looking down at Darren through heavy lidded eyes.

“…was amazing,” finished Darren in his girly voice. His legs were weak and wobbly, his vision blurred. Like he was drunk, but good drunk, wrapped in a soft, pink cloud. 

Gently, he leaned forwards and planted a kiss on the tip of Rachel’s dick. He could taste himself on her, the taste of his pussy, and also the taste of her salty, male cum.

I’ll have to give her a proper blowjob later, he thought distractedly, a wife should be happy to swallow her husband’s cum.

At the word ‘wife’, his pretty face lit up with a wonderfully sexy, feminine smile. He straightened back up, enjoying the way his new boobies dangled and fixed Rachel with a teasing look. 

“I have an idea,” he whispered. “What’s say we head back, say sorry to our new families. And then…”

He swallowed. Was he really going to say it?

“What’s say we get married?” 

For a long time, Rachel said nothing. Her eyes were suddenly tired, her body clearly sleepy after their brisk fuck. The memory of that sleepiness that used to hit after every screw as a man made Darren smile inside. 

At least I’ll never have to worry about that again.

“Are you sure?” Rachel asked at last, looking at her broad, muscular black body. She absentmindedly reached down and grasped her enormous new cock, playing with the tip. 

“I did… I did like being female,” she mumbled in her low voice. 

Darren nodded. After their fuck, he understood perfectly.

“So do I,” he said.

Rachel smiled at him. A tried, handsome smile. A smile that made Darren’s heart melt.

I’m in love with him, Darren realized, holy fuck, I’m actually in love with a man!

“But then again…” Rachel said, “you do look fucking hot in that body.”

She grinned.

“And I do like the idea of having an obedient little wifey to come home to. Someone who’ll make my food and tidy up after me. Someone who’ll carry my little black babies in her womb.”

“And I like the idea of having a big, strong husband,” Darren smiled coyly, “someone who’ll order me around, take care of stuff for me, and treat me like a princess.”

“In that case…” Rachel gazed around the clearing, as if giving her previous life one last, lingering glance. Inside his new body, Darren waited patiently. 

“In that case,” she said, taking Darren’s dainty hands in her large, black ones. “Let’s go back. In fact. Dianna…”

The strong man before Darren sank to his knees, a serious look suddenly on his handsome features.

“Will you be my bride?”

“Oh, Robert…” Tears were forming in Darren’s eyes. He nodded helplessly.

“I will.” 

A smile broke across Rachel’s male face, a smile of perfect happiness. Impulsively, Darren reached down and gave her the biggest, longest kiss he’d ever given anyone in his life. 

“It’s going to be weird at first,” Rachel whispered. “Getting used to being a man. Getting used to you being a woman. You haven’t even had your first period yet.”

Darren nodded.

“I know,” he whispered. “But it’s going to be worth it. Being a woman. It’s…”

He hesitated, unsure whether he should say it. 

Why not? His brain whispered. There’s no point keeping secrets now.

“It’s what I’ve always wanted,” he confessed, unable to believe he was really saying this, to Rachel of all people. “Ever since I was a kid. I dreamed of being a…”

He gestured his new, female body.

“I guess that’s why I kept running away,” he whispered, “I knew what I really was. And I knew finding out would kill my girlfriends.”

“Well, we don’t have to worry about that anymore,” Rachel smiled. “I’m glad, you know? I always loved you. Even if it’s in a woman’s body, it’s you I want.”

Darren smiled.

“Thanks, Rob.”

“Don’t mention it.” Rachel hauled herself to her feet, her height sending Darren dizzy with desire. “Besides, it’s not so difficult when you’re looking like that. You could be a supermodel, you know?”

“Maybe that’s my new job,” Darren smiled, linking his slender arm around one of his husband’s big, strong ones. It felt weird, standing there so formally when they were both completely naked.

“We don’t know anything about our new lives,” he said, as they headed across the clearing to a little pile of clothes they’d thrown into one corner. “We could be famous. We could be rich. We could even…”

He giggled.

“Be cousins.”

“I hope not,” Rachel growled, glancing at her dark skin. “Luckily, I don’t think it’s too likely. Now come on.”

She gave his ass a playful slap. It felt wonderful.

“What’s say we go back to the hotel and become husband and wife?”

“That,” declared Darren with a smile, “is the best idea I’ve heard all day!”

They were halfway across the clearing when Darren suddenly gave a girly shriek. He turned, trembling, to Rachel.

“The dress!” He gasped. “Oh God, the dress… I ruined it, remember?”

A slow smile spread across Rachel’s handsome features. She winked at her tiny, sexy fiancée, so pretty and young and innocent.

“Leave everything to me,” she whispered, enjoying her deep voice. “I’ve got a plan.”








  
 

Epilogue

“Are you sure about this?” 

Janice sighed and shook her head, looking up and down Darren’s body with wary disapproval. 

“No,” she admitted, “but Rob was very insistent.”

What’s he up to? Darren wondered, looking down at himself. 

His gorgeous new body was squeezed only into its white bra and lacy panties. A veil perched on top of Darren’s pretty little head, his tiny feet were squeezed into beautiful shoes and he still had his gloves on. 

Beyond that, though, he was wearing nothing but underwear. 

I’m going to be a laughing stock… he thought, uneasily. 

He looked up into Janice’s pretty face.

“I’m having second thoughts,” he whispered. 

“Dianna,” Janice gave him an encouraging smile. “It’s OK, it’s your wedding. If you want to ditch the dress, it’s up to you.”

A grateful smile flitted across Darren’s soft face. 

“Thanks, Janice,” he said. 

Janice rolled her eyes.

“Whatever,” she laughed. “Just trying to keep my brother’s wife-to-be happy!”

They’d returned to the hotel to find their new friends and families searching for them, worried sick. It’d been hard as hell at first, apologizing while also trying to guess who was who, but Darren thought they had the families sorted now. 

He’d been surprised to discover he’d picked up some brothers from somewhere, not to mention a plethora of female cousins who told him over and over how jealous they were of him. 

But he thought his favorite new person might be Rachel’s new sister, Janice. In the couple of hours he’d known her, Darren had decided she was one of the nicest people in the world. 

“There it is,” Janice murmured, craning her head round as the organ started playing. “Time to go.” 

“Right.” Darren took a deep breath. “How am I looking. Honestly?”

Janice’s eyes ran over his exposed figure again.

“Honestly…?” Her eyes twinkled. “Kinda slutty. But mainly you’re looking hot as fuck. Damn, Di, if I was into girls, I’d be all over you right now.”

“Thanks,” Darren giggled. “I think. But I’ll probably pass.”

Only yesterday, as a man he’d have found Janice utterly fuckable. As a girl, though, he didn’t seem to have more than a passing interest in the female form. 

I thought all girls were meant to be a bit bi-curious, he thought as he picked up his bouquet and went and stood by the door. Guess not. 

The thought that he’d never again kiss or fall in love with a woman made him feel faintly sad. But mostly he was just looking forward to spending the rest of his life with his hot new husband. 

“Right,” he murmured in his female voice. “Let’s do this.”

Janice impulsively leaned forward and planted a kiss on his cheek  

“Good luck, girl,” she whispered. 

Then the door was opening and Darren was stepping out into the hotel’s chapel. 

Dozens of heads turned to crane at him. Old folks, young kids, middle-aged women. White faces on his side of the aisle. Black on Rachel’s. 

For a second, Darren didn’t want to move. He was uncomfortably aware that he was a curvy girl wearing nothing but a pair of panties and a bra, about to walk down the aisle in front of over fifty people. 

Oh fuck, his mind whimpered, I can’t do this. Not looking like this!

He was on the verge of turning and just running when he saw her. 

At the altar, Rachel was waiting for him, a big grin on her handsome face. But that wasn’t what caught Darren’s attention and made him feel like giggling and rolling his eyes and gasping all at once. 

His big, strong husband to be was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers. 

Grinning and shaking his pretty head, Darren walked up the aisle. As he passed each pew, he became aware that others were just in their underwear too. Not everyone; some had evidently refused or were so old or naturally dignified that Rachel had been too embarrassed to ask them. 

Yet at least a third of the congregation had played along. Around twenty five people were sitting there in nothing but boxers or bras and panties, their cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, but grinning for all they were worth. Happy to be there.

Happy to be making the bride feel that much less selfconscious about her ruined wedding dress.

Darren couldn’t help it. As he headed up the aisle to the solemn music, a big, silly smile broke across his face. He caught Rachel’s soulful eyes and shook his head. 

What? Rachel mouthed, evidently pleased with herself. 

You idiot. Darren mouthed back with a smile.

Then, I love you.

Rachel nodded, her expression suddenly serious. 

I love you, too. 

Darren reached the head of the aisle. The music stopped playing. He looked into Rachel’s strong, handsome face; the face he would be seeing every day for the rest of his life. 

The face he would see in their children one day.

“You look amazing,” Rachel murmured, careful not to let the rest of the hall hear her.

“I feel amazing,” Darren confessed with a tiny laugh. “I can’t believe it. Only this morning I was meant to be getting married…”

“Shh,” Rachel whispered with a wink. “You still are. This is your wedding day, Dianna. And you’re the most-beautiful bride I’ve ever seen.”

A feeling of love rose up in Darren so intense it almost knocked him off his feet. 

He’s wonderful, he thought, looking at Rachel. I’m such a lucky girl…

Then the pastor was clearing his throat and stepping forward. The congregation fell silent. Rachel shot him one last wink.

And then the lucky bride’s wedding finally began.

The End.

Like what you’ve read? Try my twisted romance about a shy young man magically transformed into the beautiful wife of a macho billionaire: Turned Into the Billionaire’s Wife.






 
   

  
 

 She Forced Him to Get Pregnant 

I

“Jesus Christ, that’s disgusting.”

The young woman across the table looked up from her reading and glared at him. A mutter passed around the café. Beside him, Jack quietly tugged his sleeve. 

“C’mon, Dan,” he mumbled in his ear, “leave it.” 

But Dan wasn’t the least bit interested in listening to his young workmate. Instead he leaned across the table, bringing his face closer to the girl across from them.

“I mean it,” he said firmly. “What you’re doing is… it’s foul. It’s enough to put anyone off their lunch!”

Beside him, he faintly heard Jack give a quiet groan. 

The woman across from them was a young brunette with close-cropped dark hair, hoop earrings and tattoos on her exposed arms. If she hadn’t been so obviously white trash, Dan might have even said she was attractive. Before her was laid out a large old leather book covered in funny-looking writing. The sort of book that might turn up as a prop in a Hammer horror movie. 

That wasn’t what had caught Dan’s attention, though. It was what she was holding to her chest that bothered him. 

“Can’t you go and do that somewhere else?” He barked, ignoring the whispers around him. It was times like this when he despaired what the country was coming to. 

Clutched tight to the young woman’s chest, a new born baby’s head poked out a soft, pink blanket, it’s weak lips clasped around one long, pink nipple. At the sound of Dan’s voice, it gurgled then let out a faint sob, as if scared of this tall, besuited man with his dark hair and darker eyes.  

“Look,” he heard someone say, “he’s upset it.”

Dan ignored them. This young woman with her stupid tattoos and denim jacket was the complete focus of his attention.

“Do you really think that’s acceptable?” He asked.

“It’s not illegal.” 

It was the first time the woman had spoken since he and Jack had walked in on their lunch break. Her voice was defensive, surly. The sort of low class accent that grated on the ears. Dan felt his lip automatically curl.

“Maybe it’s OK for you to wave your tits around at home,” he sneered, “but this is a public spot. We’re trying to eat.”

Beside him he caught a faint glimpse of Jack looking at his feet, an unhappy expression etched on his square-jawed face. Jack got like this whenever Dan had to make a stand, moping around like he’d just heard the Grinch had stolen Christmas. It annoyed Dan no end, but it didn’t change anything. 

Someone had to say something. 

“She’s hungry,” the girl snapped back, “what do you expect me to do?”

“How about you act like a human being?” Dan asked, contemptuously. “Instead of some animal?”

Under different circumstances he’d have been happy to get a good look at this oddly-attractive girl’s tits – still big and swollen from pregnancy. But here, in the middle of the day…

He shook his head.

“Just have some dignity for Chrissakes.”

The baby’s faint sobbing had graduated to full-blown crying. It howled in that awful, gurgling way of new-borns, the kind of cry that feels like someone’s rubbing fingers down a chalkboard in your brain. The girl instantly began shushing it, scowling at Dan.

“Look what you’ve done now.”

Dan snorted. “Maybe if you could control the little brat.”

 He looked around the room for support. One or two of the older men nodded with him. Most of the customers avoided his gaze. 

The girl’s cheeks were flushed red with anger and embarrassment.

“You fucking dick-“ she began.

“Swearing too?” Dan folded his arms, gave her a smug grin. “You’re gonna be one heck of a mother. Potty mouth. Waving your tits around in public. Where’s the father, or can’t you even remember which cousin knocked you up?”

“I’ve had enough of this.” 

The girl furiously put the whining baby back in its crib, slipped her nipple back beneath her shirt. She threw some change on the plastic table top, swept her book up in her arms and grabbed her little brat. For a second she turned to leave, then she span back round to face Dan and opened her mouth.

“You are the biggest cock-”

“Get over it, slut!” Dan shouted, cutting her off. “You lost. Nobody wants you here. Now.”

He gestured the glass doors.

“Fuck off!”

There was a breathless silence broken only by the baby’s sobbing. The girl was white as a sheet. Dan could see her legs trembling with rage. 

Whatever, he thought. Dumb bitch needs to learn some manners.

Outwardly, he gave her a shit-eating smile.

“Still here?” He asked, sweetly. “Or are you just too dumb to know when you’re not wanted?”

He could see her struggling to think of something to say. Something smart that would blow him away, prove to the world that she was right. But nothing came. Instead, she turned on her heels and stormed out, shoving through the doors with an almighty crash!

“Thank fuck,” Dan huffed, turning to Jack. One of the old guys who’d caught his eye earlier gave a quick clap, then stopped when no-one else joined in. Around them the café slowly came back to life. 

“I tell you, Jack, I’m fed up of rude women.” Dan picked up his soda and had a sip, the sugary liquid slurping through the straw. 

“Fucking fed up,” he repeated.

Jack nodded in a half-hearted way, that miserable expression still on his face. 

Well, fuck him, Dan thought. Someone had had to say something. He was a modern man, he supported feminism all the way. His sister Judy was manager of a little company uptown and he was proud as punch of her. 

But when trash like that started exposing themselves in front of kids – and there were kids in this café – things had gone too far. 

“Gotta go john,” he said, finishing his soda with a final slurp, “let’s go over those figures when I get back.”

Then he was off, barrelling his way through the crowd to the distant restroom, his encounter with the trailer park mom already all but forgotten. 

The main WC was full, so after a bit of negotiation with the till girl, he made his way downstairs to the staff toilet under the café. 

It was dark down here. Dan shuffled carefully along, vaguely worried he might trip on something. He banged his foot and cursed under his breath. 

Where the hell was the light switch?  

As if on cue, the bulb sprang to life. Dan blinked in the harsh electric glare, taking in the grey utility walls, the grimy mirror, the mop propped up beside the toilet.

“Thanks,” he muttered, giving the till girl a grateful smile. Then he stopped. The smile trickled off his face.

Standing halfway up the stairs was the trailer trash girl, her book clasped in one hand and a dark look in her eyes. Her baby was nowhere to be seen. 

“I dropped her off with her Daddy.” The girl had a strange smile on her face, one Dan wasn’t sure he liked. “And for the record, he ain’t my cousin.”

“I don’t give a shit.” Dan grunted. He was tempted to turn away, to ignore her and just do his business right under her gaze, but there was something about the way the girl was looking at him that froze him in place.

“He asked me not to do this.” The girl’s dark eyes flashed with sparks. “Begged me. But I told him no. I said you needed to be punished.”

“What the hell are you jawing about?” Dan asked. 

Punished. He thought, angrily. Who the hell does she think she is?

“That’s right.” The girl’s smile was predatory now, like a tiger’s. “I’m a witch. And this-”

She held up her book.

“-is my spellbook.” Her eyes narrowed. “And I’ve got just the spell for you.”

A trickle of ice was worming its way into Dan’s stomach. There was something about the way the girl held herself, the way she was talking that made him very worried. He pushed the thought away. 

“Whatever,” he laconically put one hand to his fly, “I’ve got stuff to do.”

The girl smiled again. A secretive, mischievous smile.   

“You sure do,” she said, sweetly. “But not in the way you think.” 

Then she was opening the book, and chanting something, and suddenly a wind whipped up down there in the café basement and blew Dan’s hair back and made him put up his hand to shield his face.

What the hell is going on? He thought in fright.

And then he saw it.

His hand was shrinking. The big, masculine knuckles were shrivelling and getting smaller. The long, dark hairs that dusted their surface were turning gold and wispy and coiling back into his body. His fingers were becoming longer, daintier, their nails extending. As Dan watched, a speck of red appeared in the middle of one, started growing.

He looked up at the girl in fright. She’d stopped chanting and was looking at him with a cruel smile on her face.

“Here we go,” she whispered, eyes glinting. “Trust me. You’re in for one hell of a ride!”

The ground was rising up to meet Dan, with a jolt he realized he was getting smaller. He looked wildly at his feet and saw they were shrinking too, the edges of his shoes emptying out as his feet became tiny, dainty.

There was a blast of wind, and fabric was suddenly tearing past his vision. Waves of white that billowed and crashed against his cheeks. A ripping noise split the air and then Dan was standing naked at the foot of the stairs, cowering under the trailer trash girl’s gaze. She looked down at his shivering male body with one arched eyebrow.

“Not bad.” She smiled. “But I think you’re going to find your new body suits you way better.”

Dan barely had time to register her words before a tremor passed through him, causing his skin to ripple. There was a grinding sensation in his collarbone and his shoulders narrowed, pulling closer to his body. His sides collapsed, caving in just as his ribs and hips pushed out, giving him an hourglass figure. There was a feeling of pressure, then suddenly his ass leapt up and filled out, becoming pert and round and smooth. 

He looked up at the girl, his mouth frozen in a shocked ‘o’. 

“What did you-?!” He started, then stopped, clutching his throat in horror. His voice had leapt up two octaves, becoming high-pitched, girly. As he stared at the smirking girl in shock, blonde hair exploded out across his vision, falling down his forehead in long, sexy curls.

There was a pressure just behind his nipples. A feeling like something was inside him, trying to get out. He gave a horrified cry and raised his hands…

Just as two plump, heavy breasts came bursting out. He grabbed hold of them, watched in horror as they continued to grow, continued to swell up until they filled the bottom of his vision. He tried to push them in, but they pushed back harder, his nipples suddenly poking out between his fingers, long and pink and tender.

The hair was falling from his legs as they grew slimmer, longer. Smoother. Dan felt a grinding in his back and then his spine curved forwards, thrusting out his chest and his ass, giving him a sexy, curved figure. There was a pressure around his mouth and he felt his lips puff up, becoming big and plump and pouty. He reached up in shock to touch them and was horrified to feel his face was rounder, his strong jawline replaced by feminine softness. 

He let out a low cry and turned a pleading expression to the girl. She smirked. They both knew what was coming next.

And then it happened. There was a tremor in Dan’s crotch, like his cock was suddenly alive. It shot back up into his body. He grabbed wildly for it, but it was too fast. His hand closed on empty air. There was a pause, then with a sound like Velcro tearing the skin over his crotch split vertically, forming two moist and tender lips that trembled to his touch. 

Finally there was a sloshing feeling inside him that made Dan clutch one hand to his stomach. With fright he realized he could feel his internal organs twisting around, making way for his new womb. 

And then it was over.

There was a moment’s silence as Dan stood there, holding his new body, breathing hard. Slowly, with a feeling of utter horror, he looked up at the girl.

Her smile was wider than ever. A savage, evil smile that made her look less like some trailer trash girl and more like a terrifying evil witch torn from a fairy tale. 

He shivered in the cold, feeling gooseflesh ripple over his new body, feeling his new nipples go hard as bullets. Dan glared at the witch above him.

“What the fuck did you do?” He whispered, desperately ignoring the way his high-pitched female voice squeaked in his ears. 

“Ain’t it obvious?” The girl shrugged. “I turned you into a girl.”

Dan let out a soft moan, shook his head. Long, blonde hair flicked in the corners of his vision. He clutched his arms across his chest and tried to ignore the weight of his enormous new breasts.

It wasn’t true, it couldn’t be true…

“Not just a girl.” The girl was struggling to keep from laughing now. 

“You made me feel like shit earlier,” she said, accusingly. “Usually I don’t use my powers in public, but you made me feel so bad that I just had to show you what it was like.”

“OK, you’ve shown me!” Dan squealed, hating how female he sounded. “Please! Just… just please turn me back!”

“Oh, I didn’t just want to show you what it was like to be a woman.” The girl raised her eyebrow. “I wanted to show you what it was like to be a woman… with kids.”

She smiled. 

“I wanted to show you what it was like to be a mommy.”

Dan looked around the café basement in fright, half expecting a child to come running out the shadows. But there was nothing. Just the gloom of a grimy washroom. 

The girl sneered at him. 

“I can’t just magic children up, you idiot.” She said. “Besides, I want you to get them the hard way.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“Your new body,” she purred, “is the most fertile female body in the world. Perhaps in history. One drop of sperm would be enough to make you pregnant with triplets a billion times over.” 

“Unlucky for you,” she smiled again. “Your fertility is going to make you very broody. Not to mention very horny.”

She tilted her head.

“Can you feel it?”

For a second, Dan was silent. Then he nodded. His new body had a –a craving that almost frightened him. Something strong and elemental. A deep desire to be fucked.

A deep desire to become pregnant. 

“Good.” The girl continued, “I’ve taken away your attraction to girls. From now on, you’ll be one hundred percent straight. In other words, deeply attracted to men. Not only that…”

She paused for effect. 

“But you’ve just found yourself a new husband.”

“What?!” Shrieked Dan.

The girl’s lip curled.

“Look at your hand.”

Dan held up his dainty new female hand and groaned. Around one finger was a silver wedding ring. He grabbed it, tried to pull it off, but it wouldn’t come.

It was as if the ring was as much a part of him as his finger was. 

“So here’s the deal.” The girl folded her arms, smiled smugly at him. “My magic will wear off in one week’s time. At that point, you’ll turn back into that stupid douchebag I met upstairs.”

“Unless,” her smile widened, “you get pregnant. If that happens the spell will set and you’ll spend the rest of your life in that body.”

Her lip curled contemptuously. 

“You’ll spend the rest of your life as a mommy.”

Dan let out a moan of terror. Surely, there had to be a way out of this? Surely, there had to be a way to undo the spell?

But deep down, in a dark place he didn’t even want to admit existed, he felt something stirring. A horrible, embarrassing feeling, one he hated himself for feeling, one that made him want to scream and throw up.

Somewhere, part of him liked the idea of getting pregnant. 

“I gotta go,” the girl was looking at her watch. “Baby will be missing me. It’s been fun. Enjoy your week in hell.”

Then she opened the book and started whispering something. There was a gust of wind that made Dan cry out in his newly female voice and then the girl was gone and he was all alone.

Trembling, he looked down at his new, extremely female body. At his pneumatic breasts and long legs. At his fertile belly, just waiting for a man’s seed. At his pussy’s lips, desperate for a cock to be thrust into them… 

The thought made his new clit start to throb. With a soft moan, Dan closed his eyes, trying to block out the visions filling his mind. The visions making his nipples go hard and his legs go weak. Visions of being bent over and raped. Of being tied down and having his new pussy abused by hundreds of men and pumped so full of sperm that there was no way he couldn’t be pregnant. Visions of his big swollen breasts and his enormous belly as he walked around carrying his unborn child.

There was another gust of wind, a distant fluttering and when Dan opened his eyes his body was dressed in clothes again. A push-up bra encased his breasts, thrusting them up toward his chin. A white crop top clung to his skin, showing off his curves. Denim hot pants encased his sexy little ass and hungry pussy, leaving his long, smooth legs exposed.

With a feeling of horror, he reached up. Felt the large hoop earrings dangling from his ears. Pulled the baseball cap off his head and looked in disgust at the little Confederate flag emblazoned on it.   

No, he thought to himself. Please…

“Tiffany?”

With a soft moan, Dan turned and looked up as the door at the top of the stairs opened. Jack stood there with a concerned look on his face, his suit replaced by jeans and a t-shirt. A new tattoo crawling up his neck to his stubble. A new silver ring glinting on his finger.

No, she can’t…

“There you are, baby.” Jack broke into a big smile. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you. What say we finish up here and head home, yeah?”

As in a dream, Dan felt his new body give a coquettish smile and heard his female voice say “Sure thing honey.”

Inside his mind was reeling.

Baby? Honey? Home?!

He swallowed delicately, looked up at his smiling husband and tried to ignore the thrumming in his pussy.

It looked like not getting pregnant was going to be harder than he’d ever have imagined.








  
 





II

“Here ya go, baby.”

Jack turned off the ignition in the battered old pickup the spell had given him and nodded out the window with a smile. Dan followed his eye line and gave a whimper.

A long, silver trailer that had seen better days slumped under a tree, washing strung up outside. The windows were grimy, the doorstep scattered with leaves, old beer cans and remnants of a recent barbeque.

The witch had literally turned him into a trailer park girl. 

Jack – the new Jack, , who had tattoos and smelt like BO – leaned across him. At the closeness of his male body, Dan’s nipples instantly went hard. He quickly crossed his legs, ashamed at the moistness already spreading between the lips of his new pussy.

The last hour or so had been the strangest of Dan’s life. Seconds after leaving the café, he’d found himself walking hand-in-hand with his former workmate down main street, his new body approvingly noting the way other women watched his masculine husband pass with a trace of envy. 

Inside himself he cringed with shame. It had taken less than six minutes for him to go from a strongly heterosexual, middle-aged man to a horny young wife who wanted to show off her husband.

Unlike Dan, Jack didn’t seem to remember anything of their old lives. More to the point, neither did anyone else. As they walked past their office, arms wrapped round one another’s waists like lovebirds, Dan had stopped and peered in. Everything was exactly as he’d left it half an hour earlier. The same layout, the same faces. 

Well, almost the same. In the entrance, where his smiling male face had sat the previous three weeks under an ‘employee of the month’ sign, there was now nothing.

Their old lives had been completely scrubbed from history.

What kind of person can change the world like that? Dan had wondered with a shudder. 

But he’d had no time to think about it. Jack had given his ass a cheeky slap that made him give a surprised yelp and sent urgent cravings racing from his new pussy to his brain. 

Ever since, it had taken all of his self-control not to let Jack touch him. 

Horny as he was, it would only take one kiss, one quick grope and his stupid body would be begging Jack to fuck him. And that could only have one outcome.

He, Dan, employee of the month and red blooded male, would get pregnant.

Now, as they sat outside their trailer, he struggled furiously to control his fertile new body. 

One week, he thought, one week, one week…

But he already knew he wouldn’t make it. Jack turned to face him, a cocky smile on his lips. They were only inches apart, kissing close. Without even being aware he was doing it, Dan started to lean in.

Go on! His body screamed at him. Go on, let him fuck you! Let him fuck you and fuck you and fuck you until you’re full of sperm and your womb can’t take any more. Go on!

He could smell Jack’s breath, hot and sour. Feel the heat radiating off his skin. Almost taste his masculine sweat. Images filled his head. Jack unzipping his jeans. Jack snapping off his bra and squeezing his tits. Jack fucking his tight little pussy until he screamed in the back of their pickup. 

Abruptly, Dan pushed back, opened the door and leaped out. He landed awkwardly, nearly spraining his dainty new ankle, and set off for the trailer at a hurried pace, not even daring to look back.

Behind him he heard Jack give a confused cry.

“Tiffany, baby, wait!”

A door slammed and there were footsteps. Dan picked up his pace, practically running for the door.

Don’t let him touch me, he silently begged, oh God, please don’t let him touch me.

“Babe, what’s wrong?”

Dan clenched his eyes shut, blocking out Jack’s plaintive cries. Blocking out his body’s desperate need to turn around and collapse into its husband’s arms. If he could just get away…

Then he was through the door. Inside, the trailer was just as crammed and grotty as he’d expected. Ordinarily, comparing this squalid little hovel to his big suburban house would’ve made him scream, but Dan had no time to think. Scuttling as fast as Tiffany’s heel-clad feet would carry him, he dashed to the toilet, yanked open the door and jumped inside.

For a second, he caught the briefest glimpse of Jack, looking heartbreakingly handsome in his confusion, then he slammed the door shut and locked it. 

It was his only chance. Unless he wanted to get pregnant – and, horrifyingly, a large part of him wanted exactly that – he was going to have to keep a barrier between himself and Jack for the rest of the week. 

“Tiffany!” Jack was banging on the wall. “Baby, what’s wrong? Open up!”

“I can’t!” Dan shouted in his new, high-pitched voice. “I’m sorry honey, I just…”

“I can’t,” he finished, quietly. He gave a delicate sniff. With a jolt, he realized Tiffany was close to tears.

“Baby. Darlin’…” Jack’s voice floated through the thin walls, low, pained. If he wanted to, he could easily break down the door. But Dan knew Jack. He knew he wasn’t the type to do something like that, even in his new body.

 “Tiffany…” Jack’s masculine voice sent a shiver through him. “Baby, please come out.”

“No.” Dan’s new body was trembling now. Tears pricked at the corner of his eyes.

“No… I can’t. Please Jack, please leave me alone.”

The was silence. Hurt, confused. Then it came.

“I love you.” Jack said, quietly.

It was like all the pain and frustration of his new life found an outlet in those three simple words. No sooner had Jack said them than Dan was crying, Tiffany’s salty tears running down his cheeks. He tried to beg Jack to go away, to leave him alone, but nothing came out except delicate, girly sobs. 

Get a hold of yourself, Dan shouted in his mind. You’re a man, remember? Act like one!

It was no good. Instead he sank down onto the toilet, put his face in his hands and wept, wept like a silly little woman. For a long moment, Jack hovered outside, then there were footsteps, fading away. In the living room, a TV turned on.

Be strong, Dan urged himself. One week. One week like this and we can go back to being ourselves. You can do it!

But as he sat there, crying big, girly tears, his body desperate to feel its husband’s strong arms wrapped across its slender frame, he couldn’t help feeling that one week was a very long time indeed.  

∞ ∞ ∞

For the rest of the day, Dan kept himself locked away from his husband. If he stepped outside in this hormonal state, there was no way he’d be able to avoid makeup sex with Jack.

By the time night rolled round, he was cold, cramped, thirsty and miserable. At ten pm he heard the TV go off, then footsteps and the sound of Jack knocking on the door.

“Fuck off!” He yelled. “Fuck off and leave me alone!” 

There was another silence, then the sound of footsteps fading away towards the bedroom. He waited in the toilet another half hour, until he heard the sound of snoring, then quietly let himself out and lay down on the sofa. 

The moon was bright, its blue shadows making everything in the trailer look alien, unreal. Shivering, Dan pulled his knees up to his chest, not daring to take his clothes off. Not daring to run the risk of oversleeping and being caught by Jack with his pert new tits out. 

Then, feeling worse than he had in years, he drifted off into an uneasy sleep. 

That night, Dan dreamed he was being led through a jungle somewhere. There was a heavy iron hoop around his neck, and his hands were tied behind his back. A muscular black man was leading him by a chain, taking him somewhere. He was completely naked, and his breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision with each step he took. 

I’m having one of Tiffany’s dreams, he thought faintly. He didn’t know why, but the thought made him vaguely excited. 

At length, the strong black man led him into a clearing. In the middle lay a narrow iron bed, manacles attached to its foot and head. All round the edges stood a line of naked men, their thick, black cocks erect and pointing at the sky. 

“What is this?” Dan heard himself gasp in Tiffany’s voice.

A murmur passed through the crowd. The strong black man turned to face him, a faint smile dancing on his lips. 

“This?” He spread his arms, indicating the bed. “This is your new home. You’re to be left here, where any of us can use you. Any time, day or night, we shall come here and fuck you like the little slut you are.”

“No!” Dan shrieked. “You can’t…”

But he was already getting wet. The thought of these strong men using him as their plaything, as their sex slave made him desperately horny. 

“We can.” The man’s voice was firm. “And we will. We will fuck you until every man has left his sperm in you. And then…”

His lip curled contemptuously. 

“We will make sure you get pregnant.”

The thought alone was enough to make Tiffany’s pussy drenched. Dan trembled before the man’s gaze, desperate not to let it show how much he was enjoying himself. How much he was dying to be chained up and abused.

The man’s eyes drifted down his body, lingered on Dan’s breasts, on the nipples already hard as bullets. He smirked.

“And once you have your child, we shall make you pregnant all over again.” He said. “Do you understand, woman? You exist only to be a mother. To get fucked and give birth. That is all you are good for. Understand?”

“Yes.” Dan nodded. His lips were dry. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest. 

“Good.” The man sneered at him. “In that case…”

He turned to the waiting crowd, all watching Dan with their cocks clasped in their hands. All ready to fuck him at a moment’s notice. The man raised his hands.

“Let the impregnation begin!” 

There was a roar and the next thing Dan knew he was lying on the bed, bucking and moaning as strong man after strong man rudely pushed his legs apart and thrust deep into him. Sobbing with happiness as his pussy drank in more and more sperm until his womb was drenched in come. Until he was sure he was pregnant. 

At one point he looked up through his pleasure-fogged eyes and was surprised to see Jack towering over him, his naked torso glistening with sweat.

“Jack…?” He whispered dreamily.

“It’s going to be ours,” his husband replied, smiling. “Dan, it’s going to be our baby.”

Then he yanked Dan’s legs apart and fucked his pussy till he screamed.

∞ ∞ ∞

Dan opened his eyes. It was early morning and the trailer was doused in weak sunlight. Nervously, he put one hand down to his crotch.

He was drenched. 

For a second, he thought about sliding a finger in and frigging himself to climax. But Tiffany’s body had other ideas. It wasn’t a finger it wanted, but something more.

Slowly, as if he was still dreaming, Dan stood up. He yanked his top off over his head, cast it to one side. Then he undid the clasp on his bra strap and pulled it off over his shoulders, enjoying the way his large breasts dangled from his female frame. He yanked off his hot pants, pulled down his panties then tiptoed naked to the bedroom door.

Jack was asleep when he peered inside, his naked torso strong and muscular in the early morning light. There was a huge bulge in his underpants where his erection strained against the fabric. 

Dan bit his lower lip, eased the door closed. Then he crossed to their narrow bed, threw back the sheets and crawled in next to his husband. 

Jack woke up, looked at him with bleary eyes. Dan smiled apologetically, pressed his . female body hard against his strong frame.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I’m so sorry. I don’t want to fight. I want…”

He paused, unable to believe he was about to say this. Deep down inside, some old part of him screamed, tried to make him stop, tried to make him leap out of bed and go running back to the toilet and lock himself in. But he ignored it. He smiled at his husband.

“I want your babies.” He purred. 

For a second, Jack looked confused. Then his sleepy face split into a wide grin. Carefully, he put a hand down to Dan’s crotch, rubbed a finger in his wetness. Dan closed his eyes and gave a loud, female groan. 

“In that case…” Jack’s lips were inches from his. “In that case, I guess we’d better do something about it right now.”

Then they were kissing and Jack’s tongue was swirling around inside Dan’s mouth, making his pussy scream with desire. And then he was on top of him and Dan could feel Jack’s big, fat dick pressing against the entrance to his pussy. 

He had just enough time to wonder if this was a good idea, if he was doing the right thing, and then Jack slid inside him and they were fucking for the first time. They fucked so long and so hard that by the end Dan was moaning loudly with pleasure, not caring who heard him. Not caring about anything but enjoying his husband’s enormous cock.

When it was over, Dan lay on his back and subconsciously curled his legs up against his chest, easing the passage of Jack’s sperm into his womb. Then he closed his eyes and smiled.

He couldn’t wait to become a mommy.








  
 





III

The next week was the craziest – and probably the best – of Dan’s entire life.

After his dream and his morning fuck with Jack, it was like a switch had been thrown in his brain. Now it was too late to wonder what Dan the middle-aged salesman wanted. Now it was too late to do anything but keep going until Tiffany’s body got what it had desired all along.

To get heavily pregnant with as many children as possible. 

For seven whole days, they barely left their trailer. Barely did anything but fuck and fuck until Dan realized he’d had more sex in a week as Tiffany than he had in his entire lifetime as a man. 

Every morning he’d wake up, clutched to Jack’s chest, his pussy drenched from dreams of being forcibly impregnated by strong black men. Then he’d reach out and clasp his husband’s dick, and seconds later Jack would be on top of him, his strong, hairy chest pressed tight against Dan’s pert new breasts.

Their first screw over, they’d move into the main part of the trailer, where Dan would make breakfast for his man and tidy up from the night before. Once Jack was fed, he’d pull Dan close to him and then they’d be fucking again, Dan stood up at the counter while Jack drilled into him from behind, watching his girly reflection in the window with secret delight.

Tiffany’s body was incredible. The way her pussy went wet at the mere sight of Jack’s cock. The way the walls never got sore no matter how often they screwed. The way her womb seemed to gobble Jack’s sperm, holding it all in to fertilize his eggs as thoroughly as possible. 

Whenever Dan had a moment to himself – which wasn’t often – he’d examine his new body with amazement. It was like he’d been changed into a perfect birthing machine; a female body designed to get pregnant as quickly as possible then keep its man close. 

During these moments, he’d find himself idly letting one of Tiffany’s hands trace circles round his belly, already feeling for the kid he knew would emerge there soon. Deep inside, he could still feel part of himself sobbing in horror, raging to be let out of this nightmare, to be a man again. 

But it was too late. He was the most-fertile woman to have ever existed. He’d had unprotected sex more than fifty times with his husband. Barring some miracle, he was undoubtedly pregnant. 

And that meant he would stay in this body forever.

On the anniversary of his first week as Tiffany, he finally got the confirmation he was waiting for.

He’d been nervous going to bed that night, strangely worried that he’d wake up back in his male body, the spell broken. 

In the night, his dreams were more-lurid than ever. He dreamed he was still tied to the bed in the clearing, only now he was heavily, visibly pregnant.

Where his belly had been flat only a week before, it was now swollen to enormous size; a flesh-colored dome rising in the middle of his vision. His breasts were heavy and full of milk, the nipples already leaking. 

As Dan lay there, he felt the baby shift inside him, kicking against the walls of his womb. It wasn’t long now. He was scared, scared of the pain, of the blood that would accompany the birth. But he was also excited. He couldn’t wait to hold his baby in his arms, to clutch her tiny head to his pendulous breasts and feel her bite and suck until his nipples were raw. 

Then the baby had given a kick that sent a wave of nausea running through him, and next thing Dan knew he was awake and blearily running for the toilet. He only just made it, retching into the bowl with loud coughing noises, his long blonde hair falling over his forehead, obscuring his vision. 

I’ve got morning sickness, he thought dully as he flushed the toilet. That was fast.

Then he reached out and touched Tiffany’s stomach, dreamily picturing how it would look in nine months’ time. 

There was a knock at the door and he looked up to see Jack standing over him, a concerned look on his face.

No, that wasn’t quite right. It was a look of concern, but also of something deeper, something more fundamental. 

The overawed look of a father to be.

“Are you OK?” Dan’s husband asked tenderly. 

Dan gave him a reassuring smile. A smile that told him not to worry, that the spell was set now, and he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Never better,” he said, Tiffany’s hand still resting on his soft stomach. And he realized he really meant it. 

∞ ∞ ∞

In the end, Dan didn’t have to wait nine months. 

Within days of his first bout of morning sickness, his breasts had started to become fuller, the nipples darker. They seemed permanently sore and permanently erect, like he’d had extremely rough sex the night before. They also tingled slightly, a faint, prickling sensation that both unnerved him and made him feel weirdly pleased. 

Not long after, he began to notice his belly swelling. Within six weeks of his transformation, he’d developed a tiny, visible bump. 

At first it made him uneasy. Standing naked before their bathroom mirror, he’d been shocked at how essentially female his body now was. Clasping the bump tenderly with one hand, he realized he was no longer Dan, looking at Tiffany and trying to adjust to the forced changes. He was Tiffany.

He would be silly, trashy, sexy, pregnant Tiffany for the rest of his life.

“So,” he whispered to himself in his soft, female voice, “what are you going to do about it?” 

He waited for the Dan part of his brain to answer. The rapidly-shrinking part that had cursed his pregnancy, his husband, his stupid, horny body. Waited for it to cry and rage as it so often had.

But this time, there was nothing. 

The old Dan was gone.

The thought made goose bumps creep over Dan’s flesh. He smiled at Tiffany in the mirror.

“Good.” He murmured. “I always hated that guy.”

About two days after the mirror incident, Dan woke up to find his chest wet and the bedsheets damp. With a feeling of embarrassment, he realized his nipples were already lactating. A weak, milk-like substance was dribbling out the end, as his body prepared itself for breastfeeding. 

After that, he had to start wearing little absorbent pads in his bra that irritated his nipples no end. As he walked around their little trailer park, dropping off the trash or going to call on one of the neighbors he’d made friends with, he constantly worried that the milk might seep through and stain his top. 

For some reason, the idea of being seen like that made his cheeks flush red with humiliation. 

By the time he’d been stuck in Tiffany’s body for three months, his pregnancy was impossible to deny. Anyone who saw him would know instantly this was a woman with a baby inside her. A new mommy, preparing for the greatest day of her life. 

When Jack came home from work now – not his old job, but a new one the spell had given him as an auto-mechanic – he’d crouch down on his knees before his wife and put an ear to her belly, as if listening for a message from their unborn child. Then he’d turn and give Dan a smile that just made his heart melt.

“Our baby,” he’d whisper.

When that happened, Dan would find himself quietly thinking how glad he was that he’d bumped into that vengeful witch. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Four months into his new life, Dan found himself wandering round Walmart with his husband, wondering how he’d gotten this pregnant. 

His belly was enormous. A great, sagging thing that hung from his tiny frame and made walking next to impossible. His boobs had swollen to gargantuan size. Tiffany’s close-cropped tops barely fit anymore, so he now always had a ton of flesh on display.

“How about this one?” Jack held up a cute little green baby suit.

Dan shook his head, his blonde curls flicking in the corner of his vision.

“Nuh-uh.” He said. “I want my little girl in pink.”  

Jack rolled his eyes, but diligently put the clothes back and started searching for something more girly. 

Dan carefully lowered himself down onto a little bench, desperate to get the enormous weight off his tired feet.

One good thing he’d discovered about being a pregnant woman was how people treated him. Everywhere he went, doors were held open. Strangers gave up their seats. Even the sort of people who’d never usually look twice at Tiffany – the sort of person he used to be – treated him now with a kind of cautious kindness, like they were worried he might break.

Dan placed a careful hand on Tiffany’s belly, feeling its warmth. Jack, too, was starting to treat him like a glass object. In the evenings, he’d make supper while Dan lay on the bed, trying to ignore the tenderness of his swollen breasts. 

Deep down, part of him dearly missed playing the housewife. But he was far too gone to do the cleaning and cooking himself. 

Besides, he kind of liked being treated like a mommy.

“Here we go.” 

Dan looked up to see Jack holding a pink little baby outfit decorated with stars and rainbows. He gave a tired smile.

“Baby, that’s perfect.”

“In the sale,” Jack looked proud of himself. “Ten dollars off.”

This was the biggest downside of their new lives. From having savings and a disposable income, Dan had dropped to having next to nothing at all. Jack’s work barely brought in enough to cover their bills. Stuff like baby clothes was an additional expense.

And it’s not like Dan could go out to work looking like this.

“I’ve been thinking,” Jack said after a pause. “Sure you don’t want…?”

“No.” Dan said, forcefully. He knew what Jack was going to say.

“Tiffany, baby,” Jack pleaded, “it’s safer, and with our insurance, I don’t know if-” 

“We’ll make it work.” Dan didn’t want to have this conversation again. As far as he was concerned, the matter was settled.

“I’m having a homebirth,” he said, firmly. “No drugs, no doctors.”

He looked down at his belly again. Thought of the unseen baby growing inside him, of how Tiffany’s body had been longing for this moment ever since his transformation. 

“I want to feel it,” he whispered.

Jack looked uneasy. Dan could tell he was already picturing the blood, the pain, the cost of the midwife if their insurance couldn’t cover it. He didn’t care. He’d decided long ago this was important to him.

He was going to be awake when he became a mommy. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Two days later, it happened.

Dan was returning from the 7-11, a plastic bag containing a six pack of beer swinging from his hands and a foul expression on his face. 

He’d been in a bad mood all day. The pregnancy was screwing Tiffany’s body up no end. He was having trouble holding his pee in, and since the early hours he’d been getting faint pains in his vagina that made sleep impossible. To top it all off, his belly button was now poking out, making his stretched stomach look like some kind of alien.

He stopped and leaned against a brick wall, breathing hard. He was out of breath all the time, and even this short walk felt impossible. He’d gone to pick up some beer as a treat for Jack, but now he was starting to wish he’d never left the comfort of their trailer.

As he stood there, drinking great big gulps of air, Dan felt a strange popping sensation deep inside him. Moments later, he felt something wet dribbling down his leg.

With a feeling of utter embarrassment he moaned out loud. He’d peed himself again, and this time he’d done it in public. He was so humiliated, so angry with his stupid female body, so worried someone might see…

And then he realized the fluid running down the inside of his leg wasn’t pee.

His water had just broke. 

With a feeling somewhere between terror and jubilation, Dan pulled his smartphone out with shaking hands and called Jack.

“Honey,” he said when his husband picked up. “You gotta come get me.”

He glanced down at the wet patch on his legs, his heart pounding in his swollen chest.

“It’s started.”






  
 





IV

That night was the greatest, most-painful night of Dan’s life.

He lay on his back on their narrow bed, struggling to control his ragged breathing, his female body hidden only by a loose pink dressing gown. His smooth legs were spread wide. A midwife knelt before him, her face practically in his pussy as cramps tore through his stomach, making him scream in agony. 

The pain was incredible. It was like nothing Dan had ever experienced as a man, even when he splintered his leg playing high school football. 

Each new contraction felt like someone had put his insides in a vice and was twisting it closed. Before he’d even reached 10 centimetres he was in tears, his body slick with sweat as it tried to cope with this unendurable agony.

Stupidly, he’d assumed his magical body would be as good at giving birth as it was at getting pregnant. He’d never expected the experience to be painless, but he’d never imagined it would be like this.

His back and thighs both hurt horrendously. There was an impossible feeling of pressure, like something was about to explode out of him, something the size of a freight train. A burning sensation radiated through his vagina. All Dan wanted to do was scream and scream until he passed out from the pain. 

But he couldn’t. Not when he had work to do. He held onto the midwife’s calm voice like a drowning man clasping a life raft, following her instructions to breathe. 

At some point, he got an overwhelming urge to push, and when the midwife told him not yet, he nearly burst into fresh tears.

Holding it back was impossible. It was like holding the Earth in place, or stopping an avalanche with his bare hands. It was building up in him, shoving against him, causing Tiffany’s body to feel like it would split into a million pieces…

“And push,” said the midwife, firmly.

And then Dan was pushing. Pushing and screaming as his baby made its way out of him, out into the real world.

The pain came in waves, building up and up and up then crashing down on him with such force he thought he might lose consciousness. 

In the depths of his pain-fogged mind, he was vaguely aware that Jack was clasping his hand. That his big, strong, handsome husband was there, trying to make sure he was OK. 

But mostly, he thought only of the pain. 

It radiated out from his crotch, rolling across him in waves. It was rude too, forcibly reminding him of his transformation. As he clutched Jack’s hand and screamed through gritted teeth, Dan just had time to marvel that no other man on Earth would ever get to feel this female. 

He was his female body. His swollen, pregnant, girly female body.

And he was giving birth.

“And push.”

At long last, he felt it happen. Felt the head emerge from his birth canal, straining the walls of his pussy. Saw the expression change on Jack’s face. Heard the distant cries.

The pain peaked one last time, a final tsunami wave that nearly made him black out. Then it was over. In a daze he fell back on the bed, his long blonde hair plastered to his face with sweat, marvelling at his body, at what it was capable of. 

Then the midwife was putting something into his hands. A little wrapped up bundle with two tiny heads poking out, features still pink and pinched.

He’d given birth to twins. 

“Congratulations, ma’am,” the midwife smiled at him. “You’re officially a mommy.”

At that moment, the pain disappeared. In its place came a warm, fuzzy feeling that completely enveloped Dan. It was like the calm, sleepy feeling you get after sex, only a hundred times better.

He clutched his two little girls to his swollen chest. He couldn’t wait to feed them, couldn’t wait to feel them sucking on his nipples, drinking the milk he’d been storing up for them for four whole months. Couldn’t wait to feed them and nurse them and be the best damn mother in the world.

He felt the bed bow gently beside him as Jack lowered his strong, masculine frame down onto it. Dan smiled up at his husband and was shocked to see his eyes were slightly wet.

Jack had been crying. 

“There we are,” Jack whispered, looking at their new born girls. 

He turned to Dan, a faint smile on his face.

“What do you think?”

For a long time, Dan didn’t know what to say. He thought vaguely about his old life, his life before he became Tiffany. Working in the sales department, living in his big, empty old house. Of the weekends he spent moping around on his own, of how his sister was the only woman he ever saw these days. 

And then he thought of his new life in the trailer park. Of the beautiful daughters he’d just given birth to. Of his strong, wonderful husband. Of how incredible it had felt to be pregnant.

“I think…” Dan wet his lips. Then he shot Jack a giddy, mischievous smile. 

“I think,” he said, “that I can’t wait to have another.”

∞ ∞ ∞

Five months later, Dan sat at a table in a café, a magazine open idly before him as he breastfed Crystal. 

They’d come into town so Dan could get a change of scenery. Less than a fortnight after giving birth, he and Jack had put the kids to bed then spent the evening fucking wildly on the sofa. 

He’d been amazed at how quickly his body recovered from its labor. The walls of his vagina had magically tightened themselves the day after Crystal and Amber were born. Within a week, his stomach had dropped to its normal size again. 

Ten days after, his body almost looked like it had before he got pregnant. The only difference was his breasts were still swollen and sore with milk, all the better to feed his daughters with.

It was at this point that his cravings had kicked in again.

“Oww!” Dan gave a little gasp as Crystal bit down too hard on his nipple, sending a little dart of pain through his chest. 

“Careful,” he whispered to her, only half-joking. Unsurprisingly, the baby paid him no mind. In the carriage beside their table, Amber lay in peaceful silence.

He turned over the page in his magazine, reading it but not taking it in. It was one of those ‘women’s magazines’ with a trashy, one-word title. Filled with bright colors and pictures of celebs. As a man, he used to hate this garbage. Now, though, he went out of his way to buy them. 

It had been on his 11th night as a mother that Dan had had that dream again. 

He’d lain down on the sofa after an exhausting day looking after the kids, hoping to catch 20 minutes’ shuteye. The moment he closed his eyes, he was back in the clearing again, the strong black man looking down at him.

“Good work,” the man said. “You did very good. But you know…?”

Here he’d smiled impishly.

“You have a body made for birthing. You gave birth once, that’s very good, but now…”

He straightened up. 

“We have to make you pregnant all over again. Understand?”

Weakly, Dan had nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, please.” He’d whispered.

“Good.” The man had smiled. “You were made to be a mother. For the rest of your life, we shall keep fucking you and fucking you until you have given birth to hundreds of children.”

Then the man had grabbed Dan’s smooth, female legs and yanked them apart and fucked his pussy till he screamed.

When he’d finally woken up, it’d been to the sound of Amber crying, and a single desire, pulsing deep within his extremely fertile body.

He had to get pregnant again.

Now here he was, his belly swollen back up. His womb filled with Jack’s offspring. He was five months gone with his new child (or maybe children), feeling happier than he ever had in his life. 

“Hey.”

Dan looked up. Across the table, a girl with close-cropped dark hair and arm tattoos was watching him, a book open before her. 

Dan frowned. She looked familiar, somehow. Like he’d seen her someplace before.

“Don’t remember me?” Asked the girl. “I didn’t think you would. The spell works on your memory, too.”

She casually took a sip of her coffee.

“In a little while you’ll probably forget you were ever even male.”

“Do I know you?” Dan asked, frostily. He didn’t know what this weirdo girl was up to, but he didn’t appreciate her calling him a man. 

“No, you don’t.” The girl smiled at him, evidently pleased about something. 

“Look,” she said, “I just wanted to say… I just wanted to say congratulations.”

She nodded at Crystal, still hungrily sucking on Dan’s exposed nipple.

“Your kids are beautiful. And I think…” the girl’s eyes twinkled, “I think you’re gonna be one heck of a mother.”

“Thanks, honey,” Dan said, taken aback. Then he smiled too.

“I hope so.” 

“You better.” The girl nodded. “Trust me. You’re gonna have a lot of kids.”

Then she was standing up, tucking her big old book under one arm and clasping her coffee in the other.

“Anyway, I gotta go meet my baby, he’s out somewhere with my lil’ gal.” She turned to go, then stopped and looked back at Dan, smiling mysteriously.

“What’s your name?”

“Tiffany.”

“Well, Tiffany, I think I made the right choice with you.”

Then she was gone, vanishing into the afternoon sunlight. 

For a second, Tiffany stared after her, wondering who that strange girl was. Then she mentally shrugged to herself and turned back to her magazine. 

Her nipple ached dully as Crystal sucked away, drinking the milk Tiffany had stored for her in her vast, pendulous breasts all these months. Inside her belly, she thought she felt something moving.

Baby’s kicking, she thought, vaguely.

It would be a boy this time, she knew it. Placing one hand tenderly on her belly, she wondered what to call it.

“Dan’s a good name,” she whispered to herself, without being quite sure why. “I think I’ll call him Dan.”

Then she leaned back in her chair and turned to watch Jack approaching from across the parking lot, a dreamy smile on her face.

They were young. They were in love. 

And Tiffany was going to spend the rest of her life getting pregnant with his babies. 

The End.

Like tales of strong men forced to become heavily pregnant young mommies? You’ll love my trilogy of male-pregnancy themed tales: Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant. 






 
   

  
 

 Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife 


Prologue

“Fuck me, that was good.”

Becca turned and grinned at the sound of Karl’s voice, dropping him a flirty wink. Even now, as she slipped into her concealing work clothes, Karl couldn’t help but thinking she was the hottest piece of ass he had ever tapped. 

“You weren’t so bad yourself,” she replied, casually stepping into her high-heeled shoes. 

Look at those legs, Karl thought, his mind still fogged by a post-fuck haze. 

In all his life, he’d never had sex as good as he had with Becca. The dark-haired girl before him was like something else in the sack; like a robot programmed for maximum pleasure. Her great big boobies drove Karl wild. Her pussy was so tight it made him feel like his cock would explode. And what she could do with her mouth…

Well, let’s just say that the mere thought of it had Karl’s member jutting back up and ready for action. 

“Hey. C’mere.” 

Obediently Becca turned and gave Karl a pouting look, then stalked slowly over to him, her hips curling and her eyes alive with mischief. She sank down onto the soft hotel bed and ran a delicate hand through Karl’s thick hair. 

“Did you want something, master?”

Karl grinned. He’d never banged a chick into domination before and he was loving it. 

“How long till work?”

He let one of his fingers absently coil through his lover’s dark hair, studying her brown eyes. He could tell she was weighing her options up. Knowing she’d get chewed out if she left too late.

But also knowing that Karl could work wonders with his cock. 

“Twenty minutes,” she said at last, smiling at him. “But not a second more, got that, Casanova?” 

“Twenty minutes…?” Karl let the figure roll round on his tongue, pretending to think. “Gee, that sure is a long time.”

He leaned forward, his lips almost brushing Becca’s ear.

“Just long enough for you to suck your master’s cock,” he whispered. 

A cheeky look came into Becca’s eye. She nodded  gently then turned to him with a deliberately overdone, servile expression.

“Your wish,” she murmured. “Is my command.”

Then she was making her way down Karl’s strong body, kissing his chest, his stomach; before finally burying her beautiful face between his legs and sucking.

Sweet Jesus, Karl thought as he gave a silent gasp, this is the life.

When he was with Becca, he was happier than he’d ever been. She was the perfect woman. A dark, olive-skinned beauty who obeyed his every whim (like a woman should, thought Karl). She was the girl of his dreams. The woman he wanted to marry.

There was only one problem with that. 

“Christ,” Karl muttered, staring up at the plain white ceiling, “you’re so good at sucking dick.”

In response, Becca pulled his member out her mouth and swirled her tongue round the rim, making him close his eyes and groan. He didn’t look down at her dainty hand clasped round his thick shaft.

He didn’t want to see her wedding ring.

He didn’t want to think about who she was married to. 

As he got his dick sucked by his mistress, Karl tried not to think about Ben. Tall, handsome Ben with his strong arms and gentle smile. Poor, gullible Ben with his dashing stubble and trusting nature. 

Poor, betrayed Ben with a best friend who was screwing his wife. 

“Oh God, that’s it!” Karl suddenly groaned. “That’s it bitch, suck!”

Seconds later, he was lying back with a wide grin, watching as Becca primly made her way to the bathroom to spit out his cum. Deep down, he’d rather she’d swallow it, but he knew most chicks didn’t enjoy that.

Especially those as classy as Becca. 

As he listed to Becca politely spit and gargle some mouthwash, he found his mind turning back to Ben. Wondering if Becca swallowed for him. 

Wondering if he suspected what his wife and best friend did during every lunch break. 

The worst part was, Ben knew Karl was screwing around. He’d seen a lipstick smear on his collar one afternoon and Karl had been forced to improvise a story about some secretary he was screwing. Now, whenever he came back from one of his trysts, he’d have to give his best friend a high-five and talk about how good his imaginary secretary was.

Poor, dumb bastard…

Karl  sat up as Becca made her way back inside the bedroom. Now wasn’t the time to be worrying about Ben.

“I’ve been thinking,” Becca said, “ we should take a vacation together, me and you. Somewhere tropical. Somewhere hot.”

Karl smiled up at his supermodel mistress.

“I’ve always wanted to see you in a bikini,” he grinned. “I bet your ass looks great in a thong.”

“And I bet you,” murmured Becca, “look dashing in Speedos.”

Karl casually reached up and started absently stroking her pussy. The thin weave of her panties felt good against his strong, masculine hands. He could tell from her expression it felt good for Becca, too. 

“When?” He asked.

“As soon as possible,” Becca gave him a hungry look. “Next week. Ben knows I’ve got some time off. I’ll just tell him I spontaneously decided to visit my Dad in Panama. What’s wrong?”

At the words ‘next week’, Karl had felt himself freeze. An image rose in his mind, an image of Ben, three weeks ago, confiding in him.

“It’s a surprise,” Ben had whispered, holding up the cruise pamphlet, “I know Becca’s got some time off coming up so I went ahead and booked it. Thought it might rekindle the romance.”

“Are you OK?” Becca was looking at him with concern now. “Karl? If you can’t make it, we can always do it some other-”

“No, I can do it.” Karl suddenly blurted out. He fixed Becca with a winning smile.

“Anything to spend a week in some tropical paradise with my babe.” 

A look of quiet delight stole in Becca’s brown eyes. Then she was leaning down and the two of them were kissing, kissing like they were teenagers about to fuck for the very first time. 

It was only much later, when he was trapped in a gorgeous dress and lacy panties, his male body long gone, that Karl began to wish he’d never agreed to Becca’s stupid vacation.








  
 





I

The morning of the flight, Karl awoke at six am in strangely high spirits. Strange because he’d spent the whole of the previous night comforting Ben at the bar.

Ben had been devastated to discover Becca wanted nothing to do with his romantic cruise. 

“I really thought this would do it,” he’d mumbled over the beer clasped in his strong hands, while Karl nodded sympathetically. “It’s no secret things haven’t been great. But I just thought…”

“I thought maybe it was just a work thing,” he’d said, his voice filled with despair. “It started six months ago, when she got this new project. Before that, we were so good together. We really were. And now, suddenly…”

He hadn’t finished, instead taking a swig of his beer as Karl kept silent. He’d known exactly what had gone wrong. 

After all, it was only six months ago he and Becca had had their first drunken fuck in the bathroom at Jo’s dinner party. Bodies pressed together, their arousal heightened even further knowing Ben was downstairs and didn’t suspect a thing. 

Today, though, all the guilt seemed to have sloughed off. As Karl made his way into his apartment kitchen clad only in his boxers, stretching as he went, he decided that if he felt this good, then what he was doing couldn’t be wrong. 

That’s life, he thought happily as he grabbed a carton of orange from the fridge. If Ben can’t satisfy a girl like Becca, he doesn’t deserve her. 

He was so surprised when he turned around and saw the woman that he almost dropped his juice.

She was both gorgeous and utterly ridiculous all at once. A pair of sly green eyes peeked out from a bronze face. Long black hair tumbled over a pair of enormous breasts, hidden away in a little gold bikini. Her bare legs were long and slender, her shapely ass concealed only by a flap of white fabric. She lounged across Karl’s leather sofa, looking like a Queen from ancient Egypt.

She was handsome. She was perfect.

And she was somehow in Karl’s apartment. 

“So,” the mystery woman purred with a voice like honey, “you’re the one I need to see.”

Karl’s mouth dropped open. He gazed at this strange, sexy, impossible woman.

What the hell, he wondered, is this crazy bitch doing in my apartment?

“I can see you’re a man of many words,” the woman raised an eyebrow at him, a smile tugging at the corners of her red lips. “Allow me to introduce myself, then. My name is Ginny…”

She gave a flourish.

“And I’m a genie.”

In the silence that followed, Karl wondered if maybe he should just crawl back into bed and accept this was a dream. 

“A genie.” He said at long last. “In my apartment.”

Ginny nodded approvingly. 

“My we are quick, aren’t we? Yes, I’m a genie, dear, and I’m here to change your life.” 

“Look,” Karl said, allowing a hint of menace to enter his voice “I don’t know who you are or how you got in here…”

“Ginny. And magic.” Ginny frowned at him. “Do I really have to go over it all again?” 

She sighed at his blank expression. 

“Oh, fine, let’s get it over with, shall we?”

And she pointed her finger at Karl with a mischievous smile. 

What’s she-? Karl had time to think, and then his mind went a horrifying, awful blank. 

Where the orange juice carton had been only a second before, there was now a snake. A long, deadly, yellow thing, coiling round his wrist. Its awful eyes looked deep into Karl’s, its forked tongue licking over its lips. 

It felt cold to his touch, leathery. It was all he could do to keep from screaming out loud. 

“Genie. Magic. Get it?” 

Karl nodded wildly. Anything to get this snake off his arm! 

“Good. Now, enough of the party tricks,” Ginny clicked her fingers and the snake turned back into an orange juice carton, “let’s get down to business.”

She fixed Karl with a level gaze.

“I’m here because someone you know has made a wish, or rather a series of wishes that impact you directly. A series of rather muddled wishes that I’m having to sort through, understand?”

Karl’s head was spinning. He gaped at the strange woman, unable to believe any of this was really happening.

I hope this is a dream…

“I’m going to ignore that dopey look on your face and pretend you said yes.” Ginny frowned at him. “Do you know Ben?”

“Yes!” Karl shouted, glad to have something he could finally cling onto. “He’s my… my best friend.”

Ginny raised an eyebrow.

“Someone should probably tell him that,” she drawled. “As far as I could make out, he sure as hell doesn’t like you.”

A trickle of ice was making its way up Karl’s spine.

“What do you mean?” He whispered.

“Look,” Ginny sighed, “it’s simple. A few weeks ago, your friend Ben bought my lamp off a girl called Brittany after she put it for sale on eBay. He wanted to give his antique-loving wife something special and Brittany thought that was the nicest thing she’d ever heard.”

She paused.

“You do know Rebecca likes antiques, right? I only ask as you’re meant to be her lover.”

Karl nodded automatically. He’d had no idea Becca was into antiques, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to give this… this witch the satisfaction of knowing that.

“Good.” Ginny continued, “only my lamp never got to Rebecca. Last night Ben got home drunk and they had a blazing row about something or other. Sounded to me like she was cheating on him, as you’re probably aware, and that she wouldn’t go on vacation with him.”

“Anyway, the upshot is that Ben grabbed my lamp and made some, shall we say, ill-advised wishes, and now I’m having to sort them all out.”

“What does that have to do with me?” Karl asked, his head thick with worry.

“Well, Ben’s first wish was that he’d never have to see Rebecca ever again. His second wish was that ‘the bastard’ who was sleeping with her would get everything he deserved.”

She let her words hang in the air, smirking at Karl.

“And his third wish was that all this had never happened and he still had his ‘beautiful wife’ and that they’d go on vacation together and fall in love and everything’d be fine and yada, yada, yada. Tricky, huh?”

“What do you mean,” Karl whispered, “everything I deserve?”

“We’ll come to that.” Ginny gave him a frank look. “Here’s my problem. I have to grant people’s wishes, got that? I don’t have any choice in the matter. But I do have leeway to interpret them as I see fit. Ben’s first wish was pretty simple. I just clicked my fingers and sent Rebecca to live out the rest of her life with her father in Panama. Nice and easy, Ben will never see her again.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Only, his third wish kind of contradicted that. How can I possibly make sure his wife both spends the rest of her life apart from him, and comes back and remains married to him? Tricky, isn’t it?”

Karl nodded. There was something about the way Ginny was looking at him that he didn’t like.

It was almost as if she had a nasty surprise in store for him.

“But then it hit me. Why not use his second wish to solve the problem?” Ginny gave him a slow, dangerous smile. “‘Everything he deserves’ is pretty… nebulous after all. At first I thought I’d turn you into a pig just for a laugh, but then I had a better idea.”

Her smile was savage now.

“What could be a better punishment for a man who wrecks a relationship than to spend the rest of his life trapped in that relationship? What better way to teach a cheat a lesson than to make him into a cuckolded spouse?”

Karl’s lips were dry. The blood pounded in his ears. 

“What do you mean?” He whispered.

“I mean,” Ginny giggled. “Ben wants a wife? Then I think I’ve found the perfect wife for him.”

And she clicked her fingers.

For a long moment the two simply stared at each other, Karl frozen by the fridge, Ginny watching him impassively from the sofa. 

Finally, Karl let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding.

“That’s it,” he said firmly, “I’ve got a vacation to pack for. Either you leave now or I’m calling the-”  

Across the room, Ginny laughed out loud as he broke off in horror. 

“You’ve got a vacation coming up alright,” the genie smiled, “but I think you’ll be packing very different clothes to the ones you were expecting!”

Karl was shrinking. The walls of his apartment rose up as his body shed inches at a dizzying speed. 

“Stop!” He yelled, pointing a furious finger at Ginny. “You… you witch! I order you to-!”

Then he saw it.

His finger was changing. Where it had once been thick and strong, it was now slender and dainty. As Karl watched in fright, the nail began to extend outwards, away from his hand, turning a lurid red.  

“Oh my,” whispered Ginny, “I think I’m in for a treat with this one.”

The rest of Karl’s body was starting to alter now, his flesh rippling and warping like clay in the hands of an invisible sculptor. 

His muscular pecs lost their definition, sinking back into his body and becoming flabby. The short, dark hairs coiled across his chest sucked back inside his skin, leaving a smooth surface. 

As Karl stared at his torso in horror, his pecs began to re-inflate, filling with fatty tissue. They grew bigger and firmer, blowing up like a pair of balloons, until Karl was the proud owner of a pair of ripe, firm breasts.

“Please!” He begged, “please, make it stop!”

“I can’t,” Ginny retorted, “not unless my owner makes a wish.” 

She smiled savagely.

“And since he’s already used his three wishes up, I’d say there’s zero chance of that happening.”

There was a grinding sensation and Karl’s shoulders tugged in toward his neck, losing their masculine broadness. At the same time his hips pushed outwards, away from his groin, giving him a sensual, curvy hourglass figure. 

A strange, tickling sensation passed through Karl’s torso. All the fat that had accumulated round his belly over the years – the result of a few too many beers and not enough gym – dribbled away, leaving him with a flat stomach. The old belly fat ran down to his hips, disappeared under his skin, then suddenly Karl’s ass jumped outward, filling out and becoming pert and smooth. 

Karl clasped it in his newly-dainty hands, marveling in horror at how firm and womanly it felt. He craned over his shoulder, and saw that his bottom now poked out in a way it never had before, straining at the fabric of his boxers. 

“Wow,” he dimly heard Ginny giggle, “that’s one sexy little tush you’ve got there, girl!”

But I’m not a-! Karl thought to himself, but it was too late.

No sooner had Ginny said the word ‘girl’ than Karl’s cock began to tremble. He just had time to let out a horrified moan and then it shot back into his body, dragging his balls with it. 

With panicked movements, Karl yanked down his boxers and stared at the strange, smooth space between his legs. There was a sound like Velcro ripping, and a vertical slit opened up, the skin forming into plump lips dangling either side of a moist little hole. 

His mind numb with wonder, Karl gently brushed his brand new pussy with one of his long, red fingernails. It trembled to his touch, making little sparks of pleasure shoot through his body.

“Not long now!” Ginny called.

The changes were coming faster now. Karl’s legs lost their beefy male muscles, becoming long and slender and smooth. His feet shrank to about half their size, his toenails turning a painted red. His arms narrowed, his wrists got smaller, and suddenly Karl had a perfectly female body.

Frightened, Karl turned and looked into the faintly-reflective glass surface of his oven. For a second, he saw himself as an awful grotesque; his own masculine head gaping above a curvy, female body. 

Then the final part of Ben’s wish began. 

There was a feeling like giant, invisible hands were molding Karl’s face. As he whimpered in fright, bits squashed in, other bits rearranged and his features began to change. 

His masculine jawline lost its definition, becoming soft and round. His lips plumped up, his nose got smaller, and his eyes became wider and decorated with fluttering eyelashes. A tingling ran through his scalp and long, dark hair tumbled across his bare shoulders like a waterfall, hanging in cute curls above his big new boobies. 

Finally, there was an itching in his crotch as Karl’s boxer shorts rewove themselves into a pair of lacy black see-through panties. Then his body gave one final shudder and it was over.

In the silence that followed, Karl tremblingly turned and looked at Ginny, watching him with a smirk. 

“What the fuck did you-?” He began, then instantly clamped a dainty hand over his pretty new mouth.

His voice was wrong! Where it should have been deep and playful and masculine, it was now soft and high-pitched and womanly. Everything about it; the way it vibrated in his throat, the way it sounded in his ears was just… wrong! 

Panicked, Karl grasped one hand to his elegant new neck and realized his Adam’s apple had vanished.

Of course, he thought, numbly, now I talk like a girl, too.

Ginny was watching him with ill-disguised pleasure.

“Did you mean to say ‘what the fuck did that beautiful genie do to me’?” She asked, sweetly. “Sorry, honey, I didn’t quite catch it.”

“Don’t call me honey,” Karl tried to snarl. In his newly-female voice it sounded less like a threat, and more like a whimpered plea.

But there was something else, too. Something even worse than the soft and musical way his voice sounded to his ears.

He thought his new voice sounded somehow familiar…

“Why not?” Ginny smirked. “It suits you now, doesn’t it? Isn’t it the sort of childish pet name you used to give women? Or maybe I could go for something more insulting?

Her eyes drifted down to his chest.

“What do you think, tits?”

Karl quickly clasped his hands across his big new boobies, ashamed at his nakedness, at his femaleness. 

What’s wrong with me? He thought, miserably.

As a man, he’d never been embarrassed to strut around his apartment semi-naked. Now though, in his newly-female body, he felt… different. Like there was something worrying about being seen topless.

Like he was somehow vulnerable.

“Don’t call me that!” He squeaked, hating the way his firm breasts pushed back against his slender, coiled arms. Hating the way strands of long, dark hair dangled in the corners of his vision.

“I have a name!” He snapped. Inside, he was reeling.

Where do I know that voice from?! He wondered, wildly.

“Of course you do, how silly of me. Tell me,” Ginny smiled, “would you like me to use the long form, or the short one?”

What the hell does she mean? Karl thought. And then the penny dropped.

Slowly, like he was moving through treacle, Karl turned and stared at his reflection in the oven door. Stared at the firm, ripe breasts. At the olive skin and dark hair. At the brown eyes he’d gazed into so often as he climaxed.

No. His brain whispered numbly. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t.

“Well, if you’re not going to answer me,” Ginny drawled, “I guess I’ll just use the long version. So.”

A note of dark amusement crept into her voice.

“How do you like your new body… Rebecca?”

In the glass door, Karl watched as the woman reflected there slowly shook her head in time with him.

It was impossible. It was wrong.

But there was no denying it. 

He was no longer Karl Peters, advertising executive who cheated on his best friend Ben with his smokin’ hot wife. 

Now he was the smokin’ hot wife.

He was Becca.








  
 





II

“Well?” Ginny demanded. “I’m waiting.”

That bitch…

The blood pounded in Karl’s ears. This couldn’t be happening. Becca was his lover, his hot, submissive lover who he screwed every lunchtime. There was no way he could be her!

Yet there was no denying the evidence before his eyes.

He was Becca. Beautiful, cheating, sexy Becca. The woman whose lips had sucked on his cock more times than he could remember. The woman whose breasts he had fondled, tweaking the nipples and enjoying the way she groaned.

The woman he’d bent over and fucked from behind, his cock driving deep into her tight pussy.

Now those lips, those tender nipples, that tight pussy were his.

That bitch…

In the dark glass door, Karl saw a surge of anger pass across Becca’s beautiful face. He span round to face Ginny. 

“You bitch!” He yelled in his mistress’s voice.

Ginny calmly raised an eyebrow. 

“Excuse me, Rebecca?”

“Stop calling me that!” Karl’s large new chest was rising and falling in anger. He knew from the infrequent arguments he’d had with her that Becca looked absolutely stunning when she was angry.

“My, my. You are pretty when you’re upset,” Ginny murmured. It was like she’d read his mind. 

“In that case, what would you like me to call you? Do you prefer Becca?”

“Don’t play dumb you bitch,” Karl snarled. “I have a name. It’s…”

Ginny smirked, her green eyes flashing.

“Sorry, Rebecca? I didn’t quite catch that.”

Before her, Karl stood in stunned silence, his jaw gaping open. 

He couldn’t remember his name…

It was like his old identity had been wiped from his mind. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t summon the name he’d used until only a few seconds ago.

“…it’s Becca,” he finished, lamely. He felt his pretty new face crease into a scowl. 

“My bad.” Ginny smiled. “Becca it is. Well then, Becca. I think it’s time.”

“For what?!” Karl squeaked. 

“What do you think?” Asked Ginny, her thumb and finger poised together. “It’s time to get you ready for your vacation!”

And she clicked her fingers.

Karl just had time to wonder what vacation? Then the magic kicked back in and there was no time left to think at all.

With a delicate tearing sound, his lacy new panties snapped in half and dropped to his ankles, leaving him cowering naked under Ginny’s mirthful gaze. Karl automatically dropped a hand to hide his brand new pussy, and then he saw it. 

A small thread was weaving across his naked crotch, moving faster and faster, knitting itself into a small yellow thong. As Karl watched in fascination, two extremely thin pieces of fabric coiled around his waist and a third one leaped up and nestled into his ass crack. 

Startled, Karl turned to look and let out a moan. 

He was wearing the tiniest thong imaginable! It was basically a G-string, leaving his entire pert ass on display!

Is this really something Becca would wear? He thought, deliriously. But he already knew the answer.

When she went on vacation with him, he’d been planning to make Becca dress as revealingly as possible. 

Two invisible hands gripped his wrists and yanked his hands away from his chest. For a second, Karl’s large breasts dangled freely, the cool morning air caressing them and making their nipples go as hard as bullets. Then there was a rustling like a bird taking off and a yellow bikini top dropped out of nowhere and settled over them. 

There was a pause and then the string pulled tight behind Karl’s back, mashing his new boobies together into a fantastic cleavage. He reached up to try and pull the silly bikini top off, but the invisible hands stopped his wrists again. 

Suddenly, the world went darker, causing Karl to squeak in girly panic.

Am I going blind? He wondered. Then he became aware of a pressure on the bridge of his dainty little nose and realized he was simply wearing sunglasses.

A weight settled on Karl’s pretty little head. He reached up and discovered he was now wearing a stylish white sunhat, its large brim crinkled in a cute way. He turned and gazed at his new body in the glass oven door and felt his painted mouth drop open into a little ‘o’.

I look like a supermodel… he thought distractedly.

Finally, there was a faint feeling of weight on one finger. Looking down, Karl saw he was now wearing the same wedding ring he’d seen Becca slip off hundreds of times before. He tried to wrench it off and fling it away, but it wouldn’t budge.

It was like the ring was as much a part of him as his brand new boobies or tight little pussy. 

“My, you look stunning,” he heard Ginny purr approvingly. “I wish I was lucky enough to be going on vacation with you.”

“Why did you do this?” Karl asked, looking down at his hot new body squeezed into its tiny bikini. “For God’s sakes, Becca – the real Becca – is in Panama! Who the hell am I supposed to go on vacation with now?!”

Besides, he added silently, there’s no way I’m getting on a plane looking like this!

“You really don’t know?” Ginny’s eyes twinkled. “Oh my, this is going to be fun… Well. I suppose you’d better find out. Say goodbye to your apartment, I doubt you’ll ever see it again!”

Karl had just enough time to take in a last glimpse of his old life – a life of unwashed shirts hanging over chairs, empty beer cans on the side, and shaving in the mirror each morning – and then Ginny clicked her fingers again. 

There was a rush of wind that blew his long, dark hair all around him, making him cry out and sending him blind. It blew for five full seconds, during which time Karl could’ve sworn he was moving. 

Finally, it died. Karl’s hair dropped back over his shoulders. He nervously glanced round…

…and felt his mouth drop open. 

Gone was his old apartment, his old life. In its place was a scene from a tacky romance novel.

He was standing in a large-ish room with expensive paneled walls. A king sized bed lay in the center, its white covers scattered with rose petals in the shape of a heart. In one wall, a large, porthole window looked out onto a sparkling blue ocean.

But that wasn’t what caught Karl’s eye and made his blood run cold.

Sat in the far corner of the room on a wicker rocking chair was Ben. He was dressed only in a pair of tight speedos that clung to his masculine thighs and showed off the contours of his dick. His large, strong arms were clasped in front of his muscular, hairy chest. He looked like he’d been crying.

He gaped open mouthed at Karl. 

“Becca…?” Ben whispered.

Behind him, Karl heard a giggle. He slowly turned and saw Ginny, perched on the edge of a footstool, watching the happy couple with laughter in her eyes.

“You’re going on vacation with your husband, you silly girl.” Her smile grew wider. “Ben wished for his beautiful wife to come back and go on a romantic vacation with him. One where…”

Her eyes twinkled.

“They’d fall back in love. So,” she spread her arms wide. “Consider that wish granted.”

Wordlessly, Karl looked at his best friend, watching him with tender eyes. He felt his heart skip a beat at the sight of Ben’s masculine features. With a feeling of horror, he realized he couldn’t stop looking down at his bare chest, at his broad, powerful shoulders.

No… he thought to himself, weakly, please…

“You can’t do this!” He urgently span round to face Ginny, “you can’t leave me as Ben’s wife!”

“Becca?” Ben’s deep voice vibrated in the pit of Karl’s stomach, making gooseflesh rise across his female body. “What’s wrong? You are my wife!”

“Not quite,” Ginny giggled. “See, master, this isn’t really your wife, you wished her away, didn’t you? No this is your second and third wish combined.”

The color drained from Karl’s face.

“Don’t tell him!” He squeaked. “Please, don’t!”

“Oh, hush,” Ginny replied. “You brought this on yourself, remember? No, Ben, this is your new wife. The wife who will act exactly like Rebecca did, only better. The wife who will fall head over heels in love with you and do anything you want her to.”

“I don’t understand,” Ben was saying. “If that’s not Becca, who is she?”

“She’s not a she at all,” Ginny smiled, enjoying the fear in Karl’s eyes. “She’s the bastard who was sleeping with the real Becca. She’s the one your second wish made me punish.”

Her smile widened. 

“She’s your best friend.” 

Karl helplessly gave Ben a pleading look. But his former best friend was staring at him with a thunderstruck expression. 

“Karl?” He whispered.








  
 





III

Ben was the first to break the long, horrible silence that followed.

“What the fuck?!” He roared, getting to his feet. At the sound of his husband’s powerful, angry voice, Karl felt his new pussy give a tiny tremor. 

“This isn’t what I wanted! I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life fucking Karl!” Ben glared at his former best friend, who guiltily shuffled his dainty new feet. “That’s sick! Bring the real Becca back right now!”

“I can’t.” Ginny shrugged, unconcerned. “You used up all your wishes.”

“Listen…” Ben was across the room in a flash, towering over the small genie. “Don’t you make me…”

“Careful.” Ginny eyed him narrowly. “I can use my magic for self-defense, you know? How would you like to spend the rest of your life as a five year old girl with ringlets and a cute little bow in her hair?”

Karl waited, watching the stand-off between his new husband and the genie with his breath held. At long last, he saw Ben’s broad shoulders slump. 

“It isn’t fair,” he heard the powerful man growl. “You tricked me.”

“Bullshit.” Ginny replied. “You tricked yourself. What a dumb set of wishes to make. Still, they came true, I suppose.”

She gave Karl a secret wink, obviously enjoying his misery.

“You want my advice?” She said to Ben. “Enjoy yourself. You’ve got a beautiful wife who is desperate to fuck you…”

“What?!” Shrieked Karl in Becca’s voice. “I’m not-!”

But he couldn’t finish. The magic had taken away his ability to lie about his and Ben’s new relationship. 

And his new body was very interested in his new husband. Ever since Karl had first appeared in this expensive cruise ship cabin and seen Ben sitting nearly naked, he’d been aware of a warmth in his crotch. Now, watching Ben act like a strong, dominant male in front of Ginny, he realized he was dripping wet. 

“Anyway,” Ginny grinned, turning away from Karl, “I’d advise you get used to your new life. After all, you’ve got everything you wanted. A stunning wife. A way to get revenge on the man who slept with your last lover.”

“What do you mean?” Ben asked, slowly.

“I mean that Karl spent his lunchtimes with his prick buried deep inside your wife,” Ginny said. “Perhaps it’s time for him to find out what being faithful really means.”

The genie yawned theatrically and pretended to look at an imaginary watch.

“Is that the time? I’d better be off. You kids have fun, y’hear?”

“Wait!” Becca’s voice sounded higher-pitched than ever coming out Karl’s pretty mouth. “You can’t just leave me like this!”

But it was too late. Before his eyes, Ginny turned to smoke and vanished back inside an ornate lamp, leaving him all alone with Ben. 

For a long moment, neither of the two former friends spoke. Then slowly, Ben turned to face Karl, his strong arms crossed across his broad chest. 

“Ben…” Karl whispered, pleadingly clasping his hands pathetically before his big, wobbling breasts, “don’t…”

“Shut up.” Ben snapped. Karl felt his mouth obediently close.

It seemed his new body was just as servile and submissive as the real Becca had been. 

Karl watched as Ben’s eyes crawled over his new body, taking in his plump breasts, his curvy hips, his tight ass. Finally, they settled on his pretty face.

“You look just like her,” he whispered at length. “It’s hard to believe that it’s – that it’s a man in there.”

Karl nodded violently, long strands of shiny dark hair flicking in the corners of his vision.

“You have to help me!” He whimpered. “I can’t spend the rest of my life looking like this! I’m sorry I screwed Becca, Ben-” it felt weird saying this now that he was Becca –“but you can’t keep me like this. I’m your friend!”

“Was.” Ben corrected him, his eyes resting on Karl’s big boobies, still clad in their ridiculous bikini. “Before you fucked my wife.”

“It was wrong,” Karl moaned in his soft new voice, “but you have to help me! I can’t spend the rest of my life as a – a girl!”

“Y’know,” Ben’s voice was low, dangerous. “If you were still a man I’d punch your lights out.”

He reflexively clenched a fist, causing Karl to shrink back. Ben could kick his ass under normal circumstances. In this weak and delicate girl body, he could probably kill him. 

“But I think I’ve got a better idea… You’re still a man inside, huh? A straight man, too. Then I guess I know how to punish you.” 

A cruel smile flitted across his handsome features, unlike any smile Karl had ever seen on his friend’s face before.

“Get on your knees.”

With a low moan, Karl felt his new body obediently crouch down on the wooden floor. He looked up at Ben with uncomprehending terror, ashamed at how servile his new, Becca-mind was.

“Crawl over here. Like a dog.”

No! Please! Karl tried to beg, but it was no use. Gently putting one hand out before the other, he crawled across the room to his former best friend, the wood rough beneath his soft and girly palms. 

“You really are just like Becca,” Ben murmured as he came to a stop before him. “She used to love this shit. But I guess in your case, the magic doesn’t give you a choice. Just like you won’t have a choice about this…”

And he reached down, pulled on his speedos and let them fall to the floor.

The blood turned to ice in Karl’s veins. He let out a helpless moan; it came out sounding feminine, filled with desire.

Don’t, he begged inside his mind, anything but that…

Ben’s dick was jutting out into the morning air, as hard as granite. Karl was shocked to see his best friend was much bigger than he’d been, and he used to pride himself on his size. 

But Ben’s cock was something else, a great, thick, long thing that looked like a club in his hands. 

That’s got to be nine inches, at least! Karl desperately tried to pull his eyes away, but they wouldn’t move. It was like the sight of Ben’s member had hypnotized the Becca part of his brain. 

“I’ve never wanted to fuck a guy before,” Ben growled, his voice making Karl’s heart flutter, “but since you’re looking so fucking hot, I guess I’ll manage. ‘Sides, the most important thing is that you learn your lesson.”

His eyes flashed.

“You learn what a little bitch you are.”

“Ben!” Karl squeaked urgently, “just listen! Give me the lamp, I’ll use my wishes to bring Becca back and make us both forget about this. I’ll never touch her again! I’ll wish myself up my own wife, so I don’t have to-!”

“Wife?” Ben asked, contemptuously. “You’ve already got a husband, Becca. Now.”

The strange, cruel smile on Ben’s lips grew wider. 

“Be a good girl and do your wifely duty.”

“Ben!” Karl just had time to plead, then he couldn’t talk anymore. His female body clasped his best-friend’s enormous dick in its dainty hands, parted its painted lips, and took the whole thing in its mouth.

It was horrible! Karl felt himself gag. He thought he might start crying. He furiously tried to push back, to spit this… this thing out his mouth and climb to his feet, but his body refused to obey his commands. 

The genie had turned him into Becca, and he no longer had any choice but act exactly as Becca would.

And, as he knew from personal experience, Becca loved sucking dick. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” he heard Ben grunt above him. “Suck my cock you little bitch.”

His dick was like rubber in Karl’s mouth, forcing itself right back into the back of his throat. It was an alien, a monster, an invader…

…it was so good.

With a moan of pleasure, Karl slipped Ben’s enormous dick out his mouth and ran his tongue all the way around the rim, earning a groan from his best-friend. He stared in delirious shock at the large member in his hands, at Ben’s pubic thatch, level with his eyes. 

Then he put Ben’s cock back in his mouth and started furiously sucking. 

Strands of dark hair fell across Karl’s vision as he pumped his head back and forth, back and forth, each motion sending Ben’s dick ever further down his throat. Becca’s nipples were hard as bullets now and he could feel a distinct dampness in her crotch. 

No, this is wrong. It’s wrong…

But the rest of his body didn’t seem to hear him. It was like Karl was losing control of everything. Even his own mind.

He let one dainty hand drop down to tiny yellow thong. As Ben’s hips thrust against his face, he slipped one finger inside the thong and gently, hesitantly, probed the entrance to his pussy. 

It was like nothing he’d ever felt before in his life. The pleasure was immediate, intense, explosive. A thousand times better than stroking your dick was as a man. He felt himself gasp as the tip of his finger slid into his new hole. 

On one level, he felt like he could scream with humiliation. This was so wrong!  He was a man! A big, strong man with a big fat dick. There was no way he should know what it felt like to have something inside his pussy!

But the Becca part of his brain was too strong. The magic was forcing him to enjoy things he’d never have dreamed of doing before. As Ben’s cock slid in and out of his pretty, painted lips, he started pumping his dainty wrist.

Fireworks were going off behind Karl’s eyes. Above him, Ben was groaning loudly. The dick in his mouth, the finger in his pussy combined to make it feel like he was being invaded in all his holes at once. Invaded… and loving every second of it.

Why did no-one tell me how good this felt? Karl sobbed to himself. If only he’d known how amazing it felt to have a dick in your mouth!

Deep down, he knew it was the magic, making him think this way. But he also knew he didn’t care. 

Gently, Karl pressed the ball of his thumb up against his clit. He’d seen Becca do this dozens of times while they were making love, and he was desperate to try it out. 

Almost immediately, a wave of pleasure hit his mind, almost knocking him off balance. Karl’s eyes went foggy. His pussy felt amazing! He felt amazing. 

Is this what it’s like? He wondered deliriously, is this what it’s really like, being a woman with a big, strong husband?

Finally, Ben let out a loud groan and went stiff. Instinctively, Karl shoved his head forwards so his lips were pressed against the skin of Ben’s crotch, his cock right in the back of his throat. 

A split-second later, he felt it. Waves and waves of Ben’s white-hot cum squirted into his mouth, stale and strange and salty. Without thinking Karl closed his eyes and swallowed, enjoying the feeling of his best-friend’s cum sliding down into his stomach.

Well, that answers that, he thought, dimly. Becca really does swallow for Ben.

But he had no time to feel jealous. There was a fire burning in his pussy, a screaming desire that needed to be sated. 

And he could only do that so long as he had Ben’s magnificent cock in his mouth. 

Not giving his friend time to pull away, Karl instantly began bobbing his head again, his wrist working his cunt faster and faster as he did so. Faintly, he was aware that Ben was laughing – with pleasure, or at what a servile little bitch his wish had turned Karl into, he had no idea.

All he knew was that he needed his friend’s dick in his mouth more than he’d ever needed anything in his life. 

Suddenly, Karl felt his pussy tremble, his hips spasaming as if under the control of some alien force. He just had time to brace himself, and then his orgasm hit, washing over his entire body in a wave of pink fire. 

He wanted to scream. This was nothing like the quick squirt and finish you had as a man.

This was like every inch of him was coming like crazy and would never, ever stop.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Karl’s orgasm peaked and he came drifting back down to earth on a soft cloud. 

Slowly, his eyes fogged with pleasure, he leaned back, letting Ben’s big dick slip out of his mouth. The tip glistened with saliva. With a faint, half-smile on his tired lips, Karl leaned forward and kissed it.

“God, you’ve got such a good dick…” He heard himself whisper in Becca’s voice.

A strong hand ran through his hair. With wide, doe-like eyes, Karl gazed up into his best friend’s handsome features. With a jolt, he realized Ben was better-looking than he’d ever thought possible.

How was I ever into girls? He wondered, when there are men out there who look like that?

“That was some good sucking you did there, Becca,” Ben whispered, leaning down to his former friend. A tingle ran through Karl’s new body.

He’s going to kiss me! He realized. He knew he should be embarrassed. Humiliated. This was Ben they were talking about!

But deep down, he felt nothing but contentment. At the idea of being trapped as a woman. At the idea of tall, strong, handsome Ben kissing him, his tongue rudely thrusting into his mouth. With a smile, Karl closed his eyes and parted his lips. Ben leaned down…

“Now get dressed you dirty little slut,” he heard his friend growl in his ear. “You’re a fucking mess.”

Karl’s eyes flew open. He stared with a hurt expression at Ben, grinning down at him. 

“God, you really do look like her,” Ben smiled. “She used to pull that shit every time I pissed her off. Course, I cared about her so much, I’d usually back down. You on the other hand…”

His smile turned savage. Hateful. 

“You’re nothing to me, got that, Karl? Just a pathetic little whore who happens to look like Becca. I’ll keep you around just so I can enjoy those big titties and get my dick sucked, but I’ll never feel anything for you.”

He straightened up, pulling his speedos up. His erection was so large that the fabric stuck comically away from his skin. It would’ve made Karl laugh if he wasn’t so busy feeling hurt.

“Your life is gonna be hell, Karl. I’m gonna keep you as my little housewife, and fuck you until you’ve had more sperm in you than the sluttiest whore. That’s your punishment. You’ll be nothing more than my sex slave; a piece of hot ass I keep around to remind me of what a fucking bitch my ex-wife was.” 

He leered down at poor, pathetic Karl, with his wet pussy, swollen breasts and trembling, blowjob lips.

“Now clean yourself up, bitch. You look disgusting.”

Then he spat a globule of mucus onto Karl’s horrified face. As in a trance, Karl picked his new, female body up off the floor, the taste of his former friend’s cum still lingering in his mouth. Then he shamefacedly staggered into the bathroom, hating the way his hips rolled with every step he took. Hating the way his big boobies jiggled in the bottom of his vision. 

Hating the fact he deserved everything that was happening to him. 

Inside the bathroom, he locked the door. Outside, he heard Ben switching the satellite TV on. A game was playing, somewhere. For a second, Karl looked at his new self in the mirror…

…and then he was crying. Silent sobs wracked his female body as he held one dainty hand over his mouth, desperate that Ben shouldn’t hear him. That Ben shouldn’t know how much his punishment had hurt him. 

Miles and miles from his home, with his male body gone, his mistress lost forever and his best friend turned into his jailer, Karl sat down on the edge of the bathtub in their expensive cruise ship suite and wept. 








  
 





IV

“Is that sun lounger taken?”

Karl lowered his copy of Cosmo and peered over the top of his sunglasses at the handsome young black man stood before him, a towel over one arm and a smile on his face.

“My name’s Trey. I noticed you out here on your own a few times this week. Thought you could do with some company.”

Silently, Karl let his eyes drift over the man’s body. He was youthful, maybe about 25, with a six pack, a strong chest, big, strong arms and a winning smile. Through the folds in his shorts, Karl could see the outline of his penis, long and thick. A tiny tremor passed through his body. 

“If it’s a problem, I can take off? No hard feelings,” Trey grinned, clearly hoping Karl would invite him to sit down.

Clearly hoping he could invite this exotic, older beauty back to his cabin and fuck her harder than she’d ever been fucked in her life.

God he’s cute, Karl thought to himself. After a week as Becca, he no longer found it strange being attracted to men. The way his eyes were drawn to their broad shoulders, their muscular backs, felt like the most-natural thing in the world. 

Already, he found it hard to believe he’d ever been attracted to women, with their silly curves and neediness. The guilt of being a straight man trapped in a straight woman’s mind had disappeared. If he’d had his way, he’d have spent the last week sampling the handsome young men who secretly and not-so-secretly lusted after his female body. 

If…

“Sorry,” Karl said with a regretful smile he instinctively knew looked beautiful. “I’m saving it for my husband. He’ll be out any minute.”

“You’re boss,” Trey shrugged. His casual smile was so gorgeous it practically made Karl’s heart break.

“Maybe see you around some other time, miss…?”

“I doubt it.” Karl replied. “I’m really not interested. But thank you.”

As Trey made his way off toward the pool, Karl raised his magazine, cursing at himself. 

Ever since he’d first ventured outside onto the upper decks in Becca’s body, he’d noticed younger men seemed to have a thing for him. There appeared to be something about the idea of seducing an older woman – especially one as hot as Becca – that put him ahead of even the nubile young 18 year olds he saw parading around with their flesh on display. 

At first, their sideways glances and flirting had made him feel uneasy, but by the end of the week, Karl was wishing he could take one, two, or even three of them back to the cabin with him. It seemed the genie’s curse had given him not just Becca’s body and mannerisms, but her fantasies as well. 

Karl had been stunned to find out how depraved his old mistress had really been. The mere sight of a boy like Trey was enough to make him want to close his eyes and rub himself to climax. Already, his mind was full of little videos that cast Trey as the leader of a party of oiled, muscular black men who liked to rape naughty girls, and had Karl marked as their next target. 

He’d have given anything to let some of these fantasies become reality, his old life as a straight man be damned (after all, he’d reasoned, it wasn’t like he was going to get turned back anytime soon).

Unfortunately, Ben had other ideas. 

With a sigh, Karl pinched one corner of the glossy page between two long, red nails and flicked it over. More mindless features on how to experience the best orgasms ever, and a colorful advice column on dating rich men. 

Karl hated magazines like Cosmo, but he couldn’t help himself. Whenever he wanted to sit by the pool, it seemed like his body automatically picked up a trashy women’s mag. 

Since the day of Karl’s transformation, Ben had treated him with a level of contempt you wouldn’t show to a dog. He was no longer human in his former friend’s eyes. He was simply a shapely female figure that could be used and abused however Ben saw fit. 

And it turned out Ben had quite the imagination. 

Only last night, his new husband had forced him to strip and get down on all fours. Then he’d taken a leather collar out from somewhere, fastened it round Karl’s neck and attached it to a leash. 

His big boobies dangling, his pussy poking out high into the air, Karl had been forced to crawl around on all fours, barking like a dog. Ben had made him eat his dinner from a bowl placed on the floor, forced him to drink out the toilet, then finally got down on his knees behind him and fucked Karl’s poor asshole until he screamed. 

And the worst part was, Karl had loved every second of it. 

“God,” Karl muttered to himself in Becca’s soft voice, his eyes no longer seeing the spread in Cosmo, “I had no idea you were such a filthy bitch.”

But he suspected the real Becca, submissive as she was, would never have consented to anything as degrading as that. 

It seemed Ginny had decided not to just turn him into Becca, but into a heightened version of her. A version who was as submissive in life as the real Becca only dared be in her darkest fantasies. 

At the edge of the pool, Trey was laughing with a chubby young blonde thing with an excellent pair of boobies. Karl watched the two through Becca’s sunglasses and felt a stab of jealousy. 

God, what does he see in her? 

He couldn’t even use the lamp to wish himself back to normal. Or just to make Ben less aggressive towards him. The evening after he’d had to play the part of Ben’s dog, he’d tried, grabbing Ginny’s lamp from the table and furiously rubbing its slender spout. 

Nothing had happened. Ben was still the owner of the lamp. 

And unless he explicitly gave or sold it to Karl, he’d never be able to get his wish granted. 

“Look at you, you little tramp. Eyeing up the boys.”

Karl gave a little start and glanced guiltily up at Ben, towering over him. He was dressed in a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a collared shirt that clung to his muscles and made Karl’s slender legs go weak and wobbly. 

“Sorry, baby,” he smiled apologetically. “I was just reading…”

“And you decided to eye-fuck some kid. Christ,” Ben swung himself down onto the lounger beside Karl, “you’re even hornier than she was. At least Becca screwed around on the quiet.” 

Karl kept silent. Whenever the conversation turned to either his old life or the real Becca (or, more likely, both at once), he never knew what to say. 

He didn’t want to make his strong new husband mad. 

“Y’know, if she’d just turned you into a random bimbo, I’d give you permission to screw that kid,” Ben said suddenly. “Hell, I’d encourage you to screw as many twenty year olds as you like.”

“But, like it or not,” he went on, “we’re married. And I’ll be damned if I want people thinking I’m some stupid cuckold, even if I have to put up with having my cheating dickbag friend pose as my wife for the rest of his life.”

“It’s your fault,” Karl replied waspishly, “if you’d just made your wishes a little clearer…”

“My fault?!” Ben goggled at him. “If you hadn’t been fucking Becca behind my back…!

“Well maybe you should have paid a bit more attention to her!” Karl snapped. “Maybe if you hadn’t spent so much time at work, maybe if you’d realized it takes more than just some stupid cruise to fix a broken relationship-!”

“Stupid?!” Ben looked genuinely wounded. “This stupid cruise cost me ten thousand dollars!”

“And that’s the problem!” The blood was pounding in Karl’s ears now. “You can’t just throw money at a problem, that’s not how marriages work. No wonder she was unhappy!”

“Why didn’t you tell me you were unhappy?!” Ben said in disbelief.

Both of them fell silent at the exact same time, uncomfortably aware they were now arguing like a real married couple. 

Stupid! Karl angrily dug his long fingernails into the palm of his hand, focusing on the pain. Get him mad and he could do anything to you tonight!

Beside him, Ben shook his head.

“Why am I arguing with you?” He gave a hollow laugh. “You’re not her. You don’t even act like her. You’re just some fucked up sissy wearing her face.” 

He leaned forward and put his head in his hands, the fight suddenly drained out of him.

“Christ, I wish you were her,” he muttered, thickly. “I wish she was here, right now. The real her, I mean.”

“Well, she’s not.” Karl felt strangely angry. Tears pricked at the corners of his large and doe-like eyes. He furiously jabbed the sunglasses up his nose so Ben wouldn’t notice.

“You think I want to be stuck like this?” He squeaked in his horrible, high pitched voice. “Look at me!”

He angrily gestured his curvy body. The bronze, slender legs draped over the sun lounger. The large boobies that were always wobbling in the bottom of his vision. The whole, horrible femaleness of his new form. 

“I’m a fucking girl!” He said. “I’m stuck as my best friend’s fucking wife, and he won’t even treat me like her. You think I wanted it to end like this? I just wanted to fuck Becca for a few months then ditch her. She’d have been mad, I’d have felt guilty, you’d have never been any the wiser, and in a year’s time everything would’ve been back to normal.”

“Now look at us,” he finished, miserably. “I’m gonna be stuck like this forever, and you’re gonna be stuck right alongside me.” 

For a long moment, neither man spoke. Ben sat there, his strong hands folded between his hairy legs, staring into the distance. Karl, with his bronze, slender arms crossed over his great big breasts, scowling down at his little feet with their painted toenails. 

At long last, Ben hauled himself to his feet.

“I’m going back to the cabin,” he muttered.

“See you there,” Karl replied, not even looking at his husband. Already, he was wondering what sadistic delights Ben would have in store for his poor, girl body tonight.  

Ben nodded, turned to go, then stopped. He hesitated, looking down at the man living inside his wife’s body. Karl waited, wary of where this was going. 

“There’s a dance tonight,” Ben said at long last. “The captain’s ball. Some cheesy thing they always do, everyone dresses up. Looks kinda fun though.”

He stopped, as if unsure whether to go on.

“Me and Becca were gonna go,” he said. “So maybe the two of us should. I mean…”

He gave a nervous laugh.

“You’re my wife now, right? Who else am I gonna take?” 

Karl gave the slightest nod of his head.

“Sure,” he said in his soft voice, not knowing if he really meant it. “Sounds like fun.”

Besides, he thought, anything’s gotta be better than another night of sucking dick and acting like a dog. 

“OK. Cool.” Ben gave him a strange smile. “See you back at the cabin. Be there at six.”

And with that, he turned and vanished off across the deck, a shadow against the harsh, tropical sunlight. 

Karl watched him go, then turned and thoughtfully gazed across the pool at Trey and the chubby blonde girl.   

The idea of going to a formal dance as Ben’s date seemed a little… well, odd. But his life was full of odd stuff right now. And it couldn’t be any odder than being transformed into a girl and forced to go down on his best friend.

Could it? 

“I guess we’ll see,” Karl murmured, for the first time not noticing Becca’s voice coming out from between his plump lips. “I guess we’ll see.”

And with that, he slowly raised his magazine and went back to reading. 

Before twenty minutes had passed, he’d completely forgotten about Trey and the argument he’d caused.








  
 





V

The sun was low by the time Karl made his way back to the cabin. The sky outside the porthole was a brilliant pink, the small clouds scudding across it a dark blue. It looked utterly beautiful.

Karl saw precisely none of it. 

“Ben?” He said in Becca’s voice as he closed the door, “honey? Look, I’ve been thinking. I really don’t think we should…”

He trailed off as it became apparent there was no-one else in the cabin. Silence hung like shadows in the corners. The air was empty, devoid of Ben’s male presence. 

“For fuck’s sakes,” Karl sighed, kicking off his sandals and preparing to spend the evening alone.

And then he saw it. 

Laid out across the bed was the most-gorgeous little blue dress Karl had ever set eyes on. Just looking at it made his girly heart beat faster. A white oblong box lay beside it, along with a manila envelope. 

Curious, Karl picked up the envelope and slipped one dainty fingernail under the flap. A piece of white card fell out. Stooping forwards, his big boobies dangling, Karl picked it up and turned it over. 

It read: Open the Box. 

With a frown, Karl turned his attention to the plain white box. 

What’s in there? He wondered. A dildo? Some new toy for Ben to torment me with?

Nonetheless, he slipped the lid off, brushed Becca’s long, dark hair out of his eyes and peered inside. 

Sat on a bed of crinkled white packing paper lay the cutest pair of shoes. They matched the dress in color perfectly, their heels ending in long stiletto spikes. Karl looked at them approvingly, faintly aware that his new female mind was way more receptive to stuff like this than his man brain had ever been. 

The message was obvious. Ben wanted to meet him at the ball.

And he wanted Karl to be looking gorgeous. 

For a long moment, Karl hesitated, balancing between his male revulsion at the thought of wearing a dress, and his deep-seated desire to look as good as possible for his husband. 

Then slowly, as if in a dream, he reached behind his back and undid his bikini top. It fell to the floor with a rustle of fabric. Karl reached two delicate hands down and slid his thong off his thighs. Completely naked, his nipples erect in the evening night, he stepped forward and picked the dress up. 

He could tell without even trying it on that he would look fantastic in it. It was exactly the right sort of shape, size and style for Becca – not too slutty, but pretty revealing. Sophisticated without being pretentious. 

In short, very him.

“Jesus,” Karl muttered, “I’m even thinking like a girl now.” 

Yet the thought didn’t deter him. Holding the dress in one dainty hand, he made his way over to the bathroom, with its large mirror.

If Ben wanted him to look hot tonight, then he was gonna make sure he was the hottest woman on the whole damn ship. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Fifty minutes later, Karl was stood in the bathroom, looking at his reflection with a pleasant feeling of shock. 

Getting ready had taken forever. He’d gotten used over the course of the week to the laborious process of doing his hair and applying makeup before he went out to sunbathe, but getting dolled up for a big night out was something else entirely. 

Karl had found himself going through Becca’s bag, trying on different lingerie, just to see what felt right with the dress. 

Slipping his slender, bronzed legs into each lacy pair of panties, he’d wondered uneasily if this was somehow wrong. The idea that he, Karl, a straight man with no transvestite leanings, would be trying on women’s underwear was a little sickening. 

As he hooked the straps of the first bra over his shoulders, feeling his large breasts come to rest in the firm cups, he’d thought how much grief he’d have given any of his friends if he found them wearing women’s clothes. 

But there was nothing he could do. He was a woman. 

And that meant wearing women’s clothes. 

By the time he’d got himself inside the dress, any doubts Karl had had were beginning to dissipate. Once he’d applied his makeup, put on his heels and done his hair, they’d been blown away entirely. 

Now, standing here, ready to go out into the night, he could focus on only one thought. 

He looked incredible. 

The dress clung to Becca’s curves just as he’d predicted it would, accentuating them rather than showing them off. Making him look classy instead of tacky. Its color subtly highlighted his darker skin, making him seem faintly exotic. 

His hair, too, was gorgeous. For once, Karl had been glad to have Becca’s mind and instincts. As a man, he could never have hoped to get it looking like this. His dark hair fell in waves over his shoulders, illuminating his bare neckline, drawing attention to his red lipstick, doe-like eyes and long eyelashes. 

Staring at himself in the mirror, Karl impulsively arrange his face into a flirty smile and fluttered his eyelashes. He was stunned at how hot he looked. How seductive. 

It reminded him why he’d been unable to stop seeing Becca after all these months, even as their affair destroyed his best friend. 

The final touch was a cute little black handbag with a clasp strap that Karl now absentmindedly slipped a tube of lipstick and some emergency makeup into. He picked it up, turned and struck a pose before the mirror, hands on his curved hips, a hungry look on his beautiful face.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Nearly forty and you’re still the hottest gal around.”

He had a feeling that a woman like Becca, with her flawless skin, winning smile and perfect curves, would still be attracting glances even when forty was just a distant memory.

“Never mind that now,” he scolded himself, enjoying the way his female voice sounded to his ears, “we’ve got a man to meet.”

And with that, he turned and made his way across the room, treading carefully so his high heels wouldn’t trip him up and send him sprawling to the ground. He got to the door in one piece, a goofy smile on his pretty face.

Are we really gonna do this? His brain whispered as he turned the lock. Are we really gonna play the part of Ben’s wife tonight?

But deep down, he already knew the answer. Already knew that this night would be different from the rest.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Karl muttered giddily, “let the party begin!”

With a feeling of abandonment, he opened the door and stepped out into the crowded corridor. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“You look fantastic.”

Karl beamed as he made his way over to Ben, aware that he was one of the best-looking women at the ball. 

“Is it wrong of me to agree?” He asked, feeling his cheeks flush slightly red. “When the door guy let me in it was like he suddenly forgot how to talk. I mean, I’m already used to men staring at my tits, but this was something else.”

Ben smiled, the first genuine smile Karl had seen on his handsome face all week. 

“I don’t blame him,” he said. “Right now, you’re probably the most-beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

To his surprise, Karl heard himself giggle like a schoolgirl, one dainty hand raised to his lips. 

“Thanks,” he replied. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

That, he thought, was an understatement.

Ben had managed to rustle up some formal evening wear from somewhere and squeeze his muscular frame into it. The result was a suit jacket that strained around his biceps, making him look stronger than ever. Each time he moved his arms, it sent a thrill running through Karl’s female body.

Holy fuck, he thought appreciatively, he looks so handsome right now!

At that moment, he suddenly felt glad that he was here with his dashing husband, and not stealing a dirty fuck in some grotty cabin somewhere with young Trey. 

“Had to make sure I brushed up, knowing I was going to be escorting the most-attractive girl on ship.” With a sly grin, Ben offered Karl one muscular arm. Karl immediately clasped it, throwing his body up against Ben’s in giddy delight.

This is amazing… the feeling of Ben’s muscles, taut and strong through the fabric made him feel like swooning. 

He loved the way his husband towered over him, making him feel protected and womanly. He loved the way he could press up against his side, secretly drinking in the smell of his cologne and the faint traces of masculine sweat beneath it. He loved seeing his own arms, so slender and delicate, wrapped in Ben’s big strong one. 

Christ, why did I have to be born a man? He wondered. If God or Allah or the universe or whatever had given him a choice with all the knowledge he had now, he would’ve chosen to be a girl, no contest. 

Karl knew it was probably the magic making him feel that way. Making him so happy to be beautiful. Making him so attracted to Ben. But it didn’t matter.

At that moment, he was no longer Karl. He was no longer Ben’s sex slave; a little bitch he made crawl on all fours and fucked in the nastiest ways.

He was smart, sexy Becca. On vacation with her husband and determined to enjoy herself.

He grinned up at Ben, his eyes half-lidded with desire. 

“C’mon gorgeous,” he purred, “let’s have a dance.”

∞ ∞ ∞

Three hours later, the two of them stood alone on the decking, staring out to sea, drunker and happier than they could remember being in years. 

It was a cool, clear night. The moon hung swollen and heavy above the ocean, its cool, blue light making the night seem woozy with possibilities. Far overhead, the stars winked, half-lost in the moon’s bright glow. 

“Look at that,” murmured Karl, his arms clasped across his breasts. “Isn’t that beautiful?”

“It sure is.” Ben glanced down at Karl, his face a half-shadow in the moonlight. “Are you cold?”

“It’s nothing,” Karl smiled quickly. “Just a little chill.”

Yet he was grateful when Ben slipped his suit jacket off and hung it over his delicate, slender shoulders. It was like a rug on Karl’s tiny, girly frame, enveloping him in warmth. 

“Thanks,” he muttered. Then he sighed and leaned against his husband, thrilled at the way Ben wrapped an arm around his tiny waist, pulling him close. 

“What a night,” he whispered in Becca’s voice – the soft, high-pitched voice he now thought of as his own. 

“I’ll say,” Ben snorted. “The way you were dancing… think half the women thought you were mad.”

“Oh, they were too busy eyeing you up to notice me,” Karl giggled. Flirting with Ben felt like the most-natural thing in the world. 

“I’m serious,” he added, “the way you look right now… if we were back in the cabin I’d be ripping that shirt off you. Oops.”

He raised one hand to stifle a hiccup. 

“Drunky. I don’t think this body can take quite as much alcohol as my last one.”

At the mention of his previous life, he felt Ben stiffen slightly. He unwound his arm from round Karl’s waist. 

The two men turned to face each other, Ben tall and strong and masculine, Karl small and delicate and girly. 

This is it… With a start, Karl realized his heart was thudding in his chest. 

“Look,” Ben began in a somber tone. “Karl…”

“No.” Karl said defiantly, shaking his pretty little head. “Tonight, I’m Becca.” 

“OK, Becca,” Ben said. “We can’t do this. I know we’ve had sex, but that was… different. It was just physical. My way of working through my hatred of you. This…”

He gestured the moon, the sea, all of it.

“This is something else.” He sighed. “And I can’t… I still love Becca…”

Wordlessly, Karl took one of Ben’s big strong hands in his small, dainty ones. He stood up on tiptoe so his eyes were level with Ben’s lips. He gently tilted his head back.

“If you love me so much,” he whispered. “Prove it.”

For a second, he thought he wouldn’t. Thought Ben would shake his head and say something about Karl not being the real Becca. Thought the romantic evening would dissolve into argument, bitter recriminations, another hateful fuck in the cabin. 

Those thoughts were still swirling around his head as Ben leaned forward and kissed him.

It was a slow kiss, sensuous. Ben’s tongue swirled around the inside of Karl’s mouth, possessing him, making him his. Karl clung tight to his husband’s big, strong body, desperately trying to drink him in. 

They kissed like that for what seemed like forever, until Karl’s entire body seemed to be tingling with wonderful electricity. Inside his bra, his nipples were hard, pointed. He could feel Ben’s erection pressing up against his stomach. There was a desperate warmth between his legs, making him feel woozy.

Gently, he pulled back and stared into his former best-friend’s eyes. Into eyes that were scared and excited and nervous all at once. Into the eyes of the man he’d spent the last two decades of his life with, loving him quietly from the sidelines.

“Ben…?” He whispered.

“Yes Becca?” Hearing his new name like that made Karl feel giddy. He wanted to throw his head back and scream and laugh for joy. But he had more-important things to worry about now.

Gently, he bit his lower lip as he’d seen dozens of girls do many times before. He gazed into his husband’s handsome features.

“Fuck me.”

It was like a switch had been thrown. Suddenly, they were in each other’s arms, grasping, kissing, biting. Karl let out a gasp as Ben bit down on his neck, shocked at how much pleasure his new body could get from pain, so long as it was delivered by a lover.

Is this what it’s like for all women? He wondered, dreamily.

They kissed for what felt like forever, then Karl suddenly pulled back, stepping away from his husband. Ben watched him from the shadows, panting with exertion. 

“Becca…?”

“Shh…”

Karl smiled, then slowly let Ben’s suit jacket slip off his shoulders and drop to the ground. He unhooked the straps of his gorgeous dress. Not taking his eyes off his husband’s strong features, he let it fall to the ground. 

With elegant movements, he stepped forward, clad only in his bra and panties. The night air was cool against his skin, but he didn’t care.

He didn’t care about anything but wonderful, handsome Ben.

“Are you sure?” Ben was whispering, even as he unbuttoned his shirt. “What if someone-?”

He didn’t finish. Karl stepped up to him and pressed his girly body against his husband’s big, strong frame. He felt his boobies squash against Ben’s broad chest as he kissed him, his arms thrown around his shoulders. 

At that moment, he no longer felt like a man in a woman’s body.

He felt like a woman determined to enjoy her beautiful husband. 

“Take that shirt off,” he whispered in Ben’s ear, his lips almost brushing his skin. 

“Not yet,” Ben grunted beside him. “I’ve got a better idea.”

Immediately, Karl felt two large hands behind his back, grasping his bra strap. With a casual flick, Ben undid the clasp, Karl slipped the straps over his shoulders, and his cute bra tumbled to the floor. 

Now clad only in his panties and elegant shoes, Karl leaned back, his arms still round his husband’s neck and smiled at him.

“Like what you see?” He whispered, playfully. 

Ben’s eyes drifted down to Karl’s large, firm breasts, pale and tender in the moonlight. He gently reached out and tweaked one nipple, causing Karl to give a tiny gasp, then looked back up into his pretty face.

“You look beautiful,” he whispered.

A cheeky smile suddenly flitted across his handsome features.

“Take your panties off.”

With slow movements, Karl slipped the lacy pair of panties down over his slender legs. His pussy felt warm and moist in the cool air. He was now completely naked except his fancy shoes.

“Good,” Ben whispered, unbuttoning the rest of his shirt. “Now, turn around…”

“Not yet.” Karl leaned forward and gently tugged the edges of Ben’s shirt open. His husband’s torso glistened in the moonlight, so strong and firm and manly. 

He leaned forward, pursed his lips and planted a kiss between his pecs, savoring the faint taste of masculine sweat. At that moment, Karl understood exactly what women saw in men’s bodies. It wasn’t their cocks or their butts; it was stuff like this. Their chests and arms and shoulders. Parts that marked them out as real men. 

With gentle movements, he slipped Ben’s shirt off, admiring his naked torso. Then he let one dainty hand drift down to his pants. 

“No master-slave stuff tonight,” he murmured, slowly unbuttoning Ben’s fly. “Tonight I want a husband.”

Then he pulled down Ben’s pants and reached inside his y-fronts. There was something in there, something long and hard and strong. Something that made Karl’s female body tremble with longing. 

Ben reached out and took Karl’s pretty face in his hands. He kissed him a soft, tender kiss. A smile split his handsome features.

“Your wish,” he murmured, “is my command.”

Not breaking eye contact, he reached down and slipped out of his underpants. A shadow jutted up from his crotch, hard as granite. Karl looked down at it, feeling his heart skip a beat. Then he looked back up at his husband with a blissful, hungry smile.

“Now,” he whispered, turning and leaning up against the ship’s railings, curving his body so his pussy was on display, inviting Ben inside him. 

In all this long week as Ben’s slave, he’d never had his master’s cock inside his pussy. Ben had invaded his mouth, his asshole, but never once had he stuck his dick into Karl’s tight little cunt. 

Part of Karl was glad. Having a dick in his pussy felt like the last step, the moment that would send him plunging into womanhood. Even if he somehow managed to get back to being a man, he would never be able to forget what it was like to be truly female. 

Even now, the faint, male part of his brain was hoping Ben would go for his asshole again. But his husband had other ideas.

Gently placing his strong hands on Karl’s hips, Ben leaned forward. He planted a gentle kiss between Karl’s shoulder blades, making a shiver pass through his body. 

“I love you, Becca,” he whispered.

Then he straightened up and slid his big cock into Karl’s virgin cunt. 

The pleasure was immediate, incredible. Karl closed his eyes and let out a gasp from the depths of his soul. The feeling of his pussy stretching to accommodate Ben’s member was intense enough alone to make all his memories of sex as a man seem pale and grey. 

He bit down on his lip and gripped the cold metal railings. His body trembled. His nipples were hard and erect, his breasts swollen with desire. 

“Ben…?” he whispered.

“Yeah?”

Don’t say it! His male mind screamed, whatever you do, don’t say it!

“I love you.” Karl hesitated, then added with a feeling of utter abandonment. “I’ve always loved you.”

“I know.” Came the soft reply. And then Ben slowly began to move his hips. 

Each thrust sent bolts of pleasure firing through Karl’s female body. He opened his mouth and moaned. As Ben moved faster, feminine gasps began to tear out his lips, heightening his pleasure. Karl was powerless to stop them, just as he was powerless to stop himself from moaning Ben’s name. 

“Oh fuck! Ben!”

Streaks of Becca’s dark hair lay across Karl’s face. Each thrust of Ben’s hips made his dangling boobies wobble and bounce. He could feel his husband’s balls thwacking up against his clit, sending electric sparking across his skin. 

“Spank me!” Karl heard himself gasp as if from very far away, “oh fuck baby, please spank me!”

Immediately, Ben’s flat palm struck Karl’s bare ass, making him yowl in pain. His husband spanked him three more times in quick succession, each hit making Karl’s pleasure spike, pushing him closer towards orgasm. 

He finally came with a shudder that seemed to pass through his entire body, radiating out from his crotch in waves. Dimly, Karl was aware that he was screaming Ben’s name, Becca’s soft voice disappearing into the roar and clamor of the ocean.

Ben went stiff, then jets of hot cum were squirting deep into Karl’s womb, making the inside of his pussy sticky and warm. Instinctively, he thrust his hips back against Ben’s, holding his husband to him, making sure not a single drop of sperm went to waste.

I hope I get pregnant, the thought made him smile all over again, a smile of perfect happiness.

In the warm silence that followed, Ben leaned forward. He slowly planted a kiss on the nape of Karl’s neck, making all the little hairs rise up. Faintly, Karl thought he could hear him laughing. 

“Know what, Becca?” Ben whispered in Karl’s ear, his low, masculine voice driving him wild with desire. “I’m glad you’re my wife.”

At that moment, stood there on a cruise ship thousands of miles from home, his male body gone and his husband’s cock buried deep inside him, Karl realized he was happier than he had ever been in his life. 








  
 

Epilogue

“Are you sure about this?”

Ben smiled at Karl’s nervous expression and nodded.

“Yeah. I’m sure.”

It was 2am. After their passionate fuck outside, Karl and Ben had gone back to the dance, faces red, giggling like schoolchildren. As he clasped tight against his husband during one of the slow numbers, Karl had realized that he never wanted this night to end.

And now he was going to make sure of it. 

“OK.” Ben bashfully scratched his head. In his mild confusion, Karl thought he looked heartbreakingly adorable. 

“I’m not sure how to do this… but, I guess…” He held out the lamp to Karl, an overly-serious expression on his face. “I, Ben Stone, hereby give this lamp to…”

He hesitated.

“Which name should I use?”

“My name,” Karl said firmly. “Becca. Becca Stone.”

“Hereby give this lamp to my wife,” Ben’s eyes twinkled, “Becca Stone.” 

“Thanks.” Karl took the lamp in both his dainty hands, giving his husband a flirty look. “And I, Becca Stone, officially accept this lamp off my hot husband.”

The happy couple grinned at each other in the darkness of their cabin.

“Now,” murmured Karl in his soft voice, “let’s see how this works…”

He gave the spout an experimental rub. Almost immediately, a purple fog rose out the end, twisted and solidified into the form of Ginny, lounging on the bed. 

“Well now,” purred the genie, “if it isn’t the two lovebirds. Enjoying your cruise, I hope?”

In the embarrassed silence that followed, Ben and Karl shared a glance and a secret grin. They were enjoying their new lives more than Ginny could have ever known. 

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’,” the genie smiled. “Now, I’m guessing you’ve summoned me for a spot of wish making. So.”

She spread her arms.

“What’ll it be?”

Karl shot his husband a nervous glance. Ben nodded encouragingly. He took a deep breath.

“We’ve been talking,” he said, watching for Ginny’s reaction. “The first thing we want is for Becca – the old Becca – to be happy. It’s not her fault we got her caught up in this. She deserves a new husband and a happy life.”

Ginny gave the tiniest shrug.

“It’s your wish.”

“Good. Now, our second wish…” Karl steeled himself. “Our second wish is to have a big, happy family. I want to get pregnant lots of times. I want loads of kids. But I want us to always have money and always be happy, no matter how many children we have. OK?”

Ginny nodded.

“And our last wish.” Karl glanced over at Ben with a smile. “We want to start again. Not just metaphorically. We want to go back to when Ben and Becca first met, and do the entire relationship over again. All twenty years. Only this time…”

His smile widened. 

“I’ll be Becca. I want-” he swallowed, unable to believe he was about to say this. “I want to have always been Becca. I’m so happy in her body, I want to have been born this way. I want to be Becca, only better. A Becca who never cheats on her husband.”

He gave Ben the tiniest wink. 

“A Becca who is always happy with her amazing husband,” he whispered. “Her amazing husband who is always happy with her.”

Across the room, Ben mouthed the words ‘I love you.’ A thrill ran through Karl’s body. He turned to Ginny.

“Can you do it?”

“Sure. But are you sure that’s what you want, Karl?” The genie was suddenly serious. “To lose all your memories, all of what makes you you? Isn’t that a little bit like dying?”

Karl shook his head, strands of long dark hair flicking in the corners of his vision.

“Truthfully? I never liked being a man,” he said. There was no point in holding back now.

“In fact, I hated it,” he confessed. “Just like I hated the old me. Since you turned me into Becca, I’ve realized something.”

He hesitated.

“All I want is to be a woman. A real woman. A real Becca who loves her husband.” 

He shot one last, shy glance at Ben. 

“I’ve always wanted that,” he whispered, looking at his beautiful best friend. “I just never let myself admit it.”

“Well, then, if you’re certain…” Ginny raised her hand, thumb and finger poised together. “Let’s get on with it, shall we?”

And she clicked her fingers.

A wind began to blow in the cabin, sending clothes, sheets and towels scattering in its wake. It whipped around Ben and Karl, making Karl’s long dark hair blow around his face, obscuring the cabin from view. 

Between the flickering strands, he caught one last glimpse of Ben, watching him with a tender look Karl had waited all his life to see.

I love you, too, he mouthed back at him.

Then the wind blew stronger and the cabin vanished. 

Moments later, Karl vanished with it. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“Hey.” 

Becca blinked at the dark shadow towering over her, the sun burning bright behind it. She was lying on her back in the grass somewhere on a hot summer’s day.

“Are you OK?”

“I think so…” Becca gratefully took the stranger’s big strong hand and let herself be pulled into a sitting position. 

Her head was groggy, like she’d just woken from the deepest sleep. She wasn’t yet sure where she was or how she’d got there. 

All she knew was that it was summer, 1996, and she was in her second year at college. 

“Was I sleeping?” she muttered. 

“Jeez, that really was a bad fall,” the stranger said. Now he was closer, Becca could see he was super-cute, with a masculine jawline and a stylish dusting of stubble. 

“You fainted,” he explained in his deep voice. “One minute you were just walking, the next you…”

He shrugged.

“I fainted?” Becca murmured. She couldn’t remember anything like that.

But then again, what she could remember didn’t really make any sense. There was something about a ball on an ocean liner somewhere. Something about a handsome man who loved her.

And something else, too. Something about another man. A man called something like Kim, or Charles, or something. A man who’d been very unhappy.

“Yeah,” she nodded, slowly. “I guess I must’ve.”

Already the images were fading. Becca guessed she must’ve dreamed it. 

“Thanks,” she gave her rescuer a dazzling smile. “I’m Becca, by the way.”

The handsome guy gave her a shy grin. Becca was used to boys acting a bit off around her. You didn’t get to 20 looking like this without encountering it every now and then. 

But there was something about the way this boy handled his awkwardness that made her warm to him without knowing why.

“Don’t mention it,” he said. “I’m Ben.”

“Ben. That’s a nice name.” Becca picked herself up off the grass, then frowned slightly. “You look familiar. Do we share a class or something?”

“You too.” Ben gave her a puzzled look. “Guess we must do.”

“OK. Cool. Well,” Becca flashed him a final smile. “Thanks for your help, Ben.”

She turned to go, her mind already on her upcoming history exam, on the cute boy with the dark skin she’d met at her friend Sophie’s party the week before, on the million little things that made up college life…

“Hey.”

Becca turned. 

“I was just thinking…” Ben nervously ran a hand through his hair.

God, he really is cute, thought Becca.

“Maybe we could grab a coffee or something? My treat.”

For a long second, Becca didn’t know what to say. Then she shrugged her slender shoulders, laughed and nodded.

“Sure, what the hell. Guess I owe you.” 

“Great.” Ben laughed. He stuck out his arm in an ironic fashion, but so awkwardly it made Becca’s heart melt. She clasped her arm in his, an ironic smile on her face, but secretly enjoying how big and strong his biceps were.

“I don’t know why,” she said as the two headed off across the campus grounds. “But I’ve got a good feeling about you, Ben.”

“I know what you mean,” Ben smiled apologetically. “I’m getting that off you, too. Almost like…” 

He hesitated, clearly feeling slightly stupid.

“Almost like we’re meant to be together.”

Five years later, stood at the altar in her gorgeous white wedding dress, her handsome husband-to-be stood awkwardly before her, Becca would look back on that exchange and smile.

The End.

Have you always dreamed of waking up as a beautiful girl in the arms of your hunky male friend? Then you’ll love my heartbreaking tale of gender transformation and taboo teenage romance: The Boy Who Became a School Girl. 
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Book One: Becoming Zoe

I


It was just past 8am when Zach found the panties that would change his life.

He’d been awake since 6, when his girlfriend Melina had left on another of her business trips. They’d had a furious row the night before that had culminated in the leggy blond screaming at him: “For fucks’ sakes Zach! I’ll only be gone three days! Man the fuck up already!”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Zach had demanded. The blood was pounding in his temples, making him feel hot and angry and irrational.

This isn’t how it was meant to be, he thought, furiously. We were meant to be happy!

Across the room, Melina had shook her head at him, her long, golden hair swishing out behind her. They’d both been getting ready for bed when the argument erupted, and she was wearing nothing but a tight-fitting t-shirt that barely covered her large breasts and a pair of lacy white panties. 

“What do you think it means?” She’d sighed. “You always get like this when I’m about to take a trip. Why not show some stoicism, just for once?” 

Zach had laughed unconvincingly.

“You’re talking shit, Melina,” he’d said, “I am a man. A proper man. Just look at me.”

He’d gestured his hairy, muscular chest, his strong biceps, and the fat cock tucked away inside his pants. 

“I’m just worried about you is all,” he’d added, trying to sound magnanimous. 

But Melina hadn’t heard that last part. After Zach had said he was a man, she’d simply raised one perfectly-sculpted eyebrow. 

“I’m not so sure,” she’d said at last, her voice tinged with regret. 

They’d slept in separate beds that night. When the Uber cab pulled up outside their home at 5:30 to whisk Melina off to the airport, Zach had pointedly stayed in the spare room, pretending to be asleep. 

Pretending that he hadn’t been lying awake all night long, cursing the day he met his aggravating, beautiful fiancée. 

We should never have done it, Zach was still raging as he paced around the living room, over two hours later, a coffee mug clasped in his large hands. We should never have moved in here!

‘Here’ was the polite, suburban home they’d moved into when Zach first asked Melina to marry him. It was large enough for a family, had a nice, big lawn, and was in an area many young couples were moving to. 

It had been perfect, the first step towards starting a family. 

And then Melina had suddenly found her mysterious new job – the one that involved lots of travel – and everything had gone to hell.

Zach stopped pacing by the large, living room window and peered out between the net curtains, frowning at the street.

It was a bright, clear Friday morning. The sun already casting sharp shadows. Up and down their little road, kids were heading out for school. Their parents were getting geared up for work. 

Zach saw Dwight Fontaine, the handsome, muscular black guy from across the road, heading back from the park. 

Dwight had some job involving working out – Zach thought he might be a coach – and worked odd hours. He looked like he’d been down the park since dawn, probably leading a morning session. He walked with a spring in his step, his tight exercise clothes clinging to his body, showing off his bulging muscles. Between his legs, Zach could make out the faint bulge of his crotch. 

Is that what she wants me to look like? Zach wondered, with a faint pang of jealousy. Like some musclebound hulk? 

Zach was handsome. Zach was strong. But he was no Dwight. The black man stood at 6ft6 to Zach’s relatively-puny 5ft11. His arms were like tree trunks. 

He was less a regular man than a pure, Adonis-like monument to muscle.    

Abruptly Dwight jerked his smooth, shaved head round in the direction of Zach’s house. A smile broke out across his handsome face. He raised one strong arm.

Shit.

Zach hurriedly pulled the curtains closed, plunging the living room into gloomy darkness. Then he stood there with his heart pounding in his chest, and a feeling of shameful cowardice washing over him.

He didn’t want to see Dwight. Not today. Not when his fiancée thought he wasn’t a man. 

No, the powerful black stud was the last person he wanted to say hi to. 

Is that the sort of guy she wants? Zach thought irritably as he made his way back toward the kitchen. He needed a second cup of coffee before he could even think about facing work today.

Maybe she secretly likes black men… Maybe that’s where she’s going every weekend. To suck some black guy’s cock! Maybe that’s what she…

And then he saw it. 

It sat on the side of the kitchen counter. A tiny pink box, wrapped in pink ribbon done together in a gorgeous bow. There was no card, no name. No nothing.

Zach looked around uneasily. He could have sworn the box hadn’t been there when he made his first cup of coffee. 

He picked it up. It was light. Not much bigger than his hand. It felt almost empty.

What is this? He thought, some sort of make-up gift?

Melina had never gotten him a gift after an argument before. And if she had, why would she wrap it in pink? 

It was the sort of thing men were supposed to do for their wives after a fight. Not the other way round.

Yet there didn’t seem to be any other answer. After all, the box couldn’t have just appeared there by magic.

Could it? 

For a long, long moment, Zach hesitated. Frozen in the doorway of his kitchen, a dark silhouette against the morning sun. 

Open it, his brain urged him, It’s probably from Melina, some dumb little gift she got to make you smile and forgive her. Who else could it be for?

But something still made Zach linger for a moment. A feeling that opening this box could upend his life. Could shake up his entire existence. 

The feeling passed. Setting his coffee cup down, Zach carefully opened the box.

It was expensively wrapped. The pink bow was made of silk. Under the lid was a sea of pink paper Zach had to fight his way through.

What the hell’s she gotten me? It can’t be a DVD, it’s too light for beer…

And then he pulled the last piece of paper aside and felt his heart stop.

At the bottom of the shallow box, nestling in a hollow of crinkled pink wrapping paper, lay a lacy pair of see-thru panties.

They were undoubtedly expensive. Black, silk, and trimmed with lace, they had little floral shapes running over the front and back, the edges delicate and patterned. They were tiny, the front barely wide enough to slip over a woman’s pussy, the back guaranteed to cling to her ass and show off her curves. 

These weren’t panties for everyday use, for feeling sexy. They weren’t even for spicing up your sex life with your fiancée. 

They were the sort of thin, lacy things women wore during smoking hot sexual encounters. Panties you were meant to rip from their bodies while they writhed and moaned. Panties to be discarded beside expensive hotel beds.

Panties to wear while seducing a forbidden man. 

Outside, a cloud passed over the sun, making the kitchen go dim. Zach stared down at the panties, his vision becoming like a tunnel. His fingers gripped the edges of the box, his knuckles going white. 

So that’s it then, he thought, thickly. His breath was ragged, his entire body prickling with little hot needles of anger. 

Melina had ordered these panties so she could wear them today. On her ‘work’ trip. So she could slip slowly out of them before some grinning man a thousand miles away. 

Only, by chance or accident, they’d turned up late. 

“You fucking bitch!” Zach growled. A million images crowded his mind. Who was it?

He saw Melina, on all fours, begging to suck the cock of some strapping, muscular man. Saw her, her face buried in the pillows of some hotel room as the stranger drilled into her from behind, while he, Zach sat at home, thinking she was working.

Saw her, smiling in ecstasy, as Dwight slipped his long, black cock deep inside her cunt, both of them laughing at Zach’s ignorance. 

“You bitch!”

With a roar of anger, Zach grabbed the panties and hurled them across the room. His brain felt like it was on fire. He wished Melina was there with him right now so he could confront her with the evidence. So he could scream at her.  

But, of course, he couldn’t. Melina wasn’t there. She was somewhere on a plane, tens of thousands of feet above the surface of the Earth, her phone switched off, her mind wandering.

Even if Zach had done everything in his power to let her know he’d blown her cover, contacting her would have been physically impossible. 

For a long moment, Zach simply stood there, his mind whirling, glaring at the crumpled panties on the floor. 

Then, gently, his breathing slowed. A thought flickered across his mind. A savage grin started slowly crawling across his face.

With deliberate movements, Zach went and grabbed the panties. He held them bunched up in his fist, a mocking light dancing in his eyes.

“Lover boy bought you panties, did he, Melina?” He asked the empty room. “Well, let’s see how you like them when I’m through with them.”

With that, he turned and marched up the stairs, his mind buzzing like it was full of flies. An erection was already growing in his pants. He felt like laughing. 

If Melina wanted to keep secrets, maybe he would, too. Maybe he would be the one to put these panties on, laughing to himself as Melina nonchalantly searched the house, looking for them with growing desperation. Laughing out loud as he finally took off his pants in the evening and Melina saw them and realized the game was up. 

It was a weird way of catching her out. Underhand. Unmanly.

But then again, Zach smiled to himself, that’s exactly what you think I am, isn’t it, Melina? You don’t think I’m a man at all.

He couldn’t help but laugh. Weird as his plan was, he was going to enjoy seeing Melina’s face crumple in horror as the penny dropped.

It was only later, when Zach was lying on his back, trying not to scream as a fat dick pounded into him, making his big new boobies jiggle and his clit thrum with shameful pleasure, that he began to wish he’d never noticed that stupid pink box. 








  
 





II

Five minutes later Zach was naked upstairs, the panties clasped gleefully in his hands. 

He’d never done anything like this before in his life – he wasn’t a fag after all – and the prospect filled him with a strange sort of glee. 

“OK then,” he smiled at his reflection in Melina’s body-length mirror, “let’s see what all the fuss is about.”

Raising first one strong, hairy leg and then the other, he stepped into the pair of black, lacy panties. 

The sensation was strange. Unnatural. As he tugged the panties up his legs, he couldn’t help but notice how well they fit. The silk lining slipped across his skin with ease, sending a little shiver of gooseflesh running down his back.

That’s weird… Zach thought, they should be really tight on me. I’m much broader than Melina…

He shook the thought away. There was probably just something in the elastic of women’s underpants or something. It wasn’t like anyone could have bought these panties specially for him.

Could they?

Moments later, Zach stood up and smiled at himself in the mirror. He turned around and struck a mincing little pose, surprised by how much fun he was having.

There. They fit perfectly!

The panties clung to his hips, looking utterly bizarre at the top of his strong, manly legs. His cock bulged out the front, its outline visible though the fabric. 

Oh man… I look hilarious!

Zach laughed at his own reflection, pleased at how absurd he looked. It vaguely reminded him of how his football buddies in high school would sometimes put on a dress before a night on the town, as a drunken dare. 

Zach had never joined in with those games, but hadn’t he always secretly wanted to? 

There was something about girls’ clothes that had always made him… not jealous exactly. Curious. That was it. Just as a joke. Just curious to experience it once, and make himself laugh.

Just like he was doing now. 

“Well, Melina,” he said to his own reflection, “I can’t wait to see your face when you catch me in these.”

His brow darkened slightly. 

“Just like I can’t wait to hear your excuse.”

He cast his thought out to his fiancée, flying over the country, oblivious to his plan, and suddenly his mood started to sag. 

Best not to think about it, his brain whispered. She won’t be back till Monday. We can take these off for now, wait till then…

“You’re right,” Zach muttered to himself. There was no way he was spending all weekend in panties, funny as wearing them was. 

No, he’d get some beers in after work tonight, put on a game and keep drinking until Monday rolled round and it was time for him to surprise Melina. 

He gave the panties one last, regretful look. It seemed a shame to get out of them now, especially when there was no-one around. Especially when they looked so damn cute…

Zach shook his head. 

Wait, he thought, uneasily, did I just think they were ‘cute’…?

No. He couldn’t start thinking like that. Not like a – a queerboy. 

Zach’s skin prickled with faint worry. That hadn’t felt like him. It was like an alien thought had risen in his mind. A signal from a woman’s brain, somehow transported into his man’s one.

Gently, he clasped the edges of the panties in his hands.

“Maybe this wasn’t just a good idea,” he muttered, pulling them down.

And then he stopped. A frown crossed his masculine features.

“What the-?” Zach whispered.

He pulled. And then he pulled again. 

Finally, he pulled with all his might, the tendons in his arms straining, his face going red.    

At last he stopped, his eyes wide and face white with fear.

Hey, what’s happening?

Somehow, against all the laws of nature, he couldn’t take Melina’s lacy panties off. 

It was like they were now as much a part of him as his cock or balls. 

The room seemed to sway. Zach turned his dazed eyes toward the mirror. His reflection stared back at him, a shocked look on its pale face. 

Something’s wrong here…

Around his waist, the panties sat, still snugly fitted to his body. It was like a terrible magic was holding them in place. Far away, like in a dream, Zach thought he heard a woman cruelly laughing. 

“Come on,” he grunted, tugging at the panties again. “Come ON!”

It was no use. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t take off the lacy panties. 

Oh Jesus, how did they get so tight?! A knife… I’ll go grab a knife…

There was a sound like distant bells tinkling. The room seemed to lurch round Zach, spinning and swaying. Like a drunk reeling out the open door of a dockyard bar, he lurched into the corridor, toward the stairs, towards scissors, a knife, anything that could cut these damned panties off of him!

Fuck, I feel weird! What’s wrong? Hey! What the-?!

And then Zach felt it. Something that made his eyes go like saucers, his stomach start to flip and caused him to moan out loud. 

In slow shock, praying it was all a dream, Zach looked down at the black panties, still clutched round his waist. 

And screamed. 

Inside the panties, his penis was shrinking. Where it had once been a steady 6 inches of fat muscle, it was now barely an inch long and thinner than a pencil. 

Before Zach’s horrified eyes, it shriveled away behind the lacy silk screen of the panties, disappearing inside his crotch. 

Oh God, I’m dreaming, please let me be dreaming…!

Trembling, Zach reached out to touch the empty space where his cock used to hang. Suddenly, he gave a yell and his hands shot forward. His mouth dropped open as his fingers fumbled between his legs.

His balls had vanished. Instead of two heavy balls, he now had nothing between his legs at all. There was just smooth skin covering his entire crotch.

In panic, Zach whirled round, looking desperately for somewhere to run to. But it was too late. His whole body was twitching now. Bits of skin pulsed and quivered. Ripples of magic ran up and down his arms and legs, making him feel weak and woozy. 

Then there was a flash of bright, searing hot light and Zach began to scream out loud. A raw, angry, helpless scream.

No! Oh God, no!

His body was changing. Before his eyes, Zach’s hands were shrinking down to roughly half their previous size, the wrists narrowing, the fingers becoming long and slender. 

There was a distant tinkling and the fingernails began elongating, stretching away, long and manicured. As Zach watched them in horror, a tiny dot appeared in the middle of each and blossomed outwards, turning his nails a deep and slutty red. 

A grinding sensation tore through his torso, making him howl out loud. His shoulders, once broad and masculine, were now narrowing down, growing closer to his neckline, becoming slender. At the same time, his hips were growing outwards, pushing away from the smooth skin of his crotch and becoming curved and wide. 

“What’s happening to me?” Zach squeaked in horror. 

But the house was silent. No-one was there to explain, to cajole, to warn.

Besides, Zach had a nasty idea he already knew what fate had in store for him. 

A sound like one of those wobble boards filled the air. Zach felt his ass jiggle wildly as it jumped up and filled out, becoming round and pert and smooth. 

He reached behind him and clasped his new cheeks in his hands and was horrified at how pert they felt. How deliciously round and peach-like. 

I’ve got to get out of here! He thought, wildly. Before I – arrgh!!!

An intense itching, unlike anything Zach had ever experienced, had taken hold of every inch of his body. It felt like worms were tunneling into his skin. 

In anguish Zach looked down and was shocked to see the black hairs that dusted his chest, arms and legs were worming their way back into his body, while his pubes were shrinking into a polite little tuft. 

The itching spread to his face and suddenly his beard had vanished, leaving his cheeks and chin as smooth as the day he was born. 

What’s coming next? Zach thought frantically, trying to watch every inch of his body at once, Oh God, what now…?

He didn’t have to wait long to find out. 

A stinging pain in his chest made him squeal like a little girl. His nipples were suddenly growing longer, becoming pink and pointed, the flesh swelling up around them. 

“No!” Zach shouted. “No, please! Anything but-!”

It was too late.

There was a feeling of intense pressure across Zach’s chest, then suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came bursting out. They swelled up quickly, getting bigger and bigger and bigger until they filled the bottom of Zach’s vision; two fleshy, pink things that wobbled gently with every movement he made.

In numb shock, Zach reached up and grasped his brand new titties with his tiny hands. Felt their firmness. How ripe they were.

Subconsciously, he tweaked one of his nipples and shivered. He was shocked at how good it felt. How painful. How pleasurable. 

The changes were coming faster now. As Zach dazedly squeezed his new boobies, there was a click in his spine and his torso curved forwards, thrusting his chest and ass out. The fat dribbled from his sides, leaving him with an hourglass figure. His legs lost their muscle and elongated, becoming smooth and slender and heavenly. 

In no time at all, Zach was sporting a swimsuit model’s body; all curves and softness. 

The box… maybe if I get back to the box…

Fuck! Where had he left it again!

The bedroom!

Trying desperately to ignore his shifting body, Zach turned and ran towards the bedroom he shared with Melina. As he ran, he became aware that the corridor was slowly getting longer. It was like he was running on a treadmill.

Oh fuck, what’s happening? Zach looked around wildly and gasped. The walls are growing!

Then he realized it wasn’t the corridor that was changing. He was shrinking.

In no time at all, Zach’s nearly-6ft frame had dropped to a girly 5ft6. He clawed for the bedroom door handle as it rose up in his vision, terrified he’d just keep shrinking and shrinking until he vanished away into nothing. 

He finally managed to open it with his new, long-nailed hands, when the changes suddenly went supernova. 

In quick succession, Zach felt his lips puff up, becoming big and pouty. Felt his eyes widen until they were large and doe-like. Felt his nose shrink down to a cute little button, his jaw lose its masculine edge, becoming soft and round, and his eyelashes extend out until they fluttered in the corners of his vision like the wings of blackbirds. 

With a high-pitched, girly scream that seemed to belong to someone else, Zach burst back into the bedroom, frantically searching for the box just as his dark hair leapt out and cascaded over his shoulders, over his forehead, past his cheeks. 

It came to a halt just below his vast new breasts, its ends curled into cute little ringlets. There was a pause, and then all the color bled out, leaving Zach with long, flowing gold locks that had a shine and bounce to them most women he knew would’ve killed for. 

Finally, Zach’s groin began to twitch in his lacy new panties. With a feminine moan, he looked down, just in time to see a brand new slit open up between his legs. 

Without even thinking, Zach plunged one long finger down inside his panties. Two moist, plump lips shivered to the touch, either side of a little hole. 

To his horror, Zach was now the proud owner of a tight little pussy.

Then it was over. Just as Zach came stumbling to a halt in the bedroom, he heard a distant tinkling and the magic stopped. 

For a long time, Zach simply stood there, his long new bangs dangling over his forehead, covering his eyes, afraid to look in the mirror. 

Everything was different! As he looked down at his feet, he had to struggle to see past the plump new breasts suddenly dangling from his frame, their nipples pink and pointed. Buried deep in the carpet his toes wiggled, their nails now painted a lurid red.

His body felt lighter. The way his ragged breathing sounded in his ears was all wrong, too high-pitched and feminine. The weight of his breasts, tugging at his back; the way his body naturally stood with a kink, highlighting his curves; the feeling of the cool morning air, caressing his pussy…

Everything was wrong!

This isn’t happening… Zach thought to himself. This can’t be happening… 

But it was no use. Even he didn’t really believe it was a dream.

Somehow, against all the laws of nature, putting on Melina’s panties had turned him into a girl. 

The mirror, his brain whispered, an alien part Zach had never heard before, we have to look in the mirror…

No! Zach recalled from the thought in terror. No… I-I can’t…

You’ll have to eventually, the voice said, firmly. Come on. Let’s see how bad this is.

Reluctantly, Zach turned to face the mirror. His hair still hung over his eyes. With a feeling like a man about to step off a cliff, he daintily swallowed, then he reached up one slender arm and threw his hair back over his shoulders in one spectacularly girlish movement. 

The ends of Zach’s long, golden locks fell down his back, tickling at the skin between his shoulder blades. But their new owner hardly noticed. 

He was too busy starting at the gorgeous girl in the mirror. 

The girl looking back at Zach looked like a supermodel. She was slender, with a pretty baby face and large, blue eyes that radiated innocence. Her lips were plump and glossed with pink lipstick, her long hair wavy and shiny and radiant. 

Trembling, Zach looked down at her slender body. At her flat stomach and curvy hips. At her big, ripe breasts hanging heavy against her delicate frame. At her long, slender legs; the sort of legs men turned to watch when they passed on a beach. 

She looked about 18. Young and sweet and innocent. But there was something else in her eyes too. A tiny spark, a longing for a good time. 

Zach was willing to bet this was a girl who’d sucked a lot of cocks. 

No, this has to be a dream…

Slowly, Zach shook his head. To his horror, the girl in the mirror shook her head in time with him, a dazed expression on her beautiful face. 

That can’t be me…

Then Zach suddenly sneezed. The girl in the mirror sneezed with him, letting out a dainty achoo! She looked at him with blue eyes, wide with fright. 

Frantically, Zach raised one hand. The girl did likewise. He stuck out his tongue, grabbed his breasts and made a parrrp noise, and felt his heart sink as the girl dumbly mimicked his movements.

There was no doubt about it. 

She was him. He was her.

He, Zach Beaufort, was now a beautiful 18-year old girl. 

“How…?” Zach weakly asked, then snapped his mouth shut tight. In the mirror, the girl clamped one dainty hand across her lips in horror.

His voice had changed. Where it had once been deep and low and confident and manly, it was now soft, high-pitched and musical. A sweet, innocent voice. The feminine, singsong voice of a girl barely out of high school. 

“Oh God!” Zach squealed, watching the girl’s face crumple. “I sound like a Valley girl!”

He looked unhappily down at his new form, naked except for a pair of lacy black panties. Looked down at the girl’s wide, child-bearing hips, and her nice, tight pussy, shaved and barely hidden inside her pair of-The panties. Of course!

With urgent movements, Zach grabbed hold of the expensive black panties. To his surprise, they pulled easily away from his skin, no longer held there by magic.

Oh, thank God…!

Frantically, Zach yanked down the panties, kicked them off his feet. Then he span back round to face the mirror, searching hopefully; searching for the first signs that he was transforming back into a man again…

In the mirror, the young girl looked back at him with frightened eyes. Nothing twitched. Nothing moved. 

Whatever magic had animated the panties and made their spell work was gone.

Zach was now stuck as a beautiful young girl. 








  
 





III

An hour later, Zach sat, curled up on his bed, trying not to cry. 

The last sixty minutes had been the worst of his life. After realizing he was stuck as a girl, he’d run downstairs to find the box, desperately trying to ignore the way his big boobies jiggled and bounced with each step. Trying to ignore the dull ache in his breasts.

I need to get a bra, he’d found himself thinking numbly, horrified that the idea had even been allowed to cross his mind. 

Downstairs, he’d searched frantically for the pink box with its ribbon, checking in cupboards, under the sofa, everywhere he could think of. 

Finally, it had dawned on him with a feeling like ice trickling up his spine.

Just as magically as it had arrived, the box had vanished. 

With a soft moan, Zach rolled onto his back. He lay with his head on one pillow, his blond hair spread out around him like a fan and stared up at the ceiling. Gently, his tiny hands started to twist at the fabric of his long nightshirt. 

How had this happened?

He’d changed into the shirt after sloping back upstairs. The sight of his naked, girl body had begun to make him feel depressed. 

Trying not to look down, he’d taken one of Melina’s nightshirts out the walk-in closet and slipped it over his head. It had fallen loose against his body, long enough to hide his pussy from his own eyes, and loose enough to disguise the prominent bumps of his new chest.

Then he’d crawled over to the bed, rested his head on the pillow and burst into tears.

He was shocked at first. It had been like someone had thrown a switch, like his body was just leaking for no discernible reason. 

Then something had twitched in his brain, a memory, and he’d realized what was happening.

He hadn’t just changed into a girl outwardly. Every single part of him had been transformed. He now had a womb, ovaries, and a girl’s brain, locked away behind his pretty features. 

A brain that was now swimming in estrogen. 

The thought that he was a girl in mind, body and soul had sparked him off crying all over again. Big, salty tears had rolled down his cheeks, sinking into Melina’s pillow and making it damp.

How do girls live like this? He’d wondered despairingly as he cried. 

As a man, he’d responded to problems by (so he told himself) trying to think logically of a way out of them. 

As a girl, he seemed incapable of doing anything but bursting into tears. 

Now, half an hour later, he was all cried out. Looking at the ceiling, he sniffed delicately, and tried to figure out what the hell to do.

He couldn’t call Melina. It was painfully obvious to him now that the panties hadn’t been hers, but he still couldn’t call her while he was trapped as Zoe. She’d think he was a random mad woman. Or, worse, she’d think that Zoe was his lover; an airhead teen he’d picked up and fucked and was now calling his fiancée to crow. 

Zoe… He thought, numbly, what sort of a name is that for a man?

He’d discovered his new name when he’d called up his boss.

He’d finished crying long enough to realize he was both late for work, and incapable of going in at all in his new body. So instead he’d taken out his phone, cleared his throat, and dialed Jason’s number.

“Hello?” Jason’s deep voice had slipped into his ear, still tinged with its faint British accent even after all these years in the States. It seemed to caress Zach’s female body, making him shiver.

Here goes…

“I – I’m calling about Zach Beaufort,” he’d heard himself dimly say in his Valley girl voice, “he’s sick, he can’t make it in today.”

Or maybe ever, he’d added silently. 

There had been a pause on the other end of the line. His heart thudding in his generous new chest, Zach had been able picture Jason exactly as he would be at that moment. Dark-haired, athletic, dashing Jason, sat at his desk, trying to figure out who this strange girl was.

That’s weird, he’d thought to himself, I’ve never thought of Jason as handsome before…

He shuddered slightly. For some reason, the thought of Jason was making him feel all warm inside.  

Then the voice had come back and completely derailed his train of thought.  

“Who is this?”

Zach had felt his breath catch in his throat. He’d urgently cast around for an excuse.

“M-me? I’m… I’m…” Suddenly it had hit him. “I’m Zoe. Zach’s niece. I’m visiting him and Melina and…”

“Yeah, OK, whatever.” Jason had sighed. “Tell him I’ll see him Monday. Thanks for calling, love.”

Then he’d hung up, leaving Zach slack-jawed with amazement.

Love?! He’d thought, furiously. How dare he call me ‘love’?!

It was a term he’d heard Jason use with women before. A friendly term, but one that was wholly dismissive. One that seemed to belittle them gently for being less than men. For being just silly women. Until that moment, Zach had never thought twice about it. 

But now he was one of them. 

He, too, was a silly woman. 

“Zoe…” Zach rolled round the name on his tongue as he stared at the ceiling, trying to ignore his soft, feminine voice. “Hi, I’m Zoe…” 

The moment he’d said it, he’d known it was his name, just as surely as he knew his male name was Zach. It was like the magic hadn’t just altered his body.

It had transformed every single aspect of his entire life. 

“Well, Zoe,” Zach muttered to himself, twisting the nightshirt in his hands, “how are we gonna get out of this one?”

There was nothing he could do. All he could think of doing was going to sleep and hoping when he woke up he’d find it was all a dream. But that wasn’t much of a plan.

Besides, lying here he could feel the faint yearning of the new hole between his legs. Feel the soft weight of his oversized boobs on top of his chest. Feel the newly-found lightness of his girl body, so much smaller than his boy-body had been. 

No dream was that detailed.

Come on, think! Zach urged himself. You’re trapped as a smokin’ hot blond. What do you do?

For a moment, he just lay there in despair. Then, suddenly a strange look crossed his soft, beautiful features. 

Gently, Zach pulled himself into a sitting position. Glancing down, he slowly raised his dainty hands until they hovered right before him. He hesitated for a moment. Then he clasped his brand new breasts in his hands and started to play with them. 

The flesh was soft, tender. Even through his loose-fitting nightshirt, Zach could feel their weight, their size. Gently, he kneaded the flesh, feeling little shivers run through his body. 

With his left hand, he delicately tweaked at one of his nipples and was astonished at how good it felt. 

As a man, he’d never considered his nipples erogenous zones. As a girl, it was like they were two nerve endings, alive with pleasure. 

For the first time since his transformation, a smile crept across Zach’s new, girly face. 

“What am I gonna do while I’m a girl?” He asked himself in his soft voice. “Hmm… Lemme see if I can’t think of something.”

Then he started to laugh, a happy, girly laugh. The laugh not of a man transformed and humiliated, but of a woman who has just won the lottery.

This is my body now, is it? Zach thought to himself with a cheeky smile. Then maybe it’s time I had some fun…

∞ ∞ ∞

Five minutes later, Zach was stood in the bathroom, watching Zoe smile at him from the body-length mirror. 

On the edge the sink lay a carefully placed little plastic tube he’d dug out from the back of Melina’s drawers. It shone slightly in the sunlight, making Zach shiver.

I’ve always wanted to try this… He thought to himself. 

In the darkest depths of his private fantasies, Zach had occasionally found himself wondering what it must be like to be as pretty as his own fiancée. To feel men turning to stare at you as you walked down the high street. To be confident in your own sexiness – that peculiarly female quality men didn’t really possess. 

To experience all the pleasure a woman’s body had to offer, and not feel the slightest twinge of guilt. 

In the mirror, Zoe smiled coquettishly at him. Zach impulsively fluttered his eyelashes and was surprised and pleased to watch Zoe flutter hers right back at him, a hungry smile on her beautiful young face. 

Zach could tell she wanted him. 

“Zach, is it?” He said in his girl’s voice, watching Zoe’s lips moves. “I’m Zoe, pleased to meet you.”

Gently, he leaned forward. In the mirror, Zoe’s body curved, the loose nightshirt dangling from her frame, a perfect view of her cleavage on display. 

“Don’t talk much, huh? That’s a pity,” he said, biting his lower lip. “You’re such a fucking stud.” 

As Zoe’s lips moved in the mirror, Zach felt a faint warmth stirring in his new crotch. It was different to the feelings of arousal he used to get as a man, but not unpleasantly. 

A grin tugged at the corners of his lips. He’d soon find out what this new cunt of his was good for. 

With a deep breath, Zach steadied himself. In the mirror, he saw Zoe take a deep, calming breath, her large breasts still dangling heavily from her frame.

“What’s that?” Zach could feel his lips moving, but the question seemed to come from the girl stood in front of him. 

It was like he was watching his own private strip show, one in which the hot young girl was desperate to fuck him.

“You want me to do what?” Zach raised his eyebrows, watching with secret delight the expression of surprise on Zoe’s soft face. “Mmmm… anything for a man as hot as you, Zach!”

He dropped his reflection a flirty wink, a wink Zoe sent right back at him, her hands clasped between her thighs. Stood like that, she looked stunning, like the perfect little whore.

And the best part was, Zach still didn’t really believe she was him. To the instinctual side of his brain, it was simply like having a beautiful female roomie who copied his every move.  

Take it off, he commanded, silently.

He twitched the muscles of his face and saw Zoe glance down at her top, then back at him with wide and innocent eyes.

“But Zach…”

You heard me. Take it off. NOW.

He raised one dainty hand to his lips. In the mirror Zoe giggled. 

“Yes master,” he said, willing himself to believe Zoe was saying it of her own accord – that she was a real woman, separate from him. “Whatever you say.”

Slowly, he straightened up. Then he looked his reflection right in her eye, and lifted Melina’s nightshirt up. 

For a second Zoe vanished behind a wall of fabric. Zach cursed as he yanked the top off over his head, feeling a button get caught in his long, blond hair. Feeling the cold air caressing his new breasts, making the nipples go hard and pointy. 

Being reminded of his new body was too much of a distraction. If he allowed his rational brain to start thinking about it, he’d just end up screaming. 

Then the top was off and discarded, and Zach was face-to-face with a topless Zoe. 

Whatever else the spell had changed, it certainly hadn’t changed his desires. At the sight of this vulnerable girl with her dangling boobs, Zach felt the warmth in his crotch begin to spread. Felt his clit begin to gently tingle. 

With a feeling of delirious surprise, Zach realized he was getting turned on by himself. 

The arousal of his female body was weird. Zach felt his breasts swelling slightly. Felt a strange feeling in his crotch as his hole began to gently open. An invisible bead of moisture ran down the inside of one leg.

Where he should have been long, hard and thick, he was now puffy, wide and wet. 

C’mon, Zach murmured to himself, don’t let this distract you…

He raised his hands. In the mirror, Zoe gently clasped her big breasts, a naughty smile on her teenage face. 

“You want me to play with these, master?” Zoe whispered as Zach moved his jaw in time with hers. “Well, if you insist…”

Then he arrange his face into a hungry, sultry expression, and began to play with his tits. 

The sensation was like a double-whammy of pleasure. In the mirror, Zoe slowly massaged her boobs, squeezing the flesh between her fingers, pinching her nipples and moaning in a way that sent the male part of Zach’s brain wild.

At the same time, the feeling of his slender fingers, caressing his large new breasts was pleasurable enough in itself. Each squeeze made the warmth between Zach’s legs spread further, become more intense. Each pinch of his nipples shot tiny pink fireworks deep into his brain, making him involuntarily gasp in his female voice.

This wasn’t just like a private strip show. It was like – somehow – visiting a strip club and being both the female stripper and the male client.

That’s it, bitch, Zach dreamily thought in his male voice, play with those titties.

In response, he heard his body give a loud moan. His hands immediately started pinching, kneading harder, injecting a tiny current of pain into his pleasure. In the mirror, Zoe half-closed her eyes, obediently playing with her tits like her life depended on it. 

“Oh Zach…” Zach briefly closed his eyes, reveling in the horny female voice whispering his name. “Oh Zach baby…”

There was a sharp craving coming from between his legs now. A desire to put something into his tight little hole. A finger. A dildo.

A nice, fat cock. 

Zach opened his eyes. Zoe was looking at him through a pleasure-fogged dazed, a vacant smile on her lips. A pink cloud seemed to enclose his mind entirely, making him feel safe and warm, and – and…

…and desperate to play with his new cunt. 

“You want me to play with pussy?” Zach’s reflection asked him. “Hold on, baby…”

Feeling like a man in a weird and wonderful dream, Zach gently let go of his breasts. He placed a hand flat on his belly and let it slowly run down to his crotch. 

He felt the smoothness, the springy quality of his 18-year old skin beneath his fingertips. Felt the way his crotch now curved inwards where it once used to jut outwards, hard and proud. 

In the mirror, Zoe bit her bottom lip, her blond bangs tumbling over her blue eyes, and smiled. 

Zach’s finger drifted down to the top of his pussy. He delicately probed the top of his slit with one fingertip and was astonished to feel how wet he was. His new cunt shivered to his touch, making goosebumps rise up across his belly. For a second, Zach felt himself hesitate.

Am I really gonna do this? 

The thought of being a man who knew what it felt like to have a finger in his pussy was a disturbing one…

Then Zach caught sight of himself in the mirror again. Of Zoe, her expression dazed, her long hair lying in streaks across her face, her fingers playing at the edges of her moist little hole, and he decided not to think anymore. 

With a feeling of pleasure mingled with horror, Zach slid one finger down to his pussy. Gently, he pressed against the folds of skin covering his entrance. 

Then he closed his eyes and pushed.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck yeah!”

The sound of his female voice (of Zoe’s female voice, he quickly corrected himself) startled him. His eyes flew open.

I didn’t mean to say that… He thought uneasily. And then he felt his finger slide further in, and all his hesitations were washed away on a tidal wave of pleasure. 

The feeling was incredible. Pink stars exploded and fizzed behind Zach’s eyes, making his body involuntarily squirm and gasp. His nipples went rock hard, as hard as bullets, as pleasure coursed through his veins, to every corner of his skin.

As a man, he’d only felt pleasure this intense when he’d been fucking for ages and was on the brink of coming. 

As a girl, he was drowning in pleasure after only just starting. 

In the mirror Zoe’s face creased as she opened her mouth. A sharp little gasp escaped, the high-pitched moan of a woman in the throes of ecstasy. 

Without stopping to think, Zach began jerking his dainty wrist back and forth, back and forth. His finger slipped in and out of his pussy, sliding up into his womb, making him groan, then back out again to tease his lips. 

Each jab brought its own little burst of pleasure. But it also added a tiny drop to something else. A vast reservoir of feeling Zach realized would burst all too soon. 

“Oh God master,” he made Zoe moan, looking right at him, “Oh fuck Zach, play with my cunt. Play with my fucking cunt!”

The sound of his new voice, wild and high-pitched, made Zach jerk his wrist even faster. Without thinking, he slipped another finger inside his pussy and began scissoring the walls, moaning out loud. Not caring how female he sounded. How female he felt.

Caring about nothing but the warm, wonderful feeling in his crotch and how he could make it even bigger. 

In the mirror, Zoe was leaning back against the wall, her eyes wide, her mouth dropped open in a helpless ‘o’. Her legs were spread, her fingers darting in and out of her hole. 

Her long blond hair was tangled, in disarray. Her huge boobs wobbled and jiggled with each thrust of her little wrist. 

She looked fucking hot.

That’s me… Zach thought, dazedly. That’s not some girl I’m looking at… I’m looking at myself. I’m the fucking hot girl! 

The thought was strange, threatening to break the final barriers of his sanity. Zach quickly shook it away. 

With his free hand, he reached out and grabbed the little plastic tube off the sink. The one Melina had bought three years ago, saying they could use together. The one that had vanished to the back of her drawer and Zach hadn’t seen since. 

Oh God… he whimpered to himself, clutching it in one dainty hand, please let this work. Please don’t let the battery be flat…

He pressed the button on the top with one long-nailed finger. Then he broke into a smile as Melina’s bullet whirred to life, vibrating wildly in his hand, buzzing like an angry little bee.

Oh fuck… oh yeah! Oh God, let’s see how this works…

Dazed, his entire mind lost in pink fog, Zach forced up a smile and watched as Zoe returned it, looking as out of it as he felt. 

Then he gently lowered the buzzing vibrator between his legs and pressed it against his brand new clit. 

The pleasure was like nothing he’d ever experienced. At the first touch of the bullet, his clit sent a spark shooting through him that made his female body jerk and writhe and squeal out loud. 

It shot electric to every inch of his skin. It made goosebumps travel up and down his arms. 

Desperately, Zach scissored at his cunt, trying not to scream, trying not to cry. 

Trying to do nothing but ride this wave of pleasure into the black seas of eternity.    

Suddenly a feeling rose up in Zach. His eyes went wide. He gaped at his reflection and saw Zoe suddenly screw up her face and start to shriek. 

OhmyGod, I’m gonna-!

Then it hit him and he couldn’t think anymore. 

As the vibrator buzzed against his clit, Zach felt himself pushed up, up, up! to the brink of orgasm. He screamed, and then he was suddenly falling, falling, falling into an infinite sea of cozy pink fog. 

He came with the force of a thousand suns, his entire body wracked with spasms, gooseflesh racing across his flat and girly stomach, his clit humming with desire. 

Something squirted out his pussy, dribbled down his fingers, but Zach didn’t even notice. 

He was too busy lost in the heart of his neverending orgasm. 

At long, long last, the feeling began to subside. Zach’s mind seemed to come rushing back into his body and he found himself no longer standing, but sat on the floor, his long, blond hair lying across his face in streaks, his fingers buried deep in his cunt, staring dazedly at his own reflection. 

In the mirror, Zoe looked back at him. A dreamy smile flitted across her beautiful features. 

There’s no ‘her’ about it… Zach thought. She’s me. Those are my beautiful features…

Gradually, his breathing slowed. His chest was rising and falling, making his already-large new breasts seem to swell with each inhalation. Zach slipped his fingers from his cunt – an action that made him shiver slightly – and turned the bullet off. 

Then he raised one hand and gently swept the long blond hair out his eyes. He smiled at the supermodel in the mirror. 

“You know something?” He murmured, his high-pitched voice making him smile, “maybe being stuck like this for a while isn’t going to be so bad after all.”

His reflection smiled back at him. Zoe dropped him a flirty wink Zach felt his own face reciprocate. 

But underneath his pleasure, he still felt a gnawing sense of doubt. 

Where had those panties come from? And why – and how – had they changed him into a girl? Would he ever turn back into Zach?

After all, no matter how much fun he’d just had, he didn’t want to spend the rest of his life as beautiful, 18-year old Zoe, no way!

Then Zach laughed and shook his head and the doubts were swept away.

He’d worry about all that when Melina came back.

In the meantime, he was trapped as a beautiful, horny girl with amazing tits, a fantastic ass, and a deep-seated desire to have her pussy violated. 

For the rest of the weekend, he decided with a smile, he was gonna have some fun. 

Outside, Zach could hear his neighbor Dwight calling out to someone, his voice low and deep and sexy. A thought entered his newly-female brain; a naughty, dirty thought that made the male part of his mind gasp in shock, but made the rest of him start smiling hungrily. 

He suddenly knew exactly what he was going to spend the rest of the day doing.

It looked like his adventure as a horny teenage girl was only just beginning. 








  
 

Book Two: Dressed to Screw

I


“Who’s there?”

Zach smiled at the sound of the deep voice, muffled by the heavy doorway. It seemed to caress his body, making him shiver slightly.

Without being aware he was doing so, he dropped one hand onto his curvy hips and struck a girlish pose, a radiant smile on his teenage face.

“Come and see!” He called with a mischievous giggle. 

There was a long pause. Zach guessed he was being watched through the peephole. It didn’t matter. He was content to just stand here, letting the sunlight play through his long, golden hair and warm his nearly naked legs. 

Content to stand there, the curves of his pert ass on display, his body ever-so slightly bent forward so the world could get an excellent view of his vast cleavage. 

Zach didn’t need a mirror to know he was looking fucking hot. 

∞ ∞ ∞

After he’d finished masturbating to his female reflection in the bathroom, Zach had gone skipping back into the bedroom he shared with Melina, a huge smile on his face.

It was like sticking something inside his new pussy had broken a dam. On the inside, he was still shell shocked by his sudden transformation into a girl. Terrified at the thought he’d be stuck that way forever. Worried about what his beautiful fiancée Melina would say.  

But it was like all that had been temporarily swept aside, and replaced with a sudden hunger. A desire to be desirable.

If he was stuck as a girl, Zach had decided, he was at least gonna have some fun. 

After all, it wasn’t like many men got to experience life as a beautiful woman. 

Did they?

Moments later, Zach had been stood before Melina’s full-length mirror, admiring his new body. 

Everything about Zoe was incredible. She had perfectly curved hips, a nice, tight waist, a pert, firm ass and tits that were big, but not so big they looked plastic. 

Her legs were long and slender, her face soft and babyish, her hair shiny and perfectly combed, and her eyes alive with mischief. 

In short, she was the perfect woman, from a man’s point of view. The sort of blond bombshell horny teenage boys fantasize about. The sort of woman who exists solely in the pages of Playboy magazine.

And Zach had been magically turned into her. 

“OK,” he’d said in his soft, high-pitched voice, tinged with its Valley girl accent. “Let’s see how hot we can make you.”

Then he’d skipped, giggling, over to Melina’s closet and started to yank out clothes. 

As Zach threw dresses, skirts, shorts and bras onto their bed, he’d had an uneasy feeling that he was no longer in control. That the magic was changing him so much and so fast that soon there wouldn’t be anything left of him. 

As a man, he’d always dressed functionally: jeans, maybe slacks, and a collared shirt or tee, depending on whether he was at work or not. Occasionally a suit jacket if the situation demanded it. 

Like a lot of men, he’d had little interest in clothes, and next to zero interest in women’s clothes. Traipsing around shopping malls after Melina as she tried on an endless procession of outfits had been his idea of hell. When his fiancée asked which outfit he preferred, he’d been forced to admit they both looked basically identical to him. 

Now, on the other hand, the chance to dig through Melina’s expensive outfits and select one for himself filled him with joy. 

“Oh my God…” Zach had murmured to himself, unaware he was talking aloud, “some of these are just so cute…”

With a happy laugh, he’d put his hands on his curvy hips and smiled down at the pile of clothes on the bed, the morning sunlight caressing his bare, teenage breasts. Then he’d grabbed a handful and begun dressing himself for the day.

First had been his choice of underwear.

The panties had been easy. Almost without thinking about it, Zach had slipped his long, slender legs back into the magic pair of lacy panties that had turned him into Zoe. 

The feeling of their silken fabric against his legs had made him sigh with happiness. He’d glanced down at his body, gently and unconsciously hooking a strand of blond hair over one of his ears, and been pleased at the way the panties clung to his ass, accentuating his curves. 

I look like an underwear model, he’d thought, and the thought had made him feel strangely warm and pleasant inside.

The next step had been trickier. Zach had had to choose a bra to wear. 

As a man, Zach’s only experience with bras had been removing them from women he was about to fuck. His knowledge of cup sizes and measurements was practically non-existent, and he had no idea if Melina’s bras would even fit his big breasted new body.

Yet he’d found the idea of going braless strangely unappealing. 

Not only did he find the feeling of his boobs bouncing up and down to be a bit odd, the female part of his mind seemed desperate to try on as much lacy underwear as possible.

It was like he now existed only to look sexy, and not looking his best would make him feel utterly miserable.

Luckily, Melina had a vast selection of designer bras she’d bought and rarely wore. Zach spent a happy fifteen minutes holding them up to his chest, one after the other, trying to decide which would be best.

Should I go with pink and patterned? He’d found himself thinking, Or black with white lace? Hmm… I want something that’ll match my panties, but maybe not too closely…

If someone had told Zach just that morning that he’d soon be trying on bras and enjoying himself, he’d have told them they were mad. 

Now, it was like he’d spent his whole life waiting for the chance to dress in women’s clothes, and he wasn’t about to let it go to waste.

At long last, Zach had selected an expensive, black bra that almost matched his panties, save for a trimming of white lace round the cups, and a tiny, dainty satin bow that sat in the middle and made his insides squirm with delight. 

He’d worried that getting it on would be difficult, but to his surprise, his new body had dealt with it without any problems. 

As he’d slipped the straps over his shoulders, he’d marveled at how reassuring it felt, having the padded insides of his bra pressing gently against his heavy breasts. At how firm his boobies now felt with that extra bit of support. 

Running back to the mirror, Zach had been delighted with how he looked. Zoe somehow looked even better in her bra and panties than she did naked. 

“Damn girl,” he’d murmured, watching Zoe’s pouty lips move in the mirror, “you’re one hot piece of ass.”

For a second, he’d been sorely tempted to slip one finger inside his panties and masturbate to his own reflection again, but he’d managed to control himself.

He was no longer intending to simply let the straight, male part of his brain enjoy his stunning female body.

He was intending to experience all the pleasure being female had to offer. 

And that meant getting fucked by a man with an enormous cock.

Did I really just think that? Zach had wondered, uneasily, as he made his way back toward the bed strewn with clothes, his vast breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. I’m supposed to be a man, remember? A straight man.  

But then he’d turned his attention to the dresses and his worries had been swept aside.

How had he never noticed before how amazing Melina’s wardrobe was? There were summer dresses, cocktail dresses, pencil skirts, and tiny little miniskirts that Zach had almost felt embarrassed to try on. 

How, he’d wondered, am I ever gonna choose something from all this?

Outwardly, he’d sighed and crossed his arms over his enormous breasts, his body naturally standing in a way that heightened its curves, its ass slightly thrust out to one side. The faint pressure of his arms on his tits made him feel all warm again. 

“There’s only one solution, girl,” he’d said to himself in his soft voice, “try them on!”

And so he had.

For the next hour, Zach had posed before the mirror in a stunning array of outfits, amazed at how well they all fitted his new, girl body. 

He’d tried on a summer dress with an amazing floral pattern that stopped just above his knees and looked adorable with a little pair of ankle boots. 

He’d tried on a grey miniskirt that barely covered his ass with a deep blue top with sleeves over his elbows and a neckline that left his enormous cleavage on display. To that he’d added knee-high black boots and a tiny black belt that made him feel like a sexy office secretary.

He’d even tried on a pair of cut-off denim shorts that clung to his ass with a tight, white top that barely kept his titties hidden from view and made him look like a hot farm girl. 

Each outfit had been less like a change of clothes, and more like he was changing his entire identity. 

Inside, he’d marveled at the ability of women’s clothes to utterly transform him. In a way, these non-magical clothes were changing him with each new outfit just as much as the magical panties had when they swapped his gender. 

At long, long last, Zach had picked up an outfit with his dainty new hands and known immediately that it was the one for him. 

It was a type of dress he didn’t know the right word for. One that looked like a t-shirt at the top – with a high neckline and short sleeves that covered his shoulders and stopped at his biceps – but that transformed into a dress below the waist, with a hem that would barely cover his ass. 

It was a darker, greyish sort of blue, and made of a thin fabric that felt perfect between his fingertips. Once he’d slipped it over his head, Zach had added a wide, brown leather belt around his waist, and a pair of adorable high-heel, shin-length boots made of the same brown leather.

Then he’d looked in the mirror and heard himself gasp out loud. 

His new outfit was the cutest thing ever. The dress clung to his body, accentuating the curves of his butt and boobs, but without putting any flesh on display, leaving a ton to the imagination. The eye line drew you to his long, slender legs, the boots somehow conspiring to make them look longer than ever.

It wasn’t too trampy. It wasn’t too formal. It was just right. 

And it made Zach look like the hottest teenage girl you might see hanging at the mall. 

The sight of himself all dolled up had made Zach’s mind spark with happiness. Impulsively, he’d jumped up in the air, clapping his hands, amazed at how light his new body was, how flexible. 

In the mirror, Zoe had sprung up and down on her toes, her blue eyes shining, her baby face arranged into a heart-melting smile. Her blond hair trailed out behind her. She looked like a supermodel. 

There’s no ‘she’ about it… Zach had thought, That’s me. I’m the one who looks like a supermodel!

The thought had made him giggle out loud, a high-pitched, girlish sound. He turned around in the mirror, threw a glance over his shoulder and pouted at himself, wiggling his cute butt.

“Hey, hot stuff,” he’d said in his high-pitched girl’s voice. “I’m Zoe. Fancy a fuck?”

You bet I do… the male part of his brain had replied. 

There had been no doubt about it. Dressed like that, Zach could’ve fucked any straight guy in the world. 

Not that Zach wanted ‘any’ old guy. 

He’d known even then exactly whose dick he was after.

The next stage had been to put his makeup on and get himself dolled up for his big day as a hot girl. 

Until that day of his life, Zach had been almost comically straight. He’d never dressed in women’s clothes. Never even thought about kissing a guy. And he’d certainly never worn makeup. 

So it had been with trepidation that he’d approached Melina’s vanity chest, with its tubes of lipstick and mascara and God-knew what else. 

Oh, Melina, Zach had thought as he sat down, if only you could see me now…

At first even figuring out what was what had confused him. Casually brushing his long blond hair out his vision, Zach had picked up and opened tube after tube, raising his eyebrows at the contents. 

Do I really have to stick that in my eye? He’d wondered as he picked up an eyeliner pencil, turning it over uneasily in his hands. Seems like an easy way to poke an eye out…

But he was a girl today, he’d remembered. And that meant doing girl things.

With a feeling like a man in a dream, he’d hesitantly picked up a thin little foundation brush. He’d glanced at himself in the mirror, into the nervous, excited eyes of the beautiful girl sat before him.

Then he’d shrugged his slender shoulders, smiled at Zoe, and got to work. 

To Zach’s surprise, his female brain had known exactly what to do. If he didn’t think too hard about it, he’d found his body had naturally applied his makeup like a pro.  

First he’d applied his foundation smoothly, taking care to blend it in with his skin around the neckline.

Then he’d plucked up a tube of pink, glossy lipstick and gently run the edge across his pursed lips. That done, he’d puckered them together and opened them out – like he was blowing exaggerated air-kisses – and been amazed to find he’d applied it perfectly. 

Then he’d gotten out the mascara brush and made his eyelashes long and dark and wonderful.

Then he’d gently applied his eyeliner, admiring how it made his blue eyes look wider, deeper, sexier. 

Finally, he’d added some blusher to his cheeks, had a go with the eyebrow pencil and then sat back and looked at himself in amazement. 

In the weak morning light reflected in the mirror, Zoe looked like a dream come true. Her innocent face was softer, more-seductive now. Her eyes seemed to shine with a lustful light. Her smile was sexier in pink, her skin flawless. 

Zach had added just the right amount of makeup. Not so little that a man would assume he was makeup-free, not so much that he looked like he was about to head out for a night on the town. 

It was subtle, but distinctive. It made him look sexy, experienced, ready to fuck. 

It made him feel beautiful. 

For a long time, Zach had simply sat there, looking at his female reflection in awe. 

He’d never felt beautiful before. Attractive, yes, even handsome. At a stretch, he might even have used the word sexy. 

But beautiful was something new. A strange, feminine feeling. Like he was powerful, yet vulnerable. Like he simply knew that when he walked into a room, all eyes would turn to him. 

It was a strange feeling. A confident feeling.

And it had made Zach feel deliriously happy. 

“Here we go then,” he’d whispered at himself, hardly able to believe the gorgeous, big-titted supermodel in the mirror was him. “How about we have some fun?”

At the word ‘fun’ the girl in the mirror had started to smile her mysterious, seductive smile.

∞ ∞ ∞

Now, stood on the porch of the house over the road, Zach felt that same smile tugging at his painted lips as the figure inside watched him through the peephole. 

He didn’t need a mirror to know he looked fucking hot.

And he didn’t need to be a mind-reader to know the man inside was thinking exactly the same thing. 

At long last the door opened. A shadow stepped out from the depths of the house. A tall, strong shadow with broad shoulders, tree-trunk like arms and a dark, handsome face that made Zach’s knees go like water.

Oh my God… He found himself thinking, he’s so fucking hot…

“OK,” said Dwight in his deep voice, looking down on Zach’s tiny body from inside his 6ft6 frame. “Here I am. Where you after something, miss…?”

“Zoe,” Zach said, astonished at how confident his soft girl-voice was, how seductive. “And since you mention it, there is something I’m after.”

Dwight’s eyes drifted down over Zach’s new body. Taking in his legs, the curve of his hips, his supermodel face and dynamite figure.

Finally, the strong black man’s eyes came to rest on the bulging outline of Zach’s big breasts. Zach felt himself blush slightly. An overwhelming urge to giggle and cross his legs like a silly schoolgirl suddenly came over him. 

“What’s that?” Dwight asked at last with a cocky smile on his handsome features. 

“Simple.” 

Zach gently stepped forward, allowing his hips to sway as he did so. He drifted across the porch, until he was stood right in front of this big, strong black man. 

This close, Zach could smell Dwight’s sweat. The masculine scent of it made his pussy tingle and his nipples harden. 

He hasn’t showered since his morning workout, he thought, I’ll bet his body still stinks of the sweat he built up lifting weights…

For some reason, the thought made his legs go like water, like he was trying to balance on slippery ice.

Gently, Zach tilted his head back. In his new body, his eye line was directly level with Dwight’s strong chest. He raised himself up onto his tiptoes, suddenly so close to the black man that he could feel his breath caressing his cheeks. 

So close he could almost kiss him. 

For a long moment, the two men simply looked at one another. Dwight with a cocky smile on his face, one large arm leaning casually against the doorframe, Zach from inside his tiny, female body, a hungry look in his clear blue eyes.

Then Zach smiled, a slow and sensuous smile that felt so natural on his face, like he’d always been a girl. 

“Isn’t it obvious?” He murmured in his soft voice. “I want you to fuck me.”

Dwight blinked down at the small, seductive girl before him. Then his grin turned into a smirk that reached right up into his eyes.

“In that case,” he growled in his deep voice, leaning right down to Zach’s ear, “I think you’d better get your hot little ass inside.”








  
 





II

Do I really wanna do this?

The thought crept uneasily round the edges of Zach’s brain as he sashayed his way into the gloom of Dwight’s house, his cute butt wiggling seductively beneath his dress.

Here he was: Zach Beaufort, a straight man, about to have sex with another man. 

As a girl. While his fiancée was away on a business trip. 

It wasn’t even like he’d been Zoe for a long period of time. His transformation had occurred only a couple of hours ago, and already he was virtually begging a strong, black man to fuck his tight little pussy.

That magic must’ve been really strong, Zach thought as Dwight closed the door behind him. It must’ve switched my sexuality completely. It’s the only explanation.

But there was one other explanation, one he really didn’t want to think too hard about right now.

Maybe the magic hadn’t changed his mind at all.

Maybe these desires had always been there, buried deep down inside himself where Zach was scared to look. 

The slamming of the door jerked him out of his reverie and made him look round.

“So, Zoe,” Dwight smiled, his eyes half-closed with barely-suppressed desire, “you like a bit of black, huh?” 

Zach shrugged his slender shoulders. 

“You tell me,” he heard himself say in his high-pitched voice, “it all depends on how big your dick is.” 

The words were out his mouth before he could stop himself. 

Whoa there, don’t sound too eager! His brain warned him. 

The rest of him ignored it. He wanted cock. Desperately. He’d worry about the implications for his male life later.

“Big enough.” Dwight cocked one eyebrow at him, “does Zach know you’re here?”

Shit…

Zach’s pretty little mouth dropped open. He blinked at Dwight, who was still watching him with a smirk. The center of power in their conversation had suddenly shifted, away from him.

He can’t know… Zach thought, weakly. He can’t possibly know…

But beneath that was a much scarier thought:

The panties… Oh fuck, what if he was the one who…?

“Don’t look so shocked,” Dwight laughed. “I just saw you leaving the house before you came over here is all. What are you, his piece on the side?”

Relief flooded through Zach. He felt his muscles untense and realized he’d been almost paralyzed with fear. 

So Dwight didn’t know then. He was just observant. Which mean Zach didn’t have to worry about his secret getting out.

Which meant he could now be Zoe – horny, beautiful, slutty Zoe – again, and no-one would ever find out. 

With surprising ease, Zach forced up a giggle. He shook his head, his long, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. 

“Oh no, nothing like that,” he laughed. “I’m just… I’m just a friend. They’ve gone away for the weekend and wanted me to housesit.”

“Really?” Dwight frowned. “When’d they go? I could have sworn I saw Zach at the window earlier.”

“Nu-uh.” Zach forcefully shook his pretty little head. “That was me. I saw you waving, and, well…”

He giggled again, a wonderful, feminine sound.

“I thought I’d better come on over.”

Slowly, Dwight pushed his gigantic frame off the door. With quiet, panther-like footsteps, he made his way across the room until he stood directly in front of Zach. 

At the sight of this big, strong man towering over him, Zach’s heart began hammering in his chest.

He could do anything to me right now… He suddenly realized. Rape me. Strangle me. He’s a big, muscular man, and I’m just… well. I’m just a weak little girl.

Strangely, the thought didn’t make him feel even slightly anxious or scared. Instead, Zach started to feel that slow, wonderful warmth spreading in his crotch again. 

Confronted with an alpha male like Dwight, his female body seemingly had no choice but to become incredibly aroused. 

Without a word, Dwight gently closed his fingers round the bottom of his t-shirt. Then he pulled the whole thing off over his shaved head, and Zach heard himself gasp out loud.

Dwight’s body was magnificent. His torso was like that of a God, an Adonis, sculpted from black marble and meant to be worshipped.

He had a visible six pack, muscular pecs, and shoulders that were so broad and powerful they made Zach in his little girl-body feel like fainting. His biceps were enormous, the veins in his arms standing out like dark cords wrapped around his muscles. 

It was the body of a real man. A man who could make women do whatever he wanted them to. The sort of man Zach could never have been. 

And the sight of it made him feel extremely glad he’d been turned into a girl. 

Without being aware he was doing it, Zach gently raised one long-nailed hand. He placed it, palm flat, against Dwight’s powerful chest, feeling the black man’s raw power. Let his fingers drift down over his torso, his mouth suddenly dry. 

Between Zach’s legs, a tiny bead of moisture trickled out his wet cunt. In his bra, his nipples were hard as bullets. 

Dear God, he’s so fucking hot…

“Like what you see?” Dwight’s deep voice seemed to vibrate in the pit of Zach’s stomach, making him shiver. “White girls usually do.”

“What about…” Zach swallowed. His mouth was dry. He was dizzy. He couldn’t think straight.

It was like the sight of male flesh was sending his girl-body crazy.

“What about the rest of it?” He whispered at last. He slipped his hand hopefully inside the elastic of Dwight’s sweatpants. 

Oh fuck… I could touch his dick right now if I wanted to. I could take it out and put it in my mouth and he wouldn’t even try to stop me…

Dwight grinned down at helpless little Zach. He slowly shook his smooth, shaved head. 

“Not yet,” he whispered. 

Zach had to stop himself from moaning out loud in despair. He’d never felt this horny in his life before. Never felt this much trepidation. 

The smell of Dwight’s sweat was in his nostrils, confusing him, making his body come alive with female, animal passions. If the black man were to suddenly turn him away now, he thought he might go mad. 

Instead, Dwight reached out. His two large, thick hands settled over Zach’s curvy hips. With remarkable ease, he gently pulled Zach towards him. Pulled him closer until their bodies were touching. Until Zach’s face rested against his powerful chest, and he could feel Dwight’s erect penis pressing into his soft belly. 

With woozy eyes, Zach looked up at the strong, powerful man holding him. Felt his rough, thick fingers, gently kneading the flesh of Zach’s pert little ass. His heart hammered in his chest.

“Dwight…” he managed to squeak.

“Shh.” The black man responded. 

Then he gently leaned forwards, and suddenly they were kissing. 

It was the first time Zach had ever been kissed by another man before. Dwight’s tongue swirled around the inside of his mouth, rudely pushing his pouty lips apart, possessing him, making him his.

Zach gently nibbled on it, devouring it like a foreign delicacy, shocked at how good it felt. How incredible it felt it be roughly kissed by a strong and dominant male.

Why did no-one ever tell me this? He thought, wildly, why did no-one ever tell me how amazing men are? I would’ve gone gay years ago!

At last, the two men pulled apart, their breathing ragged. Zach looked up at Dwight through eyes fogged with pleasure, taking in his handsome face, his muscular chest, the vast erection straining at the fabric of his pants. 

Between Zach’s legs, his pussy had opened its hole nice and wide. His panties were soaked through, and his cunt was desperate for dick. 

“Now.” Dwight growled, his eyes alive with fiery passion. “Take it off.” 

Zach didn’t need telling twice.

With urgent movements, he grabbed the hem of his dress and pulled it off over his head. The cool morning air made goosebumps creep across his bare belly and the skin of his breasts, but Zach hardly noticed.

He threw the dress down on the floor and stood, panting, before the man who was about to violate his virgin pussy, dressed only in his bra and panties. His large boobies rose and fell in the bottom of his vision, swollen by desire, their nipples pointed and ready to be teased by a finger, a tongue, a mouth. 

“Good.” Dwight looked over Zach’s body, eyeing him with detached disinterest, like he was judging a piece of meat.

Trembling in his lacy underwear before this muscular black God, awaiting his sentence, Zach couldn’t help but think the way Dwight was looking at him was hot as hell. 

“Christ, look at you,” Dwight growled. “A hot little white bitch, desperate for black cock. Well, I’ve got just the thing for you…”

As he spoke, he pulled at the band of his sweatpants. They crumpled to the floor, revealing his thick legs, as muscular and as hairless as the rest of him. 

But it wasn’t his legs that made Zach gasp out loud and his clit start thrumming wildly. 

Jutting up into the air was the biggest, blackest dick Zach had ever seen. 

Dwight’s cock was enormous! It was at least twice as big as Zach’s had been, and Zach had thought himself pretty well equipped. It poked up into the air, thick as a club, the end bulbous and dark and swollen. Thick veins stood out along its edges. It looked like something out of the dirtiest porno. 

There’s no way I’ll fit that in me! Zach thought in horror. I’ll die if I try. I’ll split in two!

But his body wasn’t listening. At the sight of Dwight’s aggressively huge penis, Zach’s tight pussy had become wetter than ever. 

“I’m gonna put this in all of your wholes,” Dwight growled in his low, menacing voice. “I’m gonna fuck you till you scream and beg me to stop.”

He smiled.

“And then,” he added. “I’m gonna fuck you some more.”

The room seemed almost pitch black now, like the sun had faded outside, taking the rest of the world with it. Now there was nothing but Zach’s frightened, horny girl-body, and that big, fat dick.

Like a man in a daze, Zach gently reached behind his back and undid his bra strap. His lacy bra fell from his shoulders, landing with a soft flump on the floor. The morning air caressed his heavy breasts, making his nipples go harder than ever. 

Zach was naked now except for his lacy silk panties and leather boots. Without looking in a mirror, he knew he must look fucking hot. The horny blond girl, about to be fucked like the little slut she secretly was. 

Delicately, Zach swallowed. Then he looked the big, black man before him right in the eye and bit his lower lip. For a second he teetered on the precipice.

And then he was falling.

“Fuck me.” He whispered.

The effect was immediate. Before Zach could figure out what was happening, he found himself kissing Dwight, kissing him passionately, clutching his tiny body to his broad chest and moaning out loud. 

Two rough hands suddenly grabbed hold of his ass and hoisted him into the air. Without even thinking about what he was doing, Zach fastened his slender legs round Dwight’s waist, and suddenly the strong black man was holding him in his arms, his tongue swirling round the inside of his mouth. 

Look at him, Zach thought dizzily. He’s so strong… he’s holding me up here like I’m nothing but air!

Suddenly, they were no longer kissing. Dwight pulled back from Zach’s lips and hoisted him higher into the air and then his face was buried between Zach’s heavy breasts, his lips nibbling at and sucking at his nipples, his tongue swirling round his areola.

The pleasure was intense, beyond belief. Zach threw his head back, closed his eyes and moaned loudly – a high-pitched, feminine sound that made him feel hornier than ever. 

As Dwight worked Zach’s big titties, his rough hands squeezed and massaged the flesh of Zach’s perfect ass, making him feel like his whole body was on fire. Without thinking about it, Zach began to automatically grind his crotch against the black man’s chest, gasping at the jolts of pleasure shooting out from his sensitive new clit. 

The way Dwight used him was amazing. Like he was nothing but some sort of glorified sex toy who existed only for the black man’s pleasure. 

Only a day ago, the thought of being used would have horrified Zach’s cocky, male brain. 

Now, though, it made his female mind go dizzy with delight. 

“Oh, fuck!” Zach gasped as Dwight bit down on one of his nipples. The shock sent bolts of pain through his chest, making them mingle with and heighten his feelings of pleasure. He grasped the black man’s smooth head in his tiny hands and clutched him close to his breasts, desperate for this moment to never end. 

But end it did. Only a second after the thought had flashed across Zach’s brain, Dwight pulled back from his nipples, leaving Zach with a disappointed craving. 

Dwight looked up at him with eyes that burned with passion. He reached up with one large hand and clasped Zach’s head. 

The two men gazed deep into each other’s eyes, both panting loudly with the force of pleasure running through them. Dwight with loud, manly grunts, Zach with soft, feminine squeaks. 

“You’re so fucking hot,” Dwight growled at him, pinching Zach’s ass and making him gasp as he did so. 

“I’m wet!” Zach gasped back at him. “Oh fuck me baby, I’m wet and ready for your dick!”

The words sounded surreal on his lips, the sort of words a man should never say. But Dwight had no idea he was secretly a man and merely smiled.

“Your wish…” he whispered, “is my command.”

Then he lowered his hand to grasp Zach’s ass again, used one thick, black finger to tug his panties to one side, and then shoved his dick deep into Zach’s cunt. 

The pain was indescribable. The pleasure beyond belief. The walls of Zach’s pussy stretched to accommodate this hard black man, making him gasp and scream and beg for more. 

Zach had no idea if the feeling was wonderful or horrible. All he knew was that right now he needed Dwight’s dick in him, no matter how much it might hurt his tight little virgin pussy.

He’s too big… part of his mind whispered wildly, he’ll never fit… not when you’re such a tiny little girl!

But to his surprise, Dwight’s dick slid in easily. Zach felt it traveling up inside him until it penetrated his womb; a throbbing, blissful warmth that spread out to every corner of his body. He felt himself slide down until his pussy lips were resting against Dwight’s pubes and his whole, enormous cock was inside him. 

And then Dwight began to move.

He thrust his hips slowly at first, using his strong arms to keep Zach held in place, pinned against the living room wall, his feet crossed behind the black man’s strong back. 

Each twitch of Dwight’s cock sent shockwaves of pleasure rushing through Zach, making his body writhe and moan out loud. As Dwight’s dick slipped deeper and deeper inside him, he had to bite down on his tongue to stop himself from screaming the house down, and even then involuntary squeaks still escaped.

Oh Jesus Christ, that feels so good!

Dwight was thrusting faster now, his strong hands holding Zach’s delicate little body against his big strong one as he rammed his cock into his hole. His fat, black balls thwacked up against Zach’s pert little ass, adding to his pleasure. Each thrust made his fat tits bounce and wobble, reminding him of his new, female existence.

Reminding him that he was now a beautiful, helpless white girl, getting roughly fucked by a big, black stud. 

Zach’s blond hair was lying across his face in streaks. He wanted to sweep it out of his eyes, but his arms were wrapped around Dwight’s thick neck. Instead he simply clung on tight, letting this strong man use him as his cum dump. 

“You like that huh?!” Dwight hissed in his ear, his breath hot and stale on Zach’s slender neck. “You like black dick?”

In response, Zach opened his mouth and let out a high-pitched, female gasp that seemed to come from the very depths of his soul. 

Dwight’s dick was pounding into him now, making his pussy scream with desire. Every thrust sent his bulbous head deep into Zach’s womb. His pussy was stretching, moisture dribbled out his hole and ran over his anus.

And still Dwight just kept on fucking him. 

Suddenly, something was rising in Zach. Some great, powerful, unstoppable thing that made him scream out loud.

OhmyGod, I’m gonna come!!!

With a loud shriek, Zach bit down on Dwight’s bare, muscular shoulder, causing the black man to grunt with pain. Then he gave his hardest thrust yet, a thrust so hard it seemed like Zach’s pussy would surely split wide open, and then Zach was coming.

He came with a muffled scream, his teeth still clamped down on his lover’s shoulder, his eyes screwed up and blurry with tears. 

He came with the force of a supernova, a flash of pink light that swept him away in its warm embrace and made every inch of his skin tingle.

It was like falling through emptiness. It was pleasure so intense it eclipsed every other thought. 

And it went on forever.

At long last, Zach’s orgasm peaked, and then he was floating back down to Earth, his eyes wide and his breathing ragged. He felt like someone stepping off the world’s greatest rollercoaster. Adrenaline flooded his body, endorphins zinged through his brain-

“I’m not done with you yet,” Dwight growled, menacingly. Then suddenly he let go of Zach’s left ass cheek and roughly shoved his hand down onto his tender clit, rubbing away at it with the ball of his thumb.

“Wait!” Zach gasped as he felt electric spark out from his clit again. “Dwight, please…!”

But it was too late. 

The combination of Dwight’s rough touch and his fat dick still sliding in and out of Zach’s tender hole pushed him to orgasm again. It was like he’d stepped off the rollercoaster and was walking out the exit, only to suddenly be magically transported to the top of the highest peak again. 

It was impossible. Like logic had been turned on its head. As Zach’s female body screamed and moaned and writhed, he dimly thought to himself: Oh, that’s right. I come like a girl now.

The realization that Dwight could potentially keep him here all day, forcing him to fire off orgasm after orgasm as he roughly fucked him, was almost more than he could bare. 

In the end, Zach’s orgasm peaked once, twice more, and then suddenly he felt the strong black man lifting him off his dick.

Zach automatically put his legs out, aware he was in a daze. He felt Dwight grab his hair and roughly force him to the floor with a stab of pain that seemed to come from far away. He looked up at his muscular lover with wide, confused eyes.

Hey, what’s going-? He just had time to think, then Dwight was holding his penis just in front of Zach’s pouty lips and shouting at him.

“Suck it! Suck it you bitch!”

Obediently, Zach opened his mouth wide. He clasped his lips round the end of Dwight’s black dick and felt its owner push it to the very back of his mouth. A strange, marshy taste danced over the tip of his tongue.

So that’s what my pussy tastes like, Zach thought dimly.

Then he didn’t think anything at all, because suddenly Dwight started thrusting again, and Zach was sucking his fat, black dick like his life depended on it. 

He bobbed his pretty head forward in time with Dwight’s movements, each thrust sending his dick right to the back of Zach’s throat. His heavy, dangling balls bumped against his chin, reminding him who was boss. Zach felt himself gag, felt tears forming in the corners of his eyes, but he felt something else, too.

A deep-seated desire to let Dwight keep his cock in his mouth for as long as he wanted.

It didn’t turn out to be long. After about thirty seconds of deep throating, Dwight suddenly went stiff. He frantically grabbed Zach’s hair and pulled him back, so his penis was wholly out his mouth, resting against his lips. 

Wait, why did he-? Zach wondered, and then Dwight gave a distant sigh and suddenly waves and waves of white hot come were cascading from the end of his cock across Zach’s pretty, upturned face.

The black man’s spunk spurted over his lips, splattered on his cheeks, went up his nose, in his hair. Obediently, Zach opened his pouty lips and tried to catch as much of it in his mouth as possible. 

He felt a huge globule land on his tongue and immediately swallowed it, savoring its salty, tangy taste. 

So that’s what come tastes like! He thought, dazedly. No-one told me how delicious it was!

A dazed smile on his feminine face, he stuck his tongue out and ran it over his lips, trying to greedily swallow as much of Dwight’s come as possible. The black man gave his penis two sharp tugs, making sure the last drops fell down onto Zach’s face. 

Deep inside himself, Zach knew this was wrong. Knew he’d crossed a line from which there was no going back from now. 

But he found he didn’t care. He was Dwight’s cumslut bitch now. 

And he was loving it. 

Then Dwight was done. With a sigh, he fell back so his strong back leant against the wall, a dreamy look in his eyes and his fat dick in one hand. 

He smiled down at Zach, who smiled back at him from his spot crouched on the floor, his boobies dangling, his pussy tingling and his pretty face stained with the black man’s come.    

“Know something, Zoe?” Dwight grunted with a laugh. 

Zach shook his head, his long blond hair flicking at the corners of his vision. 

“You’re the hottest fucking piece of white ass I’ve ever had.”

At his words, Zach broke out into a delirious, happy grin. 

He’d done it. He’d decided he wanted to make the most of his time as a girl. And now here he was, the best fuck his muscular neighbor had ever had. 

With a cheeky grin on his come-stained lips, Zach dropped onto all fours. He slowly crossed the room to where Dwight stood. He lifted his head up high, sniffed at his penis. Delicately kissed his balls, wishing he could have them in his mouth. 

“We’re not done yet,” he murmured, his face still buried in his neighbor’s crotch. The smell of his sweaty cock was driving his female body crazy.

“You promised to fuck me in all my holes, remember?” He said in Zoe’s teenage Valley girl accent.

He leaned back, a big grin on his lips. 

“So.” He whispered. “I’m not leaving till I’ve had that cock of yours inside my asshole.”

Above him he saw confusion flicker cross Dwight’s handsome features. Zach could practically see him thinking ‘girls aren’t meant to like that…’

Too bad, he murmured to himself. I’m no ordinary girl.

He didn’t know if it was the magic or his own hidden desires, but he was suddenly desperate to be fucked in his tight little asshole. 

“In that case,” Dwight said at last, a smile creeping over his black face, “you’d better get that cute little tush of yours to the bedroom.”

On the floor, Zach smiled happily up at the man towering over him. His lover. His master.

“Yes, sir,” he whispered, humbly. 

Then he pulled himself to his feet, gently wrapped one hand around Dwight’s thick, throbbing dick and silently led him across the hall, into the bedroom. 

Twenty minutes later, the house filled with the moans and gasps of a girl being fucked in her asshole and loving every minute of it. 








  
 





III

The open fridge door blew out cool air that made gooseflesh rise across Zach’s naked body. His nipples – still sore from Dwight’s nibbling on them – stood up, pointed, hard and pink. 

With one hand resting on the cheek of his sore, pert ass, Zach dreamily inspected the fridge’s contents and tried to figure out if he wanted a beer. 

The last three hours had been incredible. After fucking his asshole, Dwight had fallen into a doze, leaving Zach to rest his pretty little head against his strong chest and marvel at how feminine he felt. 

This is so much better than being a man, he thought, firmly, pleased to have Dwight’s strong arms wrapped around him, it’s so much better to be the protected one than to be the protector… 

After twenty minutes, Dwight had woken up and then they’d fucked again, the black man pinning Zach’s shoulders to the bed as he hammered his cock deep into his pussy, making Zach scream out loud.

Then they’d had another doze, after which Zach had begged Dwight to put his sweaty balls in his mouth so he could suck them. 

The feeling of having things in his mouth was amazing, Zach decided, still casually looking over the contents of the fridge, a faraway smile on his painted lips. As a man, he’d never even considered giving Melina oral sex. That was something girls did.

Well, now he was a girl, he found he didn’t want to do anything else. 

The sun was brighter now, its strong, afternoon rays casting shadows across the linoleum floor. Zach clutched his hands across his vast, tender breasts and sighed.

His pussy was sore. His asshole hurt like hell. His lips still tasted of come and his nipples were constantly erect and painful. 

He’d been abused. Used and abused and left to swallow spunk while Dwight used him like a blow-up doll or some kind of sex toy. 

And he’d loved every single second of it. 

“Maybe I was always meant to be a girl,” Zach murmured to himself in his high-pitched voice. “Like, maybe that’s my destiny.”

He wasn’t sure he believed in destiny. But how else did you explain those magic panties, now lying crumpled in a heap on Dwight’s floor. 

How else did you explain how quickly he’d started to think and act like the girl in some dirty porno. Like a sex-mad slut who exists only to be violated by big, strong men. 

After all, it wasn’t like Zach used to close his eyes and imagine these sorts of encounters while he was fucking Melina. 

Was it?

With a careless shake of his pretty head, Zach flicked the thought away. It didn’t matter now. All that mattered now was making the most of his time as a woman. 

And that meant going right back into Dwight’s bedroom and offering to suck his dick again. 

“Maybe I could do something else?” Zach said to himself, picking up a couple of beers with one dainty hand and closing the door. “I could let him titty-fuck me. Or spank my ass. There’s way more stuff we could do.”

The thought made him smile with unbridled happiness. He was free. Right now, he was free of all the shit that had worried him as a man. Free of everything but the dull cravings in his pussy and his desire to try out his new body.

As Zach made his way back to the bedroom, barely even noticing anymore the way his hips curved seductively with each step, the way his breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision, he realized that he felt happier than he had in years. 

He was still smiling when he stepped back into the darkened bedroom.

“Hey, babe,” he heard himself prattle in his Valley girl accent – he was starting to get used to it now, “I got us some beer, if you wanna…”

The sound died in his throat. He frowned at the empty bed.

Where did he go? He wondered.

Then his eyes saw the shape in the corner of the room and his mind went blank with shock. 

She was young, 18 if she was a day. Crouched in the corner of the darkened bedroom, her arms wrapped helplessly across her large, heavy breasts. Her legs were long, her face sculpted like a supermodel’s, with high cheekbones and thin lips. 

She had long, flowing dark hair that shone and bounced in a way that made Zach’s female brain prickle with jealousy. Her eyes were brown, wide and innocent. Her skin was like ebony, dark and succulent. Her ass was pert. 

She looked like a celebrity. Like a young Thandie Newton. Or even a Beyonce. 

She was gorgeous. She was the hottest girl Zach had ever seen. 

And she looked utterly terrified. 

“Please…” the girl whimpered, her voice like honey. “Please, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. Just-just turn me back…”

“What do you mean, turn you back?” Zach squeaked, his mind whirling with horror. 

How’d she get in? He wondered, frantically. Is she one of Dwight’s girlfriends?

“I’m sorry,” the girl repeated, helplessly. “If I’d known you were a witch, I’d have never tried them on. I-I just got an urge… like something was controlling me…”

“Try what on?” Zach demanded, his voice suddenly high and shrill. “Who are you?”

In response, the girl blinked at him with eyes that shone with fear. Then, slowly, obediently, she got to her feet. 

A lightbulb flashed on in Zach’s brain. In shock, he shook his head at the tall girl stood before him, one arm crossed miserably over her enormous breasts. 

Why? He thought, furiously why did you do it, you idiot?  

“I thought it’d be funny,” the girl whimpered. “I thought you’d see me in them and-and we’d laugh and then we’d fuck some more…” 

But Zach was no longer listening. Instead, he was staring in horror at the black piece of fabric around the girl’s waist. At the lacy piece of silk that barely covered her pussy and clung to her curves, showing off her perfect ass.

At the magical pair of panties he himself had put on that morning, that had turned him into a girl. 

Like a man moving through treacle, Zach looked from the magical panties to the girl’s frightened, miserable face. He slowly shook his pretty little head, his long, blonde hair flicking in the corners of his vision. 

“Dwight?!” He whispered.








  
 

Book Three: Zoe Forever

I


Zach stared dumbly at the tall, beautiful black girl trembling before him. 

She was completely naked except for a pair of lacy black panties. Her large breasts dangled from her frame, their nipples shyly hidden by one crossed arm. Her legs were long, her ass pert, her waist tight. 

She could’ve been a supermodel. Or an actress. Were it not for her face.

Oh, it was pretty enough alright, with high cheekbones, soft, dark eyes and a cute little button nose, all framed by a waterfall of black hair that shone and bounced and made Zach’s female brain feel faintly jealous. She looked like an 18-year old Thandie Newton. 

But the expression was another story. Instead of a seductive smile or ‘come hither’ look, the girl’s face was arranged into an expression of utter terror. 

“Dwight?” Zach repeated, his female voice high-pitched with disbelief. 

He couldn’t believe that the gorgeous, ebony-skinned model before him was the same man that had earlier roughly fucked his new pussy with his gigantic dick.

At the sound of her male name, the 18-year old girl squeaked with fright. She hesitated.

Then she bit her lip and slowly nodded her head.

The world seemed to tilt and lurch. Zach’s brain was spinning. He angrily shook his pretty little head, strands of long, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. 

“Why did you do it?” He demanded in his Valley girl accent. “Why the hell did you put those panties on?”

“I-I’m sorry.” Whimpered the girl who used to be Dwight. Her voice was soft, delicate. The voice of a submissive girl rather than a strong alpha male. 

“Really, I am.” She looked at Zach, who was shocked to see tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “But please, you can’t leave me like this. You have to turn me back! I’ll…”

The girl swallowed delicately. Zach was shocked to see how natural she appeared as a woman, how feminine. 

Fuck, that magic works fast, he marveled. No wonder I’ve been acting so much like a girl recently!

“I’ll do anything,” the tall black girl went on. “Anything, Zoe. Anything at all.” 

“Well, it’s too late for that,” Zach snapped, his dainty little hands bunched into fists, resting against his naked, curved hips. “I can’t turn you back, Dawn. I’m not a witch. It’s the panties that…”

His voice trailed off as he saw the girl’s soft brown eyes go wide.

“What did you call me?!” She squeaked.

A frown creased across Zach’s pretty little face. 

I didn’t mean to call her that, he thought.

He tried again.

‘I said your name is Dwight.’

Was what he meant to say. Instead it came out as:

“I said your name is Dawn.”

The tall girl was looking at him with an expression of utter horror. Zach gently raised one tiny hand up to his pouty lips, his tiny, female body trembling all over.  

Oh my God… the magic…

“Don’t call me that!” The black girl was shouting now, her high-pitched voice echoing around Dwight’s large, suburban house. “I’m not Dawn. I’m not a girl! I’m-!”

Her voice cut off with a sudden glerk! Zach looked at her in uncomprehending wonder, a chill passing over his soft, delicate skin. 

The girl’s eyes were wide, her teeth frozen together, her lips refusing to open. Before Zach’s eyes, she struggled to speak, but her body refused to let her form the words. Refused to let her say she was a man called Dwight. 

It’s like someone’s got their hand round her throat, Zach thought in shock. Christ! What sort of spell could do that to a man?

He watched the titanic battle going on behind Dawn’s eyes with a feeling of sympathy. Since his transformation, he hadn’t had any opportunities to declare he was really male. Now he saw what a good thing that was. 

There was no way in hell the magic would’ve let him.

Dawn made one last, great effort to open her magically-closed jaw, then the fight suddenly drained out of her. She collapsed to the floor, landing on all fours, her large breasts dangling and her breath coming out in harsh pants.

“I’m a girl.” She whispered through gritted teeth. “My name is Dawn and I’ve always been a girl.”

There was a distant sound, like wind chimes tinkling. Zach saw the muscles in her face relax as the magic flooded out of them. 

Now musclebound Dwight was no longer fighting his transformation into beautiful, willowy Dawn, the spell was seemingly content to let him do whatever he liked. 

For a long time, Dawn stayed in her position by the bed, facing the floor, her eyes screwed up in misery, her nipples long and hard in the cool autumn air. At long last, he pushed herself upright and leant against the bed, a look of resigned defeat on her beautiful teenage features.   

“This is it, huh?” She whispered, sadly. “I can’t turn back, can I? Oh God…”

She looked helplessly down at her new pussy, barely hidden by the thin black fabric of Zach’s panties. 

“Look at me!” She suddenly squealed. “I’m a girl. I-I’ve got a pussy! I can get pregnant! I-I…”

As she spoke, Zach looked down at her from inside his own transformed body with sympathy. 

Poor Dawn, he thought to himself. Already he was having trouble remembering that this was Dwight. Big, muscular Dwight, with his foot-long cock and cocky attitude towards women. 

What are we going to do now?

Then a thought struck him. A thought that sent a smile slowly creeping across his pretty face. 

Trying not to giggle, Zach gently padded over to Dawn. He crouched down before the stunning black girl and tenderly put one hand on her bare arm. 

He could feel his own vast boobies dangling toward the ground, pulling gently on his back. Their nipples were still sore from the painful sucking Dwight had given them. Between his legs, his sore, abused pussy gently throbbed.

“It’s OK,” Zach whispered in Zoe’s soft voice, “you get used to it. Trust me.”

“How?” Dawn sobbed. With tears running down her sculpted cheeks, Zach was startled to see she was prettier than ever.

Fuck me, the old, male part of his brain stirred, she’s so hot.

“How could you possibly know what it’s like,” Dawn snapped, glaring at him with tear-streaked eyes, “to be turned into a… into a…”

Zach smiled as the penny wobbled then finally dropped. A brilliant, feminine smile that flooded his new body with sexy confidence. 

“You?” Dawn gasped, her brown eyes going wide. “But… but then that means…”

A thought seemed to strike her. An expression of horror flickered over her beautiful features.

“Zach?” She said, weakly.

In response, Zach gently raised one tiny hand. He put it against one of her cheeks, feeling the smoothness of her ebony skin. Feeling the slight damp left by her tears.

With tender fingers he caressed her cheek, turning her head so she was facing him, their lips now only inches apart. 

“Not anymore,” he said. “I’m Zoe now, until we find a way to escape these bodies.”

Dawn didn’t reply. Zach could practically see the thoughts urgently flitting across her newly-female mind.

Hey, if she’s Zach that means I just fucked a guy and let him suck my dick!!!

Zach smiled to himself. Ignoring Dawn’s startled expression, he leaned closer. He leaned close until their lips were nearly touching, and he could feel Dawn’s breath on his skin, making him prickle with desire. 

“Until then,” he murmured, “we’re two straight men trapped as a pair of hot little bitches.”

He cheekily raised one eyebrow. 

“Hot little teenage bitches, with big tits and nice, tight pussies.”

Like a girl in a dream, Dawn slowly shook her head. She looked deep into Zach’s pretty, girl features with eyes that were dazed and lost.

“So?” She whispered.

“So…” Zach murmured, gently coiling one finger through this beautiful black girl’s long, dark hair. He felt Dawn shiver slightly at his touch. With delight, he saw that her nipples were hard and pointed.

Zach leaned closer still, until he could feel the faint pressure of Dawn’s lips against his. Until he could almost taste her on his tongue. 

Dawn gazed at him through confused, half-lidded eyes, desperately wanting him to do it. Desperately wanting him to kiss her and let his female tongue swirl around the insides of her mouth. 

Slowly, Zach dropped his free hand down to one of Dawn’s long, slender legs. He let his fingers trail up its smooth surface, until his long, pink nails reached the fabric of her panties. He hooked one under the silk and gently tugged it away from her flesh. Teasing her. 

Casually, he let another finger slip inside and gently brush against her clit. Dawn let out a gasp and shifted slightly, but she didn’t move her lips away from Zach’s. Didn’t push him back.

Didn’t try to hide the fact from him that she was now soaking wet. 

“So…” Zach whispered again, feeling his own breasts swelling up with desire, feeling his own nipples become painfully hard. Feeling a tiny drip of moisture trickle out his nice, new pussy. 

Dawn looked at him with helpless eyes, waiting for Zach to go on. Zach felt a smile creeping over his soft, pretty, teenage face.

“Let’s have some fun,” he whispered. 








  
 





II

The spare bedroom upstairs was lighter than Dwight’s downstairs room. The walls were painted cream, the curtains open and fluttering in the cool breeze. 

Dawn shyly stepped in and turned to Zach, her long legs slightly bent and an awkward look in her eyes.

“This is it…” she said in her soft voice, avoiding Zach’s eye. Although she was at least four inches taller than him, Zach strangely felt like he was the one in charge now.

“I was going to bring you up here later,” Dawn murmured. “If I hadn’t…”

Zach smiled at her nervousness. He put his hands on his hips and looked round the room, unconsciously thrusting his chest forward so his bare breasts stuck out from his chest. 

“Show me.”

Dawn tiptoed over to the set of drawers beside the large, double bed. She bent over and Zach got a good look at her from behind.

Her ass was incredible. It strained at the fabric of the magic panties, a black, curvy dream. Between her two cheeks, Zach could just about make out the faint shadow of her new pussy.

After Dwight had filled all his holes and made him swallow his come, Zach had thought the male part of his brain had been banished forever. 

Now, watching Dawn bend over the drawers, her pert ass gently curved, her long legs smooth and slightly bent, he decided he wasn’t so sure.

“I used to bring girls up here, the old me,” Dawn was saying, casually hooking one long strand of dark hair over one ear. “If they felt like doing something… kinky, I guess. Oh. Here it is.”

At long last she stood up, something long and pink clasped in one dainty hand. The sight of it made Zach’s slender legs go like water. Deep in his crotch, he felt his pussy twitch as his hole started to open up. 

Holy fuck, just look at that thing…

In her tiny hand, Dawn was holding a gigantic rubber dildo. It was pink and long, about 14 inches, with a bulbous head and thick veins molded along its sides. A pair of fat rubber balls dangled from its base, alongside something else too; a dark piece of material that made Zach’s mouth go dry. 

The dildo came with a long, leather strap for fastening it to your groin and fucking other women with. 

“Well?” Dawn asked, uncertainly, “shall I put it on?” 

Zach let a secretive, feminine smile slip across his pouty lips. With slow, deliberate movements, he crossed the room to Dawn and gently put one hand on the dildo. 

It felt so thick beneath his fingertips. So powerful. After all his years of having a cock, it was only now, when Zach had a cunt, that he’d begun to realize what magnificent things dicks were.

“Not yet,” he whispered in his soft voice. “First, I’ve got something I want you to do for me.”

Dawn looked at him, her soft eyes unsure.

“What?”

“You’ll find out.” Zach hungrily bit his lower lip. “But first…”

He reached out, grasped Dawn’s soft cheeks with his tiny hands. Stood on tiptoes, propelling himself up to the tall girl’s height. Then he leaned forward and the two girls were kissing. 

Zach felt his tongue gently push aside Dawn’s soft lips. Felt it swirl around the insides of her mouth. 

He clung his tiny body hard against the black girl’s. Felt the pressure on his chest as their breasts pressed against one another’s. Felt Dawn’s nipples brush against his own, hard and pointed and painful with lust. 

Oh my God… Zach thought, I’m having a lesbian kiss!

The two girls held tightly to one another, nibbling at each other’s tongues, letting the other possess them entirely. At long last, Zach pulled back and looked into Dawn’s eyes, woozy with lust. He knew without a mirror that his sculpted female face had an identical expression on it. 

“Oh, God, Zoe…” Dawn whispered, gently stroking a long strand of blond hair out of Zach’s eye, “oh God, you’re so hot…”

In response, Zach winked, then slipped one slender finger down the inside of Dawn’s panties. He gently pressed against her clit with one pink fingernail, and felt a thrill of pleasure rocket through him as Dawn threw her head back and moaned out loud.  

“You like that, do you?” Zach whispered, a smile on his pretty face. “You like having your clit played with, you naughty girl?”

At the word girl, Zach saw something flicker across Dawn’s features. Doubt. A feeling that this was wrong, this must be wrong. She wasn’t a girl, she was a man called D…

Then Zach pressed down on her clit again and watched as all of Dawn’s doubts were washed away. 

He knew exactly what she was thinking: that it was weird to be trapped as a girl, but that Zach playing with her clit felt so nice, and his Zoe body looked so hot…

Dreamily, Dawn smiled down at Zach. She looked down at his firm, ripe breasts, then raised her hands and started playing with them, her delicate fingers kneading at the soft flesh, her fingertips tweaking at the nipples.

A slow, sleepy pleasure began to course through Zach’s tiny body. He closed his eyes and let out a high-pitched gasp.

He’d known since the moment he was transformed that his tits were one of his new body’s major pleasure centers, and having them felt up like this was incredible. 

The way Dawn gently squeezed and squashed his breasts made him feel oddly warm and comfortable inside. The way she pinched rudely at his nipples made the thrumming in his crotch grow in urgency, sending a little bead of moisture trickling down his inside leg. 

“Christ, you’ve got such great tits,” Dawn whispered, her squeaky voice suddenly flooded with her old, masculine power. “I can’t wait to get you down and f-”

She stopped as Zach placed one slender finger against her lips. He lowered his head and smiled up at her from under his blond bangs, biting his lip and fluttering his eyelashes in an extremely feminine way. 

He knew without checking that, right then, he looked hot as fuck.

“You already fucked me, didn’t you?” He murmured. 

As he spoke, he slipped his entire hand inside Dawn’s panties and gently squeezed her plump, shaved pussy. The black girl shivered with pleasure. 

God, she’s soaking wet already…

“Back when you had your dick, you made good use of it.”

“So?” Dawn whispered.

“So…” Zach couldn’t believe what he was about to say. “I guess that makes it my turn.”

For a second, Dawn looked at him with confusion in her eyes. Then Zach saw them widen in horror.

“What?!” Dawn shook her head, her long dark hair flicking out in a fan shape around her shoulders. “No way! I don’t want this… this…”

She hopelessly gestured the hard, rubber dildo.

“This thing in me!”

At her words, Zach let a high-pitched giggle slip out. He eyed his new, lesbian lover and smiled.

“There’s no point lying. When I put on those panties, the spell made me desperate for dick.” He winked up at Dawn. “And I’ve got a strange feeling you want something in that nice, new cunt of yours.”

As he said the word you, Zach curled his wrist and sent one, long finger lancing deep into Dawn’s pussy. She was so wet it slid inside without any resistance.

“OhmiGod!” Dawn moaned. She gave Zach a helpless look. “No… no, I can’t. Please, Zoe, please don’t make me…”

“Sure, OK.” Zach’s entire body was tingling now, making him smile giddily. “Let me just take my finger out…”

He gently let his finger slip backwards until it was almost out of Dawn’s pussy. Then he thrust it forwards again, curling it up towards her womb. 

Dawn’s juices trickled out her hole, over his knuckle. Zach saw her mouth drop open . Quickly, he began jerking his finger back and forth, back and forth, using the ball of his thumb to play with her clit. 

“No… please…” Dawn gasped. But she didn’t pull away. Like a woman in a trance, she kept gently playing with Zach’s big titties, her eyes unfocused as Zach expertly fingered her, as confident in his movements as only a beautiful lesbian could be. 

“I think it’s time you learned what being a woman really means,” Zach said, trying to make his high-pitched voice sound firm. “On the bed.”

Dawn gave him one, last pleading look. She weakly shook her head. 

“Do it.” Zach ordered in Zoe’s voice. “Or I’ll go back downstairs, put my clothes on and leave.”

For a second longer, he saw Dawn hesitate. Then her defenses crumbled. With a shake of her beautiful head, the tall black girl broke into a supermodel smile.

“OK,” she said. “You win. I do want to try out this new pussy of mine. But I’m not going to take orders from a little bitch like you, got it?”

“What do you mean?” Zach blinked.

“I mean I’m in charge, OK?” Dawn pulled herself up to her full height, looking down on her demure lesbian lover. “And that means we do things my way, even if you are the one wearing the dildo.”

In response, Zach shot her a cheeky grin. Then he leaned forward started kissing her magnificent breasts.

He kissed them all over, gently brushing his lips against their soft, dark flesh. Finally, he poked his dainty little tongue out and let it swirl around the edges of Dawn’s areola. He teased the tip of her nipple with it, then leaned back, smiling up at the tall, black girl. 

“Deal.”

“Great.” Dawn smiled down at tiny Zach. “Now, get on the bed and spread your legs.”

With a feeling of abandonment, Zach jumped backwards. He fell through space, his blond hair trailing out around him, before landing with a soft flump on the sheets. 

Immediately, he parted his legs and began gently rubbing at his pussy, smiling at Dawn with a coy expression. 

Stood before him, Dawn started down at Zach’s exposed cunt, all wet and moist. A smile flickered across her ebony features.

“There’s something I’ve always wanted to try…” she murmured. “Something I was too proud to do as a man. But now…” 

Then Dawn was kneeling down at the foot of the bed, her great breasts dangling towards the floor. She crouched between Zach’s slender legs; kissed both his hips, his flat stomach, the very tip of his pubic mound. 

Understanding dawned in Zach’s mind. He grabbed a pillow with one tiny hand and slipped it behind his head, his long, blond hair tumbling out over the bed in a fan shape. His head propped up, he looked down at the beautiful girl crouched between his legs, past his own swollen breasts, his pointed, pink nipples.

“Lick my pussy,” he said. 

“What did I say?” Smiled Dawn. “No orders.”

She bent her head forwards, delicately sniffing at Zach’s exposed crotch. 

“But, since you’re such a lovely little lesbian…”

She leaned closer still, took one last, deep breath, and then started greedily lapping at Zach’s plump little cunt. 

The pleasure hit Zach like a bolt of lightning. It was overwhelming. Incredible. His body automatically arched its back and began to writhe, moaning out loud. 

Pink sparks zapped out to every part of his skin. Zach’s nipples immediately went hard as bullets. So hard they hurt. But Zach barely noticed the pain. 

It was all lost under a tidal wave of pleasure. 

Dawn’s tongue ran up and down his slit, teasing his fat lips. She gently swirled it round the edges of his hole, drinking in his juices. She let it dart across his clit, sending shockwaves through Zach’s body. Then she pressed her face right up against him and drove it deep into his pussy. 

The shock of it was enough to make Zach close his eyes and cry out loud. With every single movement of her tongue, Dawn made his entire body fizz and dance with bliss. It was like he was a puppet and she was completely in control of him, tearing these strange, feminine groans from his throat, driving him into a female, animal frenzy.

Without thinking, he grasped his big titties in his tiny hands and urgently started playing with them, squeezing their soft and supple flesh. He pinched at his nipples, hard, luxuriating in the pain. Luxuriating in the loss of control as Dawn frantically tongued his pussy.

Zach had had blowjobs as a man before. When he and Melina first got together, she’d occasionally surprise him by taking him into a secluded room at parties and sucking on his dick. But he’d never returned the favor and she’d stopped after a while.

Now, Zach could see why. Having your pussy licked was incredible. The sleepy waves of pleasure coming off his crotch. The feeling of Dawn’s tongue, swirling round inside him. All of it was a thousand times better than getting a blowjob as a man. A million times better!

Why did no-one tell me? Zach gasped inside his dazed, female mind, why did no-one tell me how fucking good this felt?

At that moment, Zach realized he never, ever wanted to be a man again. 

He wanted to spend the rest of his life as a girl. As Zoe. And he wanted to spend every day getting his cunt licked by a hot lover. 

Dawn was licking faster now, greedily slurping up Zach’s juices like her life depended on it. 

Without thinking about what he was doing, Zach curled his delicate body forward and  gently grasped the back of her head. His fingers disappeared beneath shiny waves of dark hair. With soft, but firm, movements, he pushed Dawn’s head forward until her face was pressed right up against his clit. 

Then, slowly, he began to grind his hips.

The feeling was dirty, intense, wonderful. As soon as Dawn realized what was happening, she stuck her tongue deep, deep, deep into Zach’s hole. The edges stretched to accommodate her, and the constant flicking motions of her tongue sent Zach’s female body crazy.

At the same time, the feeling of his clit, grinding roughly against Dawn’s ebony features was almost more than he could take. Sparks shot out across every inch of his skin. The thrumming warmth in his crotch grew hotter, more urgent. 

With a feeling like a woman losing control, Zach opened his pretty, painted mouth and screamed. 

Then suddenly, he was coming. Just like that, he threw his head back, his blond hair lying in streaks across his dazed face. His moans turned to gasps, a wave of gooseflesh unfurled over his skin and then everything in his vision went wobbly. 

This wasn’t like coming during sex as a man. It wasn’t even like coming during sex like a girl. 

It was like he’d just fallen through the edges of the universe, into an endless sea of blinding pleasure. 

Zach’s orgasm lasted longer than anything. Longer than the history of the universe. Ice ages came and went. Geological eons, collapsed into dust and vanished. Then, at long last, he came floating back down to Earth on a blissful pink cloud. 

“Oh my God,” he whimpered in his Valley girl accent, “that was amazing…”

Dazedly, he glanced down at Dawn, who was peering at him from between his legs, a smile on her face as she gently wiped Zach’s juices from her chin.

A wave of happiness took over Zach. He gently let a hand run through Dawn’s long, black hair and smiled down at her. 

Being a lesbian is fantastic…

Zach felt he could just lie like this forever. Lie here in a state of dizzy, woozy bliss until Dawn was ready to go again, then have his hot lesbian lover eat his pussy until he came all over again. 

Dawn, however, had other ideas. 

“OK, Zoe,” she laughed, “you got a big one there. But guess what?”

A hungry look came into her eyes. She pulled herself off her knees and crawled forwards, up Zach’s body, a smile dancing at the edges of her pussy-wet lips. 

Her breasts dangled from her frame, her nipples grazing against Zach’s tender, female flesh. She crawled up until her face was inches from Zach’s, their lips almost touching.

Gently, Dawn leaned forward. She placed her lips right next to one of Zach’s tiny ears, so her warm breath seemed to tickle him. 

“Now it’s my turn,” she breathed, her voice making all the downy hairs on the back of Zach’s neck stand on end.

The beautiful black girl pushed herself up onto her feet. With a secretive smile at Zach, she went and picked up the rubber dildo from the bedside table. For a second, she simply stood there, holding it in her tiny palms, one hand gently squeezing the heavy rubber balls. 

“Something wrong?” 

Dawn shook her head, her dark hair falling like a waterfall down her naked back. A slow smile came over her sculpted features.

“Nothing. I was just…  just thinking that if you’d told me this morning I was going to begging to be fucked with a strap on this afternoon…”

“You’d have thought I was mad.” Zach shrugged his slender shoulders and gave a high-pitched laugh. “Trust me, I know how that feels.”

Dawn turned and shot a brilliant smile at him.

“I guess even if we get changed back, you won’t go telling anyone what we did today, would you?”

“No way!” Zach laughed. “I’m meant to be straight. If Melina caught me…”

And then he didn’t carry on, because his mind suddenly filled up with unanswerable questions. 

What would she think? She always said I wasn’t a proper man… is this what she meant?

“I’m more worried about my customers,” Dawn obviously hadn’t noticed Zach’s sudden disquiet. “They’re all female. I swear most of them only join the class coz they want to sleep with me.”

She sighed deeply. Happily.

“In that case, if we’re both sure we’ll keep schtum…”

She turned and threw the dildo onto the bed. It bounced once and rolled to a stop beside Zach, a thick, monstrous thing that should have been disgusting, but to Zach’s female brain appeared endlessly fascinating. 

“Come on, then,” Dawn laughed, before striking a sexy pose, one hand rested on her curved hips. “Give a girl what she wants.”

Zach didn’t need telling twice. 

With gentle movements, he hauled his light, female body to its feet. He grabbed the dildo in one dainty hand, then next thing he knew, he was strapping it round his crotch, fastening it to his hips and under his pussy.

The sight of the gigantic dildo bouncing and wobbling before him was almost too strange for Zach. It was like his penis had suddenly ballooned up to a comical size after losing all the feeling in it. 

He gently swung his hips from side to side and watched with fascination as the dildo bobbed before him, part of him for now, yet seemingly detached.

I’m glad mine wasn’t this big when I was a man, Zach found himself thinking, it’s like having an extra arm or something!

The feeling was odd, too. The leather straps clasped tight over Zach’s hips and under his crotch, pressing against his pussy and his tight little asshole. It was kind of like wearing a solid, heavy G-string.

Oddest of all, though, was that he still had a female body. The dildo may have looked like a big, new dick, but without even looking down Zach could still see his heavy breasts jiggling with each movement he made.

It was like he was suddenly neither man nor woman, but something in-between. 

“Oh wow,” Dawn gasped, watching Zach’s newly-endowed female body with something that was part lust and part envy. “I never thought I’d say this, but I can’t wait to have that thing in me.”

She hesitated.

“Does… does it hurt?” She suddenly asked, her eyes wide. “When I fucked you earlier… was it painful?”

Zach nodded.

“Yeah,” he said in his female voice. “Yeah, it was. But it was totally worth it.”

Dawn nodded. She glanced again at the dildo and swallowed.

“I suppose it’s only fair,” she murmured. “I fucked so many girls, I guess I should get to see what it feels like.”

She took a deep breath.

“OK. How about you lie down? I’ll start on top, and then we…”

“Nu-uh,” Zach shook his pretty little head. “No way. You need a proper fucking. And that means getting your slutty little ass down on all fours.”

Dawn’s brow creased into a frown. The expression made her look like an adorably stroppy teenage girl. 

“Hey. I thought we said…”

“We did.” Zach giggled. “But that was before I put this on. Now I’m the man again and I say get on all fours.”

He playfully grabbed the end of his new rubber cock in one hand and looked right at Dawn.

“Bitch.”

For a second, he thought Dawn was going to refuse. But there was something about the dildo. The black girl couldn’t keep her eyes off it, it was like it had mesmerized her.

Finally, she nodded. With slow movements, the black girl crossed back to the bed. She crouched down on all fours, her pussy a red, throbbing line between her legs. She pushed her ass up into the air, closed her eyes.

Feeling like a girl in a dream, Zach clambered onto the bed behind her. Although he’d fucked Melina many times in this position, it was like his girl brain was experiencing it for the first time. 

He looked down at Dawn’s perfect ass and trembling pussy. At his own swollen breasts and the big, pink dildo wobbling before him. He realized with a jolt that he was now a beautiful, gay girl, about to roughly fuck her beautiful, gay girlfriend. 

“Be gentle,” Dawn whispered, afraid to turn round.

Zach grinned. A cocky, male grin that must’ve looked very out of place on Zoe’s pretty, female face.

“Not a chance.”

Then he grabbed Dawn’s hips, angled the dildo forwards and thrust the long, rubber cock deep into her tight, virgin hole. 

Almost immediately, Dawn began to gasp. Little squeaks that could’ve been pleasure, or could’ve been pain. Zach watched as the dildo slipped in further, further, until the whole thing was buried deep inside the vulnerable young black girl crouched before him. 

“OK,” Dawn whimpered, her voice high and shaking. “OK. Just… keep still. Please. Just till I can get used to it…”

“You wish,” Zach laughed in his high-pitched voice. And he immediately began thrusting.

Fucking a girl as a girl was surreal as hell. With each thwack of his hips, Zach heard Dawn moan and gasp and scream out loud. He saw her back arc and her body writhe, her big titties bouncing up and down. But there was no feeling in his rubber cock. Just the visual pleasure of watching a black girl get roughly penetrated with a big old dildo. 

Fuck, I wish I could feel that… Zach thought as he hammered the rubber cock into Dawn as hard as he could. Just for a moment, to remember what it’s like…

But there was nothing he could do. He was no longer a man, which meant he couldn’t possibly expect to get any physical pleasure out of using a strap-on.

On the other hand…

There was a movement in the corner of the room. Zach quickly jerked his head up in fright. A scared blond girl stared back at him, her eyes blurry with pleasure, her pouty lips hanging open. With a start, Zach realized he was looking in a mirror.

Perfect. In that case…

“Dawn. Hey. Bitch!” Dawn jerked her head up and looked at Zach through eyes wet with tears of pleasure. “Move round this way. Now!”

Obediently, Dawn shifted her body round as Zach moved, not removing the dildo from her pussy. At long last, they were facing the mirror.

“That’s better.” Zach grinned. “And now…”

And with a vicious thrust of his hips, he began fucking his dark-skinned lesbian lover again. 

Dawn’s helpless moans filled the room again; high-pitched, tinged with desperation. In the mirror, Zach watched in fascination as Zoe drilled deep into her hot black girlfriend, a mischievous smile on her beautiful face.  

Each jerk of her hips made Dawn’s fat breasts wobble as they dangled from her slender frame. Each thrust made Zoe’s own tits bounce up and down. Her hair tumbled over her forehead, her pretty mouth dangled open with desire. 

Entwined on the bed like that, fucking for all they were worth, the two lesbians looked like something out of the dirtiest porno. 

“Oh fuck yes!” Dawn gasped “Oh fuck yeah!”

She raised her head and gasped, fixing her eyes on Zach’s reflection.

“That’s so fucking good!” She squealed. “Oh God, I love being a girl!”

At her words, Zach started thrusting harder than ever. In the mirror he saw Zoe grit her teeth with the effort of pounding Dawn’s beautiful pussy. Saw Dawn’s face screw up as she screamed. 

It was like having his own private fuck-show. One all the better because he was in complete and total control of everything that happened. 

“Spank me!” Dawn suddenly gasped, burying her face down in the bedsheets. “Oh fuck, Zoe, spank my black ass!”

In the mirror, Zach saw a savage grin cross Zoe’s beautiful face. He watched as she raised one tiny hand and brought it thwacking down against Dawn’s pert, peach-like ass. 

The black girl screamed and whimpered with pleasure. In the mirror Zoe raised her hand and brought it down again and again and again. 

“You like being spanked, bitch?” Zach heard himself say in Zoe’s teenage voice. “You like that, huh?”

Dawn sobbed and nodded, unable to speak. Unable to do anything but moan and cry and scream as Zoe fucked her gorgeous little ass.

At long last, the black girl whimpered, and then she was coming. Zach watched in fascination as her pussy squirted its juices all over the big, pink dildo. Without thinking, he reached out and swept some up with one finger and then stuck it deep into his mouth, savoring the taste of Dawn’s virgin pussy.

OhGod, she tastes delicious…

Finally Dawn gave one last gasp, then Zach leaned back, letting the dildo slip out of her hole. She was so tight that there was an audible little pop as it fell out.

The two lesbian lovers lay side by side, panting, on the bed. Then Dawn at last pulled herself up and crawled over to Zach, a dreamy smile on her lips. 

“That…” She whispered.

“… was amazing,” Zach grinned. 

He playfully flipped a strand of dark hair out of his lover’s eye.

“You’re not bad at being a girl, you know?”

Dawn grinned down at him.

“Neither are you.”

The two girls smiled at each other for a long time. Then Dawn leaned down and the two of them were kissing again, their curvy bodies pressed together, their new breasts squashed against one another’s as they rolled on the bed, kissing like it was the end of the world. 

Twenty minutes later, Dwight’s house with alive with the moans of two women playing with each other’s pussies like the naughty little lesbians they were.








  
 





III

That evening, Zach and Dawn lay curled up in each other’s arms on top of the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their long hair in disarray and their pussies sore.

It had been a wonderful day, Zach thought, happily. 

After their screw, the two girls had lay down top-to-toe on the bed and furiously licked away at each other’s pussies until they both came, enjoying the feeling of the other’s juices dribbling over their chins. 

Then Dawn had slipped on the dildo, pinned Zach down on his back and roughly fucked him while he screamed and begged for mercy. 

Finally, Dawn had crouched on the bed on all fours, and Zach had gently tongued her black asshole, slipping his tongue deep inside her hole, luxuriating in the pleasure he felt at eating another girl’s asshole.

The whole time, the two transformed men found they couldn’t stop talking about how incredible it was to be a girl. 

The way their bodies could keep firing off orgasm after orgasm, instead of becoming sleepy after just one. The length and intensity of those orgasms, that seemed to come from every part of their new bodies at once. The way their nipples were a source of erotic pleasure. The way they both felt sexy as hell. The feeling of playing with one another’s breasts.

It was like they were enthusiastic converts to a new religion. Neither wanted to stop talking about how amazing their transformation was. How happy it made them. 

At one point, as they lay on the floor between bouts of fucking, Dawn had raised her head from Zach’s stomach and said: “You know something?”

Zach had been idly stroking her shiny, dark hair as she lay there. Now, it tumbled off her raised head like a waterfall, tickling Zach’s soft, supple skin. He smiled gently.

“What?”

“This is the best sex I’ve ever had,” Dawn said. “By, like, a million miles.”

She’d turned her beautiful, supermodel face towards Zach, who had felt his heart skip a beat. 

“And I’ve had a lot of sex. Being a man?” She had shaken her head. “It just doesn’t compare to, well, this.”

“It’s the magic,” Zach had responded, dreamily. “Listen to us. We don’t even talk like straight guys anymore. I guess it’s ‘cause our brains are full of estrogen.”

“No.” Dawn had said. “No, I’m not so sure. It’s like…”

At that point, a frown had stolen across her beautiful face.

“It’s like, maybe, deep down, I always wanted to be a girl. And the magic’s just letting me know I should’ve been born a lesbian.”

“Wait till you’ve had sex with another man,” Zach had said in his teenage girl voice, leaning back and staring at the ceiling. “Don’t get me wrong, this has been great. But I still can’t stop thinking about cock. The smell of it. The taste of it.”

A shiver had passed through his curvy body, a shiver of delight.

“I guess deep down I’m still mostly heterosexual,” he’d said. “Only now I’m a female hetero. And that means I’d give anything for a strong man who’d use and abuse me.”

“Like I used to be?”

“Well, yeah,” Zach had said. “Only not someone who’d try on my panties and get turned into a girl, too.”

“I’ve been meaning to ask about that.” Dawn’s voice had suddenly taken on a puzzled note. “Where did those panties come from? How did they turn me into a… well, y’know.”

“I don’t know,” Zach had said, thoughtfully. “I’ve been too busy fucking to think about that. They just sort of appeared. I guess we’ll find out eventually.”

He’d hesitated, then added:

“I hope.”

“Me too.” Dawn had said. 

Then she’d turned and shot Zach a cheeky smile. 

“In the meantime, how about you let me suck on those perfect titties of yours.”

Zach had laughed out loud at that. A happy, carefree laugh.

The idea that he, Zach, now had ‘perfect’ titties was one he still couldn’t quite get his head round. The idea that he was now – to all intents and purposes – a smoking hot teenage girl with a great ass and legs to die for was enough to make him want to giggle with delirious happiness. 

The idea that he now knew what it was like to be lusted over by strong, alpha males and beautiful lesbians made him feel like the luckiest man alive. 

“OK,” he’d whispered at last. “But on one condition.”

“What?”

Zach had looked down at Dawn’s dark face, resting just beneath his heavy new breasts, and winked.

“You let me eat that pussy of yours all over again.” 

And Dawn had broken into a huge grin, and then next thing Zach knew, he’d been lying on his back, trying not to moan too loudly as his beautiful black lesbian lover gently nibbled at his nipples, her tongue swirling round his areola as she massaged his tender, heavy breasts. 

Now the two new girls lay side by side in the bed, both completely naked, each privately thinking how lucky they were to have found those magic panties. 

The sound of a car’s motor cut through the silence. Two beams of light slid across the ceiling of the spare room, fracturing into a million glowing crystals.  Outside, a driver hurriedly pulled up to the sidewalk, bumping into something. 

Dawn gently raised her head and frowned into the gloom. She’d been dozing with her head against Zach’s boobies and looked out of it.

“Who’s that?” She mumbled, her eyes bleary with sleep.

“Nobody,” Zach replied in his girl-voice. “Just some bad driver.”

Dawn frowned, listening to the distant sounds of a door opening. Of hurried footsteps. 

“It sounds like it’s coming from your place,” she said.

Seconds later, the two teenage girls were stood at the window, the light from the streetlamps caressing their bare breasts, watching the figure frantically moving through the insides of the house Zach shared with Melina. 

“Who is that?” Whispered Dawn, clutching her naked body against Zach’s side. Although she was taller than him (and probably stronger), the black girl seemed to need protecting.

She needs a husband, Zach thought as she crouched next to him, some big, strong man who’ll look after her and pamper her and get her pregnant and give her loads of babies.

He was startled to realize how warm the thought made him inside. It seemed his female body would quite like such a life for him, too. 

“Is it Melina?”

Zach slowly shook his head, his long, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. 

“It can’t be,” he murmured. “She’s meant to be away till Monday.”

“How come?”

“Business trip.” A thought struck Zach. “I actually thought she was having an affair. Maybe with you.”

To his surprise, Dawn looked away from him, suddenly overcome with embarrassment.

“I did try,” the beautiful black girl whispered, “but she wasn’t interested. She seemed to have, I dunno… more important things on her mind.”

Like me? Zach wanted to ask. But the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he simply watched the shadow searching his house, wondering who it could be. 

“Should we call the cops?” Dawn whispered in his ear. Her hand was in the small of Zach’s slender back, making him feel very girly. 

“What would we say?” Zach said, looking down at his naked, female body. “It’s not like they’ll believe I’m Zach, looking like this.”

“It doesn’t matter anyway,” Dawn suddenly said. “They’re coming out.”

The two scared teenage girls watched from the window as the figure came stalking out Zach’s house, it’s shoulders slumped. 

It stood outside the door, deep in the shadows, looking around helplessly. Then at last it began to make its way toward the car, a terrible fury in its stride.

If only I could see their face, Zach thought, angrily. If only I could see who it is…

Then a porch light went on up the street, throwing new shadows along the darkened road and suddenly the figure was bathed in light. 

Beside him, Zach heard Dawn gasp. He felt his body stiffen. Felt his mind reel with shock.

So they were yours…

Below them in the street stood Melina, a tired, pissed expression on her face. But that wasn’t what had made Dawn gasp or Zach feel like squealing. 

It was Melina alright, but she was different. 

Her shoulders were broader. Her arms stronger. Her jaw was squarer, her hands large and thick. Her chest was flat, her hips no longer curved. Stubble dusted her cheeks. 

She looked like a boxer. Like Melina’s brother would have looked if she had a brother. A tall, blond, handsome man with chiseled features and a muscular body. 

At the sight of her, Zach felt his knees turn weak. Felt himself becoming faint. 

It can’t be true… Oh God, don’t let it be true…

The eyes on the figure below them were undoubtedly Melina’s. The face was similar, too. But where the Melina Zach had argued with the night before had been a beautiful, large-breasted blond, the Melina below them was a strong and hunky man. 

As Zach stood, gaping, at the man who used to be his fiancée, Melina’s eyes raised up. They slid along the houses, taking them in one by one, until at last they came to Dwight’s old house.

Should I run? Zach wondered, his heart pounding in his generous chest. What should I do?

And then it was too late. Melina locked eyes with him. For a second, Zach saw surprise flicker there, followed by a horrified understanding. 

“Oh shit,” he whispered.

For a long, long time, the girlfriend and boyfriend stared at each other from across the street, separated by an infinite gulf of darkness.

Then, slowly, Melina pulled her phone from her pants pocket. Without taking her eyes off Zach, she dialed a number.

In Dwight’s house, the sound of a phone buzzing made Zach jump. He glanced hurriedly around, then ran and grabbed his phone off the bedside table, where he’d left it. 

With one last, trembling glance at Dawn, he swiped the screen and held the phone to his ear.

“H-hello?” he squeaked in his Valley girl voice. 

“Zach?” Melina’s voice was strong, deep, masculine, making Zach’s knees go weak.

He swallowed, delicately.

“Yeah,” he said, unhappily. “It’s me.”

There was a pause at the other end of the line. Zach closed his eyes miserably and waited. 

“We need to talk.” The gruff male voice said at last.

Zach nodded. He gave Dawn a pleading look. She looked back at him in fright. 

“Get over here, now.” The voice commanded. “And bring that tasty looking black bitch with you, too.”

A cruel note entered the man’s voice.

“If I’m gonna be stuck as a man for the rest of my life, I might as well have some fun.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” Zach squeaked. This new Melina was terrifying. So unlike his old fiancée. So much like a cruel and powerful man. 

A powerful, fuckable man, his brain sang, happily.

“I mean that we were going to get married,” the man laughed, his deep voice vibrating in the pit of Zach’s stomach. “So why let this change it? Husband, wife and mistress. Together. Forever.”

“S-see you in a minute, then,” Zach whimpered, desperate to get off the line.

The man who used to be Melina laughed again.

“See you, too, tits. By the way, I hope you haven’t got your pussy too sore having fun over there.”

The voice lowered, becoming hungry, playful, threatening. Like a tiger toying with its tea. 

“Not when we need to consummate the next stage in our relationship.”

Then the voice gave a final laugh and its owner hung up, leaving Zach trembling, not sure if he was scared or horny or what.

“Well?!” Dawn’s soft voice cut across Zach’s reverie. “What’s going on? What did he say?!”

“What’s going on?” Zach slowly turned to face Dawn, an incredulous expression on his beautiful face. The light from outside fell across his bare breasts, his nipples casting long shadows across his chest.

“What’s going on,” Zach repeated, “is that we’re both going to go over there and say ‘hi’ to our new husband.” 

He swallowed gently. He couldn’t believe he was saying this. 

“Then we’re both going to spend the rest of our lives as his horny little sex slaves.”

In the silence that followed, Zach thought he could hear distant, mocking laughter. The laughter of someone reveling in their misfortune.

Only the night before, Melina had told him to man up. 

Now, she was the man. She was the handsome man with the massive penis, and Zach… well, Zach would never be a man again. 

He would be Zoe now. Until the day he died. Melina’s female love-slave Zoe. He would cook for her, clean the house, let her spank him, suck her dick on demand, let her fuck him in any hole she pleased, and carry her babies around in his swollen belly. 

A smile suddenly split across Zach’s gorgeous soft face. He turned to Dawn with a flirty look in his girl-eyes.

“Well?” The sexy black girl whispered. “What do we do?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Zach giggled.

He winked at the girl who used to be Dwight.

“We haul our sexy little asses over there and prepare ourselves for the fucking of a lifetime.”

The End

Like stories of gender transformation served up with some HOT action? You’ll love my kinky tale of a college bro forced to become his buddies busty cum-slave: The Sorority Curse.  






 
   

  
 

 Swapped For Her Birthday 

“Surprise, honey!” 

Dillon’s eyes flew open. He blinked at his girlfriend’s face, inches from his.

“Jasmine? Wha…? It’s early, baby.”

His girlfriend smiled at him, a mischievous look on her pixie face. With her long blond hair, green eyes, bewitching smile and pornstar cleavage, Dillon was aware his partner was scary-hot at the best of times.

When she smiled like that, though…

…well. Let’s just say even a guy as muscular and square-jawed as Dillon was aware he was lucky to have her.

“I know,” Jasmine whispered, her body pressed right up against his in their king-sized bed. “I wanted to make sure we got as much time as possible today.”

Despite the hangover gnawing at his temples, Dillon felt his own body responding to the nearness of his girlfriend. Blood rushed into his big cock, making it long and erect. A sleepy smile crossed his face.

Of course. It’s Saturday…

“Well,” he whispered, slipping a strong hand between Jasmine’s thighs, “if you insist on waking me up…”

To his surprise, Jasmine gently batted his hand away.

“Hey, c’mon…”

“There’s plenty of time for that later,” Jasmine giggled, “after we, y’know…”

Dillon frowned.

“After we…?”

For the first time that morning, he saw a look of disappointment flicker across Jasmine’s beautiful features. 

“You don’t remember?” The upset in her voice was palpable. “I mean, we talked about it last night.”

Last night? Dillon thought. Now what were we…

In a flash, little bits and pieces started to come back to him. 

He dimly recalled the two of them doing tequila slammers in a dingy bar in town. Dimly recalled tumbling into a cab, both of them giggling their heads off. 

Dimly recalled Jasmine whispering something to him as he kissed her neck, murmuring agreement, not really listening. Concentrating only on getting in her pants.

What was it? What was it she said?

Dillon struggled to recall, but it was like his brain was inside a gray cloud. Why had they been drinking like that? What were they celebrating?

Then Jasmine gently reached out and stroked his cheek with her long, pink nails, her emerald green eyes looking deep into his.

“You promised, remember?” She whispered. “You said it’d be a…”

The memory came back to Dillon just before she could finish her sentence. Of himself laughing and shrugging as Jasmine suggested… something to him, that wonderful, mischievous look on her hypnotizing features. Something weird, something he’d thought was strange, but agreed to because it’d be a…

“…a birthday treat,” Dillon finished for her.

He forced up a smile, pretended to latch onto a memory.

“Oh yeah, of course, baby. Sure, I remember. Just a bit disorientated.” 

He gently kissed his girlfriend’s soft, bud-like lips.

“Of course I remember,” he whispered, reassuringly. “Let’s do it.”

A smile lit up Jasmine’s face, one brighter than Dillon had seen in the whole 11 months they’d been together. 

“You really mean it?” She whispered, clutching her lithe young body against his older, muscular one.

“Really.” Dillon said, firmly. “Whatever my baby wants for her birthday…”

He hesitated.

“She’s gonna get.”

No sooner had he finished than Jasmine gave a little squeal of joy and started showering his face in kisses.

“I’m so happy,” she breathed, “I’ve always wanted to try this, but my other boyfriends always said no!”

With a laugh she leaped out of bed, her dynamite body clad only in a see-thru pair of lacy white panties and an old sweater she’d borrowed from Dillon.

“I’ll go get ready!” She called, padding across the deep white carpet to the door, “by the time I get back…”

She giggled and hugged herself like she couldn’t believe what was happening. At that moment, Dillon thought she looked like a kid at Christmas.

“This is so amazing…” She smiled at Dillon, then suddenly ran back across the room, her big boobs bouncing and making Dillon’s cock go hard, and planted a big kiss on his lips.

“God, I love you,” she whispered. “Most men wouldn’t even dream of doing this.”

Oh shit… what have I agreed to?

But outwardly he just forced up a smile. There was no way he could admit now that he hadn’t been listening. That he’d forgotten his girlfriend’s birthday after less than one year together.

“Well,” he shrugged his broad shoulders casually, “I’m not just any man, am I?”

At his words, Jasmine gave a giggle.

“No. I guess not,” she laughed, a knowing look in her eyes that Dillon did his best to replicate, like he was in on the joke.

Then they were kissing again and then Jasmine was skipping out the door, her cute ass curling in her panties, her laughter echoing around their big apartment. 

After she’d gone, Dillon sat there, clutching his head, trying to remember what the hell he’d just agreed to. 

He knew it had been something weird. Something that cut through the fog of his drunkenness and nearly made him stop kissing Jasmine and rubbing his hands over her deliciously curvy body. Something that he’d have rejected if any of his old girlfriends had said it.

But Jasmine wasn’t one of his old girlfriends. She was dynamite. Even after moving in together a month back, Dillon still couldn’t keep his hands off her hot little ass. Off her big boobies. She still made him feel like a horny 14-year old making out with his first girl. 

So he’d sucked his objections back in, casually agreed, and gone right on necking with her.

Shaking his head, Dillon threw back the sheets and clambered out the bed, his muscles taut and defined in the morning sunlight, his big erection jutting against the fabric of his boxers.

I hope she doesn’t come back up with a strap on or something… he thought as he made his way to their en-suite bathroom, Oh man, my head…

He seemed to remember thinking Jasmine’s request was a joke. Something not to be taken seriously. 

But then again, his new girlfriend was weird like that. Only six weeks ago, she’d confessed that she wrote dirty ebooks and sold them on Amazon, a confession that both aroused and startled Dillon. 

In their 11 short months together, he’d already discovered she was into some slightly-weird sex shit. He knew she sometimes jerked off to lesbian porn in secret. Knew she couldn’t cum in positions where he was in control. 

You’ve probably let yourself in for some real 50 Shades style shit… Dillon thought as he yawned before the toilet, reached into his underpants and pulled his cock out, she’ll probably come back with some whips and chains and… and…

And then he saw something that made him freeze and derailed his entire train of thought.

His cock was getting smaller. 

Before his eyes, it was shrinking, retracting into his body, becoming narrower and thinner. Dropping from an impressive 7 ½ inches to a pathetic 4 inches in a matter of seconds.

As Dillon watched in disbelief it shrank from 4 inches to 3 inches… to 2 inches… to 1 inch… until his fingers could no longer clasp it and it looked like a tiny little stub.

Holy fuck! He gaped at his disappearing manhood, what the hell…?

In fright, he turned from the toilet, scrabbling at his dick, panic coursing through his mind.

Then he accidentally glanced in the mirror and let out a scream. 

His face was changing. In the hazy morning sunlight, he watched in disbelief as his manly jawline magically softened, his cheekbones became sharper, and his face took on a roundness and… softness he’d never seen before. 

In horror, Dillon threw his hands up to his twisting, shifting face.

Oh Jesus Christ, what is this? Am I hallucinating? Is this alcohol poisoning?

Then he saw his hands and felt the last traces of his sanity blow away like leaves on the wind. 

His hands were no longer his. Where seconds ago they’d been two big, manly things with thick fingers and dark hair dusting big knuckles, they were now small and dainty, with slender fingers and long nails. 

As Dillon watched in disbelief a tiny speck of pink appeared in the middle of one nail, grew outwards, and suddenly he was wearing sparkly pink nail polish. 

“Stop!” He yelled at his fingers, his mind whirling. “I-I order you to stop!”

But it didn’t make any difference. 

If anything, the changes picked up speed. 

There was a hiss and Dillon’s big biceps deflated, leaving him with weak and willowy arms. A popping sound and his shoulders jumped inwards, losing their masculine broadness. A loud grinding and his hips pushed outwards, stretching away from his crotch. 

A feeling gripped Dillon’s midriff, like someone tightening a belt. His sides yanked inwards, leaving him with a tight waist he could have almost fit his fingers round. There was a pause, then his six-pack dissolved, leaving a flat, soft belly that was springy to the touch. 

I’m going mad… Dillon thought as he experimentally touched his new body, there’s no other explanation…

But, deep down, he knew that wasn’t true. 

Everything that was happening just felt too real.

A sudden sensation of falling made him gasp out loud, like he was in an aircraft that had dropped 100ft without warning. He threw out his dainty new hands and realized he’d just lost over a foot in height. 

He glanced at the bathroom and was distressed to see how alien it suddenly looked, like someone had hiked everything 13 inches up the walls while he wasn’t looking. 

The changes had reached his lower-half now. With a painless crack, his feet snapped in towards his ankles, becoming two absurdly tiny things, their nails pink and polished. His legs elongated, shedding muscle and hair, until Dillon dizzily thought his entire body must basically be leg. 

There was a sound like a wobble board and Dillon felt his butt suddenly inflate, jumping up and filling out, becoming pert and round and peach-like.

Turning around, Dillon goggled over his shoulder at it and was horrified to see how it poked out, thrusting away from his body, smooth and hairless and… and sexy.

Holy fuck, that’s the sort of ass you see in music videos! That’s not a man’s ass, that’s a… a…

And then the penny dropped. 

Slowly, unable to believe what was happening, Dillon looked down at his shrunken cock, now only a quarter of an inch long. It gave the tiniest twitch, like it was waving goodbye.

“No…” he moaned out loud, “no… please don’t…”

But it was too late. Before his eyes, his cock vanished inside his skin, taking his balls with it. 

For a moment, there was nothing between Dillon’s legs but smooth skin. Then, with a sound like a zipper being undone, a line opened up; a slit with two plump lips guarding a moist little hole.

It was now only too obvious where things were going. 

He was turning into a girl.

In dumb horror, Dillon looked up into the mirror.

And screamed.

He screamed as his stubble vanished, his nose shrank and his lips plumped up.

He screamed as his eyes turned green, his hair turned blond and then exploded out his head, cascading over his shoulders and down his back like a waterfall. 

He screamed as his Adam’s apple vanished and his voice shot up two octaves, until his scream was loud and high-pitched and feminine. 

Lastly, he looked at his chest.

In the excitement and horror of his transformation, he hadn’t noticed his pecs losing their hardness, becoming softer, flabbier. 

Now, Dillon watched as they started to grow, swelling up gently, their nipples becoming long and pink and pointed.

“No!” He squealed in his new, female voice, “for fuck’s sakes! Please not that!”

Desperately, he grabbed at his expanding pecs with his dainty hands, tried to squash them back inside his skin. But it was useless.

There was a sudden tension, and then Dillon’s pecs inflated like two balloons being blown up, knocking his hands away. They grew before his eyes, wobbling and jiggling as they expanded until they dangled from his chest, no longer pecs but breasts. Big, ripe, firm breasts.

I’ve got tits! Dillon thought in numb horror, I’ve got fucking titties! Boobs. Breasts. Call ‘em what you like… I’ve got them!

They kept right on growing before his eyes, passing a B Cup, passing a C cup… until they finally seemed to stop somewhere around a Double D. 

Dillon looked at them in disbelief. His titties were so big that he could see them even looking directly ahead!

With trembling hands he reached up and held them in his palms and was surprised to feel how firm they were. How pert.

How tender they were. How good it felt to have them in his hands.

Then it was over. His body gave one final spasm that made his big new boobs and butt jiggle like crazy and then the magic was gone. 

The silence that followed was broken only by the short, sharp, feminine gasps escaping from Dillon’s pouty new lips. He stared down at his new body, a wave of unreality washing over him. 

He was a girl. Not just any girl, either. A sexy girl.

The way his new body curved, the suppleness of its skin, the heft of its breasts and its long, slender legs…

There was no doubt about it. 

In his new body, Dillon was dynamite. 

How did this happen? Why did this happen?!

His blond hair tumbled over his forehead, dangling in front of his face, its curled tips tickling the skin of his breasts. With a subconsciously girly movement, Dillon swept it back over his shoulder, delicately tucking a loose strand behind his ear. 

“Oh God…” he whispered miserably in his soft new voice, “I’m going crazy…”

There was something about the way his new, girl-voice echoed inside his head that disturbed him. It didn’t feel right. It was too soft. It didn’t vibrate so deeply in his chest, his throat.

But it was more than that. There was something about his new voice, something maddeningly familiar…

“What’s happening?!” Dillon suddenly squealed, unable to control his horror at seeing his new body, his utter repulsion. 

And then his brain noticed two things at once and everything clicked into place.

The first was a tiny mole at the bottom of his soft new belly, just above the waistline of his now-too-big gray boxers. A mole he’d seen hundreds of times before.

The second was his new voice, its sound slightly-distorted by hearing it from inside his own head, but still utterly, unmistakably familiar.

With a feeling of dread welling in him, Dillon raised his eyes. Turned toward the bathroom mirror.

And looked. 

On the other side of the glass, a familiar, female face gazed in shock out at him. A beautiful, pixie face with emerald eyes, pouty lips and an air of mischief even her horror couldn’t entirely eclipse. 

No… Please… anything but that…

His temples pounding, trying not to faint, Dillon gently swallowed. Held up his hand. Touched those soft cheeks he’d caressed hundreds of times before. Touched those pouty lips that had been wrapped around his cock only two nights ago. Watched helplessly as the familiar girl in the mirror copied his movements exactly. 

Watched helplessly as Jasmine copied his movements exactly. 

There was no doubt about it. 

He’d been turned into his own girlfriend. 

Dillon couldn’t help it. 

He screamed. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“Jesus, Dillon! Are you OK?!”

The deep, male voice cut through Dillon’s screams, making the hairs rise on the back of his slender new neck. There was the sound of footsteps pounding down the apartment, getting closer, closer…

With a feeling of numb shock, like a girl in a dream, Dillon turned towards the bedroom…

…and watched with a feeling of madness as he came bursting in. 

“I heard you screaming,” Dillon’s own body panted before him, “I thought you might be…”

His double cut off with a frown as Dillon shrank back from him, holding one girly hand out to ward him off, the other clutched across his big new boobies, trying to hide their pointy nipples from prying eyes.

“Stay away from me!” He squeaked, cowering against the sink. “I-I’m warning you…!”

“Jesus, Dillon,” his double frowned. “What the fuck has gotten into you?”

In the depths of his fear, Dillion still had time to quickly marvel that he was getting called out for acting irrationally. 

There’s nothing rational about any of this… how can I be over there? How…?

And then Dillon’s double stepped forward, and Dillon saw what he was wearing.

His muscular torso was encased inside an old sweater, his bulging biceps stretching the seams, pulling the sweater taut, showing off his muscles. 

But his penis on the other hand…

Inside his curvy new body, Dillon goggled at his double’s crotch. At the badly-stretched pair of lacy white see-thru panties encasing his big, thick cock. The pair of panties that belonged to…

“Jasmine?” Dillon whispered in Jasmine’s voice.

The other-Dillon before him grinned. 

“Of course it is, dumbo. Who else could it be?”

Dillon felt his pretty little mouth drop open. He gaped at Jasmine, smiling back at him from inside his own body, and gently shook his gorgeous little head. 

“How…?”

“Like I told you last night,” Jasmine grunted, stretching and experimentally flexing Dillon’s muscles as she did so. “Magic. I found that old spell book on eBay, remember?”

Dillon simply stood there, saying nothing, his pouty red lips pressed shut.

At the sight of Jasmine, flexing her bulging new biceps, he’d felt a strange little thrill run through his body that he wasn’t at all sure he liked. 

“Man…” Jasmine was looking down at her new body now, a big grin on her face that made Dillon’s old body look slightly goofy, “I can’t believe it worked. This is incredible. I’ve always wanted to try having one of these.”

At the word these, she reached down with one thick hand and grabbed at her fat new cock, bouncing it around in her palm. 

To his distress, Dillon realized that he couldn’t take his eyes off his old body’s penis. There was something about its sheer size, something about its power…

Before he could stop himself, Dillon realized that he’d gently crossed his bare legs, as if protecting his delicate new body from being invaded by Jasmine’s dick. 

That’s not Jasmine’s dick, he thought, angrily, it’s mine. She… she stole it!

“And all this testosterone!” Jasmine laughed, suddenly looking right at Dillon with a weird, almost wolf-like intensity, “looking at you, it’s like you’re not even human any more. Like you’re just some… some sweet piece of ass.”

To Dillon’s astonishment, her eyes cheekily flickered down to his bare breasts, causing him to wrap his arm across them tighter. 

Hey! He wanted to snap, my face is up here, remember?

Not that Dillon could really talk. How many times had he openly leered at Jasmine’s breasts during an argument? How many times had he told her to get your sweet ass over here? 

How many times had he thought of his girlfriend not as a human being, but as a great piece of ass to show off to his friends?

With a scowl, Dillon opened his mouth,

“Jasmine, what the fuck have you done to us?” He demanded, his voice high and shrill. 

“Whaddya mean?” Jasmine still hadn’t taken her eyes off Dillon’s big new boobies. It was like she was hypnotized.

“What do I mean?!” Dillon threw out his arms helplessly, “I mean, look at us! I’m you, and you’re… you’re…”

Jasmine was looking at him with a strange smile on her face. For a second, Dillon had no idea what was going on. And then it struck him.

While he was arguing, he’d taken his hands off his breasts. Now they dangled from his frame, ripe and loose and free, their nipples erect and pointing up into the air. 

“For fucks’ sakes,” Dillon growled in his soft voice, putting his hands on his curvy hips, “they’re your tits! Can’t you stop staring and listen to me?”

Jasmine shook her handsome head slightly, as if coming out of a daze. She glanced up at Dillon’s soft new face with a dashing smile.

“Sorry, honey, wasn’t listening.”

God, did I always look that handsome…?

Dillon shook the thought away. Now wasn’t the time. 

“You swapped our bodies,” he said, accusingly. “What the… I mean… I don’t even know what I mean! How could you do this, Jaz? It’s wrong!”

For a second, Jasmine looked taken aback. Then suddenly her male brown darkened.

“Damnit,” she growled, her deep voice vibrating through Dillon’s belly, making him feel all warm and tingly, “I knew you weren’t listening to me in that cab!”

Now it was Dillon’s turn to look surprised.

“What cab? Where?”

And then, suddenly, the memory came flooding back. 

Him and Jasmine, necking in the back of the taxi. Jasmine leaning in as he kissed her neck, whispering in his ear.

“Hey, wouldn’t it be great if we could swap places?”

“You mean the seat?” Dillon frowned, starting to hotch over, “sure…”

“No, dummy,” Jasmine giggled, placing one tiny hand on his chest, “I meant, like, biologically.”

As Dillon blinked drunkenly at her, she smiled her mischievous smile, leaned in again.

“I’d be the man…” she whispered, letting her fingernails trace little circles across Dillon’s pecs as she did so, “and you…”

Another giggle. 

“You’d be the girl.”

She started nibbling at his earlobe as she talked.

“Just think,” Jasmine murmured, “I’d have your big, fat cock, and I’d use it to fuck your tight little pussy while you squealed and begged me for more. And when I was done, I’d pull out and cum right over your big, fat titties.”

Her crotch was slowly grinding against Dillon’s, giving him a terrific boner. He tried to concentrate on the crazy shit his girlfriend was saying, but it was slipping away on a wave of drunkenness. 

“How about it?” Jasmine was whispering, “how about we try it tomorrow…?”

“Jasmine?” She whispered, playfully, in his ear. 

The memory faded, vanishing beneath the waves of alcohol amnesia. Trapped inside the very body that had gotten him so hard last night, Dillon blinked at his girlfriend. 

“But, you mean…” he whispered in Jasmine’s voice, “that was real…”

Jasmine shrugged her broad, masculine shoulders, a carefree grin on her handsome face.

That’s my handsome face,  Dillon corrected himself.

“Of course it was. Don’t you remember me telling you about the spell book?”

Dillon couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Spell books? Magic? It was horseshit. It had to be!

Then he glanced down at the two big, pink breasts wobbling in front of him and decided to think about something else. 

“In that case,” he said, pointing an accusing finger at his former body, “turn me back right now! I’m not spending another minute in your body, Jasmine! I want… I want to be me again!”

“You don’t have a choice.” Jasmine clocked Dillon’s expression and sighed. “The spell lasts for 24 hours, OK? There’s no undo spell, so we’ve both just gotta wait it out. Besides…”

A mischievous grin flitted across her features. It looked totally out of place on Dillon’s face.

“You have to admit you look pretty hot right now.”

Dillon started at his girlfriend in disbelief. Hot…?

“Are you flirting with me?!” He snapped, surprised at how high his new voice went, “this is your body, remember? You can’t want to have sex with it!”

“It used to be mine,” Jasmine corrected him, “but when I switched us, I switched more than just our bodies, you know.”

A cocky look came into her brown eyes.

“I switched our sexualities, too. That means I now want what you wanted: to see that body,” she pointed at Dillon, “on all fours, moaning as I pound this big, fat cock of mine into it.” 

Her grin widened. 

“And that means you now want…”

But she didn’t have to finish. Already, Dillon knew exactly what she meant. 

Images rose in his mind. Images of Jasmine fucking him roughly from behind while he squealed and moaned. Images of Jasmine, roughly twisting his nipples.

Images of Jasmine, towering over him in her new body while he crouched on all fours and begged to suck her cock. 

With a cry, Dillon clutched his hands to his head. He gave Jasmine a pleading look. 

“It’s not true…” he whimpered, “I’d never… not with my own body!”

“Bullshit.” Jasmine smugly folded her arms, the sight of her thick, hairy forearms sending urgent signals deep into Dillon’s newly-female brain. “I’ve been watching you. You keep checking out my pecs. Looking at my shoulders.”

“Don’t lie,” she added, as Dillon opened his mouth to protest, “that used to be my body, remember? I know exactly what it likes.”

It was a lie. It had to be. There was no way Jasmine could make him turned on by his own body. No way she could make him dream of falling into those strong arms. Of kissing those lips… of letting himself be taken into the bedroom, pinned down and… and…

With a helpless cry, Dillon realized that he was already fantasizing about the big, strong man stood before him. The 6ft4 athlete with the big biceps, bulging pecs, enormous cock and hairy legs. He was seeing himself as Jasmine saw him.

And he couldn’t help but like what he saw. 

“No…” he whimpered, miserably, “no… you can’t make me. I won’t…”

In response, Jasmine slowly stepped forward. She stopped just in front of Dillon, looking down at his tiny body with a smirk on her handsome features.

Trembling, Dillon looked up at her, aware that something elemental was happening inside of him. Aware that the magic was warping his weak, female mind.

No… fight it, you have to fight it…

Gently, Jasmine reached out. Clasped Dillon’s delicate new wrists in one of her large hands. She slipped the other around his slender waist, pulling him closer.

Dillon tried to fight, tried to pull back. But it was a half-hearted effort.

Slowly, he let himself be pulled into Jasmine’s embrace. Felt the hard muscles of her torso press up against his soft, tender breasts. Felt her big cock dig gently into his stomach. Let the masculine aroma of her sweat invade his nostrils, making his knees go week. 

Jasmine reached up and ran a hand through his long blond hair, keeping Dillon’s hands pinned to his side. She slipped a finger under his chin and raised his pretty little head so he was looking deep into her eyes, her thumb pressed lightly against his pouty lips. 

Dillon miserably tried to shake his head, but his movements were weak, mere token efforts.

It was like Jasmine’s brown eyes, chiseled torso and handsome face had hypnotized his female body, drawing him in like a moth spiraling to its death in the soft glow of a flame. 

Inside her new body, Jasmine gave Dillon a tender look, both vulnerable and masculine. He trembled in her arms, a weak, helpless girl at the mercy of a muscular god. 

“You look so beautiful right now,” Jasmine whispered in Dillon’s voice, making his heart flutter in his generous chest. 

I don’t want to be beautiful… Dillon thought, but the thought was lost on the drum of his heartbeat, on the blood coursing to the surface of his skin, in the gentle swelling of his new breasts.

Like a girl in a daze, Dillon gently tilted his head back, feeling his long, blond hair tumble down his naked back, tickling him between his shoulder blades.

His nipples were hard as bullets. A strange, soft warmth was enveloping his crotch. His legs were weak with desire.

No… this was wrong. So, so wrong. He couldn’t be about to kiss another man. Especially when that man was himself. He couldn’t!

So why did it feel so, so right?

Dillon closed his eyes, feeling like a man falling off a precipice. Felt his bud-like lips gently part. 

“Jasmine…” he whispered. 

“Shh…” he heard his girlfriend reply in her deep, masculine voice. “Not another word…”

She leaned forward, her body squashing against Dillon’s, sending a little thrill through him. Dillon had just enough time to wonder if this was really a good idea…

And then they were kissing. 

They kissed for what felt like forever, Jasmine’s tongue swirling roughly round the inside of Dillon’s mouth, her stubble scratching at his cheeks, while Dillon moaned and gently nibbled on her tongue, willing her to possess him, to make him hers. 

This is wrong… Dillon thought helplessly as Jasmine held him against the sink, letting her tongue invade his throat, I can’t be getting turned on by kissing myself…

But his body told a different story. 

Already, Dillon could feel his new pussy becoming warm and wide and wet. Already, he could feel his nipples becoming as hard as bullets.

Already, he could feel a desperate craving between his legs, a deep-seated desire to have Jasmine inside him. 

At long last, the boy and girl broke apart, Jasmine with a cocky smile on her handsome face, Dillon with a dazed expression on his beautiful features. 

As they looked at one another, Jasmine slowly let her free hand drift down Dillon’s back, until her fingertips were kneading the flesh of his pert new ass, each little squeeze stretching the walls of Dillon’s pussy, making him feel woozy with desire. 

“We’re stuck in these bodies for the next twenty four hours, you know…” Jasmine whispered, her warm breath tickling Dillon’s soft cheeks, “and it is my twenty first birthday…”

“So…?” Dillon breathed, desperately trying to concentrate as his new, female body came alive, reacting to Jasmine’s expert touch. 

“So…” Jasmine smiled down at him, gently caressing his ass.

She leaned down until their lips were almost touching again.

“What’s say we have some fun?”

∞ ∞ ∞

The bedroom looked different as Dillon padded back in, his big breasts jiggling softly with each step, like someone had subtly rearranged the furniture while they were in the bathroom. It took him a moment to realize that it was because he was now shorter than he had been.

“Are you sure you wanna do this?” He whispered, wrapping his arms tight around his slender frame. Beneath his feet, the deep carpet felt almost supernaturally soft.

It’s like I’m feeling things in 3D… he wondered, dazedly, are girls always this sensitive to touch, or is it just Jasmine…?

“I’m sure.” Jasmine stepped up behind him, wrapping her newly-masculine arms around Dillon’s tight little waist. “Are you?”

For a second, Dillon hesitated. Wondered if he shouldn’t just say no. Shouldn’t stop this charade and demand Jasmine apologize for transforming him without his permission.

Then the feeling passed, swept away by the craving between his legs. He bit his lower lip and gently nodded. 

“Good.” Jasmine’s voice was low in his ear, charged with masculine desire. “In that case…”

Dillon suddenly felt her straighten up behind him.

“Get on the bed.”

Feeling like he was moving through treacle, Dillon climbed slowly onto their big double bed. He knelt on all fours, dazedly aware of the way his new body curved his ass high into the air. Of how his big breasts dangled so low their nipples grazed the bedsheets. 

Is she gonna fuck me like this? Like a little bitch?

“Roll over onto your back.”

With a strange thrill at his newfound obedience, Dillon rolled over onto his back, his legs dangling off the edge of the bed, his long hair spreading out in a fan around him.

He stared at the ceiling, dimly aware that he could feel a tiny bead of moisture trickling down the inside of his leg, from where his pussy was dripping wet.

“Perfect.” 

As Dillon lay there, looking up at the ceiling, Jasmine stepped forward, her strong, masculine body rising in his vision until she towered over him, like some ancient statue of a God, sculpted from purest marble. 

At some point she’d taken her sweater off, and now her naked torso glistened in the morning sunlight, as strong and tempting as the most-powerful of drugs.

“Now take your panties off.”

“Yes master,” Dillon heard himself whisper. 

With gentle hands, he reached out and slipped off his old, gray boxers, feeling them slide down his smooth legs to bunch up at his ankles.

He kicked them off his dainty feet, then looked up at his muscular new boyfriend with a nervous, pleading expression. 

“God…” Jasmine whispered in Dillon’s old voice, “you look so fucking hot like that. I had no idea how attractive I was…”

Her words alone were enough to make Dillon whimper slightly, the female noise escaping his lips before he could stop it. 

Gently, he reached up, let his long fingernails stroke Jasmine’s hips, trail across her muscular groin. 

Her new body was incredible. Dillon wanted to do nothing but touch it and keep touching it until he had explored its every nook, every crevice. He’d always known he was a good-looking guy, but seeing himself through the eyes of a girl for the first time, the eyes of a straight girl…

…well, let’s just say he’d had no idea just how hot he truly was.

As Dillon lay there on his slender new back, letting his fingertips trail across Jasmine’s strong flesh, Jasmine slowly raised one large hand. She placed it, palm flat between Dillon’s legs, pressing its ball against his crotch. 

The feeling of pressure was enough on its own to make Dillon let out a little squeak. Gooseflesh rose across his skin, tiny little pinpricks of pleasure that radiated out across his entire body. 

Oh God, that felt so good…

He raised his head slightly. Looked out from under his blond bangs at Jasmine’s strong torso. At her hand, pressed up against his newly-female crotch. At his own, large breasts rising upwards, awkwardly blocking his vision, their nipples pointed at the sky. 

He looked at Jasmine’s big, fat cock, as hard as iron, jutting 7 ½ inches into the air, and felt a thrill run through him. 

And then Jasmine started working her wrist, and all of Dillon’s thoughts vanished on a tidal wave of pleasure. 

His girlfriend gently massaged his cunt, rubbing her large hand up and down against his mound, applying pressure with expert precision. At the same time, she ran her fingertips round the entrance to Dillon’s moist pussy, sending little shockwaves through his body that made him buck his hips and writhe and moan. 

“There…” Jasmine smirked, looking down at him with delight in her eyes, “how does that feel?”

Dillon closed his eyes, gasped and nodded his pretty little head. 

He couldn’t lie. It felt wonderful. Every movement of Jasmine’s hand seemed to make his entire body shudder. Each time her fingertips teased his wet little hole, it was like a tiny pink firework had just exploded in his brain. 

This was nothing like the pleasure you got from rubbing the tip of your cock as a man.

This was like Dillon’s entire body was sinking into a warm pink cloud of pleasure that subsumed him entirely. 

“Good?” Jasmine crooned. “Then, I guess my cute little girlfriend won’t mind if I do this to her.”

At the word this, Jasmine suddenly sent a finger lancing deep inside Dillon’s pussy, making him open his eyes and cry out; a sharp, high-pitched gasp that echoed around their bedroom. 

In dazed shock, Dillon looked down at his crotch, his blond hair lying across his vision in streaks, unable to believe what was happening.

He had a finger inside him. A man’s finger. In his pussy. 

And, God help him, it felt fantastic.

Jasmine was curling her knuckles gently, letting her index finger slide slowly out of Dillon’s hole, then sending it firing back in. Each movement made Dillon’s breathing get shallower, more ragged. Made the warmth in his crotch spread out, becoming more urgent. 

This is amazing…

Not realizing he was about to do it, Dillon closed his eyes and raised his hands. He grasped his big new titties in his palms, shocked at how tender they were. Then, as Jasmine worked his pussy, he began to play with them. 

It was a weird feeling at first. Unlike anything Dillon had ever felt before. 

As a man, he’d never really thought of his chest as an erogenous zone. He was proud of his pecs, but that was about it.

Now, however, it was like his breasts had a hotline direct to his brain’s pleasure centers. 

With soft gasps escaping his pouty lips, Dillon gently squeezed his breasts, pinching his nipples, squashing his big boobies together. 

The effect was electric. The feeling in his chest combined with the sensations in his crotch to make his pleasure sharper. Stronger. 

Without any input from his brain, Dillon’s new body began to buck its hips. Arch its back. To writhe. To moan. 

Whether he liked it or not, Dillon could no longer deny that he was a woman in the throes of overwhelming pleasure. 

“Fuck…” Jasmine’s deep, male voice lanced through him like electricity, making him feel tingly all over, “oh fuck, looking at you play with those big fat tits of yours is making me so fucking hard…” 

At the sound of her words, Dillon’s eyes flew open. He lifted himself up and looked helplessly down his body, at the enormous prick Jasmine was working with her spare hand.

There was something about it… something about its shape… Just looking at it was making Dillon feel tingly, but also lacking… like there was something missing…

Then, suddenly, he realized exactly what his new body wanted to do. 

With a force that surprised both of them, Dillon let go of his beautiful breasts, pushed himself into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. 

Jasmine’s thick finger was still lancing into his pussy; Dillon could feel it stretching the walls. He looked at his new boyfriend through woozy eyes, aware his breasts were hot and swollen, aware he must look so fucking hot right now.

Then he gently pulled his hips back, letting Jasmine’s finger slide out his cunt, leaving a dull craving between his legs. She stood up straight, looking at Dillon through eyes half-lidded with desire.

“Dillon…?” She began.

Dillon put a finger to his pouty lips, amazed to hear a little giggle escape his throat. Then he reached out and grasped hold of Jasmine’s enormous cock, pulling her towards him. 

Dillon’s old dick was like a club in his new hands. A big, fat thing that throbbed and glistened and made him feel dizzy. A big, thick vein stood out on one side, pulsing in time with Jasmine’s heartbeat. 

Inside his pretty little head, Dillon realized what his body was about to do at the last second.

Wait… no… we can’t…

But the voice seemed to come from somewhere far away and unimportant. 

With a smile, Dillon leaned forward, kissed his boyfriend on the tip of the cock. Then he smiled up at Jasmine, bit his lower lip.

“Happy birthday, baby,” he whispered. 

Then he parted his red, bud-like lips, leaned forward, and took Jasmine’s dick deep inside his mouth. 

The sensation was odd at first, unlike anything Dillon had ever experienced. He could see Jasmine’s fat shaft, sticking out from between his ruby lips. See her pubic thatch, coiled right before his eyes.

Oh my God, I’m sucking dick. I’m actually sucking dick!

For a second, he was tempted to spit it out. To shake his head and say to Jasmine no!

The feeling passed. Wrapping his lips round his teeth, Dillon began to bob his head back and forth, taking his boyfriend’s cock deep inside him. 

The moment he started, Dillon’s objections immediately crumbled. Sucking dick was fantastic! The feeling of having someone’s cock in your mouth was wonderful, like you existed only to give them pleasure. 

High above he heard Jasmine let out a low groan, a sound that sent tingles running through his pussy. 

With a feeling of abandonment, Dillon grabbed hold of Jasmine’s hips and started thrusting his head, determined to deep throat, determined to suck that big, fat cock like the whimpering little sissy bitch he was. 

He moved his pretty little head rhythmically, savoring the strange, salty taste of dick. Savoring the feeling of feminine servility washing over him. With each jerk, he felt Jasmine’s balls bounce off his chin, felt her prick tickle the back of his throat.

It was the most demeaning thing he’d ever done. The most utterly, horribly female moment in Dillon’s whole 36 years of life.

And he was loving it. 

With a little whine, Dillon slipped Jasmine’s cock out his mouth, rubbed it all over his face, luxuriating in the beads of pre-cum that stuck to his cheeks, to his lips. 

His gently ran his tongue around the edge of Jasmine’s bell, smiling happily when he heard her groan loudly. 

Then he opened his mouth and took her right back inside. 

The feeling of warmth was building up in Dillon’s crotch now. As he kept thrusting his head, he dropped one hand down between his thighs. Felt the marshy warmth of his pussy beneath his palm.

For a second, Dillon hesitated. Not knowing how far he was prepared to go. Not knowing what sort of memories he’d be comfortable with once he was back in his own body.

Then he mentally shrugged, curled his wrist, and sent two fingers plunging deep inside himself. 

The sensation was enough to make him cry out loud, almost gagging on Jasmine’s dick. Dillon’s long fingers lanced deep into his new womb, curling up inside his body, making him feel like fainting. 

He was being invaded in two holes at once, and it was wonderful. The warmth in Dillon’s pussy, the sensation of Jasmine’s dick in his mouth… all of it combined to give him the greatest feeling of pleasure he’d ever experienced. 

Why has no-one told me this before? Dillon mentally sobbed to himself as he slobbered over Jasmine’s dick, why has no-one ever told me how amazing it is to be a girl?

Instinctively, he opened his two fingers, gently scissoring himself. The feeling was enough to make him cry out all over again, the sound muffled by Jasmine’s thick cock as it drove ever-deeper into his throat, making Dillon gag, the watering of his eyes mixing with his tears of happiness. 

“Oh God, baby…” he heard Jasmine growl, “you’re so good at sucking dick…”

Dillon felt one hand reach down, start stroking his long, blond hair.

“But I’ve got something else I wanna try…”

Then her fingers gripped Dillon’s hair so tight he cried out, and then Jasmine was pulling her penis out his mouth, leaving Dillon to look pleadingly up at her, his fingers still darting in and out of his hole.

“But…” he whimpered in his high-pitched voice, “but…”

Then Jasmine winked at him, grabbed him by the shoulders and threw him onto the floor.

He landed on the soft, white carpet with a bump, his big breasts dangling, getting his hands out to break his fall just in time. Confused, Dillon pushed himself up onto all fours…

Then felt Jasmine lower herself onto the carpet behind him.

“I’ve always wanted to do this…” he heard her growl. 

A hand gripped his hip, raising his pert, naked ass up. At the last second, Dillon realized what was about to happen.

“Wait!” He yelped, “no… I’m not ready for-!”

That, he’d meant to say. But it was too late.

As Dillon squealed and protested, Jasmine roughly angled his nubile body, shifted her weight, and then her dick was plunging deep into Dillon’s pussy, deep into his womb. 

Unable to pull himself away from Jasmine’s grasp, unwilling to beg her to stop, Dillon had no choice but to bury his face in his arms, close his eyes, and let his new boyfriend fuck his tight little pussy as his body screamed and moaned and writhed. 

I have to be dreaming…  Dillon whimpered inside himself, this has to be a dream…

Then he opened his eyes and saw his big boobies bouncing with each thrust of Jasmine’s hips. Felt her heavy balls thwacking up against his clit. Felt her big dick, drilling into his womb, making him scream with pleasure; and he knew.

No dream was ever this good. 

Dillon finally came with the force of a thousand suns, his entire body trembling as he closed his eyes and screamed and screamed and screamed for what felt like eternity. 

This wasn’t the pathetic little squirt you got as a man. 

This was like his whole body was coming and would never stop.

His orgasm peaked once, twice, three times, and then he was floating down to earth, wrapped in a blissful pink cloud, his vision woozy and his entire body tingling. 

For a second, he was confused to find Jasmine still pounding away at his pussy, and then he remembered: sex was different as a girl. As a man, he’d stop the second he orgasmed. 

As a girl, he could go right on getting fucked for as long as Jasmine felt like screwing him.

He’d just had this weird thought, when suddenly Jasmine went stiff behind him. She gave a ferocious grunt, and then she was pulling out of him, leaving Dillon feeling confused and dizzy and horny.

“Baby?” He whispered, his breath coming out in gasps. “Wha-?”

And then Jasmine’s rough hands were grabbing his hips, urgently rolling him onto his slender back. Dillon had just enough time to look up at her powerful, muscular form and then Jasmine gave a tiny sigh and jets of sticky white cum were shooting over Dillon’s big fat titties, covering him in spunk. 

Instinctively, Dillon sat up, squeezing his breasts together, letting Jasmine come all over his cleavage, coating him in white hot sperm.

She shot jets and jets off the stuff over his chest, and when she was done, Dillon leaned forward and greedily lapped it all up, licking Jasmine’s cum off his tits like the horny housewife in some dirty porno.

Oh God… oh God that tastes so good…

And then it was over. As one, the happy couple collapsed in each other’s arm, falling onto the deep carpet in a tangle of limbs, goofy grins splitting both their faces.

Without realizing he was going to do it, Dillon nestled his pretty head against his old chest, shivering in delight at the way Jasmine automatically held him in her arms, making him feel small, protected, safe. 

How was I ever into being a man? He dazedly wondered, being a girl is so much better…

For a long time, the two lay there in silence, the only sound the sound of their ragged breathing, coming out Dillon’s mouth in girly gasps, coming out Jasmine’s in manly grunts. 

Then, at long last, Jasmine began to laugh.

“Know something, baby?” She said, absentmindedly stroking Dillon’s long hair, “that was the best birthday sex I ever had!”

Nestled in her strong arms, Dillon felt a thrill run through his body. He closed his eyes and smiled.

“Me too,” he whispered in his soft new voice, “me too.”

To his astonishment, he realized that he really meant it. 

∞ ∞ ∞

The next morning, Dillon lay curled up in bed with a smile on his face, lazily watching out the corner of his eye as Jasmine flipped through her spell book, looking for the reverse spell.

Jasmine’s birthday had been incredible. In the last 24 hours, Dillon had had more, and better, sex than he’d ever had in his life.

After their first fuck, the two had lain together in each other’s arms until they were ready to go again. Then Dillon had clambered onto Jasmine’s cock, and rode it until he had an orgasm stronger than anything he’d ever experienced.

And that had only been the beginning. As the day unfolded, Dillon had given Jasmine a blowjob (which had been wonderful), a handjob, jerked her off by pressing his big boobs together and rubbing them up and down her cock (which had been mainly weird), and let her fuck him in endless kink y positions. 

Now, lying here, his pussy all sore, waiting to be turned back into a man again, Dillon found himself vaguely wishing that they’d got a chance to try anal.

Oh well, there’s always next year…

The thought made him smile. He had no doubt they’d do this again. 

“Uh-oh.”

At the sound of his old voice, loaded with worry, Dillon gently raised his head.

“Something up, baby?” He asked in his high-pitched, girly voice.

I’m gonna miss talking like this… he thought, idly. For some reason, he was already starting to think of Jasmine’s female voice as ‘his’.

“Erm… I don’t want you to panic,” Jasmine said, still staring at the spell book, “but I might have said the spell kinda wrong…”

At her words, Dillon pulled himself into a sitting position, hugging his bare legs, his heavy, naked breasts dangling from his slender frame. 

“How so?”

“Well…” Jasmine went on, “it looks like there are different, uh, levels of the spell. The lowest changes you for a day, but the next one up changes you for a whole week.”

“A week?!” Dillon yelped.

He looked down at his new body. At its curves and kinks and soft, squishy bits. He shuddered slightly. 

He’d enjoyed himself alright, and had wanted to stay in this body longer, but the idea of being stuck as Jasmine for a whole week was…

“Yeah, about that.” Jasmine’s deep voice derailed his train of thought, “I might have, erm, got things upside down.”

She gave Dillon a guilty look.

“I said the highest level spell by accident,” she said. “The one that takes the, uh, longest to undo.”

“How long is that?” Dillon asked, a feeling of unreality washing over him.

Am I gonna have to be Jasmine for a month? A year? Oh God, I’m gonna have periods! We didn’t use protection yesterday… what if I get pregnant? That’s long enough to have a baby!

An image flashed through his head, of his legs help up in stirrups while he forced a baby out from his birth canal. 

Oh God…

“Tell me!” He squeaked when Jasmine stayed silent, her face drawn and worried. “A year? Two years?”

“Worse than that.” Jasmine gave him an apologetic look. “The highest level is meant to be used on your enemies, I guess. People you hate. As such…”

She sighed. Her broad shoulders slumped.

“It lasts for one hundred years,” she whispered.

In the silence that followed, Dillon looked down at his new body. At the body that would be his until the day he died. 

He was Jasmine now. Beautiful, sexy, mischievous, horny Jasmine. Her body would now be his for the rest of his life. 

Like it or not, he was permanently trapped as a girl. 

With slow movements, Dillon looked up at Jasmine, watching him from inside her handsome, muscular male body with a shocked expression that matched how Dillon felt. 

He gently licked his lips.

“So…” he whispered in his soft voice, “you’re saying that we’ll be stuck like this until 2116?”

Jasmine nodded.

“Yeah, if we live that long.”

“In that case…” Dillon looked at his old body, at the body that had been stolen from him. The sculpted male body with its broad shoulders, bulging biceps, visible six pack…

…and big, wonderful cock.

A slow smile crept over his face. He leaned back against the pillow, spread his legs wide, showing his new boyfriend his pussy; the pussy he was stuck with from now until the day he died.

“In that case,” he purred, “how about we have some fun?”

For a second, Jasmine simply stared at him. Then a big smile broke across her handsome face.

“Y’know something?” She said, shaking her head, “I had a feeling you were gonna say that.”

Then she got to her feet, pulled down her boxers and took something long and hard and thick in her hands. 

Thirty minutes later, as Dillon lay on his back, trying not to cry with happiness as his boyfriend fucked his tight little pussy, he realized how glad he was that Jasmine had got the spells mixed up.

The End.
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 Swapped 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. 

The End

Enjoy stories about macho men magically becoming beautiful teenage cheerleaders? Try my kinky tale of a nasty teacher forced to restart life as a sex-addicted cheerleader: She Turned Him Into a Cheerleader.






 
   

  
 

 Fantasies of Submission 
 
   
 Turned Into His Sister’s Maid 

The nightmare started as soon as Chris closed the door.

He’d just seen his parents off on their weekend vacation to Costa Rica and was about to text his best friend Simon when his sister came padding down the stairs, an evil smile on her face. 

“They’ve finally gone, have they?” Jasmine’s eyes twinkled beneath her jet black hair. She was still wrapped in her fluffy blue dressing gown, her long bronzed legs poking out the bottom.

“At last,” she sighed, leaning on the bannister. “Now we can get ready for my party.”

“Don’t be dumb,” Chris glowered up at his younger sister. At 18 he was exactly one year older than her, but didn’t always feel it. 

“Mom said no parties.” Besides, he added silently, I’ve already invited Simon over. A tall, blonde football player, Simon had been Chris’s closest friend since they were five. With his broad, strong shoulders and winning smile, Simon was everything Chris secretly wanted to be. 

“You have to.” Jasmine looked down at her brother with a coy smile. “It’s my seventeenth.” 

“I don’t care,” Chris shrugged. He really didn’t. He was in charge for the next couple of days, and the last thing he wanted was a bunch of squealing girls hanging around, talking about hair and makeup. 

Anyway, he and Simon had plans.

Since they were sixteen, the two of them had been supplementing their allowance with earnings from their YouTube channel. It was minor-league stuff: a few advertising dollars here, a donation there. But it was better than nothing and – more importantly – it was fun. They specialized in videos punking their schoolmates. Harmless stuff, a bit of humiliation. But guaranteed a laugh. They’d even got Jasmine once or twice.  

“I’m the boss now and I say no parties.” He finished, firmly. 

Jasmine’s eyes glinted. “No, I meant you have to. You don’t have a choice.”

She leaned against the bannister, that evil smile still on her thin red lips. Even though she was his sister, Chris was scarily aware that with her slender frame and sculpted olive face she was beautiful.

“I knew you wouldn’t let me have a party,” she said accusingly. “So do you know what I did this morning? I made myself a cake, lit a candle and made a birthday wish.”

“So what?” Chris didn’t like the way Jasmine was studying him, like a wolf watching its helpless prey. 

“Guess what that wish was?” 

“I don’t give a shit.” Chris sighed, but secretly he was getting nervous. Jasmine wasn’t usually this dominant, this commanding.

This powerful.

“You should do.” Jasmine glanced slyly at her brother. “I wished that when I clicked my fingers, you would turn into my maid and stay that way until mom and dad came back.”

She raised her hand, thumb and finger poised together.

“How about it?” She asked, innocently. 

“Give it a rest,” Chris murmured, nervously. “Birthday wishes don’t work like that.”

“Oh no?” Jasmine giggled. “Let’s find out.”

And she snapped her fingers. 

For a long moment, the two of them stood there, Jasmine watching her older brother from the stairs of their large house, Chris frozen by the doorway. Then Chris finally let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding. 

“See?” He asked, sarcastically. “Now go back to bed, I’ve got to get the house ready for your party.”

Jasmine giggled. “What was that, big bro?”

Chris looked up at her in fright. He’d meant to say text Simon. Trying to conceal his mounting terror, he tried again.

“Please Jaz, go back to bed. I’m not playing your stupid games!” was what he meant to say. Instead it came out as: “Please, mistress, go back to bed. I’ll get everything ready for you.”

High on the stairs, Jasmine threw back her head and laughed, her dark curls bouncing off her shoulders. 

“Hang in there brother,” she called, “you’re in for one hell of a ride!”

Below her, Chris raised a worried hand to his throat, wondering what the hell had happened to his voice. Then he saw the hand and screamed.

Gone was his normal, teenage boy’s hand, slightly calloused and lightly dusted with dark hair. In its place was a dainty, cream white one with a tiny palm and long, narrow fingers. As he watched in horror, Chris saw the nails were growing, becoming long and dark and red. 

“Jaz!” He yelled, “Make it stop!” 

Above him, Jasmine shrugged. 

“I can’t. And more to the point,” her eyes twinkled, “why would I want to?”

There was a loud tearing sound and suddenly Chris was looking down at his own bare chest. His t-shirt had ripped to pieces and disappeared, exposing his skinny frame to the morning cold. As he watched his jeans also split, tearing themselves from his legs and flying away into the trashcan. 

A thread unwound from his socks and they too pulled themselves apart. Finally his underpants ripped off and tore themselves to pieces, leaving Chris cowering naked before his sister’s delighted gaze. 

“Look at you,” Jasmine sneered. “You know, I always used to think you were too skinny and sissy to be a boy. I guess it’s time we put that right, huh?”

No sooner had she spoken than Chris felt a ripple pass through his body. Looking down, he saw his hips were pushing outwards, thrusting away from his crotch with a faint grinding sensation, giving him a curved, hourglass figure. As they grew his ass suddenly began to flesh out too, become pert and round. At the same time, his legs began to slim, the hair dropping away as they grew narrow, slender, sexy. Dark spots appeared on each toenail, blossomed outwards, turning them a lurid, slutty red.

“Jaz…” Chris tried to plead again, then suddenly stopped. A tension was rising in his chest. A kind of pressure, like something was growing. Chris reached up to stop whatever it was…

And felt his hand knocked away as two large breasts came bursting out. In fright, Chris watched as his chest kept inflating, growing bigger and bigger; his nipples suddenly dark and long, pointed up towards the sky. He tried to push them back in, to do anything to stop this nightmare, but they pushed back against his palms, full and firm and supple.

There was a tingling across his scalp, like a mild electric current was passing through, then suddenly long, dark hair was tumbling past his vision. He put up his hands and it swept around them, cascading down over his shoulders, dangling above his enormous new breasts. As he held his long, flowing hair before him, he saw the hair on his arms was retracting, worming its way back into his soft, feminine skin. 

“There,” he heard Jasmine say with audible pleasure. “You’re already looking better. But you’re not done yet, big bro, not by a long shot!”

There was a mild feeling of pressure, then suddenly Chris’s lips swelled up, became fuller, poutier. His face softened. His jaw – never strong and chiselled like Simon’s – lost its hard edge. Long, dark eyelashes sprouted out of his eyelids, fluttered in his field of vision. 

And then he felt it. A stirring in his crotch that was all the worse because he knew what it meant. No sooner had he let out a whimpered plea than Chris felt his cock shoot back into his body, taking his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing, then with a sound like Velcro ripping his skin split apart and a newly formed pussy hung between his legs, its lips already warm and faintly moist. 

A final tremble passed through Chris’s body, and then it was over. With a feeling of mute terror he looked up at his smiling sister. 

“What did you-?” he began, and then stopped, one hand clutched to his throat. His voice had changed, leaping up two octaves. Not only that but everything had changed. The way his tongue moved when he spoke, the sensation of making a sound in his throat, the way his own voice vibrated in his ears. Everything was wrong.

“I turned you into something more fitting,” Jasmine giggled. “But I’m not done yet. I wished you were my maid, remember? So let’s get that uniform on!”

At her words, Chris’s body trembled all over again. There was an itchy sensation, then suddenly a dainty thread began to knit its way around his crotch, weaving together at a frightening speed. As Chris watched a pair of lacy panties formed over his new pussy, delicately hiding its tender lips from prying eyes. He tried to grab, to tear them off, but instead two strings of lace leapt up onto his wrists and to his horror wove themselves into little frilly wristbands. 

His new breasts squirmed, then leaped up, squashing together into a large, cream white cleavage that rose towards his chin. A push-up bra had formed across his chest, and now two sheets of black satin were unrolling from it, brushing against his delicate skin. Chris stared at them, puzzled for a second. Then a thread leapt from one side to the other and suddenly yanked them tight, painfully pulling his sides in. With a groan he realized his sister had dressed him in a tiny corset. A spotless white apron unrolled from the bottom, hanging above his new panties. He looked helplessly at Jasmine.

“Way too slutty,” she frowned. “I want a proper maid. On with the rest of it!”

It was like reality was obeying her every command. Immediately, a long black skirt flowed out from Chris’s sides, stopped just below his pussy and wrinkled, the edges becoming laced with white satin. A black choker appeared round his neck, yanked so tight it made him gasp, then long white leggings were unrolling up his legs, coming to a halt high above his knees. There was another tingling on his scalp and a dainty little maid’s cap secured itself round Chris’s head, sweeping his dark hair back in perfectly sculpted waves. 

Finally, there was a skittering sound and a pair of black heeled shoes flew across the wooden floor and wrapped themselves round Chris’s feet, lifting him an extra two inches off the ground. He tried to kick them off, but they stuck firm. It was like his new uniform was as much a part of him as his own skin. 

Trembling, he looked up at his younger sister, watching him with laughter in her eyes.

“What the fuck have you done to me?” He whispered, trying to ignore the feminine whimper in his new voice. 

Jasmine simply smiled.  

 “Go on. Have a look.”

She nodded through the doorway at the large mirror in the living room. Silently Chris turned… and froze.

It wasn’t possible.

The girl looking back at him was gorgeous. Dark eyes sat below flowing black hair that bounced and curled over cream white shoulders. Ruby red lips sat above a narrow neckline that led all the way down to two large, firm breasts. Her narrow body was curved, sexy, her legs slender and smooth. 

It couldn’t be possible.

Chris raised a hand. As he watched, the girl in the mirror did likewise. He blinked and pursed his lips and was surprised to see the girl pout at him, a sexy, servile expression on her face. Impulsively, he wiggled his frame and watched in fascinated horror as the girl jiggled her breasts back at him. There was no denying it.

He was a girl. 

“Not just a girl,” Jasmine purred, suddenly stood behind him. Distracted by the mirror, he hadn’t heard her come downstairs.

“A maid.” Her voice was soft in his ear. Chris felt his new body tingle all over. “My maid. From now until mom and dad get back, you have to do everything I want you to. Isn’t that right, Christina?”

In the mirror, Chris saw the girl nod. 

“Good. One more thing,” Jasmine’s reflection grinned, “When I made my wish, I wished that you would be constantly horny. Can you feel it?”

Chris nodded. Ever since his pussy appeared, he’d been aware of a warmth down there; a distracted craving at the edges of his brain, a powerful, half-hidden desire that already frightened him.

“Don’t try to fight it,” Jasmine advised, “the wish is too powerful. We’ll try it out later. In the meantime…”

She stepped back.

“Maid,” she commanded, her eyes flashing, “make me some breakfast.”

Chris’s new body nodded. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Then get the house ready for my party.”

“Yes ma’am,” Jasmine bobbed up and down in his field of view. Chris realized with a hot surge of embarrassment that he’d just given his sister a curtsey, bending his smooth new legs and pulling the sides of his frilly dress up. 

“Will that be all, ma’am?” 

“No.” Jasmine was trying not to laugh now. “First say ‘I’m a little sissy’.”

Chris tried to clench his teeth, determined not to give her the satisfaction. It was no use. He felt his body give a small, obedient smile. 

“I’m a little sissy.” 

“Better. Now,” Jasmine put her hands on her hips, clearly enjoying herself. “Tell me I’m the best.”

“Jaz!” Chris pleaded, fighting off his body’s urge to obey his sister’s every command “Turn me back! If mom and dad find out…”

But Jasmine simply shook her head. 

“Say it.” She commanded.

Chris’s shoulders slumped. He glared up at his sister.

“You’re the best.” He growled through pouting ruby lips. 

“Haha, brilliant!” Jasmine gave a little leap, happily clapping her hands. “I should’ve turned you into my sissy slave years ago! Now get to work. We’ve got lots to do today, maid!”

And with that, she was skipping away up the stairs, leaving Chris all alone in his new body. For just a second, he wondered if he could follow her, plead with her to turn him back. But then the birthday wish kicked in and he marched into the kitchen. If Jasmine wanted breakfast, his servile new body would make sure she got the best breakfast in the whole damn world.  

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time the doorbell rang, Chris had spent half a day in Hell. 

It had taken him forever to make breakfast, his delicate new body racing around the kitchen, pulling together the ingredients for a meal fit for a queen. Twice his new heels had slipped on the tiled floor and sent him sprawling. Each time, Chris had been humiliatingly aware that his outfit had hiked up as he fell, leaving his satin-clad ass on display for the world to see.

But worse had come when he’d finally trotted upstairs, Jasmine’s breakfast balanced precariously before his outsize breasts on a large silver tray. With a simpering servility that quietly horrified him, his body had knocked delicately on her door and then stood there, still as a statue, until at last Jasmine had murmured: “Come in.”

His sister had been lying on her large bed, surrounded by a sea of teenage mess, playing on her phone. Of the two of them, Chris had always been the clean one, and it always annoyed him no end to see how casually Jasmine could just cast dirty clothes onto her bedroom floor. 

Steeling himself, he had tiptoed over, quietly placed the tray by her bedside, then stood there with his pretty head bowed and his hands clasped behind his back. In disgust, it slowly dawned on Chris that his body was awaiting orders. 

At long last, Jasmine had roused herself enough to take a bite of her breakfast. As she slowly chewed, Chris had suddenly become aware of a fluttering in his stomach, of his heart pounding in his chest. It seemed his new maid’s body was so eager to please that one unkind word from his mistress would’ve made him burst into tears.

Instead, Jasmine had smiled.

“Not bad, Christina. Not bad at all.” Then she’d nodded at the mess surrounding them. “As a reward, I’ll let you clean my room.”

“What?!” Chris had shouted with horror, “Clean your own damn room!”

Yet, at the same time, he’d felt a secret thrill run through his body. An itching to get started straight away, to get tidying, to make Jasmine’s room cleaner than it had ever been before.

To be a good maid.

“Christina!” Jasmine had gasped in mock-surprise, eyes amused. “What’s wrong? Is my room too messy for you to dirty your pretty little hands with?” 

“Jaz,” Chris had growled, fighting his body’s urge to throw itself on the floor and literally beg its mistress for forgiveness, “This isn’t fair!”

“You want to see unfair, brother?” Jasmine had asked, innocently. “Try this.”  

And with that, she’d upended her breakfast onto the floor, adding to the already atrocious mess. Then she’d sank back down into the pillows and picked up her phone.

“Now get to work, bitch.” She’d snapped. “And after that you can scrub the whole house with your toothbrush.”

Teeth gritted, Chris had given his sister another curtsey, then scurried off to grab an armful of cleaning products.

Now here he was, three hours later, his dainty white hands encased in two long, yellow gloves, determinedly scrubbing at the floor of their living room with his toothbrush. 

The doorbell rang again and Chris pulled himself to his feet, cursing silently. After three hours on his knees his legs and arms were killing him. Worse, his enormous new breasts were turning out to be impossibly heavy. Each time he stood, he felt his back twinge in a way that warned of months and months of future pain. 

Ripping off his long yellow gloves, Chris wobbled to the front door and straightened his hair, unconsciously pulling the hem of his uniform down so it just about hid his ass. Then without realizing it, he put on an obedient smile and opened the door.

It was a bright, cool, day outside. For a moment the sun dazzled Chris, so all he could see was a shadow on the doorstep. The cool wind instantly sent gooseflesh racing up his exposed arms and made his nipples go hard as bullets, their pointed tips straining against the coarse fabric of his uniform.  

Chris blinked and the shadow’s face at last began to form from the gloom. From high above his tiny new body, Mr Johnson peered down at Chris, his dark eyes puzzled at this strange new girl in her skimpy clothes. A smile danced across his face.

“Well, what have we here? Good morning, miss-?”

“Christina, sir,” Chris heard his body say, humbly, “I’m the new maid.”

“Well, isn’t that something?” Mr Johnson’s eyes prowled across Chris’s chest, lingering on the highly-visible outline of his erect nipples. 

Ever since he’d moved in across the road six years back, Chris had always liked Mr Johnson. When he was still a kid, his parents had invited the handsome businessman and his wife over for dinner, and Mr Johnson had made a point of listening as Chris prattled on in the way 12-year olds do, never once patronizing him. From that point on, Chris had felt an affinity with their neighbor, considering him a “decent” adult.  

Now, as Mr Johnson gazed hungrily at Chris’s chest, he suddenly wasn’t so sure. There was a look in Mr Johnson’s eyes, one he’d never seen in another man before. It was the same sort of look a cat might give a mouse.

Nervously, Chris pulled the door slightly closed, trying to angle his body behind it, out the way of his neighbor’s prying eyes. 

“Can I help you?” He squeaked.

 “Hmm?” Mr Johnson at last glanced at Chris’s face again. “Oh, yes. I’ve heard some rumors floating around about a party here tonight. My son is in the same class as Miss Jasmine.”

With a pang, Chris realized that to his new body, Jasmine would never just be “Jaz” or “your sister.” She would always be Miss Jasmine.

His mistress.

“I’m a little bit worried about the noise.” Mr Johnson smiled calmly. “I’m planning a quiet night in, you see. Perhaps I could come inside and discuss it?”

It was like someone had thrown Chris a lifesaver. If the party got shut down before it was even started, Jasmine would have no need to keep him as her servile little maid. Pushing aside his nerves, Chris opened the door and smiled widely. 

“Of course, sir. Come right in.”

“Thanks.” Mr Johnson brushed past him and into the hall. As he did so, Chris caught an unmistakable whiff of cologne. 

“Right this way, sir.” Chris prattled, scooting around his tall, broad shouldered neighbor and leading him into the living room, earning his pert ass a cheeky glance in the process. He wanted to get this wrapped up before Jasmine realized someone was in the house and came down to argue her case. 

“So,” Chris had begun, perching delicately on the edge of the leather sofa, “about this party…”

The words died in his throat. Mr Johnson was still standing. He towered over Chris, a predatory grin on his smooth, dark face. 

“I called Miss Jasmine earlier,” he smiled, “To express my concerns. She told me her new maid would be willing to do anything to convince me not to shut her party down.”

“Anything.” He repeated, one large hand slowly unzipping his fly.

A shard of ice seemed to penetrate Chris’s stomach. 

That bitch, he thought, dully.

Outwardly, he smiled nervously. 

“But Mr Johnson, sir, what about your-?”

“My wife?” Mr Johnson grinned. “Well now, we’ll both just have to be careful not to tell her, won’t we?”

And then he reached inside his chinos and pulled out a thick black cock, his fingertips already working the end, pulling the skin back and forth, back and forth. Chris left out a soft moan. It was enormous. Huge. Like a deadly weapon that would split open and destroy any orifice it entered. It was hideous, disgusting…

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

Mr Johnson’s fingers were working it faster now, pumping the blood in, making it hard as rock. From high above, he smiled down at helpless little Chris.

“I like making little sluts like you suck,” he whispered. “I like making you swallow, then thank me for the privilege. What do you say, slut?”

Chris swallowed nervously. He had to get out of here, before…

 “Remember, whore,” Mr Johnson’s eyes were burning like fire, “Your mistress commands it.”

It was like switch had been thrown in Chris’s brain. Suddenly, he was down on his knees, his body scrabbling helplessly for his neighbor’s cock, little servile moans escaping his lips. He took Mr Johnson’s thick member in his dainty hands, looked up at him in horror.

“Well done,” Mr Johnson smiled. “Now. Suck.”

And then Chris was sucking.

It was a hideous feeling. Mr Johnson’s dick rudely pushed apart his lips, thrust deep into his throat, making him gag. His cock felt like solid rubber against his tongue; an alien intruder forcing its way inside him. 

Red lips wrapped delicately around his teeth, Chris slowly began to bob his head back and forth, back and forth, Mr Johnson’s hips thrusting in time with his movements. He wanted to scream. To cry. To spit it out and beg his neighbor to stop. Anything to end this nightmare.    

Then something strange happened.

As Mr Johnson let out a low moan, Chris realized his pussy was tingling. A faint, urgent thrumming was starting in his crotch, spreading outwards, enveloping his lower body in its warm embrace. As Chris began to work Mr Johnson’s cock further back into his throat, he let a hand drop down to experimentally probe his pussy. The rough feeling of the lace on his panties made the thrumming even sharper. With fascinated horror, Chris realized he was getting wet.

The wish, he thought, dully. Jasmine hadn’t just turned him into a horny little maid. She’d turned him into a horny straight maid.  

One of Mr Johnson’s thick hands reached down, ran through Chris’s long black hair, then suddenly yanked tight. The pain knocked the breath out of him, fired lightning rockets to every corner of his body. It made Chris’s nipples stand on end and his skin tingle. With a moan, he started bobbing his head faster, faster. As he did so, he silently slipped a finger under his panties and into his pussy.

For a second he thought it wouldn’t go in. His pussy was too new, too tight. Then suddenly the lips gave way and Chris’s finger plunged deep inside him.

It was like someone had thrown open a door. A doorway to a world of pleasure Chris never knew existed; one he’d never even suspected of existing. Waves of pleasure rolled up his body, radiated out of his crotch, making everything seem soft, everything seem good. Half in a daze, he pulled Mr Johnson’s cock out his mouth and swirled his tongue around the rim, earning a low moan, before greedily plunging it back in. 

As his head bobbed back and forth, Chris’s finger began to pick up speed, darting in and out of him with quick, jerky movements. As he bucked against his wrist, he realized something was building. Something strong, overpowering and elemental. Something his new body had been waiting the whole day for.

And then it hit. With a gasp, Chris felt something peak inside him. Then electric waves were washing over his skin, making him go limp, making him want to scream. The world around went dim, and then he was thrusting Mr Johnson’s cock as far into the back of his throat as it would go, desperately sucking as his new body screamed with pleasure.

At last, Mr Johnson went rigid. There was a faint sigh, then a strange taste flooded Chris’s mouth; salty and musty and wonderful. Without thinking twice, he greedily swallowed, then suddenly Mr Johnson was pulling out his mouth, stepping back, standing over Chris with a hazy smile on his face. 

Chris’s pussy gave a final tremble. He slid his finger out, gave Mr Johnson a servile smile.

“Thank you, sir.” He simpered.

“Don’t mention it.” Mr Johnson was already zipping back up, his eyes unfocused. “That’s a special talent you’ve got there, miss-?”

“Christina,” Chris answered, pertly. For the first time since his transformation, the name felt natural on his lips.

“Well, whatever.” Mr Johnson flashed him a final grin. “Tell your mistress she can have her party.”

Then he was off, striding across the living room to the front door. Chris watched him go, not quite sure what he’d just experienced.

Just as he reached the door, Mr Johnson hesitated. He looked round at Chris, still kneeling before the sofa.

“Just so you know,” he said, “My wife’s away next week. Feel free to come round any time.”

Chris gave a little nod.

“Yes sir,” he said before he could stop himself.

Mr Johnson gave him a cocksure smile. Then he opened the door and stepped out into the bright afternoon, closing it with a slam.

Over by the sofa, Chris picked himself up and drifted back towards his cleaning tools. He picked up his toothbrush, crouched down, and immediately got back to work. 

He didn’t realize it, but as he gently scrubbed the floor, lost in a sleepy fog, he had the biggest smile on his face.

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time the sun fell, Chris had scrubbed the whole house clean and prepared it for the greatest party in their little suburb’s history. Decorations hung from the ceilings. Drinks and mixers were placed out on the table. Space had been cleared for a dance floor in the living room. Surveying his work, he felt surge of strange pride that somehow compensated for the aching limbs and twinge in his back. 

Finally, with an hour to go before their guests arrived, he’d tottered upstairs to get Jasmine ready. 

His sister (mistress, his brain automatically corrected him) was sat before her large vanity mirror, applying her makeup, her body encased in a tight blue dress. Her eyes lit up as Chris stepped in.

“Was that Mr Johnson I heard earlier?” She asked innocently, watching Chris in the mirror.

Chris swallowed. He could still faintly taste his neighbor’s cum; tangy and musty. At the mere thought of it his pussy started tingling like crazy again.

“My, my big brother,” Jasmine drawled. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

In the mirror, Chris saw Christina nod, a faint pink blush spreading out across her china white face. 

“Yes mistress,” he mumbled. 

“I always knew it.” Jasmine slowly applied her mascara, “You used to pretend you weren’t interested in boys, but I could tell.” 

Chris said nothing. In the mirror, Christina blushed an even deeper shade of red.

“Here,” Jasmine held up her hairbrush, “come give me a hand.”

Slowly, Chris stepped forward. His body picked up the brush and began expertly combing Jasmine’s dark hair, sculpting it into waves that tumbled off her crown and coiled around her shoulders. Framed together in the mirror like that, they almost looked like sisters. 

“Y’know, I always wanted a sister,” Jasmine murmured, as if she’d somehow read his mind. “Someone who’d go shopping with me. Someone I could talk to about boys.”

Chris nodded.

“I know.” He said. 

“When I made my wish, I nearly asked for exactly that.” Jasmine was watching him work with a strangely open expression. “For you to turn into my older sister.” 

Chris avoided her gaze, absorbing himself completely in his work.

“I would’ve liked that.” He whispered at last. 

“I bet you would.” Jasmine leaned forward as Chris stopped brushing, pouting at herself in the mirror. In the artificial light of her room, she looked beautiful. 

“But then I suppose this is better, isn’t it?” She said at last, the old smile returning. “This way I get to pay you back for all those times you annoyed the hell out of me.”

Her reflection shot Chris a playful look. 

“Take your panties off.”

In the mirror, worry stole across Christina’s face. 

“M-mistress?” Chris stammered. 

“Now, maid.” Jasmine’s eye flashed dangerously.

He had no choice. With a small moan, Chris reached under his skirt and slowly pulled his lacy panties down, over his long white leggings, over his high black boots. He carefully stepped out of them then held them up for his mistress to see.

“Good.” Jasmine smirked. “Now turn around and bend over.”

Silently, Chris obeyed. Placing his hands on his smooth thighs, he slowly bent forward until his dress rode up, exposing his naked ass and trembling pussy to the world. Behind him he heard Jasmine giggle.

“OK, that’s enough.” She said.

Chris obediently straightened up and turned back to his sister, hands laced obediently behind his back. Jasmine had turned her attention back to her makeup now, applying red lipstick with expert precision.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled. “I’m not into girls. Even though in your new body it wouldn’t technically be incest. At least, I don’t think so.”

She leaned back to admire herself, winked at him. 

“I just want you looking your best for my party.”

The color drained out of Chris’s face. A cold finger wormed its way into his heart, sending chills through his body. All this time, he’d assumed Jasmine would keep him out the way during her party, keep him hidden. The thought of all the kids from school seeing him like-like this made his old feelings of horror come flooding back.

“Jaz,” he croaked. “Please, you can’t…”

“I can do whatever I like.” His mistress declared, “You’re my maid, remember? And I want you at my party.”   

Her eyes twinkled at him. 

“I’ve invited everyone.” She purred. “I want the whole school to see you like this. I want you to remember forever when the whole world saw you as my slutty little maid.”

“What do you think, Christina?” She tilted her head. “Good idea?”

No! Chris wanted to shout. It’s a fucking terrible idea! You’ve gone too far, Jaz!

Instead, he simply felt his body bow its head.

“Yes, mistress,” he said, humbly. 

“Excellent.” Jasmine finally stood up, gave herself a twirl. “What do you think?” 

“You look beautiful,” Chris whispered. He really meant it.

“I know.” Jasmine shrugged. “You’re not bad yourself. Huge improvement on your boy body. Some of the girls might even fancy you now.”

Chris wasn’t quite sure how to respond to this. In the end he said nothing. 

“Now come on, maid,” Jasmine swept past him, out onto the landing, “let’s get my party started!”

∞ ∞ ∞

It was the strangest night of Chris’s life.

From the moment the first guests arrived, he was thrown headlong into his role as Jasmine’s maid. Every time the doorbell rang, he dropped everything he was doing and scurried over, opening it with a big, servile smile. In between he mixed drinks in the kitchen, then carried them round the house on a large silver tray, offering them to his unsuspecting classmates with a flutter of his eyelashes. 

At first, Chris was terrified someone would recognize him. That his new life as a compliant, busty maid would be exposed for the entire school to see. But as the night wore on, it dawned on him that not only would no-one ever guess this attractive girl was Jasmine’s scrawny brother, they simply didn’t care.

He was all but invisible.

It was at once a great relief and a deeply unnerving experience. As he threaded his way through the crowds, drinks tray grasped before his gigantic breasts, no-one gave him a second glance. He was just a servant, hired in for the night by Jasmine to give the party some extra pizzazz. To these carefree, middle class kids, he was no more a real person than the coat stand in the hallway. 

Well, that wasn’t strictly true. As a person, he might be invisible. As a sex object, it was like someone had thrown a spotlight onto him. Whenever he crossed a room, his shapely ass wiggling under his uniform, boys would nudge each other, point at him behind his back. Whenever he bent over to give someone sat down a drink (something he tried to do as little as possible), he felt a dozen pairs of eyes crawling over his bare backside. Stepping up to a crowd of guys, tray in hand, was to invite a sea of faces to instantly glance down at his breasts. 

For the first time in his quiet life, Chris was suddenly worth looking at. 

Even weirder was the way the girls treated him. When he opened the door, he saw a strange, defensive look come into their eyes. No, not quite defensive. It was a look that seemed at once threatened and threatening. A look that seemed to say Yes, you’re hot, and I kind of wish I looked like you. But you know what? You’re still a servant. They seemed fascinated and weirdly repulsed by Chris’s breasts, his legs, how much flesh he had on display.  

Nonetheless, he thought at least of couple of them were weirdly turned on, too. 

As the night wore on, it became apparent that Jasmine really had invited everyone. A good two hundred people spread through the house, spilled over into the large garden. There were faces Chris knew from school, faces he knew from around town. There were even a couple of college kids, clearly revelling in their status as the oldest, and therefore coolest, guys around. 

At one point, as Chris went outside to pick up some ice from the garage, he heard a voice behind him.

“Hey. What’s your name?”

Turning round, Chris was mortified to see Tommy Ouellet lounging against the wall, his features half-hidden in the dark.

Chris had never liked Tommy, and knew for sure the feeling was mutual. A large, handsome jock, he seemed to find Chris’s scrawny presence offensive. Whenever their eyes met in the corridor, Tommy would have a repulsive sneer etched across his lips. He was the one person in school Chris had been careful to never openly mock on their YouTube channel. 

Now, however, the sneer was gone. Tommy was watching Chris with a casual smile, his dark eyes dancing over his figure. His heart skipped a beat, and Chris realized with horror that his new body found Tommy incredibly attractive. 

“Christina, sir,” Chris mumbled.

“That’s a pretty name.” Tommy took a casual sip of his beer. “Did Jaz’s parents hire you?”

Chris nodded. Tommy was the last person he wanted to find out the truth.

“That’s cool. My mom would shit her pants if she saw someone dressed like you round our place.”

What’s wrong with the way I’m dressed? Chris half-wanted to say, but it seemed redundant. There was plenty wrong with the way he was dressed.

“So, I was wondering,” Tommy leaned forward, bringing his face closer to Chris’s. Annoyingly, Chris felt his heart flutter again.

“What time do you get off?” Tommy asked, his voice low, masculine. His eyes slid down to Chris’s breasts. Instinctively, Chris wrapped his arms across his chest.

“N-not till late,” he stammered. “I’ll be busy all night. Sorry.”

“Shame.” Tommy towered over Chris, a small smile playing on his lips. A mental image rose up in Chris’s mind of Mr Johnson, smiling in the same way, unsheathing his thick cock from inside his pants. With an effort, Chris pushed the image away.

“Guess I’d better be off.” Tommy straightened up, casually. Then suddenly his hand shot under Chris’s skirt and grabbed his naked pussy. Chris gave a squeak. 

“Nice and wet.” Tommy’s face was only inches from his now, his slightly sour breath hot and damp against his lips. His large, calloused hand rubbed against Chris’s crotch, making his pussy tremble. 

“I could fuck you right now,” Tommy murmured. “I could fuck you right against this wall and you’d let me, wouldn’t you, you little slut? You’d enjoy it.”

“I have to go,” Chris whispered, trying to ignore the faint, warm waves of pleasure already beginning to radiate outward from his crotch. “I need to get ice.”

For a second, he didn’t think Tommy would listen. That he’d simply smile then order Chris to get against the wall, and his stupid, horny body would obey. 

Then at last, Tommy removed his hand. Straightened up.

“Whatever.” He said. Then he immediately turned around and drifted back toward the party, Chris already half-forgotten.

“Whore.” Chris heard him mutter as he left.

For a long moment, Chris simply stood there, trying to control his ragged breathing, unsure if he was frightened or angry or horny or all three. Then he picked up his bucket and went to get ice.

Back inside, the party was in full swing. Drunken teenagers snogged on the stairs. Jocks poured gallons of beer into one another. Girls danced in groups. Chris threaded his way through to the kitchen, trying not to think about the amount of cleaning he’d have to do tomorrow. 

“Brother! There you are.”

He span round to see Jasmine leaning against the countertop, smiling at him through half-closed eyes.

“For fucks’ sakes, Jaz!” He hissed. “Not here!”

Jasmine silently arched one eyebrow at him. Chris sighed.

“I mean: please mistress,” he mumbled demurely, “not when people are around.”

Jasmine nodded, satisfied. Then she turned to gaze at the moving mass of faces all around them.

“They don’t give a shit,” she smiled. “It’s just Jaz being weird. Watch.”

She reached out and grabbed a passing girl’s hand. 

“I want you to meet my brother Chris,” she said, brightly. “I used my birthday wish to turn him into my busty little maid.”

Chris’s insides froze. The girl looked strangely at him for what felt like an eternity. Then she seemed to mentally shrug, gave Jasmine a polite smile and disappeared back into the party.

Jasmine turned to her older brother.

“See?” She drawled.

“Please Jaz,” Chris pleaded, “Enough already. Turn me back. Or at least let me go hide upstairs.”

“Not a chance.” Jasmine replied, airily. “I’m having way too much fun.”

Then she grinned evilly at him. 

“Kiss my feet.”

“Jaz. I’m begging you…”

“Do it.” Jasmine’s eyes burned brightly. “Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.”

He tried to fight it. He really did. But it was no use. With a moan, Chris lowered himself onto the floor. He crouched on all fours, his uniform riding up, exposing his bare ass and pussy to the party. Then he leaned forward, pursed his lips with a feeling of nausea and gently brushed them against Jasmine’s foot.

A nasty, leathery taste stung at his lips. Behind him, he heard a girl giggle. He was uncomfortably aware that half the kitchen was watching. Yet his servile body forced him to keep his lips pressed there for a full ten seconds.

At last he straightened up, looked helplessly up at his younger sister. Jasmine tilted her head.

“What do we say?”

“Thank you, mistress,” Chris mumbled. Somewhere, he heard that wretched girl giggle again.

“Good.” Jasmine smiled at him, then she crouched down on the floor, bringing herself to Chris’s height. 

“You’ve done a good job, tonight,” she murmured. “Really. I’m having the best time in my life. The party’s great, all my friends are here, and it’s just perfect.”

An odd feeling of pride began to swell in Chris’s chest. He smiled back at his sister, unconvinced.

“Do you really mean that?”

“Of course.” Jasmine reached out tenderly, stroked a lock of Chris’s hair back behind his ear. “You’ve been awesome tonight, Chris. Seriously.”

She suddenly took his hand and pulled Chris to his feet.

“Come on.” She said decisively, pulling him toward the living room. “I’ve got something for you.”

She dragged Chris through the party by the hand, like two sisters about to share a confidence. She finally stopped over by the wall, and turned to him, a tiny glint in her eye.

“Has anyone fucked you yet?” She asked.

Chris’s jaw dropped open. 

“Jaz-!” He began, but his sister cut him off.

“That’s a no, then.” She glanced around the room, as if looking for someone. “Tell me. Do you want them to?” 

No!  Chris wanted to shout, I want you to turn me back!

Instead, he shuffled his feet in silence, strangely aware of a red hot blush spreading across his features.

“And that’s a yes if I ever saw one.” Jasmine smirked. “I bet you’re desperate to try out that new pussy of yours.”

Once again, Chris’s blush answered for him, turning his features a deep, brick red. 

“Thought so. In that case…” Jasmine’s eyes settled on something. “Look over there.”

Obediently, Chris turned to look.

And froze.

Across the room, Simon was lounging against the mantelpiece, a young blonde girl chatting to him. He was dressed in a tight fitting t-shirt that seemed sculpted to his muscular torso, his strong legs encased in a pair of jeans. As the girl chatted away, he kept glancing around the room, as if looking for someone. 

Chris turned back to Jasmine. The blush was gone. His face was white as a sheet.

“No. Please…” he whispered.

She couldn’t make him. Not with his best friend. It was too weird. Too disgusting. Too wrong.

But it was too late. Jasmine straightened up. The old, commanding look came back into her eyes. The old, cruel smile crept across her face.

“Maid.” She said, firmly. “I order you to fuck that boy.”

It was like something clicked in Chris’s brain. A switch had been thrown that meant the decision was no longer his to make. His body existed only to obey Jasmine’s wishes.

“Yes mistress.” He whispered.

Chris turned and gazed hopelessly across the room at Simon. From his place by the mantelpiece, his best friend caught his eye. Smiled.  

“Good.” Behind him, Jasmine could barely control the mirth in her voice. “Tomorrow you can thank me.”

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m dreaming. 

The thought echoed around Chris’s mind as he slowly led Simon up the stairs, the two of them slipping past couples, drunks, exhausted dancers. 

I have to be dreaming.

It had been scarily easy to seduce his best friend. After Simon had caught his eye, Chris had silently drifted across the room and taken his hand. For a moment, he’d been aware of the blonde girl glaring at him, then he’d leaned forward and kissed Simon and the world had vanished. By the time he opened his eyes, the girl was gone.

Some dream.

The kiss had been like falling into a trance. Simon had held Chris’s small, feminine body close to his and drank him in. His rough stubble had brushed against Chris’s face as his tongue swirled round the insides of his mouth, sending fireworks exploding through the far corners of his mind. Chris had pressed himself hard against Simon’s torso and been rewarded with the unmistakable feel of an erection digging into his stomach. 

And that had been it.

After checking Chris’s room and finding it full of smooching couples, Chris quietly led Simon into Jasmine’s room and locked the door. In the half-light of the streetlamps, he could see Jasmine’s bed, soft and still rumpled from where she’d lain on it that morning, watching Chris clean the room with a mocking smile. Up here the noise of the party was distant, muffled. More a feeling deep in your gut than an actual sound. 

“Seems like this might be a good time to ask your name,” Simon grinned, pulling his shirt off. His torso was muscled, dusted with light blonde hair that led in a trail down to his bellybutton. The sight of it filled Chris with a strange, sweet longing.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said, turning away. In the vanity chest mirror, Christina pouted back in her skimpy little maid’s uniform, Simon a dark, masculine shadow behind her. 

“Fair enough,” Simon was unbuckling his belt now, his thick cock already straining against the denim of his jeans.  

“Friend of Jaz’s?” He asked, pulling his pants down. 

Chris nodded, watching Simon’s reflection, his mouth suddenly dry. He delicately licked his lips.

“Something like that.”

“Great.” Simon was carefully peeling his socks off, putting them to one side. There was something strangely prissy about the way he did it that almost made Chris giggle. But then Simon spoke again and the words died in his throat.

“I’m friends with her brother. Chris. Ever met him?”

Chris hesitated, then shook his head. His dark curls flicked back and forth across his field of vision.

“Too bad. He’s a nice guy. Bit of a weed though.” At last, Simon stood up straight again. He was completely naked. Two strong legs dusted with fine hair sat underneath a large, swollen cock. Chris’s heart caught in his throat. In this half-light, Simon was more than simply handsome. He was gorgeous. With a frightened start, Chris realized his pussy was already drenched. 

Impulsively, he turned and looked at his best friend.

“Here’s the deal,” Chris heard himself say, not sure if it was Christina forming the words or him, “For the rest of the night, I’ll be your slave. You can fuck me however you like, in any hole you want. I’ll moan and crawl on the floor and be your little bitch. All you have to do-”

He hesitated.

“All you have to do is call me Chris.”

For a long time, Simon simply looked at him. Chris’s heart thudded in his ears. His legs long legs trembled.  

I’ve blown it. He thought.

Then finally, Simon nodded. 

“OK.” He smiled uncertainly. “OK, Chris.”

It was like a ball of twine that had been winding tighter and tighter in Chris’s chest for the last five minutes suddenly went slack. He smiled gratefully, then impulsively sat back on the vanity chest, spreading his legs so Simon could see the dark shadow of his pussy. He bit his lower lip and eyed his friend hungrily. For the first time since his transformation he felt fully female.

The confidence was flooding back to Simon. Looking at Chris’s sexy new body was making him go rock hard, his cock jutting up in the air like a pillar of granite. He grinned.

“OK, Chris. Get your cute little ass over here.”

Instantly, Chris was on his feet, padding over to Simon. He stopped before him and bent his legs slightly, shooting Simon a coquettish smile.

Simon reached out and grasped one large, strong hand round the shaft of his cock. Not taking his eyes off Chris, he started pumping.

“Get on the bed,” he whispered.

With a servility that both frightened and exhilarated him, Chris leapt onto his sister’s bed. He spread his legs and pulled his uniform up, keeping his eyes on Simon’s gigantic cock. Watching it swell larger than ever, the tip turning bulbous and purple.

“Now play with your pussy.”

Silently Chris obeyed, sliding a hand down his torso, running a finger across the lips of his crotch. He was so wet his finger slid in without meeting any resistance. 

As Simon watched, he began to gently buck his hips, driving his finger in deeper, deeper. Each thrust sent a new wave of sleepy pleasure out across his body, making his skin tingle, making his nipples go rock hard. Without being aware he was doing it, Chris began to moan softly. 

“Faster.” Simon hissed. “Make yourself ready for your master’s cock.”

His words alone were enough to send electricity running along Chris’s spine. Impulsively, he slipped another finger inside himself and gasped. It felt wonderful. 

Why has no-one ever told me this? He wondered in the depths of his pleasure-fogged mind. Why has no-one ever said how incredible this feels? 

No, incredible was the wrong word. It was more than that. More than just a feeling of pleasure. It was like he’d solved a problem in nature itself. How to plug that hole. How to make his girly body feel complete. 

How to become a woman.

Simon was pumping his cock harder now, his face contorted in concentration. Chris thrust his fingers in as deep as he could and heard a cry escape his lips. He was moaning now, moaning like he’d heard girls moan in porn movies. Not caring how loud he was, if people could hear. Moaning for Simon’s cock. 

And then it happened. Simon suddenly barked at him to get on all fours, and next thing Chris knew his face was pressed into the pillow, his dripping pussy raised high into the air. For a second there was nothing but his ragged breathing, then he felt the bed bow as Simon hoisted his powerful frame onto it. There was a pause that seemed to thrum with tension, and then Simon thrust his cock deep into Chris. 

Chris couldn’t help it. He cried out. He could feel the walls of his pussy stretching, stretching to accommodate Simon’s gigantic cock. He whimpered helplessly, terrified for a moment that there’d be blood. Then the pain passed. In its place came a feeling of pleasure so pure that Chris cried out all over again. 

“Look at your ass,” he heard Simon whisper breathlessly, “you’ve got such a perfect little ass.”

Then he brought his hand down on it with a sharp crack that made Chris scream and little sparks flash through his body. He buried his head in the pillow and began to cry out.

“Fuck me! Please master, fuck me!”

His pleas earned his ass another smack, then another, then suddenly Simon was thrusting, drilling his cock deep into Chris with hard, powerful movements. A strong arm dropped down onto his back, pinning Chris to the bed. Then Simon fucked him, fucked him like the sissy little maid he was.

When he thought about it later, Chris struggled to remember exactly what had happened. Time seemed to slip away in the darkened room. The world seemed to narrow down until it was just the fire in his pussy, and Simon’s cock, sending waves of electric washing over his tender female body. At some point, Chris heard himself beg Simon to say his name.

“Chris…” He heard Simon whisper, “Oh Chris…”

Then he felt it. Building up inside him. A tidal wave of pleasure that was all-consuming. Unstoppable It hit with enough force to take his breath away. Chris’s entire body gave a spasm, seemed to sink into a soft cloud of fire. Dimly, Chris was aware he was screaming, then the feeling peaked, before dropping away, bringing him slowly back down to Earth. Seconds later he heard Simon grunt, then felt him pull out and drops of sticky goo splatter all over his back. Hardly aware of what he was doing, Chris turned round, parted his lips and took Simon in his mouth, sucking him clean. He could taste himself, taste his pussy and the thought filled him with a strange delight.

Then it was over. Simon pulled out Chris’s mouth and collapsed on the bed beside him, breathing hard. He held out his arm, and Chris obediently curled up beside him, the masculine scent of his best friend’s sweat making his pussy tingle all over again. He placed his head on Simon’s broad chest.

“Thank you, master,” he heard his body whisper.

Beside him, Simon laughed.

“You know something, Chris?” He asked. “You make one hell of a maid.”

And in that moment, Chris realized just how happy he secretly was that Jasmine had got her birthday wish. 

∞ ∞ ∞

The next morning Chris woke up to find Simon still asleep, his powerful erection jutting up into the sky. Without thinking, he sleepily rolled over, parted his lips and took Simon fully in his mouth, bobbing his head up and down until Simon woke with a gasp and that strange, salty taste flooded Chris’s mouth again. Then Simon had plunged a hand into Chris’s crotch and worked his pussy until he screamed all over again. 

After that, they’d lain curled up together for a while, until Simon was ready to go once more. Then he’d thrown Chris onto his back, pulled his legs open and fucked him until Chris had wanted to cry, to beg, to do anything to ensure he never stopped. When Simon finally came, he’d crawled forwards and sucked him clean again, delighting in the acrid taste of his own pussy. 

All this time, there was only one thought on Chris’s mind. How natural it all felt. How right. For the first time in his life, Chris realized he felt completely comfortable. 

Eventually, though, it had been time to go. After a final fuck by the vanity chest – during which Chris had watched his girlish body in the mirror with secret delight – Simon had gotten dressed and the two of them had tiptoed out the room, through the detritus of the night before.

It had been some party. Bottles had been smashed, drink spilled and carpets ripped. There was vomit in the corners and dropped marijuana buds trodden into the rugs. It was going to take forever to clean. But Chris didn’t mind. Nothing could penetrate the warm fog of happiness enveloping him right now.

At the door they shared one last kiss. Then Simon had hesitated and pulled Chris close.

“Call me,” he whispered, his blue eyes making Chris’s knees go weak. “When all this is over… call me.”

And then he was gone, out the door, leaving Chris stood in the hallway with a goofy smile on his face.

“Have fun last night?”

Chris turned and looked at Jasmine, stood on the stairs with an inscrutable smile on her face. He nodded, suddenly bashful.

“Thanks, Jaz.” He smiled.

“Don’t mention it.” Jasmine looked at him, slyly, “Anything to spice up my brother’s sex life.”

“Yeah, well,” Chris shrugged, unable to get that goofy grin off his face, “It was a fun one-off.”

“One off?” Jasmine giggled. “I don’t think so. After your performance last night I’d be shocked if he didn’t come back for more.”

Chris frowned slightly.

“What do you mean?” He asked.

“I mean,” Jasmine swung against the bannister, eyeing her brother with a mischievous look that was somehow terrifying, “I think Simon’s gonna want some more of my brother’s ass, even when he’s male again.”

That cold shard of ice was beginning to worm it’s way back into Chris’s chest. 

“Why do you think that?” He whispered.

“Why do you think?” Jasmine was laughing now. “I told him. While you were out there getting felt-up by that douche Tommy, I told Simon everything. He knew it was you all along. But how could he say no when you look like that?”

A creeping sense of horror was climbing up Chris’s back, making the world seem suddenly very cold and dim.

She can’t. He thought, helplessly, There’s no way Simon can know I did that to him.

“I actually told quite a lot of people,” Jasmine was saying now. “It was all part of my wish. That people would know what I did to you, and that they’d find it hilarious. Now everyone at school is going to know what a sissy you really are.”

“You bitch!” Chris suddenly screamed. “Why did you do that? You-you fucking bitch!”

Jasmine looked at him with a dark smile.

“Because I can.” She said, cruelly. “Like I can do this.”

She straightened up. 

“Piss yourself.” She commanded, eyes flashing.

And immediately Chris felt something warm and wet trickle down the inside of his leg, dribbling onto the laminated floor. He let out a moan and looked down in horror at the rapidly-spreading puddle, then up at Jasmine watching him impassively from the stairs.

“Now lick it up.” 

Chris tried to fight it, clenching his teeth, tensing his muscles. But it was no use. His body obediently lowered itself to its knees, then leaned forward and started lapping the urine off the floor. The taste was acid, hideous. The rough grain of the floor rubbed hard on the tip of his tongue. It was disgusting. Nauseating.

And the worst part of all – an aspect so humiliating that it eclipsed all other feelings – was that his body was enjoying it.

Lost in disgust at his pathetic new body, he didn’t even notice Jasmine come down the stairs. Didn’t notice until she was towering over him.

“Until mom and dad get back, you’re my maid.” He heard her say. “And you will do whatever I want you to. Got it?” 

Still running his tongue over the floor, Chris miserably nodded his head.

“If I want you to lick my asshole, you’ll lick my asshole. If I want you to lick up piss, you’ll lick up piss and then thank me for it. I’m your mistress. Everything I do is right, understand?”

Tears pricking at the corners of his eyes, Chris nodded again. He could still feel the pee on the inside of his leg, turning cold in cool morning air. 

“Say ‘yes mistress’.”

“Yes, mistress,” he whimpered, trying not to cry.

“Perfect. What are you?”

“I’m pathetic.” Chris whispered, tears rolling down his cheeks. “I’m a pathetic little slut who deserves to be punished.”

“Good.” There was a silence, then the click of heels on wood. Jasmine was walking away, back to the stairs. 

“There’s some more piss round here somewhere,” she called back, “I want you to find it and lick that up too. Then clean the house with your toothbrush. I want everything spick and span by the time mom and dad get back.”

“Yes, mistress.” Chris whispered. Then he gratefully placed his lips back into the stinking pool of urine on the laminate floor, and started greedily licking again.

∞ ∞ ∞

Chris was on all fours in the upstairs bathroom, grimly cleaning the toilet with his toothbrush when he heard the car pull up. Immediately he got to his feet, straightened his uniform in the mirror, then skittered out and down the stairs to get the door.

It had been another day in Hell. After licking up his own piss, Chris’s body had forced him to crawl around the house on all fours, sniffing out spillages and licking them up. Each time, he’d felt his pussy tingle faintly and been mortified at how servile he’d become. 

He only existed to please Jasmine. If Jasmine wanted him to lick up piss, his maid’s body was determined he enjoy it.

Finally, after crawling over the entire house like a dog, his body had consented to let him stand again, and his cleaning mission had begun. As he was mopping the living room floor, Jasmine had come in with a smirk on her face and a large glass of milk in her hand. 

For a long time, she’d simply stood there watching him, until Chris had finally growled at her.

“What?”

“Just admiring your handiwork,” Jasmine shrugged. “You’re such a good maid. It almost seems a shame you’ll soon turn back.”

Chris nodded, grimly. The one thing that had kept him going after Jasmine dropped her bombshell about Simon knowing was the memory of what she’d told him right after his transformation. That her wish was only valid so long as mom and dad were away. 

In other words, that he’d soon change back. 

“Of course, it won’t be permanent,” Jasmine’s eyes were twinkling again, “My wish specified I’d be your mistress so long as they were away. Next time they go on vacation, you’ll go right back to being my maid.”

Chris merely grunted. This was bad news, but his parents rarely went away. He’d just have to try and make sure he wasn’t in the house next time. He only had to keep it up for a year, after all. Then he’d be off to college and free of Jasmine’s spell.

He hoped. 

“I was on Twitter earlier,” Jasmine was gloating now. “You’re trending in our area, you know? Lots of goss about how you let Tommy Ouellet fuck your asshole by the garage. Everyone’s laughing at you.”

That fucking Canadian shitbag Chris snarled mentally. Outwardly, he kept silent. 

“I’m going to miss this,” Jasmine sighed. “It’s so much fun having you like this. I get to pay you back for all the times you were a shitty older brother to me.”

“Like when?” Chris demanded, unable to let that one go.

“Like when?” Jasmine’s eyes widened. She folded her arms, and for the first time gave him an utterly frank look. 

“You mean you don’t remember?” She asked, quietly. “You don’t remember when I was fifteen and had a crush on Simon, and you got him to ask me out then posted the call on your stupid YouTube channel? You don’t remember telling everyone I’d let Tommy Ouellet feel me up at that party? Or that little video you made saying I’d sucked our neighbor off so he’d keep quiet about my sixteenth birthday party?”

Her voice was softer now, almost cracking under the weight of half-repressed memories of humiliation.

“You don’t remember calling me a slut, making everyone at school laugh at me?”

Chris stopped cleaning. He leaned against his mop, looking at his sister.

“Is that what all this is about?” He asked, quietly.

“Maybe.” Jasmine shrugged, her old demeanour suddenly flooding back. “Or maybe it’s just because I’m an evil bitch with a dominatrix streak. Or maybe I just secretly knew what you wanted all along and was kind enough to give it to you. Which do you think is more likely?”

Then she frowned and nodded at a patch of floor near the TV.

“You missed a spot.”

“Where-?” Chris turned round, baffled.

The glass of milk smashed down by the TV, sending shards of glass spinning. Chris turned round in anger just in time to see his sister stalking off, her head held high. 

Now here he was, six hours later and the house was finally clean. Just in time, too. He could hear his parents’ voices as he wobbled down the stairs, hear the soft click of keys in the lock. He ran forward, grabbed the door handle-

-and his mom stepped in, laughing at something his dad had just said. 

“Mom!” Chris had never been so happy to see his parents in his life. As the words left his mouth, he knew the wish was over. His voice was deeper again, more masculine. With a feeling of relief, he realized he could no longer see long hair in the corners of his vision, or feel the cravings of his constantly horny pussy. The nightmare was over.

“Chris.” His mom smiled, then blinked. “What on Earth are you wearing?”

As in a dream, Chris looked down at the sexy maid’s uniform still clinging to his newly-returned male body. Then he heard a stifled giggle and looked up at Jasmine, watching him from the stairs again, tears of laughter rolling down her cheeks. A phone was clasped in her hand, and Chris had a horrible feeling the video was about to appear on YouTube.

 Slowly, he turned back to his bemused parents.

“Um.” He said.

∞ ∞ ∞

A week later, Chris came into the kitchen to find his parents and Jasmine sat around the table, talking about something. As he entered, his sister flashed him the old evil grin that still gave him chills.

It had been a horrible week. At school random kids kept coming up to him and shouting “Sissy!” or asking if he’d really let Tommy Ouellet fuck his asshole. Simon was avoiding him, and one morning he’d opened his locker to find a pink maid’s feather duster jammed in there. 

Throughout all this, he’d just had to keep reminding himself: Just one more year.

“Chris!” His dad smiled, “Take a seat.”

Obediently, Chris dropped into a chair. At least he had his old body back now, although there seemed to have been a mix-up or two somewhere. His cock was at least an inch smaller than it used to be, and his wrists still looked suspiciously dainty. He also had to keep fighting an annoying urge to call his sister ‘mistress.’ 

At least I turned back when I did, he thought. Half of him was certain that if he’d spent more than a week or two as Christina he’d have been trapped that way forever.

“We’ve just been telling your sister all about our plans,” his dad smiled at Jasmine, who looked like a kid at Christmas. A particularly evil kid, it had to be said. 

“You know how we said we were going to Costa Rica for a vacation?” His mom asked. 

Chris nodded.

“Turns out we might have lied just a little bit.”

“Lied?” Chris wasn’t sure he understood. Why? 

“Only a smidgen,” his dad said, airily. 

“You see,” his mom continued, “we did go to Costa Rica, but not for a vacation.”

She paused, waiting for his reaction.

“We went to buy a house.”

“A house!” Suddenly Chris could see why his sister was so pleased. “You mean we’re moving to Costa Rica?!”

Inside, he gave a little cheer. Soon he’d be a thousand miles away from all this crap; in a new climate, a new school, a new culture…

“Not quite.” His mom gave him an apologetic glance. “You see, it’s too early to take Jaz out of school, and you’ve got all your friends here. So, we were wondering what to do…”

“When Jaz told us how well you’d taken care of things while we were away,” his dad jumped in. “Which gave us an idea…”

A familiar trickle of ice was beginning to make its way up Chris’s back again. 

“What idea?” He whispered.

“Oh, it’s simple.” His mom smiled at him. “We’ve decided we’ll be going out there next month. You can stay here and look after Jaz until you go to college, and then she’ll be old enough to look after herself.”

“You mean,” Chris could barely breathe, “that for a whole year it’d be just the two of us?”

“That’s right.” His dad smiled. “What do you think?”

Chris looked from his mom to his dad, then at his younger sister, watching him with her amused, predatory smile. For a second, he thought of his face pressed against the wooden hallway floor, miserably licking up his own urine. 

Then another image rose in his mind. Of Simon standing over him, his rigid cock clasped in his hands, as he Chris lay on Jaz’s bed, his fingers in his pussy. Of Mr Johnson towering over him, slowly unsheathing his fat cock. Of how right it had all felt. 

His family were still waiting. This was his chance. His chance to scream No! and beg his parents to stay. To threaten to leave school if they went, to abandon Jaz and run away, to do anything to stop his nightmare from continuing.

Instead, he gently swallowed. He looked his sister right in the eye, and caught a glimpse of that old mischief shining back. Of his cruel and wonderful mistress…

“I think it sounds perfect,” he said at last. 

And he really meant it. 



  
 

Epilogue

The month passed with frightening speed. The last traces of September’s heat blew away and were replaced with a gentle chill. The leaves turned brown and tumbled from the trees. And then the day was here. Chris helped his parents carry their cases to the car. Then he stood on the doorstep and waved as they drove away, away to their new lives. 

He stayed there, watching until the car vanished around the corner. Then he turned and stepped back inside the house, back into his own new life.

His mistress was waiting on the stairs, a cruel smile etched on her perfect features. As soon as Chris closed the door, he felt the change begin. Felt the pressure as his chest swelled back up. Watched as long dark curls tumbled past his eyelashes. Felt the distant tearing sensation as his moist pussy reappeared between his legs. 

Looking down at his curvy body, clad in its skimpy little maid’s uniform, Chris suddenly felt like someone who has just come home after a long journey. He reached up and grasped his breasts, enjoying their firmness. Then he turned and pouted at himself in the mirror, thrilled by how sexy he looked, how servile.

“Come here, maid.” Jasmine commanded.

With an obedient smile, Chris went and knelt before his mistress, feeling a secret thrill at her power. At her utter, complete control over every aspect of his life.

“I’m having some girlfriends over tonight,” his mistress said, coldly, “I need you to get the house ready and serve our drinks. Got that?”

Chris nodded his pretty little head.

“Good. But first I need you to go across the road. Mr Johnson’s worried about the noise. I said I’d let him fuck your sexy little ass if he didn’t call the cops. No lube. He wants to hear you squeal.”

“Yes mistress,” Chris murmured. He could already feel his pussy start to tingle.

“Perfect.” 

Jasmine seemed to hesitate for a second. At her feet, Chris watched his mistress in silence. Ready to do anything, anything she wished.

“I’m going to make your life hell this year, older brother” she smiled at last. “You’ll be kissing my feet and licking up piss and letting strange men fuck your little pussy like the slut you are. I’ve invited Tommy Ouellet over tomorrow to do whatever he wants to you. Understand? Your life is going to be Hell.”

Chris nodded demurely. He was counting on it.

“Excellent. What do we say?”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Good.” For a second, Jasmine smiled down at him. A smile Chris hadn’t seen on her face since they were kids and used to play together. A genuine smile. A smile of love.

“Now get to it,” his mistress suddenly snapped, turning on her heel and stalking up the stairs. “I want this house spotless by the time our guests arrive. Then scrub yourself up too. Simon’s coming over, and he doesn’t want to fuck you unless you’re looking perfect.”

“Yes mistress!” With a thrill, Chris leapt to his feet, ran for the kitchen and grabbed an armful of cleaning products. The toilets needed scrubbing, his pussy needed shaving, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

The End

Like what you’ve read? For more deliciously humiliating tales of gender-swap servitude, check out my HOT tale of powerful man forced to become his ex-wife’s busty little slave: Becoming Christine 






 
   

  
 

 He Became Her Slave Girl 

I

Harry should have known something was wrong the minute he left the apartment. 

He’d been lying naked on the large double bed, half-listening through his warm post-fuck haze as Rebecca washed the taste of him out her mouth, when suddenly he’d got an overwhelming urge to leave. Ten seconds later, he was on his way downstairs, pulling his shirt on with one hand while his other summoned an Uber cab. He hadn’t said goodbye, hadn’t even told Rebecca he was leaving. His only thought had been to get home as soon as possible.

It wasn’t until he reached the street where he and Charley shared their spacious house that he realized how stupid he’d been. Less than twenty minutes earlier, he’d been looking forward to a long night with the greatest piece of ass he’d ever had. Rebecca’s perky tits, cream white skin and fiery red hair had been his to do with as he wished. But even an office bimbo like Rebecca wouldn’t forgive his walking out. With an unpleasant jolt, he realized this evening might be the last time he’d see Rebecca naked for a very long time. 

The lights were on up ahead. Harry slowed, his expression darkening. Charley was awake. He hadn’t checked the time since he and Rebecca left the bar, but it had to be coming on midnight. At least. He stopped at the foot of their drive, wondering what he should do, but a sudden urge made him step forward again. It looked like instinct had decided for him. 

He rang the bell, somehow forgetting all about the keys jangling in his pocket. For a second he wondered if maybe Tom was here. Harry’s heart thudded in his chest. He’d asked – no told her to stop inviting that college prick over. He couldn’t stand the guy. The way he let his eyes linger on Charley, peering out from below his dark sweep of hair. The way Charley laughed too loudly at his jokes…

Unconsciously, he set his jaw, his large hands balling into fists. Ready to burst in and put that little shit in his place once and for all. 

“Come in.” Charley’s voice echoed down the hall. It was as if he’d been waiting for her permission all this time. Carefully, with deliberate movements that would show Tom he meant business, Harry opened the door and stalked into the living room. 

To his surprise, Tom was nowhere to be seen. The only person there was Charley, watching him from the white leather sofa with an amused, predatory smile. 

“My, my,” she drawled the moment she saw him, “it really does work.”

Harry felt a sense of unease creep up his spine. He wasn’t used to Charley looking at him with such directness, such control. She was usually so quiet, so cowed, so… obedient. 

“What’s the matter? Not going to say ‘hi’ to the love of your life?”

There was something else different about her, too. Her clothes. Gone was the comfortable sweater, the jogging pants. In their place was a sort of long, expensive-looking black dress. Around her usually bare neck lay a bejewelled necklace. A large silver ring adorned her index finger. Taken together, it looked like something Cleopatra might wear.

“Well, dear?”

Harry at last brought himself to look at her face. With a jump he realized she was wearing eyeshadow. Her eyes themselves looked darker, seeming to almost burn with a powerful fire. Her black hair, too, was different. Thicker. Her features sharper. It was like his demure little wife had been whisked away and replaced with an ancient and terrible queen. 

Charley was still looking at him expectantly, that same smile on her olive-skinned face. Harry blinked and shook his head.

“What the hell are you wearing?” He said at last. 

Charley pretended to look hurt.

“Don’t you like it?” She pouted, before adding with a sigh, “oh well. It’s not like your opinion matters anymore.”

“It’s midnight.” Harry heard himself say, incredulously, “And you’re sat here looking like you’re on your way to a – to a costume party! Who’s that meant to be? Cleopatra?”

Charley cast an appreciative eye over her new clothes.

“Well, I like it. It’s exactly the sort of thing a ruler should be wearing.”

“A ruler…? Have you gone nuts?” Harry had a brief, horrifying image of the reaction this would get at work if it ever got out. “Don’t tell me you plan on going out in public like that?” 

“Why should I?” Charley countered. “I’ve got everything I need right here.”

Again she gave Harry that dreadful look. The same look a tiger might give a quivering mouse. Coming from kind, sweet Charley, it made Harry’s blood run cold. 

“Would you mind,” He asked through gritted teeth, “Telling me what the fuck is going on here?” 

For a long moment, Charley simply stared at him. Then she nodded.

“I suppose it’s only fair I tell just how much your life has changed tonight.” She raised up her right hand, showed it to him. The silver ring glinted in the light.

“Do you see this, Harry?” She asked. “I found it when I was cleaning out the attic – just like you told me to this morning. It’s mine. I used to have it when I was a child, I had all these stories I made up about how it had magic powers.”

“Congratulations,” Harry sighed, wearily. “You found a toy.”

Charley’s eyes flashed with amusement. 

“Not quite, Harry dearest, not quite. Do you know what I used to pretend my ring could do?” She paused. “I used to pretend that when I put it on it would turn me into a princess. Not one of those yucky Disney princesses, but a queen. A powerful, dangerous queen.”

Harry was beginning to feel genuinely worried for his wife. He slowly shook his head.

“And what? It inspired you to play dress up?”

Charley laughed. A long, low, throaty laugh.

“Oh, Harry,” she giggled. “Poor Harry, you really don’t get it, do you? I found my old ring, and I put it on, and then…”

She gestured her new clothes, her perfect, statue-like body. 

“I couldn’t believe it, either,” She whispered. “It was like some angel had made all my childhood dreams come true. The first thing I decided to do was call you. So I rang your phone.”

She picked am old Samsung up from the sofa beside her. At the sight of its chipped case, Harry felt a sudden sinking feeling.

“Recognize this, Harry?”

It was his old smartphone. The one he’d abandoned in a desk drawer after Charley gave him his iPhone for Christmas. 

At the time he hadn’t wanted to throw it away, thinking he’d one day transfer across his old photos. He’d finally remembered all about it last night. He’d left the phone on charge when he headed off to work, never thinking that Charley might accidentally call it, trying to reach his new number. That she might pick it up, flick through his messages and see…

“This picture.” Charley’s voice was cool as she held up the phone, showed him the image on the screen. Even before he looked, Harry knew exactly which one it would be.

It was the photo he’d taken on their last anniversary. The special photo he’d pestered Charley into letting him take as a gift. The one of Charley in her black nightie. The one of Charley on all fours, his cock in her mouth. The one he’d stupidly sent to Rebecca. 

“Good, so you know exactly what I’m talking about.” Charley smiled, the smile of a woman in absolute control. “Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

Harry violently shook his head, as if trying to shake the image away. He hadn’t meant for Charley to know Rebecca had seen the picture. He’d only shown it to her to prove his wife was nothing special, that Rebecca shouldn’t be jealous, that she was different to all the other bimbos he’d fucked…

Not that he said any of this. Instead, he forced himself to look indignant, to shake his head.

“That’s it, Charley, I’ve had enough of this madness. You can stay here playing games all night if you want to, I’m going to bed.”

“Oh no you’re not.” The smile had crept back on to Charley’s face. She examined her ring finger almost carelessly.

“Do you know what else I used to pretend this ring could do, Harry?” Charley asked in her strange, confident voice. “I used to pretend it gave me absolute power over anyone who had hurt me. When I was a girl that meant the other kids at school, my sister. Today, it means you.”

Her confidence was building now. She flashed Harry a terrifying grin, the grin of a queen about to pass a death sentence on a trembling underling.

“So long as I wear this ring, I can make you do anything I want you to, do you understand, dear?”

The room seemed to swim before Harry, grow dim around the edges. He struggled to say something, anything that would cut through this bizarre night and bring him back to reality. It was hard to believe he’d been sat in a regular bar only two hours ago, not even suspecting the weirdness he might come home to.

“Charley, that’s crazy…”

“Is it?” Charley giggled again. “That’s what I thought, too. But I was so hurt by you sending that photo that I finally decided to try it anyway. And do you know what I did?” She gave Harry a sly look “I asked it to bring you back here from wherever you were immediately. And guess what? Twenty minutes later, here you are.”

A horrible chill was beginning to creep over Harry. He remembered how he’d been lying on Rebecca’s bed, how he’d suddenly leapt up and left, almost like he was obeying an order… He pushed the thought to the back of his mind. It couldn’t be possible. 

“You’re talking shit, Charley,” he said, nervously. “I’m going to bed. If you’re lucky, I’ll forget all about this by the morning.”

He turned to leave. 

“You’re not going anywhere.” Charley pointed her ring finger right at him, her expression suddenly deadly serious. “I order you to stop.”

Instantly Harry’s feet stopped moving. He tried to take another step, to get away from the living room, get away from this craziness, but he couldn’t. His feet were frozen to the floor, incapable even of twitching. He tried to reach out for the door handle-

“Turn around.”

-and suddenly it swung away from him. With disturbing speed, Harry twisted around to face his wife, an expression of horror on his face. Charley giggled.

“If you could see your face…” She watched him with a smile, her eyelids half-closed. Even through Harry’s fear-soaked brain, he could see that power was giving her a sexiness he’d never seen before. 

Charley was looking him up and down. Harry tried to turn and run, but his legs wouldn’t move. He tried to speak, to force out a plea.

“Charley…” was all he could manage. Charley pointed the ring at him.

“Hush.” She said. The rest of the words died in his throat.

“Now on your knees.”

Harry felt his legs give out. He put his hands out to stop himself and landed clumsily on all fours. In shock he noted he was in the same position Charley had been in in the photo. All he needed was a sexy black nightie and their positions would be completely reversed. 

Charley didn’t seem to have noticed. She was busy stroking her chin in a mock-serious ‘thinking’ pose. 

“You know something, Harry? I’ve been thinking about this moment ever since I found that phone, and I still haven’t figured out what I’m going to do next. Absolute power. I could point this ring at you right now and turn you into a dog. God knows you deserve it. But where’s the fun in that…?”

She pondered this fate for a moment, then shook her head.

“Sorry darling, but you’re going to have to suffer. Come here.”

Before he knew what he was doing, Harry found himself crawling towards her. She hasn’t told me I can stand, he thought, thickly. He stopped just before the sofa and resumed his kneeling position. One knee cracked and he felt a warm pain spreading up his leg, but his expression remained passive, servile. 

Charley’s hand ran through his hair. She stroked his cheek, smiled, and pulled his chin up so his eyes looked into hers. There was something about her expression Harry couldn’t quite put his finger on.  

“Clever boy, good boy. Are you a good boy, doggie? Bark for mummy.”

No. He wouldn’t do it. He wouldn’t let her humiliate him like this. He would fight back, regain his voice, force his way to his feet then knock her down and charge out that door. He would…

Charley threw back her head and laughed, her dark hair bouncing off her shoulders. With a surge of red hot embarrassment, Harry realised he’d been barking like a dog for the last five seconds. 

“OK boy, that’s enough, shh now, shh!” Charley ruffled his hair again affectionately. “We don’t want to wake the neighbours.”

She smiled at him through her heavy-lidded eyes, and suddenly Harry knew what that something he’d detected was. It was an expression he hadn’t seen for five years, at least, but still dimly remembered somewhere in the back of his mind. 

Charley was feeling hot.

She was looking round the living room now, that faraway smile still on her face.

“Do you remember,” she asked suddenly, “the night you took that picture? We had a fight in the restaurant, but when we got back you were desperate for a fuck, so you made me get down on my knees and suck your cock. Afterwards, you made me swallow and say ‘thank you.’ All I could wonder was why I was doing this for you after you made me feel so shitty over dinner, but it was so much easier than having you mad at me…”

She trailed off. Harry watched her cautiously, wondering where this was going.

“That’s how you always liked it, isn’t it Harry? You had to be in charge, had to see me humiliated, and I just put up with it…” She was playing with the ring now, still lost in her reveries.

“Well, you know what?” She asked, her voice suddenly triumphant. “I think it’s time I was in charge for a little while, don’t you?”

And before Harry knew what was happening, she was pointing her finger at him again and saying something he couldn’t quite make out, and suddenly his clothes were fluttering, tearing round him like birds. 

His jacket ripped off and shredded itself into tiny pieces right before his eyes. He felt his pants split and fall down to the floor. He saw Charley smile again and then she vanished behind a wave of white as his shirt pulled itself off over his head. Finally his socks yanked themselves off his feet and vanished, his underpants rolled up into a ball and flew away and Harry found himself naked, his cock dangling limply toward the floor. 

Behind his head, the TV flicked back on. A porn channel. Reflected in the sideboard mirror, Harry could see what looked like two young girls rubbing their hands across one another’s tits. He felt a kick in his chest. He’d had no idea his wife was into this.

On the sofa, Charley slid her elegant dress up and gently parted her legs. Harry could see something dark in there. A wave of nausea rose up in him. No. He wouldn’t. She couldn’t possibly make him do that. It was…

“Disgusting. That’s what you always said, wasn’t it? That’s why you’d never go down there for me,” Charley said, dreamily. “And guess what? Now you don’t have a choice.”

“Slave,” she said in her firm voice, ring pointed right at him, “I order you to eat my pussy.”

Harry thought he would vomit. The thought of that, that thing pressed up against his lips, his tongue… the smell of it, the wetness, the disgusting, marshy quality…

But outwardly he didn’t even blink. Like a trained dog, he crawled forwards and docilely placed his face between his wife’s legs. Inhaled deeply. And then he was licking. Licking and licking like his life depended on it. He wanted to scream, to gag, to accept any punishment but this. 

Instead, he pressed his face deep into Charley’s pussy, felt the first trickle of her juices begin to run over his lips and began slurping greedily. He ran his tongue over her lips, flicked at her clit with the tip, then inserted the whole thing into her hole. Charley moaned and parted her legs wider and Harry sent his tongue further in. Down, down, swirling round until he could taste nothing but the sweet, acrid taste of her.

As he drank from her, he felt Charley’s hands running through his hair again. Felt her hot breath as she leaned over and whispered in his ear: “And when you’re done, you can get down on your knees and thank me.”








  
 





 

II

Two hours later, Harry found himself stood over a hot stove, waiting for the soup to reduce, his limp cock dangling between his legs and a snarl on his lips. He was completely naked except for a little bow tie Charley had conjured with a wave of her finger. When he’d seen it he’d wanted to scream. Charley had decided to make him look like an extra from Magic Mike.

The last two hours had been the most-horrible of his life. After 40 minutes spent on his knees in front of Charley, she’d finally allowed him to thank her. With an infinitely servile expression, he’d bowed his head until his lips were almost touching her pussy again.

“What do we say, slave?” Charley had asked with humor in her voice.

And Harry had tried to fight the words, to hold them back, to choke them off. But it was no use. Instead, his stupid body had humbly whispered: “Thank you, mistress.”

Then Charley had laughed and waved her finger, and next thing Harry knew he was on his feet and marching into the bathroom. 

The moment he’d entered, his hands had grabbed a razor, leaving him to watch in horror as they shaved off all his chest hair. Then they’d grabbed some tweezers and started painfully plucking the pubes from his groin, until he was smooth all over. Finally, they’d rubbed oil all over his body, slicked his hair back and made him tie his stupid little black bowtie round his neck. 

All that time, he’d only had one thought whizzing round his head: “this can’t be happening. This can’t be happening.” But, deep down, he knew it could.

Somehow, against all logic, like a wicked queen in a fairy story, Charley had turned him into her oiled and willing slave. 

The bow tie adjusted, it’d been off to the kitchen, where his hands had instantly started assembling the ingredients to make Charley’s dinner. And now here he was, 120 minutes later, just turning the heat down and getting ready to serve his wife’s supper in a large silver bowl. 

Charley was still sat on the sofa when he came back into the living room, half watching two buxom girls fuck on the TV, half playing with his phone. Harry marched in and immediately began setting the table, desperately wishing he could throw the scalding soup in his wife’s face, but unable to even twitch a muscle. Eventually, the table was ready. Harry sank to his knees, his head bowed. With an internal shudder he realized his body was awaiting orders. 

Charley muted the TV and looked up at Harry with a mischievous grin. 

“I found the pictures of your little tart, darling. I have to say, she’s one hot piece of ass. I wouldn’t mind fucking her myself.”

Harry said nothing. He couldn’t speak even if he wanted to. 

“Did she know you were sharing these pictures of her tits around the office?” Charley paused, then giggled. “Thought not. Oh Harry, you are a shit.”

At last she stood up, drifted over to the table, sat down and regarded Harry. 

“Well, she will now,” she smiled. “I just uploaded some of the best to one of those porn sites you and your buddies like. We’ll see how that little slut enjoys it.” 

Charley leaned back with a look of satisfaction. 

“Well?” She asked, “Are you happy with our new arrangement, darling?”

No I’m not! Harry wanted to scream. What the fuck have you done to me you crazy bitch?!

Instead though, he simply knelt there in silence, his body betraying no outward sign of the anger engulfing him. 

“No?” Charley asked, “I thought you’d be enjoying yourself. After all, you used to take such delight in treating me as your slave. Telling me to clean the house. Making me cook your dinner every evening. Making me suck your pathetic little cock.”

A pause. Harry waited, his eyes level with Charley’s pussy. Her lips were still swollen from the tonguing he’d given her. With a sharp kick of revulsion, he wondered if she was about to make him lick her out all over again.

“So here’s the deal,” she said at last. “From now on, you’ll be my slave, OK? You’ll cook for me, clean for me and pleasure me. And if you’re a good little slave, maybe I will one day let you go. How does that sound?”

She tilted her head. “You may speak.”

It was like Harry was suddenly back in charge. In an instant, all the venom, all the rage he’d felt building in him since leaving Rebecca came exploding out.

“For God’s Charley! That sounds horrible.” Harry glared up at his wife “You can’t keep me here forever. I’ve got a job. Friends. A life.”

Charley yawned theatrically. 

“I’m serious!” Harry could feel the blood pounding through his ears. “You’re not Marie Antoinette! You’re not a queen and I’m not your slave! I’m a-”

“A what?” She asked, innocently. 

“Well, err,” Harry faltered, feeling selfconsciously silly in his dainty little bow-tie, his cock dangling uselessly between his legs. Then he snapped out of it.

“A man.” He answered, firmly. 

“Oh dear.” Charley lent back, looked at him pityingly. “Oh deary, deary me. And I suppose as a man you shouldn’t be living like a slave?”

“That’s right.” Harry felt on firmer ground now. He was going to say his piece, whether she liked it or not. “Making dinner, scrubbing myself up, doing that-that thing you like… it’s not natural. It’s wrong.” 

He expected her to laugh. Or use the ring. Or do something. She didn’t say a word. Just looked at him, lost in thought. 

“I shouldn’t have sent that picture,” he carried on, the confidence coming back to his voice, “that was wrong of me. But Rebecca…”

“I had to do it. Don’t you see?” Harry gestured, hopelessly. “We hadn’t fucked properly in years. It’s different for you. Women sometimes go five, six years without a screw. But for us it’s, well, it’s impossible.”

Charley closed her eyes. She pressed the bridge of her nose between her forefinger and thumb and sat there, thinking.

“So the only reason you treated me like your servant,” she said at last, “the only reason you fucked that little slut is because you have a cock?”

Harry shifted uncomfortably. “Not just a cock,” he mumbled.

“And the only reason you object to being my little slave is because of your Y chromosome?”

“Yeah.” Harry nodded, suddenly feeling stronger. “Yeah, that’s right.” 

“Well then,” Charley’s eyes flew open, alive with amusement, “I guess we’d better do something about that, hadn’t we?” 

And she pointed her ring finger right at Harry and whispered something under her breath. Instantly, Harry’s bowtie detached and fluttered down to the floor. He watched it fall with a feeling of release. The nightmare was over. 

He realized he could stand again. He picked himself up off the floor, got to his feet.

“Thanks…” he began to say, then stopped. There was something wrong. Something different. Something…

“Oh Harry,” Charley tittered gleefully, “You’re going to regret ever opening your stupid big mouth.” 

Then Harry saw it. His feet were shrinking. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. Becoming smaller, daintier. The wiry hairs that graced his toes were coiling back into his body. With a feeling of horror, he held up his hands-

-and saw they were shrinking too. His large, calloused palms became pale, soft. His fingers narrowed, became thinner. His closely-cropped nails elongated. A dot of red appeared in the middle of one and began spreading, turning his nails a dark, shiny red. 

“What did you do?!” He squeaked in horror. Charley laughed.   

“You’ll figure it out soon enough, baby. But for now…” She folded her arms. “I’d advise you to just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

Harry watched in terror as his sturdy forearms seemed to ripple, then contracted, becoming thin and elegant. His large biceps, remnants of a time when he hit the gym at least three times a week, suddenly deflated like popped balloons. With a shiver he felt his shoulders tug inwards, closer to his collarbone. 

He felt something stirring in his chest. A strange, twisting feeling, like something was fighting to get out. With a strangled groan he looked down…

…and saw two large, beautiful breasts come bursting out. As he watched they inflated like balloons, pushing away from him, the nipples becoming long, pink and erect. He tried to stop them, to push them back in, but they swelled up even larger.  He gave Charley a horrified look.

“Relax, baby,” she smiled. “The best bit’s yet to come.”

A ripple passed through Harry’s body; painless yet unpleasant. His hips were filling out, becoming wider, shapely. His stomach tensed, then suddenly curved inwards, leaving a flat surface stretching down towards his cock. He felt the fat drop away from his sides, felt his ribcage curve inwards, felt his buttocks leap upwards and push outward. 

Then suddenly waves of hair were falling past his eyes. Cute little gold ringlets that bounced and danced in front of him. The ground came rushing up to meet him. With a sense of vertigo, he realised he was shrinking; or rather, his top half was. Even as he got smaller, his legs were telescoping upwards, becoming long and smooth and tanned. His spine twisted and he saw his body was now naturally curved, his chest thrust forward and his ass poking out. He opened his mouth to plead: “Charley…”

And immediately shut it again. His voice had leapt up two octaves, it’s rough edges falling away, it’s deep bass replaced by a seductive softness. He screamed – a disgusting, high-pitched, girly scream – and grabbed his throat. It was smooth. Caught up in the other changes, he hadn’t noticed his Adam’s apple vanishing.

“Hang in there, it’s nearly done!” Charley giggled. 

Harry felt his lips become fuller, his jawline narrow and soften. He reached up to touch his face, then suddenly snapped his hands down when he felt a strange ripple pass through his groin. He grabbed his cock in one dainty, cream white hand, but it was too late. Before his eyes, it shot up into his belly, dragging his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing there but smoothness, and then the skin split, creating two folds that hung loosely either side of his newly-formed pussy. 

And then it was over. For a moment, Harry could feel something squirming around inside him as his organs shifted to make way for his womb, and then there was nothing. Trembling, he turned to his mistress.

“What the fuck did you do?!” He shrieked, then recoiled in horror. The voice coming out his mouth sounded so… so wrong. Not only that, it felt wrong. The way the sound vibrated in his throat was different, the way it reached his ears. It was all utterly, completely wrong.

With a calm smile, Charley nodded at the sideboard mirror. 

“Go on.” She whispered. 

He would have given anything not to look. Anything to turn and run away, to break down the door and go running off into the night, away from this madness.

Instead, he hesitantly stepped over to the mirror, eyes on the floor. His breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision, bouncing with each step. He stopped just in front of the sideboard. Then, with a deep breath, he looked. 

Harry’s first thought was that he was smaller. Where his eye line was usually at the top of the mirror, near the faux-gold frame, now it was almost at the bottom. He must’ve lost two feet at least.

But this thought was almost immediately shoved away by a bigger, more pressing one. He was no longer him anymore. He wasn’t even a ‘he’. He was…

“Harriet.” Charley purred, stepping beside him. With a jolt he realised his wife - the woman he used to tower over completely – was now taller than he was. He felt her fingertips trace a delicate route down his back, felt a hand come to rest on his soft, firm ass. 

“What do you think?” She whispered in his ear. “Did your mistress choose well?” 

Harry stared at the face staring back at him. The pouty red lips. The startled, doe-like eyes hidden beneath layers of shadow. The platinum blonde hair tumbling down in curls onto creamy white shoulders.  

It couldn’t be him. Whoever she was, the girl was young. Barely 18. It was impossible, it was stupid, it was…

Then he sneezed, and the girl in the mirror sneezed too. He saw her overcome by the same surprise he was feeling. He poked his tongue out. The girl poked hers right back at him. Hesitantly, he reached up and clutched his heavy breasts. In the mirror, Harriet did the same. 

“Cute, isn’t she?” murmured Charley, her hand still on his ass.

“She looks like a porn star,” Harry whimpered in disbelief. It was true. The girl before him was tacky beyond words. A busty, airheaded male fantasy. 

“I know. And yet you’d fuck her, wouldn’t you, Harry? You’d fuck poor, dumb Harriet. I can tell.” And suddenly she slipped a finger across the lips of his new pussy, and Harry was mortified to feel a faint dampness down there, a dampness brought on by seeing himself.

“It’s the perfect body for you, Harry.” Charley giggled, “Everything you’ve ever thought about women, all your worst fantasies of fucking some compliant, brain-dead, big-titted slut. Well, here she is. That little slut is you.” 

Harry batted her hand away. He felt frustration and anger and exhaustion rising up in him, overwhelming him. 

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed, stamping his foot. 

Charley laughed. She laughed so hard her shoulders shook and she had to lean against the sideboard for support. 

What the hell is she laughing at? Harry wondered, angrily. Then he caught sight of himself in the mirror. With his angry red cheeks and pouty lips, he looked like a spoilt teenage schoolgirl throwing a strop. 

“Charley, please,” he whimpered, trying a different tack, “Just turn me back. Please. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

“Oh, you will anyway,” Charley flashed him the ring, “you don’t have a choice, remember? As for turning you back…”

She pointed at him, a hideous look of triumph on her face.

“On your knees.”

With a moan, Harry dropped to his knees. He looked hopelessly up at his mistress.

“I’m not done yet.” Charley’s eyes burned with power, power over him. “That was a very bad thing you did just now, Harriet. Questioning me, answering back. Well, I’m going to make sure it never happens again.”

Then she whispered something, and Harry felt his body spasm. For a second, he dimly wondered whether she was going to just turn him into a dog and have done with it, but then he looked down and saw the gold bikini forming over his enormous breasts, squeezing them together and pushing them up. Saw the tight little gold belt suddenly wrap round his thighs, saw the tiny little strip of white cloth unravel from its centre, covering his pussy. 

There was a skittering noise, and Harry looked round. Two thick platform shoes with stiletto heels flew across the floor and stuck to the bottom of his feet, their leather buckles winding round his ankles and hooking in place. 

He grabbed at his neck as a strip of leather suddenly wrapped itself round tight, a small metal ring protruding out where his Adam’s apple had recently been. A thin chain threaded itself through the loop on his neck. One end clasped in place, the other leapt up into Charley’s hand. 

For a moment, Harry thought it was over. Then a last, stabbing pain struck him in the small of his back. Jerking his head around, he watched in horror as a tattooed letter ‘C’ appeared just above his ass in gothic script, branding him with his mistress’s name. 

Charley lowered her finger, a look of satisfaction in her eyes. In one hand, she grasped the end of Harry’s chain. From his position on the floor, Harry thought she looked like a vengeful Greek God. 

He miserably opened his mouth to ask what had happened, then slowly closed it. She’d taken his voice again. With pleading eyes he looked up at his mistress, imploring her to explain. 

“I’ve turned you into my slave girl, Harriet,” Charley smiled. “You already were in everything but name, so I decided to make it official.” 

Harry tried to shake his head, to do anything but sit there docilely, but his body wouldn’t move. With a sensation of sickness he realised he was no longer capable of doing anything without Charley’s permission. 

“From now on, you’ll worship me like a God. You’ll kiss the ground I walk on and beg me to order you around. How does that sound, Harriet?” Charley tilted her head. “You may speak.”

“It sounds wonderful, mistress.” The words were out before Harry could stop himself. 

“Do you really mean that, slave?”

“Yes,” Harry moaned, humiliated by the sound of his own servile, high-pitched voice, “Oh yes mistress.”

“Good.” Charley seemed to ponder something for a moment. Harry watched her in fascination, his body eagerly trembling for its next command. 

“We’ve wasted a lot of time tonight,” she said, at last. “And I’m dreadfully hungry. Go make me something nice. None of this shit.” 

With a careless move, she tipped the soup all over the floor. She smiled. “Then come find me upstairs. I’ll be in my bedroom, getting ready for your punishment. Understood?”

Harry felt his head jerk wildly up and down, sending his blonde curls flying. 

“Say ‘yes mistress.’”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Perfect. Now get to work. And be quick about it.” She snapped, before dropping her end of the chain and stalking off toward the stairs. 

Crouched on the floor, Harry momentarily wondered if his anger would be strong enough to smash the spell, to let him grab the chain from round his neck and choke Charley to death with it. But his body simply picked itself up and ran into the kitchen to grab the mop. 

When the soup was cleaned up two minutes later, Harry realised doing it in double time had made him feel happier than he had in months. 








  
 





 

III

It was dark when Harry finally tiptoed into the bedroom, a large silver platter with Charley’s dinner on it balanced precariously before his enormous breasts. Charley barely glanced up as he made his way over to the bed, his new hips wiggling in a way that must’ve looked sexy from the outside, but felt deeply strange to him. 

For one awful moment he thought his six inch heels would slip in the deep carpet, sending the platter tumbling to the floor, but he caught his balance just in time and wobbled on, unsteadily. 

Making dinner had been a nightmare. Although his new body seemed to know what it was doing, it had kept the information locked away from Harry’s brain, causing him to nearly chop off a finger on at least three separate occasions. His heels were proving impossible to walk on. After only two hours of wearing them he’d nearly fallen over twice and his feet were hurting like crazy. 

But the worst part had come when he tried to spit in Charley’s food. It had been almost unthinking, a spontaneous act of rebellion. Immediately his hand had shot out, caught the globule in mid-air, then his body had promptly raised its other hand and given him a ringing slap across the face. 

After that, he stopped trying to find ways to tamper with Charley’s dinner.

Harry knelt down beside the bed, struggling to keep the tray from overbalancing, and held the food aloft. Without taking her eyes off her book, his mistress reached out, picked up a silver spoon, and took the tiniest sip of sauce. A long pause, in which Harry’s heart beat faster than it ever had in any meeting, then she inclined her head a fraction of an inch, signalling dinner was acceptable.  

A wave of relief washed over Harry, making him feel almost giddy. Further back in his mind, he was aware this was part of the ring’s magic. He tried to fight it, to retain his anger at what this bitch had done to him, to hate her with all his heart. Yet as Charley slowly ate her dinner, he couldn’t help but feel a warm tingle, a sense of pride at his status as a good slave. 

At last Charley dropped her spoon into the bowl, and Harry climbed to his feet. He was halfway out the door, his body already eager to get back to the washing up, when he heard her speak.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Ma’am?” Harry heard himself say. He could feel his heart thudding in his chest again, ready to crack into pieces at the first sign he had upset his mistress. 

“We agreed earlier that you had been a very bad girl this evening, Harriet.” He could feel her eyes crawling up his slender legs, focusing on his naked ass; watching him the same way he had watched a thousand anonymous women. 

“Do you know what we do with bad girls, slave?” Charley asked.

“No ma’am.” Harry primly shook his head, his blonde curls swaying at the edge of his vision.   

“We punish them,” Charley said firmly. “Go stand by the dresser.”

Slowly, Harry placed the tray on the floor. Then he wobbled over to the old antique dresser Charley had picked up at that yard sale what felt like a million years ago. A large, ornate mirror stood on top, its surface left to gather grime and dust since Charley stopped wearing makeup. 

I’ll have to give that a clean tomorrow, Harry noted, almost unaware he was doing so. 

“Now place your hands palm down on the top,” said Charley, “and lean forward.”

Harry did as she asked. His breasts were so big they bumped the edge of the dresser, his soft skin pressing up against the wood. Through the makeup-streaked mirror Harriet looked docilely back at him, her face a perfect model of servility. 

On the other side of the room, Charley was rummaging through her bedside drawer. He could see her on the edges of the frame; two slender olive legs poking out the bottom of her dark dress. She bent over, and for a second Harry felt his crotch tingle with excitement. Then he remembered where he was – who he was – and mentally shook the feeling away. 

Charley straightened up and made her way over, something clasped in both hands behind her back. She stopped just behind Harry and mischievously eyed his outstretched ass.  

“I want you to tell me the truth, slave,” she purred. “I am your queen and I forbid you to lie to me, understood?”

She waited until Harry nodded. “Good. Now tell me, how many were there?”

In the mirror, Harry saw Harriet’s brow furrow. Confused like this, she looked dumber than ever. 

Yet it was an illusion to pretend she was different from him. He felt his mind groping around for Charley’s meaning, like searching through thick fog. At last, he answered: “How many what, ma’am?”

“Silly girl,” Charley grinned, evidently enjoying herself. “How many Rebeccas, Harriet? How many stupid little secretary’s did you sweep off their feet over the years? How many whores did you have while we were married?”

“Remember,” she added, sternly, “I forbid you to lie.”

Harry struggled. He really, truly struggled. But it was no use. No sooner had Charley finished speaking than he heard the words “fourteen, ma’am,” coming out of his mouth. 

“Fourteen? You naughty girl.” In the mirror, Charley seemed to roll the number round her tongue. “Fourteen… Did you fuck any of them like this? Did you bend them over and spank their petite asses?”

“Yes ma’am,” Harry replied helplessly. “All of them.” 

“Then,” finished Charley, with a flourish, “let the punishment fit the crime.”

Harry’s insides went like ice. In her hand was the gift he’d brought her for their second anniversary. The sexy little gift he’d thought they could get some fun out of, but she’d refused to let him use. The one he’d been meaning to borrow and use with Rebecca, knowing she’d agree to it. 

Charley brought the black leather riding crop down into her palm with a thwack. She grinned evilly and studied Harry’s eyes in the mirror. 

“Fourteen lashes, I think, Harriet. One for each of your little tarts. Plus,” she added, “another six for bad behaviour.”

No. Not this. It was wrong, it was so, so wrong. Harry tried to stand back up, but his body stuck rigid, leant against the dresser. He tried to plead, but it was like his jaw was wired shut.

“No… Charley…” he managed to gurgle.    

“Not another word.” His mistress said, firmly. “Or I’ll make it thirty. And now it’s time for you to squeal.”

She brought the riding crop down with a sickening crack. Pain exploded across Harry’s ass, sharp and hot like fire. In the mirror he saw Harriet gasp, her teeth gritted against the assault. 

“That’s for your first whore, Harry. Now your second…”

The pain snapped through him again, causing Harriet to let out a low moan. It was like someone had wrapped a coil of flame around the top of his leg and was burning him. He tried to bite down, to not give her the satisfaction…

“Your third!” 

But it was already too much. He heard Harriet cry out, felt her voice spilling out his throat. He dropped his head down on the dresser and clenched his eyes shut. Already he could feel tears forming; tears of anger, frustration and pain.

“Fourth!”

And then something strange happened. As Charley raised the crop again, he felt a tingling below his stomach, spreading across his body. He felt the rough grain of the wood rubbing up against his chest and realised his nipples were as hard as bullets. He opened his mouth to beg Charley to stop…

…and gave a loud moan as the crop struck him for the fifth time. He raised his head and saw Harriet staring back at him, blonde hair lying in streaks across her face, a wild, dreamy look in her eyes. 

 “Sixth!”

The pain was wonderful. It went beyond feeling, mingled with pleasure and shot rockets through every inch of his body. It was agony and it was ecstasy. It was everything Harry had ever wanted. 

He knew what was happening. It was the ring, it had to be. Making him into the perfect little slave, unable to do anything but love her punishment. But even that knowledge couldn’t dampen the pleasure he felt coursing through him.

“Seventh!”

This time, he didn’t even try to fight it. As the crop struck, he let a high-pitched gasp burst out from deep within his chest. He saw Harriet’s mouth drop open, her eyes droop closed with pleasure. Saw her bite her lip as the pain briefly receded, then moan again as it came back with a sharp freshness. 

Behind him, he saw Charley raise the crop again. Without realising he was going to do it, he suddenly wiggled his ass for her. Charley responded by giving him three quick strikes, the third so hard it made Harry want to scream. 

A warmth was spreading between his legs, getting hotter, a powerful surge he felt would tear apart his body. He desperately wanted to reach down there and rub himself into a frenzy, or rip off his gold bikini, grab one of his breasts and roll the nipple between his fingertips, but Charley had ordered his hands to stay put on the dresser. In desperation, he tried raising his ass even higher so Charley would see how wet he was, and found himself rewarded with another thwack. 

“Harder…” he heard himself moan, “harder…” The pain was rising up in waves, becoming sharper, more delicious. With a shock he realised a sensation was building in him; something strong and elemental, something overwhelming, spreading across every inch of his new body…

Then it was over. Charley delivered a final hit that knocked the air right out of him, then stepped back, a great big smirk on her face. For a second, she let the tip of her riding crop tease Harry’s pussy, making him moan loudly, then she dropped down onto the bed, discarding the crop with a lazy wave of her hand. 

The silence that followed was punctuated only by Harry’s ragged breathing. A red flush had spread across Harriet’s cheeks in the mirror. She gasped back at Harry with half-closed eyes. 

“Charley…” he panted.

“Did you enjoy your punishment, slave?” She asked, mildly. 

“M-mistress, please…”

“Stand up now. Turn around.”

The mirror lurched wildly, Harriet vanished, and Harry found himself facing Charley reclined on the bed. His heart beat wildly in his chest. His breasts rose and fell in the bottom of his vision. He felt angry. He felt unsated. But most of all he felt… sexy. 

“That’s it. Perfect…”

Charley’s eyes crawled up his body, hungry in a way he’d never seen them before. Slowly, she lifted up the bottom of her dress. Spread her legs, revealing a dark patch, swollen and damp. 

“Now Harriet,” she whispered. “Show me what a good slave you are.”

Harry didn’t even wait for the magic to compel him. No sooner had Charley finished speaking than he was down on all fours, crawling across the bed, thrusting his face deep between her thighs; deep into that soft, wonderful dampness. 

“Oh yes…” he heard Charley murmur. “Oh baby, yes!”

For a second, Harry seemed to see himself from the outside. Seemed to see just what he was doing. Seemed to feel the old anger rise up, the old indignation…

And then it passed. With a feeling of complete surrender, Harry ran his tongue across Charley’s pussy then stuck it deep into her hole. He swirled it round and round, her juices cascading over his mouth, running into his throat as his mistress bucked and moaned. She tasted delicious. 








  
 





 

IV

The first thing Harry noticed when he woke up was how warm he was. A cloud of utter contentment seemed to have wrapped its way round every part of his body. Dimly, he was aware of a faint stinging sensation in his ass that only seemed to make him happier. With a slight feeling of reluctance, like he was letting go of some already half-forgotten dream, he rolled over onto his back and opened his eyes.

It was late. Judging by the white light filtering through the window, he’d overslept by hours. The ground, too, was soft beneath his back. Slowly, Harry realised he was lying on the bedroom carpet. 

He sat up, lazily running one small white hand through his long hair. The bed – the one he used to sleep in, too, he remembered with only faint consternation – was in disarray, the sheets strewn across the floor. In the en-suite, he could faintly hear the shower running.   

With slow, languid movements, Harry pulled himself to his feet and began making the bed. In the warm sunlight and lazy glow of morning, his mind felt beautifully unfocused. He turned over the duvet, found a pair of Charley’s panties, picked them up and inhaled deeply. The smell of his mistress’s pussy overwhelmed his senses, and for a second Harry could almost imagine he was down there still, lapping away with no thought to anything except her pleasure. Then he pitched the panties into the washing basket and began diligently fluffing the pillows.

And then he saw it. Sat on the bedside table, where Charley had left it before getting into the shower.

The ring.

And suddenly all the anger, all the bitter frustration of the night before came flooding back. Cleaning the soup off the floor. The sight of his cock vanishing into his body. Charley laughing as he begged her to stop. 

The pillow slipped out of Harry’s hand. What the fuck was he doing? He looked down at his body, at the stupid big breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. At the tiny curtain of satin hiding his crotch from prying eyes. At the chain still attached to his throat, dangling above the floor.

What the fuck was wrong with him? There he was, tidying up, sniffing Charley’s panties and feeling grateful for the spanking she’d given him. How had he forgotten so quickly what she’d done to him? Less than twelve hours ago, he’d been lying on his back (his back, not this stupid, narrow, girly one Charley had given him!) watching idly as Rebecca sucked on his cock, wondering if this time he could make her swallow. How could he have adjusted to this hell so quickly? 

But he already knew the answer. The ring. The ring’s magic had made him forget, made him want to please Charley, made him moan like some little slut when she spanked him. It hadn’t just changed his body, he realised, it had changed everything. It had corrupted his mind, made him want to do things that made him sick, things no man should ever do…

Hadn’t it?

He chased the thought away. It didn’t matter. What mattered was that it was right here, in front of him. The source of all his misery, of all of Charley’s power. He could snatch it up right now, destroy it, use its magic to get him out of this disgusting body…

So why didn’t he? 

In the en suite, the shower stopped. In twenty seconds, Charley would be out and through the door, and if she caught him looking at the ring he knew there would be hell to pay. 

Harry’s right hand trembled. He needed to do it now, to stick that ring on his finger and blast that bitch to oblivion. She’d hurt him. By the ring’s rules, that should give him power over her. But what if she’d been teasing him? What if it only worked for her? What if it could work for him, but his stupid body refused to speak at the crucial moment? What if…?

Abruptly, Harry bent forward, scooped up the ring and stepped into the bathroom. Charley was stood naked in front of the misted-up mirror. Without her clothes on, she looked like a living Greek statue. She turned round as he entered, a frown crossing her face.

“Harriet?”

Harry knelt down before her, his eyes cast demurely on the floor. Without a word, he held up his hand, palm flat and offered Charley the ring. 

“Thank you…” Charley took the ring from him, studying him with suspicious eyes.

“I was worried you had forgotten your ring, ma’am,” Harry said, his voice loaded with humility. He saw he was face height with Charley’s pussy again, and felt a little thrill run through him. 

“I didn’t want you to lose it,” he finished, humbly.

“Good girl, Harriet…” Charley quickly slipped the ring on, still watching him thoughtfully. “Very good girl. Is there anything else?”

“Yes ma’am.” Harry looked up at Charley, his expression demure, submissive.

“Well?”

“I wanted to thank you, ma’am, for letting me lick your pussy,” Harry struggled for a moment, as if having difficulty with the words. 

“I love the way you taste. I love being your little bitch,” he finished, breathlessly. 

For a moment, Charley was silent. Then a smile crept across her face, and her whole body seemed to relax. She bent over and picked up the end of Harry’s chain.

“Stand up,” she said, and Harry found himself on his feet, looking into her smiling eyes.

Charley gently tugged the chain, pulling him over until he stood directly in front of her. At this height, Harry’s eyeline was almost perfectly level with her lips. He felt a powerful urge to be kissed by her, to feel her tongue roughly force his lips apart, to succumb to his wife’s embrace fully. Looking down, he saw their breasts were almost touching, her erect nipples brushing the surface of his bikini. 

Charley ran a hand through his hair, let her fingertips drift across his cheek, then pulled him closer so their lips were almost touching. 

“I think,” she murmured, “that you’re going to make a wonderful slave girl.” 

Then it was over. With a last flash of smile, Charley pushed him away away and strolled into the bedroom, her cool, superior air flooding back stronger with every step. 

“Now dry me off and help me get dressed,” she snapped, “and hurry up! You already overslept, and you’ve got a lot of cleaning up to do.”

With a thrill of obedience, Harry ran after his mistress. He’d got what he needed, alright. At the back of his mind, so deep he was hardly even aware of it, a plan was already forming. 








  
 





 

V

The next six weeks were the strangest of Harry’s life. Each morning he woke up on the carpeted bedroom floor at 10am exactly, crawled up into bed and licked Charley’s pussy until she slowly came awake. Then he wiggled his way downstairs to make breakfast while Charley showered, coming back up fifteen minutes later to towel and dress her. After that, he retreated to the bathroom to pluck his hairs and oil his new body, before stepping out again at 5pm to pleasure Charley.

With his strict hygiene routine, he’d been forced to get used to his new body as quickly as possible. The result was that he no longer noticed the large breasts hanging from his frame, the long blonde hair draped across his vision, the way his hips swayed as he walked. When he shaved his armpits in the mornings, he hardly noticed Harriet looking back at him from her side of the mirror. When he spoke, his high-pitched voice sounded almost natural. He was finding it increasingly harder to remember a time when he sounded any different. 

The humiliations, too, were changing, albeit in a different way. On the one hand, Charley was as cruel as ever. She’d taken to using him as a footstool when she watched her porn films, her ankles digging into Harry’s soft and girly back as he struggled to stay on all fours for hours at a time. When he was cooking dinner, she took great delight in wandering into the kitchen and slapping his naked ass, reminding him who was in charge. 

Yet in a weird way, it almost didn’t matter. Thanks to the ring’s magic, Harry no longer found these little humiliations unpleasant. In fact, on a level he never dared admit consciously, he secretly looked forward to them. 

That’s not to say there weren’t still unpleasant moments. About a month after Charley had first changed him into Harriet, Harry had woken up feeling strangely run-down. As the day wore on, he’d gotten worse and worse, until he began to wonder if he’d somehow got sick. Finally, as the evening approached, he tiptoed into the bathroom and discovered, to his horror, that there were spots of blood on his little white cloth. He was on his period. 

In that instance, Charley had been able to make the problem go away with a flick of her finger, giggling all the time, but there was other stuff he didn’t dare tell her about. How strange he still found it to pee sitting down, for example. Or how weird it felt peeling his pussy lips back in the shower to clean himself. 

But the biggest change came in the evenings. Ever since his first night as a girl, Charley had taken to spanking him with her riding crop before bed, clearly revelling in his loud moans and cries for more. Nowhere did the sudden shift in his biology strike him more than in those moments, when he desperately wanted to slide a finger into his pussy and frig himself to climax. 

It had taken him a while to realize, but it seemed his new body adored nothing more than getting spanked.

It was after maybe a month and a half of this that they got the call. 

Harry was on all fours in the downstairs loo, scrubbing away with his old toothbrush and a feeling of grim satisfaction, when he heard the phone ring. For a second, he struggled to place the sound – it had been so long since anyone called them (part of the magic, he supposed) – then there was a distant click and the faintest sounds of Charley speaking. Worried she might accuse him of ignoring his duties, he leapt up and ran through to the hallway as fast as his stiletto heels would carry him, just in time to see his mistress hanging up with a smile. 

“I’m sorry ma’am, I came as fast as I could,” Harry squeaked. 

“Hmm?” Charley didn’t seem to have heard him. 

“I was cleaning the bathroom,” Harry repeated, “I didn’t hear the phone at first.”

At last, Charley noticed him. She shook her head.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, turning to go up the stairs. 

Feeling worried, Harry scuttled after her. 

“Is everything alright, ma’am?” 

“It’s fine, Harriet. Just go do some cleaning, there’s a good girl.” And with that, she vanished upstairs, leaving Harry feeling deeply confused. 

That night, Charley didn’t call him up until hours later than usual. Harry had spent all afternoon making a lamb shank in red wine sauce, but by 7 o’clock he was forced to throw it away and start again from scratch. He toyed with the idea of doing some soup, but eventually decided it was better not to risk having it go on the floor again and made ratatouille instead. 

By the time Charley called, the ratatouille had gone cold, and Harry had spent the last hour idly polishing the glasses to stave off boredom. He traipsed up the stairs and into the bedroom, to find the bed empty and Charley sat naked before the dresser mirror, methodically combing her hair. 

“Do you know what day it is tomorrow, Harriet?” She asked as soon as he entered.

Harry shook his head. 

“No ma’am.”

“It’s your birthday,” in the mirror Charley gave him an evil smile, “The old you, that is. I’ve arranged a special guest to help us celebrate.”

Harry listened uneasily. He didn’t like where this was going.

“And I don’t want you getting any ideas,” Charley said, firmly. “Just because you’re about to reach the grand old age of 19, Harriet, don’t expect any special treatment. You’ll be sleeping in the kitchen tonight.” 

Harry’s heart skipped a beat. Over Charley’s shoulder he saw the hurt flash across Harriet’s face, but all he said was “Yes, ma’am.”

“I knew you’d understand.” Charley tilted her head and pouted slightly at her reflection. “How do I look?”

“Beautiful, ma’am,” Harry said, quietly. He really meant it. Since finding the ring, Charley had become stunning. Seeing her sat there, her black hair perfectly framing her powerful face, her dark eyes flashing cruelly above her white cheekbones, gave Harry a strange ache in his chest; a longing he’d never felt before. 

There must’ve been something in his voice, because Charley turned and frowned at him. “I need you to be a good slave tomorrow, Harriet. Got that? You’ve been getting quite presumptuous recently.”

The words made Harry flinch inside, but outwardly he simply nodded his pretty head. 

“Yes ma’am,” he said, miserably. 

“Good.” Charley turned back to the mirror. “You can leave dinner by the bed there. I’ll be going to sleep shortly.” 

Without a word, Harry placed the tray down on the table, then turned back to his mistress.

“Will that be all, ma’am?” he asked, hopefully.

“Yes, Harriet,” she responded firmly. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, ma’am.” Harry gave a little bow, then turned to leave. On his way out, he deliberately bent over to pick a loose sock up off the floor, slowly curving his body so his ass and pussy would be visible in the mirror, his heart pounding in his chest. He stayed like that for a moment, then when Charley didn’t say a word, straightened up and angrily marched out.

The kitchen was dark, cold, with dirty pots and pans piled high on every surface. Harry slowly drifted in and lowered himself onto one of the stools in the breakfast nook. He wrapped his arms across his chest, watching the lonely shadows play outside the window. Then, suddenly, he began to cry. Clasping Harriet’s face in his hands, he felt her hot tears rolling down his cheeks, felt her shoulders shake as each new sob wracked his body. 

Ten minutes later, he was all cried out. Wiping Harriet’s tears from his eyes, he lowered himself onto the cold, hard floor, drew his legs up to his chest and drifted off into an uneasy sleep. 

∞ ∞ ∞

At 10 am the doorbell rang. 

Harry had already been up for hours, tidying the house with a ferocious zeal that faintly frightened him. His back, arms and legs hurt like hell, and he was having one of those God awful days when his body got in the way of everything. Taking the trash out that morning, one of his heels had got caught in the paving and sent him sprawling. Bending over to sweep the floor with a dustpan and brush, he’d found his stupidly oversized breasts kept blocking his view. 

As a result, he was in a foul mood by the time the doorbell finally rang. Straightening up from the sink, he rushed to the living room mirror, straightened his hair, then ran to the front door, cursing under his breath. He adjusted his little white cloth, forced up a smile, pulled open the door…

…and felt the smile drain from his face. His heart kicked in his chest. He wanted to slam the door shut, slam it shut and hide and pretend there was no-one here. But it was too late. Already, Charley’s guest was turning round, a smile lighting up his handsome face.

“Morning,” said Tom. “Is Charley home?”

Harry wanted to scream. That bitch! He thought, furious. That dirty fucking little bitch! He felt his hands balling into fists, desperate to lash out, to flatten Tom’s nose across his preppy face. How could she? He thought, thickly. 

“I’m an old friend.” Tom was glancing Harry up and down, a cool look in his eyes. He lingered over Harry’s chest, a casual, appreciative glance he’d doubtless perfected at college. For the first time since his transformation, Harry became uncomfortably aware of just how much flesh he had on display. 

“Can I come in?” He asked, his deep blue eyes coming to rest on Harry’s face at last. 

No. Harry thought. No you can’t, you little shit. Go find some bimbo your own age.

To his horror, he instead felt himself do a little curtsey, then step aside and indicate the hallway. 

“This way, sir.”

“Great.” Tom flashed him a grin equal parts confidence and kindness. For the first time, Harry realized just why so many women seemed to take an interest in him.

In the hallway he took Tom’s jacket, earning his chest another cheeky glance in the process, and teetered towards the bottom of the stairs, feeling hotly embarrassed by his bare backside. 

“Miss Charley!” He heard himself call, “your guest has arrived!” 

Then he turned and flashed Tom a simpering smile that felt absolutely disgusting. “Can I offer you a drink?” He asked. 

“Gin and tonic, please,” Tom drawled, not taking his eyes off Harry’s body.

“Make that two.” 

Harry saw Tom’s eyes widen slightly. He spun around. Charley was at the top of the stairs, her figure clad in her elegant black dress. Combined with her olive complexion and newly powerful face, the effect was stunning. 

“Tom and I have a lot to talk about,” she said airily, slowly descending toward them, “isn’t that right, Tom?”

Harry snuck a quick glance at Tom, wondering how he would react to seeing Charley like this. The quiet woman he’d known only as a neighbor, transformed into a goddess. 

To his surprise, Tom seemed completely unfazed. He slipped his hands in his pockets, leant against the wall and gave Charley a casual grin.  

“Good to see you again, miss C.” 

“Don’t be silly. Call me Charley.” Charley stopped at the bottom of the stairs, a seductive smile on her face. She turned to Harry.

“Two G&Ts,” she said, sharply, “we’ll be in the living room.” 

And Harry immediately found himself wiggling his way into the kitchen, his head spinning. Tom had been here before, twice when Harry was here at least, and probably countless times behind his back. How could he not notice? Was it the magic? Was it part of Charley’s power to make everyone else in the world live out her deranged fantasy too? 

Five minutes later he came into the living room, an ice-cold glass clasped in each hand. Tom and Charley were sat close together on the sofa, legs almost touching. As Harry entered the room, they sat back.

“Cheers,” Tom took his drink with a quick smile. Charley didn’t even look in Harry’s direction. She simply took the glass and carried right on gazing at Tom. 

Harry knelt beside his mistress, eyes on the floor. He was desperate to leave, to hide away and pretend nothing was happening, but his body insisted he be on call to obey Charley.

Tom meanwhile was looking around the room. It was undoubtedly different. The day after she took control of his life, Charley had made Harry throw away all his DVDs, all his records, and burn his photos on a mini-bonfire. Hardly a trace of him remained. 

“You sure move fast,” he said, appreciatively. “I can’t imagine what Harry’s face must’ve looked like when you told him. Did you do it right away?”

“Almost,” Charley grinned. “He was the first person I told.”

“Well, he deserved it, I guess.” Tom lounged back on the sofa. “I always thought he was a fucking asshole.”

Harry clenched his jaw. What had that little bitch told him?

“Oh, you wouldn’t believe some of the things he was into,” Charley’s eyes flicked over to Harry, bright with amusement. “He used to make me spank him with a riding crop. He liked to wiggle his ass and pretend he was a woman.”

Tom gave a sharp laugh. Harry felt a fresh wave of embarrassment wash over him. Did Tom really know? Was Charley really going to tell him all of the indignities he’d been made to suffer?

“Jesus, what a freak,” Tom sighed at last. “You were right to get rid of him. What a way to do it, though… How much did he miss out on? Ten? Twenty?”

“Sixty million.” Charley said, firmly. “Biggest lottery win in local history.” 

So that was it. She’d spun Tom a believable lie; one that would help the magic massage his brain into accepting all the changes. Iron out the doubts about her appearance with vague thoughts of plastic surgery. Imply that poor old Harry was some kind of expensive new employee. Just enough to stop Tom’s brain from utterly freaking out. 

“Some revenge,” Tom was saying. “I bet the old prick wishes he’d treated you better now.” 

“I certainly hope so,” said Charley, with a meaningful glance at Harry. “But I don’t think I’m done yet.”

“How so?” Asked Tom.

“At first I just wanted to humiliate him,” Charley hadn’t taken her eyes off Harry, “to let him know what it’s like to be laughed at. I thought if I could make him suffer, that would be enough.”

A cold feeling of terror was creeping over Harry, he tried to give Charley a pleading look but his neck wouldn’t move. His head stayed bowed in that same, docile position, ready to serve.

“Wasn’t it?” 

“Not even close.” A fire was burning in Charley’s eyes now, a fire that seemed to burn from the very depths of her soul. “I realized yesterday that humiliation’s not enough. That he might secretly enjoy it. That on some strange level he might still love me. That’s the last thing I want.”

“What do you want?”

“I want him to hate me.” Charley smiled. “I want him to hate me with a burning passion, and not be able to do a single goddamn thing about it.”

Tom shook his head in amazement. 

“What the fuck did that asshole do to you?” 

“Never mind.” At last, Charley turned away. Harry’s heart was thumping in his chest. Panic arched through his body like a coil of frame. Why didn’t I take the ring? He whispered to himself. Why?!

On the sofa, Charley scooted over to Tom. She ran a kind hand through his hair, eyes flicking over his strong torso. For the first time since he’d walked in, Tom looked slightly uncomfortable. 

“Here’s the deal,” Charley said. “I know you’ve wanted to fuck me for a long time. If only so you can brag to your friends about screwing some frustrated housewife. Well, here’s your chance.”

An awkward smile flitted across Tom’s face, looking for the gag. But Harry knew it was a waste of time. He knew his wife was deadly serious. 

“I’m willing to let you do anything you want to me,” Charley leaned in close to him. “You can fuck my ass, my mouth, cum on my tits. Anything. I’ll be your little sex slave and follow your every command. On one condition.”

A breathless pause. Harry wanted to scream out, to stop this stupid charade before it went any further, to throw himself on his knees and weep and apologize but just make her stop. 

Instead, Tom swallowed. “What?” The cockiness had gone, at least temporarily. The young college graduate now looked even younger and greener than his 22 years. 

“That Harry knows.” Charley ran her finger down Tom’s chest, placed her hand above his crotch. “That he sees.”

“How?” 

“Oh that’s the easy part.” Charley turned to Harry, a vicious smile on her face. “Harriet can film us.”

∞ ∞ ∞

They can’t do this to me.

The thought reverberated round Harry’s head as he climbed the stairs, two freshly-mixed Martinis in his hands. It surfaced again as he stepped into the bedroom and saw Tom lying naked on the bed, his thick cock pressed up against his six pack. It cried out once more as Charley took the drinks and handed him his old Samsung phone with a sneer, her smooth, olive body encased only in a pair of lacy panties. 

Please don’t do this to me.

“Make sure you film it all, slave,” she whispered in his ear. “I don’t want you to miss any of it.”

“Charley.”

Charley spun round, her posture suddenly servile, her lips pouting. 

“Yes master?”

On the bed, Tom grinned. 

“Get your hot little ass over here.”

“Yes master.” 

Charley climbed onto the bed, lay down beside Tom, her head resting on his chest. Tom looked up at Harry.

“Ready?” he asked.

No, I’m not ready. I’ll never be ready. Fuck off you little shit!  

“Yes master,” Harry heard himself say. He tried to keep his fingers still, but they swirled his unlock pattern on the screen and tapped video without even slowing down. 

“OK.” Tom was smiling now, still incredulous, but suddenly aware that his dreams were coming true. 

“Well, then…” He turned to Charley, hesitated.

“Suck my cock.” 

With an air of perfect obedience, Charley lowered her face down to Tom’s crotch. Her red lips kissed the tip, then her tongue darted out and she licked his shaft all the way down to the bottom. She kissed his balls, then leaned back up and swirled her tongue around the rim, pumping his shaft as she did so. She pulled back, looked to Harry’s phone and smiled.

“Happy birthday, Harry. I always hated you.”

Then she took Tom’s whole member in her mouth, pushing it deeper and deeper until Tom began to clutch the sheets and moan and Harry felt like crying. But his body kept right on filming, capturing every little jerk of Tom’s pelvis, every little gagging sound Charley made as his wife was defiled in front of him. 

“That’s enough,” Tom whispered roughly. “On your back.”

And instantly Charley rolled over and spread her legs and before Harry realized what was happening Tom had plunged his fingers deep into her cunt and Charley let out a little scream. As Tom’s wrist jerked back and forth, she glanced up at Harry and spat out the words: “Closer, bitch!”

And immediately Harry found himself down on his knees beside his wife’s pussy, watching as Tom frigged her towards climax. With shock, he noticed a sharp tingle spreading through his crotch.

He was getting wet.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Tom growled, and suddenly Charley was screaming.

“Oh please, master, please fuck me!” 

Then Tom grabbed her legs, forced them apart and shoved his cock inside her. And still Harry was filming, only now his entire body was tingling, his nipples hard as bullets. With a start, he realized he’d shoved his free hand down to his crotch and was now rubbing himself furiously, his eager movements guided by instinct. 

Tom thrust harder, his eyes locked on to Charley’s. His strong arms held her forcibly on the bed, keeping her pinned beneath him. Sweat was forming on his wrists, his forehead. Charley reached up and touched his cheek and suddenly he grabbed her hair and pulled her head backwards, making her gasp in pain. Then he held on tight and bucked against her, and Charley began to moan.

Without knowing he was going to do it, Harry slipped a finger into his pussy. There was a moment of resistance, then it slid in and Harry heard himself let out a gasp. It felt incredible. Not only that, it felt right. In a flash he suddenly understood the attraction of men, of their ability to plug this hole, to make women feel complete again. He slid his finger in and out and felt a rush of pleasure hundreds of times more intense than he’d ever got as a man. He began to groan and frig himself, even as he kept on filming. 

And Tom and Charley were still at it. Charley was on her front now, her face pressed into the white sheets, mouth parted wide as Tom drilled deep into her, each thrust making a smacking sound against her ass. 

Harry closed his eyes. Something was building in him. Something that he’d been waiting for ever since he became female. Maybe since he was born. He had two fingers in his cunt now, stabbing in and out, in and out. He spread them open and scissored the edges and the resulting flash of pleasure made him cry out loud. He started moving his wrist faster, pushing deep into his crotch, willing that feeling on with utter abandon. 

“Harriet… Harriet…”

His eyes flew open. Charley was watching him through half-closed lids, her mouth only inches from his, she gasped again, whispered his name.

“Harriet…” 

And suddenly they were kissing. His wife’s tongue shoved roughly into Harry’s mouth, pushing toward the back of his throat, making him hers. The phone slipped from his hand, and then someone gripped his chain roughly and pulled him up onto the bed. Harry looked up to see Tom pulling out of Charley, turning towards him, his big cock clasped in his hand.

“No!” Harry managed to get out, suddenly terrified. I’m a virgin! He wanted to shout, scared of the pain, scared of the blood, scared of Tom’s masculinity.

But it was too late. Tom grabbed Harry’s smooth legs, pulled them apart and thrust deep into him. Pain exploded through his crotch. Harry heard himself scream, then Tom was on top of him, his broad chest pressed against Harry’s tender breasts, and he was thrusting harder, harder…

Then it came. Rolling up from deep within Harry, a feeling that seemed to radiate out from his pussy to every corner of his body. His mouth fell open, his head snapped back and suddenly he was coming, a wave of pleasure rushing through him that seemed to last forever. 

This wasn’t the quick squirt and finish that he’d known as a man. This was like his whole body was having an orgasm. 

And it kept coming. Harry heard himself cry out, heard himself beg to be spanked as if from very far away. Then Tom’s thick hand came down against his buttocks with a crack and his orgasm got even stronger. It peaked once, twice, three times, then finally began to roll away, bringing Harry floating back down to Earth.    

Then it was over. Tom pulled out and with a groan shot his seed all over Harry’s tits. Still panting, Harry leaned forward and licked one of the white globules up, as he’d seen some busty girl do in one of the porn videos he used to watch. It tasted strange, salty. Then he leaned back and collapsed, his body totally spent by his tremendous orgasm. He turned dreamily towards Charley…

And saw her lower the phone, a look of satisfaction on her face. She’d filmed the whole thing. 

“Congratulations, Harriet,” she smirked, “You’re finally a woman.”

Harry turned away from her, a strange feeling rising in his chest. In the dresser mirror, he could just make out the three of them, lying in a tangle on the bed. Tom’s broad frame, slick with sweat. Charley’s shoulders shaking with laughter. And him, his blonde hair tussled, his breasts rising and falling, his fat red lips gasping for air. 

He’d fallen through the looking glass. There was no more mirror world. No more Harry, trying to convince himself what he saw was just a dream. Now there was only him.

He was Harriet. 








  
 





 

VI

The rest of the day passed in a blur. They dozed together on the bed for a couple of hours, a tangle of limbs and sheets. Then Harry had woken suddenly to find Tom’s large hand rubbing roughly against his crotch. Without even thinking, he’d reached out and grasped Tom’s rock hard member, tugging back and forth while Tom continued to rub his pussy.

Suddenly he’d felt Tom go stiff, then little white droplets had arced through the air and landed on Harry’s tits and before he knew what he was doing he was licking them up again, greedily, like his life depended on it. Then Tom had forced two thick fingers inside his pussy and brought him back to climax.  

At some point, Charley had woken up and smiled and spread her legs. The taste of Tom still fresh in his mouth, Harry had instantly thrust his face into her pussy, tonguing away until Charley began to moan and buck against his lips. Tom picked up the phone and began filming them, and suddenly Harry realized that for the first time during sex he felt utterly free. The way he could control Charley’s moans with the movement of his tongue, making her groan one minute, then scream with pleasure the next made him feel oddly powerful. Her enjoyment was his to give and take away as he pleased, and he rolled away after Charley’s orgasm with a feeling of utter contentment. 

As the afternoon wore on, Tom began to get more adventurous. He made Charley masturbate with a vibrator, then spanked her with Harry’s riding crop. He forced Harry to take off his gold bikini and squeeze his cock between his enormous breasts, then rub them up and down until he ejaculated. Finally, he made Harry suck on Charley’s nipples, rubbing his crotch against her leg until they both loudly came. 

By this point, Harry had experienced more pleasure in a single afternoon than during his whole sex life as a man, and as he made his way downstairs to fix more drinks, he couldn’t help wondering if part of him wasn’t secretly glad Charley had found her ring. 

When he came back up ten minutes later, the atmosphere had changed. Charley was stood fully clothed by the dresser, and Tom was pacing the room nervously. Harry hung back in the doorway, suddenly uncomfortable. 

“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice high-pitched, trembling. 

Tom looked at Harry, let out a loud bark of a laugh, then dropped down onto the bed with an incredulous shake of his head. 

Scared, Harry cast a frantic glance at his mistress. Charley returned his gaze coolly.

“Ma’am?” 

“Don’t worry darling, Tom’s just having some trouble taking it all onboard.” Charley gave Tom a bland smile. “I’ll admit, it’s hard to believe.”

A sensation of horror began to creep up Harry’s naked spine. He tried to force up an uncomprehending smile.

“I don’t understand.”

“For fuck’s sake, Harriet,” Charley sighed, “I know you’re blonde but nobody’s that dumb. I told him. I told him everything.”

The smile drained from Harry’s face. 

“You did what?” he whispered. 

On the bed, Tom gave another harsh laugh. He looked up at Harry, a grin splitting his face.

“At first he thought I was joking,” Charley continued, calmly, “but then I used the ring and changed into my old self and back again. Quite a transformation. You should’ve seen his face.”

Harry tried to shake his head. This wasn’t happening. Tom couldn’t know it was him. Couldn’t know it was Harry who had lapped up his sperm, couldn’t know it was Harry who had begged to be spanked. He couldn’t. 

“Is he really still in there?” Tom asked. His voice was dazed, like someone trapped in a dream. 

“Oh yes,” Charley smiled. “I made sure to only alter his mind a tiny bit. Everything he did just now, that was Harry.”

No. She was lying. She had to be. It was the ring, the ring that had made him do Tom’s bidding, the ring that had made him act like a… like a girl.

“He has to follow my orders,” Charley was saying, “but otherwise his mind’s no different from before. I thought it’d take months to get him to this stage. I guess those desires were never buried particularly deep.”

You lying bitch! Harry wanted to yell, but of course he couldn’t. All he could do was stand there and listen, listen in horror as Charley spilled his secret for all to hear. 

“I always knew he was odd.” Tom was looking right at Harry now, an amused look in his eyes. “You say he has to do anything we tell him?” 

“Hold on.” Charley turned to Harry, pointed the ring at him. 

“Harriet,” she declared, loudly, “I order you to do whatever Tom tells you to.” 

She turned back to Tom. “Go ahead.”

For a long moment, Tom just stared at him, his mind ticking over while Harry trembled with fright. At last, he finally spoke.

“Put down the drinks.” He said.

Harry immediately placed the martinis on the floor.

“Straighten up.”

Harry’s back snapped rigidly up. His mind was screaming now, screaming at his betrayal, at Charley’s two-faced nature, but most of all at the way he’d let Tom do all that stuff to him. 

“Take your bra off.” 

Immediately, Harry’s hands got to work behind his back. His gold bikini fell to the floor, his huge breasts dangled freely, nipples already erect.

“Say ‘I’m a stupid slut’.”

“I’m a stupid slut,” Harry echoed, miserably. 

“Neat.” Tom smiled. “Now. Tell me the truth. Are you really Harry?”

“Yes.” Harry nodded submissively. 

“Did you enjoy eating my cum?”

“Yes sir,” tears of humiliation were stinging at the corners of his eyes, “I loved it.” 

“Wow.” Tom shook his head, a grin on his face. “You’re pretty fucked up, aren’t you slave?”

“Yes sir.” 

“Has Charley punished you enough?”

“No sir,” Harry was crying now, desperate to stop the words from coming, but unable to, “I deserve more.”

“In what way?”

“I deserve to be humiliated.” Harry said through gritted teeth.

“How?”

Harry looked hopelessly at Charley, watching him suffer with a casual lack of concern.

“I have an idea,” he whispered.

∞ ∞ ∞

The nightie barely fit. Harry’s boobs were so big it hung away from his frame; a sheet of black satin fluttering in front of his skin. Yet it was good enough. 

Harry dropped down on his knees, his naked ass poking out behind him. Above him, Tom held up the smartphone, so it obscured his face. All Harry could see was his strong body, legs dusted with hair, and large cock poking out, hard as iron. 

“Ready?” asked Charley from the corner. 

Harry nodded miserably. He’d do anything now, anything to help this nightmare end sooner. 

“In that case,” said Charley, “start sucking.”

Harry crawled forward. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips round Tom’s cock. Then he looked up at the phone, and began bobbing his head back and forth, back and forth.

Tom didn’t make a sound. Harry knew he was waiting, waiting for the perfect shot. The shot that would see him humiliated worse than Charley had been, the shot they would upload to the internet and show to the world.

He sucked harder on Tom’s cock, his lips moving up and down the shaft, his wrist pumping, his other hand gently massaging Tom’s balls. He sucked so hard he began to gag, tears forming in his eyes. 

For a moment, he wondered if this was it. If this was the point Tom would take the picture, the moment of lowest humiliation he would ever experience.

Then he felt Tom stiffen. He let out a gasp and grabbed Harry’s head, holding it in place. Then he pulled out his mouth and ejaculated.

White globules of sperm splattered across Harry’s lips. Across his face, across his tongue. And Harry heard himself begging, begging to be allowed to suck some more. And then the shutter clicked. The picture was taken. It was over.

He collapsed to the ground, panting. Above him, Tom squeezed out the last few drops of cum, letting them spatter down on Harry’s face. Seconds later, Charley appeared in his field of vision, calmly took the phone. She looked at the picture, smiled, then pressed a button. There was a distant bleep.

“There,” she said, a deep satisfaction in her voice. “Finished.”

On the floor, Harry felt his delicate fingers curl into little fists. Felt the soft, thick weave of the carpet press against his cheeks, absorbing his tears. Charley had never been so wrong in her useless life, he decided. He wasn’t finished. He wasn’t even close.

In fact, his revenge was only just starting. 








  
 





 

VII

It was gone two a.m. when Harry finally tiptoed out the kitchen and crept toward the stairs. The house was dark and still, the only sound being the soft click of his heels against the floorboards.

He’d spent the rest of the evening as Tom’s plaything. Over the course of five hours, the little prick had made him crawl around on all fours, suck his cock and swallow his sperm, and masturbate with a gigantic dildo. 

But the worst part had come when he’d ordered him over to the dresser. As Charley watched, the smile never leaving her eyes, Harry had bent over, his ass high up in the air. Then Tom had picked up the riding crop, strolled over and spanked him till he screamed. 

And he’d loved it. That was the worst part of all. As Tom whipped his cute little ass, all Harry had been able to do was moan with pleasure and beg for more. 

Now, a few hours later, he was still sore as he slowly made his way up the stairs, pausing every time he heard a noise, his heart pounding in his chest. 

Outside the hallway window the trees blew in the wind, casting strange shadows on the walls. Three times in a row, Harry stopped himself just before he could let out a girly scream, convinced the shadows were Tom or Charley, coming to punish him. 

At last, he made it to the bedroom. As he carefully pushed open the door, he could hear Charley’s faint breathing. He stepped into the pale moonlit room, trying to ignore his body’s urgent signals to go back downstairs and back to sleep like a good slave. Instead, he tiptoed over to the dresser.

There it was. In the cold light of the moon, he could see it, exactly where Charley always left it.

The ring. 

Carefully, as if a lightning bolt might obliterate him at any second, Harry bent forward and picked it off the dresser. He clasped it tightly in his small hands, breathing hard. He had it. 

It was his.

In the bed, Charley gave a soft moan and rolled over. For a second, Harry felt tempted to slip the ring on his finger, point it at his wife and see what happened next. But he knew it was pointless. His body wouldn’t let him utter a single word against Charley.

Besides, that wasn’t the plan. 

Ring clasped in his hands, Harry tiptoed back out the bedroom, shutting the door behind him. He padded down the stairs as quick as he dared, pulled one of Charley’s old overcoats off the hook in the hallway, and draped it round his delicate shoulders. Then he plucked his old Samsung off the dresser and summoned an Uber cab. As he waited, he allowed himself to relax a little. Things were going better than he ever expected. 

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Harry span around just in time to see Tom stepping out the living room, his enormous rock hard cock pressed against his stomach. He grinned when he saw Harry’s expression.

“I woke up feeling horny, so came looking for a fuck. Good job too or I would’ve missed you.”

Tom stopped in the hallway, looking Harry up and down with that lazy, lecherous look of his. Harry’s stomach gave a flutter, it was all he could do not to fall into his new master’s arms.

“I suppose I’d better punish you,” Tom said, thoughtfully. For a moment he just stood there, then he gave a terrible grin.

“Y’know, there’s still one hole I haven’t fucked you in yet.” His eyes flashed with dark amusement. “So how about this? Harriet, I order you to…”

And that was as far as he got. In the pause, Harry had slipped the ring on his finger. Now he pointed it urgently at Tom and shouted the first thing that came into his head.

“Turn into a girl!” He said.

For a long second, he thought it wouldn’t work. Tom looked frightened for a moment, then when nothing happened began to smile again. Harry felt his knees go weak. 

It doesn’t work for me. He thought, thickly. It only works for her…

“You stupid prick.” Tom was advancing now, one hand wrapped around his cock. “You’ll pay for that, Harry. I’ll make you… I’ll make you…”

They both noticed it at the same time. Tom was shrinking. 

“No!” Tom squeaked out, his voice suddenly leaping up two octaves. “Harry you bastard!”

But it was too late. As Harry watched, Tom’s strong muscles rippled around his frame then deflated. His casual stubble wriggled and retracted into his chin. His broad jaw softened, became smaller, paler. Tom looked up at Harry, his mouth frozen in a shocked ‘O’. At that moment, two long ginger pigtails burst out of his head, falling either side.

Harry watched with grim satisfaction as Tom shrank to his height, then kept on shrinking. His legs narrowed, becoming dainty. His shoulders rippled, became slender. For a long moment, his enormous cock held on, then it leapt up into his body.

And still Tom was shrinking. Suddenly, a wave of blue fabric appeared from nowhere and unrolled across his body, tightened, became a navy blue skirt. Tom squeaked in horror as long socks magically began knitting themselves around his feet, up his legs. His face softened, became innocent, younger. 

Tom gazed at Harry in terror. They could both see where this was going.

Finally, Tom stopped shrinking. With a final twitch his body gave a spasm and a heavy rucksack leapt from his shoulders, settling on his back. And then it was over. Tom looked up at Harry from inside his new body, looked at him with eyes both frightened and childish. 

Without meaning to, Harry had turned him into a schoolgirl. 

For a long moment, there was silence. Then the child in front of Harry stamped her foot, howling with indignation. 

“Turn me back!” Shouted Tom in his new voice. “I order you to turn me back!”

“No chance.” Harry was breathing easier now. He realized his body had no desire to obey Tom any more, now he’d changed into…

“Tara.” Harry grinned at the horrified look on Tom’s girlish face, “Now be a good girl, Tara, and go back to bed. You’ve got school tomorrow.”

And he pointed the ring. And immediately Tom span around and began climbing up the stairs toward bed, little sobs choking out of his tiny chest.

“But I don’t wanna!” He bawled.

“Hush.” Harry placed a finger to his lips, “not another word. We don’t want to wake mom.”

And immediately Tom fell silent, vanishing off into the shadows at the top of the stairs with only a few defiant sniffles.

Then there was nothing.

Harry’s heart seemed to fill the hallway with its pounding. Ba-dum! Ba-dum! He quietly slipped his hand into his coat pocket, feeling the ring, feeling its power. 

He had it now. And that bitch upstairs was going to pay.

For the first time in over six weeks, he felt an unfamiliar feeling creeping over him. The feeling of power, of being in control. Of being… a man. He was almost there. If nothing went wrong, in just a few short hours he’d be his old self again. 

Outside a car pulled up, throwing shadows into the hallway. There was the distant beep of a horn. Harry buttoned up his coat, took a deep, steadying breath. OK. It was time.

∞ ∞ ∞

The cold in the communal hall seemed to caress Harry’s skin, making delicate gooseflesh rise up along his arms, making his nipples go as hard as bullets. He shivered in front of the apartment door, his bare legs quaking in the cool night air. Impatiently, he rang the buzzer again, a simple mantra swirling round and round his mind: Please be in, oh please be in…

The cab ride had been horrendous. From the moment he opened the door, the fat driver’s eyes had been on him, crawling over every inch of his body. As they pulled away, he’d realized the guy was far more interested in looking at him than at the road. Every two seconds he’d look back at Harry’s bare legs; at the shape of his breasts under his coat; at his pretty baby face.

Harry had hated it. The whole thing had made his skin crawl. Yet he’d had no choice but to smile uncertainly and force up a laugh at each of the driver’s lewd jokes. 

Is this what it’s like? He’d wondered, is this what it’s like to be a woman?

The thought made him uneasy. How many times had he sat in bars, watching pretty young things the same way the driver was watching him now? How many times had he made these same tired, dirty jokes to the bimbos around the office, his eyes lingering on the outline of their chests? 

And now here he was. He was the pretty young bimbo. 

Not for long, Harry thought savagely, wrapping his arms around his slender frame against the hallway’s cold. Any second now, this nightmare would be over. 

Then at long last, he heard it. Footsteps. The door opened with a click, and there was Rebecca, frowning at the young blonde on her doorstep with a mixture of confusion and guarded distaste. 

With a jolt, Harry realized he recognized that look: it was the one pretty girls around the office always seemed to give each other, a look that instantly let the subject know they were trash, but also that the giver felt slightly threatened.

Needless to say, it was the first time anyone had ever given him that look.

“Can I help you?” Rebecca held the door half closed, ready to slam it in his face at a moment’s notice. 

“Rebecca, thank God…” Harry saw her raise an eyebrow at the mention of her name, but now wasn’t the time for explanations. “You have to let me in, please, I need your help. Charley, she, she…”

But it was no good. Even now he couldn’t utter a word against his mistress. 

“I need your help,” he finished, lamely. 

For a second he thought he’d lost her. Rebecca looked ready to slam the door in this weird girl’s face. But something made her hesitate. 

“How did you…?”

Tears of frustration were already stinging Harry’s eyes. 

“Know your name? For God’s sakes, it’s me Rebecca! It’s…” With a shock he realized he could no longer say his male name, “It’s Harriet!”

“I don’t know any Harriets.” Rebecca’s tone was cool, almost icy. She began to close the door. “I think you’d better-“

And then it hit him. With frantic movements, Harry dug through his pockets.

“Wait!”

And then he held it out. His old Samsung. His old, cracked Samsung, the one Rebecca had seen him use around the office millions of times. The one he’d used on their first night together.

In the doorway, he could see faint recognition flit across Rebecca’s face. 

“Hold on. Isn’t that…?”

But Harry was already swirling the unlock pattern, nodding violently as he did so. He went straight to the photos folder, flicked through…

And there it was. The photo he’d taken on his first night with Rebecca. The one of them in bed together, Rebecca’s head resting on his broad, manly chest. 

“That’s Harry’s phone.” Rebecca shook her head. “How did you get that?” 

“It’s me.” Harry repeated, unhappily, “It’s me. Harriet.”

Slowly, something like understanding seemed to dawn in Rebecca’s eyes. She let the door swing open, took a faltering step toward him. They were almost close enough to kiss, and for one brief second Harry remembered how it had been that first night; before all of this madness. But then the feeling faded and he was back in the present, shivering and desperate in an empty corridor.

“Harry?” Rebecca whispered at last. 

Harry nodded miserably. 

What happened? She seemed about to say, but then thought better of it. She straightened up, glanced around the corridor, and with a pang Harry saw she was now a good four inches taller than him. 

“I think you’d better come inside,” Rebecca said, firmly. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Fifteen minutes later, Harry was telling his story for what felt like the fiftieth time. Rebecca sat on the white leather sofa before him, head clasped in her hands, trying to make sense of it all. Bizarrely, Harry had found himself unable to sit without her permission. It seemed Charley’s spell had made him more servile than he’d ever realized. 

“Let me see if I’ve got this right,” Rebecca said at last. “Your wife – your wife – turned you into her slave girl, and now you need me to turn you back?”  

“That’s right.” Harry glanced impatiently at the clock, Charley might wake up at any moment. “Please Rebecca, you’re the only one who can help. You have to believe me!”

“But it doesn’t make sense,” Rebecca shook her head hopelessly, “Why would she do that? How could she do that? It’s not possible.”

“I told you. The ring.” Harry was struggling to keep his voice steady. It was so frustrating. Freedom was within his sights, but he couldn’t take that last step. Not unless he could convince Rebecca to put on the ring. 

“You need to trust me,” he implored. “Please, Charley could wake up at any minute. If she found I was gone…” but he didn’t need to finish the sentence. He didn’t know exactly what Charley might have in store for a wayward slave, but it couldn’t be good.

“I don’t know, Harriet…” He noticed Rebecca was no longer using his male name, “That’s a lot to take on trust, y’know? Besides, even if I did put the ring on, what could I do? You said yourself, you can only use it on people who’ve hurt you.”

“But I have hurt you!” Harry practically yelled. “That night I left without saying goodbye… didn’t that make you angry?” 

“Sure,” Rebecca sighed. “For a while. But I’m used to it. I’ve been guys’ mistress before, and it’s always the same. They talk sweet, but then they get all guilty and disappear off. What can you do?”

She shrugged, hopelessly. “I moved on. Sorry Harry, but that’s the truth.”

“Please.” Harry knelt in front of her. Rebecca looked down at him from beneath her flowing red hair; powerful, remote. For a second he was vividly reminded of his first night as Charley’s slave, crawling on all fours to lick her pussy. He quickly shook the thought off.

“Just trust me, Rebecca. I’m not… I’m not a nice” guy he meant to say, but his body automatically corrected him, “girl. That whole time we were together… I was…”

“What?” A note of suspicion had entered Rebecca’s voice. Harry took a deep breath. 

“I was a shit,” he finally confessed. “A real shit. Those pictures you let me take of you… I used to…”

He swallowed. 

“For Chrissakes, I used to show them around the office. Me and the guys, we’d all be sharing pictures of your tits. Talking about you behind your back, I’d be telling them what it’s like to fuck your hot little ass…”

He shook his head, feeling utterly miserable. 

“I know it was wrong. Now I know… I know what it’s like. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry Rebecca, I really am.”

His speech over, he dared to sneak a glance at his former mistress. Rebecca was watching him with a kind of studied calm, her face almost scarily composed. 

“Show me.” She said.

Harry hesitated.

“Show me.” Rebecca’s eyes were alive with fire. “Show me or I’ll call your wife up now and tell her where she can pick up her runaway slave.”

Not daring to look at her, Harry swirled the unlock pattern on his phone and quietly handed it to Rebecca. There was a long silence as she flicked through the pictures, punctuated only by a sharp intake of breath when she saw the ones Charley had uploaded to the porn site. At long last, Rebecca lowered the phone.

“OK.” She said, quietly. “You have hurt me.”

“I’m sorry.” Harry whispered, a feeling of shame almost painful in its intensity washing over him, making his cheeks blush scarlet. “I know I was a shit. For what it’s worth, I’ll…”

“I’ll never treat any woman that way again,” he finished, helplessly. 

“You better not.” Rebecca’s face was still dark. She took a deep breath, as if steadying herself. 

“I suppose you’d better give me the ring.”

“You’ll change me back?” Harry asked, quietly.

Rebecca nodded.

“And Charley?”

For a second, it looked like Rebecca would say something. But then it came, obliterating everything in its wake, the sound that made Harry’s blood freeze and Rebecca start with horror. 

There was a sudden, sharp knocking at the door, followed by a human voice.

“I know you’re in there, Harry,” Charley shouted, angrily. “I order you to open this door!”








  
 





 

VIII

When Harry looked back at that moment later, he found he couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment he lost control. One moment he was cowering in terror; the next he was running towards the door, his body screaming at him to obey his mistress’s command. It was like Charley’s words had obliterated every last trace of his own will. He existed only to carry out her wishes.

With a sob, Harry hurled himself at the door chain, yanking it back with a ferocity that terrified him, his elegant fingers clawing at the handle. 

“Harry, what the fuck?!” Rebecca was beside him in an instant, watching in horror as he hurled himself at the locked door.

“I can’t help it!” Harry moaned. “Quick, before she gets in!”

Unable to find the keys, his body began to beat its fists against the door, desperate to get at its mistress, desperate to open the door to Harry’s coming punishment. 

“The ring!” He howled at Rebecca’s frightened face. “In my coat, get it before-!”

“Harriet!” Charley bellowed, “you get those keys and open this door right now!”

It was like someone else was moving Harry’s body. His long hair plastered to his face, he whirled round and began throwing things off the sideboard, desperately searching for the keys. He turned a terrified face to Rebecca. 

“Just go! Go!” He shouted.

It finally seemed to sink in. With quick steps, Rebecca turned and sprinted back into the living room, began frantically digging through Harry’s coat.

“Harriet! I’m warning you…” Charley’s voice was like lava burning through his veins, filling him with a dark desire to obey, to do anything to get that door open. For a second, Harry worried his body might even try to murder Rebecca…

…And then, there they were.

The keys.

With a surge of happiness that bordered on the orgasmic, Harry swept them up off the table, frantically unlocked the door, swung it open, and collapsed on the floor before his mistress, kissing her feet. Dimly, he was aware of another pair of child’s shoes stood beside them, then Charley was stepping over him and into the flat, leaving him to crawl in after her, moaning helplessly. 

“Oh do be quiet,” Charley sneered as she looked around the apartment, “You’re pathetic. You really are. What are you?”

“I’m pathetic,” Harry echoed breathlessly, not even caring that it was all part of the ring’s spell, but reveling in the waves of pleasure obeying Charley had sent coursing through him. 

“I’m a pathetic little slut,” he repeated, dragging himself across the hard wood floor to kiss Charley’s foot. Beside her, Tom glowered at him from inside Tara’s body.

“I told you he’d be here! Make him turn me back!” He shouted, yanking at Charley’s arm. “Now!”

“Another word out of you,” Charley said, grimly, “and I’ll leave you like that forever.”

“Now,” she cast her eyes imperiously round the room, “Where’s the ring, Harriet?”

“Right here.”

From his position on the floor, Harry saw Tom’s eyes widen in fright. He pulled himself behind Charley, hiding from view, peeking out from behind her back at the woman who had entered. 

For she was a woman. Not a girl, an office bimbo, or any of the billion other things Harry had once called her. Rebecca had changed. Her features were sharper, like sculpted marble. Her red hair burned and danced like the fires of Hell. Her red lips held firm above a red dress perfectly sculpted to her figure. She was taller, too, towering over them all like an evil and terrible queen from an ancient fairytale.

More than that. She looked like a God. 

Rebecca stepped casually into the room, the ring shining on her right index finger. She crossed her arms over her chest and smiled a powerful smile.

“Well,” she asked, “What do you think?”

And suddenly, just like that, Harry realized the spell was broken. His body no longer needed Charley, no longer needed to obey her every command. With shock he noticed his lips were pressed against her dirty sandal. He removed them, leaned back and pushed himself away from his former wife. Kneeling beside the sofa, he gave Rebecca a grateful smile.   

“Thank you.” He said. 

Rebecca smiled back at him, a strange, mysterious smile. In this low light she seemed to radiate demonic energy. 

“Don’t mention it, Harriet.” She gave him a wink and turned her attention to Charley, who was watching with her lips pursed. 

“I’m afraid things have changed,” she smiled. “Harriet here is no longer your slave.”

Harry shot Charley a smug look, drinking in her compressed lips, her narrowed eyes. She looked as if she’d swallowed a lemon. 

“If you think you’re doing the world any favors by turning that swine back…” She began, gesturing at Harry.

But Rebecca threw back her head and laughed. A long, hearty laugh that seemed to make the walls shake. She gave Charley a sly smile.

“I never said I would turn him back,” she said, “I meant she’s no longer your slave.”

She gave Harry another wink.

“She’s mine.”

Harry felt his stomach drop out. He turned angrily to Rebecca.

“But you said-!”

“Hush!” Rebecca pointed the ring at him and Harry’s jaw instantly snapped closed, nearly biting his tongue off. Rebecca’s eyes flashed evilly.

“Do you really think I’d let you go, after everything you just confessed to?” She asked, sweetly. “No Harriet, you need to pay. And what better way to do so than spending the rest of your miserable life as my slave?” 

“You’ll worship the ground I walk on,” she continued, “You’ll kiss my feet and lick my asshole and only speak to beg me to abuse you. How does that sound, slave?”

And before he could even think of fighting it, Harry was on all fours, crawling over across the rough floor to his new mistress. To his queen. To his goddess. He placed his lips firmly on her boot, kissed her toes, then looked submissively up at her.

“It sounds perfect,” he whimpered. And with a shock he realized he really meant it. 

“Good.” Rebecca eyed him, amused, “Your punishment will start as soon as I’m done here.”

She glanced up at Charley and the cowering Tom.

“As for you…”

“You’ll what?” Charley folded her arms, smugly. “You got Harriet, well done, but that thing won’t work on me. I’ve never done anything to hurt you. Come on, Tara.”

She turned around, took Tom by the hand.

“We’re leaving.”

Rebecca pointed the ring.

“Stop.” She ordered, clearly.

Instantly Charley’s feet froze. As Harry watched, she tried to take a step forward, struggling to reach out for the door handle. Tom looked up at her in fright.

“Turn around.”

And Charley spun around obediently to face her new mistress, a look of unparalleled horror on her face. Rebecca laughed loudly.

“If you could see your face…”

She took a step towards Charley, holding out Harry’s cracked old Samsung.

“Recognize this?” She asked, sweetly. “I’ll bet you’re regretting uploading those photos now, aren’t you? Seeing my tits up on some porn site like that really hurt me.”

“In fact,” she frowned, mock thoughtfully, “I’d say what with all those people posting and re-posting and laughing at me, I feel like the whole world’s hurt me. Shall we see?”

“No!” Charley practically shouted. “You can’t!”

“Silence!” Rebecca pointed the ring right at Charley. Immediately, her mouth clamped shut. The only sound left was Tom’s sniffling as he tried not to cry.

“From now on, you’ll only speak when spoken to.” Rebecca smiled, “say ‘yes mistress’.”

Harry could see the panic in Charley’s eyes. The struggle, the fight to keep it back for just a second, even if it killed her. But he already knew she wouldn’t win.

“Yes mistress,” Charley said, obediently. 

“Say ‘I’m a stupid little bitch’.”

“I’m a stupid little bitch,” Charley parroted through gritted teeth. 

“Good.” Rebecca surveyed Charley coolly. “You’ll get what you deserve later. As for the rest of the world.”

Then she took a deep breath and pointed at the sky. And she began to speak. A long, terrifying speech which made Harry’s blood run cold.

By the time she’d finished, all three of the helpless slaves in her living room knew nothing would never be the same again. 








  
 

Epilogue

The sky above the temple was clear that night, as it always was. Far off in the distance, the sound of heavy drums rolled out through the jungle air. As he climbed the steep stone stairs, silver bowl in hand, Harry found himself looking wistfully at the stars. At times like this, he vaguely wondered if there was anyone out there looking back. If they’d seen the changes that had taken place on this planet once known as Earth. 

The two slave boys stepped aside as he crossed the gigantic stone archway, spears clasped in their hands, their oiled bodies glistening in the firelight. Inside the air was cooler. Gooseflesh unrolled across Harry’s skin, his bare nipples becoming hard, erect. As he stepped across the threshold, that same begrudging thought came back to him, the one that always surfaced around this point.

Even after all this time, he still had to hand it to Rebecca. She certainly knew how to make a wish. 

In the dim shadows of the chamber, he could barely make out Tara, kneeling at the foot of the statue, an offering of grapes in her golden bowl. Her school uniform gone, she was dressed in the simple white tunic of a child slave. 

Tara scowled as Harry approached, but Harry didn’t mind. Over the last few centuries he’d found himself becoming strangely attached to this stroppy little schoolgirl. 

“Is she waiting?” he murmured, dropping down on one knee, as was the custom.

“What do you think?” Tara muttered, sullenly. She still hadn’t forgiven Harry for his shouted command in the hallway that distant night all those years ago. 

“She’s in there with her toy.” Tara wrinkled her nose to show her distaste. “He’s disgusting. I hate him.”

Harry nodded in silent agreement. He gazed up at the vast statue before them, the giant marble sculpture of their terrible, vengeful God, her ring finger raised in the act of cursing some unfortunate soul. Even at this impossible size, she made him shiver; with lust, with longing, with the thrill of obedience. At last he forced himself to tear his eyes away.

“Is Charley…?” he began, but Tara was already nodding her head. Harry fell silent. He didn’t want to think about what had happened to Charley.

For a long time, they crouched there together, in the darkness, as they had every night since Rebecca had taken the ring. Thousands and thousands of endless nights, listening to the distant drums, to the chanting. Listening to the whole world worship her as one. The great, unknowable God who’d turned everyone on Earth into her slaves. 

Then at last, it came. That distant, aloof voice, alive with power, thrumming with mischief. 

“You may enter.”

Harry gave Tara one last look.

“Wish me luck.” He whispered.

Tara responded with a wan smile.

The chamber below the statue was like something out of Arabian Nights. Gold leaf lined walls inlaid with precious stones. Impossible treasures – brought here from the world’s great museums by Rebecca’s army of slaves – fought for space. And there, in the middle of it all, stood the toy.

“Harriet,” he smiled lecherously, drifting over to Harry. “I was wondering where you’d got to.”

The toy had been a famous actor, back before Rebecca changed them all. His shirtless torso in one particular film had caused women to swoon across the globe. Seeing him now, naked and oiled, Harry couldn’t help but feel a catch in his throat. As time went on, his female body seemed to dominate his instincts more and more. 

“I was telling her I missed you,” the toy was standing right before him now, one hand idly playing with Harry’s breast. He felt his face flush scarlet.

“She said I might be able to come visit you tonight, if I behaved.” The toy paused for emphasis. “And trust me, I behaved admirably. Never heard her sound so satisfied. What do you say?”

Harry avoided his gaze, avoided looking at those piercing blue eyes. He wanted it. God knew he’d lain awake often enough at night, thinking about those powerful arms holding him down; about those strong hands playing with his shapely ass. About that big cock in his mouth. 

Instead, he gave a prim shake of the head.

“M-maybe some other time,” he stammered.

“Oh well. If you insist.” The toy leaned in, and for one delirious moment Harry thought he was going to kiss him, but then he simply stepped past and sauntered to the exit, turning back to give the breathless Harry one last, cheeky wink.  

For a long time Harry simply stood there. Then he finally pulled himself together and stepped through the last door.

The chamber’s inner sanctum was small, almost cozy. Offerings of fruit and gold lined the walls, piled on the soft red velvet floor. On the chaise lounge his mistress reclined lazily, watching Harry enter with ill-concealed delight. 

“Ah. Harriet. You’re finally here.”

Obediently, Harry dropped down onto his knees before Rebecca. Even though he’d repeated this same routine every night for the last thousand years, he always found his mind drifting back to that first evening when they’d kissed. When he’d still been a man. 

On the chaise lounge, Rebecca idly flicked her eyes over his bowl. 

“What have you got for me tonight, slave?”

“The sweetest fruits in the jungle,” Harry whispered, humbly. “Twenty of your men spent all day picking them. I chose the final ones myself, I made sure-“

“Borrr-ing.” Rebecca yawned. “Tomorrow you’ll really have to do better. How long did it take you to get all these?”

Harry felt his chest tighten. 

“Sixteen hours, goddess.” 

“Well, you’ll just have to spend twenty tomorrow, won’t you?”

Inside, Harry almost screamed with frustration. He was sore all over from the day’s work, not to mention his strict hygiene routine. If he had to spend any longer out there in the blazing sunshine, surrounded by those oiled young men who kept grabbing at his tits, pinching his ass when they were meant to be working, he thought he might go mad.

Outwardly, he gave no sign beyond a slight inclination of his head and two muttered words: “Yes, goddess.”

“Good.” Rebecca fanned herself with a gold-decorated Japanese fan. It looked as priceless as everything else around her. 

“You can give that to Charley,” she said, dismissively. 

Harry had been afraid of that. He hated to see her like this, to be reminded of what his ex-wife had become. Of Rebecca’s power over people. But he demurely stood up and crossed the room to where the silver bowl lay and tipped the fruit in. 

“Charley.” He whistled, softly. “Here girl.”

Moments later, Charley poked her head around the corner, her dark eyes wary. She examined the bowl suspiciously from across the room, then finally trotted in. For a long moment she regarded Harry with watchful eyes. Then, slowly, she lowered her nose into the bowl and began to eat.

“Good girl,” Harry mumbled, not wanting to look at her. “Good doggie.”

The dog that had once been Charley seemed to give him a look of utter loathing. 

Job done, Harry turned round and gave his queen a submissive, questioning look.    

“Is that all, goddess?” He asked.

“Not quite.” Rebecca smiled, patted the chaise lounge next to her. “Come on, sit down. I want to ask you something.”

Dubiously, Harry crossed the room, as if afraid Rebecca would take this opportunity to point the ring at him and blow him to pieces or make him like Charley, or any one of a million horrible things. 

Instead, she simply sat there, watching him with an amused look in her eyes. Harry sat down on the very edge of the seat, ready to leap off the moment he detected trouble.

But Rebecca just looked at him appraisingly. For a long, long time she let her eyes drift casually over his shapely ass, his naked breasts, the tattooed ‘R’ in the small of his back. Then, just as Harry was beginning to wonder if she meant to keep him there all night, she finally spoke up. 

“Are you happy, Harry?” She asked, quietly.

Harry’s heart kicked in his chest. Of all the dumb questions… He’d been trapped as a girl for ten centuries, unable to do anything but serve the whims of the most demanding woman on Earth, day in, day out; his flesh always on display; constantly harassed and felt up by random men; unable to complain unless Rebecca turned him into a dog or something worse.

He gave a jerky nod. 

“Yes, goddess.”

Rebecca smiled. A gentle, natural smile.

“Of course, you have to say that. But I wonder… are you really happy?” she asked. “As in, really? Is this the life you want?”

Harry didn’t know what to say. He shrugged his pretty, slender shoulders. 

“I want what you want, goddess.”

“That’s sort of why I asked.” Rebecca leaned back, thoughtfully. “Because I’ve been thinking, and Charley’s story just doesn’t add up. Finding a ring she played with as a child. A ring that can just suddenly magically make her wishes come true, that lets her take revenge on her hated husband. Does that sound plausible to you?”

Harry was silent. Now Rebecca put it like that, it didn’t really. Yet, here they were.

“On the other hand,” Rebecca continued, “I remember back when I was, well, normal. Doing some reading for my history course. You didn’t know I was studying at night school, did you? It never occurred to you your bimbo might have brains.”

“Anyway,” she went on, “I remember reading about this ring the Egyptians made, oh, thousands of years ago. A magic ring, with special powers. Whoever was wearing it…”

She tilted her head. “Well, they’d be able to make any of their lover’s fantasies a reality. A sort of wish-granting sex toy, I guess. But here’s the thing. They could only make the darkest fantasies of their lover reality. Not their own.”

She was looking at Harry curiously now. “Funny to think such a ring might exist, that seems so similar to our one, yet only grants the wishes of its supposed victims. You wouldn’t know anything about that, now, would you Harry?”

Harry swallowed. His throat seemed unnaturally dry.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he whispered at last.

“Oh well.” Rebecca shrugged, “Guess I was mistaken. I suppose you’d better get back to work.”

Harry nodded. He slowly raised himself to his feet, picked up his offering bowl and began to make his way toward the exit. He was almost there when Rebecca’s voice stopped him in his tracks.

“Harriet?”

“Yes goddess?” he breathed, his heart fluttering in his chest.

“Twenty hours work tomorrow.” Rebecca said, sternly. “Then afterwards I want you back in here, kissing my feet and telling me what a worthless little slut you are, understand?”

Without turning round, Harry nodded.

“Yes goddess.”

“Then after that I’ll make the toy spank you till you scream, got it?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Good. What are you?”

“A worthless little slut, goddess.”

“Excellent.” Rebecca smiled. “You may leave, slave.”

With a little curtsey, Harry stepped through the door and out of the chamber. As he made his way towards the entrance he began mentally planning his day tomorrow. How he’d deliberately choose the substandard fruits so his goddess would punish him. How he’d let the boys all pinch his ass and touch his breasts and pretend to be outraged. How he’d enjoy spending the rest of eternity as obedient little Harriet.

When she passed Tara kneeling by the entrance moments later, Harriet had to turn away because she suddenly had the biggest smile on her face.  

The End

Love stories about pathetic men being gender-swapped and cuckolded? Buy my dark cuckold fantasy She Turned Him Into Her Little Princess NOW.






 
   

  
 

 Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary 

I

This is wrong…

Jake delicately reached down and pulled his lacy panties up over his smooth new legs. Behind him, he could feel Frank’s eyes crawling over his shapely ass, admiring his new body.

This is so wrong.

A drop of cum still lingered on his plump new lips. Without thinking, Jake licked it up and swallowed, trying to ignore the musty taste. 

It burned in his throat. Burned with the fire of his terrible humiliation. 

“God, you’re good at sucking dick.” Frank’s low voice vibrated in Jake’s body, making his pussy tremble with desire. “That’s the best blowjob I ever had.”

The words made Jake flinch.

It was impossible. The idea that he, Jake Stone, would get down on his knees and put a man’s dick in his mouth. 

Worse than that. That he would suck on his cock and swallow his cum. And worst of all, that he would enjoy it. 

But he couldn’t help himself. He’d loved sucking Frank’s big, black dick. Every second of it.

Hannah’s wish had seen to that. 

Behind him he heard the sofa creek, then suddenly Frank’s strong arms wrapped around Jake’s skinny new frame. Two big black hands reached up and massaged his chest, squeezing his pert boobies. Jake instantly felt his nipples go as hard as bullets. 

“You’re such a perfect little secretary,” Frank growled in his ear. Jake felt his heart flutter.

“I bet you’d do anything for your boss, wouldn’t you? Anything at all.”

Shamefully, Jake nodded his pretty little head. It was no use, he could no longer lie.

Jake the brilliant, ambitious and very male advertising executive was gone. In his place was this trembling young girl with firm boobies and blowjob lips and a perfect little ass. 

Where he’d once had ambition – ambition to beat Hannah and rise to the top – he now only had a desire to serve her every whim. 

Gently, Frank turned Jake’s new body around. Jake looked up at the tall, strong black man towering over him with shy eyes. 

“So here’s the deal.” Frank’s dark eyes twinkled with amusement. “You can tell your boss we’ve got a deal… on one condition.”

Jake looked at him suspiciously. 

“What condition?” He finally asked. His new voice still sounded so strange to his ears. So soft, so feminine… and so foreign. 

Hannah’s wish hadn’t just turned him into a girl, after all. 

“That you come round my hotel tonight.” Frank held up a key, a powerful grin on his handsome face. “I’m in town for two more days and I’m gonna be bored.”

“Besides,” his eyes drifted down to Jake’s tits. “I’ve always wanted to fuck an Asian girl.”

A hot wave of shame washed over Jake. He felt his face flush red. But he couldn’t help himself. He nodded.

“Yes, sir.” He whispered, “I’ll be there.”

“Good.” Frank reached out and gave his nipple one last tweak. It sent sparks of desire rushing out to every corner of Jake’s new body. Without realizing it he moaned softly.

“Make sure you dress slutty.” 

Then Frank was gone, leaving Jake alone in the reception room with the taste of cum in his mouth and a feeling of hot embarrassment. 

Only that morning, he’d been a big, strong man. A big, strong white man in charge of a whole department. 

Now he was trapped as Hannah’s sexy Asian secretary, compelled to obey her every command. To do anything to help her seal a deal, even if it involved letting strong men abuse his delicate new body. 

But that wasn’t even the worst part. 

The worst part was that he deserved it. 

Deep down, Jake knew that everything that had happened to him was entirely his fault.

∞ ∞ ∞

The trouble had started that morning. 

Jake had come into work in high spirits. The night before, the company had announced their promotions and Jake had been a winner. Just as he’d hoped, he’d been moved up to head of his department. 

Getting the news had felt incredible. All the more so because he’d snatched it out from under Hannah Drake’s nose.

His long-time rival at work, Hannah was a powerful, ambitious woman with dark hair, olive skin and pornstar sized breasts. Nearly all the men in the office were scared of her. On some level he didn’t want to admit, Jake was too. 

But he had something the other men in the office lacked. Jake had ambition. Enough to beat even Hannah. And now that ambition had paid off.

His good mood lasted right up until he got to his new office. Then he read the new name stenciled on the door and his elation gave way to anger.

Where it should have said ‘JAKE STONE, MANAGER’ it read ‘HANNAH DRAKE, DIRECTOR.’ 

“What the hell?” Jake muttered, angrily. “Is this some kind of joke?”

The blood pounding in his ears, he’d stormed through the door, past the empty secretary’s desk and into what should have been his new office. 

Hannah was sat behind the large, oak desk. She looked up as Jake strode in with an evil smile on her face. 

“There you are.” Her dark eyes twinkled. “I was wondering if I’d be forced to make my own coffee.”

“What the hell are you doing you crazy bitch?” Jake demanded. “If the board find out you’ve stolen my office…”

Hannah arched one perfect eyebrow at him.

“I think you’ll find it’s my office,” she purred. “I’m the new boss here, and you’ll have to deal with it.”

“What do you mean?” Jake blinked. 

Could she really have done it? He thought in horror, Could she really have convinced the board to give her my job?

“I mean exactly what I said,” Hannah replied. “I’m the new director and this is my office. And you, Jake Stone…”

Her eyes flashed with amusement.

“You’re my new secretary.”

For a second, Jake was shocked into silence. Then the old anger came roaring back.

“You’re full of shit, Hannah!” He shouted. “I’m going to the top about this. I’ll destroy you. I’ll have you working in a 7-11. I’ll-!”

“You won’t be doing anything,” Hannah said smartly. 

She reached into her desk and pulled out a battered old metal lamp. It looked like something from Aladdin. 

“Do you know what this is?” She asked, sweetly.

Jake frowned at the lamp.

What’s she playing at? He wondered.

“It’s a magic lamp.” Hannah smiled. “I bought it yesterday from some idiot who thought it was an antique. But I can assure you it’s much more than that. It grants the owner three wishes.”

She gestured her new office.

“And I’ve already made my first wish.”

Jake’s head was spinning. 

She’s gone mad, he thought. Magic lamps? Three wishes?

Behind the desk, Hannah laughed. 

“I can see you don’t believe me. In that case, you won’t mind if I do this.”

Then she was rubbing the lamp and smiling at Jake with an evil look in her eyes.

“I wish this little bitch would turn into my secretary!” She declared. 

There was a distant sound, like a tiny bell being rung. Jake swallowed, nervously. 

“That’s it, Hannah,” he said. “I’m going upstairs. You’re a sick woman.”

Hannah simply laughed. 

“Oh, Jake,” she said with glee, “you’re not going anywhere.” 

No sooner were the words out her mouth than Jake realized he was shrinking. The walls of the office gently rose up. He looked at Hannah in fright.

“What did you do?” He yelped.

Hannah shrugged.

“Exactly what I said I would. I turned you into my secretary. My female secretary.”

She leaned back and clasped her hands behind her head with a look of satisfaction. 

“I suggest you hang on tight, Jake. This is going to be one hell of a ride.”

There was another faint ringing and suddenly Jake was naked. He looked down at his body in horrified wonder, then let out a scream.

His body was changing. Where once his chest had been broad and dusted with golden hair it was now narrow and smooth. As he watched, his pecs lost their masculine definition and began growing. He held up his hands to stop them and suddenly found himself clasping a pert pair of tits, round and firm. 

Jake shot Hannah a terrified glance. 

“Please!” He gasped. “Please don’t!”

“It’s too late for that.” Hannah sneered contemptuously. “You thought you were better than me, you thought you had ambition. Well, it’s about time you learned what happens when you cross a powerful woman.”

Jake’s waist was getting thinner, shedding pounds even as his boobies kept growing. A ripple passed through his lower body and his ass leapt upwards and outwards, giving him a sexy hourglass figure. 

There was a feeling like he was being stretched and his legs telescoped upwards, becoming long and slender even as his torso shrank. His shoulders narrowed, his hands became small and delicate and suddenly Jake was looking at a woman’s body. He gaped at it, unable to believe any of this was happening, unable to believe that this new body was his.

“For God’s sakes, Hannah…!” Jake began, then stopped in fright. 

His deep, booming voice was gone, replaced by a soft, high-pitched one. He reached up to his neck and realized his Adam’s apple had vanished. As he held his hand there a tremble passed through his fingers. Suddenly he was the horrified owner of ten long nails painted a slutty red. 

A tingling passed over Jake’s scalp and long dark hair was falling past his eyes, cascading over his shoulders. It stopped above his breasts and suddenly yanked itself back into a demure bun with such force that he let out a girly squeal. He tried to reach behind his head to undo it, but an invisible force held his wrists in place, stopping him. 

The flesh around Jake’s face wobbled and shifted, changing shape like clay in a toddler’s hands. His masculine jawline with its stylish stubble vanished, replaced by soft, feminine cheeks. In the bottom of his vision he saw his nose shrink, becoming prim and dainty. There was a pressure around his mouth, and then Jake was sporting two plump and painted lips. 

At last, he felt a tugging in his crotch. A tugging all the worse because he knew what it meant. 

With a low cry, he looked down just in time to see his penis shoot up into his body, yanking his balls with it. The skin around his crotch shivered, and then Jake was looking at his brand new pussy, its plump lips already moist and tender to the touch. 

Then it was over. A last shudder passed through Jake and his body stopped moving. In fright, he looked from his new form to Hannah, who was watching him smugly. 

“There,” Hannah smiled. “Isn’t that better?”

Jake didn’t know what to say. He reached up and grasped his new breasts, let one hand run down the smooth curve of his back and across his pert ass. 

It was impossible. But there was no denying it. 

Hannah had turned him into a girl. 

“Hannah, please…” Jake started to beg, but Hannah held up a finger and there was a sudden burning in his throat. His mouth snapped closed. He looked at Hannah uncomprehendingly. 

“I turned you into my secretary, remember?” Hannah asked. “That means you need to show me some respect. No more ‘Hannah’. From now on, you’ll call me ma’am.”

That’s ridiculous! Jake tried to shout, but the words wouldn’t come out. Instead he felt himself give an obedient smile.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” Hannah eyed his new body for a moment. “And we’ll need a new name for you, too. No more Jake. From now on you’ll be… Jiani.”

Jiani?! Jake thought, wildly. But that sounds…

And then the penny dropped. Slowly, Jake turned to the glass-framed pictures hanging on the wall. Pictures of Hannah meeting important people, shaking hands with bigwigs. He stared at his faint reflection in a smiling picture of Hannah’s graduation. 

No. He thought, desperately. She couldn’t. She wouldn’t. 

But he already knew she had. 

“What’s wrong, Jiani?” Hannah asked, sweetly. “Don’t you like your new face?” 

The blood pounded in Jake’s ears. He looked in shock at the young girl staring back at him from behind the glass. A young girl with a little nose, a tiny smile and eyes that tapered outwards towards the edges of her face.

Hannah hadn’t just swapped his gender. She’d swapped his race too. 

Jake was now a beautiful young Asian girl. 








  
 





II

For a long time, Jake simply stared at his reflection. 

The girl was young, maybe twenty at best, with dark hair and shy, dark eyes. Her breasts were big for her size, but not overly so. They dangled pertly from her frame, ripe and tender. 

Looking at her, Jake felt a faint twitch in his crotch. 

This is crazy, he thought, numbly.

He was getting wet just from looking at himself. 

“Attractive, isn’t she?” Hannah said approvingly. 

Jake shook his head, unable to believe what he was seeing. In the glass, the girl shook her head in time with him, her eyes wide and innocent. 

“I knew you were into Asian girls,” he heard Hannah say, “so I thought it would be fitting if you spent the rest of your life as one. To remind you of what you’ve lost.”

At that, Jake turned round.

“What do you mean, lost?” He whispered.

Hannah giggled.

“Oh, silly me, I forgot to tell you. I don’t want a lesbian as my secretary, no matter what the Supreme Court says is OK these days.”

“No.” Her smile turned predatory. “I want a little secretary who is one hundred percent straight. In other words, wildly attracted to men.”

“But I’m not-” Jake started, then stopped when Hannah held up her finger again. 

“Ah-ah. Careful Jiani.” She said. “I’m your boss and I forbid you to lie to me.”

There was another burning sensation in Jake’s throat. 

But I wasn’t lying! He wanted to yell, but nothing came out. Try as he might, he couldn’t tell Hannah he wasn’t attracted to men. 

Hannah watched him struggling with glee. 

“So, tell me then, Jiani. Are you attracted to girls?”

Jake tried to fight the words, clamping down his dainty new jaw, but it was no use.

“No ma’am,” he said.

“What are you attracted to, then?”

“Men with big dicks,” he heard himself say through gritted teeth, tears of frustration stinging at his eyes. “Especially big black men.”

Hannah laughed.

“And what do you like to do with big black men?”

“Suck their cocks, ma’am.” Jake was almost in tears now, trying to fight the humiliating truths Hannah’s wish was forcing him to admit to. “I love to suck their big black cocks and swallow their sperm.”

“I’ll bet you do.” Hannah’s eyes flashed. “What are you, Jiani?”

“A slut, ma’am.” Jake whispered unhappily. “A horny little slut who will do anything for her boss.”

“Perfect.” Hannah said. “That’s enough questions for now.”

Immediately the burning vanished in Jake’s throat. He gasped and bent over double, drinking in the cool air and trying to staunch his girly tears.

He was a slut. 

Not just any slut. A hot little Asian slut who loved big dicks. Big black dicks.

And he had a horrible feeling Hannah was going to let him have what he loved. 

“Anyway, enough jawing.” Hannah was leaning back again now, her face bright with expectation. “The show isn’t over yet.”

“What do you mean?” Jake shrieked in his high-pitched voice.

“I’m not going to let any secretary of mine go around looking like that.” Hannah snapped. “It’s time we got you ready for the job.”

The second she finished speaking there was another distant chime. Jake felt a tickle in his new pussy and looked down to see white, lacy panties forming over his crotch. They wove together out of nothing, the nearly see-through fabric hiding his pussy from prying eyes. 

A pool of black liquid formed on the carpet, leapt up and ran along Jake’s legs. He tried to bat it away with one dainty hand, but it clung to his skin and turned solid. Seconds later, his long, sexy legs were encased in a pair of dark tights. 

Suddenly Jake’s big new boobies jumped up into the air, squashing together under his chin. As he gaped at them a lacy, push-up bra formed around them, the strap clasping shut across his back.

There was a distant rustling, like the wings of a thousand birds flapping all at once. A white shirt flew down from the ceiling and dropped over Jake’s head. It pulled tight around his body, clinging to his curves. The buttons on the front did up halfway then stopped, leaving a generous amount of cleavage on display. Jake furiously tried to do more buttons up, but that invisible force stopped his wrists again.

A coil of dark fabric unwound across his waist, hiding his panties from view. It pulled tight and formed into a miniskirt that clung to Jake’s bum and stopped just below his pussy, leaving a lot of leg on display. 

Finally, a pair of black high heels appeared from nowhere and stuck to the bottom of Jake’s feet, almost causing him to fall over. He gaped at them in disbelief. The stilettoes were six inches at least. He had no idea how he would ever walk in them. 

Then it was over. Jake’s new body gave one last spasm and he was done. He turned, blinking, to look at his reflection and groaned. 

Jiani’s clothes were far from practical and sober. He looked like the sexy Asian secretary in some Japanese porn film. 

“Excellent,” he heard Hannah say. “You look like the perfect little slut.”

There was a burning in Jake’s throat.

“Thank you, ma’am.” He heard himself whisper, but inside he was screaming. 

Turn me back! He roared in his mind. Turn me back you bitch!

“Don’t mention it.” Hannah casually turned away from him. “Well, I think we’re just about done here.”

And with that she started typing on her laptop. Half a second later, he looked back up at Jake with an icy glare.

“Well?” She asked.

“Ma’am?” Jake whimpered in confusion. 

“You’re my secretary,” Hannah said coldly. “Go make me a coffee.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Jake heard himself say. And before he could stop himself his body was trotting away on its new high heels, eager to make its boss her morning coffee. 

“And be quick about it!” Hannah snapped as he cantered out the door, “you’ve wasted enough time today already!”

How dare she! Jake thundered inside himself. I’ll show her!

But outwardly, he simply picked up his pace, scuttling along as fast as his dainty little legs could carry him. 

If his boss wanted coffee, then he had no choice but to make her one as quickly as possible.

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time Jake brought Hannah’s coffee back from the kitchen, he was convinced he was in hell. 

Walking through the corridor, he’d passed dozens of colleagues he’d called friends only the day before. Only where they’d reacted to Jake with friendliness or deference, they reacted to Jiani like hyenas circling a kill. 

Walking past the sales division, his sexy new bum wiggling in his miniskirt, Jake had felt forty pairs of eyes turn and crawl over his ass. Standing in the elevator, he’d noticed men nudging one another behind his back and winking.

But the worst part had come in the little office kitchen the floor below. 

Jake had been standing at the coffee maker, debating whether to spit in Hannah’s coffee, when he felt a presence behind him. Before he could react, he’d felt a big, strong hand grasp his ass and squeeze. He’d given a yell and span round and found himself looking right into Pete’s handsome face.

Before Jake’s promotion, Pete had been his junior partner. A young, good-looking kid – slightly on the short side – who Jake had considered a good egg.

Now, however, he towered over Jake. And far from being ‘good,’ he looked like a lion about to chow down on a mouse.

“You must be new,” he’d murmured, his blue eyes darting hungrily over Jake’s chest. Jake had smiled awkwardly and raised an arm to cover his cleavage. 

As a man, he’d have happily punched Pete for looking at him this way. But as a girl, he seemed suddenly desperate to avoid confrontation.    

“I’m sure I’d remember someone as good-looking as you,” Pete added, a lecherous smile on his face. 

“I’m Hannah’s – Miss Drake’s new secretary,” Jake had stammered, not wanting to turn round and let Pete salivate over his bum, but not wanting to stay put and let him drool over his cleavage. 

“Hmm. Hannah always did have good taste.” Pete had said, his eyes still firmly on Jake’s tits. In all his life as a man, Jake had never experienced anything like this before. 

Pete wasn’t looking at him like another human being. He was looking at him like a piece of meat in a deli. 

It was a horrible feeling. One that made Jake feel small and worthless.

Worse still, he thought a tiny part of him might secretly like it.

“I have to go now,” Jake had said with a big, fake smile, desperately groping for the coffee cup.  

“Well, if you must,” Pete had smiled regretfully. “I’m sure I’ll see you around.”

Then he’d suddenly reached out and grabbed one of Jake’s boobs and given it such a hard squeeze that Jake squealed in pain. 

“Later, tits.” Pete had said as he walked out, so utterly casual that it made Jake’s blood boil.

As a result, he was in a foul mood by the time he got back to Hannah’s office. 

The door between Hannah’s private study and his secretary room was closed. Jake went to knock obediently on the oak paneled door, when a thought struck him. 

It wasn’t exactly revenge – nothing could make up for what that crazy bitch had done to him – but it was better nothing.

Quickly, before his body could stop him, Jake summoned up a wodge of mucus into the back of his throat. Then he bent forward and delicately spat into Hannah’s coffee. 

Feeling better than he had all morning, he knocked on the door. 

“Come in.”

Hannah was sat at her desk as Jake tottered in, his hips swaying in what must have been a sexy way when seen from the outside, but felt weird as hell to him. He gently wiggled over to his boss’s desk.

“Your coffee, ma’am.” 

Hannah didn’t react as he set the cup down, totally absorbed in her emails. Jake turned and was about to wiggle back out again when her voice stopped him in his tracks. 

“What did you do to it?”

Shit. Jake’s heart started pounding in his ears. He swallowed. 

“Do to what, ma’am?” 

“Don’t play coy with me.” Hannah leaned back in her chair. “I know you, Jake Stone. I know you wouldn’t let yourself be humiliated without fighting back, even if it was just in a symbolic way. So tell me. What did you do to my coffee.”

There was that burning feeling in Jake’s throat again. Before he could stop himself, he heard his body say: “I spat in it, ma’am.”

An amused look crept over Hannah’s face. 

“My, my. How naughty.” 

Slowly, she got to her feet. She drifted round the desk and stood next to Jake, eyeing his new body appreciatively. Jake waited in frozen horror, wondering what fresh hell awaited him. 

“I could have you fired for that,” Hannah whispered in his ear. With a start, Jake realized she was now a good four inches taller than him. 

“I could… but there’s no fun in that. I think,” her lips were close now, almost brushing Jake’s cheek, “that I’ve got a better idea.”

Abruptly she stepped back.

“Over by the desk,” she snapped. “Now, bitch.” 

Before Jake could even think of disobeying, his stupid new body had gone and stood before the desk, obediently awaiting orders. 

“Place your hands palm down on it.”

Without even waiting for a command from his brain, Jake’s hands planted themselves firmly on the desk. He could feel the rough finish of the wood, scratching at his palms. 

“Now bend over.”

With a whimper, Jake leaned forward. He leaned until his big, round boobies were resting on the desk and his ass was high in the air. 

“Perfect.” 

There were footsteps, and then Jake could feel a hand yanking up his miniskirt. He desperately tried to turn round, but his body refused to move. 

Unless Hannah commanded him to do it, his servile new body was incapable of doing anything.

The same hand gripped the top of his tights and yanked them down. Then it pulled on his panties and suddenly Jake’s pert and hairless ass was sticking out naked into the morning air. 

“You’ve been a bad girl, Jiani,” he heard Hannah say firmly. “And as your boss, it’s my duty to give you the punishment you deserve.”

To his horror, Jake felt her hand drop down and rest flat against his naked bottom, palm pressed into his skin. 

“No…” he tried to say, “Please…”

“Hush.” Hannah said and the words died in his throat. “Not another word. Now, be a good girl and accept your punishment!” 

And with that, she raised her hand and brought it down against his ass with a sickening thwack! 

Pain exploded across Jake’s bottom. He let out a gasp of pain and gritted his teeth. It was like someone had just put a red hot iron to the top of his leg. He squealed and tried to twist away, but his hands were frozen to the desk. 

“Don’t even think about escaping,” Hannah purred. “You’ve been naughty Jiani, and naughty Asian girls need to be spanked!”

At the word ‘spanked,’ she smacked Jake’s ass again hard enough to knock his breath away. Both cheeks of his poor bottom stung like hell. He could feel little tears starting to prick in the corners of his eyes.

“They need to be spanked,” Hannah growled, “And spanked… and spanked… and spanked!”

With each ‘spanked’ Hannah brought her hand down on Jake’s bare bum with malicious strength. At first Jake was desperate not to squeal, not to give her the satisfaction. But as the blows rained down he began to cry. 

Can’t anyone hear us? He thought desperately. Can’t anyone hear what’s happening and put a stop to it?

But the heavy oak door was too solid for sound to travel through. As he leaned against the desk Hannah spanked him like the naughty little secretary he was, delighting in his anguished groans. 

“God, I love listening to you whimper,” Hannah snarled. “It’s so fucking hot, just like your sexy little ass!”

The blows were coming harder now. Each one felt like a burning coal being held against his bum, sending pain lancing through him. 

Worse than the pain was the humiliation. With his panties around his ankles, his curved and sexy bum wiggling in the air, and soft moans escaping his lips, Jake felt more female than he ever had in his life. 

It was horrible! It was humiliating! It was…

…it was so good.

As Hannah spanked his girly little ass for the tenth time, Jake heard his female body give a moan of pleasure. 

The pain was gone. In its place was a sharp, urgent thrumming tingling in his crotch, spreading across his lower body. Dimly, Jake was aware his nipples were hard as bullets. He desperately wanted to take one in his hand, to pinch it and roll it around between his thumb and forefinger, but he was unable to move his hands. 

Is this the magic? He wondered, vaguely. Was he now so obedient to his boss that her punishments would feel pleasurable to him?

Then Hannah’s hand came whipping down again and a wave of electric pleasure obliterated his thoughts completely. 

Jake was breathing hard now, sweat glistening on his forehead. He knew his pussy must be dripping wet. With a feeling of urgency, he raised it for Hannah to see and was rewarded with three sharp smacks. 

The thrumming was now urgent, spreading out to every single part of his body. Jake closed his eyes in expectation, no longer aware of how humiliated he felt. No longer aware of anything except the frantic burning in his pussy. 

Holy fuck, he thought, I’m going to come just from being spanked!

Hannah’s hand came down again, making him cry out loud. Then again, pushing him right to the brink of orgasm.

Jake gritted his teeth, tried not to scream.

Ohmygod, here it comes!

…and then it stopped.

Slowly, his breathing ragged, Jake opened his eyes. Hannah stood beside his head, a triumphant smile on her olive face. Her cheeks were flushed from exertion. 

“There.” Hannah said. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson.”

No! Jake desperately wanted to shout. No, I haven’t! Please. Punish me some more!

But instead he heard himself whisper:

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” Hannah reached out and let her fingers run over Jake’s bare ass. They drifted down and briefly tickled the entrance to his pussy, making Jake moan out loud. 

Then she abruptly snatched them away and sat back down behind her desk. 

“Get yourself cleaned up,” Hannah snapped. “Then get back to work. We’ve got a client coming in later, and I’ll need your help with him.” 

Before Jake could protest, his body had pushed itself up into a standing position. Still in a daze, he hastily pulled his panties up, rearranged his skirt and gave Hannah a little bow.

“Will that be all, ma’am?” He heard himself say. 

“No. Get me another coffee. And this time, no saliva.”

“Yes ma’am,” Jake mumbled breathlessly.

He picked up the cup and trotted back out the door, his mind reeling and his pussy screaming for him to shove a hand down his pants and rub his brand new clit to climax.   

At that moment Jake didn’t care about the humiliation. Didn’t care that he was a white man trapped in the body of a sexy Asian girl. Didn’t care that Hannah had stolen his promotion and enchanted him to be her secretary. 

He would have gladly put up with all of that just for a chance to stick a finger in his pussy and finish what she’d started. 

Instead, he found himself wobbling back along the corridor to fetch his boss another coffee, his eyes half-fogged with pleasure. 

As he stood by the machine in the little kitchen he thought he felt a presence and turned round, desperately hoping Pete was about to grab his ass again. Desperately hoping his ex-partner might be willing to drag him into the storeroom and spank his little ass till he came loudly.  

But there was no-one there. 








  
 





III

“Yes. Yes, I’m expecting him.”

Two hours later, Jake was stood by the leather waiting couch in his small secretary room, sorting through the filing cabinet. 

It was unbelievably tiring work. He’d been on his feet for hours now, trying to make sense of the complex system he was supposed to keep for financial records. 

Try as he might, he just couldn’t wrap his head around it. Every time he thought he’d got the hang of it, he’d realize it wasn’t set up like that at all. 

Worse, his body was being no help. Hannah might have turned him into her secretary, and altered his mind to make him obedient, but she’d given him no special knowledge about how to do his job. 

“Very good, send him up please.” 

Hannah’s voice drifted in through the open door between their two rooms. With a scowl, Jake thought about how it should have been him sitting in there. It should have been him arranging meetings. Him waiting for his pretty little secretary to finish her filing. 

Instead, fate had turned him into the pretty secretary. 

“OK, bye.”

There was the sound of footsteps and Jake spun obediently around as Hannah appeared in the door. 

“That was reception,” she said brusquely, “we’ve got a client downstairs. I want you to go down and bring him up.”

Jake automatically bowed his head.

“Yes ma’am,” he said.

“Good.” Hannah smiled, “now get your sexy little ass down there in double time, you hear?”

Jake’s face flushed red. He hated the way Hannah talked to him now. Reminding him with every sentence that he was the eye candy around here. He was the one with the sexy ass, the big boobies, the pretty face. 

But complaining would be impossible. Better to just put up with it. 

Besides, on some secret level he didn’t dare admit to himself existed, Jake kind of liked knowing he was sexy. 

He made it down to reception in double time, pointedly ignoring the guys smirking in the elevator. Stepping out into the large hall he’d passed through as a man only that morning, he immediately clocked the person he was meant to be escorting. Jake’s heart sank. 

He’d half-hoped it would be another woman, or perhaps a guy so nervous or so old he wouldn’t even notice Jake’s fantastic body. Although he knew this wouldn’t be the case, he still hadn’t prepared himself for how bad things would really be. 

The client he was meeting wasn’t a woman. They weren’t even a distracted man. 

“Well, hello there. Jiani, is it?”

A large, muscular black man leaned casually against the reception desk, eyeing Jake as he hauled his cute ass over. His shoulders were broad, his jawline square and handsome, his face powerful and confident. 

Hannah’s new client was exactly what Jake’s female body was most attracted to. 

“I’m Frank. I believe I have an appointment upstairs?”

The low, deep bass of his voice made Jake’s legs go weak with desire. His cheeks flushed pink and he was horrified to discover he had an overwhelming urge to giggle. 

He primly reached out and shook Frank’s hand. Just seeing his dainty little wrist clasped in Frank’s big, strong palms was enough to make his heart flutter. 

“Pleased to meet you, sir,” Jake said. “I’m Jiani, Miss Drake’s personal assistant.”

Then he felt himself give a coquettish smile followed by a flutter of his eyelashes.

Hang on! Jake thought, wildly. Am I flirting with him?!

“Nice to meet you, miss Jiani.” Frank’s dark eyes flashed with humor. It was all Jake could do not to fall into his arms. 

“May I say, Miss Drake has an excellent taste in assistants?” 

Jake thought he heard someone giggle. He looked around sharply, then realized in embarrassment that it was him. Frank’s smooth manner and handsome features had knocked his poise for six, transforming him into a blushing, giggling schoolgirl. 

I’ve got to get him upstairs. The thought was urgent. Any more of this and I’m going to wind up getting his number!  

“Shall we?” Frank asked kindly, gesturing the elevator. 

“Oh. Yes, how silly of me!” 

Jake’s body giggled again. Inside he seethed at how silly he was being. 

Get over yourself! He commanded. He’s just another man!

But Frank wasn’t just another man. 

He was the most-attractive man Jake had ever laid eyes on. 

The elevator was crowded when it came. He and Frank stood side by side, squashed almost unnaturally close to one another. 

Jake spent the entire ride staring at his feet, desperately trying not to notice the way Frank’s sweat lingered faintly in his nostrils, making gooseflesh rise on his arms.

Has he been down the gym? He thought, then immediately began thinking about something else. 

The image of strong, powerful Frank lifting weights in the gym, his tight shirt drenched with sweat was enough to turn his slender legs to water. 

By the time they reached the office, Jake knew he had no choice but to lock himself in the storeroom while Frank and Hannah had their meeting and frig his new pussy to climax.

It was a disturbing thought. Being turned on by Hannah spanking him had been disgusting and degrading, but at least Hannah was still female. The idea of masturbating while pictures of Frank flashed through his head was a whole other level.

If anyone had told him yesterday that he, Jake Stone, the ultra-straight alpha male, would ever be even slightly turned on by a man, he would have laughed in their face. 

Now here he was, his body driven so wild by the mere presence of Frank that he was going to jerk-off in the storeroom. 

Don’t think too much about it, he reassured himself. It’s just the magic. It’s not like you’re going to fuck him or anything.

“So where are you originally from?” Frank was asking as Jake scrabbled with the door.

“Japan,” Jake said automatically, not sure if his new body was Japanese or Chinese or Thai or something else entirely. Not sure of anything except his urgent need to get Frank away from him. 

“Here we are,” he said as the door swung open. “I’ll just leave you with Miss Drake-”

The words died in his mouth. 

Hannah was nowhere to be seen. 

The small secretary room was empty, the door to Hannah’s office firmly closed. Jake teetered across the room on his heels and knocked timidly. 

“Miss Drake?” He said. “Miss Drake, your client is here.”

There was no answer. 

Where the hell is she? Jake thought wildly. 

There was a faint click behind him. Jake span round to see Frank gently locking the office door. 

“There.” He flashed Jake a brilliant smile. “Wouldn’t want anyone disturbing us now, would we?”

Jake pointed helplessly at Hannah’s closed door.

“I’m afraid Miss Drake is…”

“Oh, I’m not here to see Miss Drake.” Frank sauntered slowly across the room until he was towering over him. Jake felt his heart flutter wildly. 

“I’m here to see you.” 

“T-there must be some mistake,” Jake stuttered. He couldn’t look away from Frank’s handsome, dark eyes. It was like they were holding him in place with magic. 

“I’m just the secretary,” he squeaked.

“There’s no mistake.” Frank reached up and gently took Jake’s trembling hands in his own. “Miss Drake is anxious to make a deal with my company. She told me on the phone that I could have anything I wanted.”

His eyes dropped down and lingered on Jake’s pert boobies. 

“Anything at all.”

The penny dropped. Jake’s heart beat faster than ever. 

How could she do this?! He screamed internally. 

Outside he remained silent as Frank clasped both his hands in one of his own, then reached up with his other to gently stroke Jake’s soft cheeks. 

“And what I wanted,” Frank whispered, “was a blowjob from a nice Asian girl.” 

Jake shook his head in terror. He had to get out of here, he had to…

But it was too late. Slowly, keeping his eyes fixed on Jake’s at all times, Frank reached down and unbuttoned his fly. He pulled something out and a slow smile spread across his face. Jake looked down and gasped in horror.

Frank’s dick was huge. Enormous. It was at least nine inches and not even fully erect yet. It was monstrous, a huge, black snake that promised pain and humiliation to anyone it entered.

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

“You like that, huh?” Frank whispered, Jake’s hands clasped tight in his own. “You like a nice, fat, black dick?” 

Hardly aware he was doing it, Jake gave a little nod. He still couldn’t tear his eyes away from Frank’s cock. Couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like in his mouth. How it would taste.

How good it would feel inside his pussy. 

“That’s it,” Frank’s smile grew broader. “You take that dick, little girl. You take it and you suck it good. And afterwards… you can swallow.” 

The word made Jake’s blood run cold. 

He had to get out of here. There was no way he was going to swallow a man’s cum. Even if Hannah could make him do anything she wanted, Frank had no magic power over him. He’d just have to scream and fight and hope someone came to his rescue…

“Don’t forget, girly,” Frank’s lips were almost pressed against Jake’s ear. “Your boss orders you to please me.”

It was like someone had flipped a switch. The part of Jake’s brain that was preparing to scream just went dark. 

Hannah was giving him orders through Frank. It didn’t matter who actually voiced them. He had to obey. 

He could no more ignore them than he could ignore the laws of gravity. 

With a soft moan, Jake sank to his knees. Frank’s dick was now inches from his face, its end dark and bulbous and slick with pre-cum. 

Please! He begged inside himself. Please don’t make me do this. Anything but sucking another man’s cock!

It was useless. Gently, Jake’s body lent forwards. He felt his lips purse and then he was planting a kiss on the tip of Frank’s enormous penis. He reached up and delicately grasped a hand round its shaft. It twitched slightly at his touch, becoming even harder. 

Powerless to stop them, Jake felt his eyeballs slide up to look at Frank. Felt his facial muscles tug and pull his lips into a sexy smile. 

“Good work.” Frank said. “Now suck.”

And Jake immediately leaned forward and plunged Frank’s long, black cock deep into his mouth. 

It was a horrible feeling. Awful. Frank’s dick was almost bigger than his narrow lips could handle. It was unbelievably long too. The tip shoved far into the back of Jake’s throat, making him gag delicately. 

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He couldn’t do this, no matter what the magic said. He was going to be sick. He was going to choke. He was…

“Oh, yeah.” He heard Frank gasp. “That’s it, baby.”

And suddenly, Jake realized his body was deep throating this large black man like an expert. 

Where seconds ago Frank’s dick had been making him gag, now it slid smoothly to the back of his throat. Where it had felt like an alien invader, it now felt like a natural addition to his mouth. 

Gently Jake bobbed his head back and forth, back and forth, transfixed by the sight of Frank’s cock vanishing inside his mouth. 

He was no longer a girl being forced against her will to go down on a stranger. 

He was a girl who was loving every second of it. 

High above him, Jake heard Frank give a low groan. Instinctively, he pulled his thick cock out his mouth and swirled his tongue around the rim, flicking it against the end. He was rewarded with another moan. Then he opened wide and plunged Frank’s dick right back in. 

An urgent thrumming was starting up in his pussy, the same sort of tingling he’d felt when Hannah spanked him. Without even thinking, Jake reached a hand under his skirt and gently rubbed it against his crotch. He could feel the dampness though his panties. 

For a second he hesitated to go any further. It was like he was standing on a precipice. If he did this, he could never go back to being a normal man with normal, man memories again. 

Then Frank gripped the back of his head and shoved his cock even further down Jake’s throat and his hesitations vanished. Still pumping Frank’s dick, he yanked his lacy panties down and plunged a finger deep into his pussy.

The feeling was incredible. It was like bolts of electric were shooting out across his body, making his nipples go hard and his skin tingle with gooseflesh. A muffled moan slipped out between his lips.

Why had no-one ever told him having a pussy was this good?

As a man, masturbating had meant grunting away toward a quick climax. As a woman, every single thrust of his finger was like a blast of pleasure in its own right. 

Jake curled his finger up, probing the insides of his new pussy and felt his body tremble with delight. He squeezed his thumb against his clit and almost fainted with pleasure. Then, still sucking Frank’s dick, he got to work. 

His finger thrust in and out of his hole as he pumped Frank toward climax. He swirled his thumb around his new clit, sending sparks zinging out to every corner of his body. 

As Frank groaned he leaned back, pulled his cock out and let the tip rub across every part of his pretty, Asian face. Then he pushed it back in and began working both of them furiously. 

The rhythm grew faster. Frank’s dick was pounding into his throat as his delicate fingers drove into his pussy. He rubbed his clit and wanted to scream. Above him Frank was beginning to groan softly, making the tiny hairs on the back of his neck stand up on end. 

And then it came.

Out of nowhere, a giant wave rolled up, overwhelming in its size. Jake had just enough time to close his eyes, and then it hit, washing away the last traces of his male brain. Electric pleasure shot across his skin, making him want to scream. His whole body spasmed. Dimly, Jake was aware that he was sobbing with happiness. 

This wasn’t anything like the tiny orgasms he’d had as a man. This was like his whole body was coming and would never stop. 

Finally, he came floating back down to Earth on a soft cloud of pleasure. At that moment, Frank went rigid and then waves and waves of come were flooding into Jake’s mouth. Without a second’s hesitation he swallowed them all greedily, wishing he could keep Frank’s dick in his mouth forever.

Wishing that this moment would never end. 

Then it was over. Frank pulled out with a sigh and collapsed on the sofa, a hazy grin on his handsome face. Jake crawled over to him on all fours, the salty taste of cum clinging to his lips. 

He rested his pretty little head on Frank’s knee, feelings of pleasure and shame coursing through him. 

He knew he’d been humiliated, worse than he’d ever been in his life. Yet he also knew that he’d enjoyed that. Enjoyed it more than he’d enjoyed any other sexual encounter. 

Deep within himself, he wept with shame. 

A thick black hand reached out, stroked a strand of hair out of Jake’s eyes. He looked tearfully up at the strong man whose sperm he’d just swallowed, wondering what was going to happen now. 

But Frank simply smiled at him. A warm, contented smile. 

“Tell your boss,” he whispered, “that you’re the best goddamn secretary ever.”

Inside his sexy new body, with its pert ass, excellent blowjob lips and big boobies, Jake tried to cry out, to tell Frank that he wasn’t a secretary. That he was a man! That he’d hated that, hated every minute of it!

But deep down, he knew he was secretly pleased at being such a good secretary. 








  
 





IV

“God, I could watch your cute little ass all day.”

Over by the filing cabinet, Jake scowled darkly. Hannah had sent him to retrieve another file from the bottom drawer, meaning he had to bend right over to get it. Each time he did so, his stupid little miniskirt rose up, exposing his stupid, sexy ass to the world. 

And each time that happened, Hannah commented on it. 

“You’re such a pretty little thing,” he heard her say in admiration. “If I keep you around much longer, I might wind up going gay.”

At last, Jake found the file. Slamming the drawer, he abruptly stood up ramrod straight and angrily wiggled back over to the desk where Hannah was lounging. 

“Here.” He snapped, throwing it down. “Ma’am.”

Hannah raised an eyebrow. 

“Careful, Jiani. Your tone of voice sounds dangerously close to insubordination.”

She reached up and playfully ran her hand across Jake’s bottom, still sore from where she’d spanked him.

“And we know what happens to naughty little girls now, don’t we?”

Jake wanted to thrust her hand away. To punch his boss in the face and keep hitting her until he’d had his revenge. 

Instead he gave a jerky little nod.

“Yes, ma’am.” He muttered. “Sorry, ma’am.”

“Better.” Hannah gave his bottom one last cheeky pinch then lowered her hand. “Where were we?”

Jake picked up the personal organizer and flicked through the last entry.

“Spa day tomorrow, two hours.”

“Oh, yes.” Hannah’s eyes twinkled. “Be a good girl and organize that for me, will you? Then book me a table for two at some fancy restaurant. Somewhere expensive. You can pay for it out of your wages.”

Jake grit his teeth. At that moment, he’d have given anything to be able to drive his pen through Hannah’s eyeball. 

But he could no more do that than he could start levitating. So he simply made a note in Hannah’s diary, thinking dark thoughts to himself. 

Being Hannah’s assistant was even worse than he’d imagined. It wasn’t enough that he had to serve her at work, he also had to organize her social life. He’d spent half the afternoon arguing with strangers on the phone, making himself angry and sick with stress just to get Hannah some last-minute tickets to the theatre. 

She was so demanding. Already, his schedule for the next week was so full that Jake doubted he’d be able to get home. He’d made a note to go out later and buy a makeup bag, so he could sleep on the leather couch and still look pretty when Hannah came in the next morning. 

It looked like the only chance he’d have to sleep in a bed for the next few days was in Frank’s hotel room.

“Are you listening, Jiani?” 

Jake came back to Earth with a bump. With a jolt of shame he realized he’d been standing there for five minutes with a faraway smile on his face. 

“Sorry, ma’am,” he said. “You were saying?”

“I was saying that you did a wonderful job with Frank today.” Hannah was watching Jake closely with a faint smile. It was like she was reading his mind. 

Jake swallowed nervously.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“In fact, you did such a good job that from now on I’m making that part of your duties.”

A fresh wave of horror passed over Jake.

She can’t mean what I think she means… he thought, desperately.

On the outside, the magic forced him to stay professional. 

“In what way, ma’am?”

“What way do you think?” Hannah grinned at him. “You’re perfect at relaxing clients, Jiani. Those lips of yours worked wonders with Frank. From now on, I want you to use them to relax every single client that comes our way.” 

Her eyes twinkled.

“Understood?”

So that was it. From now on, Jake’s life wasn’t just going to consist of serving Hannah’s every whim. He would also be sucking an endless succession of dicks. Black dicks, white dicks, Asian dicks. Jake was going to suck them all. 

And he would swallow their sperm. And he would thank them.

And worst of all, he would enjoy it. 

Hannah was still waiting for his response, a mischievous look in her eyes. Miserably, Jake nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“I knew you’d be pleased,” Hannah said. “You can start block-booking them today. I want you to arrange meetings with our top clients all week long. How many do we have on the roster?”

“Fifty, ma’am.” Jake’s mouth was dry. Inside he was screaming.

Fifty! It was horrific. 

By the end of the week, he would have sucked more cocks than he’d slept with women. And he still had Frank to deal with. 

Big, strong Frank who wanted to put his enormous black dick in Jake’s tight little Asian pussy.

“Excellent.” Hannah smiled. “Then next week you can start calling up prospective clients and offering them your… services. I want our client base to have quadrupled by next month.”

She leaned back in her chair, a smug smile on her face.

“For too long, this company has been in the hands of pathetic men. It’s time a powerful woman showed them how things are done, right Jiani?”

Jake bowed his head, trying not to cry. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

In less than thirty days, Hannah would have two hundred clients. There was no way she could fail, the wish would see to that. 

And he, Jake Stone, was going to use his girly new lips to help her seal deals with them all. 

“Is that all, ma’am?” 

“Not quite.” Hannah’s eyes drifted casually over Jake’s new body.

“Take off your top.” She commanded, suddenly.

Before Jake’s brain could even process the request, his fingers had automatically started unbuttoning his shirt. He pulled it over his shoulders and let it flutter gently to the floor. 

Hannah raised an eyebrow.

“All of it.”

With a soft moan Jake reached behind his back and undid his bra strap. Then, his face red with shame, he took his bra off and let his big breasts hang naked in afternoon light. 

“Now play with them,” Hannah whispered.

Instantly, Jake’s dainty hands leapt up to his dangling boobies and began softly kneading the skin. 

He squeezed their flesh gently, pinched his tender nipples and rolled them between his fingers. The sensation was enough to make his pussy start throbbing with desire again. 

As he stood there, his big tits on display for Hannah to see, Jake began to moan softly. Low, feminine moans that sounded alien to his ears. 

Behind the desk, Hannah leaned back in her chair. She spread her legs, then let a hand drift down to her crotch. With her eyes still firmly fixed on Jake’s boobies, she began to gently rub herself. 

“Oh yes,” she whispered as Jake’s moans got louder. “You’ve got such great titties. Such a fucking hot little body.”

She slipped a hand into her panties and gasped, her eyes becoming blurry with pleasure.

“I should’ve turned you into my Asian secretary years ago.” 

Jake let out a helpless moan of agreement. 

Playing with his tits felt so impossibly good. With each pinch his nipples grew harder and that soft, warm feeling spread through his crotch. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine how hot he looked from the outside, but something else popped into his brain instead. 

A vision of Frank, his naked black body glistening with sweat as he drilled his fat cock deep into Jake’s tiny pussy. 

Hannah was rubbing herself faster now, her breathing becoming ragged. She bit down on her bottom lip and groaned. Through her tight shirt, Jake could see her nipples were hard and pointed. 

“I’m going to keep you as my slave forever,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on Jake. “You’ll spend the rest of your life obeying my every command and sucking dicks. And you’ll like it. More than that, you’ll love it. How does that sound you horny little bitch?”

A loud moan escaped Jake’s lips. He opened his eyes and gazed breathlessly at his boss, his vision fogged and blurry with pleasure. 

“It sounds amazing,” he confessed. 

And, deep down, he knew he was telling the truth. 

Hannah’s wrist was picking up speed, her fingers jerking in and out of her pussy as she watched Jake play with himself. The two women masturbated together, their moans getting louder and louder, not caring who heard. 

Jake grabbed his boobies hard, squeezing them with all the strength in his dainty little hands. His nipples were sore as hell, but he kept pinching them, pulling at them, reveling in the pain.

Oh my god, he thought, I’m going to come just from playing with my tits.

Hannah stretched her legs wide, panting like a dog from the waves of pleasure washing over her. 

“Oh fuck yes!” She gasped. “I can’t wait to use my last wish on you. I can’t wait to finish your punishment!”

Punishment? Wondered Jake, but then there was no time left to think. A wave rose up in him and suddenly his moans were getting faster, louder. He threw his head back and gasped.

The two women came together, moaning loudly, Jake clasping his tits, Hannah with a hand deep in her pussy. For five whole seconds they simply stared at each other with their mouths hanging open, feeling their orgasms peak in time. Then the feeling flooded away and they both drifted back down to Earth. 

Hannah gently pulled her fingers out her pussy. She flashed Jake a smug, superior smile. 

“There.” She said. “Wasn’t that fun?” 

His hands still clasped across his big new breasts, Jake nodded wordlessly. Masturbating with Hannah like that had been more than fun.

It had been amazing.

“Aren’t you glad I turned you into a girl?” Hannah asked casually as she dug through her desk drawer.

Jake nodded.

“Yes ma’am,” he managed between gasps. He didn’t need to wait for the magic to compel him. 

“Of course you are. But your punishment isn’t over yet.”

From deep in her desk, Hannah pulled out the lamp. She held it her hands, smiling evilly at Jake. 

“I’ve still got one last wish, remember?”

Jake watched her, uncomprehending. Hannah had already taken away his manhood, taken away his job. She’d already turned him into a girl, swapped his race and enchanted him to be her obedient little secretary. She’d already made him suck off men and humiliate himself. 

What else could she possibly do? He wondered. 

“There’s one last thing I need to do to you,” Hannah’s eyes flashed. “You were a weak man who tried to get ahead of me. A weak, pathetic man who dared to think he was better than a powerful woman. And that requires a powerful lesson.”

Jake’s insides froze. 

What is she going to do to me? He wondered, helplessly. 

“Before I carry out your sentence,” Hannah said. “You need to prove to me that you know you did wrong. You need to tell me that you deserve your punishment.”

Stood there with his big boobies out, trembling under his boss’s powerful gaze, Jake miserably nodded his pretty Asian head.

“I deserve it.” He whispered. “I deserve everything I get.”

“Good. In that case…” 

Hannah smartly rubbed the lamp, a hard gleam in her eye. 

“I wish this little bitch had always been my secretary,” she declared. 

There was the sound of a distant bell ringing. A magical wind began to blow. 

No! Jake wanted to scream. No, Hannah, please! Please let me keep my memories!

But the pretty Asian girl stood before Hannah didn’t say a word. She knew she deserved everything she got. 

“Goodbye, Jake.” Hannah said, coldly. “I think I’m going to have fun watching you enjoy your new life.”

Deep inside his new body, Jake tried one last time to scream. But he was too late.

There was a distant tinkling. 

And then there was no more Jake Stone. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Hannah calmly slipped the lamp back inside her desk and regarded her beautiful young Asian secretary. On the other side of the room, Jiani was looking at her naked boobies in a daze, as if wondering what the hell she had been doing. 

“Jiani?” Hannah asked. “Is everything OK?”

Jiani looked up in fright, then saw her boss and smiled. 

“Yes ma’am,” she said obediently. Her faint foreign accent sent a thrill through Hannah’s body. 

“I just thought…”

“You thought what?” 

For a second, Jiani’s brow furrowed, like she was trying to recall a dream she had a very long time ago. 

“I thought I was…” She shook her pretty little head. “No, I’m afraid it’s gone, ma’am.”

“Maybe you were thinking about your childhood?” Hannah suggested, trying not to smile too noticeably. “Where did you grow up again?”

“Singapore, ma’am.” Jiani’s face lit up at the memory. 

“Were you a happy girl there, Jiani?”

“Yes ma’am.” Jiani nodded forcibly. “I was a happy little girl indeed.” 

“Good.” Hannah thought for a moment. “Does the name Jake Stone mean anything to you?”

“No, ma’am.” Jiani frowned. “Is he a client?”

“Something like that.” Hannah leaned back. “What about your ambitions? Do you want to be a bigshot like your boss? Do you want my job?”

“No ma’am. I just want to be your secretary.” Jiani smiled. “I want to be the best secretary you’ve ever had.”

Hannah smiled.

“You already are, Jiani, you already are.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Jiani awkwardly knelt down and picked up her clothes from the floor. She clutched them to her generous breasts, looking heartbreakingly young and pretty. 

“Shall I get back to work now, ma’am?”

“Go ahead.” Hannah said. “Don’t forget to call up those clients.”

“No chance, ma’am.” A wide, innocent smile split across Jiani’s young face. “I can’t wait to meet them all.”

“Good girl. And, Jiani?” 

“Yes, ma’am?” 

Hannah folded her arms across her enormous breasts.

“Are you happy being my secretary? Are you happy doing all the things I ask you to do?”

“Oh yes ma’am.” Jiani’s eyes were bright. “I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life!” 

“Perfect.” Hannah smiled. “Now, back to work, missy. We’ve got a lot to do.” 

Jiani’s face broke into an enormous grin. She gave a small, polite bow, then turned and trotted back to her tiny secretary’s desk, her pert ass wiggling beneath her miniskirt. 

As she sat down, she stole a final glance at her beautiful, wonderful boss and thought about what a lucky girl she was. 

The End

Like what you’ve read? For more tales of humiliating workplace gender transformation, check out my twisted tale of a man who becomes his wife’s unthinking bimbo secretary Belonging to the Billionaire






 
   

  
 

 He Became His Wife’s French Maid 

“Happy birthday, baby.”

Johnny grinned down at Tara’s soft baby face with its big, doe-like eyes and ruby lips. The busty young secretary was crouched between his legs, a seductive look on her face that drove him wild. 

This is the best birthday ever, he thought happily.

Outwardly, he kept his cool. 

“You know, I was meant to be seeing my wife tonight.”

“Oh yeah?” Tara raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

“Yeah. She said she had a special birthday treat for me.” 

“Well,” a cheeky grin crept over Tara’s painted lips, “it surely can’t be as special as this.” 

She leaned forward, parted her lips and let her tongue dance over the tip of his fat cock, running it delicately around the edge of his bell. Johnny gripped the motel bedsheets and groaned.

Too damn right, he thought hazily. 

Annabel’s idea of a good time was way safer than Tara’s. His redhead wife was probably at their suburban home right now, slaving away over a stove, cooking up something mediocre to celebrate his ‘big day’. After they’d eaten, she’d do the dishes like she always did and the two of them would sit down to watch Netflix. Johnny couldn’t even remember the last time they’d screwed.

No, much better to spend his 40th with someone like Tara, celebrating in style. 

“What time do you have to be home?” Tara asked, her dainty fingers wrapped round the shaft of Johnny’s cock. There was a hunger in her eyes that he’d seen countless times before.

She so badly wants to suck my dick.

The thought made him smile. He reached down and ran one hand through his secretary’s dark hair.

“Well… I did say I’d be home to help with the cleaning by seven…” He drew his words out, as if weighing up options in his mind. 

“But since you’re being such a good girl, maybe I could stay later.”

Between his legs, Tara gave him a wide grin. Then she leaned forward, opened her pretty mouth and took Johnny’s whole dick inside her. 

As Johnny closed his eyes, low groans escaping from his lips, he briefly thought of Annabel, slaving away in the kitchen. Of Annabel, cleaning the house like she always did, alone. Of Annabel, wondering where he was. 

Then Tara began to bob her head back and forth and Johnny’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of pleasure. 

Much later, dressed in lacy white panties and furiously scrubbing a dirty floor, Johnny would find himself looking back on his final blowjob, and wishing he’d never set eyes on stupid, sexy Tara.

∞ ∞ ∞

It was ten o’clock by the time he got home.

As Johnny walked up the steps towards their large suburban house, he prepared himself for his meeting with Annabel. The questions, the shouts, the recriminations. Asking to know where the Hell he’d been. 

Well, fuck her, Johnny thought defiantly, it’s MY birthday, I’ll go off and fuck whoever I like!

To his surprise though, Annabel opened the door with a massive grin on her face. A silver pendant glinted round her neck that Johnny had never seen before.

“Husband!” She said, delightedly, “Come in. I’m so glad you’re finally home!”

“Thanks…” muttered Johnny, taken aback. It wasn’t normal for Annabel to be so… excited to see him. 

Nonetheless, he let her drag him through into the living room and push him onto the sofa. Through the door he could see the kitchen, dirty pots and pans still piled high in the sink.

What the hell’s going on? He thought irritably, those should have been done ages ago!

But he didn’t have time to ask. No sooner was he sat down than Annabel was pushing a gift into his hands.

“Happy birthday, husband!” She crooned, her green eyes alive with mischief, “I’ve got you just what you deserve.”

The gift was soft wrapped in pink, girly wrapping paper. Johnny hesitantly squished the edge.

Clothes? He wondered.

“Well, go on.” Annabel was looking at him with undisguised glee now. “Open it! See what I’ve got you.” 

“Uh, thanks, babe,” Johnny mumbled. 

Feeling slightly unnerved, he tore open his present. 

Something black fell out. A flimsy piece of fabric, trimmed with white lace. It was small, almost see-through. 

Wondering what the hell was going on, Johnny picked it up. He held it up before him, his eyes going wide. 

His wife had bought him a skimpy French maid’s outfit. 

“Well?” Purred Annabel, arms crossed before her large breasts, “what do you think?”

Johnny gaped at the tiny piece of fabric clasped in his hands. He slowly turned to his wife, watching him with a mischievous smile. Then he broke into a grin.

“It’s… perfect,” he said, letting his eyes drift over Annabel’s figure. Over her long legs, shapely hips and gigantic breasts. Over the body he’d once lusted over like mad.

“I can’t wait to see you in it!” He added, unable to believe his luck. 

A blowjob off Tara and kinky sex with the wife? This really is the best birthday ever!

To his surprise, Annabel laughed. She laughed long and loud, throwing back her head, her fiery red hair bouncing off her shoulders. 

“What?” Asked Johnny, an awkward smile on his face. “What’s so funny?”

“You are,” Annabel giggled at last, looking down at him. “Me, wear that ridiculous thing?”

“But then who-?” Johnny replied, wondering who the hell this outfit could be for. 

“Oh, Johnny…” Annabel sighed, shaking her head at him. “You really have no idea what’s going on, do you? That outfit isn’t for me to wear…”

A smile tugged at the corners of her lips.

“It’s for you.” 

Johnny looked at the tiny maid’s outfit, aghast.

“I’m not wearing that!” He spluttered, throwing it away like it had just bitten him.

“You don’t have a choice.” Annabel’s eyes flashed with fire. Suddenly Johnny began to feel very nervous. 

“Do you know what I’ve been doing today, honey?” She asked, sweetly. “I’ve been cooking and cleaning for you, like I do every night. Only today, I put in extra effort. I wanted everything to be nice for your birthday.”

Her brow darkened.

“But you were too busy spending it with your little slut to care.”

Johnny was on his feet in a flash. His mind whirled frantically. 

How could she know about Tara? I was so careful!

“I-I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered outwardly. 

“Oh please.” Annabel sneered at him. “Don’t play coy. I know everything you’ve been up to. I know you were getting your cock sucked just three hours ago in some motel. I know your tart’s name is Tara and that she used to be your secretary.”

For a second, Johnny stood firm. Then his shoulders slumped.

“How?” He whispered.

Annabel reached up and clasped the silver pendant hung around her neck.

“This arrived today, all the way from Yemen. It’s a magic pendant I bought off eBay, it grants the owner three wishes. Originally I was going to give it to you for your birthday, but when you didn’t come home tonight…”

Her eyes flashed.

“Let’s just say I decided to give it a go myself.”

Johnny shook his head. 

Magic? Wishes? It couldn’t be true!

But then how did Annabel know about Tara?

“My first wish,” Annabel was still talking, “was a simple one. I wanted to know exactly what you were up to. I was worried you might be lying dead in a car crash somewhere.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“But there you were, sitting with your cock halfway down that bitch’s throat.”

“It-it isn’t what you think…” Johnny mumbled pathetically. There was something about the way Annabel was staring at him that he didn’t like. Like she had all the power. Like she was the one in charge. 

Like she was going to do something terrible to him.

“Oh give it up,” Annabel sneered. “Christ you really are pathetic. Anyway, at that moment, I knew exactly what I wanted my second wish to be.”

“What’s that?” Johnny’s mouth was dry. His heart pounded in his chest.

This can’t be happening, he thought, dully. 

Annabel smiled coolly at him. 

“I’ve spent the last twenty years cleaning up after you, dear husband. I’ve cooked your dinner like a good wife and tidied up your crap and acted like your little helper, all because I loved you. Well you know what?”

She gave him a savage, triumphant look. 

“I think it’s time the shoe was on the other foot. Let’s see how you like being my little helper!”

And with that she grabbed hold of the pendant.

“I wish this little slut would spend the rest of her life as my busty French maid!”

“What?!” Johnny yelped. “Annabel, you can’t!”

But it was too late. Already, Johnny could hear a distant sound like falling fairy dust. Across the room from him, Annabel folded her arms and smiled.

“Oh husband,” she whispered, “I have a feeling this is going to be a wonderful birthday.”

Johnny was shrinking. The walls either side of him were sliding upwards as the inches flew from his strong, 6ft4 frame. He looked at Annabel urgently and saw they were now exactly the same height, and still he was getting smaller. 

“What’s happening?” He squeaked.

“What do you think?” Annabel raised one eyebrow and smiled politely. “I made my wish. And now you’re turning into a girl.” 

She’s lying! Johnny thought desperately, but already he could see that wasn’t the case.

His body was changing. As he watched, the muscle fell away from his arms, leaving him with two delicate, slender things devoid of hair. His hands shrank down to half their size, his knuckles losing their prominence, his thick fingers becoming long and thin. 

There was a pulling sensation and his nails began to grow, their surfaces becoming a dark and slutty red. 

A grinding noise tore through Johnny’s torso. His shoulders were narrowing, tugging back in toward his neckline and losing their masculine broadness. At the same time as his shoulders went in, he could feel his hips projecting outwards, pushing at the edges of his jeans as they made room for his brand new birth canal. 

His legs, too, were getting longer, telescoping upwards as the muscle dropped away, becoming smooth and slender. His feet shrank in his shoes until Johnny could no longer feel his toes pressing up against the edges. It was like his bruges were now two vast caverns his feet were lost in.

There was another tinkling sound, and suddenly Johnny was naked, cowering under his wife’s delighted gaze. Instinctively he wrapped his arms across his bare body and was shocked to see how small they were. 

“There we are,” Annabel smiled. “You’re looking better already. But we’re not done yet, you know. Not by a long shot!”

No sooner had the words left her mouth than the flesh over Johnny’s body began to ripple. Great gloops of fat dribbled down from his stomach, the result of a few too many after work beers, and settled around his hips. 

Two invisible hands seemed to grab his ass cheeks and pull them up, making Johnny give a little squeal. He turned around in horror and saw his bum was now pert and smooth and hairless. As he watched, it filled out, becoming round and peach-like. 

An itching sensation passed across his chest, down his legs, across his face. As one, all the dark male hairs on his body began to burrow back inside him, leaving smooth skin in their wake. 

His stubble vanished, his chest hair disappeared and suddenly Johnny was the proud owner of a body as hairless as it had been when he was a baby. He reached under one arm and realized to his shock that his armpits were now smooth and soft, just like the rest of him. 

The ripple passed up his body. There was a twinge of pain, then Johnny’s nipples were growing, protruding from his chest and turning pointed and pink. He desperately tried to wrestle them back in, terrified of the pressure building behind them, of what it might mean.

“No!” He shrieked. “Please, Annabel! Make it stop!” 

“No chance,” his wife said, firmly. “I’m enjoying this way too much.”

The pressure in Johnny’s chest reached a crescendo, then two large, beautiful breasts came bursting out. They quickly grew to fill his hands, firm and heavy and ripe, their long nipples pointing at the sky. 

“Not bad,” he heard Annabel murmur appreciatively, “they must be a DoubleD at least!”    

But Johnny had other things on his mind than his wonderful new breasts. His face was shifting, the skin and bone moving around like he was modelling clay in a giant’s hands. 

There was a twitch and his strong jawline receded, leaving a soft, round face. A feeling of pressure, and his lips plumped up. A spasm and his Adam’s apple vanished back inside his throat. 

What’s happening to me?! Johnny thought miserably. But he already knew. 

Even if Annabel hadn’t told him, by now it would be obvious. 

He was becoming a girl.

In quick succession, Johnny felt his eyes grow wider, becoming big and doe-like. He felt his eyelashes grow longer, until they fluttered daintily in the corner of his vision. He felt a tingle of electricity pass across his scalp, then long, straight blond hair was tumbling across his cream white shoulders, cascading over them like a waterfall. 

Finally, Johnny felt his cock give one last, mournful twitch. 

No! He thought, frantically grabbing for it. He was too slow. With a schloomp noise, his big dick fired back inside his body, dragging his balls with it. 

For a split-second there was nothing between his legs but smooth, hairless skin. Then there was a sharp pain followed by a loud tearing sound and two plump pussy lips formed either side of a moist and tender hole. 

Then it was over. Johnny’s new body gave one last, tremendous jiggle that made his brand new boobies bounce up and down in the bottom of his vision, and the magic stopped. 

Annabel’s wish had come true. 

Trembling, Johnny looked down at his body. A sad gasp escaped his throat. 

There, where there should have been a strong man’s body, there was now only a soft girl’s one. Two enormous boobies dangled in the bottom of his vision, rudely cutting the rest of his torso off from sight. Below them a flat stomach led down to two shapely hips. A delicate little pussy sat at the top of two long, slender legs that ended in feet with toenails painted the cutest shade of pink. 

“Well?” He dimly heard Annabel ask, “what do you think?”

Johnny’s mind was too blank with shock to do any thinking. He turned round and craned over his shoulder, horrified at the way his long, blond hair fell across his vision. He stared at his smooth new ass, pert and round and sexy.

Feeling like he was in a dream, Jonny let one dainty hand drop down to gently brush its surface. The skin felt unnaturally soft and smooth. He squeezed one cheek then pinched it hard and was amazed at how good it felt. 

“Husband.” Annabel said firmly. “I’m waiting.”

Slowly, like he was moving through treacle, Johnny turned and looked at his wife, watching him with a cruel smile on her lips. With a jolt he realized that with her 5ft7 frame she now towered over him. 

“What did you-?” He began, then suddenly stopped, clutching his throat. 

His voice was wrong, wrong, wrong! Where it should have been deep and masculine, vibrating through his throat as he spoke, it came out soft and wispy and musical. 

At some point in his transformation it had leapt up two octaves. The result was a voice that now sounded differently in his ears, that vibrated strangely on his tongue. 

That’s going to take some getting used to, he thought, numbly. 

Annabel shrugged her shoulders. 

“I turned you into a girl,” she said, matter-of-factly. “But that’s not all I wished for, remember? I wished you would spend the rest of your life as my French maid.”

She let the words hang in the air, eyes twinkling. 

“So what are we waiting for? Let’s get that uniform on!”

Immediately there was a tinkling of fairy dust. The maid’s costume twitched on the floor where Johnny had thrown it, then leapt up in the air and shot across the room at him. He had just enough time to throw up his hands and let out a girly shriek and then the black fabric was flapping around him, sending his world briefly dark. 

He tried to fight it, he really did. Johnny waved his dainty fists and tried to tear at the rustling, whirling fabric, but Annabel’s wish was too strong. Five seconds after the his wife’s last words, Johnny was dressed in his skimpy new uniform, looking down at his body in wordless horror. 

The outfit was horrible! Just horrible. A tiny black dress clung to his figure, showing off his brand new curves. Its crinkled hem was barely long enough to cover his pussy, its bust cut open to leave his generous cleavage permanently on display. A frilly white apron was clasped around his newly-flat stomach, its strings tied into a big bow behind his back. 

Johnny angrily reached out to undo them, but his hands refused to grasp the strings, the magic forbidding him to take off his costume. As he lowered his arms, Johnny saw his wrists were sporting two frilly see-through white garters that clung to his soft white skin.

“Oh my God, you look amazing!” Annabel clapped her hands delightedly. “The stockings suit you so well!” 

Glancing down, Johnny felt his heart sink. His legs were clad in patterned white stockings that stopped just below the hem of his dress. On his feet were two adorable black little shoes with a killer pair of stiletto heels.

As he looked down, he instinctively reached up to brush the blond hair out of his vision. But there was nothing there. His long hair had been magically swept back behind his ears and arranged into beautiful little curls that dangled over his shoulders. Tentatively, Johnny reached up and discovered to his disgust that he was wearing a frilly white maid’s cap. 

There was a final tinkling, then Johnny felt a weight in his right hand. Glancing over, he saw he was now holding a cute, pink little feather duster. He tried to hurl it away in disgust, but his fingers refused to open.

It was like his beautiful new maid’s uniform was part of him.

“What are you waiting for?” His wife asked. “Go check yourself out!”

Knowing it would be awful, but unable to stop himself, Johnny meekly turned toward the large mirror hanging on the living room wall. He took a deep breath. And looked.

It was worse than he could have possibly imagined. 

Gone was handsome ladies’ man Johnny, sliding toward middle age but still looking good for it. In his place was a nightmare.

The girl in the mirror was ridiculous. She was absurd, like something out of a porno. Her face was soft and round and young, with two big, startled, doe like eyes and plump blowjob lips. She looked stupidly young, 18 if she was a day, and extremely naïve. 

Johnny had a horrible feeling she might be virgin. 

Her body was even worse. Her boobs were enormous, two great big melons that had been magically squashed into a lacy white push-up bra. Her legs were long and sexy, her ass pert. Her uniform barely covered her curvy hourglass figure from prying eyes. It was more lingerie than clothes.

If he hadn’t been trapped inside her, Johnny would’ve thought she was super hot. 

That can’t be me, he thought, wildly. There’s no way that can be me!

Hesitantly, he reached up and touched his brand new breasts. The girl in the mirror did likewise, a cheeky look suddenly on her beautiful face. On impulse, Johnny stuck out his tongue. He was shocked when the young girl before him followed suit. There was no doubting it.

He was a girl. 

“Not just any girl,” Annabel purred from beside him. “A maid. My maid.”

“From now on,” she whispered in his ear, one fingernail idly running down his back, sending shivers down Johnny’s spine, “you will have to do everything I tell you to. How do you like the sound of that, maid?” 

Johnny whirled round to his wife, glaring up into her smirking face from inside his petite new frame. 

“For God’s sakes, Annabel!” He snapped, “that sounds horrible!”

At least, that’s what he meant to say. What actually came out sounded very different.

“Sacrebleu, madam!” He heard himself gasp in his high-pitched voice, “that sounds ‘orrible!” 

For a moment, his wife seemed genuinely confused. Then a gigantic grin split across her face.

“Of course!” She giggled, “the wish. I specified a French maid after all!”

Beside her, Johnny was holding a hand clasped to his throat in fright. What the hell had just happened?! It was like he’d forgotten how to say his aitches. He tried again: “Annabel, this isn’t funny! Give me my voice back, right now!”

Again, the words changed in his mouth, like someone was stealing them away and replacing them between his brain and the tip of his tongue. 

“Madam, this is no funny!” He heard himself plead, “give moi voice back maintenant!” 

“Oh sweet Jesus,” Annabel laughed, doubling over, “stop talking or I’ll have a hernia. You sound so cute!”

Johnny silently fumed. He didn’t want to sound cute. 

“Look at you…” Annabel whispered at last, “my maid. My beautiful, French maid.”

She gently let her hand drop further down Johnny’s slender back, until it came to rest on his smooth, pert ass. He slapped her hand away, but Annabel simply gave him a warning look then began caressing his sexy new bum again.

 “So cute,” Annabel murmured in his ear, “so young. And, if the wish has worked, so obedient.”

Her breath was hot on Jonny’s earlobe as her voice dropped to less than a whisper.

“Let’s try it out, shall we?”

She suddenly straightened up, her eyes flashing.

“Maid,” she commanded, “get into the kitchen and scrub those dishes clean.” 

No way! Johnny shouted inside himself. That’s woman’s work!

But outwardly, he simply felt himself clasp his hands over his apron and bow his pretty little head.

“Oui, madam.”

“Good. And when you’re done in there you can make me some dinner. Something nice. Something French.” 

“Oui, madam.” The sound of his servile, female voice made Johnny sick. 

“Perfect. But first…” Annabel’s eyes flashed. “Tell me what a naughty little bitch you are.”

“What?!” Johnny’s reaction was so instinctive that the words were out his mouth before the magic could stop them. “Madam, you no can make me…!”

“Say it.” Annabel whispered, her voice deadly. 

Johnny struggled. He really did. He gritted his teeth, trying to hold his mouth closed, but it was no good. The magic was too strong. 

He could no longer disobey Annabel’s commands any more than he could disobey the laws of gravity. 

“I am ze naughty little bitch,” he whispered in his stupid, girly new voice.  

“And do you deserved to be punished, bitch?”

Johnny’s pretty little head nodded all by itself.

“Oui madam,” he whispered.

“Excellent,” Annabel smiled, “because there’ll be plenty of that.”

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She suddenly demanded. “Get cleaning, maid!”

Before he could stop himself, Johnny had given his wife a curtsey, turned and scuttled into the kitchen. A gigantic pile of dirty pots and plates and pans was piled high in the sink. With a speed that frightened him, his new body tugged a pair of bright yellow gloves on over its dainty little hands and immediately started scrubbing. 

“And no scrimping on the elbow grease!” He heard Annabel call from the living room, her voice muffled like she was trying not to laugh. “If you do a good job with the crockery, I might even let you clean the toilet!”

∞ ∞ ∞

Three hours later, Johnny piloted his sexy new body into their suburban dining room, his mind a whirlwind of horror. 

Being a girl was horrible! Scrubbing away at the sink, he’d been unable to ignore the way his great big boobies wobbled, reminding him of his humiliating transformation. 

As his body rapidly prepared Annabel’s dinner, he’d discovered he was now far too small to reach things on the upper shelves. When he finally got on a chair and stood on tiptoes to fetch the herbs de provence, his silly little uniform had ridden up, exposing his pantie-clad bum to the world!

Now here he was, tottering into the dining room on his high heels, desperately trying not to fall over and go sprawling in an undignified heap. 

Worse than anything, it would mean having to make Annabel’s dinner all over again. 

His wife was sat at the table, a book in her hand, pointedly ignoring him. Johnny obediently set the plate down before her, then clasped his hands over his apron and waited in silence. 

Inside he was in turmoil. He desperately wanted to lash out, to smash Annabel’s nose flat across her treacherous face, grab the pendant and wish himself back to normal.

But he could no longer raise a finger against his wife, or even so much as talk without her permission. The magic had made him into the most obedient little maid who had ever lived.

At long last, Annabel roused herself long enough to pick up a tiny silver spoon and take the smallest sip of the sauce. Johnny waited, his heart pounding in his chest, his maid’s mind irrationally scared of disappointing its mistress. 

“Hmmm,” Annabel nodded at long last. “Not bad. But I think you can do better.”

She leaned back, eyes still on her book. 

“Now I’m in charge, I’m no longer interested in settling for second best,” she declared. “Try again, and this time I want it to be perfect.”  

Johnny’s pretty mouth dropped open. He felt like someone had just slapped him.

“Madam, you are making ze joke!” He gasped, too riled up to notice his awful new accent. “I spend tois heure making zis for you!”

“Then you’ll just have to spend four hours next time, won’t you?” Annabel responded icily. “I demand the absolute best from my maids.” 

It was all too much, all the anger, all the frustration, all the humiliation came exploding out of Johnny.

“Non, madam! Zis is ridicule! You can no keep moi like zis! I am your ‘usband, and I am a-”

He’d meant to finish with man, but his body simply refused to say it. Once again the word changed in his mouth. 

“-I am a maid!” He finished, scowling. 

There was a silence. Annabel lowered the book and peered dangerously at him. 

“Was that a bit of backchat there, maid?”   

Ignoring the way his heart pounded in his chest, Johnny gave her a stiff nod. He was going to say his piece, even if it killed him. 

“Annabel, I am no your maid! You must stop zis madness. Turn moi into ze man again, maintenant!”

Like a spoilt little girl, he ended his tirade by stamping one foot. His heel nearly gave out, causing him to almost fall over. Annabel, however, didn’t seem to notice. 

“I don’t think you realize just what’s changed today,” she whispered, quietly. “You are no longer the man of the house, and you never will be. For the rest of your miserable life, you will be my maid, and you will treat me with respect.” 

It took every fibre of Johnny’s being not to give his mistress a deep curtsey and scuttle back to the kitchen, where he belonged. But he was determined to stand his ground. 

“I can make life very difficult for you, husband,” Annabel said with a small smile. “I advise you not to push me any further.”

Johnny’s mouth dropped open. It was the last straw.  

“’Ow can you make my living any worse?!” He exclaimed. “You ‘ave turned me into ze girl, you ‘ave made me dress up like ze maid and you ‘ave stolen my voice!”

“Nothing can be worse than zis,” he finished, bitterly. 

A little light danced in Annabel’s eyes. She gently reached up and started toying with her pendant. 

“I’ve still got one wish left, you know?” She said innocently. “At first I thought I might use it to punish your tart, wherever she is. But I think I’ve got a better idea.”

She gave Johnny a savage grin. 

“You think cleaning this little place is hard, missy? Try this!”

Then she was whispering something and the world began to change. 

To Johnny’s horror, the walls were speeding away from him. In a panic, he thought he was shrinking again. Then it hit him.

The house was growing. 

All around him the dining room warped and twisted. Their short table exploded out into a long, antique wooden one that stretched for miles. Their wallpaper rolled up and disappeared, leaving tasteful wood panelling in its place. With a tinkling sound a chandelier dropped from the new, high ceiling and dangled there, swaying gently. 

Johnny looked around, mouth open and blinked at the new room he found himself in. It was vast, like the inside of a church. A giant stone fireplace crackled in one corner. Expensive-looking paintings hung from the walls. Morning sunlight filtered in through the tall windows. 

“Do you like it?” Annabel asked sweetly. Johnny glanced at her and was stunned to see she was suddenly wearing an expensive black period dress that hugged her figure and looked gorgeous.

“I turned our little house into a mansion.” Annabel’s eyes were alive with amusement. “We’re now the proud owners of a house with over 200 rooms, or rather, I’m the proud owner. And guess what?”

She giggled.

“You’re going to have to clean them all.”

Johnny weakly gestured the windows, unable to wrap his head around this newest transformation.

“Ze light…” he whispered, feeling horribly confused. 

Annabel glanced at the shafts of daylight falling through the windows. 

“Oh, that’s right,” she said with a smile, “I forgot to say. I didn’t want to live in a mansion on our silly little street. We live in France now.” 

Her eyes twinkled.

“In the late 19th century. And it’s already morning. Which means you have a full day ahead of you, cleaning without the help of modern equipment, maid.”

No sleep?! Johnny felt his stomach drop out. He’d been up since 6am! According to his body clock, it was now midnight. He felt exhausted.

And Annabel was going to keep him awake and working for another eighteen hours!

“I really am going to have to find something else to call you,” Annabel was saying. “Just saying maid all the time could get dull. You can’t have your old name back, obviously, so how about…?”

Then she laughed and happily clapped her hands.

“I’ve got it. From now on, your name is Mimi.” 

Johnny heard himself give a gasp. Mimi?! What a horrible name!

“And now, Mimi,” Annabel was looking stern again, “it’s time for your punishment. You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Oui, madam.” The words were out Johnny’s mouth before he could stop them. 

“Perfect. Well, there’s only one cure for that. Report to the stable boy immediately and tell him… tell him you need to be taught a lesson.” 

Johnny’s mind was reeling. We’ve got a stable boy now?

But his body didn’t let on. The last of his control over his actions ebbed away. He felt himself bend his knees, grasp the edges of his skirt and gently raise them, giving his wife the perfect curtsey. 

“Immédiatement, madam,” he whispered in his humble, girly voice. Then he span on his heels and trotted off, across the vast room, into one of the dozens of new passages that now filled their sprawling home. 

What’s going to happen to me? Johnny wondered with growing unease as he scampered down the passage, his big boobies jiggling in the bottom of his vision. What’s the stable boy got to do with this?

If he’d known the answer then, he would probably have screamed. 

∞ ∞ ∞

It took Johnny’s weak, girly body twenty minutes to cross the vast grounds of Annabel’s mansion and find the stable boy. Five of them were spent scuttling down passageways to find the exit. Then the next fifteen were spent tottering through the grounds on his high heels, desperately trying to avoid stepping in any mud and getting his pretty new uniform dirty. 

By the time he finally reached the low, stone stables a mere 500ft from the servant’s entrance, he was in a foul mood. 

For a moment, he dithered outside, wondering what to do. He really, really didn’t want another man to see him looking like this, with his snow white stockings and pretty baby face and big bouncing boobies. But Annabel had given him an order, and there was no way he could disobey it. 

Taking a deep breath, Johnny reached up and knocked on the wooden door. 

“Come in.” The voice that echoed out the stables was low and deep and sent a thrill rushing through Johnny’s female body. 

It was also somehow strange. It wasn’t until Johnny had tottered in on his heels and shut the door behind him that he realized the voice had been talking French. 

At last! He thought, someone who won’t notice my stupid accent!

“Well, well, what have we here?” 

Unconsciously pulling down the edges of his dress so the boy wouldn’t see his panties, Johnny turned and opened his pretty mouth. 

And felt his heart stop. 

I’m in trouble… he thought, dimly. 

The stable boy was stood over by a wall hung with riding gear, next to a wooden tool bench, watching him with a cocky smile. Only he wasn’t exactly a boy. 

“What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?”

The man stood before him was gorgeous. At 6ft5, he towered over Johnny’s petit little frame, his chest broad and his arms large with muscle. His skin was dark – Johnny thought he might be Algerian – the hair on his head cropped close to the scalp. A cocky grin split his handsome face, making Johnny’s knees go weak. 

With a shock he realized Annabel hadn’t just turned him into a busty little maid. 

She’d turned him into a busty straight maid. 

“Well?”

Johnny smiled uncertainly at the strong black man before him, his heart fluttering in his chest. He could feel his eyes involuntarily drifting over his thick arms, his large hands, the bulge in his crotch. 

He swallowed daintily, suddenly aware of how dry his mouth was. 

“My name is Mimi,” he heard himself say in perfect French, “I’m the new maid.”

The stable boy smiled, his eyes casually coming to rest on Johnny’s fantastic cleavage.

“Mimi…” He let the word roll around his mouth. “That’s a pretty name.”

To his surprise, Johnny felt his face flush red. In the distance he heard what sounded like a schoolgirl giggling, then realized to his horror that the sound was coming from him. 

Hey, what’s happening? He thought wildly, do I fancy him?!

“Thank you, monsieur. And you are…?”

“Louie.” Louie’s eyes drank in Johnny’s perfect new body, like he was a man dying of thirst and Johnny was an ice cold beer. For some reason, Johnny found he didn’t mind this handsome man looking at him with such naked hunger. 

“I’m sure I would have noticed someone as beautiful as you before.”

Johnny’s cheeks turned beetroot. He suddenly felt hyper-aware that he didn’t know what to do with his hands. He clasped them behind his back, shocked to find himself giggling again, his long legs bending delicately in what must’ve been a wonderfully cute way. 

Get a hold of yourself! He raged. He’s a man, remember?

But somehow, with tall, handsome Louie stood before him, Johnny’s supposedly heterosexual orientation no longer seemed to matter. 

“So… Mimi.” Johnny’s body thrilled to hear its new name on Louie’s dark lips, “how may I help you today?”

At that moment, the reason he was here, in this muddy stable, came flooding back to Johnny. He gently bowed his head, his girly giggles dried up. 

“Ah, monsieur,” he said with a feeling of shame, “I have been a very bad girl. Madam sent me out here for my punishment.”

Louie’s expression didn’t change.

“Did madam say what your punishment was?” He asked, kindly.

Johnny bit his lower lip and shook his head. Strands of long blond hair flicked in the corner of his vision. 

“No, monsieur. She said…” For a second, he struggled to remember exactly what Annabel had said. “She said, I needed to be taught a lesson.”

Louie nodded slowly. 

“I see.” He said. “In that case, you had better come over here.”

Over by the door, Johnny hesitated. For the first time, he found himself feeling nervous about this big, strong black man with his enormous arms and thick, black cock. 

Gently, Louie held out a hand. 

“Come. I won’t bite.”

Johnny hovered in the doorway a second longer. Then, reluctantly, he stepped forward, making his way across the hay covered floor toward Louie. The smell of animals was strong in here, a musty, primal smell that danced around the edges of his nostrils. 

At last, he reached the tall, handsome man, and placed his dainty, girly hand in his big strong one. As Louie’s thick fingers closed around his wrist, Johnny felt his heart skip a beat. But there was sadness mixed in his attraction, too. 

Look at how small my hand is, he thought, miserably. For the rest of his life, he would always be the one having his hand held, not doing the holding. 

“Here we are…”

Louie carefully led him over to the stone wall with its riding equipment hanging by nails. As they stood before it together, Johnny got a sniff of Louie’s masculine sweat and immediately felt a dampness in his panties.

Oh my God. He was mortified. He’s actually getting me wet!  

“Which one would you like?” Louie asked, gesturing the wall, seemingly unaware of how horny he was making Johnny. 

Johnny looked up at him uncertainly. The black man towered over a foot above him, and he was disturbed to realize his body liked being the tiny one. 

“What do you mean?” He whispered in French. 

In reply, Louie simply smiled, then reached up and plucked a riding crop off the wall. It was black and thin. He brought it whipping down into his palm with a crack that made Johnny’s slender legs go like water. 

“Madam told me long ago that she had something very specific in mind when she said ‘lesson’,” he smiled, the magic clearly making him think he had worked for Annabel for years. 

He brought the riding crop thwacking down in his strong palm again. 

“She said that it only applied to naughty maids who needed to be spanked.”

A numb horror was crawling through Johnny’s soft new body. He looked in fright from the firm, leather riding crop to Louie’s handsome face, no longer smiling.

She couldn’t. She wouldn’t!

Outwardly, he forced up a nervous smile. 

“Sorry, monsieur. I seem to have the wrong place. If you could let me go now…”

That was as far as he got. Suddenly, Louie yanked on his arm and threw him against the nearby tool bench. The edge struck Johnny in the hips, making him double over, his big boobies bumping against the wooden surface. 

My dress! He thought in panic as he felt it ride up, oh God, he’ll be able to see my panties!

He tried to push himself up, but it was too late. A large, black hand pressed down between his shoulder blades, forcing him to lie with his vast chest squashed against the tool bench. In panic Johnny jerked his head round and looked up at Louie with pleading eyes, his blond hair plastered across his vision. 

“Louie! Sil vous plait!”

Louie gently shushed him, the same kind smile still on his face. Gently, he reached out and ran one large hand over Johnny’s pert, round bum. His fingers gripped the top of his lacy white panties and slowly pulled them down. 

“Monsieur!” Johnny cried, struggling to pull himself up, “non! I beg you!”

But Louie didn’t listen. Didn’t even respond. Instead, he pulled on Johnny’s panties until they dropped and landed in a bunch round his dainty little ankles. Then he flipped up the edge of his dress so Johnny’s smooth, pale ass and trembling pussy were on display.

Oh God! Johnny thought madly, this is awful. Please, please God, make it stop!

If there was a God, though, he was on Annabel’s side. As Johnny whimpered in his pathetic female voice and squirmed, a big grin split across Louie’s handsome features. 

“Here we go, then,” the Algerian stable boy murmured. “Time for the beautiful mademoiselle to learn her lesson.”

Then he raised the leather riding crop high above his head and brought it down with a sickening thwack!

Pain exploded across Johnny’s cute little ass. Face pressed against the hard wood grain, he opened his mouth and let out a desperate, female gasp. 

His poor bum felt like it was on fire! A stinging, burning pain lanced across it, digging hot needles deep inside his skin. He writhed under Louie’s strong hand, desperately trying to escape the next blow, hoping wildly that he would see how much he was hurting him and stop.

But Louie had no intention of stopping. Even as Johnny whimpered, he raised the crop again and brought it whipping down again. 

Again pain – white, hot, and unbearable – flared in Johnny’s bottom. He grit his teeth and tried not to scream. 

This is torture! He thought as the crop struck his perfect ass for the third time, I can’t go on! My girl body is too weak. I’ll pass out!

Then a funny thing happened.

As the crop came whipping down again for the fourth time, something changed. No longer was the pain unbearable. No longer was it torture. There was a thwack! and Johnny felt himself give a low, female moan. 

Suddenly, being spanked felt good.

As Louie raised the crop again, Johnny pushed himself up on tiptoes, raising his ass high in the air and gave it a wiggle. Louie responded by bringing the crop down three times in quick succession, each thwack! sending shockwaves of pleasure through Johnny’s female body. He closed his eyes and gasped. A bead of moisture rolled down the inside of his thigh.

He was getting wet. 

As the crop struck him again, he raised his head and moaned loudly, a female moan of pleasure. Blond hair lay plastered across his forehead. His vision was fogged with pleasure. Inside his dainty little uniform, he could feel his nipples were as hard as bullets.

This feels so good… he thought, helplessly.

The spankings were coming harder now, the crop whipping down against his bare, female flesh faster and faster, making him cry out, his high-pitched gasps echoing round the stable. 

Johnny turned and glanced over his shoulder and saw Louie’s mouth was slightly open, drawing in great big gasps of air as he struck poor Johnny again and again. There was an enormous bulge in his pants that made Johnny suddenly feel very glad that he was a woman.

“Oui!” Johnny cried, wiggling his ass again. “Oh, oui, Louie, oui! Spank moi!”

Instantly he felt the crop strike his ass again and he cried out in pleasure, a huge, helpless smile splitting his pretty, painted face.

Oh God, I must look so hot right now!

He pictured himself: a curvy blond 18-year old, dressed in a skimpy little French maid’s outfit, moaning and squealing as a black man whipped her perfect little ass. Then the crop came down again and all Johnny’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of pleasure. 

His cries were getting louder now, tearing out his ruby lips with unselfconscious abandon. There was no way he’d ever be able to pretend he hadn’t loved this, no way he could shut this humiliating experience off from the man part of his brain. 

But right now, Johnny didn’t care. There was one thing he wanted more than anything else in the world. 

“Louie!” He heard himself cry, half-mad with this endless pleasure.

Don’t say it! His brain warned him. It’s the magic making you feel like this, don’t you dare say it!

But it was too late. Johnny delicately bit his lower lip.

“Fuck me,” he whispered. 

No sooner were the words out his lips than the whipping stopped. Johnny had just enough time to wonder if that was it, then he felt Louie’s strong presence directly behind him. For a moment, the two men simply stood there, Louie’s breath coming out in ragged, manly grunts; Johnny’s coming out in delicate, female gasps. 

Then Johnny dimly heard Louie’s belt buckle hit the floor, and suddenly a large, thick penis was being pushed deep into his pussy.

It was the weirdest thing Johnny had ever experienced. Louie’s dick was enormous! It shoved the walls of his cunt rudely aside, sliding deeper and deeper inside him. It was so thick that Johnny heard himself moan out loud.

How can all that dick possibly fit inside me?! He wondered. And then there was no time left to think, as Louie started thrusting. 

His black cock pounded deep into Johnny, his strong hips thwacking up against his stinging ass. Each thrust was like unleashing a wave of pleasure that threatened to obliterate him, washing over Johnny’s body with the force of a thousand tsunamis. 

It felt wonderful. More than that, it felt right. With an enormous black dick driving into his pussy, stretching his lips and making him squeal, Johnny realized he was experiencing more pleasure than his male body would have ever thought possible. 

“Oui!” He heard himself screaming. “Fuck moi! Fuck moi like your little bitch!”

Then Louie’s dick slammed into him and he was coming. He threw back his head and screamed as electric pleasure washed over his entire body, making goosebumps rise on every inch of his skin. He came once, twice, three times, then finally found himself floating back down to Earth on a soft pink cloud, his entire body lost in a fog of happiness.

At long last Louie went stiff. He yanked his penis out of Johnny’s pussy, roughly whirled him round and pressed him to the floor. Johnny just had enough time to wonder what was happening, then waves and waves of hot, sticky cum were flooding over his soft face, over his ruby lips, through his long blonde hair.  

Without realizing he was doing it, Johnny closed his eyes and opened his mouth, letting Louie’s white hot spunk splatter across his tongue, over his uniform, onto his cleavage. A musty, salty taste filled his mouth and he swallowed without thinking.

So that’s what cum tastes like, he thought, happily. 

Then it was over. The last drop of cum spattered down onto Johnny’s lips, and then Louie had let go of him and stepped away. 

Johnny opened his eyes and hazily saw the strong stable boy slipping his enormous dick back inside his pants, as he turned back to his work.

“There you are,” Louie panted, not looking at him, his deep voice making Johnny’s pussy tremble all over again. “Lesson learned. Go back to the house now, mademoiselle, I have work to do.”

Blinking, Johnny pulled himself unsteadily to his feet. His legs were so wobbly with pleasure, he thought they might collapse. Then he tottered over to the stable door and stepped wordlessly out into the sunlight. 

The dawn air was chilly as his way back toward the mansion. Dimly, he was aware that he was covered in cum and would need to wash his uniform thoroughly when he got back in. 

Already, his head was filling with the chores he would have to do. The floors to scrub. The sheets to wash. The meals to prepare. He had a demanding mistress, and everything would have to be perfect.

Johnny hadn’t realized it yet, but deep down, his new body was almost looking forward to its chores. 

Provided Annabel would let Louie use him again like that, he would happily be her little bitch maid Mimi for as long as she liked. 

∞ ∞ ∞

High up on the third floor, Annabel watched her beautiful little maid daintily making her way across the field with a smile on her face. 

She could tell from Mimi’s gait and the state of her clothes that she had enjoyed her session with Louie. 

“Very good,” she murmured. “After all, there’s plenty more where that came from.”

The thought made a thrill run through her. Mimi didn’t know it yet, but Annabel had big plans for her. Plans that involved her being fucked night and day by Louie until her belly swelled up and the little maid found herself carrying the big, black man’s baby. 

And when that happened, Annabel was going to force her to have a home birth without painkillers. Mimi would lie on her little maid’s cot, her body streaked with sweat, screaming as Louie’s baby pushed its way out of her, her nipples sore from storing so much milk, her poor little pussy sore from giving birth to triplets.

Then, the moment she was done and the baby was safely asleep, Annabel was going to make her get straight back to work scrubbing the house. No time off for that naughty little maid. 

And once her body was back to normal, Mimi would be forced to do it all over again. And keep on doing it until it until she’d been fucked thousands of times by Louie’s black dick, and given birth to dozens of babies.

After all, it’s not like she was going to get too old to have kids.

The wish would leave her as an obedient 18-year old for as long as she lived. 

“Oh, husband,” Annabel crooned, watching Mimi absentmindedly wipe some cum off her cheek and lick it off her fingers. “If only you hadn’t been such a jerk, we might both be living our dream life now. Instead, it’s just me.”

Her smile turned into a gigantic grin. She wasn’t really sorry. It was better this way. They were all going to stay young for the century or so, and she didn’t want to put up with a husband for all that time. 

Not when she intended on taking so many new lovers. 

Lovers Mimi would have to obediently serve, her soft body unable to do anything but watch in silent jealousy as her former wife was seduced and ravaged by them. By real men. 

In fact, Annabel thought she might make her watch literally. 

With a feeling of absolute happiness, Annabel threw open the window and called down to her beautiful, cum-splattered maid.

“Mimi!” She shouted, “be a dear and come up, would you? There’s an eligible bachelor living one estate over and I need to get dolled up to see him. After that, you can start mopping up and preparing my lunch. Then I need you to take a message to the other nearby young lord telling him I’ll be over tomorrow.”

Her grin widened. 

“I hear his footman has quite the dick, so you’ll have to suck it and report back to me! That’s an order!”

Far below, a look of horror briefly flickered across Mimi’s face. Then the wish kicked back in, and the dirty little cumslut maid curtseyed to her mistress like the obedient whore she was.

“Oui, madam.” Mimi called. 

“Good.” Annabel tried not giggle. “Then when you come back you can clean my toilet with your toothbrush. If you find any drops of piss make sure you lick them up!”

“Oui, madam.” The busty little maid turned miserably to go.

“Oh, Mimi?” Annabel called. “One last thing. Say ‘I’m a little cumslut bitch’.”

“I am ze little cumslut bitch,” Mimi called up obediently, an unhappy look on her soft baby face.

“Perfect. Now look lively, bitch,” Annabel snapped, “I’ve got lots to do today!”

Below her, Mimi gave one final, resigned curtsey, then trudged her cumstained little body back into the house.

Annabel closed the window, a huge smile on her face. She idly thought he might buy a little silver bell to ring whenever she needed Mimi. Perhaps she could even get her doing tricks, like the naughty little bitch she was. 

The silly little maid didn’t know it, but her lifetime of darkly kinky punishments was only just beginning. 

The End.
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Her Magic Swapped His Gender

EIGHT heart-stopping TG tales for a fraction of the price!

To celebrate the new year, sixteen of Lisa Change’s novel-length tales have been collected across this stunning, two volume set! Offered here for a fraction of the $24.00 list price, this first volume features tales of gender-swap revenge, men turned into strippers, forced male pregnancy, magical age regression, feminization, cross-dressing, gender-swap servitude, and all manner of naughty TG delights! That’s 8 novel-length TG tales for less than a dollar each!

Contents include…

She Turned Him Into a Female Stripper

The Pregnancy Curse

Mail Order Husband

She Turned Him Into a Sexy Nurse

…and many, many more!

Contains a grand total of 85,000 words of naughty erotic delights. Yes, eighty five thousand! Available for only $7.99!
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Turned Into a Girl

(five more tales of gender transformation)

College kid Lance has a secret. He stole his best friend Jack’s girlfriend, breaking his bro’s heart. But when Jack makes an ill-advised wish, the tables are turned in the kinkiest way possible. Lance finds himself magically transformed into Jack’s new girlfriend.

Trapped as beautiful, busty Laura, Lance is suddenly desperately attracted to his old bestie. To make matters worse, Jack has the hots for him too! As the former-friends struggle with Lance’s gender-transformation, they find themselves unlocking the dark desires at the heart of their friendship. But breaking the laws of nature comes with a terrible price…

In the longest tale in her new collection, All He Ever Wanted, Lisa Change – author of TG novels The Boy Who Became a School Girl and Swapped at School – invites you on a twisted TG thrill ride that’s dark, kinky, and impossible to put down. The rest of the collection includes: The Biggest Boobs in the World

The Best Valentine’s Day Ever

Your Very Own TG Adventure

All She Ever Wanted (a TG Christmas Tale)

Includes an author introduction and exclusive insights into each story!
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Her Revenge Made Him Into a Sexy Girl

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… 

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter

Becoming Christine (book one)

Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy

Contains a grand total of 60k naughty words of steamy erotic delights. 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!

Buy now






 
   

  
 

 About the Author 

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.

∞ ∞ ∞

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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